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Note:
set before Agent Afloat.


 



McGee
looked up from his typing.  "Did you know that there's an actual
Hellfire Club?" 


"There
were historically a few versions," Tony said absently from his own pile of
paperwork.  "Mostly before the American Revolution in England and
Ireland." 


"There's
one in New York." 


Tony
shook his head.  "Posers and wannabes.  Mostly art crowd sorts,
Probie." 


"How
do you know?" 


"I
went to school with people like that."  He looked over. 
"They want the thrill of pretending to be so powerful, like the
originators of the club." 


"I
heard they had sacrifices and things," McGee said with a grimace. 


"Not
really.  They were pagan God oriented but mostly it was the pleasures of
the flesh and other mild sins that most people would laugh at behind their
backs."  He shrugged. 


"How
would you know?" Gibbs asked. 


"I
did a great report on them in high school for Politics class."  He
got back to work. 


"What
about that other group?  The secret society fraternity group that I can't
remember the name of." 


"Wasn't
that a movie?" Gibbs complained. 


"No,
there's a real Skull and Bones group, Gibbs," Tony told him. 
"About eighty percent of all upper level politicians belong to it. 
There's been very few presidents that haven't been members.  Though the
movie sucked.  I saw it to laugh at it."  He looked at McGee
again.  "The Court and Crown Club however is more about power and
assets that can be used.  A few of them aren't the rich elite sort, they
were taken in for their useful abilities." 


"You
know a few?" 


"Again,
I went to school with a few," he said dryly, getting back to his
paperwork.  "I also live in the building with one." 


"At
Ohio State?" Gibbs snorted. 


Tony
looked at him.  "High school, Gibbs.  Some of us did go to elite
boarding schools.  Kate and I probably both knew future members in
school."  Gibbs gaped.  Tony stared back.  "They had
to pay educational costs even after kicking me out as the primary heir. 
It'd look bad to their coworkers if not."  He got back to work. 
"I went to school with a few other finance types' kids, a few diplomats'
kids, two who were displaced royalty, and a few mafia princes and
princesses." 


"Did
they help you any?" McGee asked. 


Tony
gave him a dirty look.  "If I had wanted to be president, I would've
started on that long ago and been taken back into the family almost
immediately, McGee.  I also would've taken the offer from Yale instead of
Ohio State, and would've went to law school instead of stopping at my
undergrad.  I'd probably already be pretty big in some upper level city or
lower level state government position working my way up.  The ability to
choose the right elected position is more important than some of the bigger
names. 


"Being
mayor is good.  Being the mayor of a city that has no problems, has a good
budget, no public problems, and a low crime rate is better.  Go from
smaller, well done mayor to a state elected spot to governor to senator or
directly to president.  Which is why the Mayor of New York or LA or
Detroit will never be president.  They went for the big name, not the jobs
that got them noticed for doing *good* at the job." 


"Someone
suggested?" Gibbs asked dryly. 


"Yeah,
a few times."  Tony smiled.  "It would've gotten me in good
graces years ago.  Or me going to medical school, which someone else
suggested."  He got back to work. 


"I
can't imagine you being a doctor," McGee said.  "I really
can't." 


Tony
looked at him.  "I'd make a fantastic doctor.  I'd be very
caring, very sympathetic, yet a hardass on the bad patients.  Though I
don't think I could be a generic surgeon.  A lot of daily pressure. 
Maybe an orthopedic surgeon.  They make great money, have good
reputations, and are a highly sought after specialty."  He got back
to work. 


Gibbs
shook his head.  "I can't see you doing anything like that. 
You'd hate being puked on and having to stitch people," he said. 
"Or you'd be a GYN so you could hit on the girls." 


"I'd
never hit on my patients, Gibbs.  I'd know where they'd been," Tony
said dryly.  "And I couldn't be a GYN for that very reason. 
You're not allowed to hit on patients.  As for stitching and things, I do
know how.  I've had plenty and watched them while they did
mine."  He smirked.  "Strangely enough mostly since I've
been here."  He got back to work.  "And those are ER docs,
not orthopedic surgeons.  Orthos are people who do joints and bones."



"Who're
the guys that do the cleft palates in that program overseas?" McGee asked.



"Maxiofacial
mostly.  Sometimes plastic surgeons or oral surgeons do them." 


"Oh." 
He shook his head quickly, getting back to work. 


Gibbs
glared at Tony for that crack but got back to his own paperwork stack. 
"Why didn't you go to medical school, DiNozzo?" 


"It's
a lot of hard work and very little praise for years of stress and tension. 
As a resident you have a lot of long hours and a lot of run-on days for very
low pay.  So I'm not real sure after working here."  McGee
snorted.  "My grades are good enough.  I talked to someone last
year about a graduate degree."  McGee stared at him.  Tony
smirked.  "Yes, me.  Really."  He got back to work. 


"I
thought you needed all 'A's," Gibbs said. 


Tony
smirked.  "Life experience, boss.  It makes up for a lot. 
Also the MCAT test.  I took all the GRE, LSAT, and MCAT to keep my options
open.  Also to gauge myself against others.  I scored in the high
eightieth on most of them.  A few lower on the MCAT.  It was heavily
chemistry and it's been years since I took one." 


"You
didn't add that to your profile here," Gibbs said. 


"No,
I didn't.  I don't have to.  Me thinking about a graduate degree
doesn't matter here."  He got back to work.  If they knew what
he knew, they'd freak out.  A lot. 


"What
about cadaver class?" McGee asked. 


"With
as many dead bodies as we've had here?" Tony snorted.  "Do you
think I'd pass out or something, Probie?"  McGee slumped and shook
his head.  Tony rolled his eyes.  "Anyone want anything from the
coffee shop?"  Gibbs held up money.  So did McGee.  He went
to get them, shaking his head most of the way to his car.  His coworkers
were idiots at times.  They really were. 


"Look
those up.  I want to know how he did," Gibbs ordered.  Something
wasn't right.  His senior agent was hiding things from him.  That
meant something was very wrong with DiNozzo.  The last time it had been a
secret undercover for the director. 


McGee
got into the local university's file on Tony, frowning.  They all did
their continuing education through them so it'd probably list it. 
"Tony took his MCAT ten years ago.  It is in his Ohio State profile. 
He took his GRE recently and scored a 750 on the verbal reasoning, a 780 on
quantitative reasoning, and a 6 on the writing."  He looked up. 
"That's a perfect score on that part, boss.  The others go up to
800.  His LSAT was 160.  That's up to a 180 scale.  His original
MCAT, because I'm seeing two now, was 40T and 41T.  That's three section
scores up to 15 and the letter is the writing score."  He looked over
at their boss.  "That's fantastic." 


"So
why didn't he go?" Gibbs asked. 


"Because
he's Tony and slightly a slacker?" McGee suggested.  "He could
probably go back now." 


Tony
came back with their coffees.  He spotted the results.  "My last
testing session is being reported soon."  He handed Gibbs his and sat
down with his own.  "Then I'm taking a few final classes." 
He got back to work. 


"Does
that mean you're taking advanced credits?" Gibbs demanded. 


Tony
stared at him.  "Would it matter if I said yes?"  Gibbs
glared.  Tony got back to work.  "Beyond that I doubt my degree
would help me here.  It's just something I wanted." 


"You
had some really good scores, Tony," McGee said. 


"Thanks,
McGeek.  Get out of my file at UVA."  McGee got out of it. 
Thankfully, before he found out what he had been taking.  Virology would
tip them off but he had the plague so it was reasonable to want to take. 
The other ones didn't have that excuse. 


"Is
anything going to be helpful here, DiNozzo?" 


"I'm
taking advanced Italian and Spanish," he said dryly.  "That
could help I suppose.  So could my updated computer class since I now type
faster." 


"What's
your major?" McGee asked. 


Tony
looked at him.  "Don't worry about it.  When I get it, I'll
throw a party."  McGee rolled his eyes.  Tony finished up and
got up to deliver them where they needed to go.  Even if McGee had gotten
into his file, he had two of them.  The admissions people had been
sensitive to his need for secrecy and he did need the accounting classes. 
So the MBA would look nice on paper, though he had taken all the classes
online, and the other degree he was really working on would look nicer to
him.  He called someone to let them know his coworker was snooping. 
That way they could cover him a bit better. 


McGee
browsed a bit more.  Some of the classes looked odd for an MBA, but like
Tony had said, he was doing what he wanted not what was good for his
career.  McGee got out of it and went back to his paperwork.  
He hated paperwork days as much as Tony did but he didn't cause a disturbance
most of the time when he was bored. 


***



Tony
met his neighbor in the hallway that night.  "Hey, Bill." 


"Tony." 
He smiled.  "I heard your last paper got accepted?" 


"I
hadn't yet.  Really?"  Bill smiled and nodded. 
"Wow.  That's wonderful news.  Thanks for telling me, man. 
Did McGee get into it again?" 


"He's
still lost in the cover of your MBA." 


"Good. 
I have no idea what I'm doing about anything later on."  Bill smiled,
walking off.  Tony let himself into his apartment, picking up his
mail.  Sure enough there was a letter from UVA's medical school.  He
had passed all his course work and only had to do his internship hours. 
Which might be a problem.  But he'd figure it out.  He always
did.  He went to make himself a good dinner for doing so good and then sat
down with his favorite movies.  He read the other letters.  His MBA
was waiting on one class.  They knew why.  They were nagging about it
too.  So maybe he'd finish that and let them think he was done?  He'd
have to consider his options.  It was a practical application thesis
project and he could easily pull one up from his experiences.  Which would
let him walk in the spring. 


***



The
next day, the new Director, Vance, called him up.  "Agent DiNozzo, we
seem to have a problem," he said when Tony walked in. 


"Why
do we have a problem?" he asked. 


Vance
stared at him.  "Why are you here, DiNozzo?" 


"I've
asked myself that many times, Director.  Especially after getting the
plague, getting shot multiple times, and enough concussions that my doctors are
starting to worry about the same sort of trauma boxers take." 


"That's
not what I meant and you know it." 


"Why
do you stay?" Tony asked.  "You could have a political career
much easier in other agencies, get higher up the food chain as well.  NCIS
is a small hill of an agency for you to climb when you'd be in the upper ranks
of the FBI or the CIA by now." 


Clearly
Vance had thought Tony was going to be honest with him, he wasn't sure why he
had thought it'd be an easy talk.  So he switched directions, like in an
interrogation.  "Why is it that I have people with clout telling me
that you need to do some educational things?" 


"I'm
about done with my MBA.  They like encouraging me."  He
grinned.  "I shouldn't need any time off for that, Director." 


"I
don't think that's what they were talking about, DiNozzo.  Why did you
take the MCAT's twice?" 


"Because
your scores are only good for so long and I wanted to see where I ranked after
I got the plague."  That was at least the honest truth.  He had
restarted his medical education after that problem.  "I also took the
LSAT and the GRE."  He shifted, staring at him.  "I scored
pretty damn good too." 


"I
saw that.  Why isn't that in your records?" 


"Why
should it be?  It's not required.  I'm not claiming it within the
agency.  I'm not claiming my MBA when I get it either, Director. 
Non-work related education certificates or degrees don't have to be
reported.  I didn't report that I have a certificate from cooking school
either.  I took that in high school over the summers." 


"What
sort of time off are you looking at, DiNozzo?  Honestly.  I have to
find some way to let Gibbs let you go since your *friends* insisted." 


Tony
smirked.  "I can do a lot of it now and then when I'm on injury
leave.  I get enough of it," he said dryly.  "I need to do
some intense hours in New Jersey in a few months.  But then again that's
what unpaid vacation time is for." 


"So
you were going to take a short leave of absence for what reason?" 


"I'm
going to New Jersey to work with a doctor who's a great diagnostician about my
plague.  I have the feeling he'll find that someone can still distill it
and I want someone world class to help me figure out what I need to do to
protect myself.  Especially since some of Ziva David's coworkers have
heard about it." 


"You
don't trust her?" 


"I
don't trust them.  I don't trust most of this agency either
actually.  There's too many that could see this as a useful thing to deal
with." 


"That's
not a bad idea," he admitted dryly.  "When are you going?" 


"Six
months.  Before then I have two evenings a week with a doctor I
know." 


"Fine." 
He stared at him.  "What if I gave you a better cover story?" 


"With
Gibbs, Director?" 


"Does
that actually matter to you, DiNozzo?  It seems like you don't trust him
at your back." 


Tony
considered that.  "Things have changed," he admitted more
quietly.  "I'm not sure I totally trust anyone anymore.  Even my
team.  Especially not after that little shipping crate thing." 


"I
heard." 


"My
ER bill was subtly put in for reimbursement," Tony said dryly. 


"I
saw.  You were damn lucky." 


"I'm
not the one that shot inside a metal box." 


"I
know.  So do we have a problem?" 


"No,
I have quiet plans." 


"Fine. 
Your residency year?" 


"Who
says I'll be here then, sir?  I never make plans more than a year ahead
for those things.  I tend to get shot or get another concussion." 


"Good
point.  They're saying you're getting boxer's trauma?" 


"Yup,
that's why I have an MRI tomorrow.  You have the day off paperwork for
that already.  I went around Gibbs for that by the way.  He's going
to growl but yay." 


"Fine." 
He stared at him.  "Tell them to quit being so helpful?" 


"Nope. 
I like them more than I do a lot of others, Director.  It's nice that they
weren't pushy.  We're still getting used to your style of political
hacking at things.  Though, if you want to go higher, the neighbor thinks
you should quit following Sheppard's lead because she was bad for your
career."  He smiled. 


Vance
stared at him.  "I had some of her rules I disagreed with," he
said dryly. 


"We
had more than a few.  Also, can you undo the things she did to the break
rooms?  I know Ziva hates that the machines don't have chocolate.  So
does Abby." 


"Gladly. 
Every now and then I need some myself."  Tony grinned and left. 
Vance got that form from his secretary, signing it and going to hand it to
Gibbs.  He hated that team.  DiNozzo was still high on his shit list
even though he had well connected friends.  "Gibbs."  He
handed it over as he walked past him.  He had a few others to hand over. 


Gibbs
looked at it then at DiNozzo.  "Why didn't I get this first?" 


"Because
you would've complained and my doc said I'm getting that MRI even if they have
to drive the trailer with it in it here."  He stared at him. 
"You've turned down my last three doctor's appointments, Gibbs. 
Including my yearly physical that I need to do this job.  Therefore I'm
going to go have the assessment of all the damage I've taken from concussions
tomorrow, and then my yearly clearance physical." 


"Ducky...."



"Isn't
qualified to do either one," he said simply.  "By the agency
by-laws he's not allowed to.  It was put in there specifically that he
could not do the yearly physicals.  And the last I knew he wasn't a
neurologist."  He got back to work.  "Also, fair warning, in
six months I'm taking an unpaid sabbatical to work with someone over my little
blood problem to make sure that no one else can use it." 


Gibbs
stared.  "No." 


"Tough." 
Tony looked at him.  "Do you really want to see me kidnaped and
killed for a few liters of blood?  Because the FBI got one the other night
and told me that they had me on the list."  Gibbs glared. 
"Call Fornell.  I'm sure he's heard, boss."  He got back to
things. 


"Why
in six months?" Ziva asked. 


"Because
before then he's got a lot of fellows he's got to deal with.  In six
months he's going to be more free to spend more time with me.  This way I
don't have to commute back and forth."  He looked at her as he
typed.  "He's already agreed that it was probably a good idea to have
done a few years back but Gibbs told Dr. Pitt that I wasn't going to need
it.  Thankfully, someone in *your* agency decided to tell someone else
about it," Tony finished sarcastically.  "So thank your
coworkers for the extra work you'll be doing, Ziva."  She blanched,
shaking her head. 


Gibbs
called Fornell.  "What was this about a blood hunter?"  He
listened, making notes.  "How did they hear?"  He
winced.  "Damn it.  Thank you."  He hung up. 
"It was a Mossad contact that told them," he admitted.  Tony
nodded.  "You knew?" 


"Yeah,
someone at the hospital told me that my files had been requested by another
agency.  I have no idea why the State Department wanted them so I talked
to a friend over there.  Who told me it was a hush-hush higher up
thing."  He smirked.  "So yeah, I'm going to disappear to
work with him." 


"You
could go sooner." 


"He
doesn't have time before then.  If I go sooner, I'll still be there at the
end of that time off." 


"Doctors...."
McGee said. 


"Hospitals
are gossip factories," Gibbs told him.  "Including down to the
janitor level."  Tony nodded.  "Him going when there's less
chance of people finding out is good." 


"I
can go now," Tony offered.  "Not a problem there, Gibbs.  I
can finish my MBA there too.  I only have a project left.  I found
that out when I got home last night." 


Gibbs
stared at him.  "I don't like these secrets." 


"As
proven, I have a reason for mine," Tony shot back, staring at him. 
Gibbs glared.  Tony shrugged slightly.  "I can go today." 


"They
think there's others." 


"I
heard that.  My building's doorman is alerted and he's former FBI. 
Got injured so he had to go to a less stressful job."  He got back to
work.  "Let me finish my backlog and I'll do that." 


"I
was going to use that information to send him as an agent afloat," Vance
said as he walked back. 


Tony
looked at him.  "I doubt that'll help and that'll be a lot of unknown
people who could cause problems, Director.  How hard is it to stick a
plant on a ship or pay someone?" 


"Good
point," he admitted.  "I do have some open." 


Tony
pulled out his sabbatical paperwork and changed the date, handing it
over.  "Gibbs wants me to go asap." 


"Can
you go that long without a paycheck?" Vance snorted. 


"Yup. 
I sure can."  He finished up and sent them over then packed things
and smirked.  "See you guys in March."  He left. 


"March?"
Gibbs demanded.  "It's barely april!" 


"Yup. 
I'll be back at the end of March."  Tony got onto the elevator and
headed down to the garage. 


Gibbs
snatched the paperwork to read over, growling.  McGee was hiding behind
his monitor and he realized that but oh well.  "Fine, since I can't
change it." 


"It's
safer for him to go now anyway," Vance said.  "I got information
someone was hunting for him?" 


"Fornell's
bringing over the file now."  Gibbs handed them back.  Vance
signed them and handed McGee a copy.  "Mail that to him," Gibbs
ordered at his confused look. 


"Sure,
boss."  He fled.  That was a good errand at the perfect
time.  Ziva 'went for coffee' and to listen in. 


"Officer
David, I can still see you," Vance noted.  She walked further
off.  He looked at Gibbs.  "Did you know Tony had pushy sorts in
his background?" 


"I've
met his father," he said dryly. 


"Not
that sort, Gibbs." 


"As
he put it, he went to school with them, Director." 


"That
doesn't really surprise me with his background."  He went up to his
office to file that paperwork.  That solved DiNozzo getting out of line
and screwing things up too badly around his agency.  Now he could make it
what it should be. 


***



Tony
strolled into an office and smiled at the doctors.  "Hi, Doctor
House.  Tony DiNozzo." 


"You're
early." 


"Blood
hunters showed up in DC." 


House
stared at him.  "Seriously?"  Tony nodded. 
"Huh.  So you're doing your other hours here?"  Tony
smirked and nodded.  "How long do we have you?" 


"I'm
taking off a week for Mardi Gras but otherwise I'm yours until the end of
February if you want me." 


"We'll
see.  Children, this is your new classmate," House snarked. 
"These are my present ducklings of stupidity." 


"Hi,
Tony DiNozzo," he said with a smile and a wave.  "I'm in my
in-school and Doctor House needs to monitor me as a project." 


"Why?"
the female asked. 


"Classified,"
Tony said with a smile.  "Don't worry though.  I promise I won't
bleed on you."  She glared.  He looked at House. 


"He's
right, it's classified," House told her.  "Chase, get me stuff
to pull some of his blood for testing."  He went to do that. 
"Sit, DiNozzo.  Any idea what the disease of the moment is?" 


Tony
looked at the white board, tipping his head slightly.  "If we didn't
have the liver complication I'd say an autoimmune but with that isn't it a type
of liver disease from drinking or too many chemicals?" 


"Chemicals
maybe," the female said.  "I'm Cameron, that's Foreman, the
other guy is Chase and he's Australian," she said dryly. 


"I
know a few nice Aussie's.  Great surfing and pretty country down
there."  He sat down.  "If his or her liver toxicity is
that high, why hasn't it shut down?" 


House
looked then at him.  "There's a decimal point." 


"My
aunt's shut down at half that from a lifetime of drinking." 


"True,
it could be.  I'd lean more toward chemicals.  They're a
chemist," House said dryly. 


"Were
they maybe doing the mad scientist thing and testing on themselves?" 


"Who
really does that?" Cameron snorted.  House raised his hand with an
evil smirk.  She groaned. 


"Geniuses
rarely have common sense," Tony quipped.  "I've worked with a
few." 


"And
Ducky," House said dryly. 


"And
Ducky is our ME," Tony agreed happily.  Chase came back so Tony took
off his jacket and rolled up a sleeve.  "The left side is usually a
bit easier."  Chase smiled and took the blood for him.  House
wrote out an order and Chase sent it to be run.  "Thanks,
Chase." 


"Welcome,"
he said as he sat down.  "That liver toxicity is going up,
House.  I checked her last labs.  It's went up two
points."  House changed that.  "I still think it's
autoimmune." 


"Not
with that liver report," House said.  "Though I'm not going to
rule out that she might have one underlying that we don't know
about."  They all nodded, going to test for that.  It was clear
to them that House wanted some time alone with him.  "Yes, you have
to put up with her." 


"I
had a director like her recently, House."  He got a smirk for
that.  "Seriously.  Then she died after slipping away from my
half-team's monitoring so the present one hates me."  He leaned his
arms on the table.  "Thank you.  I know it's unusual." 


"Very."



"I
do come with some extra skills though.  I took all the virology because of
that.  A lot of others that weren't necessary as well."  He slid
over an envelope from his pocket.  "From my docs down there." 


House
read the reports and grimaced.  "Concussions?" 


"All
too many," Tony said quietly. 


"Scars?"



Tony
snorted.  "Even as a beat cop I never got shot at like I do
now." 


"Hands?"



"Good. 
Still have good feeling, still have good flexibility, not even a cracking of
the knuckles." 


"What
did you want to be when you finished growing up?" he quipped with a
sardonic look. 


"I
used to think an ortho.  Now I'm thinking someone needs to handle things
like me.  Or maybe one of those quiet docs." 


"That's
not a bad career."  He stared at him.  "You'll still need
more hours." 


"I
have things rearranged for when I get back to do the rest of my hours with
people who have night clinics." 


"Do
your regular bosses not know?" 


"No. 
I don't want them to either.  They'll find out when I'm ready because
they'll throw ungodly fits." 


"Fine." 
He stared at him.  "Paperwork?" 


"Done. 
I talked with the admin too.  She also reminded me a lot of my old
director."  House snickered.  Tony grinned.  "I'm used
to gruff, slightly rude, and sarcastic, House.  That's why I chose you and
the guy upstairs." 


"I'm
all those and more." 


Tony
grinned.  "Better here than doing some hours on a ship." 


"Ewww."



"Well,
yeah."  He grinned.  House smirked back. 
"So....  I'm okay until I have to go back.  Doctor
Pitt...." 


"Seriously?"



"Yeah. 
Brad Pitt.  I actually played against him in the game that I broke my leg
in at Ohio State." 


House
shook his head.  "Any potential worries?" 


"Blood
hunters?  Someone in the Mossad was nicely handing over that information
to get some other intel.  They got it from the State Department in a
hush-hush cooperation deal.  Apparently they were willing to let me kill
them all to stop anyone coming for me." 


"I
bet," he sighed.  "That won't happen here." 


"I'm
hoping not but I am licensed to carry concealed in this state." 


"Even
better.  Do you have to check in with your bosses?" 


"No. 
I'm on unpaid sabbatical.  If he wanted me to check in, he'll call." 


"Even
better."  He stared at him.  "I'm not going to go easy on
you because we're in Crown and Court together." 


"I
don't expect you to.  I pull my own weight, House.  It'll be nice to
only pull my own weight." 


"You
don't have to go back." 


"I'm
considering things.  Really, I used to love the team and the work. 
And then things went to hell."  The others came in.  So did someone
else.  "Hi, Tony DiNozzo," he said, holding up a hand. 


"James
Wilson, Oncology.  I thought you were coming in a few months." 
He shook his hand. 


"So
did I but someone came looking to kill me."  He grinned. 
"So I came up early." 


"That's
fine.  More hours getting done I guess."  Tony nodded. 
"Are you coming our way?" 


"I
arranged to do my oncology hours with Doctor Leonard." 


"He's
an idiot," House told him. 


"I
don't think it's a field I want to do but I need to learn the basics and how to
deal with things," he pointed out.  "The same as you probably
took some hours in fields that you had no idea why." 


"I
did a stint with an ME for that," Wilson admitted. 


"I
did one in virology," House agreed. 


"And
here I'm doing you guys," Tony quipped, cracking House up.  He
grinned at Wilson.  "Did you need a pack mule, I mean a
resident?" 


"No,"
he said with a smile.  "Maybe later to help with some
charts."  He left with a smile.  "House, meeting." 


"Damn
it," he muttered.  "You three help him get settled around the
hospital.  Page me with those results.  Cuddy said she'd kill me if I
missed this one and she has PMS so she probably will."  Tony hummed
_Taps_, making House smirk as he limped off. 


"Let's
do the tour," Cameron said. 


"Sure,"
Tony said, looking at the guys.  "Then the locker room and changing
area so I can put stuff in my locker?"  They nodded and took him to
show him all the resident and fellowship student areas.  Including getting
him his locker and parking sticker.  Chase asked him about which
speciality classes he had taken so they knew what he had learned but he was
nice about it.  Tony also bragged on his cooking certificate so they all
relaxed.  He was a nice guy and only a threat when you made him be. 


"Special
Agent DiNozzo," Cuddy said as she walked up to them. 


"Administrator
Cuddy."  He smiled and shook her hand.  "They were helping
me get the necessary things done." 


"That's
good.  You have a local office you have to check in with?" 


"No. 
I'm on unpaid sabbatical.  If my team leader wants me he can call. 
Why?  Did they call?" 


"Not
yet.  Do you know where it is?  Someone informed me you should
probably hear that suggestion and that you should also call someone named
Fornell?" 


"Deputy
Director Fornell is FBI.  He had the case of that blood hunter." 


"Charming."



He
smiled.  "My feelings on the subject are a lot more
graphic."  She laughed and walked off.  "Thank you,
ma'am." 


"Welcome. 
Don't learn the wrong things from House." 


"My
team leader can scowl Doctor House into a coma, Doctor Cuddy.  I know more
grumpy people than him.  Including a pouty goth lab tech."  She
cackled at that.  He grinned at his coworkers.  "I'll look it up
later to make sure in case there's an emergency.  Caf?"  They
nodded and showed him the various places they had to eat.  Tony did text
Fornell in the elevator.  "Oh, I have a trial next week. 
They're arranging for it to be done by phone."  He noted that on his
calendar and put the phone back. 


"So
you're an agent?" Cameron asked. 


"Yes. 
NCIS."  He grinned.  "Naval Criminal Investigative
Services." 


"Huh." 
She got them off and to the better cafeteria. 


"So,
investigative and crime scenes?" Chase asked.  "Or ships?" 


"I'm
on an investigative team out of the DC office." 


Foreman
looked at him.  "And you're doing resident hours under *House*?"



"Because
of my blood issue," he agreed quietly, glancing around.  "He's
one of the few people that's trusted with this sort of information." 
They all nodded and Cameron was looking constipated again.  Tony bought
her a muffin with a grin.  "You looked like you needed some
bran," he said quietly then walked off with the guys. 


She
glared at his back but ate the muffin.  She'd get him back later. 


***



House
looked up when Tony walked in that night.  "I thought I sent you all
home." 


"I
went home, cooked dinner for us, and came back, House."  He handed
over something.  "Sausage and pesto penne with peppers." 
He sat down with his plate.  "How high was my count?"  He
ate a bite. 


House
sniffed then nodded.  "I heard you told them you had a cooking
certificate." 


"During
high school."  He grinned.  "I spent a full year's worth of
cooking school." 


"Great. 
We're holding all dinners at your place."  He dug in, moaning. 
"That's really good."  Tony grinned.  "It was
abnormally high." 


"It's
the flu shot I had to get probably."  He ate another bite. 
"Pitt noticed when I got the flu last time it shot up with my white
count." 


"I'd
guess it would.  It does with other long-term antibodies."  He
ate another bite and Wilson came in.  "You can trust him,
DiNozzo." 


"I
know why he's here, House.  There's only so many in the DC office that got
the plague." 


Tony
nodded.  "Definitely."  He ate a bite.  "Want
some, Doctor Wilson?" 


"No,
that's fine."  He smiled.  "I heard you had a cooking
certificate."  Tony grinned and nodded.  "You might see if
Chase needs help.  I've only seen him eating salads and microwave
stuff."  He looked at House.  "Home?" 


"Later. 
Sit."  Wilson sat and House got into the report, letting Tony see
them. 


"That's
higher than when I had the flu the last time," he said, handing them to
Wilson. 


"That's
a bad antigen count," he agreed.  He looked at him. 
"Why?" 


"Unless
someone slipped me something for that blood hunter I have no idea," Tony
admitted.  "I know they decided I was expendable."  He ate
another bite. 


House
shook his head.  "They're idiots, DiNozzo." 


"I
know that."  He grinned.  "I've worked with a great many
idiots and those who want to take all the credit for things and even a few
decent ones that the system had eaten into a hollow shell." 


"It's
a good thing you're out of DC for a bit then."  House dug in
again.  "This is really good." 


Tony
grinned.  "I have enough for lunch tomorrow if you wanted to make
Chase steal it.  He was looking a bit anemic." 


"He
is," Wilson agreed.  "He's been running himself ragged
again."  House smirked at him.  "Not all because of you
either."  He looked at him.  "We need to reduce it." 


"We
need to figure out if we can distill it," House corrected. 
"Because if so, someone's got to take some measures." 


"Which
is another reason I'm up here.  There's only so many people that can put
in a switch properly." 


Wilson
nodded.  "Do we have one?"  House waved his fork then ate
another bite.  "You're not supposed to do surgery." 


"I
can instruct one of the little dweebs in surgery fellowship." 


"Fine." 
He looked at Tony.  "Are you going to go into practice?" 


"Probably
within five years," he agreed.  "I don't know if it'll be as a
virologist or as an ortho or as one of the underground docs who handle agents
who're undercover." 


"They're
all good fields," Wilson agreed.  "And that last one is probably
necessary."  Tony nodded with a grin.  "For that I'd be a
regular, high priced doc so no one asks too many questions." 


"I
was thinking I could do that on the side." 


"That's
reasonable," House agreed.  "Two diverse fields though." 


"Yeah
but I've been under good and bad of both fields," Tony pointed out. 
"I wanted to strangle the guy who was treating my leg in college because
he was a moron.  Told me it wasn't broken like I thought when he had the
original x-ray right there.  Tried to tell me it was only bruised.  I
turned on the ESPN replay for him and he winced when they showed the closeup of
the compound fracture.  Complete with bone sticking out."  He
ate a bite of dinner.  "He huffed off and his partner was excellent
to me." 


"Figures,"
House agreed.  "A lot of young docs come in saying 'I'll never be
that bad' and half of them are." 


Tony
nodded.  "But we can't all be super special like you are,
House.  I'm not a robot, my brain isn't as huge as yours, and I know my
limitations.  A lot of those kids aren't really socially ready for
interaction with real people or used to working." 


"No
they're not," he agreed.  "And if I have one more fellow that
ever calls off on the day after payday they're getting my cane up their
asses." 


Tony
grinned.  "I mastered the art of curing the hangover quickly back in
high school.  They needed better trained in college at the very
least."  Wilson snickered, shaking his head.  "I was a frat
boy at Ohio State.  I had more than my fair share of parties." 
He finished his dinner and tossed out the plastic fork and paper plate. 
House finished his too.  "So, how best can I help?" 


"Do
what you did earlier," House told him.  "They need some
competition.  Foreman needs to drop his god act.  Chase needs to
toughen up.  Cameron needs to have some head suctioning." 


"Suggest
she do some time in a charity clinic overseas?" Tony suggested. 
House stared for a second then cackled.  "It's a very good learning
experience and it's good for a soul.  It'll stretch her as a doctor too
and help her empathize with patients." 


Wilson
was laughing.  "It'd kill her.  It really would.  Chase
maybe.  Foreman I can see it doing the most good.  He's still
thinking in terms of zebras, not horses." 


"I'm
told we all do that sometimes but House gets the zebrasses and ligers of the
disease world anyway." 


"Very
true," House agreed smugly.  "I expect you to try your
best."  Tony nodded.  "And learn." 


"I'm
sure I will.  I can also probably teach them a bit about real
people.  Oh, Cuddy said I'd have clinic hours?  Are those on my own
since I'm a resident?" 


"No,"
House said.  "Not on your own.  You can take one of the
ducklings with you to look over your shoulder."  Tony grinned. 
"I only go down there under penalty of death." 


"She
does remind me a lot of Sheppard," he said quietly, looking at the hallway
then at them.  "Our last director." 


"I
heard," House said smugly.  "The others in the group raged about
her a few times." 


"Think
how I felt underneath her.  She even had me going on a long term
undercover with some arm dealer's daughter.  We nearly got married. 
Which she would've encouraged." 


"Jesus,"
Wilson muttered.  Tony nodded.  "At least we're more
reasonable." 


"Not
from what I've heard," Tony quipped. 


"No,
that's just for fun," House assured him happily.  Cuddy walked in
with someone.  "Why are you bringing in an idiot in a suit?" 


Tony
looked back.  "Masser." 


"DiNozzo. 
What are you doing here?  We heard you were getting an MBA." 


"Yeah,
that too."  He grinned.  "If you tell anyone I'll kill
you." 


"Fine. 
What's going on?" 


"Why
are you up here?" he asked. 


"Blood
hunter?  Fornell got suspended for yelling at someone because they decided
you're expendable."  He handed over the folder. 


"When
I had the plague." 


"I
heard.  I remember.  There was all sorts of fits and hair pulling by
the FBI and Homeland earlier."  Tony smirked.  "You?" 


"I
did let slip last night that I had found one to Fornell and a friend who went
to Homeland.  That's their job, not NCIS's job." 


"Good
point.  You went evil?" 


"No,
if I had went evil there'd be some begging people.  I'll be evil later on
the people who decided I'm a shareable toy."  Agent Masser laughed
and walked out shaking his head.  "Thanks." 


"Welcome. 
Anything to get away from Abby being pouty." 


Tony
looked at the file then let House see it.  He looked at Cuddy. 
"Why I'm early." 


"I
figured it was something like that.  Will your old casework
interfere?" 


"I
have testimony on Wednesday afternoon but we can do it by phone call.  I
told the JAG in person that I was going to be up here.  He knew about my
little blood problem already.  He got the nice story that I'm up here
working on a way to reduce it and protect myself and others." 


"Even
better."  She left them alone. 


Tony
looked at Wilson.  "It was actually on the news but most people
didn't put it together with me and most of those forgot about it." 


"What
are you going to do?" 


"I'm
going to have some fun."  He grinned.  "The things you
learn to look up when you're an agent."  Wilson moaned and left them
alone.  He looked at House. 


"I
heard they took you in because you were a hacker and meant to be a consort to
someone." 


Tony
nodded.  "Yup, mostly.  What're we doing as a next step?" 


"Distilling
it.  That way we can start an antibody strain going."  Tony
nodded.  "I'll have them starting on that and you going up to work
with them on that so you get those hours too."  Tony grinned. 
"Go home, let me plot and plan."  Tony took the file back to
talk about with the hospital's head of security.  In case any of them
showed up.  House went up to virology with the test results. 
"Dr. Paul Will." 


"House." 
He shook his hand.  "Are we starting on DiNozzo early?" 


"He
showed up today.  Someone sold his blood out of his body." 


"Pity. 
He good?" 


"Yeah,
he's fine.  They caught them."  He handed over the result. 


"Oh,
crap," he said, staring at it.  He looked at House.  "This
is sad." 


"He
said they gave him a flu shot recently.  Last year's flu made it worse
too." 


"We
can work on that antibody and vaccine tomorrow.  When do you need
him?" 


"I
have him scheduled for mornings with me and afternoons with you but Wednesday
he has to testify by phone." 


"Good
deal.  Thanks, House." 


"I
don't want that to get out." 


"Even
better.  There's an odd result coming up out of a hospital file in
California.  Someone in the CDC sent it to me because they heard I'd be
working with DiNozzo."  He let him see it. 


House
stared.  "Those are dead strains.  How in the hell?" 


"I
don't know.  Can you kidnap him?  I figure you have that little tact
most of the time." 


"Of
course I do.  I'll talk to DiNozzo about him."  He walked off,
going to talk to Tony about him tonight at home.  Tony opened his
door.  "There's a kid with a problem like yours.  He's
twenty-two in California." 


"Xander
Harris."  He grinned.  "I've talked to him already and
suggested he show up here to let you do the same thing you're doing with
mine.  Though he's in the strangest of strange business.  And
construction." 


"He's
Council?" 


"No,
he's working with their girl against the Council's will.  I noted the
contract on his life to the FBI office in LA so they could handle it." 


"How?"



"He
fell into some remains." 


"Charming,"
he muttered.  "Get him out here." 


"I'll
call him tonight." 


"He's
in the hospital for something unrelated." 


"Even
better."  He grinned and went to call out there.  House walked
in since Tony had left the door open.  "Hi, this is Doctor DiNozzo at
Princeton-Plainsboro Teaching Hospital.  I need to talk to someone about a
patient you have that's a match to one we need to help."  He was
transferred over.  Xander had said their local hospital was crappy and
sold parts.  So why not a whole patient. 


He
made the arrangements and had them ship him, still alive, out to them. 
The boy fought but Tony talked to him.  Tony promised to get them help in
his place and it'd take a few days.  Then he could go back.  Xander
agreed and let it go.  Tony paid their online account and it was
done.  "He'll be here tomorrow," he told House, turning to look
at him.  "He has to go back though.  They're having a battle
soon." 


"Good
to know."  He left, going to consider things.  The kid was going
to drive him nuts.  Harris too probably.  DiNozzo was just too damn
cheerful. 


***



Tony
picked up Xander, smiling at him.  "You good?" 


"Dizzy. 
Still walking into things," he said quietly.  "Why the emergency
call out?" 


"They
got noted in a local system." 


"Shit. 
That means CDC knows." 


"Yup. 
And others.  I had a blood hunter recently, Xander." 


"Double
crap."  He followed Tony to baggage claim to get his two bags then
out to the car.  They drove back to the hospital, Xander taking a short
nap.  Tony kept the radio quiet.  When they got there, Tony took him
right up to House, who sent the other ducklings away so he could close them
into an office.  Tony drew the blood test for him and had it run while he
and House talked.  Tony came back up with it.  He handed it to
House.  "It's that bad?" Xander asked. 


"It's
that bad and worse," House complained.  "What's this strange
result?" 


"Probably
the mermaid taint I got in high school?  Or maybe it's where a vamp
actually managed to bite me in the hospital last night before I woke up to
stake him?" 


House
stared at him.  "I thought I was fucked up."  He went back
to looking.  "We're going to start the distilling later, kid. 
That means we'll be sucking off a pint or two in the next few days.  You
don't look anemic or anything." 


"You
can have my spare bed," Tony said with a smile.  "Did they do
anything about that contract?" 


"The
Council got blown up a few months ago." 


House
stared at him.  "Why?" 


"We're
fighting the First Evil in a few weeks.  Which is why I have to get
back." 


"Fuck,"
Tony said.  Xander shrugged but nodded, looking down.  "Okay, we
can handle that."  He looked at House, who called someone.  It'd
be all over the group by later that night.  "We'll see if we can get
you guys some help.  For now, let me drop you on my spare bed and we'll do
the blood sucking tomorrow?"  Xander nodded, smiling at him. 
"It'll be okay but this way we have a good antidote or treatment at the
least." 


"We'll
be doing a more in-depth look of your bloodwork too," House assured
him.  "That taint?" 


"A
few chromosomes.  Probably." 


"Did
anyone look at it?" 


"They
said they detoxed it all with the blood transfusion.  I know I can't eat
shrimp or seafood anymore.  Part of that's mental though." 


"Yeah,
I'd probably do that too," Tony decided.  House drew more blood for
the DNA testing and then he got Xander back to his place to rest.  Tony
came back to find the Ducklings wondering where House was.  "He's
probably in the lab.  Another person with my problem showed up so I spent
the morning getting him from the airport."  They all nodded and got
down to what they needed to be doing.  Tony made sure the reports weren't
on the desk then did the same thing.  Cameron gave him a dirty look. 
"I wasn't joking about it being classified, Cameron," he said
quietly, staring back.  House stomped in.  "He's taking a
nap." 


"I
realized I left those forms out." 


"No,
they're not," Tony told him.  "I looked."  House went
to check.  Security rushed in a few minutes later to check things. 
Tony came in to take fingerprints for them.  The ones he lifted he knew on
sight from years of weeding them out of possible scene contamination. 
"Gibbs."  Everyone stared at him.  He pulled out a
photo.  One of the security guys had noticed him so they had him picked up
and brought back. 


"He's
not a virologist, DiNozzo." 


"No,
I'm the master of the strange shit that happens in people's bodies and we're
working with the virology staff upstairs," House said firmly. 
"Are you trying to get him killed!  They've already sold him
once!" 


Tony
checked the papers.  "Not all of these are mine, Boss.  I'm not
the only one he's working with." 


"He..."
Gibbs started with a point. 


"Shut
up," House ordered overtop of him.  "It's clear you're one of
the people that would've let him be taken and killed for some of his
blood." 


"He's
usually not," Tony corrected, staring at him.  "Boss, this is
the guy who I need to work with.  House has to figure out what it does to
the body overall and long term.  Virology is working on a treatment and
vaccine strain."  He sat down.  "I'm spending plenty of
time with virology every afternoon and all morning I'm House's packmule and
assistant." 


"You
need to be back in DC where we can protect you," Gibbs ordered. 


"They're
the ones that sold me to the Mossad so they could use me as a bargaining
chip," Tony said dryly.  "I don't trust Ziva as far as I can
throw her."  Gibbs glared at him for that.  "Since they
arrested nineteen people for that plot, I'm safer if I go to China." 


"We
need this work done in case they manage to get some," House pointed
out.  "Because even a pint can start it off.  His last bloodwork
showed it was elevated for *some* reason.  Especially since further
testing showed an immune suppressant." 


"No,
I'm supposed to be on a booster, like cancer patients get," Tony told
him.  House found that and showed it to him.  "I'm not supposed
to ever get that."  House stared at him.  "Is that an IM
drug or something that could be crushed and put into my food?" 


"It
comes in intramuscular, intravenous, and pill form," House told him. 
"It wasn't your flu shot.  You tested positive for that." 


"So
probably someone put it into my food and since I haven't eaten out or ordered
out except for coffee it had to be in the office," Tony sighed.  He
texted that to Fornell too.  "They'd have to call in Fornell or our
Internal Affairs people to find that out," he told Gibbs.  "I'm
perfectly safe up here, boss.  There's not going to be anyone bothering
me. The town's smaller so I'd notice them faster.  The hospital is a
tighter environment so I'd notice them coming here faster.  I don't have
to worry about anyone here selling me out.  Probably." 


"Did
you do a background on him?" 


Tony
smirked and nodded.  "We have some mutual friends too.  That's
how I set this up when we realized my count had gone up when I got the flu last
year.  We stupidly thought we had time." 


"It's
high enough that all they need is a pint to start the sample growing,"
House told him.  "Possibly as little as a vial of it." 
Gibbs shuddered.  "None of us want that.  Plus he's getting good
experience in administrative levels of healthcare in case he has to switch jobs
to protect himself and everyone else from getting it." 


"I'd
hate to turn into a bean counter like you said Cuddy is," he complained. 


"With
your MCAT scores, you could go to medical school," House quipped, smirking
at him. 


"Cool! 
I can count these as residence hours."  He grinned back. 


"That
means he'd have to give up his personal life for work," Gibbs said
sarcastically. 


"And
cases where we don't get out until three in the morning a few days after the
case started haven't?" Tony shot back, glaring at him.  Gibbs backed
down at that.  "I'd spend less hours than I do on your six at work,
boss.  That's why I'm taking the time to go to Mardi Gras.  I deserve
it." 


The
security guards look at House.  "Is he being arrested?" 


"I'm
sure he thinks he had DiNozzo's best interests at heart," House said
dryly, glaring at him.  "I'm not certain I want him free to get him
more attention." 


"I
protect my people, Doctor House." 


"Uh-huh. 
We'll see.  Don't come back.  You're leading them to him." 
Gibbs stomped out.  He looked at the guards.  "There's another
one under this same sort of threat, guys.  He's young, twenty-two, has a
missing eye on his left side.  White boy, dark hair, brown eyes, overly
big jeans and t-shirt earlier when DiNozzo picked him up."  They
nodded, going to add that to the file.  The kid's picture was found on the
earlier surveillance cameras.  House looked at Tony, who was clearly
pissed off but trying to hide it.  "We all scream in the parking
lot," he said bluntly. 


"Gibbs
taught me to box," Tony said, looking at him. 


"He's
toxic." 


"I
know but he's made me the agent I am today." 


"With
so many concussions you're starting to look like Ali?" 


"That
too.  Some of that is my own stupidity though." 


"Yeah,
that's what abusive spouses always want you to think," House shot back,
walking out.  "C'mon, we have patients, DiNozzo." 


"Sure,
House."  He followed him out, avoiding Cameron's glare. 
"And the next one who gets into my blood results without authority will
get arrested.  Unfortunately Gibbs was being overprotective." 
He sat down. 


Chase
looked at him.  "I did some background checking," he said
bluntly. 


House
smirked at him.  "Smart wombat, you deserve a cookie," he said
sarcastically.  "Keep it to yourself." 


"Letter?"
Chase asked.  Tony nodded once.  "The other one?" 


"Similar
but not exactly the same," Tony told him.  "He fell into a
burial chamber's remains." 


"Ow,"
he muttered, rubbing his own side.  "All right, we can handle
that.  What's his name?   So we can keep him calm when he comes
in?" 


"Xander."



"That's
fine."  He smiled.  "He seemed like a nice boy." 


"Like
me, he's nice until someone attacks."  He shrugged.  "He's
just trained to attack back differently." 


"Figures." 
Foreman looked at him.  "How classified?" 


"What
Chase knows is enough to get him taken in by the FBI for questioning." 


"Then
I don't know a thing about you other than you were an agent," Foreman
decided, looking at House. 


Cameron
grimaced.  "It's odd that you're working with House." 


"Who
else is going to be able to figure out the long term effects from that versus
everything else that I've been through?" Tony quipped with a grin. 
"Do you need another muffin?  You have that constipated look
again." 


"Never
mind, they sent you to House because you're like him," she decided,
looking at House. 


"No
new patients.  Take him to the clinic, kids."  They sighed but
did that.  "DiNozzo, one pm, virology." 


"I
know.  Thanks, House." 


House
shook his head, going over the expanded results that were waiting on him. 
Cuddy stomped in.  "Thank you for that earlier help." 


"Who
was that guy?" 


"His
boss at NCIS." 


"Dirt."



"Someone
was giving him an immune suppressor in his office." 


"Charming!" 
She looked around.  "Clinic?"  House nodded. 
"Good, it can help his hours."  She looked at him. 
"The new one?"  He held up those results and she
whimpered.  "How in the hell?" 


"He
fell onto some remains." 


"Only
someone like you." 


"Yes,
I'm told he's a little smartass at times too," he said dryly, taking them
back.  "We're doing the same thing without him needing hours." 


"Even
better.  Anything I have to know?" 


"Security
already has a handle on it and added the new kid to that file." 


"Even
better."  She left, going to watch how DiNozzo was doing with
patients.  Though he did talk a nurse into giving Cameron some ex-lax for
some reason.   She must've looked angry Cuddy decided.  It did
make her look constipated.  She left them alone since he had a pretty good
hand with the patients. 


***



Xander
walked in the next morning.  "Did we find out anything?" he
asked. 


"A
few things.  Your DNA is screwy," House said dryly, looking over at
him.  "It's affected your other body systems."  Xander
winced.  "If you're craving salt, I know why.  And what caused
the liver/gall bladder/heart damage?" 


Xander
considered that question.  "Would being hit by a lot of energy at
once do it?  About seven times while trying to stop someone?" 


House
stared then nodded.  "Yeah, that's a 'duh' moment, kid." 


"We
had a witch go magic addiction and lose it.  I stopped her when she was
trying to destroy everyone," he said, glancing into the other room then
back at him.  "She kinda hit me with blasts of magic about seven
times." 


"Should
we start calling you Harry?" 


Xander
grinned.  "I went as him last Halloween because I had to handle the
shop." 


"What
do you normally do?" 


"Construction
worker.  Patrol dweeb."  People came in.  "So, more
blood work?" 


"We're
doing DNA tests, kid. It might help us later on."  Xander shrugged
and rolled up his overshirt's sleeves.  House looked.  "What's
with the bruises?" 


"I
ran into a vamp last night when I was getting a soda from the store on the
corner." 


House
stared at him.  Then he rubbed his head.  "Is it gone?" 


"Yup. 
It wasn't one you could stake but the other way worked."  He glanced
out there then at him again. 


"Unless
we have a patient, someone get me stuff for DNA and organ function
testing," House bellowed.  They went to do that.  "No,
DiNozzo stays," he called when Cameron grabbed him. 


Xander
leaned out.  "He said Tony stays."  He walked back over to
sit down.  "How bad do we think this is?" 


"I
can take a pint of blood and make a new sample," House said bluntly. 
"That means a terrorist or someone can." 


"They
never come to Sunnydale.  Well, outside of Wolfram and Hart's people a few
times." 


House
nodded.  "The CDC knows, they'll come." 


"That's
what I figured.  Which is why I never wanted anyone to take any
blood.  Unfortunately the ER did when I came in because my eye had been
popped." 


"I
wasn't going to ask unless it was relevant." 


"Minion. 
Super high minion.  Dirty thumbnail," he sighed, getting
comfortable.  "Spike saved me before he got the other side too."



"That's
good to know.  Have you noticed any other odd changes going on?" 


"No,
not really.  I can eat more twinkies now without bouncing but that might
be getting old." 


"You're
not old," House snorted, giving him a dirty look. 


"For
hunting demons, yeah I am." 


"That's
a good point," Tony said as he walked in.  "That is harder on
your body than being a pro athlete."  He sat down too. 
"What's up, House?" 


"We
need to do a DNA workup and see how well his organs are working. 
Apparently he got hit with some...energy a few times.  The bloodwork
showed some lack of proper working.  So you're going to do an ultrasound
of his major organs."  Tony nodded, taking notes on what he'd
need.  "Do what you need to do a DNA workup to figure out that
strange things the fish DNA did and if it's related to the organ
problems." 


"Okay. 
Anything else?" 


"Take
a full history, medical and otherwise." 


Xander
shrugged.  "Pretty well nothing, Doctor House.  I didn't really
see doctors.  I had a broken arm in my senior year." 


"Anything
to declare sexually?" House asked. 


"As
far as I know Anya didn't have anything.  I didn't pick up anything at the
strip club I ended up working in because my car broke down." 


"Was
Anya your only girlfriend?" Tony asked. 


"I
dated Cordy but we didn't get beyond groping.  I slept with Faith and she
tried to choke me later on.  She was a virgin and so was I then. 
Anya was a vengeance demon for over eleven hundred years."  House
whimpered, shaking his head, squeezing the bridge of his nose.  Xander
grinned.  "Giles does the same thing whenever Anya talked about sex
stuff." 


"We
can do that swab test too," Tony decided.  "Just in case. 
Because we need to know how these are affecting your body long-term," he
told Xander.  "That way we know if we need to do anything to support
any damage.  Because you can't hunt with a heart condition." 


"Okay,
I guess.  Am I paying for this?" 


"No,"
House said. 


"Thanks. 
I'm having visions of scary huge hospital bills thanks to complicated
machines." 


"That's
tomorrow," Tony quipped.  "C'mon, we'll go do that." 
He took Xander down to the clinic to do all those.  "Ladies, this is
Xander, who is seeing House for the same reason I am."  They all
smiled at the boy and one patted him on the shoulder.  "House wanted
a full organ ultrasound and stuff to draw blood for DNA testing and organ
function tests." 


"No
biopsies?" one nurse asked. 


"No. 
Not at this time.  We don't need it." 


"Use
room 3," that nurse said with a point.  "I'll get the ultrasound
and needles."  Tony smiled and walked Xander that way.  She got
what she was pretty sure he needed, knocking before walking in.  "Are
we doing a swab set?" she asked, seeing him down to his underwear. 


"Yeah,
just in case.  He ran into a dead strain of syphilis thanks to falling
into some remains.  Thank you."  He grinned.  She handed
over that kit as well and left him alone. 


"She's
from a nice clan," Xander said quietly.  Tony stared at him. 
Xander shrugged. 


"Okay." 
He started with the basic things.  The neck veins were important and what
he saw made him swear.  He captured pictures as he paged House.  The
heart issue was even worse.  "Want the truth?" 


"Please,"
Xander said quietly. 


"I'm
seeing a little extra part of your heart and your veins are too thick. 
They're not flexing right.  Have you been feeling dizzy?" 
Xander shook his head.  "Check your pulse."  Xander did
that and frowned as he searched.  "That's them not flexing right." 
House walked in and shut the door.  Tony showed him the heart scan. 
"His neck veins are thick too.  I can't find a pulse and neither can
he." 


House
looked at the scan while searching for one.  He took the wand to get a
better look, and redid the neck veins.  "What the hell?" he
muttered. 


"MRI?"



"CT,"
House corrected.  He checked the other ones.  His liver was distended
in one area.  "Do you drink, kid?" 


"Hardly
ever.  I have alchie parents." 


"Drugs?"



"No. 
Not unless I get poisoned on patrol." 


"Add
a tox panel," House ordered.  He checked his lungs and winced. 
"Thicker there.  Short of breath?" 


"No,
not that I've noticed.  I can still run mostly across Sunnydale and do
construction all day." 


"Okay,
so you're adapting beautifully," House said dryly.  "Do you
breathe easier in water?" 


"I
haven't been in a pool since they tried to turn me." 


"Huh. 
We'll try that.  We have a pool here for water physical therapy,"
House decided. 


"If
I'm going to turn black and slimy I'd rather not," Xander said, staring at
him. 


House
looked at him.  "Instead of not knowing?" 


"Yeah. 
I can die with what I know now.  If I know more, I might die by accident
instead.  I'm stubborn but I know very well your mind can sabotage
you." 


House
nodded.  "There is that.  We can knock you out," he
offered.  "Because if this isn't that DNA taint, it's something you
got exposed to."   Xander slumped but nodded.  "Let's
do the CT first."  Tony nodded, calling radiology to set that up for
that night.  "We can sedate you if you want, kid.  I know that
it sucks badly at times to be truly sick." 


Xander
nodded.  "Yeah, I'm starting to have that thought process.  And
I still have a battle in a few weeks." 


"We're
hoping it's not your last," Tony said as he hung up.  "Let me
check his ankle for circulation problems."  He took the ultrasound
wand to do that. 


House
looked.  "Thicker than normal but not as bad as his neck
ones."  House felt along the boy's legs, frowning.  "Good
muscle tone but a bit wide I think."  He checked his arms. 
"Construction does you good, kid."  He checked his head and neck
then sat him up to look at his back.  "Do you itch in this
spot?" he asked, touching it. 


"Yes! 
Please scratch!" he begged, wiggling.  Tony did that. 
"Scales?" 


"A
scaley patch." 


"They
did a blood transfusion to detox that." 


"Uh-huh. 
We might get to do more of that," House admitted.  He and Tony took
the blood they needed.  Tony did the penal swab and the mouth swab. 
Then they got him redressed and to the pool.  Xander stared at it but they
could tell he was feeling pulled.  House stared at his face. 
"Feel like going home?" he asked quietly. 


"Which
is scaring the crap out of me," he admitted quietly.  "If I grow
gills will they go away?" 


"Probably,"
House said.  "Can't be sure until you do that."  Xander
nodded once then stripped down and dove in.  House timed how long he was
under water, looking at Tony. 


"Xander,
it's been five minutes," he called. 


"Kid!"
House yelled a minute later.  He came up.  "Six and a half
minutes, Xander."  Xander was feeling his neck.  "Breathing
better?"  Xander was pouting but nodded.  "Come here, let's
look."  Xander pulled himself up and out.  They checked. 


"His
chest skin feels thinner," Tony noted, checking.  "His stomach
feels the same." 


House
checked his neck.  "The pulse is a bit easier to feel."  He
swatted the kid on the back of the head.  "We've got to fix that
before you turn into Swamp Thing." 


Xander
shuddered.  "Don't remind me.  Please?" 


"Really?" 
Xander nodded.  "Huh."  He let him get dressed and they
went back to the office.  The virologist was waiting.  "We're
waiting on DNA results for this one." 


"I've
been looking those ancient symptoms up." 


"Anything
on organ changes?" Tony asked. 


"No,
not really."  A nurse walked in with a lot of papers. 
"That was fast." 


"This
is from the earlier set."  She handed them to Tony.  "There
you go." 


"Thank
you."  He grinned.  She smiled and left. 


"If
you flirt, they want you to follow through, DiNozzo," House said dryly. 


"I
date all the time."  He looked through them, grimacing. 
"That's sucky and mine."  He handed them to House and the
virologist. 


He
looked then sighed.  "That's a huge suckfest," House
complained.  "DiNozzo?" 


"I
need to go on something to boost my immune system," Tony said. 


"Yes,"
the virologist said.  "Want the usual one?"  Tony pulled
out his usual bottle.  "I can give you that," he agreed, writing
out the prescription.  "Today." 


"Yup,
this afternoon.  Him too?" 


"With
what we're seeing, not yet," House said.  "Diet, kid.  I
want to know everything you nibble for the next few days.  Estimate how
much you're drinking."  Xander nodded.  "If you want to
swim go ahead but if you feel you're growing gills, get out and dry off." 


"I
can do that," Xander agreed.  "I need to call my
friends."  He pulled out his cellphone, calling out there. 
"Willow, me."  He listened to her babble.  "No, it's
not great news.  They're finding some liver swelling from the fishy
stuff.  I got into a pool again and suddenly found amazing breath holding
abilities.  Can you email me everything you have on the fishy
stuff?"  He listened.  "I know that, Willow.  I'm
coming back in three days to help with that and then coming back here after the
battle."  He listened.  "That'll work.  Please. 
Because they need to know in case I grow gills.  No, we didn't clear it
enough.  That's what they're trying to do now.  So that information
may stop me having liver failure in some soon month." 


House
leaned over and snatched the phone.  "Miss, Doctor House, his
doctor.  We're projecting that his liver is going to fail inside a year
and with the thickening of his arteries, if we don't reverse it quickly, he's
going to pass out and probably die from oxygen deprivation to his brain
sooner.  We believe this is all due to the exposure to foreign DNA he got. 
Yes, I'm totally serious," he said.  "I'll let him go back for
the battle since he's so insistent.  Yes, he should be fine that long but
he has about three weeks before it becomes critical. 


"No,
I don't believe the way you did it last time will help again.  I'm in one
of the best teaching hospitals in the country and I have specialists here in
DNA warping and his other issues.  We can and will help him handle it but
we need to know what it was.  I heard what it was from him.  He was
very honest and I've seen others like that," he assured her. 
"Yes, including that mermaid taint."  He smirked at the
virologist. 


"We're
even looking at the things your local hospital told the CDC."  She
muttered something.  "Exactly.  So we'll send him back and then
he's coming back here before he has to go live in the ocean.  That'd be
great.  Thank you," he said, hanging up.  He looked at
Xander.  "You need someone more supportive.  She sounds
bitchy."  Xander shrugged.  "Are you okay?" 


"If
I turn fishy, just put me down mercifully?" he asked quietly. 
"I'd rather not start eating people." 


"Gladly,"
Tony said, patting him on the arm.  Xander relaxed again. 
"C'mon, I'll get you back to my place." 


"I
can walk.  It's not that far," Xander said, standing up.  "Other
doc?" he asked, looking at him. 


"Let's
get that work done and then we'll work on the other things, kid." 
Xander nodded and left them to talk.  "That bad?"  House
nodded. 


"Worse,"
Tony said.  "His organs are swollen or growing a few extra
inches.  His veins are thicker than they should be.  He managed six
and a half minutes underwater and would've kept going." 


The
virologist nodded.  "Then let's weed that out and then work on his
diseases.  Yours?" 


Tony
winced.  "I'll go get that filled."  He left them alone. 


House
smirked.  "He's not bad.  He's good with the patients and he's
got a good touch with other things too." 


"He's
a nice boy.  He'll make a good doctor.  Send them to me tomorrow,
House.  We'll start the new culture for the treatment."  House
nodded.  He went back upstairs to make notes on the sealed file he was
working up on Harris.  The poor kid was only twenty-two, it was sad that
he'd die if they didn't fix it. 


***



Xander
showed back up in Sunnydale the day before the battle and drove himself back to
the mansion.  Giles and Buffy met him at the door.  "I'm back
for this and then they're going to do a kidney detox through my blood." 


"Why?"
Giles asked. 


Xander
lifted his shirt.  "I was in the pool last night.  I made over
twenty minutes under water."  Buffy whimpered, staring at the thin
skin and dark lines.  He put his shirt down. 


"Oh,
dear," Giles sighed. 


Xander
nodded.  "They think they can detox me fully, outside the DNA taint,
and that'll only leave the diseases from Thanksgiving and they're going to work
on a treatment from it in case someone steals some." 


Giles
nodded.  "I can understand that."  They let him in. 
"Are you in pain?" 


"No,
not in the least.  We've got good plans so after this, I go back to New
Jersey.  There's another guy with a similar issue that's working with
Doctor House."  He hugged Willow when they ran into her. 
"They figured out they can do a dialysis treatment to get rid of more of
it.  It'll only leave the DNA taint." 


"What
liver swelling?" she demanded. 


"They
got it down yesterday morning.  Apparently I ate some fish." 
She slumped, shaking her head.  "But they'll be working on it after
this."  They nodded and settled in to help him make plans.  He
had been doing them long distance.  They agreed on it and got the girls
ready to go into battle. 


***



Tony
picked Xander up again, staring at him.  "You look like hell." 


Xander
looked at him.  "No comment?" 


"Sure." 
He smiled.  "Hospital?" 


"Must
I?" 


"Yup. 
You're being admitted tonight to start that dialysis." 


"Crap."



"We'll
do it while you nap, Xander."  Xander relaxed and nodded. 
"C'mon."  He got Xander back to the hospital and checked him in
with House. 


"Check
him for new injuries," House said when they walked in. 


"House,
give him some quiet time," Tony ordered.  "He's just out of a
battle.  A real battle.  He's still uptight and needs some
quiet." 


House
stared at him.  "Mouthy shit," he said but he was
grinning.  "Fine.  He's ready to be checked in and tell the
nurses he needs some quiet meditation time." 


Tony
nodded, taking things to admissions and then walking Xander up there.  The
nurses cooed over him and let him get into his hospital gown for now. 
Tony tucked him in, watching the kid sniffle.  "Hey," Tony said,
hugging him.  "We all do it."  Xander nodded, forcing it
back.  "Calm down, or do you need another cuddle?"  Xander
shrugged, wiping at his cheeks.  Tony gave him a hug.  The kid let it
go and it was better for him.  One of the nurses leaned in but he shook
his head.  She left them alone.  Tony let him work it out of his
system until he fell asleep then he tucked him in better.  He walked out,
shutting the door.  "He was in an attack a few weeks back, ladies. 
He needs to calm down."  They nodded and made a note to put on the
door that they needed to knock first.  Tony went back down there. 


House
looked at him from the whiteboard.  "The kid that upset?" 


"He
was muttering Anya's name.  I have the feeling there should be a
remembrance since there's no body to bury."  He turned on the
tv.  "That's where he lived." 


House
looked, grimacing.  "That sucks." 


"That
did, right into a hole."  Tony turned it off and sat down. 
"He's sleeping." 


"Good. 
It could help him a lot."  He got back to the current patient. 
"Any idea, DiNozzo, since the others are idiots today?" 


Tony
looked at the board.  "Not at that level.  Any other symptoms
like twitches, bad breath, cold feet, blood sugar results?" 


House
looked at the board.  "Blood sugar?  Really?" 


Tony
pointed.  "The bottom three are often found in Type II diabetics
who've had it for a while but aren't controlled.  Isn't that neuropathy
related?" 


House
considered that.  "The last two, the next one up is more about kidney
problems, which actually can be the same thing.  Go take an A1c on
her," he ordered.  Cameron huffed but did that.  "Any other
ideas?" 


Tony
shook his head.  "Did we do a tox panel and liver function?" 


"Yes. 
We're waiting," Chase told him.  "I always have them run just in
case." 


"About
half the time it's unnecessary," House said dryly. 


"Not
always."  Tony looked outside then at him.  "What is
that?" 


House
looked.  "I'm hoping it's a construction machine.  What're you
seeing?"  Tony came over to look and pointed.  "That's a
squirrel, DiNozzo.  I'm pretty sure they had them in all those cities you
lived in." 


"Then
why is the squirrel showing a shadow that's bigger than the construction
crane's one?" 


House
looked again.  "That's a very good question."  He walked
out onto the room's balcony.  "If you're going to cause us problems,
go away."  The squirrel stared.  "I mean it."  It
fled.  He came back inside.  "Nice catch," he said quietly
as he walked past Tony. 


"I'm
hoping it's not coming for him."  He sat down too.  Foreman was
giving him an odd look.  "The kid lost his eye the night before he
showed up here.  He just lost his former fiancee.  He was in a real
battle where people died.  He was under stress," he said
firmly.  Foreman looked away. 


"Play
nicer," House warned.  "He's not that sort of boy,
DiNozzo.  Even though you're clearly trained to be a warrior cop." 


Tony
grinned.  "Thanks for that compliment, House.  At least you
didn't say geek." 


"No,
someone told me about your teammates.  By the way, someone thought they
heard Ziva planning on visiting." 


"Hell
of a drive from DC.  I guess we'll see.  Have we swept for listening
devices recently?" 


"Right
after your boss stomped off," House quipped.  Cameron walked
in.  "You're late." 


"It
took me a while to draw her blood.  She was concerned about a rash on her
arms.  It looked like contact dermatitis."  She added that to
the list. 


Tony
stared at the board.  "That's...  the one Doctor Lemara went
over that Saturday.  Said he had been ready to publish it but she had
died."  He got online on his phone, finding his former teacher's
published article.  He handed it over to House.  "That?" 


House
glanced over it, then at the board.  "That is that.  How did she
get an African disease?"  He handed it back and went to ask that very
important question.  She hadn't said anything about any recent
travel.  He found out no one had asked and went to bat Chase on the
head.  "You didn't ask about travel?" 


"She
said earlier on that she never gets out of the house.  I didn't think I
needed to.  Though I only did her preliminary in the clinic.  Foreman
was supposed to do a more comprehensive one.  You told him to." 


"I
thought you had already done one," Foreman complained.  House batted
him on the head with his cane too.  Wilson leaned in already laughing. 
"Tell me you have something for him to do?" he demanded. 


"No,
sorry, guys."  He grinned at Tony.  "How's your
patient?" 


"He's
upstairs resting so we can do the detox later." 


"Good. 
He seems like a nice young guy.  We should encourage him to maybe do stuff
with what's in his background check.  Some agent gave a file to Cuddy
about him."  He walked off. 


House
went to get that, Tony right beside him.  Cuddy was sneering at it. 
House took it to read over.  "That's going to explain some things,"
he decided, walking off. 


"Mermaid?"
she demanded loudly. 


"His
swim team coach in high school wanted his team to win finally so he dosed them
with some parts and blood in saunas," Tony said quietly. 
"That's that DNA taint and why he has phenomenal breath control in the
water."  She went pale.  "Things like that happen in that
town, though that town was the one that just sank.  He lost his former
fiancee during that battle, Cuddy."  He stared at her. 


"I'll
talk to him later, when he's calmed down," she said dryly. 


"Thank
you.  I doubt he'd deny talking to you about those things if you wanted to
know."  He left, following House.  He looked at the file in the
elevator.  "That's only half his.  I found his with
Homeland."  House looked at him.  "Super classified,"
he said with a grin.  "But so very bad." 


"Anything
we have to know medically?" 


"Not
as far as I could tell.  Unless the magic that went wrong around him was
something.  I'll get it tonight." 


"Thank
you."  They walked off together, going back in there.  He put
that file into his locking desk drawer.  Then he came back out to go over
that article.  The ducklings were, which he was happy to see. 


"Should
we start her on an antibiotic now?" Cameron asked.  "In case it
is this?" 


"It'd
interfere with the other problems," Chase said.  "Which would
lead to later problems and probably an organ shutting down if it's not the
right one." 


House
took it to reread, shaking his head.  "No, antibiotics weren't
working on her.  It clearly stated that." 


"I
think he said he used anti-virals," Tony said.  "So I'd like
that new generic that came out, which is anti-viral but has some antibiotic
properties as a side effect and as a water pill for helping along urine
production.  Her kidneys don't look too bad and it might help to flush
them a bit."  He looked up that medicine and showed House. 


"It's
nice when the new kid can show up you three."  House nodded. 
"Good choice.  Let's get back that one test result I had running and
we'll see.  If not, it's into the CT." 


Tony
grinned.  "The CT of Doom?"  House glared at him. 
"All the nurses are calling it that when you send patients down,
House." 


"Nearly
let one patient die," he said dryly, tossing back the phone and going to
his office.  Cameron snorted at that dramatic statement.  "Get
me those results.  Foreman, you haven't been in the lab recently," he
said without looking, knowing that Chase had gotten up.  Foreman huffed
but left.  "Cameron, pull anything else on that disease." 
She left to do that.  He looked out there.  "Chase, I'm reading
you in just in case something happens to me, the virologist, and Wilson,"
he said bluntly.  He got the folders and came back out. 


"Is
that a good idea?" Tony asked. 


"Yes. 
He's an internist and we'll need his help with Xander's treatments if not
yours."  He looked at him.  "How did you know that the
bones he hit were in his side?"  Chase gaped.  "You were
rubbing your side when you heard about it.  The same spot he got punctured."



"I
don't know," he admitted. 


"Every
heard of Sunnydale?" Tony asked.  "Or the Watchers
Council?" 


"Little
bit about them.  They do things that gave me a headache I drowned in
beer." 


"Xander
did those same sort of things," Tony said quietly.  "Which is
why he got his infections from a few spirits after falling into their burial
chamber.  Plus mermaid DNA taint thanks to a swim coach." 


Chase
winced.  "That's bad." 


"That's
very bad.  He's slowly shifting," House told him.  He got the
test results to let him see them.  "You are not to talk about that."



"Mine's
still super classified and if anyone realized about Xander, his would be
too," Tony said quietly.  "I can hear Cameron bitching." 


"Of
course she is."  Chase handed the files back.  "We're going
to start with a dialysis." 


"He'll
need some of the infected blood to steady his organs.  Like doing a
transfusion without antibodies into a body that has them," Chase said. 


"We're
not hopeful that the first two treatments will weed out more than maybe two
percent total," House told him.  Chase nodded at that. 


"He
could also use a friend," Tony said quietly.  "He just pretty
well lost everything he's cared about except a few people." 


"I
noticed he had cried on you and it's something I understand," Chase assured
him.  "I'd like to meet him, he seemed like he was nice." 
They smiled at him.  "So, dialysis, then detoxing his blood?" 


"We're
hoping to get the mermaid taint out faster," House told him. 
"That's the primary problem.  The blood diseases we can work on
later." 


"We
can draw some now to hold in reserve," Tony offered.  "Mark it
for his use only." 


"I've
already ordered that done tonight before the treatment."  House
looked at Chase.  "If I'm not here, it's you and DiNozzo only on his
case.  The virologist is helping.  Wilson knows because we had mutual
contacts and I needed someone in case I crashed the bike or something." 


"I
can do that," he promised.  House nodded, putting the files
back.  He looked at Tony.  "Yours was very high." 


"Thanks
for reminding me I need to take a pill soon, Chase.  They put me back on
immune builders.  We still have no idea who slipped me the suppressants at
work."  He checked his watch and took one then his phone
beeped.  "I've got testimony later."  He looked at House,
who nodded for him to go upstairs.  "I'll be in virology." 
He left.  Technically he knew he was supposed to be getting twenty hours a
week in his current rotation position, but he was working eighty hour weeks to
get done with them sooner.  "Hey, Doc," he said as he walked
in.  The virologist smiled.  "I'm all yours until JAG
calls." 


"That's
fine, Tony."  He let him see what they were doing and Tony stepped in
to help.  That's what he had been training for. 


House
looked at Chase.  "I don't care if you think about confessing it to a
priest or anyone else.  It doesn't leave your mind and you'd better pray
no one pops up as telepathic." 


"I
won't tell a soul, House.  I'm not that way."  Foreman walked in
grumbling.  "Go all right?"  They got handed the results. 


"That's
positive."  House wrote out orders.  "Get her started on
that.  Slowly work up the dosage."  Foreman nodded and
left.  Cameron texted that nothing was written about it as far as she
could tell so House did his own searching, finding a few things online but they
all agreed with the treatment of choice. 


***



Xander
blinked up at the sandy haired guy checking his vitals when it woke him
up.  "I don't know you.  I'm not supposed to flirt with strange
doctors.  They might want me more." 


Chase
smiled.  "I'm Doctor Chase, I work with Doctor House.  Tony and
he told me about you in case they needed more help."  He checked his
forehead with his wrist.  "A bit warm.  Usually it's chilly in
here so you do get a bit warm to compensate."  He smiled. 
"Do you need to ask any questions about the dialysis tonight?" 


"I
looked it up online at Tony's." 


"Good. 
Any questions?  Concerns?" 


"Is
it going to hurt?" 


"No. 
The needle sticks might.  If you've ever donated plasma it's much the same
process.  Only it's weeding out different materials.  Before then
we're going to take a pint of blood and store it in case you need some later
on."  Xander nodded.  "Good boy.  Any other questions
or concerns?" 


"How
many?" 


"We'll
start with an hour or so tonight.  See how well that did.  We're
hoping for about a two percent reduction in each side's problems.  If so,
we'll increase it to two hours tomorrow night.  You can rest through it
but you can't move." 


"I'm
a really active sleeper and kinda bouncy most of the time." 


"I'll
make sure they know to leave you extra length on the tubing them." 
He smiled.  "Any other concerns?" 


"Can
I have a soda?" 


"Later
on.  Afterward."  Xander nodded.  "Let me draw that
blood now.  Just relax." 


"I
can do that I guess.  As long as they won't mind." 


Tony
walked the machine in.  "We told Chase and House said you can trust
Chase." 


"Okay."



"Give
him extra room, Tony.  He's a bit of a fidgeting sort." 


"I'm
bouncy and kinda hyper," Xander said dryly. 


"Me
too sometimes," Tony assured him with a grin.  He helped Chase draw
off that bag of blood and then hooked up the machine.  "All
right.  This is the sucking tube and this is the return tube," he
said, not sticking him with that yet.  "This is called Hemodiafiltration. 
It uses two different types of dialysis at the same time.  One's meant for
heavier things in your blood and one for lighter so we think this will work
best." 


He
started the loading process, letting Xander watch it.  Then he stuck the
other one when the air was out of the return tube.  "There, how's
that?"  Xander nodded he was okay so he taped them down and let it
run.  "It'll run, suck, return.  You may get a bit
chilly."  He got him another blanket and Chase got him some water to
sip.  "There.  Anything else?" 


"Remote?"
Xander asked.  Tony pointed at it.   "Thanks." 


"Welcome,
kiddo."  Tony ruffled his hair.  "It'll be okay." 


"I
haven't called out there yet today." 


"I'm
sure you'll do it tomorrow.  Today was a long day with the flight and all
that.  They'll understand."  Xander shrugged a bit but slid down
in the bed and turned on the tv.  "We'll see you in an hour,
Xander."  They left, Chase taking the blood to the blood bank to put
it in storage for only the kid's use.  Tony went to get something to
nibble on. 


Chase
smiled at the technician.  "This is for personal use only.  He's
got odd antibodies so we do not want anyone else exposed but he's in dialysis
right now."  He filled out the form.  "Only for
him."  He handed it over. 


"I
can put that in the system, Doctor Chase.  Thank you for the
warning.  HIV?" 


"No,
he got exposed to some ancient remains and got sick." 


"Like
the mummy's curse?" she asked, looking confused. 


"Something
like that."  He smiled. 


"Then
no, we don't want to even think about that getting near anyone but
him."  She put it into the storage area herself to make sure it was
all right.  She came back out.  "It's all settled.  How
many more are we expecting?" 


"One
every few days just in case."  She nodded and Chase left.  He
went to talk to him.  Xander probably needed to talk about things. 
He looked depressed, which he supposed was normal. 


***



House
walked up to the local meeting club, tapping his cane on the door. 
"Let me in or I'm going to perform illegal experiments on all of
you."  The doorman let him in.  He looked back at the growl of a
car's engine, smirking at Tony.  "Following me?" 


"I
had no idea where the local clubhouse was."  He walked up to the
door.  "DiNozzo.  I'm usually in DC." 


"We
heard you'd be up here, sir."  He let them in and let them go greet
the others.  The doorman/butler knew his place was not to question things.



House
flopped down in front of the local chapter's head.  He was fifth in
command overall.  "I have a quandary." 


"Does
it come with bloodletting?" he asked dryly. 


"Yes. 
Xander Harris is under my care."  The man stiffened, staring at
him.  "For his blood issues.  The same as DiNozzo is while he's
getting some hours in." 


"Good
work on finally getting that all done, DiNozzo.  I'm told your thesis
project was well liked."  Tony grinned at him.  "Are there
others we might want to look at?" 


"Robert
Chase," Tony said.  "He's one of House's ducklings." 


"The
Australian one," House added.  "Why him?" he asked Tony. 


"Because
he puts up with you, I'm pretty sure he's got a light empathic gift, and I
think he'd make at least a good consort." 


"He's
pretty but uptight," House quipped.  "Wilson might agree with
you though." 


The
head guy considered it.  "Do they know?" 


"Probably
not," Tony admitted.  "Chase might.  Xander's very
construction guy, hunting demons guy, practical guy sort but I think he has
skills we need.  We need a new guardian of the society.  We also
could get him trained in things he could be good at if he doesn't go back to
hunting.   Plus he's cute, young, open minded since his now-dead
former fiancee was a vengeance demon." 


"That
is very open minded," the local head agreed dryly.  "How ill is
he?" 


"We're
weeding the mermaid taint out," Tony said. 


"I'd
like to see how that happened and what it did to him," he noted to House. 


"I'm
doing a full research project on it," House assured him.  "This
whole group has a lot of people who can only do things like that.  That
way I know what to do next time one of us does something unpredictable." 


"That
is true," he admitted, smiling at Tony.  "Usually those are
picked for consorts." 


Tony
nodded.  "Definitely.  Usually those who were admitted around my
year." 


"Oh,
yes."  He stared at the boys in front of him.  He was older than
them combined.  "We'll consider them."  They smiled and
went to talk to the others in the converted house.  He got up and went to
the office to call his fellow higher ups.  "Boys, we had two put in
for background checks for possible admission." 


"Interesting,"
the head of the club/society said.  "Who nominated who?" 


"I
have Gregory House and Tony DiNozzo up here.  They nominated one of
House's interns and one of his current patients.  Both as consorts. 
Doctor Robert Chase and Alexander Harris." 


"I
know that name," the head of the society, and the DC club, said dryly with
a smirk.  "How is his treatment going?" 


"They're
working on the mermaid taint.  Gregory said it's so he knows what to do
when one of Tony's yearmates gets into something unpredictable." 


"Definitely
necessary.  Yes I believe we can start checks on them.  Both of them
have nice files to look at for a start," the head of the New York office
said.  "Harris' with Homeland is contradictory though." 


"I
believe that's probably because of *why* they created the file," the DC
head said.  "Some of that was done to tear apart the group. 
Some of it was a truer look back at what he had done.  Some of it is
clearly biased against and some in awe.  I think the truth will be
perpetually amusing considering who his last girlfriend was."  The
others on the video conference stared at him.  "He had been dating
Anyanka, boys."  They all whimpered.  He smiled.  "I
had heard he lost her during the battle." 


"I'll
ask Tony if you want." 


"No,
that's fine.  We'll talk to him soon.  Start those checks.  Has
anyone else put someone in?" 


"No
but I do want to protest that some of ours in another galaxy," the New
York head said bitterly.  The one from Texas nodded his head as
well.  "Can't we fix that?" 


"They're
doing important work and someone like Xander would be drawn to that as
well.  From what I've heard said, he and John Sheppard are a lot alike
though Xander would rather create than fly." 


"Well,
John could use a consort," one of the others said.  "We'll
see."  They all nodded and went back to their own group fun. 


The
local one went to talk to Tony.  "Did he lose his last
girlfriend?" 


"I
let him cry on me," Tony said from one of the member's lap.  "He
was still torn up about it and he was so battle tense when he got back I helped
him release it." 


"Excellent
work.  Someone compared him to John Sheppard." 


Tony
laughed.  "Yes, quite a lot.  Only he hates flying." 


"Then
we'll see how that goes.  They're considering them both."  He
left them to their fun while he went to find his own consort.  Tony was an
unattached consort, he could have whatever fun he wanted.  If the senator
was teasing him evilly it might have a purpose with Tony's current
employer.  The hospital was facing budget cuts and so was NCIS. 


***



Xander
looked up the next morning as Tony and Chase came in smiling.  "Have
better nights than I did with Atilla the Nun who hates me?" 


"A
lot better night than you did," Tony said dryly.  "She said you
annoyed her all night." 


"I
went to the bathroom and she threw a fit like I'm not allowed to move." 


"Sounds
like her," Chase said dryly.  "She's a floating nurse,
Xander.  You shouldn't have too many times of seeing her." 
Xander grinned at him.  "You didn't eat breakfast?" 


"No,
it looked like bloody guts and oatmeal.  I'll starve, thanks." 


Chase
looked at the menu, then nodded.  "The sausage was undercooked. 
Eat lunch."  Xander pointed at it.  Chase and Tony both poked at
it.  "That's insane," he decided, taking it down there.  He
handed it to the ladies.  "I have a person on dialysis who got fed
that.  I doubt those are low in salt."  The head cook
sneered.  He stared back.  "This is for Doctor House's
*personal* patient."  She snatched it and got him something
else.  "And he missed breakfast because you gave him bloody sausage
he said looked like guts so please add an extra sandwich.  He's a growing
boy."  He took the tray back up there, finding Tony talking to
him.  "Here, Xander."  Xander beamed and hugged him,
digging into the food.  "Didn't you eat dinner last night?" 


"Nope. 
They didn't bring me dinner last night." 


"They
put you here because the nurses are all scared of House," Chase
explained.  He checked his vitals.  Tony had drawn blood for blood
work.  Chase went over what would happen next.  Xander agreed and
they told him the day's schedule.  Then they went to check in with
House.  "I had his lunch tray fixed," he told House when he
walked in. 


"That
bad?" 


"Did
you see the sausage this morning?" Cameron complained. 


"No,
I ate at home." 


"Xander
said it looked like guts and oatmeal," Tony quipped as he sat down. 
"Chase even got him an extra sandwich." 


"Good. 
The nurses?  Because I heard he had problems?" 


"Xander
said he went to the bathroom and Nurse Tiffany threw a fit," Foreman
said.  "I asked when she complained to me on the way out the
door." 


"The
other nurses said she's on the rag," Tony told him.  "That she
kept leaving last night for long trips to the bathroom." 


"We
all think she's snorting drugs," Cameron said dryly. 


"That's
what the others thought."  Tony shrugged.  "Personally I
think she's just a bitch.  She glared at me for no reason." 


"She
does that to me too for being Australian," Chase told him. 


House
shook his head.  "The nurse hates everyone, DiNozzo." 


"That's
fine.  I know not everyone likes me."  His phone beeped so he
looked at it with a frown.  "Huh, Xander has a temper."  He
got up and went to check on him.  He found Xander pacing and shouting at
the phone.  The nurses all gave Tony a dirty look.  "I have the
feeling he's talking to his friends."  He walked in and shut the
door, staring at Xander. 


"Here,
please tell my *friends* I'm not actually a demon." 


Tony
took the phone.  "Which one of you is this?  Yes, I do know,
dear.  Which one are you?  Well, Miss Buffy Summers, no he's
not.  Hmm, no.  See, DNA taint doesn't work that way.  It works
like this, something gave him a poison or a drug that increased the mermaid
taint that didn't get detoxed last time.  And why does he have it?"
he said at her new complaint. 


He
listened.  "Uh-huh.  Because you were going to find out how it
was happening?  No, I've read his federal file."  He
smirked.  "Yes there is one on all of you.  No, not from
them.  That's part of it but not all of it.  It contains material
from high school."  He smirked at the kid.  "Then perhaps
you should figure out what poisoned or drugged him so it came out. 
Because it probably wasn't growing before that.  No, he had a few
chromosomes.  That's less than what would make you a true blonde. 
Ask Willow, Buffy.  She'll explain that to you."  She huffed and
someone took the phone. 


"You
must be Mr. Giles.  Doctor DiNozzo.  I'm one of the doctors over
Xander's care.  No, he was not.  You detoxed it quite a lot but
something or someone gave him a drug or a poison that made the leftover
chromosome taint start to grow.  That's what we're working on as well as
making sure we have treatments for what he got from that tomb.  We're
working on that taint first since it's the thing that's going to kill him if we
don't.  It's a good thing we heard he was going to be killed in the
hospital and got him out here, huh?"  He listened.  "No,
that's not it.  It was the drug or poison.  Xander, do you have any
idea when that was?" 


"I
started to feel a bit weird about six months ago," he said from the bed. 


"Any
idea if it was a poisoning on patrol or someone else?" 


"Yeah,
it was after the blue thing tried to eat me and Buffy laughed because it could
bench press a truck but it was only four feet tall." 


"Unless
you had a gun, you couldn't have fought it probably," Tony said.  He
repeated that to Giles, who yelled at Buffy about that and she whined. 
"Does it have a poison?"  He listened.  "They're
allies of the merpeople, Xander.  He probably thought you were being
repressed and kept human."  Xander shrugged.  "That's good
to know.  Can we get information on that poison or drug to make sure it's
all out of him?  Because it will mean less dialysis treatments hopefully
and him getting back to you sooner." 


Xander
snorted.  "That was what the fight was about, me going back,"
Xander told him. 


"If
we can get that detoxed out of your system I see no reason why you can't go
back, Xander.  That would reverse the swelling we've seen and the
thickening will ease."  He listened to Mr. Giles.  "Yes,
it'll be perfectly easy for him to come back.  We have a gym here so he
can keep his tone and health up.  He'll be in great shape when we're done
with him.  No, no lasting health problems that we can tell.  We'll
check him about once a year to make sure that nothing came back out but
otherwise he's going to be perfectly fine." 


"I
can go to the gym?" Xander asked, staring at him. 


"Yup,
next week."  Tony smiled.  He listened to Giles.  "No,
that's not.  He'll be fine.  Yup, exactly.  So whatever her
histrionics are about, she's wrong.  I'm sure he could go find a
rewarding, less dangerous career and let her die on her own," Tony
offered.  "Yes, we do have federal files on all of you back to high
school."  He smirked.  "Exactly.  No, not at all and
I'm a former federal agent while I did medical school, Mr. Giles.  I'm
fairly sure it's not a problem since I asked some other agents." 


He
leaned against the wall, crossing his feet while he listened. 
"That's fine.  I'm sure she'll complain because she keeps forgetting
things that have happened.  Sure, let's let all the younger slayers learn
that 'I'm so special' thing that got mentioned repeatedly and sounds like it's
a recurring mental rash."  He smirked at the boy.  "If so,
I'll help him figure out what he wants to do and if he wants to keep hunting on
his own.  There are roving hunters you know.  You have a great day
with them."  He hung up.  "You need more supportive
friends, Xander." 


"They're
the only ones I have," he said grimly. 


"Buffy
sounds like she needed drugs."  Xander frowned at him.  He
stared back.  "The hairdye got to her brain." 


"We
really have files back that far?" 


"Yup." 
He put the phone back and walked closer to check him over.  "Calm
down." 


"I'm
trying." 


"I
know.  No pool time in case it brings more out."  Xander
nodded.  "But we do have physical rehab that can help you get used to
not having an eye."  He made Xander look at him.  "The
files say that they go back and forth on this." 


"Yup."



"So
let's look at what you can do.  I'm not sure if you can work construction
with your eye missing, there's that pesky depth perception issue." 


"I
hadn't thought about that." 


"We
have someone here in PT that can help you learn how to compensate outside a
battle.  Including probably making sure you can drive and all
that."  Xander grinned.  "And we have a vocational rehab
person who you can talk to about job options." 


"I
need a college for most of it." 


"Not
necessarily.  We'll see.  I can have them come talk to you?" 


"Please,"
he said quietly, looking away. 


Tony
ruffled his hair.  "It's what good doctors do."  He grinned
when the boy looked at him. 


"I
should go to the patient housing thing." 


"You're
not a problem.  I spend so much time here you're like the burglar alarm
that I don't have to pay a monthly fee to," he teased.  Xander
laughed, shaking his head.  "Good boy.  Calm down and we'll do
great things later."  He winked and walked out.  "Nurse
Brenda," he said with a smile.  "Let's get the PT up to see how
much compensation he needs for the eye.  He only lost it a month
ago."  She nodded, making that note.  "And see if our
vocational rehab person can talk to him about his options for careers since he
was working construction." 


"They're
in PT so I'll see if they can come up to do both," she said, calling down
there.  She smiled.  "We like you more than House,
DiNozzo." 


"I'm
very sarcastic when I need to be," he teased with a grin, walking
off.  He waved at Xander. 


She
hung up and smiled when the PT wasn't busy so he came down.  "Xander,
this is Victor." 


"Hi,"
Xander said quietly with a short wave.  "Tony said I can't go into
the pool." 


"That's
fine.  We can do other things."  He came over to check his eye
hole and talk to him about what he had done since then and how off-balance he
was.  Plus what he had been doing for a job before.  They worked out
when he'd come down to use the machines to keep his muscle tone up and on some
balance skills.  He also got Xander a book on different career paths and
an interest survey he could take sometime when he was ready.  It was hard
starting over and Victor understood that.  He told Xander about how this
was his second career after hating his job as a stock broker.  Xander
relaxed and told him that he was having problems with some headaches due to
it.  He put that into his file and let her tell House. 


Xander
got comfortable, reading the book.  He ended up putting it down a few minutes
later when his head started to ache again.  The nurse brought him some
advil, earning a smile.  "We'll be making you an eye appointment as
well, Xander.  I think your eye might be a bit weaker with the
compensating for being alone."  He grimaced but she smiled and left
him alone.  They had learned not to give him much choice in the important
things or he'd try to divert their attention and act like it was too much of a
problem for anyone to help him. 


***



House
walked into the room Xander was laying in.  He checked the machine. 
"How long has that been going?" he asked. 


"Two
hours and fifteen minutes, thirty seconds," Xander sighed. 


House
shut it down and let it return the blood.  "I said two hours." 


"They're
busy across the hall.  Someone screamed."  He let House tape his
arm.  "Thank you." 


"Welcome." 
He stared at him.  "We're going to take blood tomorrow." 
Xander nodded.  "Anything you want to complain about?" 


"Complaining
about my friends won't make them change." 


"It's
nice you're reasonable." 


"I
was raised by Willow." 


"Figures." 
He checked him over.  "How are we feeling otherwise? 
Pain?" 


"Small
headache.  The nurse is bullying me into an eye exam soon." 


"I
heard.  Headache otherwise?" 


"Some. 
Now and then." 


House
removed the eye patch, watching the boy look away.  "Not like you
could have avoided it." 


"I
know, but it's still an ugly scar that'll keep me from ever dating again."



"Plenty
of people date with an injury.  It's never stopped me." 


"Yeah
but canes can make you look hip and cool.  A missing eye makes you look
like you're a pirate or a dock worker.  If I had tattoos it'd be
worse." 


"Tattoos
are cool these days." 


"The
combination means I should gain fifty pounds of gut and arm muscles and buy a
pickup." 


House
snorted.  "Not really."  He checked the hole. 
"How was it popped?" 


"Thumbnail."



House
shined a light in there and grimaced.  "It's grungy.  Did you
clean it since it happened?"  Xander shuddered.  "Did they
clean it after removing it?" 


"It
was hanging out.  They cut the hanging stuff in the ER," Xander said
quietly.  "Then admitted me." 


"Fuck,"
House muttered, calling someone.  "Come see me now please.  Four
West."  He hung up.  "That is not how you're supposed to
trim the optical nerve because it'll create a constant pain
problem."  Xander looked at him.  Another older white guy with a
beard came in.  He was a lot more gray around the edges and had brown,
sparkling eyes.  "They removed his damaged eye in the ER." 


"They
used the little, tiny cuticle looking scissors," Xander told him. 
"I was raised by a female friend so I only know what they're used for girl
things, not medical times." 


The
doctor nodded.  "They're not supposed to do that."  He took
House's penlight to look.  "How?" 


"Thumbnail. 
Minion idiot who wanted me to see differently because I saw too much but no one
listened to me.  Someone saved me before he did the other one." 


The
doctor looked at him.  "That's interesting." 


"My
former town was like that." 


"Uh-huh. 
Are you moving?" 


"It
got sucked into a hole." 


"Oh,
you're from there.  Well, maybe it's better it's sunk then."  He
checked carefully around the edges. 


"How
high is your pain tolerance?" House asked. 


"Pretty
good.  I didn't scream when that happened." 


"Does
it hurt a little bit when I press?" the ocular doctor asked.  He did
the series again.  Xander nodded.  "House, have you taken a head
CT?" 


"Neck,
not head." 


"Let
me get some scans of that hole, kiddo.  Then we'll see if there might be a
fracture that's still healing."  He stepped back with a smile. 
"I think I can feel a fracture on the cup's cheek side but I'm not
certain."  Xander nodded once.  "They schedule you for an
eye exam yet?  Because when you go from them compensating for each other
to just one it can expose some weakness in your vision." 


"They're
doing it tomorrow," House said.  "X-ray or CT?" 


"CT,
muscle and bone," he said.  He smiled at the boy.  "We
can't do a cast but it'll matter to putting in a replacement." 


"Which
would mean you wouldn't need the patch," House told him.  "That
way you don't feel like a pirate or a dock worker." 


Xander
gave them a shy grin.  "Thank you," he said quietly. 


"Good." 
The ocular doctor left to make notes on Xander's chart. 


House
looked at him.  "That'll help a lot." 


"Is
the dialysis helping?" 


"A
lot.  You went down five percent.  Give us a week and we'll see how
much it's gone down.  We think it'll be about two weeks worth." 


"I
thought if you went on it you can't go off." 


"No,
it's not affecting your kidneys.  It's weeding things out of your
bloodstream for a different reason.  Your kidneys weren't really affected
by the mermaid taint and there's no signs that this is lowering their
job.  If so, we'll fix it."  Xander nodded.  "We do
this with OD's at times too." 


"That
thought had occurred to me, but it was long ago," Xander sighed. 


House
smirked.  "There was some fugitive in the papers who said he was
going to OD in Yellowstone Park and let a bear eat him." 


Xander
cackled.  "That's when you know your life sucks." 


"Yup." 
He smirked.  "I like you, kid.  You're like a more physical
version of me.  I was sporty at your age."  He smirked and left
him alone. 


"Thank
you," Xander called, going back to the career book.  It had a lot
under the physical work category.  Some of it sounded interesting. 


***



Tony
looked at the virologist they were working with.  "How bad was it
since you scowled at me when I came in." 


"It
was downright horrible, Tony.  Did you have to use the wrong solution?"



Tony
looked.  "That wasn't mine.  I was working on the flu sample
yesterday." 


He
frowned, looking at the records.  "They logged in under your
log-in." 


"Wasn't
me.  I know how to take responsibility for my actions and I would've
asked.  I've never worked with that sort of sample.  It's too
rare." 


"It
is."  He looked in another section on their system, growling. 
"Brad!" he shouted.  Tony left to do his own work.  He
didn't need to hear that ass chewing.  The virologist pointed. 
"Was that you?" 


He
looked then shook his head.  "I wasn't here yesterday, Doctor
Will.  I know DiNozzo wasn't working on that.  He sent me a picture
text of an unusual microscope picture grab." 


"What
was it?" 


"Mutated
and blended flu samples.  I was working with seasonal flu and that was a
bird flu sample," Tony said. 


"Did
it come that way?" Doctor Will asked.  Tony nodded, handing over the
sample.  He looked at it under the microscope.  "Who made this
slide?" he muttered, looking at it.  "DiNozzo, they signed your
name again." 


"I
haven't logged in yet," Tony told him.  "Yet it said I am."



He
looked, finding that desk.  He went to beat the crap out of that fellow
and fire him.  He was screwing up many things. 


Tony
got into the system and got back to work on the flu samples.  Only Doctor
Will was working on Tony's blood samples because it was so dangerous. 
"Do we have Xander's started?" he asked when he came back. 


"I
have one started but it's clearly warped." 


"We're
doing dialysis to weed some of that taint out." 


"Wonderful." 
He looked over Tony's shoulder.  "That's ...  That's not the
flu."  Tony let him see the sample's label.  "That fucking
moron!"  He went to yell at him some more.  Brad came hurrying
over to help Tony straighten that out.  His other boys were at least
good.  Even if this one wasn't. 


***



House
got the notice that the background checks had gotten an 'interesting'
rating.  He walked into Xander's hospital room and closed the door since
Tony and Chase were already in there.  "Boys, what do you know about
the Crown and Court Guild?" 


Chase
considered that.  "Not a lot beyond they're an influential group with
a lot of senators." 


"They're
like the Illuminati light," Xander said dryly.  "But they dabble
in my areas and yours.  A lot of subtle people.  Why?" 


"It
was suggested by someone that you would both be interesting pledges," Tony
said.  "In the group there's the main guys who do important things
and those who do 'support' functions.  I'm one of those not only for this
but for a few other things." 


"He's
actually a pretty decent hacker, which was the primary reason they picked him
up," House said with a smirk for Tony.  He looked at Xander. 
"There's also guardians.  There's researchers, there's all sorts of
support staff.  Some of them are considered 'full' members and some are
considered 'consort' members, which means they'd be encouraged to help someone
specific in the group."  Xander grimaced.  "It's not
pushed, it'd be your choice, and up to you two to work that out." 


"It's
actually really fun," Tony told him.  "I've had two." 


"One
hated his future job and the other died," House told them. 


"Car
accident," Tony added. 


"So
they're considering us for inclusion?" Chase asked.  House
nodded.  "As support staff?" 


"Yes,
I'm a full member and you'd be the secondary group doctor," House told
him.  "We've had some others over the years.  Usually
researchers and those that can handle it if someone gets attacked. 
There's a few others in other cities." 


"Okay,"
Xander said.  "Why me?" 


"Because
you have skills that we could use, especially if we need a new guardian,"
Tony said.  "There's some artifacts we guard."  Xander
nodded.  "Also we think even if you go into plumbing it'll be helpful
because the sort of things that we counter seem to find you." 


"I
hate being a demon magnet," Xander admitted. 


"That's
probably not going to change," House assured him with a smirk. 
"Which means we'd probably run into you repeatedly." 


Xander
nodded.  "So I'd be the plaything?" 


"Only
if you want to be," Tony told him.  "There's a lot of consorts
that play and tease.  There's some that take a partner.  There's some
that tease from their partner's lap because it's like a society marriage. 
You'd be like their mate." 


"But...."
Xander started. 


"Your
eye is not going to matter," House told him.  "Or your
age.  We took in DiNozzo young but he never got touched until he was old
enough to beg sweetly for it." 


Tony
smirked at him.  "And I went to my first mate that night.  I
picked him and taunted him until he agreed I was a good bit of happiness for
him.  We ended up parting ways because he didn't want me to go into law
enforcement." 


"Oh,"
Xander said quietly.  "This is really....  Weird." 
They smirked at him.  "Those federal files?"  Tony
nodded.  "So they know about Sunnydale and what happened there?"



"A
lot of it," House assured him.  "We have people in some of the
damndest places.  Not always the top spot but always an influential
one.  Being the guy in charge brings a lot of attention." 


"I
think I need to think," Xander said. 


"That's
what we want you to do," Tony assured him with a smile.  "We can
talk about it amongst ourselves." 


"Are
there others in the hospital?" Chase asked. 


"Jimmy,"
House said with a smug look.  "He's actually an unattached consort
too."  Tony nodded.  "He's thinking about a new
one."  He smirked at Xander.  "By the way, two
fractures."  Xander groaned, covering his face with his hands. 
"And the dialysis is working.  You're down ten percent of the mermaid
taint."  Xander looked at him.  "We're a bit worried that
the antigens from the germs are being worked out too much and can make your
liver overreact or your bone marrow put out more.  Which could be
dangerous."  Xander nodded. 


"That's
why we've been taking the extra blood," Chase said.  "We can
weed the mermaid taint out of that and leave the germs for now." 


"I've
had one started that way.  They think they can do that," House
agreed.  "They're working on it tonight but you're giving more
tonight and not doing any sucking at your arm." 


"That'll
be nice.  I'm kinda sore there." 


Chase
looked at his arm.  "You're a bit bruised and the extra day off can
help with that.  Fortunately the mermaid taint is helping you heal
faster."  He smiled at the boy.  "Is it bothering you in
the gym?" 


"He
doesn't let me do much with that arm." 


"PT?" 
House asked, looking at Tony. 


"For
his balance rebuilding and things," Tony said.  "Plus career
help." 


"Good. 
I didn't even think about the balance issue."  He frowned some. 
"Driving?" 


"I
have and we talked about it," Xander admitted.  "He wanted me
not to until he was sure I could compensate." 


"Even
better," House decided with a nod. 


Xander
looked at him.  "Are you being nice to me because of that
offer?  The nurses all called you the grumpiest bastard ever and one asked
me if I was your *special* blow job friend so that's why you were so nice to
me." 


House
burst out cackling.  "You're cute, kid, but I like mine older and
with breasts."  Xander smirked at him.  "Though the group,
yup, it's helping." 


"Okay,"
Xander decided.  "I can stand sarcasm most of the time.  Buffy
quips pithily when she stakes." 


"Yeah,
they don't use guns," Tony told House.  Who shuddered and shook his
head as he walked off.  Tony grinned at Xander.  "Think about
it.  It's a great thing.  Some of them are dirty old guys, but it's
nothing like virgin sacrifices or anything.  Well...."  He
reached over to shut the door.  "If you're a virgin, they'll make it
special." 


"I've
had a girlfriend, one who was a nympho," Xander said. 


"I
don't think they mean that way," Chase said dryly.  "Though I
have to admit I am to that." 


"Yeah,
as far as I know I am," Xander agreed.  "Willow had a run of
memory spells," he said at Tony's look.  "There's no telling
what I may be missing." 


"She
needed beaten for that," Chase said.  "If I'm understanding
correctly." 


"It
was part of her magic addiction; stopping her when she got lost in her grief
got me blasted with that magic," Xander told him. 


Tony
shook his head.  "She still needs beaten and there's a few in the
group who do research those things."  He stood up. 
"Anything new to report today, Xander?"  He shook his head,
staring at him.  "Okay, think about it.  Don't talk about it
outside of us.  Let me know if you make a decision."  Xander
nodded so Tony strolled off, chatting with the nurses who were trying to flirt.



Chase
looked at Xander.  "I have no idea either." 


"It
could help your career but I don't have one of those right now." 


"Maybe
they'd help you find something."  He tucked him in and left again. 


Xander
grinned.  He was really starting to like Chase.  Chase was a great
guy. 


***



House
smirked at Chase when he cornered him in his office that night.  "You
look suitably confused.  It's much better than the pouty look you wear
sometimes." 


"If
you weren't such a bastard I might not pout," Chase shot back. 
"Did you nominate me because you were considering me that way?" 


"You're
cute and all," House said with a smug look.  "But I can't
imagine having you bent over every day and night for me.  I need one who's
waiting at home, not doing incredibly long hours.  Or else I'd have taken
Jimmy in." 


"That's
good then.  Thank you for being honest." 


"Of
course, if you ask...." House said smugly. 


"No,
probably not.  I'd need someone nicer to be mine."  He walked
off.  "I want to know more." 


"We'll
talk this weekend." 


"Thank
you."  He left the office. 


House
went back to what he was reading.  That was a good sign; he knew a lot of
people in the society that would love Chase's tight little ass and
accent.  And a few who might beg for Xander's.  House put down his
book and went to call one of the girls that the society keeps on retainer
in.  He needed some...fun. 


***



Xander
hung up on someone he was talking to when Chase walked in.  "Sorry."



"For
what?" 


"Being
in a bad mood." 


"Quit
calling them, Xander." 


"Then
they'll never let me go back and help.  They need the help." 


"They
need emotional help first," Chase countered.  He listened to Xander's
heart.  "Well, that's strange."  Xander gave him an odd
look.  "You have what sounds like an extra valve."  He got
an ultrasound machine brought in with a technician.  "We found some
swelling," he told her.  "I'm hearing what sounds like an extra
valve."  The technician looked confused but Chase helped Xander out
of his shirt so she could scan it.  Chase stared.  "Pause it
there."  She went back and he stared.  "I'll be
damned."  He called House.  "Come see me in Xander's
room.  Yes, vitally.  Like a new heart chamber."  He hung
up.  "Which way is that flowing?" 


"From
the lungs it looks like."  She scanned the rest, shaking her
head.  Chase pointed at the liver area so she did that.  "Is
that another gall bladder?" 


"Possible,"
Chase admitted.  "We knew there was swelling."  House
stomped in.  "Look at this." 


House
stared at the screen, taking the wand.  He checked the whole liver and
then the heart, scowling at the monitor.  He checked his neck veins. 
"Still thicker than it should be but better."  He looked at
Xander.  "You get to visit another machine," he said dryly. 


"I'll
schedule the CT," Chase said, going to the nurses desk to do that. 


"I
haven't been in the pool," Xander said quietly, looking confused. 
"Why is it still going?" 


"Maybe
in response to all the weeding out.  Not totally sure yet." 
Cuddy walked in looking confused.  "What?"  He went back to
looking at the heart. 


She
looked over his arm.  "Is that an extra chamber?" 


"Yeah,
it looks like it.  We're doing a CT." 


"That's
fine."  She backed off.  "Any idea?" 


"We've
been doing good weeding out that DNA tainting problem," House said. 
He handed back the ultrasound wand.  "Copy those for me," he
ordered.  She nodded and rolled her machine off.  House was
scowling.  "Well, you're an anomaly now, kid." 


"All
the killer girls say that when they squeal thanks to me," Xander quipped
back with a grin. 


"That's
always a good thing," House agreed with a grin.  Chase came
back.  "Today?" 


"Tonight. 
Ortho is doing a lot today." 


"That's
fine.  It's not bothering his pulse rate or anything," he said. 
He walked off shaking his head.  "Make sure you're there to read it,
Chase.  Do all the organs." 


"Yup." 
He looked at Xander.  "Well, hopefully you won't grow two full
hearts," he teased with a grin. 


Xander
grinned back.  "If I do, can I have a sonic screwdriver?" 
Chase chuckled, filling out his chart and leaving with Cuddy.  Xander
looked at his chest and shrugged.  "Maybe I'm growing my own evil
twin or something.  Who in the hell knows what Sunnydale did to me." 


***



"Jesus!"
someone in the hallway shouted as they ran off in another direction than they
had sworn at. 


Xander
looked up, frowning.  There were very few things that caused that
reaction.  "Demons, here?" he muttered.  He got out of bed
and unhooked the pads to the twitchy heart machine that was keeping him
up.  He turned it off too, waving at the nurse. 


"Get
back in bed!" the nurse yelled. 


Xander
walked out, looking around.  He smelled the demon.  He heard the
demon.  He went inside to get into the bag Willow had sent him, at his
demand, finding a dagger.  No sword, like he had asked for.  No
stakes, like he had asked for.  He was going to paddle her later.  He
walked out, knife palmed for now.  He strolled that way, finding the
demon. 


"What
are you doing?" the nurse demanded, following him. 


Xander
stared at her.  "What I do most of the time back in
Sunnydale."  She gasped and moved away.  Xander looked at the
demon sniffing him and stabbed it.  It batted at him so he fought it
back.  It went down and Xander stabbed it again.  Then he
sighed.  "I really should cut off your head."  He
considered things, looking around.  "Willow fucking Rosenburg! 
You left me unarmed with a huge ass demon here!" he shouted as quietly as
he could.  She came off the elevator scowling.  He pointed. 
"Eating patients." 


She
stared.  "Oh, dooty." 


"Ya
think I might've had a reason to ask for a stake and a sword?"  She
summoned one and backed off.  He beheaded the demon and handed the head to
her.  "Thank you."  He walked off with the sword. 
"I need the rest of my stuff too since you didn't think I could do
anything again."  He slammed his room door. 


Willow
winced.  "He has PMS." 


"Boys
don't get that," the nurse sneered. 


Willow
glared.  "I'm Rosenburg, demon bitch."  The nurse
ran.  Willow and the demon disappeared.  She handed the head to
Giles.  "It was eating patients where Xander is.  I only sent
him a knife and he's a bit pissed off." 


"Oh,
dear lord, I forgot things were drawn to him," Giles muttered. 
"When you send the rest of his clothes, send him his axe and a few other
weapons, Willow."  She nodded, going to tell Buffy.  "Did
he behead it?" 


"Yes. 
After I summoned a spare sword." 


"Good!" 
He stared at the demon, it was not a good thing.  Buffy stomped in and
groaned, staring at the body.  "It was at the hospital that's helping
Xander." 


Willow
came back with the trunk she had packed.  Then she left and came back with
his axe and a few other things, tucking them inside.  "He said it was
eating patients.  He yelled because I only sent him a dagger.  He had
it down but needed the sword to behead." 


"I
usually need a sword," Buffy said.  "They hit you really
hard." 


"Xander
has always excelled at doing what he had to do," Giles told her. 
"You grossly pissed him off probably." 


"No
probably about it.  He was scowling and I still say he has PMS, no matter
what the demon nurse said."  She took the trunk back, pushing it into
his corner.  She smiled and summoned a Hershey bar from somewhere and
handed it to him.  "Sorry.  Buffy didn't think you'd need
it." 


"Buffy's
about ready for a rude awakening considering the vampire network online says
that they're going to be attacking the house," he said dryly. 
"And Angel's growing a huge ass problem." 


"Poop,"
she muttered, heading back with a sigh.  She went looking for those. 
"Damn it, we'll need battle plans." 


"We
can do those without Xander," Buffy said.  Giles popped her on the
back of the head.  "Ow!  What was that for?" 


"For
being an idiot since neither one of us knows how to do that."  She
groaned, going to look at the information.  Giles would start mending
fences with Xander in the morning.  The boy would be pouty and angry all
night tonight. 


***



Tony
came in the next morning, seeing the trunk.  "Clothes, Xander?" 


Xander
looked then at him.  "Yeah, the rest of mine and a few things I
needed." 


"Hide
any weapons from Cuddy," he said dryly.  "What happened last
night?  I've heard a lot of rumors." 


"The
cranky nurse that hates me getting up to go to the bathroom wanted the demon to
eat people." 


"Awww,
that's so sweet of her."  He checked the heart monitor. 
"Nice job replacing those." 


"I
had to get the nurse to put the one on my side back." 


"That's
fine.  Any injuries from last night?"  Xander shook his
head.  "Okay."  He patted him on the head.  "Be a
good boy.  Remember, you have PT later."  Xander grinned. 
"Let me know if you need anything." 


Xander
pointed.  "My leg is twitching for some reason and the muscles tried
to cramp last night." 


Tony
moved down to check it.  "It's building a lot of muscle mass. 
We'll check."  He left, going to tell that to House, who was scowling
in a way that had made everyone else run.  Still only half as strong as
Gibbs' scowl.  "The nurse that hates him wanted him to leave the
demon eating patients alone." 


"I
heard," he said grimly.  "So has Cuddy." 


"I
told him to keep all weapons out fo her sight." 


"Good
idea."  He looked at Tony.  "Anything I should hear?" 


"His
legs are getting overly muscled for some reason." 


"It
could be that he's overworking them in PT, but might not be.  I'll keep an
eye on that."  He let Tony see the film from the security cameras. 


Tony
watched.  "He needs taught how to move." 


"He
does.  I have the feeling he was self-trained." 


"Probably. 
The file said that no one trained him." 


"Huh. 
The redhead?" 


"Rosenburg."



"Interesting." 
He turned it off.  "Cuddy has a migraine." 


"That
would probably give me one too."  Tony walked off.  "I'm
going to do clinic hours for the week." 


"Fine. 
Find one of the ducklings and make them help."  Tony nodded, waving
back at him.  House shook his head.  "It's nice he's not scared
of me.  Strange but nice." 


***



Chase
saw an older man show up to talk to Xander, calling House.  "There's
an older man here to talk to him and Xander's looking pissed off." 
He hung up on the swear.  "House must be in the middle of
something."  Tony came off the elevator and strolled over with a
smile, waving at Chase before walking in.  "Huh.  Well, Tony has
tact."  House came off the elevator a few minutes later.  He
walked in and slammed the door.  Xander left them to talk, coming over to
shelter behind him.  "If they yell, I'll yell back," Chase
promised quietly, smiling at him.  Xander grinned back. 


They
both winced, with the nurses, when House raised his voice.  Chase texted
Wilson, who was the only person who could calm House down.  Chase got back
an answer and went to lean in.  "House, Doctor Wilson needs your help
in radiology.  His current patient with a brain tumor has a strange side
effect and rash he wanted you to look at."  He closed the door and
walked off at Tony's dirty look.  Yup, that was a bad discussion.  He
walked Xander off, taking him to the gym.  "Tony said your leg muscles
are building too strongly.  So let's look at those." 


"Okay. 
If it means Giles can't yell about stuff that's not my fault."  He
took off his t-shirt and sat down on the bench to let Chase check them and then
onto the weight push bench so he could see them in action. 


Giles
walked in while they were going over various muscle groups.  He paused,
watching Xander's movements.  His muscles were shown very well.  Leg
and arm.  Chest.  Back.  "Have you been doing a lot of
exercise?" he asked kindly. 


"No. 
A lot of this is from construction work.  I'm mostly in here to work on
any balance issues and to see if other muscle groups are growing like the extra
chamber they found in my heart and extra gall bladder-like thing on my
liver." 


"You
did?" he demanded. 


Chase
nodded.  "It's a bit worrying but doesn't seem to affect him any so
we're only monitoring those," he said quietly.  "You must be Mr.
Giles.  He's talked some about his friends."  He shook his
hand.  "I'm Doctor Chase." 


"Pleasure
to meet you.  How much longer is Xander going to be here?" 


"About
a week more of dialysis treatments and then we'll start working on the blood
diseases he has." 


"Is
that necessary?" 


"Yes. 
We've found out that a few demons took some blood one night when they knocked
me down," Xander told him, glancing around.  "Hi, Victor." 


"Hi,
Xander."  He came over.  "I graded that test.  It came
out what you were thinking but it came up with some nicer options as
well.  You came up higher on languages and a few other research oriented
skills."  Xander beamed.  "We'll talk later.  Visitors
are important for patients to feel better faster."  He looked at his
legs.  "We've been watching those calf muscles, Chase." 


"So
are we.  We're not sure why.  Have you noticed anything related to a
heart murmur?" 


"No,
should I have?  He was supposed to tell me."  He scowled at
Xander. 


"They
found an extra chamber," Xander told him. 


"When?"



"Over
a week ago," Chase said. 


"I'm
growing my own evil twin, one organ at a time," Xander quipped. 


Victor
smiled but swatted him on the hair.  "No, I haven't noticed anything,
Chase.  Want me to run a heart strip on him when I have him working
out?" 


"Please. 
They're saying those orbital fractures will be healed within a week as
well." 


"Even
better.  I'll make myself a note and talk to you later, Xander. 
Pleasure meeting you," he said with a nod at Giles before walking off. 


"Orbital
fractures?" Giles asked quietly, staring at him. 


"Yeah,
I have two in the hole on the cheek side."  Xander shrugged a bit,
leaning his elbows on his bent knees.  "The ER in Sunnydale didn't
even check and we found out they shouldn't have clipped the optic nerve in the
ER either." 


"The
shock of it could've killed him," Chase told Giles. 


"That
doesn't surprise me considering how horrid that ER was," Giles said. 
"That's why Xander was taught how to do stitches."  He adjusted
his glasses, looking at him.  "The girls are sorry." 


"Often,"
Xander said dryly.  "It's like leftovers for breakfast. 
Reheated, picked over with a fork for the good bits, then tossed out." 


"They've
seen that they do need you." 


"Because
they need battle plans?" Xander asked dryly. 


"In
some ways, it made them look at things.  Then Wesley had a talk with Buffy
about how you had done that job for a long time." 


"I
have." 


"Her
mother would be most upset." 


"If
I could call Joyce's shade back to haunt her....." Xander said
dryly.  Giles smiled at him.  "Anyway, I might be able to make
it for the battle again but I need some compensation training and we need to
get this settled.  And the blood contamination gone." 


"I
can agree with that."  He adjusted his glasses again.  "Are
you secure here?" 


"Yeah,
once they let me go I can find a part-time job while I figure out what I want
to do now." 


"There's
a few less than demanding jobs for college students," Chase told him with
a smile.  "Including a call center and things." 


"I
can do that," Xander agreed.  "Or maybe try construction
again?" 


"If
you don't have any depth problems," Chase agreed with a smile. 


"Thanks,
Chase."  Xander hugged him.  "So a week?"  Chase
nodded.  He grinned at Giles.  "Is that all the clothes I sent
out?" 


"I
believe you had a storage area but I'm not sure what's in it or who's dealing
with those." 


"It
was auto-drawn from my account, and I have to file for Anya's life
insurance," he sighed. 


"I
believe Willow was handling all that paperwork." 


Xander
stared at him.  "No.  I don't want Willow touching Anya's
things."  Giles nodded at that.  "I'll handle that
later." 


Tony
strolled in.  "Handle what?" 


"Getting
Anya's and my things in storage sent to somewhere more local and file for her
insurance." 


"I
know some people who can help with that," he said with a wink. 
Xander grinned.  "Is someone else trying?" 


"Willow
was filing the insurance paperwork for everyone," Giles told him. 


"That
would let her take it into the Council's new accounts instead of giving it to
him if she's supposed to," Tony said.  Giles winced and nodded. 
"Is there someone who could...mentor the young woman perhaps?" 


"I
have a whole coven who'd *adore* having her visit," he admitted. 
Tony grinned.  "I'll get those sent to you, Xander." 
Xander nodded, smiling at him.  "Good.  Let me know when you get
out and what you're doing.  We'll make plans for when you're able to come
back.  And if it's before the battle, we'll see if we can deal with that
issue." 


"I
was in the last one." 


"I
know.  This one may be worse."  Xander nodded.  "Oh,
dear." 


Xander
wrote down a title on some paper from Chase's pocket.  "Look at
*what* they do, not why they do it but *how* and then imagine that to a demon
realm in downtown LA from what I've heard."  He handed it over. 


Giles
stared at it.  "One of the younger girls adores that show.  The
ring... a portal?" he demanded loudly.  Xander smirked and
nodded.  "Oh, dear Christ.  I'll look into that, Xander. 
Thank you.  I'll talk to you in a few days."  He walked off
muttering. 


"I'll
be here," Xander called.  He looked at Tony.  "I'm not sure
if she would or not." 


"Too
much of an option," Tony decided, calling someone.  They promised
they'd find out and look into that for him.  He put his phone up. 
"Okay, let's look at these leg muscles again."  He felt
them.  "Not bad.  Still a bit larger than they seem like they
should be."  Tony grinned.  "I'm going to maybe be an ortho
when I grow up."  Xander grinned back.  "Chase?" 


"Victor
will run a heart strip the next time he works him out." 


"Wonderful." 
He stood up and helped Xander up.  "C'mon, your room's free of House's
ear smoke and mine."  He walked the boy back up there.  Chase
followed.  They found someone waiting.  "Who're you?" 


"He's
from Wolfram and Hart," Xander said.  "Anya didn't have her
things through you so why are you here?" 


"We
were appointed over Miss Emmerson's estate," he said smugly. 
"Mr. Harris, it's a pleasure to meet you." 


Xander
stared at him then kicked open his trunk.  The lawyer looked then nodded
once, understanding the subtle statement that axe made.  "We've heard
from Cordelia a few times about you guys, Mr. McDonald." 


"I'm
not here for that.  Though the senior partners would like your soul."



"Unfortunately
it's kinda bound with the hyena and soldier," Xander said dryly. 
"Also, I'm told I'll be a seer someday soon."  The lawyer gave
him a horrified look and sent that to his bosses.  "You might also
tell them that we're not in a really happy mood because Willow and I are
fighting again." 


"Agreed,
sir," he said, getting a message back.  "All right, the senior
partners say it'd be nice if you did stay out of things." 


"I'm
here for the next six months.  After that, no clue."  He
smiled.  Willow appeared, glaring at the lawyer.  "Stuff for
Anya's insurance policy?" 


"I
can handle it." 


"Wouldn't
that be fraud if you sign his name?" Tony asked dryly.  He held up
his ID case.  "While working my way through medical
school."  She backed off.  He put it back and smiled at the
lawyer.  "Other than that....  Mr. McDonald wasn't it?" 


"Lindsey,"
he said quietly.  "I know about you, Agent DiNozzo."  Tony
grinned.  "Are you helping him?" 


"Yes,
I am."  He looked at Willow.  "Since he's not dead, or in a
critical way, he can spend some of his boredom time filling out tedious
paperwork.  That way you can worry about all the other things you have to fill
out." 


Xander
looked up.  "Mr. Palane?" he called.  The demon showed
up.  One of the nurses went running.  "He's peaceful but a
lawyer.  He won't eat anyone."  He looked at the lawyer
again.  "Anya filed her will through you.  Why was someone else
appointed?" 


"I
have no idea.  No one's filed for her estate yet."  Lindsey
pointed at Willow.  He looked at her.  "I believe you weren't
mentioned in her will, Miss Rosenburg."  She huffed and
disappeared.  "Should I do that, Xander?" 


"Please. 
I know you guys have a standard five percent fee." 


"I
do.  We know not to ask for any soul parts or anything."  He
smiled at Lindsey, handing him a file.  "That is Miss Emmerson's
will.  I'll meet you in the judge's office in a few hours?" 


"I
flew the human way." 


"That's
fine.  Tomorrow then?" 


"Agreeable." 
He shook Xander's hand.  "Thank you for your time." 


Xander
smiled.  "Angel said some semi-decent things about you so I wouldn't
care but I'm sensing a subtle problem." 


"Probably." 
He left, calling the bosses to let them know. 


Xander
looked at the demon.  "Thank you," he said quietly. 


"It's
not a problem.   There's some things in her storage area that are
fairly old."  He left, going to file those papers with the
court.  And block Rosenburg's plans for whatever it was she wanted. 


Xander
leaned back on his bed, shaking his head.  "I don't know." 


Tony
smiled.  "It'll be okay.  Only five percent?" 


"I
saved his son's life a few years ago." 


"Huh,
that's a great thing."  Tony checked him over then kissed him on the
head.  "Be a good boy.  Don't play with the weapons and let the
nurses fuss.  It'll calm them down."  Xander grinned. 
Chase shut the trunk and they left, going to finish calming House down. 
House was pacing and muttering into his phone.  "Someone is helping
Xander move his and Anya's stored stuff.  The demonic lawyer showed up to
help him with Anya's will since Willow was trying to file it for
him."  House stopped pacing to stare at him.  "The lawyer
that got appointed thanks to Willow knows that she's not in the will so he's
agreed to meet with the other lawyer at the judge's chambers to discuss
it.  He's only charging him five percent to do it." 


"Even
better," House agreed, hanging up.  "So it's set up?" 


"We're
working on it." 


"Great." 
House nodded, smirking some.  "Was that why the nurses freaked
out?" 


"Yup." 
He sat down.  "Mr. Giles has said he'll stop her.  He has a nice
coven waiting to mentor her." 


"Even
better."  House smirked.  "Good job, evil minion." 


"Aww,
thanks.  You're not nearly as evil as my last boss though."  He
put his feet up.  "So, how was your morning, Foreman?" 


"Less
interesting than yours.  Demons?" 


"Yeah,
like that thing Xander killed the other night," House said dryly. 
"What he's been hunting the evil of for years now." 


"It
was one of them that got his eye," Tony said. 


Foreman
shook his head quickly.  "I don't want to know." 


"Then
ignore it," House ordered.  "Go find me a patient in the clinic
and take DiNozzo for some more hours."  They left together. 
House called his mentor in the society again to tell him what Tony had
arranged.  Now he saw why the society had wanted Tony so hard. 
Beyond him being cute with a tight ass.  He might bend Tony over to see
how tight he was sometime soon. 


***



Tony
strolled into the house and smirked at the man staring at him.  "Am I
underdressed?" 


"No,
Tony, you look very nice," he said, looking him over.  He took a
kiss.  "Your former mate is in." 


"That's
great."  He smiled, going to greet him.  It got him a deep kiss
and a butt squeeze.  He came back out.  "They're still
thinking." 


"I
heard you told them?" 


"Senior
Philip said they were going to be offered." 


"I
hadn't heard that."  He went to check that.  Tony showed him the
text message.  He nodded, getting one that agreed with it. 
"That's fine then.  Do they have a decision?" 


"I
think Chase knows it could be good for his career.  Xander even told him
that."  The local head smiled.  "If I could get him and
Sheppard together it'd be great and I'm pretty sure he'd agree to mate with him
and go help him." 


"I
can see him doing that, yes."  He smiled.  "You're not in
trouble.  Go relax." 


"Is
anyone from DC here?  I'm hearing bad rumors." 


"Your
former mate was just there."  Tony nodded, going back to talk to him.



His
mate smirked at him.  "How was DC?" 


"Interesting
rumors going around."  He stared at him.  "Strip for me,
Tony?" 


Tony
smirked.  "Don't you have a mate?" 


"No,"
he sighed.  "He said I'm a bastard." 


Tony
laughed.  "I know about those." 


"His
huffed off to Rio for a long vacation," another member said with a
grin.  "He's filing the formal severing letter tomorrow." 


Tony
smirked at him.  "That means you're a married man." 


The
head came in.  "He filed it from Rio, Tony.  He's free to
play."  Tony took off his shirt.  He sat down to watch. 
Watching was fine but touching someone's mate was always frowned upon because
it brought trouble and strife to the group.  Tony stepped out of his
shoes. 


"Nice
rumors in DC or bad ones?" Tony asked.  He undid his belt. 


His
former husband stared at him.  "Gibbs has been in an extremely bad
mood.  The FBI has banned him from their building again."  Tony
winced and shook his head, pulling his belt free.  "Homeland is very
interested in what you're doing with Xander.  Who seems fairly
interesting." 


"He's
a very interesting young man but he could use some guidance about what he wants
to do with his life."  Tony stepped out of his pants.  "I
adore him like a little brother, only less brotherly." 


His
former husband patted his lap.  Tony slid into it and kissed him
properly.  "Do you think he'd make a good consort?" 


"I
think he'd make a great guardian but he'd never be the pretty lap candy sort of
consort.  He'd be like I am." 


"Which
can be very thrilling because you're very headstrong," he teased, stroking
over his butt. 


House
walked in and flopped down in a chair, putting his feet up.  "Did I
miss anything?" 


"He's
hearing rumors out of DC," the head said. 


Tony
smirked at House.  "Bad day, boss?" he teased. 


"Yup. 
Cuddy hates that demons showed up." 


"That
nurse summoned them." 


"She's
fired her and hates Xander.  Xander introduced her to Buffy since they
were talking so she's got a migraine now from the braindead
blonde."   He shifted, spreading his legs better. 
"Did he tell you that the present director you have is trying to decide if
you can come back or not?" 


"I
have not decided if I'm going back yet," Tony admitted.  He looked at
his former husband.  "Really?" 


"Vance
hates you." 


"Sheppard
got away from me and Ziva to get into trouble and got shot." 


"He
also wants more agents like McGee." 


"Which
means he must really hate Gibbs since he can't even use his cellphone." 


"He's
too high to do more than annoy him because he's nearing retirement
age."  He patted him again.  "I need someone calmer." 


"I
may be going back to NCIS or another agency," Tony warned. 
"Being an underground doc.  I haven't decided.  Either that or
virologist or an ortho." 


"Those
are all demanding fields with some longer hours," he pouted. 


Tony
nodded.  "Sometimes.  Surgeries or really sick patients I'd have
to stay in quarantine with." 


House
nodded.  "In either of the medical fields he'll be doing about
eighteen hour days for the next few years."  Tony nodded. 
"As a virologist half of the time he'll be in the lab."  He
looked over Tony's body.  "I was planning on bending you over
something before you left PPTH." 


Tony
smirked, shifting to show off his hardening cock.  "Just me?" 


"Wilson's
too close to me and Chase is hot but mouthy."  Tony smirked
harder.  "C'mere, my resident."  Tony strolled over and
settled himself carefully on House's good thigh.  "Nicely
done."  He stroked his cock.  "Nice size and weight
too." 


"And
I'm very good with it," Tony assured him. 


House
took a kiss.  "I'm sure you are."  He snapped the band of
Tony's briefs.  "I can't believe you wear those." 


"It
makes the nurses think I'm very vanilla so they only flirt, not hit on
me.  Someone should warn Foreman the next time he wears a thong in." 


"Don't
talk about him.  That is a disgusting thought."  He snapped them
again.  Tony got up and took them off.  "Pretty but you need to
clean up." 


"I
haven't had the time to shave." 


"It
happens."  House looked him over.  Tony turned to let him see
his ass.  "Very nice."  Tony smiled and leaned down to kiss
him.  House's belt was taken off and his pants yanked off by Tony, then he
settled himself astride House's lap so he could lube him easier while they
teased each other.  House didn't play around very much.  Two fingers
went into Tony's hole with lube while he stroked his cock with the other hand,
kissing him to make him moan and pant.   House finally got tired of
stretching him and poked him on the side.  "Turn around." 


Tony
stood up and turned around, sliding down the cock House was holding steady for
him.  He leaned back against House's chest to nibble on his neck while
House rode him and stroked his cock for him.  "You're a bigger guy
than I thought you'd be," he teased in his ear. 


House
shivered.  "Yes I am."  He pushed up harder. 
"Ride me, DiNozzo, don't be lap candy.  I can get that from any easy
chick in the bar."  Tony sat up and rode him better, making House
moan and keep stroking Tony's stomach and cock.  Tony was whining and
whimpering so House pushed him off and stood them up, turning Tony so he was
kneeling in the chair so he could ride him harder.  He slid back in,
making Tony yelp but moan back at him.  He rammed into him a few times
then leaned down to nibble on his shoulder. 


Tony
tipped his head to the side, letting him do whatever he wanted to his tight
body.  House spread Tony's cheeks farther apart and dove in again, a nice,
hard, forceful rhythm that made him squeal when he found his prostate. 
House smirked and spanked him, hitting it over and over until Tony finally
moaned and came.  "Naughty, clean that up," House ordered. 
Tony licked up the spilled come and House finally let himself go over. 
"Good boy."  He sat down with a moan of pleasure, letting Tony
settle into his lap to kiss him and soothe him.  "That was
good." 


Tony
smirked.  "I'm better in a real bed." 


"Don't
tempt me, Tony."  He spanked him again.  Tony shifted and kissed
him.  "That's very nice.  Go get me a drink and a sandwich and
I'll let you follow me home?"  Tony got up, still naked, and went to
the kitchen for him.  House smirked, grabbing some of the wet wipes from
the tissue container to clean himself up. 


"Tony
is a very sensual lover, Gregory," Tony's former mate said.  "He
has a mouth of sin." 


"I
noticed he kissed very well."  He took his lunch and let Tony hold
his plate once he had sat down again.  "Am I feeding you?" House
teased. 


Tony
kissed him, chewing the last of that bite House had had.  "No, I ate
before I came over."  He grinned. 


"He's
very willful at times," Tony's former mate sighed. 


Tony
smirked at him.  "You enjoyed me like that." 


"I
did."  He watched Tony flatter House into a long night for
them.  Apparently they had tomorrow off.  James strolled in and
leaned down to kiss Tony. 


"Hi,
Doctor Wilson." 


"Hey,
Jimmy," House said, taking another bite. 


"Boys." 
He smirked at Tony.  "Was he good enough?" 


"He's
not bad but it's always better in a bed." 


"Yes
it is."   Wilson looked around.  "Just us
tonight?" the head guy nodded.  "Pity.  I need the stress
relief."  He sat down on the couch and put his feet up.  Tony
slid to his knees and crawled over, sucking on him through his pants. 
"That's very nice of you, Tony."  He petted his hair, letting
Tony soothe him for now.  It had been a bad day.  Tony's mouth was
perfect.  Warm, just the right amount of wet, no teeth, and he swallowed
him all the way down.  Wilson finally came and went limp, kissing
Tony.  "Thank you." 


"You
needed it after Cuddy bothered you all day about Xander." 


"I
didn't mind that.  It was her panicking that got on my nerves." 


House
nodded.  "Definitely."  He patted his lap and Tony came
back.  "I won't make you brush your teeth but you're doing that for
me next." 


"Of
course.  On the bike or in bed?" Tony teased, grinning as he teased
House's shirt buttons. 


"Bed." 
He spanked him.  "Go pick a nice room."  Tony got up and
took the dish and glass back to the kitchen then did that.  House got up
with a moan and grabbed their clothes.  "I'll see you tomorrow, Jimmy. 
Have fun with the call girls."  He strolled off, his cane tapping in
the quiet house. 


Wilson
looked up a few minutes later at the noisy squealing.  "House must've
pounced him." 


"Tony
is still pleasingly loud," his former mate sighed with a smile. 
"I wish I could have him back some days." 


Wilson
smirked at him.  "You'd hate waiting on his job.  His last boss
kept him in the office for days on end from what I've heard." 


"More
than once," he agreed. 


James
called the call girl service they used and got a few of the pretty, tight,
young things over to play with them.  They weren't all lucky enough to get
Tony.  Though if Chase came over, Wilson might consider him. 


***



Chase
brought Xander back to Tony's, finding him on the couch semi-naked watching a movie. 
"Sorry," Chase said, backing out the door. 


Tony
looked over.  "I'm not ashamed of my body, Chase, and you're a
doctor.  You've seen them before." 


"In
the mirror too," Xander quipped, sitting down.  "Want some alone
time, Tony?" 


"No,
I'm good.  Just enjoying being naked."  He grinned. 
"You finally free?" 


"For
a few days." 


"That's
fine.  Go nap if you need to," he said when Xander yawned. 


"I
have to call the lawyer in a bit." 


"There's
an alarm clock in there," Tony teased with a grin.  Xander nodded,
going in there.  Tony smiled at Chase.  "Problems?" 


"Is
it....expected?" 


"No,
I played last night and I'm in a good, comfortable, sensual mood." 
He took a kiss from his fellow student doctor.  Chase moaned and kissed
him back.  "You're very good at that."  Chase
blushed.  "Need to talk?" 


"What
do consorts do?" he asked quietly. 


"We
do our support stuff for the group when needed and if we're lucky we find a
nice mate.  If we want to and we're unattached, we can play around. 
Your mate is not allowed to lend you, share you, or anything like that. 
He can hire someone to watch you with them but anyone in the group is not
allowed to touch you.  It's one of the rules." 


"I
can understand that.  People might fight and it'd cause problems." 


"Exactly. 
Most consorts are lap candy sorts but there's ones like me who are really
support staff instead of a pleasurable relief system." 


"So
if they asked, and I wanted, I could play as long as I'm not attached?" 


"Yup. 
And if one wants you as a mate, they get to date you.  Like a normal
relationship.  Some will be upset that you have a career but if you don't
want them don't have them.  They cannot make a consort pleasure anyone
they don't want to.  Even the head guy."  Chase nodded. 
"But when you're blessed and inducted, you can pick whoever you want to
teach you how to do things if you want.  Or not." 


"I
know a bit but I never went beyond hand jobs." 


Tony
smiled.  "Hand jobs are nice but I'm told I have a sinful mouth of
fun."  Chase blushed again.  "You'll do fine, Chase. 
We're fun, we do it for pleasure, not for favors." 


"That's
good.  I was worried about that.  What about my career?" 


"If
your mate bothers you about things, you have the right to break up with
him.  You file a letter with the local club."  He brushed his
fingers over Chase's cheek.  "It's all up to us." 


"That's
good to know."  He glanced toward the bedroom then at Tony, who
shrugged but grinned.  "I...."  He let that drift off and
looked at Tony again.  Tony kissed him hard and fast, making Chase moan
and clutch at him.   Tony let Chase stroke his covered cock against
his and it was good grinding against each other.  The extra scratch of the
fabric helped him a lot.  Chase came with a moan and panted, pulling back
from Tony's mouth.  "That was nice." 


Tony
smiled.  "It was very nice.  You'll have a lot of fun, make a
lot of very good friends to have, and probably find someone who respects you
for your mind and body, Chase.  If not, you can play until then." 


"I
could like having someone who wanted to be with me because I'm me." 


"That's
a great part of dating, yes."  He patted his covered ass. 
"Go clean up.  That's got to be wet and sticky in there." 
Chase got up and went to do that.  Tony cleaned himself up and turned off
the movie.  Chase came back naked and cleaned up.  Tony smiled and
pulled Chase down, rolling them onto their sides.  The back of his couch
tipped back because it was made to go back to a forty-five degree angle. 
It helped and Tony could teach Chase how to give a great blowjob.  Chase
was a quick study.  He had a very warm, overly damp mouth but he'd learn
how to swallow his spit eventually.  It was good and satisfying. 
Chase came and Tony swallowed.  Chase whimpered, letting Tony thrust
gently into his mouth.  Chase swallowed as much as he could when Tony
finally came.  Tony came up to lick at the drips, then kissed him. 
"Good job." 


Chase
smiled.  "That was incredible." 


"You
have a great start on it, Chase, and it'll be fantastic."  Chase
shivered but Tony played and teased him until Chase gave up and went limp for
him.  It was great and Tony even cuddled.  Chase liked that. 
They smiled at Xander's room when the alarm went off but he stayed in there to
talk to the lawyer. 


***



Xander
looked over the paperwork the lawyer had given him, sighing.  He had been
home for three days and there had been a stream of phone calls to Mr. Palane's
office over the will.  "So that's really all that I have left of
her?" 


"Your
storage areas are local," he said, handing over those keys and the rental
form.  He smiled.  "You did have a lot of good pictures." 


Xander
nodded.  "I loved her enough to almost marry her.  If they
hadn't interfered I would have." 


"I
know and so did she, Xander.  She said many happy things about you to the
others, even after you broke up.  I'd feel much the same if I lost my
mate."  Xander nodded.  "Now, all that we have left is the
account in Europe."  Xander winced.  "It's not bad." 


"That's
going to be tons of paperwork, right?" 


"Not
really.  They're in a demon bank so I had that moved to a human
one."  He let him see it.  Xander whimpered.  "That
does mean that you have what you need, which is why she left it to you instead
of anyone else.   You supported her, listened to her, and helped her
regain her humanity.  Even if she did curse you for that because it meant
she gave up her job and lost Hallie." 


"I
know she was in talks with someone about Hallie's stuff.  About some
pictures I think?" 


"She
did get those.  Hallie left Anya and one other demon
everything."  Xander nodded.  "You've inherited that as
part of her estate and the other demon is scared to death of you so he gave you
any pictures of the two of them.  That left him with her material assets
but he's pouty." 


"Hallie
always seemed really nice when she came down to talk to Ahn.  Even if she
did screw up Spike a lot." 


Mr.
Palane smiled.  "I heard that story from Hallie."  He
patted Xander on the shoulder.  "It'll be fine, Xander.  You'll
finish grieving and maybe you'll find someone just as great for you.  Her
will did state that she hoped you went gay so you never compared another woman
to her but it wasn't made a condition or a binding issue." 


Xander
grinned.  "So much boiled down to sex with Anya." 


"Yes,
and even after eleven hundred years you taught her things she did not
know."  Xander grinned.  "So finish the paperwork and I'll
let you finish grieving." 


"Did
the Council get anything?  Or the group?" 


"A
few of her magic books with the instruction Willow was not to get into them,
ever."  Xander nodded, looking over things and signing them. 
"Thank you, Xander."  He stood up and put them into his
briefcase.  "That leaves one matter."  He held up a small
envelope.  "Your insurance policies.  I fixed those as
well.  She was using a demonic firm for that as well and changed yours
over, which is why your premium went up." 


"She
said it was better coverage." 


"It
was and it did have a maiming clause so they did pay you.  Your premiums
for your regular life insurance policy are still on-going and are being
automatically drawn from your new account."  Xander nodded, staring
at him.  "From now on, you can make your own decisions, which was
what she wanted.  She was always afraid Buffy or Willow was going to get
you killed on patrol some night." 


"There's
days I would've accepted that as something that was meant to be," Xander
said quietly.  "Because that's the job." 


"Yes
but a lot of demons believe you have a wonderful career and life ahead of
you.  Including messing a lot of things up for demon kind again just by
being in the right place at the wrong time."  He winked and left. 


Xander
looked in the insurance policy envelope, moaning.  "Oh,
damn."  Tony knocked and leaned in.  "Insurance policy
check." 


Tony
walked in and looked.  "You need to go to the bank. 
Today." 


"I
do.  Where is the bank?"  He showed him the name on the new
account. 


"That's
by the hospital.  I can drop you there.  Change clothes."  Xander
changed shirts and Tony went to change.  "I have to go talk to Doctor
Will in virology anyway.  My new antibody counts are due in." 


"Do
I need to?" Xander asked. 


"No,
you can do that tomorrow when we pull you in for your physical.  I want
that at the bank before something happens to it." 


"Anya
had other money, Tony," he said as he came out, looking at him. 


"I
figured she had saved some over her long life."  He grinned. 
"The society knew about her.  A few of us had run into her
professionally."  Xander snickered.  "Exactly.  C'mon,
I'll drop you.  Got your wallet and bank book?  All that?" 
Xander went to get the papers and came back out with the whole stack.  He
took him out to the car.  "What's your plan now?" 


"Maybe
an apartment?  I like staying with you but I need somewhere I can brood
and throw things and all that stuff.  I feel like I'm cramping your
style." 


"You're
not, but I can see that need.  You're young and need something that's just
*yours* because you've lost so much recently."  He backed the car out
of his spot and drove them to the bank.  "Go ask to talk to an
account person.  Or...."  He got out and walked him in there to
the sign-in desk.  "Hi, this is Xander Harris.  He just
inherited and had an account started for him.  He needs to ask some
pertinent questions and arrange for later deposits." 


"I
can sign him in with our senior account specialist," she said with a smile
for him.  "It's confusing at first but we can help you set it up the
way you need it to be, Mr. Harris."  Tony grinned and let Xander sit
down while he went to the hospital. 


The
account specialist came out, looking at the young man.  The account was
the talk of the bank.  "Mr. Harris?"  He jumped and smiled
at her, holding out a hand.  She noticed the eye patch first. 
"I heard about your loss of your former fiancee, Mr. Harris." 
She shook his hand.  "Let's go over what you were told and what you
have." 


"I
also have the life insurance policy check," he said, handing it to her. 


"That's
going to be a healthy balance," she said happily.  She led him to her
office and went over what was in the account, how it was set up, and how he
could make a drawing account or anything like an investment account. 
Apparently his fiancee was good at that but he was new to the thought so she
set him up with some very safe, low return, short term CD's for now.  He
had years to teach himself investments and that was insured so he wouldn't lose
them. 


He
had things set up and she went over his current needs, agreeing with most of
them.  She didn't know why he wanted a motorcycle but she guessed with
only having one eye it'd be easier than driving.  She did suggest a
scooter but he said he wanted a wild ride, just the once.  She could
understand that.  She had went to Europe before college for that very
reason.  It was all set up and she gave him some good ideas of where to
look for apartments. 
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Tony
took the day off to meet with an older friend-ish sort that was also in Crown
and Court but from Canada instead.  They had talked a lot over the years,
Tony using some of his hidden skills to augment his friend's . 
"Hi." 


"Anthony." 
He smiled and shook his hand.  "What's wrong?  You sounded
confused and wanted help only *I* could give?" 


"I,
and Gregory House, have the more physical version of John Sheppard under our
care."  Rodney shuddered at that.  "Almost the exact same
attitude, the same mannerisms half the time, only he doesn't like to fly. 
He's a construction sort.  He recently lost an eye, he is ATA positive but
on the weak side," he said more quietly.  He handed over the file he
had on the kid.  "You're the expert at dealing with John so Gregory
and I think you'd have a great idea on how to encourage him toward something
easier to handle.  I'll add he does absolutely horrible in lecture
learning since I know it's not in there.  He got an inheritance about two
weeks ago from his former fiancee." 


"Is
that because he has undiagnosed learning issues?" Rodney asked, sipping
his water as he scanned the file. 


"Yes. 
We're fairly certain that and his latent ADD came out a few times as
well.  Plus he was friends with the school genius, who basically raised
him." 


Rodney
grimaced.  "So it pushed him down even further.  Was he in any
gifted classes?" 


"His
school..."  Tony pulled their file up from the California Board of
Education site.  Rodney took the laptop to look at, giving him a horrified
look.  "Exactly." 


"Is
it still in operation?" 


"No,
the whole town got sank recently." 


"Well,
I suppose that's useful of that point of problematic issues." 


"There
was a battle," he said quietly.  "Which is why Xander lost the
eye thanks to a minion and his former fiancee."  He leaned on the
table.  "He is *so* much like John I want them to meet.  I think
if John's looking, he'd be an excellent consort for him," he said
quietly.  "He's not for someone powerful or who has to do public
things but for someone who does *things* all day." 


"I
can see that allure," Rodney agreed.  He considered it.  Then he
made notes on the laptop.  "It's a varied set of skills but we could
use someone whose only job was to fix things.  Like hallways." 
He looked up.  "It's a two year degree and some other skills he can
pick up at a vo-tech center." 


"He'd
enjoy that and he's looking at other careers."  Tony smiled. 
"He's a bit sweet, a bit salty, very practical, and very 'fuck this' when
things happen.  He went into the battle after losing his eye.  We
released him back for it."  Rodney shuddered.  "Also, did
you get to the medical portion?"  Rodney went back to the file, making
squeaky noises as he read and waved it.   "Which is why I'm
bringing this to the expert of dealing with that sort of personality meeting
the improbable situation." 


"He
is *so* Sheppard's happier clone!" 


"Yup." 
Tony grinned.  "They're going to offer for him." 


"He
would do fantastic with John, or they'd rub each other the wrong way
constantly." 


"I'm
betting it'll be fantastic because I am."  John Sheppard sat
down.  "How do you know Tony?" he asked with a grin. 


Rodney
stared at him.  "You never asked, Sheppard." 


"It's
not like I could come out and simply ask if you were a member," he said
dryly.  "It's not that sort of group." 


Rodney
handed over the file.  "A new admittance to the group." 


John
read it over, snickering.  "Are we related?" he asked Tony. 


"Not
that we can find.  Keep going, it gets better.  The kid scarily
reminds me of you, John." 


"Yes,
he does, only he doesn't like to fly." 


"He's
only been on three planes," Tony told him.  "Here from Sunnydale
and then back and back here." 


"Then
maybe being in something more intimate will help that."  He kept
going, sitting up suddenly.  "How in the hell?" 


Tony
glanced then grinned.  "High school swim coach.  We're working
on that." 


"We
have something that may help that," John muttered.  "It helped
mine."  He looked at him.  "Is he going to take it?" 


"He's
still thinking but he's seeing good things.  Including that we helped him
with Anya's stuff.  His former fiancee Anyanka died in the
battle."  John whimpered, shaking his head.  Rodney was
cackling, shaking his own.  Tony grinned.  "He left her at the
altar because he said her friends showed him how bad it was going to be." 


"Yeah,
he belongs with us," John decided. 


"Which
is why I called the master of dealing with you about a possible career
solution." 


Rodney
finished making notes.  "Welding, wiring for electric and minor
plumbing if he doesn't have it.  An Associates degree in engineering,
focusing on structural work.  Most engineering colleges offer the two year
option for those who just need the degree for the job they're doing.  I'm
fairly certain he can probably skip some of those classes."  He
smiled.  "It could also help him with his weapons habit that got
noted." 


"He
cuddled his axe when it got sent." 


"If
our illustrious colonel there could, he'd cuddle our jumpers," Rodney said
dryly.  "What are you doing now?" 


"Hours
and hours with Gregory House and a virologist?" he smirked as he sipped
his tea.  "Just got through with my MBA thesis project." 


"So
you're in your in-school?" John asked.  Tony smirked and
nodded.  "We might be able to slip you into the program since you
could do both jobs."  Rodney nodded.  "How long?" 


"I'm
due to stay with House and them until February, early March.  Then go back
to NCIS.  By then I'll have a lot of my actual necessary hours done
because I'm doing more than my fair share at the moment."  He
grinned.  "By the way, House said he still wants to give you a nice,
slow, long spanking, John." 


"He's
kinky that way but it's not my thing," John quipped back with an easy
grin.  "Can we help the kid with anything?" 


"He's
got people who handled the probate for him in both courts.  Plus the
European portion.  We did help him get their stored stuff away from
California and his friends.  Who have decidedly turned odd.  One was
trying to file all the insurance paperwork for him without telling him. 
The other got pouty but he's solved that.  He's also been looking at
apartments.  Rodney, I'd like you to meet him.  I know they'll want
to do a personal interview by someone who isn't his sponsoring member, which
leaves me and House out." 


"I
can do that, yes.  Plus go over ideas.  If he wants to stay in
construction."  Tony nodded.  "Then that would be the best
of all things, give him a well-rounded area plus a degree." 


"With
that could he hit somewhere and earn a bachelor's easily?" Tony
asked.  "I know Xander hates Princeton.  Calls it stuck
up.  I think he asked about associate's degrees and they were snotty to
him." 


"Probably. 
Sometimes the name is everything and sometimes it's not," Rodney pointed
out with a smirk.  "I can talk to him, give him some ideas of what
he'd need for specialized construction knowledge, especially if we can get him
onto our project." 


John
nodded.  "We could use someone to spare Rodney sending out his
minions to fix things." 


"Which
is what I was thinking.  There's a lot of work that needs to be done on
the construction front that we just don't understand.  I, and a few
others, can design a building but not build one." 


"Which
he seems to do good at," Tony told him.  "And I think if someone
actually took the time to sit down and teach him personally how to do computers
and things he could probably do that.  He doesn't get lectures at
all.  Plus I think Willow stymied him there a bit since she's a lower
level hacker." 


"Probably,"
John agreed.  "I had a friend like that but I competed." 


"She
raised him, basically." 


"Huh. 
Then yes, he probably didn't want to compete but protect." Tony
nodded.  "We can talk to him, no problem." 


"I
wanted you two to meet for other reasons," Tony assured him dryly. 


"He
does sound interesting."  He smiled.  "We'll see if he
takes admission."  Tony nodded he would.  "His new
place?" 


"He's
thinking about two in town by where I am.  I'm about twenty-five from the
hospital." 


"There's
a few colleges in the area," Rodney said, starting an online search. 
"There's five within easy driving distance.  Plus a vo-tech or
three.  College of New Jersey is within twenty-five probably.  Drexel
within an hour.  I'd accept either of those.  Hmm, New Jersey
Institute of Technology is about an hour away from Princeton itself.  It
has one in construction technology."  Tony smiled.  "I
would accept any of those three.  Have him get the vo-tech stuff out of
the way first.  I'm sure with his experience he'll only need a few hours
of tutoring."  Tony nodded.  "Then they could accept that
and other things into the other program.  Sometimes a name is great but
for something technical I want proven skills." 


"Those
are all good choices."  His phone beeped so he looked. 
"It's House."  He answered. "Hey, House.  I'm having
lunch with Sheppard and McKay talking about Xander's education."  He
winced.  "They did what?  No, she can't.  His lawyer said
she wasn't mentioned in Anya's will.  Why is she bothering you about
that?  Well, yeah, I'd agree that's a good idea."  Rodney
snatched the phone and leaned back. 


"Gregory,"
he said smoothly.  "Please do."  He got put on
speaker.  "Miss Rosenburg, Doctor Rodney McKay, a friend of both
DiNozzo and House.  DiNozzo was just getting my opinion on his future
education goals."  He listened to her.  "That would be
delightful but I'm told you weren't mentioned in the will.  Listen, little
girl.  For someone who couldn't even finish *a* degree, let me lay it very
low for you from someone who has *multiple* degrees, most of them a doctorate. 


"You
are nothing.  You will continue to be nothing even if you can and did try
to destroy the earth.  People in *my* job, which you could only dream of
doing, tend to hunt people like you down.  Now, consider your plebeian
little mentality issue you're having.  Yes, you are quite the little
person, young lady.  You have nothing to offer anyone on this planet beyond
stress, strife, and confusion.  You've consistently proven yourself unable
to control your own desires and recognize that not everything you *want* is
good for others." 


He
listened to her whine for a second and laughed.  "He owes you exactly
nothing.  From what his file says you abandoned him years ago, back before
graduation.  Why would he owe you anything?  Or his dead fiancee, who
you didn't really appreciate from what I'm told.  No, those are things
that are best left far, far away from you forever more," he said smoothly.



"Before
you create another issue that would require someone to heroically save everyone
from you.  Like the last time, which I'm told is why he's now got another
heart problem."  She started to cry.  "Tears change
nothing, young lady.  Your actions are deplorable.  Clearly your
parents weren't listened to whenever they were around, and I do blame most of
your problems on them since they weren't often around. 


"So
therefore, go do something good for humanity and make sure your behavior does
not reach the point where he has to sacrifice his life to save everyone from
you.  Because I know *many* people who would simply *adore* doing it for
him because they have more training and more methods to use.  Including a
few sniper rated people and other charming engineers with weapons
experience.  Why yes, I do work in a classified lab," he said dryly. 


"And
we all hate what you've already done.  We've been briefed and you're not
worthy to even breathe the same air I am on this planet while I'm down
here.  So quit pissing people off, making people correct you, or making
them deal with your screw-ups and go find self control, self healing, talent,
and an education that would mean you have a career beyond causing strife. 
Before we nominate you to take over that position in the universe." 
She walked off crying. 


"So,
Gregory, I've been asked to talk to him about educational things?" 
He listened to his report.  "That's what Tony said, yes.  That'd
be most charming.  Can you set it up for tomorrow?  Thank you. 
No, unfortunately we have Senate hearings for the next few days.  It is
definitely not the vacation I needed.  See you then."  He hung
up and handed the phone back.  "Thank you, I was missing my yelling
at the minions time," he said dryly, sipping his water.  John was
snickering.  "Why can't I have those books?  It's not fair she
kept them away from me," he mimicked. 


"No,
I think it's a great idea," John said dryly.  He smiled at Tony and
they ordered when the waiter came back.  It was good for them to calm
down.  Especially since Rodney needed a vacation. 


***



Xander
looked at the guy there to meet him.  "Willow is still a very close
friend," he said calmly.  "I don't like that you attacked
her." 


"I
don't like that she tried to end the world.  Is she like your pet stuffed
rabbit?" 


Xander
smirked.  "Maybe, yeah.  I have kinda grown away from the girls
over the years.  So, Tony said you have an educational idea?" 


"I
have many educational ideas.  He did approach me about yours however because
I know someone quite like you who happens to be a colonel I work with all too
often."  He smirked.  "Tony told us about your interest in
construction and there's a few things you may not have thought about
combining.  May we?" 


"Yes." 
He let Rodney into his place.  He saw the look around. 
"Rental.  I'm not sure if I'm staying here for a long time or
not." 


"That's
always reasonable and faster than buying a designer piece from a store." 


"Even
if I did have millions of dollars to waste, I wouldn't be that sort.  Name
brand anything gives me hives.  I'm not like my ex Cordelia." 


"Some
people are happy with non-named things.  There's a few places where names
are easier," he offered.  "In the medical field, going to
Princeton is better than going to Iowa State for example.  You get more
job offers." 


"Which
I never understood.  They're all rich kids who went into medicine because
daddy or mommy liked it.  The kids at Iowa State in medicine *want* to be
there." 


"Good
thinking," he agreed.  "But the higher ups are all those monied
sorts."  He smiled.  "Which is why they prefer one of the
bigger names." 


"See,
I thought some of that was on merit." 


"Not
always.  A lot of it is politics and ass kissing." 


"Shows
I don't want to go into medicine."  He sat down.  "I have
some diet soda and things if you want.  The girls kept yelling at me about
regular soda ruining their figures so I switched to diet." 


"I'm
fine."  He smiled, pulling out information he had looked up. 
"Are you sure you want to stay construction?" 


"Yes."



"There's
a few good speciality firms for specialized construction needs." 


"I've
heard rumors about our space fleet," he said dryly. 


"Them
and others," Rodney agreed.  "You can still do the work but you
need some specific skill sets and at least an associate's degree." 
He let him see it.  "If you can manage this program at the local
vo-tech, it would give you the updated plumbing and welding
qualifications.  Point out you were on a construction crew and they'll
probably give you credit for those hours." 


"Actually,
I was crew lead for eight months before we sank the town," Xander said
quietly, looking up at him.  "I spent nine months as a grunt." 


"That
shows greater promise and that would be liked.  Can your former boss vouch
for you?" 


"I
have work reports from him and a recommendation.  I emailed him for one
after the town sank because I said I'd be here with the medical stuff for a
bit." 


"That's
excellent.  Talk to this instructor," he said with a point at the
name.  "I talked to him earlier and he agreed that with your
circumstances a more specialized program would be easier.  Keep you in the
field and all that.  Now, those classes will then transfer into credit
hours for an associate's or a bachelor's.  I'm not sure which college
would suit you more.  They're each within about an hour from here. 
One's twenty minutes."  He let him see those.  "This one
has a construction emphasis, the other two are civil engineering." 
Xander nodded, looking those over.  Rodney smiled.  "With those,
we can see if the specialized companies would take you in." 


"What
about future apocalypses?" 


Rodney
grimaced.  "Are we sure there are some?" 


"One's
in about four months in LA." 


"Huh. 
I had not heard that." 


"I
hear a lot of that sort of thing from the demon underground." 


"That's
excellent and probably quite helpful.  You'll still be in training for
that one.  You can probably take a few days off if you must; hopefully
it'd happen over spring break.  Or you could start during the summer since
Tony told me you were talking with Doctor House about issues related to your
blood." 


"Um,
I'm told that's now classified." 


Rodney
smiled.  "Unlike Anthony, I have your *full* federal file,
Alexander." 


"Xander,
please.  I hate my full name.  Why do you have it?" 


"Because
to work at any of those places you'd have to pass a background check.  Or
if my program needs one you'd have to pass an even stricter one, which right
now you cannot because the NID has you flagged as evilly resisting them." 


"I'd
like to blow them up most of the time," Xander admitted, giving him an odd
look.  Rodney smirked.  "They bother you guys too?  Did
they set up a torturing special project around you guys?" 


"No,
they've tried to get some of us for them though.  Nearly shut down a whole
town to get one." 


"Huh,
the ET treatment I heard Colorado Springs had a few years back?" 
Rodney gaped.  Xander smiled.  "The demon underground is *very*
worried about their project." 


"I
don't think they should have to." 


"Yes,
but one of the bastards from Area 51 is now running it.  They liked the
last two guys though." 


"Ah,
I see.  What's said about me?" 


Xander
shrugged.  "I haven't asked?  I can call and ask if you
want." 


"Please. 
Let's see how deep their information network goes.  I might have to hook
into that more firmly if it's that good."  Xander shrugged and texted
someone.  "Little 'c'," he said with a smirk.  Xander
corrected that and sent it.  Rodney got to laugh at the 'oh holy shit' he
got back immediately and then the other three texts were closer. 
"Actually, I have three doctorates.  And yes, I am the King of Geek
Gods.  I tend to treat the others like minions." 


Xander
stared at him.  "You need someone to fix things, don't you?" 


"Yes,
we desperately do."  He smirked.  "Though those companies
could use competent people more often as well." 


Xander
considered it.  "I might like that job.  It's said to be
pretty.  You guys wouldn't blink at strange things like me playing kitten
poker." 


"Probably
not as long as the animals weren't harmed." 


"Well,
most of them eat them instead of other smaller things, like people." 


"There's
a few PETA members on base," he admitted.  "I don't particularly
like them but they do exist to vex me."  He stared.  "We'd
also understand about apocalypses after the fact.  Though the general
might look at you oddly when you call off work for one." 


"Yeah,
I can see that happening."  He shifted, getting comfortable. 
"How long should that take me?" 


"Two
years." 


"Two
years?" 


"Yes. 
That way you get through everything.   If you can, it'd be very good
for you and a wise investment in your future." 


"What
happens if I get more injured in a battle?  This eye thing was my worst
yet but before then I'd only had a broken arm." 


"Then,
as long as you're alive, you can tailor things.  Though if you're in a
wheelchair I'd suggest going into design instead of physical work.  It
would be more practical."  The boy relaxed again.  "You
have a decent enough mind, Xander, even if it doesn't turn toward lecture
classes.  Some people do handle hands-on learning easier, the same way
some people learn better through reading than lectures.  It's not a
handicap unless you make it one." 


"I
get that but I hate class work." 


Rodney
smirked.  "Two years of sacrifice for a lifetime of good paying
job," he offered.  "As opposed to mine, which was ten years of
classwork for a lifetime of frustration dealing with lesser minded
people." 


"No,
if I ever become the giant geek brain you are, I'd probably end up being
killed."  Rodney laughed, nodding some.  "The other geeks
would get mad." 


"Quite
possibly.  It depends on what you do with it.  I have one of the best
jobs for geeks ever.  Even if I can't brag." 


"If
you could, they'd build a cult to you.  Andrew certainly would. He'd even
be your high priest." 


"Don't
give me ideas of swelling my ego any larger than it already is.  My
associates would have to complain." 


Xander
smirked.  "Would you care?" 


"No,
not likely."  He smirked back.  He did like this boy.  He
was a lot like John Sheppard and he could see why Tony thought they'd get
along.  "How do you like flying?" 


"I've
been on four planes, because one had a switch, and I hated flying.  It's
creepy and hurts my head and made me airsick.  Maybe if I had
wings...." 


"I
know a few people who'd love for me to figure that out.  What about in a
smaller plane?"  Xander turned decidedly green.  "It's a
much smoother ride." 


"It's
still very way up high and they crash a lot more than the bigger ones." 


"Possibly. 
What if it's a very smooth ride and you don't know how high up you are?" 


"You
can't see the ground.  It's like little toys for ants when you look out
the window." 


"Are
you afraid of heights?" 


"I
didn't used to be.  Or small places." 


"I
know someone with a private plane.  We may be able to try out that
hypothesis sometime."  Xander shook his head quickly. 
"What if you dated someone like a pilot?" 


"That's
why each person in the relationship will have their own things they
enjoy.  We can brag, tempt with sexual favors, and whine them into joining
us but we shouldn't expect them to like everything we do." 


"That
is a very healthy way of looking at things, yes." 


"That's
the second time someone's mentioned flying?" 


"Tony
and I both are acquainted with someone who we think you would hit it off
with." 


"He
flies?" 


"He's
a pilot, yes." 


"Hmm."



"He's
also Special Forces." 


"That's
nicer.  Gun cleaning as foreplay sort?  Or would he maybe like swords
and battle axes?" 


"I'm
not sure.  I'll ask him that later." 


"Him?"
Xander said, ducking his head to hide the blush. 


Rodney
smiled.  "Yes, a male.  You two are scarily alike in a lot of
ways.  Does that bother you?" 


"No. 
I never really considered it until Tony mentioned something...  You're one
of them?" 


"That
is how I met him, yes.  Though we stay in contact for other
reasons."  He smiled.  "Does that bother you?" 


"No,
I guess not.  I'm still being wobbly on that subject." 


"So
he said.  Do you have questions you'd like to ask?" 


"What
happens if I don't like anyone in there?  Or I start to date someone
outside the group?  I can't guarantee my next date will be human and
peaceful considering I drew bad girls for a very long time, and Anya was kinda
in her own class of bad girl really since she was a vengeance demon and used to
tell me all about how she tortured men for fun.  Then expected sex." 


Rodney
laughed at the babble.  "That has happened in the past.  If
you're taken you're taken and you'd probably end up being support staff for the
group.  If you find someone within the group you adore then so be
it.  If they're another that's a consort it happens."  Xander
relaxed and nodded.  "There are some female members but not that many
and there's some very nice people in the group itself.  They'd never hurt
you and if they did, you tell another member and we'll deal with them. 
There's procedures in place to kick someone out and then ruin them
completely.  If you leave the group is one thing.  If you're kicked
out, there's always some nasty form of vengeance for whatever you did beyond
that humiliation and it will make you want to jump off somewhere very high by
the time we're done with you." 


"Huh. 
How hard is it to do?  Because I have, like, no manners or anything like
that.  Willow tried a few times but she didn't really succeed and Anya
didn't really care.  The last time she was human, Vikings were sacking
England." 


"There's
people you can ask to tutor you if you want to appear more refined,
Xander.  There's also people who won't care.  Now, there are people
who are scarily tempted to higher power and positions.  For their lives,
you'd need it.  For the one Tony and I want to introduce you to, you
wouldn't except for special dinners out.  Then he himself could help you with
that.  He grew up wealthy but decided he wanted to fly instead and went
military." 


"Not
bad military?" 


"No,
not like the ones that invaded your town to cause problems.  He's Air
Force." 


"Oh. 
Your..." 


"Yes,
John."  He smiled.  "You two are a lot alike in the ways
that count." 


"Did
he get told about me?" 


"Tony
and I were talking about your educational options when he showed up for
lunch.  So he has read your background file.  It does have a recent
picture in it.  He asked if you two were related."  Xander
blushed again.  "Now, how are you handling grieving?" 


Xander
grimaced but shrugged.  "She'd hate it if I moped.  I kinda want
to mope.  We were together for a while and maybe working our way back from
awkward friends to something new.  But then the First Evil happened."



"Yes,
bad things do get in the way of the important, happy things in life,"
Rodney said quietly.  "You more than most understand that on a level
few ever will because you've seen how easy it is for a life to end for no
reason other than running out for some milk." 


Xander
nodded.  "In Sunnydale a lot of times it was ordering dinner." 


"That
would figure."  He stared at him for a moment, making the boy
uncomfortable.  "How comfortable with yourself are you?  If you
had to be naked in a room could you?" 


"Do
I have to?" 


"No
but there's some that would want to work on that with you.  Confidence is
the most sexy thing ever." 


Xander
considered it.  "Did my file have my aborted road trip?" 


"Yes,
quite."  He smirked.  "Did you strip?" 


"A
few times but I was embarrassed and I sucked so badly at it." 


"Hmm. 
Well, we can work on that.  They'll probably ask you to be naked a few
times.  During initiation of course but otherwise maybe that night. 
It would let others see you and make you blush that pretty little blush of
yours."  Xander blushed brighter and ducked his head again, smiling a
bit.  Rodney smirked.  "Keep that up and I'll give you a lesson
in how to be naked in front of others.  It would be very pleasing to
see." 


"I'm
not sure I'm ready for that yet." 


"It
is important that you do be ready when you agree to the initiation." 


"What
happens?" 


"Basically.... 
Have you done any research on any past secret societies?" 


"Beyond
the Watchers Council?  Not really." 


"Well,
most of the groups are actually pagan based." 


Xander
shrugged.  "Willow was a mixed-Wicca sort and Tara was a pure Wicca
sort." 


"Excellent. 
Like a few prior clubs, our patron saints are Dionysus and Aphrodite, with a
few others thrown in now and then.  Things like our guardians, who guard
some artifacts."  Xander nodded at that.  "Basically,
you're marked with a quill pen in their marks, one on your forehead, over your
heart, and on your perineum.  When it's time and you're ready, you're put
onto the altar and the statue of Dionysus gives us a holy tool to slide into
you, to bless you as one of ours.  That's a few strokes there, a few
strokes of our Highest, and then you're free to find a good mate." 
Xander nodded once. 


"You
go on your back; you go on your knees on the altar when you're mated to
someone.  And that is a personal choice between you and whoever.  It
is never forced.  Sometimes it is helped along by politics for someone
that wants to go to a very high office.  They get an 'assistant' that
helps their trophy wife and things, but they still get a choice.  I do not
see you doing that so therefore it would be whoever dated and wooed you,"
Rodney finished. 


"They'd
date me?" 


"Yes. 
Dating is part of the wooing process and being mated to someone as a consort is
a marriage within the society.  It's easily dissolved but should be taken
on the same level.  You don't go into it quickly and easily." 


"What
if it doesn't work out?" he asked quietly. 


"Then
you file a letter to break it with any club.  There's clubs all over the
US and a few in Canada, where I'm from, some in Australia, England, there's one
in Rio de Janeiro.  One in Paris but it's terribly old and musty
smelling.  Mostly it contains art that's been donated." 


"Huh. 
I didn't know that.  I don't really fit in with that sort." 


"Neither
do I.  I have plenty of wealth that I let mold in a bank vault somewhere
while I'm off doing fantastic things that warp even my great mind." 
Xander relaxed again.  "None of us are the idle money sort,
Xander.  Some of us want power, some of us don't, but we're not the sort
to sit on our vaults and jack off into the gold.  They're in New
York.  I believe Tony went to school with one of them." 


"I'm
not even sure how much I have."  Rodney stared at him. 
"They explained it but that is not my forte.  Anya knew investments
and money stuff.  She took to it as important as sex.  I just usually
care if I have enough to pay the bills.  I like working.  All this
sitting around right now is driving me nuts." 


"I
can understand that fully.  When will Gregory release you to work?" 


"When
they finish some of the mermaid taint and they've figured out if that extra
heart chamber and extra gall bladder-like thing is dangerous." 


"How
on earth?" 


"Swim
coach?" 


"How
did it get into you?" 


"Sauna."



"Hmm,"
he said with a grimace.  "Why did it go hyperactive?" 


"Something
on patrol freed it.  I'm kinda glad I don't have gills.  I'm not
black and slimy, I'm not eating people.  Tony promised to put me down if I
got that bad." 


"Good,
that's something I'd want as well.  My project may have something to help
Gregory.  If so, I'll try to slip it to him."  Xander
grinned.  "Not that way.  Gregory is too much like myself. 
Two great minds do not do well in a relationship.  We need someone to fawn
over us and agree with us, not counter us and argue with us.  Though he
does have quite a mouth.  I was there the day he was admitted.  He
was quite tasty."  Xander squeaked, giving him a look.  Rodney
smirked.  "You can tell him I said so too if you wish.  He knows
I've said it before."  He got comfortable.  "Are you
planning on any large purchases?" 


"I'm
buying a racing bike." 


"Mountain?"



"Honda
maybe." 


"Did
Gregory influence that decision?" 


"A
little bit.  The PT I've been working with too.  He thinks it'd be
easier for me to learn how to balance better on one.  With it being my
left eye, the important mirror's on that side so I'd have to spend more time
looking away from the road.  On a bike I can feel more than I have to
watch the mirrors." 


"That
is a reasonable way of looking at it.  Or you could get a driver." 


"That's
rich guy stuff." 


"I
know."  He smiled.  "What about clothes?" 


"I
bought some new jeans and t-shirts.  I don't really need anything more
fancy at the moment.  Anya packed my good suit when we were packing
everything else.  All my stuff in storage is up the street.  I was
going to leave that there and pick out anything else like my Star Trek
tapes.  Anya hated Star Trek." 


"Some
people do.  I used to yell and complain about illogical things." 


Xander
nodded.  "Sometimes you have to think that it's a 'yet' thing
though.  Like when the first Star Trek came out, computers didn't talk
back and now they do." 


"Yes,
quite true."  He was learning to appreciate this fragile mind. 
"But I doubt we'll get to replicators anytime in the near future." 


"That
would be pretty neat and it would ease the food cost issue for a lot of
people.  Even if they did it like in the _Pegasus_ books." 


"The
what?" Rodney asked, looking confused. 


"It
was the pre-series to the _Rowan_ series."  He went to find his copy,
bringing it back.  "This is a later one but the earlier ones had
public food courts and what you paid was based on your job and income.  So
was housing.  They turned some cities into mega cities to house
everyone."  He sat down again and curled up. 


Rodney
glanced through it, noting the other names.  "I know some avid
readers.  I might gift them with it so they can babble about those
ideas."  He handed it back with a smile.  "I tend to
complain about ideas that give me headaches too much so I let others read
fantasy novels and give me ideas." 


"What
if they aren't illogical?  Like the Valedemar series?  There's some
later magic users but not a whole lot and it's mostly got a good handle on how
things do happen, including that it takes personal power and you give up stuff
for the scary, high levels." 


"Hmm. 
By?" 


"Lackey."



"I'll
look at those." 


"Some
are a bit...sad.  It's one of those 'heros who do great things get stories
told about them because they did something heroically stupid and usually ended
up dead' sort of sad though." 


"Yes,
I've seen more than a few of those," he admitted.  "Nearly
became one of them a few times as well."  Xander leaned over and gave
him a hug.  He smiled and patted the boy.  "You'll do just fine,
Xander."  Xander let him go.  He smiled at the boy. 
"Learn what you need to learn.  Take the time to grieve and be
ready.  Great things are waiting if you want them to be."  He
stood up.  "Rest.  You look tired." 


"I
had battle nightmares all night." 


"They
happen to the best of us.  There's always something that we wish we had
done differently.  Though not even I dare mess with time.  There's no
telling what might happen.  I could end up pregnant or something.  Or
a girl." 


"Don't
let Willow think you might like that.  She will." 


"Don't
tell me that, I'll zat her," he muttered.  Xander cackled. 
"I will." 


"I'm
pretty sure a single one would stop a spell.  I needed that before." 


"They
are rather handy, yes."  He winked and left the boy alone to
think.  He could support him and Sheppard.  They would suit each
other well.  They had a lot in common underneath their upbringings. 
They were each too quick to jump into things.  They were fiercely
protective of what was theirs.  He could also see Xander teasing John into
growling and pouncing, which he had been tamping down due to the pressures of
being on Atlantis.  Though he would have to talk to Anthony about his
*other* skills they could be prompting.  Not computers, but he did have a
large information network started and other skills that would help with some of
the information people within the society. 


***



Xander
walked into House's office.  "Do you have three minutes to advise me
on something important?" 


"Sure,
is this a dating issue?  Because I'd change that shirt if you're going
anywhere else.  Please.  Before it blinds someone other than
me." 


"No." 
He looked at his shirt then at House.  "It's comfortable." 


"Clearly. 
What topic are you wondering about?" 


"Motorcycles." 
House gave him a funny look.  "Victor and I talked about the driving
stuff and how it might be easier with a racing bike sort of motorcycle instead
of a car." 


"Balance
definitely, he said you still have good balance.  It'd leave you able to
focus easier on your surroundings because it's more narrow.  But a bit
more dangerous." 


"I'm
twenty-two, House." 


"Good
point.  You can't carry weapons." 


"You
carry your cane.  I can find a way to put on something for a
sword."  He grinned and put down the brochures.  "One's the
tougher version but I don't know why.  It's only the back suspension and a
few tiny things that're different." 


House
read them over, nodding.  "A Brit bike?" 


"Motorcycles.com
said it was a great bike.  They liked it the best."  He sat
down.  "Is that really a huge difference I'll notice?  They had
an earlier year's of the non-special one for sale too.  It's in black and
I'd probably like the gray more but I can stand black as long as it's not their
orange one." 


House
read it over, shaking his head.  "No, it's not something you'll
really notice on rides.  It's more a performance twitch issue.  For
those guys who have to know every spec and plan on racing." 


"Well,
I plan on taking some wild rides on some roads to clear my head," Xander
offered. 


"No,
it won't matter."  He handed them back.  "Are you
sure?" 


"Yeah. 
He didn't want me to drive a real car.  Said if my missing eye was on my
right I'd be able to do it easier but with the important mirror on that side
and having to park stuff, a bike would be easier." 


"Definitely. 
You know you have to get a different license, right?" 


"Yup,
he showed me on a friend's bike to see if I could handle it." 


"Was
it okay?" 


"I
was a bit shaky but otherwise it went okay after the first few
minutes."  He grinned.  "And it'd mean I could run out for
groceries without having to wait forever on buses or cabs.  Or act like a
rich kid and have a driver." 


"I
can fully understand that," he agreed with a nod.  "Try the used
one.  After you get your license.  They won't let you take a test
ride until then.  They actually have motorcycle schools close-by so you
can go to one of them."  Xander beamed.  "Why not a
cruising bike?  Or a more sturdy racing bike?" 


"Cruising
bikes were like mini cars and I wouldn't have that much feel for it.  Or I
don't think I would and I hated the other overly padded looking racing
bikes.  They had panels and flanges and all that stuff.  Not my idea
of fun.  A lot of them also had a horribly floating seat over the back
tire and I'd worry about breaking it." 


"True,"
House agreed.  "How much was the used one?" 


"Six
grand." 


"Not
a bad price since the full one is just about ten."   He
considered it.  "Get your license and all that then go try
it."  Xander beamed and nodded.  "They might even have a
riding course, I'm not real sure.  Contact the dealer."  He
stared at him.  "The whole eye thing is probably going to earn you a
few fits." 


"I
know but my PT said it's a better idea."  He grinned. 


"Good
point.  Go for it.  Want the bad news?" he sighed. 


Xander
winced.  "I talked to Doctor Will a few minutes ago about how
frustrating the mermaid taint is." 


"That
we've weeded back down to about a quarter of what it was when you came in but
your antigen count went *way* up again.  Are you feeling sick?  Have
the sniffles?" 


"No. 
I was caught in the rain the other day but I haven't really felt sick.  My
allergies are going but it's spring so they do that." 


House
shook his head.  "Shouldn't matter.  Did he draw things for a
toxicology panel?" 


"Tony
did.  He's up there.  Oh!"  He wrote down his
address.  "My apartment."  He grinned.  "It only
has rental furniture but it's decent." 


"Nice,
quietish place too," he agreed.  He tucked that into the file. 
"We'll see what happens with that but be aware that DiNozzo's hiding
because his Mossad teammate is in town." 


"I
heard.  He was muttering about her and I recognized the name. 
Everyone in the Underground thinks she'll try to date me because I only draw
the dangerous and deadly sorts."  He shrugged.  "I'm not
sure if I'm ready to date or not yet." 


"That's
something only you can tell.  Would she want you to move on?" 


"She'd
tell me that being without orgasms is bad for me and my mental state.  I
start to go funny and get bad ideas." 


"Would
she like the motorcycle idea?" House asked dryly. 


"Yeah,
it'd be like a huge vibrator for her and she would think we could have sex on
it so she'd agree."  House shook his head quickly.  Xander
grinned.  "Her will did say she wanted me to go gay so I couldn't
compare any other woman to her." 


"I
know a few people who'd adore it if you would." 


"I'm...
mostly leaning toward yes but I'm not sure I'm ready to move on from her
yet.  It's still kinda...  I still get that ache some nights when I
realize she's not there cuddling," he said more quietly. 


"I
can understand that."  Xander relaxed and smiled.  "You can
work on that." 


"I
know.  Well, if his teammate did want one I could use it as a test date as
long as she wasn't trying to bleed me I guess."  He shrugged. 
"I could use the sexual relief."  He hopped up. 
"Thanks, House."  He left, going to find a way to that
town.  It was about a half-hour away and cabs probably wouldn't go
there.  He decided to call them first and talk to a rep there about that
bike and other issues, like school so he could get his license.  They had
some good ideas and that was closer.  So maybe he could handle that. 


House
shook his head again.  "Did I warp that kid?" he asked
himself.  "Or was it DiNozzo?" 


"It
was me," Tony said, leaning in.  "He was talking about a
motorcycle?" 


"He
asked me the differences between them.  His PT Victor said it'd be
easier." 


"Huh. 
Interesting.  Found out what did it.  He got fries from Captain D's
the other night.   I didn't even think about the fish being in the
same fryer." 


"So
it was fish proteins?" 


"Yup. 
But it didn't increase the other taint.  Just his antigen count." 


"Let's
monitor his diet again?" 


"Gladly
since he's only had diet soda and I think a few twinkies recently.  He's
not eating I know that.  That's why I got him the fries."  He
left again, going to take Ziva to lunch since she had found him. 


House
called the boy's phone, leaving a voicemail.  "DiNozzo thinks it's
diet related because you're not eating.  I want a report on everything
that passes by your lips for the next four days."  He hung up and
sighed, leaning back to rub his eyes. 


***



Xander
smiled at the motorcycle dealer a few days later.  "Hi, Xander
Harris." 


He
shook his hand.  "I talked to you on the phone and the school that I
sent you to.  They said you had a good handle on most of the necessary
things."  Xander nodded.  He stared at the patch. 
"Why a motorcycle?" 


"On
a bike, I can feel those things easier and it's a lot easier to park. 
Plus I want to have a few wild, mind clearing rides now and then.  My PT
suggested a car was too wide and too much to pay attention to on that side,
where a bike it's all in front of me and I have to have situational awareness,
which I have, but not the same way I'd need it in a car.  If that makes
sense." 


"It
does in a lot of ways."  He considered it.  "Are you sure
you want a racing bike?" 


"The
more in contact I am, the easier it is for me.  He tested me on a touring
bike and I felt like I was on a scooter that went faster."  The
dealer nodded with a smile for him.  "It wasn't bad but I don't need
the radio distracting me right now.  I need to be in contact and able to
*feel* the bike and the road, not be insulated." 


"That's
a good point and a very good reason."  He led him to the used
one.  "She is a very sweet motorcycle.  How did you decide on
this model?" 


"Motorcycles.com's
rating.  The other racing bikes had too many fenders and
things."  He pointed at one.  "I can only imagine I'd end
up hurting myself on one sometime." 


"That
can be for protection but it could interfere, add extra vibrations," he
agreed.  "For a stripped down model she's a great one.  There
are the more motorcross looking models," he offered, pointing at them. 


"Too
upright." 


"I
can agree with that.  All right, sit astride it, Mr. Harris." 
Xander did that and shifted, getting a nod.  "Feel too narrow, too
wide?" 


"I
don't mind the width.  I figure no matter which way it went I'd get used
to it."  He smiled.  "Before I had a pretty plain
sedan.  Four door, that tan/gold/fades into everything else color." 


"It
does take a bit of getting used to, yes."  He let him start the bike
to feel how it worked.  Xander shifted a bit, leaning forward,
nodding.  "Feels good?" 


"Feels
great.  I'm so tired of cabs and I don't want to hire a car.  I'm not
that sort of guy.  I'm a construction sort of guy." 


"I
can fully understand that."  He let him settle in then turn it
off.  "So you think it suits you?" 


"I
think it felt like freedom," he said with a smile.  "Can I buy
it today even though I can't take my license for another week?" 


"We
can do the loan paperwork today." 


"I
have insurance money in the bank," Xander said, pointing at his eye. 
"It'll be good to have it waiting and so I can use it for class." 


"That
would be helpful, yes.  Get you used to the peculiarities that this bike
might have during it."  He walked him into the office to do the
paperwork.  His boss gave him an odd look but he smiled and waved him
off.  When the payment had went through, he promised he'd have the bike
brought to the school for him.  Xander beamed and bounced out
happier.  He took the forms in there.  "He's switching to a
racing bike because it's easier for him to compensate.  His PT suggested it."



"It's
not a horrible idea.  Will they license him?" 


"Yes. 
He's going through Gary." 


"Even
better.  Arrange for it to go to Gary's school for the kid."  He
went to do that.  Gary could come pick it up, he was only about ten
minutes away at the garage with his own bike. 


***



Xander
zipped up to the hospital and smiled.  "Hi, Doctor Wilson and Doctor
Foreman." 


"Did
House tempt you?" Foreman asked dryly. 


"No,
it's good for me.  It's nice not to have to use a cab except for
groceries."  He got off and made sure things were set then walked
over.  "I have to go talk to the guy upstairs." 


"Not
House today?" Wilson asked with a smile. 


"No,
not yet.  Though I was going to see if he wanted to stare in awe at my
bike so he could compare."  He grinned. 


"He
might like that.  The new patient is driving him nuts," Foreman
admitted.  The boy beamed and bounded off again.  "Someone's
really happy." 


"If
you were told you wouldn't be able to drive and finally were allowed, you would
be too," Wilson assured him.  "Especially at that age." 


"I
guess."  They went back inside.  It was their time to calm House
down.  Their lunch of rest and respite was done with. 


Xander
bounced into virology and looked around.  "Doctor Will?" he
called.  "You wanted to see me today?"  No answer. 
Xander backed out slowly and carefully, calling House's office. 
"Doctor Will wanted to see me and no one's up here.  No, I was at the
doorway and backed out.  No, I don't see Tony either and I called so he
should've answered.  Sure, I'm waiting right here."  He hung up
and waited. 


Tony
came off the elevator.  "I was at lunch," he said with a grin. 


"Doctor
Will isn't here today?  He wanted me to come in." 


"No,
he should be in here.  He had me pick him up lunch."  He called
him.  No answer.  No answer to his page.  Tony went in to look
around and then hit the alarm.  "Stay," he told Xander, looking
serious.  Xander nodded.  Security showed up first.  "Guys,
Doctor Will had him come up and he's missing.  So's mine and his blood
samples."  They went to look and called the local cops.  Tony
called the local FBI office, just in case.  Then he called Gibbs. 
"Ask Ziva if her people were here?"  He hung up. 


Xander
was dialing someone, shaking his head.  "It wasn't the Mossad
people.  It was the ones that the information got sold to.  The blood
they have saved for transfusions?"  Tony called the blood bank,
getting no answer.  He hurried down there with a security guard to
check.  Xander slid down the wall.  "Tony told me to stay
put," he told the guard giving him an odd look.  "Mine's one of
the samples missing." 


"What
did you have?" he asked quietly. 


"More
than one and it's classified like his is now.  They even removed us from
the CDC files."  The guard winced.  "Mine's actually a bit
worse than his in one of them I carry." 


"Shit,"
he muttered, going to tell his boss that.  An agent showed up before the
officers.  "Sir?" he asked. 


"The
locals were told that this is ours because this is a threat to the US. 
Who's he?" 


"Mine's
the other sample.  Xander Harris.  Tony's in the blood bank checking
on the stuff they had saved in case I needed a transfusion."  Tony
came off the elevator stomping.  "Still there?" 


"Most
of it.  The latest bag not at all."  He looked at the agent.  
"Greg." 


"Tony." 
He shook his hand.  "What does he have?  I know what you
have."  Tony whispered in his ear.  "Oh, crap!" he
said, tensing his ass cheeks.  "That's bad." 


"And
his antigen count is more than high enough to make a new one," Tony said quietly. 
"Easily with that single bag." 


"Okay. 
Is he in protective custody?" 


Xander
smirked, holding up his old ID.  "Look up the name and town,
dude.  I'm very protective." 


He
did that and gave him a horrified look.  "How on earth...." 


"Well,
Sunnydale's no longer on earth, it's in the earth," he said dryly. 
"I can protect myself if someone shows up." 


"Okay. 
I can understand that.  You and DiNozzo check on each other?" 


"Often. 
Tony's helping me with that and a few other things." 


"Good!" 
He looked over that file and whimpered.  "Why does someone want you
brought in for testing?" 


"Because
they're torturing sickos and if they touch me I'll bomb them," Xander said
bluntly.  He stared at him.  "I'm not the nice people
person.  I love weapons."  He grinned. 


"So
it says."  He blinked a few times.  "Is that graduation
explosion still open?" 


"No
idea so no comment." 


"Good
idea, kid."  He looked at Tony, showing him that. 


"Necessary,"
he admitted.  "I've seen tape of it."  The other agent just
nodded.  "We have broken storage equipment.  I'll need to have
them checked and moved."  The agent followed to make notes on what
was missing and what they contained.  "Xander, go down to House's
office," Tony ordered. 


"Sure." 
He went down there, finding Cameron bitching.  "Guys, someone broke
into virology," he said.  "And took my last blood transfusion
bag," he told House, sitting down.  "Tony said to wait down
here." 


"Yes,
you are," House ordered.  "Foreman said you got your bike
today."  Xander looked and pointed with a grin.  House looked
out the window.  "She's pretty, Xander."  Xander
beamed.  "You passed your license and all that?" 


"Yup,
she was at the riding school until then." 


"Good."



"The
other agent said the NID wanted to test me too." 


"No,
they can't have you."  House sent that to someone, who said they'd
talk to them.  "It'll be handled, kid." 


Xander
beamed.  "I didn't want to have to bomb them." 


"No,
they might not like that."  He patted him on the head. 
"Calm down." 


"I
am calm.  I'm just happy." 


House
stared at him.  "Did you have anything beyond the diet soda to soak
up that caffeine?" 


"I
wasn't really hungry?" 


House
went to get him a granola bar and tossed it at his head.  "Eat."



"Yes,
House." 


"And
no more Captain D's for you or DiNozzo." 


"Does
he have fish taint too?" he asked as he unwrapped it and ate a bite. 


"I
hope not."   Xander showed him that text message, getting a nod
back.  That also got told to someone else.  Then House went back over
the patient. 


Xander
raised a hand.  "Isn't that lead poisoning?  They said I had
that as a kid and had to take that drug for it."  He ate another
bite. 


"That
is one use of that drug," he admitted, looking at the board. 
"Not the reason this time probably unless she OD'd on lead pills for
anemia.  Though it may be why she's anemic."  He made that note
and the other ones on the board got a few good ideas going to test
against.  House smirked at the kid, who grinned back.  "Eat. 
You have to eat." 


"You
sound like Willow's grandmother."  He finished the granola bar while
House cackled.  "I eat when I'm hungry." 


"You've
lost weight.  Those jeans are baggier than they were." 


"I'm
fine, House.  Don't nag.  I can't stand nagging women." 


House
snorted.  "I'm not a woman, kid.  You need basic biology
lessons?" 


"For
all I know you're hiding a set of small tits under that baggy t-shirt and the
pants are too baggy to tell otherwise."  He grinned. 
"Since I'm probably not going to strip you naked and make you squeal, I
can't definitively tell."  House walked off cackling, going to his
office. 


Cuddy
walked in.  "Mr. Harris, why were you in virology?" 


"Doctor
Will said he wanted to see me right after lunch about my antigen count. 
It's up again for some reason we're not sure of." 


"I
see." 


"I
walked in and no one was there.  I called his name, no one answered, so I
called House." 


"Good!"



"Tony
said that a few things were taken." 


"It's
not just your two samples."  She walked into the other room to talk
to House, who gave her an idea of what they could do and what they needed to
keep them safe and useable. 


Xander
listened.  "They do make coolers that have those," he
called.  "They're not marked with medical stickers but how hard is it
to get biohazard stickers for like transplant organs?" 


"That's
a good point," she sighed.  "You're sure?"  House
looked and showed her a picture.  "It even comes in red like
them," she said dryly, going to talk to the agent. 


Xander
looked in there.  "I'm sorry there's been so much stress since I got
here as a patient." 


"It's
not your fault.  I'd hate to see what you'd be doing in Cleveland alone
with those girls." 


"I'd
probably have went traveling to find the missing ones so I'd have some alone
time.  So maybe Africa or Asia." 


House
moaned, shaking his head.  "That's even worse." 


"More
weapons possibilities though." 


"Good
point.  How many weapons do you know?" 


"Shitloads
thanks to that little Halloween thing?" he offered hesitantly. 
"I can figure out most any weapon I need to.  I've always been good
with weapons.  Not engines, but weapons.  Should I learn how to fix
my own bike?" 


"Most
of us know at least the basics.  You can learn those as you ride,
kid."  He noted that to someone, who said that they needed a new
guardian and yes they could train him for that.  If he agreed. 
"Where are you thinking?" 


"I'm
definitely on the yes side but I'm not sure I'm ready to move on still." 


House
nodded, sending that.  They agreed that was a good thing.  And to
bring him that night.  "We're going out tonight."  He sent
that at Tony and Chase.  "That'll get you somewhere protected and no
one's going to touch the house."  Xander beamed at him. 
"Dress very nicely and show up at my place at nine." 


"Yes,
House." 


"And
I do mean no jeans, Xander." 


"Yes,
House." 


"Good
boy."  Xander barked.  House smirked but shook his head. 
He liked the kid a lot.  If he wasn't too much like him he'd be taking the
kid out later for other reasons. 


***



Tony
got let into Xander's apartment, looking around.  "Those are rental
couches."  He shook his head.  "Comfy?" 


"Very
comfy.  I napped on one last night."  He led him into the
bedroom.  "I don't have much that's not jeans and t-shirts." 


Tony
looked at the closet.  The shirts were blinding.  He sighed, looking
over things.  "Here, a plain shirt," he said, looking at
it.  It had Mickey Mouse on it.  "Never mind."  He
took Xander once he had on something and went clothes shopping.  Something
soft, nicely cotton so comfortable.  A nice simple pair of dress
pants.  A simple button up shirt.  Socks since Xander had worn his
sneakers without them.  Tony decided to leave the sneakers for right
now.  Xander was fidgeting but Tony got that fixed by undoing the top button
on the shirt.  That looked nicer and more comfortable.  Tony drove
him to the club, texting House that he had him.  House had Chase. 
They walked them in together. 


The
head of the house smiled.  "Boys.  Gregory, Anthony." 
He kissed them both and shook both initiate's hands.  "Let's
talk."  He took them into the office to talk to them.  James had
given character references on Chase.  Xander's interview by McKay was
widely liked.  He went over the history of the group, which Xander asked
some questions about.  The boy clearly had a good mind if it was
focused.  Chase was quiet but seemed happy with what he heard. 
Xander asked a polite question about what happened if he screwed up, because
'he wasn't used to all this stuff like Chase was'. 


He
went over those procedures as well and Chase nodded he agreed and liked
that.  It put the boy to an easier level of acceptance.  He did talk
with Xander about where he was in his grief process.  It was a confusing
time for him and he was aware that grief moved at its own pace.  Chase was
led out to talk to another few members who wanted to get to know him. 
Xander and he talked for a few more hours about the upcoming problems and his
friends, plus the old problems he had seen and helped with. 


He
didn't like that they had known something about the old mayor but he hadn't
been one of them so that didn't phase him overly much.  He assured the boy
they would have stopped him if they had known he wanted to take over the world
as a giant demon snake.  That made the boy much happier.  That and
that they didn't have any ties to the groups that had bothered him so much in
Sunnydale. 


By
the time it was too late to do anything, and Xander was yawning, they had
settled many of his questions and he had a good grasp of the boy's function and
place within the group.  He would make an excellent consort and guardian
for them.  He and Chase went home to think some more.  Well, Xander
fell asleep in Tony's car so Tony took him home with him that night.  That
helped him be more comfortable and Tony could make sure the kid ate.  Or
figure out why he wasn't hungry. 


***



Tony
walked a can into House's office and put it in front of him.  He pointed
at the tag on it from the lab.  "That's why he's not hungry.  It
has both appetite suppressants, which would've made him too weak to fight back,
and an immune blocker to raise his count."  He smirked. 
"The agent in charge of the investigation is losing his mind." 


"Does
Xander know?" 


"I
called him as soon as I found out.  He's staying at my place today because
the first thing he said this morning beyond a grunt was 'hey, this brand has no
aftertaste, huh'." 


"Was
it the same people?" 


"No. 
This one was NID.  And they sold extra off to some friendly groups just
like them." 


"Yours?"



"They're
trying so very hard.  Gibbs has had to growl at a lot of them." 


"Wonderful,"
House sneered.  "Did you tell anyone?" 


"Yup. 
That was my second call."  He grinned.  "I prescribed
Xander one of the MJ pills they give to cancer patients who can't eat to solve
it.  He's taken it and is having cheetos right now.  My kitchen is
fully stocked with every imaginable food group if he needs them and he knows
not to order out.  We have a list of them with security, we have a list of
them with the FBI.  We have told Rodney since he's still down here, and
he's told his bosses, who have went to blow them up.  Again." 


House
smirked.  "That's a very mean thing you've done, apprentice. 
Very good work turning to the dark side." 


Tony
smirked.  "Oh, I went a bit more dark side."  He
winked.  "My *other* skills?  They're very handy.  All
those files are now with Gibbs and Vance.  Both.  And
Abby."  House cackled.  "Especially the really
classified/they tortured things ones as Xander put it.  Abby threw a *FIT*
about the Initiative files.  An absolute hopping up and down, screaming at
the top of her lungs in her office, brought security and agents from all over
DC to see what terrorist happened, fit.  ATF is having a fit.  The
FBI is having a fit. 


"Even
the CIA is having a fit on the NSA for helping sponsor them.  The
President got told by the Secret Service when they started to evacuate him
because of her fit.  And then they went looking for the reason, finding
them in the UN.  They're now in jail.  So are some of the NID weenies. 
When those files got exposed as the reason for the rest of the fit, they all
went to find their asses." 


"So
there's a con cooing over his new torturing roommie?" House asked with an
evil smirk. 


"Oh,
yes.  Gibbs had to hand Abby to the ATF for some lab cleaning out time so she
wouldn't go on the raids.  Vance's only order was to stay up here." 


House
cackled.  "Excellent job, apprentice.  You nearly moved past my
own evil level today.  Good job." 


Tony
grinned.  "Which is wonderful since I'm already way ahead on my
hours.  I only need to the end of this year because I'm doing so many
right now." 


"Even
better," he said dryly.  "Then what?" 


"Year
of residency?" 


"Probably,"
he agreed dryly.  "Locally?" 


"Maybe. 
Not real sure yet."  He smirked and walked off.  He called
Xander to make sure he was all right.  Xander was giggling at cartoons so
he was fine.  They had finally found Doctor Will in a lab earlier so he
was coming back.  Tony went to make sure the office was ready for
him.  Cuddy interrupted.  "They found him late last night."



"Wonderful. 
Did you break the tape?" 


"No,
I walked under it after signing my initials to it.  That's proper
protocol." 


"The
CDC wants to go over the lab, DiNozzo." 


"They
can.  I'm just checking the samples to make sure they're all properly
contained again." 


"Good." 
She let those ones into the lab.  "This is NCIS agent DiNozzo, who is
also a medical in-school intern." 


"Pleasure,
guys.  I'm one of the ones with a sample that got taken." 


"We
heard, DiNozzo.  What're you doing?"  Tony showed him. 
"That's reasonable and your lab reports up here are well within the good
range we like."  He smiled.  "Let us fuss." 


"Fine. 
I'm going to do clinic hours," he decided.  "The more I do now
the faster I get done and get the pretty paperwork." 


"That
means you need to be doing your tests," Cuddy noted.  "All of
them, DiNozzo." 


"I'm
already on for this weekend." 


"All
of them?" 


"I'll
be taking the others in the spring.  I arranged that last week when I
started counting hours." 


"Good. 
That means you won't have a lag.  Are you doing your residency up
here?" 


"No
clue yet," he admitted.  She gave him an evil smirk.  "I
can do them at Bethesda without an issue.  I was going to weigh my options
this week since the due date for applications is next week." 


"True." 
She left him alone.  "Take Chase.  He's thinking to ice cream in
the caf." 


"Yup." 
He went to get Chase for clinic rotation.  It'd help him think and Chase
could ask him all the questions he wanted between patients. 


***



A
few days after the CDC had cleared the lab to start working again, Vance and
Gibbs showed up to check on Tony.  They found him in House's meeting area
going over a chart with Chase.  Security had warned him so he was out of
his white coat, an obvious tip off that he wasn't there doing 'administrative
things' like he was supposed to be. 


Vance
stared at him for a minute.  "I'm lucky I didn't open up my bag this
morning and find Abby had packed herself," he said. 


"Abby's
coming up in a few weeks on one of my scheduled days off if someone doesn't
change it on purpose this time," Tony said, looking into House's desk
area.  House cackled.  "If I bend over and let you screw me into
the table, can I have this weekend off too, House?" 


"If
you're good at it, I'll consider it," House quipped back. 
"Teach Chase that skill too.  He'll never get anywhere in any
hospital without that skill.  I'm sure Cameron already has it and
Foreman's doomed to a lesser position for life because he's scared of dicks." 
He went back to playing his gameboy, ignoring Gibbs' scowl. 


Tony
grinned.  "Hey, this weekend too," he told Chase, who swatted
him but got up and left him alone.  Cameron and Foreman both stomped
off.  He grinned.  "House is like a more fun, more sarcastic,
less scowling and coffee-addicted version of Gibbs, Director." 


"People
like that seem to get higher up in a lot of places so the lesser ones don't
have to deal with them."  He sat down.  Gibbs was still scowling
but sat down.  "How is the testing going?" 


"They
got back all but one sample and it wasn't mine, thankfully.  It was a CDC
sample sent up to compare against.  So far they've figured out the fastest
way to distill it.  The treatment options are looking promising for a
faster treatment and I've been helping some with Xander's since he has multiple
ones." 


"I
heard something about him," Vance admitted.  "He's not an
agent.  How did he do that?" 


"Fell
into some burial chamber remains." 


"I
suppose that happens now and then." 


"His
are going a bit more slowly but he also had a health crisis in there at
first.  Non-related to the blood bourne diseases." 


"Only
if we stick someone with it to find out what they can do," Gibbs said,
handing over a folder.  "What was that?" 


Tony
looked at it.  "Huh.  The mermaid taint."  Gibbs
snorted.  Tony looked up that file, showing him.  "Look
familiar?"  Gibbs nodded slowly.  "It's a slightly humanoid
fish that was found in the Pacific a few years back.  There's some that
have congregated near where Xander used to live, a lot of odd things did,
boss.  He had a coach that wanted the advantages and exposed him and
others.  Most of them got so warped they joined them." 


"That
one can too," Vance told him.  "They ended up having to take him
down when he went for someone's throat." 


"They
do eat people, yeah," Tony said.  "They ate the coach." 


"That's
disgusting."  He shook his head.  "Abby wanted to meet
him." 


"They'd
probably get along pretty well," Tony said with a grin. 
"Xander's a really nice guy until he has to be otherwise."  
They both nodded at that.  "So, why the visit?" 


"How's
your internship here going?" Vance countered. 


"Very
good.  I've helped a few different departments with paperwork and
stuff."  He grinned. "By the time I'm ready to come back they'll
want to keep me." 


"Yes
we do," House agreed.  He came out to get that folder. 
"Did you put in that paperwork just in case?" 


"Yup."



"Thank
you."  He read the file, grimacing.  "Not the extra liver
function or the extra heart function but that's where the vein thickening came
from.  Huh."  He called Xander to come in. 


"That's
classified," Vance said.  That should be obvious since it's stamped
'classified' in big, bright, red letters across the front. 


"I'm
going to compare it against the only other known victim of that taint, Director
Vance.  That way we know what's related to that and what isn't.  He
has two other anomalies." 


"Hyenas
have four chamber hearts I think," Tony said.  "And that other
gall bladder thing has to be related." 


"Not
according to the autopsy," House said, reading it over. 
"Huh."  Xander walked in, taking off his sunglasses.  House
stared at him.  "Long night?" he teased. 


"On
the phone making battle plans," he admitted dryly.  "It's nearly
time and I was out playing kitten poker for a new weapon.  What's
up?"  He took the folder, grimacing.  "Figures the sicko
bastard posse would do that," he said dryly.  "No extra gall
bladder or heart?" 


"No. 
But I believe some fish might have those," Tony said, considering
it.  "We can ask someone in biology, Xander." 


"I
might do that." 


"No,
it'd go better if I did that," House assured him, going back to his desk
to do that.  "Heel, kid." 


"Yup,"
he yipped with a grin for Tony, heading after House.  "How was my
antigen count?" 


"Down
a lot, thankfully.  Eat," he ordered, handing over something. 


"I
had breakfast, House.  I'm protein and calcium loading for the
battle," he said quietly.  "Carbs the day of, the rest building
up to it."  He shrugged.  "It's how I figured it'd work
best," he said at the odd look. 


"Iron?"



"Cheese? 
It helps in other things too," he said dryly.  "Especially when
you first see the overwhelming force." 


"Yes,
it probably does."  He called up to Princeton to ask that question,
saying one of his patients was petting one and he needed to know how to
disinfect them.  They gave him a few good suggestions.  "Thank
you," he said, hanging up.  "We sure it was that type of
fish?" 


"There
was probably some in his system?" Xander guessed.  "I doubt he
starved it before he killed it?" 


"Perhaps,
killed it just as soon as he caught it."  He stared at him. 
"They're still troubling." 


"They're
not bothering me and I've been going over battle sequences at home," he
said quietly.  "I'm not short of breath or anything, House." 


"If
you so much as get a *dent* I want you back here immediately.  I'll tell
the yappy shits you know that as well." 


"It's
in LA," he muttered. 


"Yay!"



"Fine,
if I can." 


"You'd
better." 


"Yes,
Doctor House.  Are you going to kiss it and make it all better?" he
quipped. 


House
stared at him for a minute.  "No, those you have to ask nicely to
receive."  Xander blew a kiss and left. 


"That
file is still classified," Vance called. 


"Yup,
but I'm getting the research we have on them to compare it to," Xander
called.  "It's not getting out of my hands unless someone bike jacks
me.  I'll bring it back in an hour." 


House
walked out.  "He has most of those at home." 


"Maybe
he is growing his own evil twin one organ at a time," Tony quipped. 


"You
never know with boys like Xander," House agreed.  Tony's phone beeped
so House snatched it to look at.  "I'll see what Chase
needs."  He left, going to talk to him. 


Vance
looked at Tony.  "It sounds like you made a good resting spot
here." 


"They're
pretty decent to me," Tony agreed with a smile.  "I've learned a
lot." 


Gibbs
looked at him.  "Does this mean you want to go to medical school now,
DiNozzo?" 


"You
never know, boss." 


"Uh-huh." 
He grimaced.  "March?" 


"Yes,
March.  And in February I'm going to Mardi Gras.  I might take Xander
with me.  He could use some fun."  He grinned.  Gibbs
glared.  Tony smirked back.  "I deserve it." 


"You
do," Vance said dryly.  "You've done a lot more than we expected
up here." 


"I've
been earning my place," Tony assured him with a subtle smirk. 
"So why else are we having the conference?  You could've
called." 


"Gibbs
said there's a new threat up here.  Something about sniper rifles and
bombs?" 


"That
may be Xander.  Some people he sometimes gets information from are seeing
a huge problem coming soon so they're going to deal with it out of sight of
most people." 


"They're
terrorists?" Gibbs demanded. 


"No,
they're very protective of everyone.  Especially here in the US. 
They were originally a British group that got taken down by a threat and moved
to the off-shoot group out in Sunnydale.  Right before they had that
battle out there that destroyed the town." 


"I
did not believe that sinkhole story," Vance said dryly. 


"The
sinking in came as a result of the final moments of the battle but they knew
the problem was coming so they managed to get most everyone out.  But they
do things that agents can't so we don't know and can't stop them." 


"Figures,"
Vance said dryly.  "Council?" 


"Yup."



"Huh. 
What's going on there?" 


"LA
this time." 


"Damn
it, that's a city," he moaned, shaking his head. 


"Yeah
and if we have a team out there, tell them to evacuate in about three
weeks?  Go on vacation to Disney, whatever." 


"I
can do that.  Other agents?" 


"Will
probably be stepping in while it's going on," Tony admitted. 
"This time it might be too big to cover up quietly enough.  I like G
though so he can go on vacation." 


"I'll
keep that in mind," he said, tapping out a message to his secretary. 
"Do we know what specific day?" 


"No,
they have it down a week's range.  They're all going to go hang out that
way to hopefully stop it before it gets started." 


"Well,
crap," Vance sighed.  He added that and sent it.  "She'll
warn the LA office to be on alert and be protective."  Tony
nodded.  "The local bases?" 


"We're
thinking it's going to be downtown.  Which would leave an hour gap." 


"So
the local agents will bounce in to help if necessary, yell a whole lot,"
Gibbs said dryly. 


"That's
the best they can do, Gibbs.  No one would believe them if they told
them," Tony agreed.  "Abby might not believe them if they told
her." 


"That
doesn't surprise me with that group," Vance said dryly.  "But
that does explain a lot of blacked out gaps in Mr. Harris' files." 


"Yup,"
Tony said with a grin.  "And that one closed project too." 


"We
loathe them so much they got hunted down by everyone," Vance assured him. 


"Xander
would be happy to hear that, sir.  They thought he was just tagging
along." 


"Yeah,
right," Vance said dryly.  "When is your walk for your
MBA?" 


"Hmm....." 
Tony looked at his phone.  "May.  I need that weekend for all
the graduation stuff."  He let him see it.  Vance nodded, making
a note on his own phone. 


"Is
anyone going to watch you walk?" Gibbs asked calmly. 


"I
was going to pass out invites a few weeks before, Gibbs." 


"Good." 
He stared at him.  "You are coming back?" 


"Yeah,
as soon as I can."  He grinned.  "I almost miss picking on
McGeek.  The ones up here are less interesting and usually remind me of
programmed robots.  Though Xander said a geek he knows made one once that
was better than any anime one." 


"I
don't want to know," Gibbs assured him.  "Tell McGee." 


"I
will."  He grinned.  "So why else did you come up?" 


"We
found there's a new twist to your files," Vance said, letting him see
that. 


Tony
stared at it then nodded.  "I was seeing him a long time ago, back in
college."  He handed it back.  "Technically it's not
illegal.  I'm not in one now and haven't been since before I became NCIS,
Director.  For that matter I haven't really had a relationship since I
became NCIS.  Or Baltimore PD.  My last long-term thing broke up with
me in Philly." 


"Interesting. 
That's still skirting the rules." 


"No,
that's more about your *current* dates, Director, not your past ones.  For
that matter, even if they tried that, they can't push me out because of
it.  They also probably can't prove it." 


"Good
point," Vance said.  "But it is going around." 


"Yeah,
it probably is to discredit someone and I'll beat them to death later on, out
of view of everyone else."  Tony smiled.  "They'll be very
miserable for spreading around any personal information on me." 


"Ziva
said she had never even heard a rumor of it in your background," Gibbs
said.  "You were?" 


"Yeah,
I dated him back in college."  He shrugged.  "Even if they
try to DADT me, which I'm hoping the next president takes down, they won't find
any evidence and it doesn't apply to past things before you joined NCIS or the
military." 


"Good
point," Vance said.  "If that should happen?" 


"I'll
sue like hell," he said dryly.  "And then stay up
here."  He smiled sweetly.  "I love being vindictive. 
I learned so much that way." 


"So
I'm told."  He stared at him.  "It is not my call." 


"I
know and I know a few senators who would love that information because they
hate me.  I have a few people I'm going to tell about that information
going around and then I'm going to ruin someone else for it.  That is how
politics is played, right?"  Vance swallowed but nodded.  Tony
grinned.  "Aren't you glad Gibbs liked me using physical means of
retribution?" 


"Very. 
I never saw you as scary before," Vance told him. 


Tony
smirked.  "I can be very scary when I have to be.  The point is
knowing when I have to be." 


"Good." 
Vance smirked.  "Have fun with them." 


"I
will."  He smirked at Gibbs.  "So, any other news I should
hear before Abby pounces in a few weeks?" 


"Not
really.  Are you happy up here, DiNozzo?" 


"It's
not bad.  I do get a lot done.  I've helped a lot in some
places.  Last night I got to save the clinic from a druggie looking for
morphine." 


"I
heard," Gibbs admitted.  Tony smirked.  "Fine. 
Whatever.  You have testimony coming up." 


"They
emailed me that they'd do it via phone again." 


"Even
better.  March?" 


"March,"
he agreed happily.  "Be lucky I'm not planning on bringing Xander to
spring break with me, Gibbs." 


"Fine." 
He shook his head.  "We'll let you get back to your paperwork." 


"Make
Abby put away the calendar," Tony said quietly with a smile. 
"It'll only depress her." 


"It
has been."  They left him alone.  Tony went to see what Chase
had needed him for, finding a patient in distress.  He jumped in to help
and it helped him plan what to do about that idiot.  He'd have to get it
approved of course.  That way he didn't duplicate with anyone. 


***



Tony
walked into the DC clubhosue that weekend, nodding at his former mate. 
"Highest," he said formally.  "I have grave charges to
bring about someone fucking with me unlawfully for their own gain." 


"Oh,
dirt," he muttered.  "How did you hear about him, Tony?" 


"Vance." 
He grinned.  "He and Gibbs showed up." 


"That's
bad." 


"And
since I'm NCIS, which is associated with the Navy and Marines...." 


"Yes,
that's a problem.  We're putting him on house trial in a few days." 


"I'm
going to ruin him," Tony said bluntly.  "Even if you tell me
no." 


"Good!" 
He smiled.  "We'll let you handle that.  He had such a promising
career too."  He walked off.  "Come tell me what you've
heard so I can give you the rest.  That way you know what you're
destroying him for." 


"Thanks." 
He followed, taking the information file.  "Huh, Vance hadn't heard a
few things."  Tony outlined his plans, getting agreement. 
"The day of the trial?" 


"As
soon as we declare him guilty, and I'm fairly certain we will," he
admitted.  "We may need Vance's testimony." 


"Tell
him that, blindfold him, voice changer." 


"Good. 
Now what is Harris doing?" 


"There's
apparently a huge problem coming up in LA in just under three weeks." 


"Ow,"
he sighed, shaking his head.  "Three weeks?" 


"They're
thinking Thursday the last I heard.  Xander's going to lurk that way on
Sunday." 


"Excellent
choice.  Weapons?" 


"He's
been playing kitten poker like mad for some.  And a storage system that we
can't find." 


"Even
better!"  He stared at him.  "Can we get them help?" 


"Sure,
there's agents all over LA who now have a hint.  Vance asked." 
He smirked. 


"Great. 
That'll help." 


"We
hope," Tony agreed. 


"I
do hope.  I'd hate to see LA have to be razed to the ground because of
them." 


"Probably
not that bad unless they can't stop the portal."  He let him have
that email he had gotten from Xander's account earlier.  He called the LA
clubhouse and told them to evacuate everything and everyone they could. 
And spread around that the 'usual spring problems' were coming in about three
weeks.  "I suggested the ones I like should go to Disney," Tony
said with a grin. 


"You
need a vacation," he said dryly, cracking Tony up.  "Go play,
DiNozzo."  He smirked and went to tease others. 


***



Director
Vance got home and found himself kidnaped.  He found himself on a chair in
a room that was muffled.  He was blindfolded.  No outside
sounds.  A few clearly altered voices.  "What do you want with
me?" he demanded calmly. 


"You
are here to testify about the rumors someone is spreading," a male, kind
of, voice said.  "Because of who we are, you may not know us." 


"You're
some of those pushy, nosy sorts that encourage DiNozzo?" Vance asked. 
"Is DiNozzo one of you?" 


"I
am.  Most of us are actually.  He is not a member of this board but
he is well known to us.  This is a trial against the man accused of
spreading those rumors to harm others within this group, Director Vance. 
You will not be harmed.  All we want is the truth you know." 


"That's
fine.  You could've asked.  I would've come." 


"We
did inform your wife.  That way she doesn't worry.  She said she'll
have dinner waiting on you when we bring you back," another altered male
voice said. 


"Wonderful. 
I love my wife."  The trial started and he answered the
questions.  They were skillful in their interrogation.  Clearly some
had been lawyers in the past.  Now, he could only imagine. 


***



Xander
walked up to Buffy and Giles, Angel was joining them from the other
direction.  "We have a good storage area for when you have to
move," he said with a grin. 


She
smirked.  "Have you been playing poker again?" 


"Yup,
quite a lot," he chirped.  "I'm about an hour from Philly at the
moment."  He smirked harder.  "And about the same from New
York City." 


"Wonderful. 
Any help?" 


"We
have anti-help, and I'm glad of it." 


"So
no others joining in to help," she said.  "That could be
handy." 


"Tony,
the nice doctor guy, is also an agent and he warned some that they might be
ready to help the normal sorts this week sometime." 


"So
we may have some help clearing areas," Angel said with a nod. 
"That's very helpful." 


Xander
nodded.  "Or even bigger help because they'd have people who could
handle the law firm." 


"True,"
she said, smiling at him.  "How are you feeling?" 


"Pretty
good.  We found the extra heart chamber wasn't from *that* taint but from
the one that activated it, it turned on some growth hormones that are now shut
down.  So I'm no longer growing my own evil twin." 


She
nodded once.  "That's just weird." 


"Sunnydale,"
he countered. 


"Good
point."  They walked off, going to dinner.  It looked more
normal if anyone was watching.  "Do we have plans for this
week?" 


"We
have tons of plans for this week," he said with a grin. 
"Including that I'm going to Disney if I don't have to hurry back to New
Jersey.  I got ordered that even a papercut should send me back there
immediately.  But Tony's watching my pretty motorcycle for me." 


"Motorcycle!"
Buffy demanded, stopping to stare at him.  "Why?" 


"It's
a lot easier than driving," he told her.  "Especially with the
eye thing?  I'm a lot better with it." 


"Huh. 
Still freaky for you." 


"Well,
yeah," he admitted with a grin.  "But I look hot.  I nearly
got picked up by two hitchhiking agents the other day." 


"Eww!"



He
shrugged.  "I'm nearly ready to start dating again."  She
patted him on the arm and they continued walking.  He showed her a picture
of it.  "Racing bike.  It's even by a Brit company." 


Giles
looked at him.  "You bought a British motorbike?"  Xander
showed him.  "I didn't know Triumph did motorbikes. 
Interesting."  He handed it back.  "It looks very
fast." 


"It
is very fast," Xander said with a grin.  "And the State Trooper
guy nearly freaked out at the eyepatch until I showed that it was on my new
license.  I was out to clear my head and I wasn't paying attention to the
little dial.  Was at ninety something when they stopped me at three in the
morning." 


Buffy
snickered.  "Only you, Xander." 


"Yup. 
They were sure of it too."  He held open the door of the
restaurant.  He also walked in before Angel.  "Beauty before
age, Deadboy." 


"I
got my name for a reason, Harris," he shot back. 


Xander
smirked.  "Because Darla was desperate?"  Buffy smacked him
on the arm.  "Well, she wasn't smart!" 


"Good
point but stop it." 


"Fine." 
They got their seats and settled in to eat and make plans with their glasses
and salt shakers.  That worked and Buffy got the idea by the time the main
dish was served.  They had a good dinner catching up and then headed back
to the Hyperion.  "Willow?" Xander asked finally. 


"Coming
in tomorrow with some of the coven," Giles told him.  "She did
say to tell you she was sorry she had tried to get anything of Anya's." 


Xander
nodded.  "I would've beaten her to death," he said honestly. 


Buffy
nodded.  "You probably would have."  She patted him on the
arm.  "How's the dating pool where you are?" 


"I
live about fifteen minutes from Princeton, which is full of snobby bitches with
degrees." 


"Eww. 
Like on that tv show?" 


"That's
lower New Jersey.  I'm in the middle of the state and there's no
beach." 


"Oh,
okay."  She nodded.  She could kind of understand that. 
They told the others the plans and it was set.  Xander went back to his
hotel room.  It was near the action but not in direct line so he could
probably slip away fairly easily afterward.  Buffy and the others settled
in to talk about Xander.  He seemed much more calm and partially pretty
scary.  Clearly he was still in a bad mood from the last battle in
Sunnydale.  They'd have to watch him. 


***



Tony
saw it starting on tv and winced, calling someone.  "Xander, I'm
giving an agent I know and trust your storage area out there."  He
smiled.  "You're welcome."  He hung up and called a number
he had looked up.  "Where are you two?  No, don't head
there.  There's a storage area that someone has been stockpiling weapons
in for this emergency.  Yes, that's what I mean."  He read off
the address.  "Go there first.  It should only take you an extra
twenty and you'll need it from what the tv crews are showing."  He
hung up and let them handle it.  Sure enough, twenty minutes didn't make
too much of a dent.  House was staring over his shoulder.  G Callen
and his partner got there with the artillery and a few other agents, working on
the bigger mass of demons trying to get past the hunters and slayers.  And
there were a lot of slayers.  Tony winced when it showed Xander got gored
on the leg but he beheaded that one and moved on. 


Victor
stomped in, staring at the tv.  "That is Xander, isn't it?" 


House
looked back and nodded.  "That's what he used to do.  It was one
of those issues that cost him the eye." 


"No
wonder he had such good arm muscles."  He scowled as he stomped
off.  Xander should have told him, he'd have helped him build them up
better. 


"He's
still retiring," House called after him.  "I hope," he said
more quietly. 


Cameron
stomped in.  "Have you seen that publicity stunt out in LA?" she
demanded. 


Tony
pointed.  "That's Xander's friend Buffy.  That's Xander next to
her," he said, staring at her.  "That's not a stunt,
Cameron.  That's how Xander lost his eye a year ago."  She
huffed.  "That's a battle."  He got back to watching
it.  "The tv people must be going nuts." 


"They
are," House agreed.  "They're shallow and worried about their
pathetic hair too."  Tony nodded.  Chase rushed in and
sighed.  "Where?" 


"Cafeteria."



Cameron
snorted.  "That can't be real." 


"You
can go out there and find out," House offered.  "They'll
probably need some extra ER staff."   She huffed off. 
Foreman was watching at the nurse's station and didn't respond to her jabbing
him with a nail so she went to bother Wilson instead. 


Chase
sat down, watching it go on.  "He's bleeding already?" 


"Claw
to the leg," Tony said.  The battle kept going, getting worse and
worse.  Finally someone brought the building down and the portal
snapped.  No more new demons.  Just mopping up the old ones. 
That took another hour and the military was stepping in to help by then. 
"Thank God," Tony muttered.  He checked his watch. 
"Four hours."  He saw most of the slayers fade into the alleys
and side streets, away from the press.  He saw Xander fade better than the
girls did.  "We need to finish training him for urban combat." 


"We
need to get him back here before some ER dweeb out there gets hold of his
blood," House noted.  He texted Xander but didn't get anything back. 


"He
probably has it off so it won't distract him," Tony reminded him. 
"Right now I'd say he's heading for his motel room to clean up,
House.  That's what I'd do.  That's what John would do." 


"All
right," he decided.  "The minute he gets back, I see him, even
if I'm fucking a patient or Cuddy." 


"Why
do I need more nightmares?" Chase complained with a grimace.  House
snickered, walking off to find what he'd need for Xander.  Hopefully in
the next few hours. 


Tony
stretched and sat down.  "Well, we know he's alive.  They didn't
get him killed."  Chase nodded and went to think while doing
something productive.  Tony's phone rang.  "DiNozzo," he
answered, putting it on speaker when the growl made his ear vibrate. 


"If
that was your idea of a tiny problem, we need to talk about your definition,
DiNozzo," Gibbs snarled. 


"We
told you no one would believe them if we warned in advance, boss." 
He shrugged at the phone.  "What did you want us to do?  Go out
demons when they've been hidden all this time?" 


"No,"
he snorted.  "No one would've believed you.  Are they all
finished with?" 


"There's
plenty of native, non-harmful species, Gibbs.  Xander plays poker with
them."  He put his feet up in another chair.  "Sunnydale
was full of the peaceful ones hiding and the rest trying to eat people." 


"That
figures with their numbers."  He sighed.  "When are you
coming back?" 


"March."



"Abby
wants to meet him." 


"I'll
ask if he wants to meet Abby.  All his friends are female so she should
fit in really well with them." 


"Uh-huh. 
What are we going to do about this new knowledge?" 


"Well,
it's not new for some, Gibbs," he said dryly.  "As for the
government, I'd say a great overreaction until someone with some sense points
out there were some battling the newcomers and protecting people.  Then
some will step out of the closet in the military and other places.  So
then we'll end up with a lot of uncomfortable pauses, religious leaders
throwing hissy fits, and international problems until it comes out that a group
in England had quietly handled this problem when it became one since before
writing was invented.  That's where those girls came from.  From that
point, I'm hoping for a few level heads but some of them are too religious for
that." 


Gibbs
moaned.  "Probably," he decided.  "Are you
there?" 


"I'm
in New Jersey, Gibbs.  What good would I do during a demonic
invasion?" 


"Good
point.  Where did Callen get that artillery?" 


"Xander
played poker for it.  He's been stockpiling now for months." 


"Huh,"
he said, sounding disgusted.  "What sort of poker do they play?"



"Kitten
poker."  He hung up on the choking.  He called his normal club
back in DC to find out the party line and where he could help and get Xander to
help.  Xander wouldn't want a national panic either. 


***



"Didn't
I say to come directly back here if you were injured?" House complained
loudly when Xander walked into his office area. 


"You're
not my wife, House, and if you keep nagging me I'm going to go play with my
pretty battle axe at home instead of letting you fuss."  He stared at
him.  "I'm still not bending you over a table so therefore you don't
have nagging rights at this time."  House burst out cackling, shaking
his head.  "I get enough of that from Buffy and them." 


"You
probably did," Chase agreed as he came in.  "Stitches? 
Those look nice."  Xander was wearing jeans shorts so you could see
the stitches on his leg. 


"Thank
you.  I learned very well."  He let them see them.  "I
even cleaned up all the blood in my hotel room." 


"Thank
you," House said.  They got him checked over and pulled new blood
work then let him go calm down however he wanted.  Probably a long ride
followed by some ice cream while cuddling his battle axe. 


Tony
stopped Xander in the hall and hugged him.  "Good job," he said
quietly.  "You did a good job, you minimized a lot of problems. 
You planned ahead for your needs very well.  You made sure most everyone
survived."  Xander nodded, cuddling him back.  "You deserve
a treat." 


"I'm
going to have chocolate fudge and my axe to Oprah." 


Tony
smiled.  "You watch Oprah?" 


"Buffy
made me." 


"Fine." 
He let him go.  "Good job."  Xander grinned. 
"Nice stitching work that I can see too."  Xander beamed and
left to go do that.  Tony went to the office finding Cuddy up the hall
giving him a strange look.  "He was in LA." 


"You
were cuddling him." 


"He
needed a hug.  Not like his friends did." 


"Good
point I suppose." 


"Hugs
are very therapeutic when you're overly stressed out.  Which he was."



"Fine. 
I won't say a word."  She left, walking off shaking her head. 


Tony
went into House's office.  "I gave him a hug and got him calmed down
better." 


"Long
ride and ice cream?" House guessed. 


"Fudge,
Oprah, and his axe.  Buffy made him watch it." 


"Ah,"
House said.  "He needs manliness lessons.  Give some to Chase so
he can give them to Xander?" 


"The
boy handled artillery, House, I don't believe he needs any," Chase said
from his seat.  "You and I can't do that." 


"I
realize I don't know enough about it," Tony decided.  "I should
ask Gibbs for lessons."  He walked off happier. 


House
and Chase shook their heads.  "Go do something else," House
ordered.  Chase fled with that blessing to go goof off.  House
relaxed, going over the official party line they had. 


***



Xander
looked up when someone walked up to where he was parking.  "Alexander
Harris?"  He nodded.  "You're being summoned, sir." 


"I'm
not eligible to join the military, dude." 


"No,
sir, we want you to testify before Congress." 


"Do
I look British to you?"  The man slowly shook his head. 
"Do I look like I live in Cleveland?" 


"Cleveland?"



"All
those girls are part of a group that was formerly British, until they got blown
up by the same thing that killed my eye, and then after Sunnydale sank they
moved to Cleveland." 


"You're
the only one we could identify, sir." 


"We
all have federal files.  They're just under classified things like the
military unit that came out to Sunnydale.  I'm pretty sure if Agent
DiNozzo could find them...." 


"I
can ask him.  Would they know more than you would?" 


"Yes. 
Especially the head guy.  Who told me I shouldn't have let myself get
hurt." 


"Interesting. 
Thank you, sir."  Xander nodded, going into the grocery store. 
He went to tell his bosses that.  They knew about DiNozzo and where he
was.  If he knew, Gibbs probably did, or at least Abby would.  He got
appointed to talk to DiNozzo.  "Agent DiNozzo, Agent Fillers, Secret
Service," he said, walking up to him in the halls of the hospital. 
He had no idea why he had on a doctor's jacket. 


"Their
files are under MM-A files.  They were from a shut down project that was
screwing things up," Tony said bluntly, writing down a file number. 
"They gathered the other files into that one."  He handed it
over.  "That is Miss Buffy Summers' file." 


"Thank
you, sir.  Is she the British person Mr. Harris told us about?" 


Tony
smiled.  "Remember seeing that really calm blonde girl in
charge?"  He nodded.  "That's her." 


"Oh! 
Thank you.  Any other tidbits?  Why Cleveland?" 


"The
same thing that made Sunnydale so strange is there." 


"Oh,
dear.  Thank you."  He left, going to tell his bosses
that.  That was not going to make anyone happy.  Maybe he'd suggest
that they close Cleveland permanently?  Make it a park to those lost or something?



***



Xander
looked up from washing his bike when someone drove up next to him. 
"Hey, Hanna." 


"Xander,"
he said, getting out.  He was a large, muscular white guy with no hair, a
goatee, and really bad breath most of the time.  "Did I see you on
tv?" 


Xander
looked at him.  "Maybe.  What were you watching?" 


"That
assault." 


"The
invasion.  Yeah, I was there."  He shrugged.  "It's
the duty.  The peaceful demons I know and worked with out there were
helping fight them too." 


Blair
Hanna stared at him.  "So you do know there's peaceful
ones?"  Xander pulled out his wallet and held up a picture. 
"Oh, that's the slayer." 


"And
that's me, that's Willow.....  Yeah, I'm that Xander who used to help
her."  He shrugged as he put it back.  "Like I said, it's a
duty and I work and play with the peaceful community.  I played a lot of
kitten poker for the weapons." 


The
big guy stared at him.  "Seriously?"  Xander nodded. 
"Why not ask someone?" 


"Because
if I asked someone like you or Richie or even Kola-dude, whatever his name is,
about it, the ATF would've heard." 


"I
guess that's a good point."  He stared at him.  "Is it all
gone?" 


"Before
I could get anyone to bring it, DiNozzo called his NCIS buddies out there to
use it.  We used all but about two pieces anyway."  He went back
to his wash job.  "Those were smaller so I don't mind it too
much." 


"I
suppose I can agree with that.  How do you know weapons?" 


Xander
shrugged.  "I have a gift for weapons I guess.  I've always
understood weapons."  He looked up with a faint grin. 
"Even before that Halloween thing." 


"I
probably don't need to know," he decided.  "Pretty bike." 


"Thank
you.  It's a lot easier for me than driving and it's great to go for long
rides on."  He grinned.  "Are the other guys in the local
circles throwing fits?" 


"They're
worried." 


"They're
summoning Giles to congress to talk.  Tony thinks after all the religious
shouting is done that they'll see we've been handling it for years and it'll be
okay for the most part.  Also, some have honorably stepped up to out
themselves.  Including a lot of combat vets." 


He
nodded.  "I heard.  I'm glad they did.  Thanks." 


"Welcome."



"It's
probably not real safe right now." 


"We
know.  There's always a backlash," he sighed.  "They still
had better not try to attack me." 


"What
would you do?" he snorted.  Xander pointed at something next to him,
drawing his attention to it.  "Holy god," he muttered. 
Xander smirked.  "How did you get that?" 


"Not
everything I won at kitten poker is practical for an invasion, Hanna." 


"Good
point," he said, sounding confused.  "You should probably hide
that." 


"The
landlord already jumped on me because I was there."  He nodded and
got into his car, leaving Xander to finish his bike bath.  Then he went
inside with his nice, heavy weapon.  Xander looked at things and decided
maybe he did want to buy somewhere instead.  It would be nicer.  It'd
be easier too.  Plus less nosy people and he might be able to get a
garage.  He went to answer the door. 


"Get
out of my building!" she shouted, handing him a paper.  "All
that sort are evil and anyone that ever helped any of them are evil!" 


"Quite
a few of them are peaceful and harmless, they just exist.  Like
squirrels."  She slapped him.  "You do that again and you
can spend the night in jail."  She stomped off.  "I'll see
you in court since that's not a legal reason for eviction," he
called.  Then he shut the door and went to pack.  The realtor who had
helped him had found a few nicer condos.  He had her looking out for a
more permanent place when he found out how bad the invasion was supposed to
be.  There was always a backlash.  He sighed and realized he could
pack everything within minutes.  The rental furniture could go back. 
If he had to he could probably go sleep on Tony's couch.  He checked the
date on the eviction order and made himself a note.  He had two weeks. 


***



Xander
looked at the judge.  "It is not my fault she is that judgmental,
Your Honor.  She never said anything about having friends in an underground
community being against the lease."  He handed over his copy. 


"I
see it's not in there."  He looked at him.  "What do you
think of this?" 


"I
know there's always a backlash whenever there's an apocalypse.  I'll move
if I have to.  I'm not paying her this month's rent.  I'm not paying
the breaking the lease fee, I'm also going to get my security deposit back
since I actually improved the place by replacing the showerhead to something
that worked and is low flow." 


"You're
not qualified to do that," she sneered. 


"I
am qualified to do that.  That's why I was crew lead on my construction
site for eight months."  She huffed but went back to glaring. 
"I have pictures of the rooms so you can see nothing is
damaged."  He handed them over as well. 


"I
do see nothing wrong.  Did you paint or anything?" 


"No,
sir, and I did wax the floors to get any scratches my furniture and other
furniture may have put there."  He shifted.  "Like I said,
I'll gladly move if I need to.  I don't want to stay where I'm not
welcome.  Since she's so frantic about all demons being bad, that's not my
problem.  I know a lot of great, happy demons who've had clans here on
this planet for generations," he said over her shouting and humming to
block him out. 


He
glared at her annoyance tactic.  "Many peaceful ones and
otherwise.  Also, I want her charged with assault.  She hit me when
she delivered that.  The last picture is of the bruise that showed up that
night."  She shrieked and tried to hit him again.  He held her
off.  "Bailiff, I'm going to smack the shit out of her if you don't
stop her."  He came over to get her back to her table and stood
between them.  "Thank you.  I don't want to have to defend
myself while in court.  I'm told it's a bad thing." 


"It
probably would be seen that way, yes," the judge sighed. 
"You're willing to go?"  Xander nodded.  "Within those
provisions I don't see why you should have to pay this month's rent or the
lease breaking fee, Mr. Harris." 


"He
does or I'm suing him for them!" she shouted. 


Xander
looked at her.  "Do you have some sort of outburst problem?  You
only shout.  Most people speak in a normal tone of voice." 


"Quit,"
the judge warned.  "Though I agree.  You're giving me a headache
so stop it," he told her.  Xander took the keys off his keyring and
handed them to him.  "I will have someone go make sure the property
is not damaged and get the deposit back for you, Mr. Harris.  Where will
you be?" 


"I
just bought a very nice little place with a garage for my bike.  All my
stuff's already there except maybe something I left in the fridge." 


"He
can check for those as well while she stays here."  The bailiff took
the keys and left, sending in another guard to watch them.  "Mr.
Harris, on the subject of peaceful ones.  How many are there locally?"



"I
mostly play poker with ones in Newark, New York, and Philly right now, Your
Honor.  I know there's a very nice club for them closer to one of the
college bars.  I know it's not highly populated but I'm not going to put
their address in any public record because people like her would attack them
and I don't want that to happen." 


"You're
probably one of them," she sneered. 


"No. 
Thanks to an incident I got infected with a chromosome problem but I'm not a
demon, lady.  That was not my doing, it was a plan by someone else. 
For that matter, all it did was give me an extra gall bladder." 


The
judge coughed.  "How?"  Xander handed over the report he
had on that from House in case it became pertinent. 
"Interesting.  That's why you're local?" 


"That
doctor was weeding it out." 


"That's
what he said.  So you're fully born a human?"  Xander
nodded.  "Not a mutant or anything?" 


"No,
not that I've ever been told.  Though I do know someone who accidentally
sucked up some telepathy from a demon's blood getting on her.  She said
it's the suckiest power ever because everyone's real loud."  The
judge laughed, nodding he understood that.  "She never asked me a
thing about demon hunting when I signed the lease.  There were no overt
anti-demon marks, protections, nothing.  By the way, that new cross in the
office won't stop anything but vampires, who can't get into anywhere a soul is
living without an invitation," he told her.  The bailiff came back
ten minutes later with an officer.  "Did I leave something bigger?"



"I
found this in the trash," the bailiff said, showing it to him and then the
judge.  "It's a marijuana derivative." 


"I
was prescribed that because someone wanting my blood put something in my food
that made it so I couldn't eat for days.  I took it, went to a friend's
house, and ate all his snack cakes.  He's the same doc that prescribed it
to get my antigen count back down." 


"I
do see the prescription label," the judge said, looking at him. 
"Why would they?" 


"Someone
in the government wanted to test that stuff.  He freaked out and they
ended up putting him down after they gave it to him." 


"Oh,
I see.  So they were making you weaker..."  Xander nodded. 
"That's fine.  That's not drug use," he said.  The officer
looked at Xander.  "It's not him, Officer." 


"I
know he's human, sir.  I'm also aware of why he's up there and who he
sees." 


"A
virologist?" Xander quipped.  "That's not against the law
either.  Oh, you must be that wannabe cop who decided a doc was bad for
needing pain pills.  He told me about you and your woosey attitude problem
because you were told you had an STD but proclaimed you were
faithful."  The cop growled and tried to hit him.  Xander
tripped him and got out of the way.  "You don't get to hit me either."



"I
can arrest you for that." 


"For
what?" Xander asked with a shrug.  "You're the one who tripped
over my chair when I moved out of your grasping range." 


"See,
nothing but trouble," she sneered. 


Xander
growled, making her shrink back and whimper, trying to get away from him. 
"Shut up, bitch.  I've had enough of you.  So had enough of you
today.  I was having a happier morning before this."  She
fled.  "I still want my money back!"  He looked at the
officer, who was looking scared.  "Don't try with me.  I know
things that would eat you for fun."  He ran out too.  He looked
at the judge.  "I'm sorry I had to show my ass, Your Honor.  I
usually end up being more subtle or just kicking them around.  I should
not have lost my temper that way and I apologize." 


"I
can understand that.  Don't come back here, Mr. Harris." 


"No,
sir, I bought my place so I wouldn't have to deal with anything like this ever
again."  The judge smiled and handed over the order.  "How
long on the security deposit?  So I know when to sue her because it didn't
show up." 


"Two
weeks." 


"Thank
you."  He left, stepping around the cop.  "I heard House
was going to sue you for making allegations you can't back up," he quipped
as he walked around him.  "Have fun finding a lawyer."  He
took a cab back to his place, settling in on the new couch.  He had
decided he wanted a real one but found one at Big Lots, so much cheaper than
most places.  Including the rental place.  And it was big enough to
stretch out on.  Or have visitors over. 


***



"Harris!"
House called as he got off his bike. 


One
of Xander's neighbors peeked out.  "He's at his new place, sir. 
The landlord made him move because she's paranoid."  She handed over
the change of address form.  "He said to give that to the post office
guy tomorrow for him."  She smiled and pulled back in. 


House
looked at it then drove over there on his bike.  Xander bounced down to
let him in.  "Stairs?" he complained. 


"Four
whole stairs in each direction," Xander said.  "I have my own
stairs now, so I can race up and down them."  House snorted,
following him up and into the kitchen.  "Want something?" 


"Nope,
I'm good.  You told that twit cop I was going to sue him?" 


"I
was mostly taunting him.  I told him earlier I knew someone who could eat
him."  He handed him a bottle of water.  "Just bought,
cold." 


"Thanks,
kid."  He looked around.  Fairly open, blank area with a large
'L'-shaped sectional couch in tan microfiber.  A tv on a stand and a
table.  One table lamp on a table.  One floor lamp on the other side
of the couch.  The kitchen was basic with light oak cabinets and silver
knobs.  House could see into the very basic bedroom with a plain bed
without a headboard and plain blue sheets.  "You need decorating
help." 


"It's
nothing that I want to deal with," Xander said.  He sat down
again.  "Are you mad I baited him?  He showed up to try me so I
had to push him back.  I growled too." 


House
stared at him, nodding slightly.  "I guess I can understand and
tolerate that."  Xander grimaced, looking down.  "Just
growl next time." 


"Are
you suing him? I didn't even guess." 


"I
am."  He sat down and put his feet up.  "Don't say anything
else about it." 


"I
won't unless he shows up and then I'll just growl." 


"That
would work."  He shifted.  "A bit soft but
comfortable."  Xander grinned.  "It's still bland." 


"It
can be bland.  I'm not supposed to be super decorator man." 


"True. 
So I heard a rumor?" 


"About...."



"You
and a date?" 


"It
was so awkward," Xander complained, slumping down to put his feet up. 
"I need something to play with here." 


"You
need someone to play with.  You don't want to tie yourself to a pet."



"I
know."  He looked at him.  "It was very awkward.  I
had no idea what to talk to her about.   She thought I was really odd
and goofy and shy, which just happens to be a trifecta for never getting a
date." 


"There's
plenty of people who would date you." 


Xander
nodded, sighing.  "I agree, I want to join, but I have no idea about
the sex stuff.  That's a talk I never had and when I looked up stuff it
looked really weird." 


"It
can."  He motioned Xander closer, letting him move over to kiss
him.  "No, this part is just like normal, Xander."  He
kissed him and it was better.  Xander was still nervous, he understood
that.  He pulled Xander onto his lap and took his mind from this being
different or strange.  Xander did let himself sink into it and House
realized it was easier if Xander wasn't making all the first moves.  He'd
have to pass that on.  He took Xander's mind off everything but his mouth. 
Xander was clearly reacting and liking what he was doing.  House pulled
back, looking at him.  "Does that help?" he asked with a smirk. 


Xander
leaned closer.  "I taught Anya about oral sex and I might miss
that." 


"I
know," he said, patting him on the thigh.  "But you'll do just
fine with giving it to a guy.  Do you still have a gag reflex?" 
Xander shook his head.  "Good.  That will help."  He
smirked.  "You'll do fine.  I'll make sure they know you need to
be distracted at first."  He took another kiss then patted him
again.  "Sit." 


Xander
slid next to him.  "Tease." 


"That's
not for me to take right now," he said with a smirk.  "There's a
few nice books."  Xander grimaced.  "You can ask
Tony." 


"I
think he and Chase are discussing that." 


"Probably." 
He let the boy cuddle and put an arm around him.  "Watched any good
porn?" 


"It
was all really cheesy." 


"It'll
be fine, Xander.  We'll make sure you're going to be fine."  He
patted him.  "You'll make a good wife."  Xander poked him
hard on the stomach.  "You will." 


Xander
looked up at him.  "Consort and wife are different." 


"True."



"And
whoever had better like oral sex a whole lot.  Because Anya hated giving
me a blowjob." 


"I'll
make sure they know that you're going to be demanding in bed." 
Xander smirked and nodded.  "Anything you want known kink wise?"



"I'm
not really.  I can't really handle bondage after being taken a few
times.  Anya and I had sex in public more than once.  So that wasn't
something that I'll care too much about.  Though I'm guessing that would
be harder to do with a guy."  House nodded.  "I don't like
pain, don't like watching others in pain." 


"So
pretty much standard but not too vanilla," House decided. 
"That's going to be helpful.  It won't polarize everyone." 
He petted him, letting the boy cuddle.  It felt nice but Xander was still
too active for his life.  He'd want to do things and go out to do wild
things.  House worked too much for an active boy like Xander needed. 


***



Tony
hung up his cellphone and put it into his jacket pocket before putting his head
down on the table to shake it. 


"Problems
in DC?" Cameron asked, looking amused. 


"My
father wants to visit and cause me hell here too," he muttered into the
table.  He sat up.  "He'll be here this weekend so anyone want
to switch for next weekend since I have it off?" 


"I
can," Foreman offered.  Tony grinned.  "Is he going to want
to talk to House?" 


"I
have no idea why he wants to talk to me since he disowned me when I was
twelve."  They all grimaced.  "No clue, really.  The
last time he showed up in DC it was a problem.  This time is probably one
too," he sighed, going to get some chocolate and come back.  House
was making them wait on him.  By the time he got back, House was looking
pissed off.  "I'm switching weekends off with Foreman because my
father wants to show up." 


House
snorted.  "Are you a girl who needs chocolate?" 


Tony
ate a bite then nodded.  "Apparently.  How is *your* PMS today
since you've been on the rag for a few days, House?"  House gaped. 
Tony stared at him.  "Wilson, did you give him midol with his
vicodin?" 


"I've
tried a few times, Tony."  He was trying hard not to snicker. 


House
stared at Tony.  "Just for that, go do a medical history on the new
patient."  Chase handed one over.  "Bloodwork
started?"  Cameron handed that over and Tony handed over the usual
orders for testing.  "Huh.  You guys are getting too smart for
your own good." 


Tony
grinned.  "Isn't that why we come to learn at your knee, House? 
Or was that to learn how to be a smartass as well as smart?" 


"Brainy
smurf you ain't," House quipped, heading to his office.  "Tell
me when we get things back." 


"We
will.  Have fun talking Wilson into a heating pad for the cramps,"
Tony taunted.  "Kate always said it worked on hers." 


House
glared.  "Your former teammate wasn't that tough, DiNozzo." 


"Oh,
I don't know, the Secret Service means you're pretty damn tough
overall."  He finished his candybar. 


"Yes,
but she died NCIS," House sneered. 


"Yeah,
from an Israeli sniper.  No one usually survives a head shot," he
said, glaring at him.  That was a low blow and House was going to pay for
it.  "Of course, we hunted him down and he's dead now
too."  House shuddered. "But if you want, I can ask Abby for her
Ragging Cocoa recipe." 


"No,
thank you anyway.  I have my own."  He slammed his office door. 


Tony
smirked at him through it.  "You're still going to pay for that crack
on Kate," he called.  House flipped him off and sat down so he didn't
have to watch them. 


Chase
looked at Tony.  "She died?" 


"On
the job."  Chase shuddered.  "It's not a pretty job but
someone had to do it, Chase." 


"I
realized that but I didn't consider it that dangerous."  He patted
him on the wrist.  "I don't think Midol is enough for his PMS. 
Maybe pudding?"  Chase and Tony shared a smirk and texted Xander, who
could pick up what every girl needed for PMS.  They were sure he knew with
only having female friends. 


Xander
showed up a half-hour later, handing Tony a sundae, Chase a sundae, and then
House a huge sundae.  Plus a bag from the pharmacy up the street.  He
hugged House.  "It's good your girlish times are finally coming out,
House.  Don't worry, everyone gets PMS sometimes.  Willow even told a
nurse I get it sometimes.  She convinced a health teacher of that
too."  He winked and walked off.  "I'm told manual relief
helps the cramps too.  Or so Buffy said during a girl movie they made me
watch with them. 


House
stared at Xander's back.  Then glared at DiNozzo and Chase, who were
eating their sundaes as they walked off.  "You two are so getting
it." 


"Ooh,
spanking games," Tony taunted with a smirk.  "Whatever shall we
do, Chase?" 


"I
don't know that I like spanking games.  All my dates have been rather
vanilla in that area," he said, stuffing ice cream in his mouth. 
"These are very good sundaes.  How did he carry them on the
bike?" 


"I
don't know."  He shrugged.  "Not too melted either so
they're freshly made."  They got onto the elevator. 


House
stomped back to his office to eat his sundae.  He'd have to beat them to
death later.  Though that manual relief solution might help his mood
too.  Even James had called him cranky earlier. 


James
walked in and plucked the cherry off the sundae and gave him a hershey bar for
it.  "There, more chocolate."  He grinned as he walked
off.  He was going to cackle in private in his office. 


House
looked in the bag and groaned, putting it in his desk drawer.  The lube
and condoms might help but he'd keep the midol to hand to Cameron and Foreman
the next time they needed it.  House put his feet up, eating his
sundae.  The kid had gotten him a pretty good one.  He was still
paddling DiNozzo later.  Fun game or not, he was getting it. 


***



Rupert
Giles was walked into the hearing room and sat down, putting a few things in
front of him.  He looked at the people in front of him.  He was being
served up to fix things.  He was told it was his duty to the Council, his
job as the head.  Which he loathed. 


"Rupert
Giles," one of the senators said, looking up from the file he was
reading.  "Quite an interesting past you've had.  British museum
work to school librarian?" 


"My
work with the museum was what I wanted to do, and could do until I was called
to my duty with my slayer." 


"Who
called you to that?" 


"Quentin
Travers.  He was the head of the Council before me." 


"You
are the head now?" he asked. 


"Yes."



"Why?"



"Because
the main Council building was blown up by the First Evil, which was behind the
town of Sunnydale falling in."  He handed over a scroll. 
"This is the founding of the Council as handed down through oral histories
until Linear B was invented.  Though that is the English translation of
that."  They accepted it to read.  He waited patiently. 


"So
your duty is to these girls?" the lead senator asked. 


"Yes. 
Our slayers are our primary job, though there are those that research various
species of demons and do test new weapons and other things.  Before the
explosion they had recently started a genetics unit." 


"Magic?"
another senator asked. 


Giles
considered it then looked at the lamp next to the man, lighting it from where
he was sitting.  "Some are gifted with the talent, but not all those
who use it are bad or good.  I've strode on both sides of that field
myself due to some teenage rebellion.  Then I reformed myself.  We
have a coven we work with routinely to help magically able young people who may
have problems, like an addiction to the power they could hold." 


"It's
said that one of your charges had that problem?" the lead senator asked. 


"She
has fought that successfully and was on her way to health again but then she
lost her girlfriend, who had been standing right next to her.  It was a
stressor that anyone with any sort of addiction would find hard to fight. 
She lost but we did manage to stop her before serious consequences
happened." 


"By
the files that were gathered by various people within the government, she had
killed at least 2 people," the lead senator said. 


"She
was so struck with her grief, she intended to make everyone feel that
grief.  She was stopped before that could happen and sent to the coven to
heal and grieve." 


"So
you're saying she nearly became an apocalypse?" 


"It's
not that hard to do," Giles told him.  "We had one that was
nearly caused by opening a charmed necklace.  That was thankfully stopped
as well." 


"How
many apocalypses did you stop in Sunnydale?" another senator asked. 


Giles
considered that.  "At least one a year since I got to
Sunnydale.  There were a few more minor ones that would end up growing
into a major one." 


The
lead senator gave him a horrified look.  "You act like this is
normal?" 


"We
had a vampire master, a very ancient one, that had been trapped for over half a
century, manage to break free.  My slayer died then but was brought back,
which was more helpful than we realized at the time.  We had a vampire
master who had been equipped with a soul lose it and start to kill again,
forcing my girl to send her former helper to hell, with it since it was restuck
a moment before he went. 


"We
had a mayor that many knew was over a hundred years old decide to change into a
demonic super entity that could only be stopped by something extremely
large.  The last incident of that was stopped when Mount Vesuvius just
happened to explode right next to him.  This time it took blowing him up
in the high school."  The senator dropped the pen he was
holding.  The others were giving him horrified looks.  "We had
one started by the Army when their ideas of figuring out what the Council has
known for years via torture and other less scientific means also created a
creature that was an amalgamation of human and demon parts as some sort of
super soldier. 


"He
was going to rend humanity apart.  We've had human-created very bad things
that would have run into an apocalypse if we had let them go.  We had the
First Evil that sank the town.  We went into the hellmouth at that time to
fight it.  It was after the Council got blown up.  We lost our first
people during that battle," he said more quietly.  "Then the
other day that could not be hidden as it had been before.  Those were our
major ones, not the more minor that could have turned into an apocalypse if
left alone." 


"So
things were in the shitter," the lead senator said bluntly. 


"We
did what we could to stop everything as soon as we could.  With as little
notice as we could, Senator.  What did you want us to do?  No one
else would have." 


"I
understand that," he agreed.  "Why are you in Cleveland
now?"  Giles handed over that information.  He read it and
passed it on.  "How much is this infecting Cleveland?" 


"As
of this point, it's not drastically affecting the city.  With most of the
slayers there, it's fairly quiet and we're slowly farming the slayers back to
their original areas to handle anything that should show up there." 


"How
long before it does drastically affect the city?" another senator asked. 


"Based
on Sunnydale's history, without someone prompting it more open, I'd say within
a century and a half.  It took a century for Sunnydale to get to the point
of problematic and noticeable but it had someone prompting it.  There were
multiple times of demons and humans prompting the hellmouth open out in
Sunnydale." 


"All
right," the lead senator said.  "What may need to be done to
help Cleveland endure longer with fewer problems?" 


"So
far it's not a problem.  I've recently had this talk with the city council
there.  They had seen a one percent increase in vampire deaths, so another
four in that year, and after the invasion they were quite worried.  Which
we do understand." 


"Are
there other places that have similar holes?" one of the senators on the
end asked. 


"Yes,
quite."  He handed over that document.  "As noted
magically, though as far as I know they only flashed when Sunnydale got sucked
into itself.  That left Cleveland being the most open.  The others
still have thicker barriers." 


The
senators looked that over.  "Explain what a hellmouth is?" the
lead senator demanded.  Giles went into the explanation.  They talked
quietly off microphone for a moment then came back.  "Is it possible
to shore up that barrier?" 


"That
is not a field of study I have ever been interested in.  My gift is
languages, not science."  His phone beeped so he looked. 
"Buffy said that the demon network knows about a secret science-based project
that may have an answer but we do not know any of them."  He put it
away.  It of course beeped again so he looked at it.  "Ah,
Xander has heard of one but he'd have to send him an email to divulge his
name."  He looked up. 


"Ask
him if they would be an international hidden project?" the lead senator
asked.  The president walked in.  "Sir." 


"Mr.
Giles, ask him if he means...."  Giles handed him the phone. 
"Not a technophile?" he asked dryly as he tapped out a message. 


"No,
I consider computers to be a malfunction of human society most of the
time.  No matter how much some of the other researchers and the slayers
like them." 


The
president nodded when he got back an answer.  "I do know of who he
suggested," he announced.  "It is my eyes only," he told the
senators.  "I will ask if they can figure that out."  The
information was handed over and Giles wrote him a letter for his own
staff.  "I'll get that out today.  Thank you, Mr.
Giles."  He handed back the phone and left. 


"That's
good to know," the lead senator said.  "How would your coworker
know them, Mr. Giles?" 


"Xander
has many strange contacts thanks to not being against anyone unless they attack
him or other innocents.  Plus his deplorable kitten poker habit for
information." 


"Kitten
poker?" the senator on the left end asked. 


"Yes,
it's a popular poker system among the harmless demons." 


"What
do they use the kittens for?" another asked. 


"Mostly
for food I'm told.  They'd mostly eat small animals though I do know of
some vampires who partake that way instead of hunting humans."  He
adjusted his glasses.  "That was something the children did for
information and some helpful things like weapons over the years." 


The
lead senator winced.  "Weapons?  Like the ones used in that
battle?" 


"Yes,
Xander made a great many contacts on this coast through kitten poker while he
was...ill in New Jersey, who got him those.  We used all that he won but
two things, which the agents that retrieved them confiscated." 


"That's
good.  How are demons doing that?" he asked. 


"I'm
not sure even Xander is sure." 


"Would
terrorists have access?" 


"I
believe most of them are religious based and most of those sort seem to be
screaming about sharing the earth with them, sir.  Quite loudly in the
Southern US and Iran especially." 


"You
should have heard the unedited, untranslated version from Saudi Arabia,"
one of the ones on the end said dryly. 


"Would
that be Harrison?"  Giles smiled.  "He's known for
years.  He was Council before he went to find a deeper faith." 


The
lead senator smirked.  "How many people do you have stashed around,
Mr. Giles?" 


"Quite
a few are siblings or more distant relations.  We are mostly family
oriented." 


"That's
good to know," the lead senator said.  "Carried on through the
proper families?" 


"Yes,
quite, and families of slayers or those affected at times." 


"The
slayers, what are their duties?" another senator demanded.  Giles
handed that over.  He read it, grimacing at them.  "This habit
of theirs...." 


"Is
now banished.  We do train them but they are more than free to stay with
their families as long as possible and then go back to their own homes after
training.  Or wherever they wish to be posted.  The sins of the past
Council are not this current one.  When we hear about such things we do
act to make sure it cannot happen again." 


"I
can agree that's a good idea." 


"We
do what we must do but the duty must not interfere with the children having
what they can of life.  I learned that from own girl when she was the
first to stay with her mother, have friends, and date.  She even tried out
for a cheerleading spot." 


"I'm
sure that ruffled a few feathers." 


"Quite,
including mine.  The children taught me that what the girls need is
support and help, not a blind man researching in a library and handing her a
weapon." 


"That
sounds reasonable."  The others nodded when he looked at them. 
"We're going to adjourn for the day and make notes, plus take questions
from those that do not have the rank to be here.  We will see you tomorrow
at approximately this time."  He banged the gavel and walked them off
with the information. 


Giles
took a deep breath once he was outside the building and heading back to his
hotel room.  "I should really make one of the others take this test
of nerves.  I fear I have none left after Buffy's current date." 


***



Xander
was walked into the house by House, Chase and Tony behind them.  "I
like your bike, it's a bit more comfortable than mine," House said with a
grin.  Xander beamed back. 


The
head of the house looked at him.  "He has a motorcycle?" he
asked. 


"It's
easier," Xander said.  "It's also very fast," he said with
a grin. 


"That's
wonderful."  He smiled.  "Visiting to ask more
questions?" 


"Nervous
as fuck," Xander admitted.  The head smiled at him.  Xander
shrugged.  "I think I'm ready to move on.  At least to start
being talked to and that level, maybe some letting someone talk me into
playing." 


"That's
a good, useful step," he agreed.  "Doctor Chase?" 


"I
would agree to my inclusion if you'll have me." 


"Excellent." 
He smiled and walked them off.  "There's many things to attend to
tonight.  Including helping you both relax.  It's not that scary,
really."  Xander nodded.  He smiled.  "I have to ask
as a formality.  Has there been any entrances used?" 


"No,"
Xander said.  "Anya tried to tease once but no." 


"I've
had some teasing but nothing more than a finger," Chase said. 
"Tony has helped me get used to things." 


"We
love Tony for that."  He smiled.  "We'll be soothing you
for now.  A long, warm bath with a careful trimming of your
hairs."  They nodded.  Xander ran a hand over his hair. 
"Not that one, Xander."  Xander blushed but shrugged a
bit.  He smiled.  "It looks like you got a recent trim.  It
looks nice."  Xander grinned.  He led them to the bathing room
and two others came in.  "These are daughters of some of us, they
will not sexually molest you but are there to make things a bit easier. 
They have seen many bodies."  He left them with their sponsors, going
to tell the others.  They were all looking forward to their
inclusion.  Though he had almost no one here tonight to finish their
breaking in.  He called the other local members.  They needed a good
showing for their new consorts.  Tony was also calling some of the members
he liked more. 


***



Xander
came out of the bath and was handed a white cotton robe.  He slid into it
and tied it loosely, helping Chase out.  They had both been shaved: face,
pubic mound, balls, and ass.  Chase also got his chest shaved.  They
were led into the altar room.  The highest had changed into his official
robes.  They were black and red, long sleeved, and velvet.  Xander
bowed.  Chase bowed.  "Boys," he said with a smile. 
"This is our altar and ritual room.  This is the altar all our vows
are taken on.  Tonight is your inclusion vows.  Some day we look
forward to both of you kneeling on the altar as a true consort."  He
led them around.  "This is our Goddess.  She oversees our pleasures
and our needs.  We honor her by kissing her." 


Chase
placed a chaste kiss on the statue's lips.  Xander kissed her lips, her
breast, and her carved slit. 


The
higher smiled.  Yes, he was a Guardian.  They all felt that
knowledge.  "This is our God, Dionysus.  He also overseas our
pleasures but also the pleasures of the food, of the other things we partake
of.  It is in his cup that the best information is found, both within
ourselves and from others." 


Chase
kissed him and stepped back.  Xander kissed him and then the head of his
cock. 


He
smiled.  "A guardian," he told Chase.  "Is one who
guards our treasures and our secrets.  They feel the call of the Gods more
than most.  They are highly protective, very sensual, and very much
someone we can count on." 


"I
know that's not me," he agreed. 


"We
know he is and you are a normal consort.  While his eventual mate will
have to share his attention, yours will only have you to fuss over." 
Xander blushed.  "Kiss the altar, boys, give it your
pleasure."  They did.  He helped Chase up and out of the
robe.  Chase shivered as the cold, smooth basalt stone touched his
back.  "Tonight, we come to this room to initiate our two newest
consorts," he said, looking up.  "We welcome them into the
society.  We welcome them into our arms and our hearts.  We welcome
them into our group as one of us." 


He
took the dick off the statue of Dionysus.  He kissed it and dipped it into
the oil.  "We welcome Robert Chase into our service."  He
slowly inserted the stone phallus into Chase's body, giving it a few slow, sharp
strokes.  Chase shivered and went limp.  He pulled it out and put it
aside, baring his own genitals to slip inside him gently and slowly.  He
gave him the traditional five strokes then pulled out.  He placed in one
of the ritual plugs, twisting it a bit with a smile for him. 


"If
I was not in my position I would continue," he whispered.  "You
are a beautiful man and I look forward to you finding someone worthy of your
body."  He helped him up and exchanged the white initiate robe with a
dark green silk one.  Chase shivered at the cold silk but it was
good.  He smiled at him.  "You are one of us, Robert
Chase.  May you find your succor, your pleasure, and your life with
us." 


"It
would please me to do so," Chase said quietly. 


He
smiled and kissed him.  Then he turned to Xander.  Xander was helped
out of his robe and helped up onto the altar.  "Move down some,
Xander.  To the edge."  He helped him get into the right
position and picked up the phallus.  He dipped it into the oil and then
into Xander's body.  He had to keep reminding himself to only use five
strokes.  He wanted to plumb the depths of Xander's body and make him
beg.  He carefully put it aside and entered Xander himself.  He was
still feeling that urge and desire to make Xander his.  He pulled back and
kissed him.  "You will be a wonderful guardian of ours,
Xander."  He helped him down and into a robe.  "You are one
of us, Alexander Harris.  May you find your succor, your pleasure, and
your life with us." 


"It
would please me to do so," he said. 


The
Highest put the phallus back and did his own robe back up, leading them out to
the common room.  There were a few extra people there. 
"Guardian," he said, staring at him. 


"Higher." 
He nodded, looking at Xander.  "Our future guardian." 
Xander shivered, moving closer.  "Come see."  He led him
into a side room, showing him the local relics.  Xander whimpered,
touching one.  "We will help you train to be the best guardian you
can be."  Xander looked at him.  "Including teaching you
better sword work," he said with a smile.  Xander hugged him. 
"Come.  It's your first night with us and a lot of us are looking
forward to how you do."  He led him back out there. 


James
Wilson looked at Chase and held out a hand.  "Chase, would you like
to attend to me tonight?" he asked with a smile. 


"I...."



"It
is up to you, Chase," the Higher said.  He handed him over. 
"Sometimes a well-known friend is the best your first night." 
He smiled at Xander when he and the guardian came back. 


John
Sheppard stood up, staring at him.  "You're adorable when you
blush," he said quietly. 


"I'm
still getting used to the guy stuff," he said. 


John
held out a hand.  "Would you attend me tonight, Xander?" 


"I...."



"That
urge to go to your knees is common in a guardian meeting another," the
guardian assured him, handing his hand to John.  "We'll be training
him to be one of us, John." 


"That's
wonderful."  He pulled Xander closer to kiss him.  Xander moaned
but kissed him.  "We're sitting here." 


"Down
here?" Xander asked quietly. 


"It's
traditional."  He settled into his chair and put his feet up. 
Xander slid into his lap, nibbling on his throat.  "That's very
nice."  He stroked underneath the robe, smiling at the soft
skin.  The bathers had done a great job with him.  Chase moaned and
whimpered, making them look.  Wilson was stroking his cock and making him
sit still while he did it.  Chase came and Wilson smiled, licking it off
his hand.  John smiled at Xander.  "I want to see you do that
too." 


"I
can't come on command, I need help." 


"Of
course you're getting help.  Someday I'll want to see you do it yourself
but not tonight."  He stroked a hand up Xander's leg and teased the
hardening cock.  He teased it, stripping the robe off him.  He was a
pretty young man.  Even with the eyepatch.  Xander was very
responsive to his touch so that was good.  He also was a pretty decent
kisser. 


"He
likes others to take some charge," House called.  Xander whimpered. 


John
smiled.  "I know you're new to it, Xander.  So was I when I went
to the altar." 


"Are
you a consort too?" 


"No,
I'm not."  He kissed him.  "But I am the one Rodney wanted
you to meet."  Xander ducked his head a bit, making John smile before
kissing him again.  He teased him, making Xander shiver and attack his
mouth for a deeper kiss.  "Straddle me, Xander.  Ride
me."  Xander straddled his lap, giving John all the opportunity he
wanted.  John teased the open hole.  No plug.  John shifted
Xander closer.  He had sensitive spots on his neck when he tried
them.  That was pleasant too.  "Clearly no one has appreciated
you properly." 


He
ran a hand down his back, teasing his hole.  "This is mine for
tonight, Xander.  Do you want that too?"  Xander shifted,
kissing him again.  "Good boy.  Turn around."  Xander
whined.  "Turn around," he ordered.  Xander got up and
turned around.  John positioned himself and let Xander sink himself
down.  Xander yelped when the head pressed in.  "That's good,
just like that," he soothed, helping him come down slowly and carefully. 
Xander shivered and shook but John kept good hold of him.  He finally
settled back in his lap.  "See, very good." 


"Very
big," he moaned. 


John
nibbled on Xander's throat.  "Not huge but a bit above average,"
he teased in his ear.  He watched Chase being teased to death by James,
who was going to make Chase beg for it.  "Watch him, Xander. 
Watch Robert be taken like you are." 


James
smirked and had Chase suck him.  That left his ass open and in the
air.  A few others touched him but Chase only twitched away.  James
reached down over Chase's back to remove the plug.  "That's very
good, Robert."  He pulled him up and settled him on the couch on his
back.  "Relax."  He slid in and Chase whimpered, clawing up
his arms.  "Relax," James soothed, pushing in further. 
Chase moaned and arched up against him.  "Good boy, Robert." 


John
smiled at Xander.  "Doesn't he look pretty?"  Xander nodded
quickly.  "I'd love to hear you moan that way.  Would you like
that?"  Xander nodded again.  "Good.  That's my plan
for the night too."  He pushed up and Xander followed. 
"Ride me, Xander." 


"Only
ride a bike," he panted. 


"No,
this is more like riding a horse."  He helped him.  Xander was
liking it a bit too much so he made him sit up and lean forward to change the
angle of penetration.  Xander was whimpering into his knees.  It gave
John more leverage and a lot more fun.  Xander was extremely tight and it
was great fun.  He got them up and put Xander in the chair on his knees,
braced on the back of it.  He rode him hard, fast, making it good. 
Xander's moans were louder than Chase's and he was rocking the chair. 
Xander swore and came, going limp. 


"Lick
that," John said in his ear.  "I want to see you clean it
up.  Then I'm going to shoot my cum up your ass and make you mine for
tonight."  Xander whimpered, using a finger to clean it up so he
could lick it clean. "That's so pretty, Xander."  He shot off,
moaning loudly.  "It's like your body sucked it out of
me."  He sat down again, settling Xander in his lap.  Xander
reached for the robe.  "No.  I want to see you." 
Xander looked at him.  "There is nothing sexier than self-confidence,
Xander.  With how good you were, you should have a lot of
confidence." 


"He's
growing it," House said.  Xander looked at him.  "Though if
I had known those baggy clothes hid that, I would've had him over my
desk." 


John
smirked.  "He is so tight and his body is so warm, so sucking at
you."  He stroked a hand down Xander's back.  "How is your
education going?" 


"I
start the vo-tech in a few weeks.  We talked about what I already knew and
it was good, I'm getting credit for a lot of it.  I have a few goals I
still have to meet beyond what Rodney worked out," he said quietly,
looking at him. 


John
took a kiss.  "Good."  He smiled.  "He was very
happy he could help you find something good."  Xander relaxed. 
John petted him until his boy was nearly asleep in his lap.  "Tony,
how's the medical degree?" 


"I'm
doing a lot more hours than I should be," Tony said smugly. 
"I've got a lot of tests I have to pass this year.  Then this spring
I can walk both."  They all smiled at him.  "For some
reason I don't find House all that intimidating." 


"That's
because your old boss is a bastard," House snorted.  He patted his
lap.  "For some reason I'm missing things."  Tony smirked
and came over to tease House.  "That's very good, Tony.  You're
definitely going over the desk this week."  Tony slid into his lap
and pleased him greatly.  House was bellowing by the end, even waking up
Xander. 


John
smirked at him.  "How loud can you get, Xander?" 


"I
don't know.  I didn't get very loud with Anya." 


"I'd
like to find that out."  He got up and helped Xander up to one of the
private rooms.  He put him onto the bed, staring at the trim, tight
body.  "The training as a guardian will be toning what you don't have
already toned."  He ran a hand over the strong arms.  "I
think construction did you good."  He leaned down to kiss him. 
"Help me get undressed." 


Xander
sat up to help undress John, getting his turn to touch and explore.  He
had needed that before but now John would indulge him because he knew it was
all new to him.  John could appreciate this young thing's attitudes. 
Though he was funny when he concentrated so hard while cleaning him up. 
It was cute how he stuck his tongue out a tiny bit while he did it.  Once
he was clean he guided Xander's mouth to it.  "You look like you want
to taste me.  I think we'd both like that." 


Xander
looked up at him.  "I've never done that." 


"That's
fine.  I'll teach you, Xander."  He smiled.  "I'll
teach you a whole lot tonight."  Xander nodded and licked across the
head, earning a hiss.  "I don't think you need much education,"
he moaned, bracing himself so he wouldn't fall. 


"Shouldn't
you be laying down?"  John laughed but lay down next to him, letting
Xander explore and tease him.  He was good at what he was doing and Xander
didn't avoid teasing his cock.  He was learning it. 


"Don't
play with yours?" 


"Not
really.  Before Anya somewhat but I never seemed to have the energy to do
that.  When I was with Anya, she wanted it more than I did.  She was
borderline nympho kinda." 


"I've
had a few girlfriends like that.  Wanted it morning, noon, and
night?" 


"Morning,
pre- and post-patrol," Xander agreed. 


"Patrol?"



"We
had cemetery and hunting patrol."  He looked at him.  "No
one told you about Sunnydale," he sighed.  "I knew that was
going to ruin something." 


"No,
I heard.  I didn't know you guys had patrol."  Xander
nodded.  "Weapons?" 


Xander
grinned.  "I love weapons but we used stakes and crossbows, sometimes
a special occasion axe or sword.  Once a bomb, once artillery.  And
then the other day." 


John
stared at him.  "I'd hate going out with something as clunky as a
crossbow.  I really would.  I'd need a faster reload speed and a lot
of other things to make myself feel safer." 


"Buffy
hated guns." 


"Do
you?" 


"No. 
I couldn't find a practical bullet to prove her wrong though.  So I only
have two.  Both won in poker games." 


"Are
you a card shark?" he teased. 


"No
but most demons don't bluff very well.  And most of the ones out there
know if I'm looking for weapons, I have a reason." 


"I
bet."  He petted his hair.  "Flack jacket or vest?" 


"No. 
Not that lucky.  And body armor is too bulky to move in when you're
dodging grabs." 


"It
can be, yeah," he admitted, considering it.  "We'll figure it
out if you're going to keep hunting." 


Xander
shrugged.  "Right now not much use.  I'm being adjunct
personnel, only on for the bad things." 


"So
once a year?" John asked, sounding a bit hopeful. 


"Three-four
times a year at most." 


John
moaned.  "That's bad." 


"It
happens.  Sometimes it's a human issue, sometimes not."  He went
back to teasing John.  He could learn to be an evil tease.  Tony said
it was the most fun he got most of the time so he'd try that to see if it
worked for him. 


John
sucked in a breath.  "Xander, please," he moaned.  Xander
grinned.  "Tease." 


"I'm
in training with Tony as an evil tease." 


"Yes
you are."  Xander smirked and kissed the head of his cock, with tongue. 
John went limp and let Xander do whatever he wanted to do.  He could learn
to like this one a lot. 


***



Around
four, Xander's phone went off.  He picked it up to stare at. 
"It's four in the goddamn morning," he said, waking John up.  He
felt him twitch.  "It had better be a national level of fucking
emergency since I'm naked and cuddling."  He listened, then
sighed.  "Yeah, that's an emergency.  Give me twenty to find my
clothes and then let someone steal me, Buffy."  He hung up and looked
around.  His clothes had been snuck onto the dresser. 


He
turned to kiss John deeply, taking five of those twenty minutes, then got
dressed and texted once he had on his boots.  "I feel like Cinderella
only it's later."  He disappeared in a flash of light, leaning down
to tie them.  He stood up and looked at the demons staring at him. 
"I finally date, really start to date, and I get called from naked
cuddling?"  They backed off.  Willow summoned something and
handed it to him.  He looked at his axe then at her.  "Buffy?"



"The
girls were safely removed.  They're toxic to females, Xander." 


"Then
why are you here, Willow?"  She flashed out.  He growled and let
his temper out to play.  The hyena was making him cackle in pleasure. 
Most of them weren't fighters so he could handle this.  With possibly some
other guy help but mostly he could handle this.  A few ran and he chased
them but they were killed too.  He killed the last one and looked around
the park. 


"Anyone
else?"  A vampire rushed and Xander ducked his grab, spun to follow
his movement, and beheaded him from behind.  "Thank you! 
Anyone?  Bueller?"  No more vamps.  No more anything. 
Xander pulled it all back in and sighed.  "Now I'm messy and I'll
mess up my bike," he complained.  He pouted but looked at the people
watching.  "Hi, I'm Xander.  Adjunct Council member." 


"Why
aren't you usually with them?" 


"I'm
in New Jersey.  Something medical." 


"Oh. 
Pity."  The officer pulled out his cuffs. 


Xander
stared at him.  "You do and you're going to be *so*
sorry."  They smirked.  Xander looked up.  "You owe
me," he called.  The huge demon came down and the officers nearly
pissed themselves.  "Do you own anyone on the local city council
yet?" 


"Yes,
we do own three of them."  He smiled.  "I will tell them to
leave you alone, Xander."  He patted him on the head.  "You
smell of foreign things." 


"I
was getting cuddles." 


"Awww." 
He patted him again and glared at the officers, taking them with him. 


Xander
looked around.  "Hey, Willow?"  Nothing.  He sighed,
going to the house to clean up.  He walked in shaking his head. 


"You
can't just walk in here!" a female voice shouted, rushing at him. 


Xander
smacked her on the head.  "Shut up, bitch.  Or else I won't fix
anything else for you."  She gasped, backing up. 
"Kennedy?  Buffy?  Willow?" he called.  They came
rushing down the stairs.  "I take it you didn't tell them who I
am?" 


"No,"
Buffy sighed.  "Willow was supposed to get you home." 


"Oops,"
Willow sighed. 


Xander
shook his head.  "I also had Bert go talk to the city council people
he owns because two cops wanted to arrest me." 


"Cool. 
It's good that Bert owns some new people," Buffy decided. 
"Diedre, that's Xander." 


"So! 
He didn't knock!" 


Xander
stared at her.  "I picked out this house.  My name's actually
one of the ones on the deed until Giles gets it transferred over." 
She squeaked and shrunk down.  "Not everything is an attack,
Diedre.  There are other people who fight beside you, friends and
others.  There's even roaming hunters from what Wesley said.  Most of
them are probably guys too."  She stomped off in a huff.  He
looked at Buffy, who shrugged. 


"She's
eighteen.  Remember how certain things should be one way when we were that
age?" 


"Yes,
but I was mostly right."  Willow snorted.  He looked at
her.  "Want me to start listing things?" 


"No." 
She sent him off.  "There."  She stomped off. 


Xander
sighed as he landed, looking around the hospital.  "Well, this is a
bit far off from where I need to be," he decided.  He caught a cab
home then to the club to get his bike.  Which had House looking it
over.  "Girl issues." 


"Figures." 
House looked at him.  "You all right?" 


"Bitchy
girl issues." 


House
snorted.  "There's many of those, kid.  Did you have fun?" 


"I
did.  John's really nice."  He smiled when someone opened the
door.  "Sorry, they were toxic to females so they couldn't slay
them," Xander said hesitantly. 


John
smirked.  "That's fine.  Duty's called me from bed many times,
Xander.  Be safe today and I'll see you soon."  He went back
inside. 


Xander
grinned at House, letting him drive them off.  House took Xander home and
took a cab to the hospital.  Xander got a bubble bath and a long book he
had been meaning to read.  It was one of his books for his classes. 
He figured if he came in knowing something it'd help. 
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Giles
looked at the people there to complain to him.  "Well then why didn't
you handle it?" he asked quietly.  They were outside the Senate
meeting room.  "You are men, you are trained to hunt, or I would
suppose you were since I was." 


"But
we're *watchers*," one said dryly. 


"The
duty is to back up the girls, even if we need to slay on our own," Giles
corrected.  They huffed.  He looked at Diedre.  "As for him
being on the deed, he is.  He's also listed as a senior Council
member."  They all gaped.  "Yes, Xander can walk in any
time he wants, especially if he's off doing our job."  She
slumped.  "Why wasn't anyone helping him or making sure he didn't need
help?" 


"Because
he's *Harris*," one sneered.  Giles punched him.  "What the
bloody hell!" he shouted. 


"Do
be aware that boy is like my son," Giles said firmly, glaring at
him.  "I will have you removed should you try to kill him
again." 


"He's
one of them now," he sneered. 


"No
he's not.  A few chromosomes he got exposed to doesn't make him a
demon.  Nor do his skills at sucking in dead people or being a
seer."  They all backed off.  "I would leave Xander the
bloody hell alone before I take out the rest of you."  They backed
down.  He looked at them.  "Go home.  I'll deal with you in
a few days." 


"We
can vote you out," one sneered. 


"The
slayers would never stand for it," Diedre told him. 


"The
girls don't get a vote," he sneered. 


She
decked him.  "Yes we do.  We don't have to trust any of you or
do anything for any of you.  There's nothing making a slayer go
hunt.  Even duty isn't enough."  They stomped off.  She
looked at Giles.  "I think I'll travel back on my own." 


"It
might be wise," he agreed, staring at her.  "You're turning into
Kennedy." 


"Eww,
bad image, Giles."  She shuddered.  "I didn't know." 


"Now
you do.  I'll expect more respect." 


"Yes,
sir." 


"Thank
you.  Tell Buffy first and then Faith."  She nodded, walking off
calling them.  Buffy and Faith could handle the idiot men.  They had
experience with idiot men.  Giles looked up, praying for patience. 


"Explosives
do not help those sort of issues without creating more problems," a male
voice said from beside him. 


He
looked at him.  "Why are you here, Doctor?" 


"I'm
actually here in my Special Agent capacity," he said with a smirk. 
"They want to chew on me for only giving hints about the invasion." 


"Well
it's not like they would've listened about a demonic invasion." 


"No,
which was my point.  By the way, Xander's fine.  I called him
earlier.  He's in bubbles with a book." 


"Wonderful. 
I wish I were."  They went in together.   "Sorry to
keep you waiting but some of the lesser watchers had a problem last
night."  He put his briefcase down. 


"Would
that problem be called letting someone lesser handle it because they hated
him?" the lead senator asked. 


"Quite,"
Tony said dryly.  "And that one handling things has promised he has
some explosives if they try things." 


"Agent
DiNozzo, welcome back to DC." 


"Only
for the day, Senator Williams."  He sat down.  "I'm needed
back there tonight." 


"Pity. 
I know some who would adore having you back for good." 


"Yes
but there's still plots bounding around for my capture and death." 


"Good
point."  He called the meeting to order.  "Agent DiNozzo,
why didn't you tell anyone what was going to happen?" 


"If
I had told someone who didn't know about demons that there was going to be an
invasion by them, would they have listened?" 


"That
is a good point." 


"I
did hint that something was going to happen.  I even told Director Vance
that something big and bad was going to happen.  I told him about three
weeks before.  I told Abby to tell her friends that way about four weeks
before.  I did what I could without mentioning demons." 


"You
knew that young man was hoarding weapons?" 


"Yes,
he admitted he had gotten a pretty neat thing when we were in virology one
day," he admitted with a smile.  "Which is how I found out about
his storage area.  I called that in to my team's west coast counterparts
when the invasion started so they could grab it.  If I had done so earlier
they would have confiscated it." 


"So
they probably would have been disarmed and unable to be used?" another
senator asked, one who hadn't been there the day before. 


"Most
likely or on the way to being destroyed since they can't really have that sort
of ordinance around the office." 


"That
does seem reasonable.  Did you know if anyone knew anything?  Perhaps
long term residents of the city?" 


"Sir,
this morning the mayor of LA was on the tv spouting about how his city was
cleaning up from the last earthquake.  In this case, if you don't want to
remember it you won't." 


"I
wish I could forget as easily as that idiot is," the lead senator said
dryly.  "We all decided he needed less drugs." 


"Or
more drugs for other problems," Tony offered with a smile.  "I
had no idea who else might've known and it would've hurt my agency and myself
if I had started spouting about demons." 


"True. 
So you rode the line very finely and it was handled."  Tony
nodded.  "What did your team leader think of that?" 


"He
growled at me about it.  I had said a 'pretty bad' problem and he told me
my judgement scale was warped." 


The
lead senator snickered.  "That doesn't really surprise me about your
team leader, no.  When are you coming back to NCIS?  A lot of people
are wondering." 


"The
end of March." 


"Damn,"
he muttered.  "That's a long time for Gibbs to growl." 
Tony grinned.  "Mr. Giles, we had some more pertinent problems. 
Those of us who protect the US with you, and I know you protect other countries
as well, feel that we're being coddled and spoon-fed information." 


"Well,
in a way you are since there's a lot of research over the years.  I can
introduce any agents that want it to the same training we got, which was
basically the same as an undergraduate degree and some specialized classes back
in our upper secondary years." 


The
lead senator stared at him.  "What about now since you don't have
your own school?" 


"We
do still have the track at Oxford and there have been a few who've
applied," Giles said with a smile.  "The things you'd usually
get in your formative years they can either learn there or later.  We did
add to it to include the Latin and other skills." 


"So
you all go to the same undergraduate?  Which one of yours was that?" 


"No,
it's a side-track to various programs.  A few additional classes.  If
you're a history major, as I was, or a language major, there's an inner track
you can take.  If you're some other major it would become your
minor.  It added depth to my history degree, which is why it took me an
extra semester and a summer." 


"Someone
pull up Oxford's site," he ordered. 


"I
have the brochure here," Giles said, digging it out.  "We have a
sister of a slayer that was considering it so I sent away for it." 
He handed that over.  They went over it. 


"So
on top of this they'd need Latin, physical training in at least how to box and
use a sword?" the lead senator asked. 


"The
PE is a specialist PE that covers light fighting and swords, plus archery with
a crossbow." 


"What
about martial arts?" 


"For
those meant to go into the field as a watcher, definitely.  I was meant to
be a research watcher however, and so is she.  Field watchers would get
all that and add in more physical training plus the option of taking some first
aid courses and the like." 


The
lead senator gave him an incredulous look.  "How did your people stay
afloat that way?" 


"We
did what must be done, though some of the prior administrations did it rather
shabbily in their treatment of the girls, others have done better." 


"How
many languages are there to study?" one of the end senators asked. 


"The
last I heard there were one-hundred sixty something full human languages, old
and modern, with various dialects and off-shoots being taught.  There's
fifty true demon languages and...."  His phone beeped. 
"Ah, Xander said I'm incorrect.  There's three common trade languages
that most demons know at least a bit of if they're on this plane, there's
another five hundred demon languages over all, though we've only documented
sixty from various clans and planes that have shown up over the centuries, and
two mythical ones because some demons consider Elven, as found by Tolkien, and
Klingon true demon languages.  I know Xander has run into one who did
converse in Klingon and he said it was their secondary native language. 
They had something like what the Chinese do with all their languages." 


The
lead senator was rubbing his forehead.  "Okay," he said. 
"Though I'm sure many geeks are presently happy." 


"You
know, I know more geeks that know the others, not those two," Tony said,
considering it. 


"Don't
help, DiNozzo," he ordered.  He looked at him.  "How many
does the Council acknowledge?" 


"That
is what the Council acknowledges.  Officially in the library we have
fifteen I believe, all of them the more formal languages.  Trade tongues
would be...." 


The
lead senator held up a hand.  "I get the meaning.  Does he speak
any of them?" 


"How
do I send that to him?" he muttered.  His phone beeped. 
"Never mind, he's apparently watching.  Yes, he speaks some of two of
them, and can swear in the third because most of it is swears."  He
looked up with a smile.  "Xander has never stopped surprising me but
a lot of demons do like him." 


He
nodded.  "I'm sure." 


"His
last fiancee was a former vengeance demon.  When she lost her powers and
then her job, they started to date.  He nearly married her," Giles
chided. 


The
senators looked at each other then at him.  "How long was she a
demon?  Are they born?" 


"No,
they're chosen for their jobs and she was over eleven hundred.  She spent
that long as a demon."  A few whimpered. 


Tony
smiled.  "He's grieved a lot for her.  Though he said he is drawn
to dangerous sorts," he offered. 


"Indeed. 
Don't remind me.  We had a warrior clan's first daughter show up the other
day to offer for his hand."  His phone beeped.  "Ah, he
said he's considering someone's suit right now.  To please tell her that gently
so she doesn't attack." 


"Yes,
he is," Tony agreed with a smile.  "I'm not sure if it'll start
with wooing or not but they would be very good together."  He looked
at the board.  "Also, the Doctor you talked about yesterday, he said
to complain that you're overloading him with work and said some less than
pleasant things but he said it'll be about a month before he can fully work
through that problem." 


"That's
good to know," the lead senator said.  "Is Mr. Harris in DC
today?" 


"I
believe he's in a bathtub with bubbles," Tony said with a smile. 


Giles'
phone beeped.  "Yes he is and he said he's not going to be put on
camera any more than he already has been because that sort of attention scares
him," Giles read.  He shook his head quickly and put his phone back
in his pocket.  "Sorry." 


"That's
all right," one of the rear senators admitted.  "I didn't much
like it at his age either.  He's the young man with the eyepatch,
right?"  They both nodded.  They stared at Tony. 


"We've
seen each other in the same doctors' offices." 


"Oh,"
the lead senator said.  "For the same reason?"  Tony
nodded.  "Exactly the same reason?"  Tony wrote a note and
had the helper deliver it to him.  He read it and grimaced.  "I
heard about that.  Is he safe?" 


"I
believe he has a 'screw with me and die' thing still going."  Tony
smiled. 


"Good!" 
He ripped it up.  The helper took it and shredded it.  "Thank
you for that information."  He looked at Giles.  "How about
integrating agents into your structure?" 


"If
they wanted to learn how to handle demon issues and about the more peaceful
ones I would not mind," Giles said.  "Some of the others that
survived the blast might but those of us in the field know that we could always
use more reasonable, sensible help.  I know we don't have an armory master
at the moment.  That would normally fall to Xander but he's needed there
for now.  Though they would have to know how to sharpen swords and string
crossbows." 


"There's
a few in the ATF who could probably do that," Tony told them. 
"That would also let them keep track of any higher weapons that someone
won for the Council." 


"That
would be helpful, yes," Giles agreed.  His phone beeped and he
scowled at it.  "Excuse me, apparently I'm desperately needed at home
to beat the crap out of someone," he announced.  "For trying to
kill my slayer." 


Willow
appeared.  "Giles, Buffy just snapped one's neck but didn't kill
him."  She took him. 


Tony
gathered up Giles' things.  "I'll make sure he gets them." 


"Please. 
Do we think there's going to be a coup over the higher areas?" 


"I
think the old line versus the more practical and modern ones is a problem that
someone's going to solve today," Tony admitted.  "But I doubt
the old liners are going to win.  The girls seem to support the modern
ones."  He texted someone.  "Someone I know in the local
office there so they can go stop anything going on." 


"Good. 
Tell us what's going on in about an hour please," the lead senator said. 


"Gladly. 
Let me take Abby to lunch."  He left with Giles' books and
papers.  They went into his trunk and by the time he drove to NCIS she was
bouncing up and down waiting on him.  She ran to the car when he paused to
pull into a parking spot and dove in, letting him kiss her on the cheek and
drive off while she babbled happily at him. 


***



Xander
got out of the tub and put on clothes, grabbing something.  "Willow,
bring me," he called.  Nothing.  Xander called someone. 
"Get me to the house please.  Because they're fighting over me and
the girls.  Yup, please.  I know I owe you.  I'll pay you
later.  When I get back and go to the bank."  He got
sent.   Xander looked at the chaos and shot into the ceiling. 
"Stop it," he snapped.  "Ladies, back off.  Let us
handle them because you're not to kill people."  They nodded. 
The idiots ran for the back of the house. 


One
of them sniffled.  "They were trying to carve up Faith and Buffy,
Xander." 


"I'm
going to kill their asses for you," he assured her, walking off.  He
found them in the kitchen and shot the three of them struggling to subdue
Faith.  Then turned and shot the other one.  "Any others?"
he asked Faith, helping her out of her corner.  He checked her over. 
"I'll do the stitches in a second.  Where's Buffy and Giles?" 


"He
had to chase, X." 


Xander
nodded.  "Where?" 


"I
don't know." 


"I'll
find out."  Xander walked off.  "I'll be back in an hour,
Faith.  If there's any others, they can be hit on the ankle and then tied
up.  Like those are injured and will pay."  He walked outside
and into the police officers.  "I found four watchers trying to carve
up one of the girls.  I wounded them and they're in the
kitchen."  One growled at him.  "We have ones trying to
carve up the senior slayer, he kidnaped her.  Even if you don't like it
I'm going after her.  It's my job."  He walked around them,
taking off when he heard a scream.  That was Willow's scream.  He
found her.  "What?" 


"Buffy,"
she said with a point at a mass of hair. 


"She's
going to fuck someone up," he said dryly.  "They screwed with
her hair."  He yelled something in a demon language.  He
followed the angry roars he got in response.  They were going to help the
senior slayer.  They liked her.  He found them and shot the three
watchers tying her up.  One turned to fire on him but he shot him in a
more critical spot.  Giles was unconscious.  Buffy was still tied up
and Xander knew there was still a problem.  The harmless demons were
helping her so he looked around. 


"Let's
get her back to the house, guys," he ordered.  He found the problem
and threw a stake at it then followed to kick it harder.  The vampire
fought back but oh well.  It was older, faster, and Xander was still
figuring out some compensating things but he was more determined.  He got
a few claw cuts.  The vampire finally got beheaded.  He stood up,
holding his side, staring at the body.  "It didn't dust." 


"It's
some other type," Willow said, staring at him.  "How did you do
that?" 


He
stared at her.  "Duh!  What do you think I did on patrol,
Willow?"  He walked off, following them and Buffy.  "Guys,
living room," he ordered with a point.  "Lay her down so I can
check her injuries."  They did that.  "Thank you," he
said, smiling at them.  "She'd say the same if she was
awake."  They nodded, leaving after the ones helping Giles put him
into a chair.  Xander patted one demon on the arm.  "Tell your
brother I'll visit the ATM after I stitch my side." 


"I
will, Knight."  He looked at her then at him.  "You are
quite mad?" 


"At
them.  You guys I'm really thankful for helping."  The demon
beamed and left.  Xander looked around.  "I need the first aid
kit," he ordered.  Faith got it for him.  "Any problems
from the officers?" he asked, checking Buffy over. 


"No. 
They took them and took statements.  I...." 


Xander
looked at her.  "Even if I'm two states over, I'm still your knight
too, Faith," he said quietly.  "Never doubt I'm here for you
girls."  She relaxed.  "Let me do the one on her chest and
then I'll do yours." 


"I
can hit the ER.  They offered." 


Xander
stared at her.  "If you want.   Take someone with you to
make sure you get home?" 


She
nodded.  "We can do yours." 


"I'll
do mine.  I'm picky because of the whole tomb thing."  He got
back to Buffy's chest.  It was deep but narrow.   "Willow,
check Giles?" 


"He's
unconscious but it looks like they just clubbed him extra hard on the
head.  Faith, I can do your stitches." 


"I'll
let the ER.  They have local."  Xander held up a bottle. 
Faith gave him an odd look.  "How?" 


"Needed
it," he said with a small shrug.  He looked.  "Fuck, that's
into the muscle, I can see a rib."  He sighed and bandaged it. 
"That's beyond me."  He texted Chase's phone to get advice,
along with the information they probably couldn't take her to the ER. 
"Where's Dawn?" 


"School,"
Faith said.  "X, we have good ER's," she said. 


"Chase
wants her to go."  He sighed.  "Willow?" 


"I've
never visited but some of the girls have." 


"The
closest one is really nice," Faith assured him.  "Good
people."  Xander nodded so she called an ambulance.  Xander sat
her down to clean most of them for her.  It'd mean less time with the
doc.  The paramedics got there.  Faith waved.  "She's got a
huge cut.  He's cleaning mine." 


"Sir,
you're bleeding," one noticed. 


"No
one touches me," he said bluntly.  "I have weird issues and I have
docs I trust.  For that matter, I can do my own."  Willow glared
at him.  He stared at her.  "Someone broke into virology to get
my sample."  She shuddered.  "Exactly.  So yeah, I'll
do my own."  He smiled, showing them.  "This will need
stitches.  He and I used to do a lot of the group ones in Sunnydale."



"Okay,"
the paramedic said.  "Can I bandage it for you?" 


Xander
looked and shrugged. "I can do that.  Check Buffy's left upper
chest."  He took the bandage to put on his deeper, bleeding
cut.  Then another one for the other one.  "I saw the rib and
knew that was too deep for me." 


"That's
just a different sort of stitching but she shouldn't need surgery," the
paramedic said calmly.  "His?" 


"Big
bump on his head," Willow said.  "So probably a concussion when
he wakes up." 


"We
can take all three, Miss.  Can you follow to drive the two ladies
home?" 


"I
can do that."  She caught the keys when one of the girls tossed
them.  "I'll be right back.  Behave." 


"I'm
here," Xander noted.  Willow looked at him.  "If there's
more they're in deep shit."  She nodded, leaving after them. 
Xander sighed and cleaned himself up then looked at the
trying-to-pretend-not-to-hover girls.  "Okay, let's start with the
basics.  Does anyone else have any injuries that they haven't
reported?"  They shook their heads.  "Then it's time for
hugs, ladies."  Kennedy rushed in.  "Willow followed Faith
and Buffy, who needed stitches, and Giles, who needs to wake up." 


"Who,"
she demanded. 


Xander
pointed at one of the remaining watchers.   "I shot a few
non-fatally." 


"Thank
God," she muttered.  She grabbed one of the younger ones to
hold.  Xander got his own that he knew.  They cuddled and it was
better.  A few of the girls cried but they expected that.  By the
time Faith and Willow got back, the girls were calm and Andrew had the blood
cleaned up.  Willow left to go wait on Buffy.  A few of the girls
hugged Faith, making her relax.  Xander looked up from making treats,
handing Faith hers.  "Chocolate sundae with pecans?" he offered
quietly, staring at her. 


She
smiled weakly.  "That's a good idea." 


"If
you want it, I can give you a hug too, Faith.  I'm not against
hugs."  She shook her head quickly.  He patted her shoulder,
earning a flinch so he did hug her. 


She
stayed stiff but eventually relaxed.  She stuffed her mouth again. 
"You do that pretty well," she said quietly. 


"Sometimes
knowing someone is there is the best and most calming gift there is," he
reminded her.  "Humans can't go without contact." 


She
nodded.  "Yeah.  Thanks." 


"Never
a problem.  Even if you have to be sent to where I am."  She
smiled slightly.  "Buffy?" 


"They
had to wait a few on a surgeon to close her chest.  He could do it in the
ER but they wanted someone good." 


He
checked hers.  "Nice job on yours.  Need an ice pack
too?"  She nodded.  He got her one and she went to talk to the
girls.  Buffy walked in with Willow, getting handed sundaes and a hug. 


Buffy
sniffled.  "They got my hair." 


"I
saw.  Willow let out a shriek."  He grinned at her.  She
huffed.  He grinned brighter and waved the ice cream. 


She
took it.  "Thank you for getting us help, Xander.  And for that
vampy vamp." 


"It's
what I do.  I'm here for all you girls, even you."  He tweaked
her ear.  "Get a cute cut." 


"I
will later."  She looked at him.  "You have blood?" 


"I
need to clean up the new stitches.  I'll do that when I get
home."  She nodded, eating a bite.  "The girls are calmer,
Andrew got the blood cleaned up.  We have an officer across the street and
an agent; he's just parked himself with the officer."  He
shrugged.  "Giles?" 


"Concussion
so he'll be in all night just in case it scrambled his brains."  She
ate another bite.  "Girls, are we all good?" she called. 
They came running in to hug her and check on her and Faith.  "We're
okay.  I've had worse.  They only really screwed with my hair and
they're in real trouble for that."  They smiled and fussed more over
Faith. 


Xander
looked at one of the witches stomping in.  "Ma'am," he said
dryly. 


"Harris. 
Thank you for helping.  The ones who hurt the girls?" 


"All
have holes," Xander said dryly.  Then he smirked. 


"Good!" 
She moved to check the girls over. 


"We're
all fine," Buffy assured her.  "Giles has a concussion. 
Xander shot them.  I nearly killed one."  She stuffed her mouth
again. 


Xander
looked at her.  "If you need to kill a human, you let me kill the
human."  She smirked at him.  "I'm better at that part than
you are." 


"Probably,
yeah."  She finished her sundae.  "Thank you for taking
care of us, Xander." 


"Not
a problem.  It's never a problem.  Even when I'm in New Jersey."



The
head witch looked at him.  "We can send you back, Xander." 
He shrugged.  She smiled and made Willow help so she could wear out some
of her temper.  That left them able to fuss like they should. 


Xander
appeared, looking at his place.  "Well, at least I can clean
up."  He went to change and clean up.  Someone pounded and he
winced.  "I'm fine," he called. 


"Open
the fucking door," House yelled.  Xander went to do that and headed
back for the bathroom.  "You're not a doctor, Xander." 


"I
did a lot of our stitches after patrol," Xander told him.  "Me
and Giles.  I learned from Willow's mom's books, like she did.  But
she doesn't like the sight of blood so I handled it."  He hopped up
onto his sink to look at his side.  "That's why I asked when that one
was too deep for what I've done before." 


"That
takes some special stitching," he admitted.  He moved closer. 
"The others?  Since Rosenburg called to nark." 


"Faith
needed some stitches from her temple to her cheek," he said quietly. 
"Buffy's was here," he said with a point.  "Giles has a
concussion.  The ladies are home.  I got the other girls calmed
down.  I shot the assholes non-fatally.  The cops have them." 


House
looked at the injuries.  "Did you do those?" 


Xander
looked then at him.  "It was an awkward angle so not my best job, but
yes.  I was going to clean up the messy end since I did it without a
mirror." 


House
snorted.  "I'd like to see how you do on someone else." 


Xander
looked and pointed at something on his left leg.  "I did those."



House
looked and nodded.  "Straight, tight grouping."  He smacked
him on the side of the head.  "You are still not a doctor." 


"No,
I'm a field medic.  That's why I asked Chase the doctor question.  I
know what I'm capable of.  I don't usually get out of that level." 


"Don't
do it again," he snarled. 


"Yes,
House." 


"Good!" 
He sighed, glaring at him.  "Other cities have good ER's." 


"You
told me not to let any ER but you get me." 


"Not
yours.  Theirs."  Xander looked confused.  "I know
it's always been your job.  Now you can count on others to do it with
you." 


"I
let them go to the ER when Faith told me it was a good one.  That was
after I asked Chase." 


"Good! 
Much better."  He stared at him.  "Shift
around."  Xander shifted and House looked at the stitches. 
"That is an awkward angle." 


"Awkward
was the back of my shoulder," he said with a grimace.  "And I
was fifteen.  I used house string." 


"Like
sewing thread for buttons?"  Xander nodded.  "Why?" 


"I
needed them, Willow's parents were home so she couldn't for me.  Jesse was
out of town.  So I found a mirror, a pair of needle nose pliers, and the
sewing kit from the house.  I did it in the shed." 


House
stared at him.  "How long did you do that?" he asked calmly. 


"Willow
was doing mine from her mother's books at six and seven.  I learned from
them too.  That's how she played doctor." 


House
stared at him.  "Are your parents living?" 


"Not
that I'm aware of.  I didn't ask if they got out of Sunnydale." 


"If
they are, and they show up, you send them my way."  Xander hugged
him.  House relaxed and hugged him back, patting him on the back. 
"Let me clean those up."  Xander nodded, sitting up so he could
do that.  "What was it?" 


"Claws
on a vampire." 


"Poisoned?"



"No,
not that I've heard.  Or felt." 


House
nodded, taking a few swabs from the wound.  Xander hissed. 
"Sorry."  He fixed it and then restitched it.  Xander
handed him the bottle of local from the medical kit.  House looked then in
the box.  "How in the hell?" 


"Underground
docs." 


House
sighed.  "We'll see what we can do with that knowledge, kid." 


"I
don't want to go to medical school, House.  That's a shitload of work for
really smart people who like books a lot more than anyone but Giles and
Willow." 


"Yes
it is," he agreed with a smile.  "You can take paramedic
classes." 


"I
don't have time." 


"We'll
see."  He finished those up and turned him around to get the one on
his back. "That's not bad." 


"That's
why I let it clot in my t-shirt." 


"That's
not a bad decision as long as you're not leaking blood anywhere." 


"No,
I cleaned up anything I dripped while Andrew got all theirs from where I
wounded them." 


House
looked at him.  "You good with that?" 


"I
*really* wanted to kill them." 


"Over
too soon.  They'll be getting a lot of hell in prison.  Plus deported
if they're not US citizens."  Xander relaxed.  "Not to
mention what any others might do to them." 


Xander
nodded.  "I hope." 


"I
know.  Prison is mean and nasty.  Will you be in trouble?" 


"I
don't think so.  None of the officers that responded wanted to arrest
me.  A few looked like they wanted to before I stomped off to save Buffy
but they didn't try to stop me." 


"Good. 
That's a good thing."  He finished helping him clean up, including
helping with the sponge bath to get all the droplets of dried blood off. 
House cleaned up their mess and looked at him.  "Calm down,
Xander.  It's over with." 


"I
should be closer." 


"If
you do you'll never do anything but hunt and eventually die.  Do you want
that?"  Xander looked down and shrugged.  "They're getting
a lot of people in to help them.  Agents want to help.  Military
people too."  Xander looked at him.  "They won't let those
girls be upset by anyone and if they date dirtbags they'll handle it for
them.  They're going to be very overprotective because they're all young
women.  Even if the girls can kick their asses.  Trust me, they're
getting a lot of help." 


"I
got the local friendly demons to help me save Buffy." 


"Excellent
job," he said, knowing that's what the boy needed to hear.  And it
was a good plan.  "C'mon, let's get you settled on the couch with
some noise."  Xander nodded, padding out there.  House
followed.  Xander turned on the tv for some noise and then pulled House
down to hug again.  House smirked at him.  "I don't need blow
jobs for helping you, kid.  It doesn't work that way." 


"It
doesn't?" 


"No,
it doesn't.  Even if Anya would have.  Friends do things without
expecting sex." 


"I
guess."  He cuddled anyway.  House let him for a few minutes,
petting his hair.  Someone knocked on the door.  "Is it
unlocked?"  Xander nodded.  "It's open!" he
bellowed.  "Damned if I'm getting up," he said when John walked
up the stairs.  "It could only be someone you know or a cop." 


John
stared at Xander.  "Are you all right?" 


"A
bit of calming down needed," House told him.  "I redid his
stitches because it's an awkward angle to do your own side."  He got
up and let John look Xander over.  "I'll let you two talk. 
Xander, John's military so he can give you a critique if you really need
one." 


"I
did what I had to do." 


"Good,"
John agreed, sitting on Xander's other side.  "Gregory, you can stay
if you want." 


"No,
let me go calm Chase down.  He threw a damn fit that Xander was in a
battle."  He left, going back to the hospital with those swabs. 
He walked in and tossed them at Chase.  "Run those to make sure the
vampire with the claws that got him on the side didn't have poison." 


"Is
he all right?" Chase demanded. 


"Yes.  
He's fine.  He had done his own stitches and I redid them because a few
were too tight."  He sat down.  "John's there." 


Chase
sighed, heading to the lab.  James leaned in.  "What
happened?" 


"The
old line attacked the girls.  Especially the two senior ones." 


"Damn
it." 


"Xander
shot most of them non-fatally." 


"Pity
it wasn't fatally then."  He left. 


House
finished calming down his temper.  He liked the kid and he hated that the
kid was getting into dangerous things without training.  Hopefully John
would help that. 


***



Xander
looked at John.  "Want lunch?" he asked quietly. 


John
stared at him.  "Want a cuddle?"  Xander nodded, leaning
against him.  Slowly he sank against him until John put an arm around
Xander's shoulders.  Xander relaxed and just laid there.  John
smelled great and Xander needed the time.  John smiled when Xander fell
asleep on him.  That was sweet.  Almost sickeningly sweet but he
liked it.  He kissed him on the head, answering his phone. 
"Sheppard," he said quietly.  "I'm helping someone calm
down after a house defense action, General."  He listened. 
"I can do that," he sighed.  "Give me ten
minutes."  He hung up. 


Xander
looked up at him.  "Are you the pumpkin this time instead of
me?" 


"Apparently
I am."  He gave him a kiss.  "I'll see you in a few
weeks."  Xander nodded.  John left in a beam-out.  He
looked at the general, who was staring at him.  "A casual friend
needed help calming down.  He had to shoot some people hurting some young
women he knows about." 


"That
Giles guy was on the news," he said dryly. 


"I
was helping Xander calm down after he shot most of them, sir." 


"That's
fine but we have a situation with your people." 


"I'm
going to kick their asses again," John said dryly, following him back to
talk to them.  It had to be taken care of.  A crisis waited for no
one's pleasure or calming down. 


***



Xander
walked into the local FBI office.  "Can I ask a question?" he
asked the first agent he ran into, getting a slow nod back.  "The
Cleveland office apparently has MPD.  In the last day I've been told I'm
in trouble, I'm not in trouble, I should be arrested, I'm not being arrested, I
should be killed, the girls are going to kill them if they come near me. 
Can you please figure out if I'm in trouble or not?" 


The
agent looked at him.  "I can look up your file, sir.  See if
there's a warrant." 


"I
can't call out there and talk to anyone.  I got ordered not to by
Giles." 


"Oh,
you're with them." 


Xander
nodded.  "And yesterday we had a huge ass issue.  Which I helped
handle.  I've had a bunch of agents calling me.  So I'm a bit
paranoid and a bit panicked but I'd like to know." 


"I
get that," he agreed.  He led him to his desk and sat him down, finding
the office number for out there first and then getting into Xander's files to
look up any warrants.  "There was one but it was rescinded by
Presidential order.  Twice."  He frowned and called someone
else.  "Deputy Director, this is Agent Simt in Newark's office. 
I need to have something clarified for someone who asked me to look into
something."  He leaned back in his chair.  "Alexander
Harris." 


He
nodded once.  "Him, yes.  He's had agents calling him and
wobbling on the arrest/don't arrest thing.  Calling him horrible
too.  That's what he wanted to know, sir."  He listened, looking
in another area.  He let the boy see, getting a head shake. 
"No, he said it's not correct."  Xander wrote down what happened
and let him have it.  "I have a statement and it looks nothing like
Agent Clyde's.  Including that we should have ER records."  He
listened.  "Please.  He'll stay here with me."  Xander
nodded.  "Please do, sir.  Thank you for clarifying this." 
He hung up. 


"I
take it whoever Clyde is wrote something shittastic?" Xander asked. 
The agent pointed at the computer.  "That didn't happen in
Cleveland.  That's an address in San Francisco.  It's been on the
fantasy house show a few times." 


He
frowned as he looked at that address.  "It doesn't register as being
in Cleveland.  It doesn't recognize the road."  He made that
note in that report.  He took one from Xander as well to add to the
file.  That could only help no matter which way it went.  An hour and
a half later, Simt answered his phone.  "Agent Todd Simt." 
He listened.  "Sir," he said, sitting up straighter. 
"I did put in his statement.  I also noted in the original file that
the address in the file is not valid for Cleveland."  He
listened.  He winced and listened to someone come in yelling. 
"They're having a debate, Mr. Harris." 


"Is
he vowed to someone?" Xander asked dryly.  "I figured there were
some." 


"He's
vehemently denying that accusation but the President just walked in and told
him he was."  He listened.  "Yes, sir, that's what he
wanted clarified because he's been getting mixed messages all day,
sir."  He listened.  "Sir, that's not a valid address for
Cleveland.  I looked it up.  That road doesn't exist.  Yes, sir,
the Cleveland issue, not something in San Francisco." 


"I
wasn't in San Francisco," Xander said quietly.  "I've never been
there." 


Simt
repeated that.  The president and the deputy director - probable future
director very soon - looked at the two files.  "Okay," he
said.  "So is he in trouble?"  He listened.  "I
have no idea, sir.  He said he's never been to San Francisco." 
Xander sighed and texted.  "What are you doing?" 


"Seeing
who that was."  He got an answer from someone in LA but it was a
'don't worry about it'.  So he sent back why he was.  He didn't want
blamed for something he wasn't doing.  "Oh, shape changer," he
said bluntly.  "Huh.  Never met one of those."  He
tapped back at that demon and got some more information.  "Okay
then."  He let the agent see that information.  "While I
could kill someone if there was a really good reason, I'm not a contract
assassin." 


He
read that to the president who was moaning.  "Can you prove they
exist?" 


Xander
took the keyboard to get onto a site.  "This is the one we in
Sunnydale used to look things up online."  He found the shape changer
files and highlighted one out of the twenty on the list.  "That's
what that type was."  He let him see it. 


"Sir,
there's over twenty forms of shape changers," he said.  He clicked on
that link, reading up on it.  "No, they're physical and external
forms only and it fades within three hours.  The website said they're
picture based to change.  It says that a lot of them are known assassins
and some do work for us in various agencies."  He stared at one
name.  "Decker!" he bellowed, making everyone jump and that
agent rush his way.  He pointed.  "Are you?" 


He
looked and moaned.  "I am," he muttered.  He looked at
Xander.  "Shit." 


"Yup. 
I've never been to San Fran." 


"No,
that was one of us.  There was a huge contract to get their child because
she's a prophecy one, something about taking down all the slayer line." 


"Huh,"
Xander said.  "I would've tried to find some way to warp any
prophecy.  I do it pretty easily.  I'd never take out an innocent
kid." 


"Good,"
Simt said, repeating that.  He let the other agent have the phone. 
"The head of the FBI." 


"Not
like he doesn't know," Decker said dryly.  "He's a
half-demon." 


"Like
Doyle was?" Xander asked. 


"Different
species but similar reason, Harris."  He told the president what he
knew.  The president asked about his boss and he had to tell him what he
wanted to know, you didn't tell the president no about things.   He
handed the phone back.  "Cleveland?" he asked Xander.  Who
nodded.  "I heard.  Nice job, kid." 


"Thank
you but I've heard all sorts of bad and good things today from agents." 


"Agents
are people too.  Some are scared, some are more accepting, and some are
idiots."  He went back to his desk to gather things and tell his boss
he was going to DC to give information to the president. 


Simt
nodded.  "We are."  He listened.  "That's all I
wanted clarified, sir, yes.  Because he's heard all that and
more."  He smiled.  "I did put his statement
in."  The president got into it and said something blunt. 
"Yes, sir, which is why he wanted to know."  He watched as the
kid's phone rang.  "That's them I think."  He took the
phone.  "Hello?"  He put it next to the other phone so the
president could hear too.  "That'd be great, Agent Clyde, but I'm
Agent Simt in Newark." 


He
smirked at the boy.  "Yes, that's me.  Oh and by the way, I'm on
the phone with our director."  The other agent hung up. 
"Sir, orders?"  He got some and got hung up on.  He handed
the phone back.  "Next time, let the locals shoot them
too."  Xander slumped, looking down but nodding.  "You're
not in trouble.  You scared the crap out of the locals."  Xander
gave him a funny look.  "You called other demons." 


"I
needed the help saving Buffy." 


"They
would've." 


"They'd
know where she was.  They tend to keep track of where she is so they don't
run into her by accident." 


"Good
point.  The president said you're not in trouble.  He said to let the
locals help next time.  The locals are learning a lot about the girls and
their community that they didn't want to realize before.  Miss Summers has
introduced a lot of people around so they're all calming down.  You're not
going to be arrested for anything.  The president did say thank you for
that website address and to please tell Mr. Giles to send Miss Rosenburg back
to England." 


"She's
babying Buffy and a lot of the coven is over right now." 


"Wonderful." 
He smiled.  "Are there other helpful sites?"  Xander
nodded.  He wrote down his email address.  "Please send me a
list?" 


"I
don't really get online, that's Willow.  I know how to search that site
and the prophecy site, but I can't really do stuff like that.  Willow used
to hack.  I mean she gave it up but...." 


He
held up a hand.  "Just have someone send me a list.  Okay?"



"I
can do that.  Thank you," he said quietly. 


"I'm
glad we could straighten that out."  The boy smiled back before
leaving.  Simt leaned back, rubbing his eyes.  The president had
promised to remake the Cleveland office.  He hoped he wouldn't be
called.  Former military would be sent first and he had been in the
Marines. 


***



Xander
walked into the club and went to the office.  "Am I too much
trouble?" he asked quietly.  "I don't mean to be any trouble or
need to lean on anyone." 


"Xander,
we haven't heard a thing about you," he said, sounding honest. 
"At all.  What happened?"  Xander came in to tell
him.  He stared at him.  "We didn't help with a single bit of
that, Xander."  Xander sighed in pleasure.  "Do you need
help?" 


"No. 
It just seems like things are happening and no one's saying anything bad to me,
or when they do they're stopped." 


"That
could be the demons that own little bits of them." 


"Maybe
but I wanted to make sure it wasn't you guys and I'm not overstaying my welcome
or anything like that," he babbled. 


He
smiled.  "I had not heard a bit of any of that.  The DC club
might have heard something and been watching but as far as I know no one's
pushed any influence your way.  We wouldn't unless we heard you really
needed it or you asked." 


Xander
slumped.  "Thank you." 


"You're
welcome."  He smiled.  "You're all stressed out." 


"Cleveland."



"That
is a problem.  Did they straighten it out?" 


"Yes. 
I spent a while in Newark's FBI office to make sure.  Oh, a shape changer
pretended to be me yesterday to take out a family in San Francisco." 


"That
I had heard about but we pointed out heavily that you weren't there.  You
were here all night.  The local club thought it was neat that the shape
changers used you because it was to protect the slayer line." 


"I
didn't.  I'd never hurt a kid.  I don't want that to be linked to
me." 


"We
all know." 


"Others
don't.  Other slayers and future slayers...." 


"They
know.  Now.  Everyone who knows you will make sure of it." 


"No
they won't," he said quietly.  "It won't occur to Willow. 
Or she'll tell them I did because she'd make herself believe I did." 


"I
will make sure Mr. Giles hears that it wasn't you if it worries
you."  Xander nodded, looking down.  He smiled and reached over
to pat his cheek.  "That is not a huge favor to ask.  I doubt
you could ever kill someone without a very good reason."  Xander
nodded.  "Good boy.  Now, are you taking your mind off things
tonight?" 


"I
want to hide.  People are giving me funny looks." 


"I
understand.  Go hide and calm down.  It's been a long few
days."  Xander nodded, getting up and walking out.  He smiled,
sending a message to DC's Highest. 


Xander
ran into John, who looked pissed off.  Xander gave him a hug. 
"You look like I did earlier.  Are you okay?" 


John
looked at him.  "I'm fine," he said quietly, hugging him
back.  "Thank you." 


"You're
welcome.  It was necessary."  He grinned.  "Since
we're going to keep being interrupted, would you maybe like a picnic?  I
have a back yard.  Or...I know it's supposed to sprinkle so we can have it
in the garage with the bike?" 


John
smiled.  "I don't have time tonight but the next time I'm local, I'll
take you up on that picnic."  Xander nodded. 
"Unfortunately I need to get back to my city." 


"I
hope she appreciates all you do for her, John.  I hear she's
fantastic."  John nodded with a grin.  "Then be safe."



"You
too.  No more battles." 


"They
happen when they happen." 


"Don't
remind me," he said dryly, taking a kiss.  "If I didn't have to
be back on base in an hour...."  Xander laughed.  "Stay on
the educational path and I'll see you soon."  He winked and walked
off, feeling better.  Xander was a great consort.  "I'll be
doing some of your lessons as a guardian next time too," he called
back.  "Because I'm so badass I can teach you." 


Xander
beamed.  "An excuse to see me on my back?" he taunted. 


"Hmm,"
John said.  "I have less than an hour."  Xander laughed and
walked off, going home.  John groaned, going to handle his ...issue before
he packed.  When he got back to his city a week later, traveling being
hell on the nerves, he ran into Rodney first.  "Okay, you were right
in this case," he told him.  He walked around him. 


Rodney
blinked a few times.  "Of course I was right about something, but
which something are you talking about?" 


"Xander."



"Then
of course I was."  He smirked at his second.  "I have found
someone who can come to us to fix all the things we don't have time to
do." 


"That
would be nice," he agreed.  "How long?" 


"Two
years." 


"Hmm. 
Not bad for specialized training."  He walked off, taking their new
people with him. 


Rodney
went to pump John for information on what had happened.  That
'interesting' rating for the boy was a wonderful thing. 


***



Tony
showed up at NCIS in late March looking like hell.  "I hate
tests," he said as he sat down in his seat with a sigh. 


Someone
officious stomped over.  "Who are you to sit in Gibbs' row!" she
demanded.  "That seat is taken." 


"I
know, it's mine," he sneered.  She squeaked and backed down. 
"Crawl back under your rock or put on your wings and fly away." 
She stomped off.  He looked at the staring people and grinned. 
"Someone's desk fun?" 


"We're
not really sure," McGee said.  "Tests?" 


"Yes! 
All weekend plus studying for the last week." 


"We
heard you were back in town but weren't certain," Ziva told him. 
"How did you do?" 


"I
think I aced everything," he said with a grin.  "I'd better have
or I have to retake one this summer."  Gibbs walked over with the
happiness and whining fairy woman.  "Gibbs, did you pick up a
sexually transmitted fairy princess?" 


Gibbs
looked at him.  "No vacation?" he asked dryly. 


"No,
tests all weekend."  He glared and she stomped off again. 
"Who is she?" 


"No
one knows," Gibbs admitted. 


Tony
stared at him.  "Did Vance hire her to remind him of Sheppard?" 


"Not
as far as we can tell," Ziva admitted. 


Tony
looked at the guard coming off the elevator with her.  "She comes
near me again and I'm shooting her grumpy ass," he told the guard.  "Considering
I spent all weekend doing standardized tests...." 


"Good
to have you back, DiNozzo."  He smirked at her.  "That's
his desk." 


"Who
is she?" Gibbs asked. 


The
guard shrugged.  "I think she's an intern.  That's what her ID
says." 


"Interns
are supposed to be silent and learn from the ones who've been doing it
forever," Tony told her.  "So sit down, shut up, and learn
something."  She whimpered.  He looked at Gibbs again. 
"So, I'm officially back as of start of shift tomorrow," he said with
a grin. "But Vance wanted a status update today so I'm doing that." 


"That's
fine," Gibbs said.  "Take the time to clear out your backlogged
email." 


"I
did that at two when things were swimming in front of my eyes and I needed a
break."  He yawned and stretched.  "I do have to report
they have a good treatment plan.  They have an antibody working toward the
new vaccine if someone's infected in an office." 


"The
mouthy little craphead you were working with?" Gibbs asked dryly. 


"House
or Xander?" 


"Xander." 
He shot him a dirty look.  "I'd rather see House in a jail." 


"That
cop was persecuting him for telling him the truth he didn't want to hear,
Gibbs." 


"I
heard.  How is his suit going?" 


"Quite
well.  The local PD fired that detective.  They're already begging
slightly.  Especially since Xander stopped a major assassin in
town."  He smirked.  "She wanted to meet him." 


"Did
anyone else get her?" Gibbs demanded. 


"Yup." 
He grinned.  "He knocked her out and called me to see who to
call." 


"Huh." 
Gibbs sat down.  "Vance is at Congress." 


"I'm
sorry for the guy."  He looked at Ziva.  "Were you bored
while I was gone?" 


"Not
really." 


McGee
laughed.  "Is Harris really a nice guy?" 


"Xander's
a great, goofy, sweet guy until someone screws with someone he considers his." 
McGee smirked at him.  "Yeah, that one that hit on me he got
too." 


"I
thought I heard that rumor," Ziva said smugly. 


"I
was asleep.  She had knocked me out.  Xander showed up to talk about
some classroom angst.  He had one fellow student who thinks he's hot shit
and isn't.  He keeps telling Xander he's a pushy construction worker
trying to get beyond his station.  Xander then proved that he had better
grades so the guy pouted and said it was favoritism due to his eye. 
Xander pointed out that he actually studied and had a career plan, that kid had
nothing but a lot of alcohol poisoning in his future.  The teacher broke
it up but agreed that Xander had good goals and very good grades but he was
pushy.  That's when Xander pointed out he knew what it was like to see the
project you had sweated over come to life and everyone pouted that they'd have
to wait and see it instead of helping or however." 


"Is
he switching schools?" Gibbs asked. 


"He
only has two more classes.  Then he can graduate with the A.S. in civil
engineering.  Which is what he needs for the career plan someone helped
him with." 


"Wonderful." 
He looked at him.  "Are you going to miss the little dickhead?" 


"I
talk to Xander all the time, Gibbs.  Even since I got back to DC two weeks
ago.  Xander's doing great and if he gets that frustrated he'll come down
for a weekend on my couch." 


"Huh. 
Still got the motorcycle?" 


"Yup,
and it's done him a lot of good.  Plus he's taken some sword lessons and
martial arts lessons since then." 


"Even
better.  I saw the thing last week."  Tony grimaced. 
"He good?" 


"Yeah. 
He had a day of calming down but otherwise it was fine.  No huge injuries
or anything." 


"That's
good to know.  Those girls?" 


"A
few bad injuries but they're all good." 


"Even
better."  Gibbs stared at him.  "Anything I should
know?" 


"Not
that I can think of." 


"Good. 
Make sure you're ready for tomorrow." 


"Yup,
all ready."  Vance came off the elevator up there.  "Ready
for me?" he called. 


"Give
me five minutes, DiNozzo."  He went into his office. 


Tony
shrugged and grinned at his teammates.  "So this May I am walking for
my new degree." 


"You
should get a new suit for that," McGee said.  "I did anytime I
got a new honor." 


"I've
already got one on order."  He grinned.  "It's a lovely
dark green suit that makes my eyes stand out wonderfully.  And a new black
one for the general graduation event." 


"You're
doing both?" Gibbs asked. 


"Yup."



"Huh." 
He finished up his current task and put the papers aside.  "There's
two new forms for you to learn." 


"Vance
sent me the new incident report form over that one arrest.  The other
is?" 


"Shooting
review form got changed," McGee said. 


"Better
or worse?" 


"Better,"
McGee said. 


"Wonderful." 
He stood up.  "Let me head up to give a status report and I'll see
you both in the morning."  He strolled up there.  The intern was
following him so he gave her a dirty look.  "I don't need a hand
holder."  She shrugged.  "We're going to be talking about
personal matters that you have no need to know about, little girl.  Go
back downstairs before I throw you off them."  She stomped off. 
He walked into the office.  "Is that intern Sheppard's revenge? 
Or possessing her?" 


"I
think she is possessed," he admitted.  "No one can tell." 


"I
know how to do an exorcism.  Xander made sure of it."  He shut
the door.  "So." 


"How
did you do?" 


"The
tests?  I'm fairly certain I did excellent unless I messed up the bubble
form.  Well above the needed grade.  Have you heard
differently?" 


"You
know very well no one's going to hear the results for another month." 


"I
know."  He grinned.  "My ones from earlier are impressive
yet slightly mundane.  These should be about the same." 


"So
that leaves a problem, DiNozzo.  There's no way you can cover up a year
like you're going to have." 


"I
know.  I'm thinking.  It may depend on my first case.  Or the
next time I get shot." 


"Good
point, that did happen a lot.  That concussion damage?" 


"I
did another CT last month and the damage is holding steady but I'm highly encouraged
to never get another one." 


"I
think we'd all like that." 


"I
do and House has promised to make me quit and go back." 


"Good. 
It's good you have a firm mentor."  He looked at him. 
"That trial's outcome?" 


"He
was found guilty and I ruined him like hell," he said with a grin. 


"I
saw that."  He sighed.  "Gibbs isn't sure if you're coming
back." 


"He
tends to be able to read me pretty well."  He went into the bathroom
and came out with the ice bucket full of water he was blessing.   He
opened the office door and threw the water on the intern, making her scream,
smoke, and run off.  "I'll do an exorcism later," he called
after her.  "Unless you leave her alone of your own free
will."  The smoke around her thickened and she started to choke as
the ghost came out. 


Tony
watched, making sure she didn't die from it.  She end up on her knees but
it was fine.  He walked over and helped her up.  "Take her to
Ducky.  She was possessed," he told the waiting guard.  "Or
make me go get more holy water."  The guard hurried off with
her.  Tony walked back into the office and shut the door.  "So,
anyway," he said dryly. 


Vance
snorted.  "I could send you as an agent afloat, let you get your year
there." 


"I
have an open invitation to Bethesda and PPTH.  Plus, I'd end up getting
boat sick." 


"That's
a good point."  Abby rushed in with a squeal to hug him. 


"Hi." 
He hugged her.  "I missed you.  I should've had you come help me
study the other day." 


She
looked at him.  "Why were you studying?" 


"Tests."



"Eww." 
She cuddled him again.  "We missed you." 


"I
missed you too.  Oh, and Xander said hi."  She grinned.  He
smirked back.  "I'm officially here tomorrow." 


"That's
cool.  I saw the one you took the demon out of." 


"Yup,
it was very helpful.  She was following me around." 


"Probably
Sheppard."  She cuddled him again, glaring at Vance. 
"Don't make him go away again." 


"I
went because I needed to go," Tony told her. 


"I
know but still.  He was talking about sending you to a boat." 


"It's
going to be fine, Abby.  I was looking for a way to use some new skills he
has," Vance told her.  "He has a lot of skills that could go to
good use on a ship." 


She
shook her head.  "Gibbs will be more grumpy and no amount of coffee
will save us."  She looked at Tony.  "Dinner tonight?"



"I
can host dinner tonight.  I'll have time to pick up something and the
books."  She grinned and let him go, going to tell Gibbs.  Tony
grinned.  "She missed me." 


"Yes
she did.  So did the coffee shop."  He smirked.  "You
sure?" 


"I
hate boats." 


"All
right.  I need to know when you do." 


"I
know.  I'll do what I can, Director." 


"Thank
you, DiNozzo.  Have fun tomorrow." 


"I'll
try really hard, Director."  He strolled out.  "What'm I
making?" he asked his team. 


"Fish,"
McGee said.  "It's been a while." 


"I
can do that."  He headed to the fish market he liked and then home to
hide all his textbooks.  That was not how he wanted to break the news
about him getting his MD. 


***



Tony
looked up from his cooking when McGee walked into his kitchen. 
"Problems?" 


"Gibbs
just found an MCAT test book." 


"I'm
thinking." 


"He's
not happy." 


"Gibbs?"
he called, walking that way.  "McGee, turn those when they're brown,
tan brown not dark brown."  Gibbs looked up from flipping through a
textbook.  He took it and put it onto the shelf.  "I took that
back at Ohio State, that's just the updated one." 


"You're
thinking about going that way?" 


"I've
taken a few classes here and there.  Including virology after the
plague."  He stared at him.  "I'm thinking." 


"That
would seriously hamper cases," he said dryly. 


"It
could." 


"It's
a lot of money, DiNozzo." 


"I
have ways of paying for it and an education trust fund that I don't have a kid
to pass on to yet."  He shrugged.  "I'd actually only need
about a year's worth of classes with what I took here and there."  He
walked off. 


"Residency?"
Gibbs demanded, following him.  "Fellowships?" 


"Definitely." 
He grinned.  "But that's after classes." 


Gibbs
stared at him.  "That's what you were taking tests for." 


"Yeah,
actually I was.  I'm still thinking."  He found his prior
results and showed them off with a grin.  "Earlier this spring. 
There's two sets." 


Gibbs
stared at him.  "Only if you're nearer to graduation." 


"Well,
technically I am.  So in about a month I'll know what sort of chances I
stand.  And if I ever get another concussion, Doctor House has promised to
steal me back."  He took the spatula and turned the fish over. 
"Start the rice, McGee." 


"Sure. 
You're seriously taking medical classes?"  He poured rice into the
measuring device on the rice steamer. 


"I
took some back at Ohio State.  Especially after I broke my leg. 
After the plague I took a few of the virology ones.  Add some of the saffron,
just a few pieces."  McGee nodded and did that then closed the rice
steamer.  "Water."  McGee added some and it was
started.  Tony looked at Gibbs.  "I can't always get injured
like I have been, boss.  They're saying I have damage from all the concussions."



"Serious
damage?" McGee asked.  "You've had more than most people outside
of boxers." 


"That's
what damage I'm starting to show," Tony admitted.  "Which is why
Doctor House is going to steal my cute ass if I ever get another one." 


Gibbs
considered that.  "If that's what you want to do.  Are you going
to leave NCIS for your residency?" 


"Vance
asked if I wanted to do my residency on a boat." 


"That
would drive you nuts," Gibbs decided.  Tony grinned and nodded. 
"Seriously, how close are you, DiNozzo?"  McGee left them alone.



"I'm
getting my MD in May," he said, staring at him.  "The night
after my MBA."  Gibbs gaped.  "I just completed all those
other hours by doing multiple ones at the same time.  You only have to
complete so many hours in each section and I was doing eighty hour weeks. 
It's good practice for my next year, which is going to be a bitch." 


"Are
you?" 


"I
don't know.  I can take a year off.  I have a standing offer at
Bethesda or up at PPTH."  He smiled.  "That depends on how
soon I get hurt again." 


"I'd
hope not at all." 


"I
haven't went six months without one yet," he pointed out. 


"Good
point."  He considered it.  "So you're going to be Doctor
DiNozzo come May."  Tony grinned and nodded, fussing with the
fish.  "Why not tell me?" 


"Sheppard."



"Oh." 
He nodded.  "I can understand that.  You really took some at
Ohio State?" 


"Yeah. 
That's where I took all the Ortho classes.  I have a choice between Ortho,
Virology, or just a regular doc who stitches agents up after hours." 


"That
would be handy.  Less risk of problems, mostly.  Virology could get
you dead." 


"Yup,
and Ortho could help me see the world."  He grinned. 
"Doing some good charity work.  I just haven't decided yet." 


"Most
people know what they want to be when they grow up by your age, DiNozzo." 


Tony
grinned.  "I did.  And then things got dangerous; while I love
NCIS, I need things that won't get me dead from a gunshot wound or another
concussion."  He smirked.  "And you had no reason to be
going through my closet, Gibbs." 


"Abby
found it and squeaked." 


Tony
rolled his eyes.  "Fine.  Quit being so nosy."  He
started to plate things, checking on the rice.  "Few more minutes on
that but that'll give the fish time to rest."  He put some waxed
paper over it to keep it moist and warm then handed Gibbs dishes. 
"Set the table." 


Gibbs
walked out to do that.  Abby was looking worried so he nodded. 
"He did.  That's what he's doing this May."  She pouted. 


Tony
came out with the fish.  "I do have the option of doing them at
Bethesda and keeping part-time hours at NCIS but that's going to be a hellish
year." 


"I
missed something," Ziva complained. 


"Tony's
about to get his MD," Abby said.  "Is that why Vance wanted to
put you on a ship?" 


"Yup." 
He came back out with the bowl of rice.  "It'd keep me within NCIS
and I could end up Ducky's intern or something probably.  Which isn't the
field I'm interested in."  He went to get tea and came out with the
pitcher.  "I can do them at Bethesda, or I can do them at
PPTH."  He sat down.  "I have two months to figure out
where I'm doing them or if I'm deferring to next year."  They all
nodded. 


"Was
there really a blood scare?" Abby asked.  Gibbs and Tony both
nodded.  "Wow." 


"So
I took the time to do all my in-school mandated hours up there instead of after
hours and on weekends off."  He passed around the fish to everyone
then started on the rice.  "Saffron rice."  Ziva
smiled.  "The nurses at Bethesda might be very confused and think I'm
there for another concussion.  That I'm wandering the halls or
something." 


"They
asked why they hadn't seen you the last time I was in with an injury,"
McGee sighed. 


"I
am unforgettable," Tony teased. 


"They
missed the complaining and the movie quotes," Gibbs said. 


"I'm
a very good patient most of the time," Tony assured them.  Gibbs
snorted.  "I acted up a lot for you guys so I could get some peace
and quiet." 


Gibbs
glared.  "Uh-huh."  Tony smiled as he dug in. 
"What about his other fellows?" 


"He
just fired everyone," Tony admitted.  "He does that every now
and then.  Chase is in his field in the ICU's.  Cameron's in the ER's
and I think Foreman's in the clinic."  He got up when someone knocked
on the door, looking through the peephole before opening it.  "Tim."



"Tony,
can you please instruct my boyfriend that I need things done a certain
way.  I have no idea why he's not doing them, beyond to irritate me."



"Most
likely it's like why I used to taunt you by switching your shirts
around."  Tim sighed, shaking his head.  "Come into the
bedroom, guys, and we'll talk for a few minutes."  He waved at the
team.  "My present team."  He closed the door once they
were in there.  "Is it attention seeking?  That's what broke us
up," he said quietly.  "That he didn't pay hardly any attention
to me." 


The
new boyfriend nodded.  "May be I am acting out because we never talk,
do anything, go anywhere.  Hell, I don't even get sex regularly
anymore." 


"He'll
start getting protective soon too."  They both looked at him. 
"You're not OCD." 


"Those
ways make sense to me." 


"It's
an artificial order.  If I wash the glasses first, there's no room for the
plates.  If I wash the plates and bowls first, then the glasses can go on
top." 


"Yes
but then they can break.  You could put them up between." 


"They're
never dry and using the towel leaves streaks or hair or things." 


"I
suppose." 


"Doing
it my way works since you won't put in a dishwasher." 


"It's
a temporary house." 


The
boyfriend stared at him.  "I was not aware of that.  I told you
I didn't want to move away from my parents.  They need me to look after
them.  They're old and not able to do a lot on their own.  I can't do
that if we move." 


Tim
sighed.  "This may not work out then.  I'll be moving to Hong
Kong in six months." 


His
boyfriend shook his head.  "You have fun then.  My parents are
more important than any lover or boyfriend or husband.  They raised me to
take care of my kin above all else.  Family's more important than sex or a
piece of ass." 


"I..."
Tim started. 


Tony
stared at him.  "That same thing is what broke us up," he
pointed out gently.  "You have to give and take in a relationship,
Tim.  A mate is more than a piece of ass you wooed.  You wouldn't do
this to your partners." 


"I'd
expect a wife to go with me." 


"I
think she'd probably have heard about that before I did," the boyfriend
snapped.  He sat on the foot of Tony's bed with a sigh.  "I
can't leave my parents." 


"There's
people...."  His mate glared and he backed down. 


"There's
people for those that don't have a family and have families that weren't raised
right," he said firmly.  "What would you do if it was our
child?" 


"We
can't make a child between us," he said dryly. 


"Rosenburg
promised Xander she would if he decided he liked a guy that way," Tony
said dryly.  "Beyond that, he's right, Tim.  If it was a wife
and your kid was in special needs boarding school, would you do the same?"



"They
can travel." 


Tony
stared at him.  "That's cold.  That's very cold." 


"You
never understood me," he complained. 


"No,
you never understood everyone else," Tony countered. 
"Relationships take work.  It takes compromise and talking and
keeping things interesting.  If you don't believe me, go ask Gibbs. 
He's been divorced three times, which is where you're heading." 


"Maybe
I'll try Harris.  He seems simpler." 


"He's
going to work with Rodney and John," Tony said with a smile.  Tim
shuddered.  "Beyond that, you'd have to give in for when he needed to
be doing things with the Council.  Not like he's going to put off a battle
for sex." 


"Maybe
I'll just stop dating then," he pouted. 


"You
just need to figure out how to have a partnership, Tim.  A marriage is a
partnership.  Like you have in the business.  You have to
communicate, work together, and keep things going happily.  It can't just
be about you.  It's about the *both* of you." 


"I'm
not suited to this." 


Tony
smacked him on the head like Gibbs did to him.  Tim gave him a horrified
look.  "Shut up.  The pity party is just so you can get one last
good fucking in."  He stared at him.  "Why even take a mate
if you knew this?  I'm sure he said he needed to stay by his parents at
least once."  The boyfriend nodded.  "Then why do it? 
Was it vanity?  Was it a status thing?  Was it just your ego being
blown?" 


"I...."



"You
did the same shit with me," Tony reminded him. "My career goals
weren't important.  What I wanted wasn't important.  You didn't even
care if I liked what you got me for my birthday." 


"You
two were together that long?" the boyfriend asked. 


"Two
years." 


"I
would've taken good care of you." 


"A
man who sits on his ass all day is nothing," Tony countered.  Tim
huffed off.  Tony looked at him.  "If you don't go back with him
he'll lock you out." 


"I'm
filing the forms tomorrow."  He followed. 


"Hire
them a bodyguard," Tony called after him. 


"I
am.  I know."  He slammed the front door on his way out. 


Tony
sat down at the table with a sigh.  "He's selfish and wants a trophy
husband." 


"Ummmm,"
McGee said.  "I don't want to ask." 


"College. 
He didn't want me to go to the academy."  He ate a bite of rice. 


"There
were rumors," Gibbs told the others.  Tony nodded.  "The
person who did that?" 


"He's
so very sorry." 


"Good." 
Gibbs ate a bite.  "How do you know people like that?" 


"I
went to school with them.  Didn't we have this talk?" Tony quipped,
eating a bite. 


"How
is Xander handling being alone up there?" Ziva asked. 


"He's
frustrated and pissed at one of his fellow students today and the stupidity of
favoritism by the teacher.  Xander had to go to the chair of the
department to have him look over their projects.  The chair agreed, Xander
had the better one.  It was more comprehensive, it had real life
applications and samples.  The other guy was theoretical and dumb. 
But the teacher is his uncle.  Xander got warned it was a dangerous trend
to start but Xander pointed out all he wanted was what he had earned.  He
had worked hard on that project and deserved an honest grade.  The chair
agreed and took all grading from him.  It went to his assistant, who hates
Xander for being a former construction worker, but he'll grade fairly,
mostly."  He ate another bite. 


"People
like that annoy me," Gibbs said. 


"Him
too.  Fortunately he has the piddling mandatories left."  Gibbs
smirked.  "We helped him get ready to test out of some things." 


"Good
of you," Ziva said.  "Is he going to be coming to DC?" 


"He's
going to a speciality building project if he can keep his grades up." 


"Interesting." 
She dug in again.  "This is very well seasoned fish, Tony." 


"Thank
you."  He smiled.  "It's not a hard dish but it's a very
filling one and I got enough for a Basque seafood stew tomorrow."  He
finished up and went into the kitchen.  "I bought a pie." 


"Ooh,
pie," Abby said, cleaning up her plate and helping clean up the table so
they could have dessert. 


***



Xander
looked up from his test taking when he heard a familiar voice outside.  He
smiled and finished, handing it to the scowling teacher after he took a picture
of it.  "He's the guy that wanted me to do this."  He left,
going to greet Rodney.  "Hi." 


"Xander." 
He smiled.  "Come tell me how it's going?" 


"It's
going okay.  A few jealousy issues because I have something to do after
this." 


"He's
uppity," a teacher complained, coming out.  "Always with the
'that can't happen'." 


Xander
looked at her.  "You thought falling beams would float?" 
Rodney snorted, shaking his head.  "You can ask Rodney, there's a Law
of Gravity that makes sure it falls." 


"Whatever."



Xander
sighed.  "I only have a math and an english class to take," he
said.  "As long as my tests are graded fairly." 


"I
got your last few report cards and the last few projects.  Very nice work,
Xander."  He walked him off, going to talk to the department chair. 


Xander
smiled.  "This is Doctor McKay, he's the guy who wanted me to come
here." 


"Mr.
Harris is an interesting, practical student with a good view of reality. 
A few of our students hate that but they needed to see it." 


"Quite
if the teacher believes beams won't fall." 


"I
pointed out that she had forgotten to take into account safety measures that
OSHA would require around building sites," Xander said, sitting
down.  "That you had to have so much clearance in case there was a
fall.  That you had to include safety gear in your designs.  That you
had to include some worker comfort things too, like a water hose or a ice
tank.  And I got sneered at.  Apparently doing the job wasn't good
enough for her." 


"She's
sticking up for that other teacher, Mr. Harris." 


"It's
not my fault he was coddling his nephew." 


"No,
it's not."  He smiled at Rodney.  "He's got a very
interesting skill mix." 


"Xander's
going to a specialty building program I know of when he's through with
you.  Will that be soon?" 


"He
has two classes.  If he can pass his tests tonight, yes." 
Xander showed him the picture of the test.  "I did like that I
allowed you to do that.  Purple ink?" 


"My
black pen ran out." 


"Interesting. 
I doubt they can match it."  He went over it, nodding.  He went
to get it from the teachers, who were all complaining.  "Yes, that's
called the real world, which our students will all have to live in very
shortly," he told them.  "That's why we're a community college
instead of a full four-year and higher.  We're meant to be teaching them
real world skills so they can get better jobs.  He's what we're supposed
to be doing.  Not playing favorites for our relatives."  They
slunk back to their offices.  He took the rest of the tests too. 
He'd have a long night but the boy's could get done first so he could go
home.  That McKay guy seemed pretty intense and paying a lot of attention
to the boy. 


He
wasn't sure if there wasn't more than a *mentor* thing going. 


***



McKay
let Xander drive him back, though he hated the motorcycle, much too unsafe for
his tastes, but it was nice that the boy was finally relaxed.  Now all he
had to do was pass an english and a math class.  Which he was apparently
doing online.  He showed him those and sent them to the department chair
to see if they would count.  McKay settled in and let Xander fuss over
him.  "You're not my husband," he teased with a smile. 


"No
but I'm a fussing person by nature apparently."  He sat down. 
"The house is lonely, I need a dog." 


"If
you get a dog you'd have to give him up when you came with us." 


Xander
nodded.  "I know, which is why I don't have a dog."  Rodney
smirked, sipping his tea.  "No lemons.  It's mint tea and I read
the label before I made it." 


"No,
it's very good, Xander."  Xander grinned.  "You know,
John's back down." 


"Really? 
I said I'd make us a picnic if he wanted since last time I had to leave for a
problem and he had to leave for a problem." 


Rodney
smiled.  "He'll be out here tomorrow." 


"I
don't have class tomorrow."  His laptop beeped so he leaned over to
answer it.  "Is Walter someone you know?" 


"Yes." 
He took it to read.  "That's excellent.  The General has
accepted your scores and is awaiting your final ones."  Xander beamed
at him.  Rodney put the laptop down.  "John will be most pleased."



"Okay. 
I'd like that." 


"Good. 
I knew you two would get along." 


Xander
nodded.  "We seem a lot alike and he does some wicked
things."  Rodney grinned and finished his tea.  "Did you
need to stay over?  I can change the sheets on the bed and sleep on the
couch." 


"There's
beds at the club, Xander." 


"Yes,
but I don't think most of them are for sleeping." 


"There's
a few for sleeping."  He smiled.  The boy relaxed again. 
"Why don't you go shower?  We can go tonight."  Xander
hopped up and did that, taking some bread in with him to nibble on. 
"We can eat dinner on the way." 


"Then
I'd have to bring my toothbrush." 


"They
make things to handle that.  We'll eat on the way there, Xander." 


"Yes,
Rodney."  He came to the doorway of the bathroom.  "Can we
not go anywhere too high class?" he asked hesitantly. 


Rodney
smiled.  "I won't let you talk me into fast food but we'll go
somewhere moderately decent."  Xander smiled and went back to
cleaning himself up.  He considered that request and texted John, who told
him why.  Xander wasn't ever really taught how to react to being in
public, being watched, or anything like that.  "Ah," he said
quietly.  "Well, it's something we can work on," he
decided.  He heard the razor and smiled.  "He won't be here
until tomorrow." 


"I
still need to shave." 


"If
you want to."  Xander hopped into the shower and came out ten minutes
later smelling nicer and clean, with very wet hair.  He went into his
bedroom, working on his hair.  "Blow dryer," Rodney
ordered.  Xander sighed but did that, letting Rodney show him the easy way
to do that.  "Didn't learn that from the girls?" 


"They
had their hair ready by the time I saw them." 


"Yes,
most women would."  He helped him finish getting dressed by changing
his shirt for something nicer.  Then Rodney decided on a simple
thing.  Applebee's.  It was decent enough.  On the way to the
club.  Wasn't too high brow so if he slipped no one would gasp and point
fingers, plus Rodney could work on the simpler things if he needed him to. 
John would appreciate that for dinners out.  Xander called them a cab and
they went there.  Xander even offered to pay, which was sweet of
him.  It turned out Xander had to concentrate very hard on his table
manners so Rodney made him relax and helped him move them to a more natural
state.  The boy was absolutely shy with any attention tonight but that was
all right. 


Halfway
through dessert, John walked in and sat down next to Xander, taking Rodney's
fork to share it with him.  "The general is very happy." 
Xander smiled at him.  John grinned back.  "He even gave me an
extra day off to come recruit you and have you sign a lot of paperwork." 


"Should
I put the place up for sale?" 


"No,
you can keep it as long as someone pays your taxes.  It'll be good to have
a refuge from everything," Rodney said.  He ate his ice cream. 
It was excellent.  Xander was trying too hard again but John was
comfortably stealing bites from his cake so it made the boy relax. 
Afterward, Xander did pay, got John a sundae to go with a grin for him, and
Xander called them a cab.  That sundae.... well it made a nice Xander
topping for John to tease him with.  Rodney got to play with Tony for a
bit since he was up to talk to House. 


This
time no one was interrupting John's fun time.  He needed it after the last
few months on Atlantis and he was wound up way too tightly.  Xander proved
that he understood that by being a horrible tease and then letting John do
whatever he wanted, within reason, but all for both their fun.  Xander
rested, with cuddles, before shifting to give John a long massage.  John
went limp, letting Xander take care of him.  It was nice to have that sort
of attention. 


***



John
looked at Xander in the morning, staring at him across the table. 
"Did you hear that your last two classes got accepted?" 


"I
was waiting on that information."  He ate a bite of egg.  Then
swallowed.  "Are we sure?" 


"I'm
certain."  He smiled.  "That means you can do the
graduation in a few weeks."  Xander beamed at him.  "Do you
want to come up now?" 


"I
can do that.  I don't have much tying me here until next spring." 


"We've
worked out a few things.  Next spring's not supposed to be bad from what
they've said and learned.  Our general gave the Council someone to help
with training the girls."  Xander nodded.  "If they heard
that this spring was going to be bad, he'd tell our general, who would let us
know.  That way you could come back.  It's part of your
contract."  Xander smiled at him for that.  "So it's up to
you if you want to wait a little while or want to go sooner." 


"I
can go sooner but I probably need to pick up some stuff." 


"You
do," he agreed with a smile.  "We can do that in Colorado
Springs or here." 


"I
don't really think it's going to matter to jeans and t-shirts.  I can't
find a good pair of work boots without going to the city.  I've been
looking and haven't found any." 


"Denver
has a few very nice shops."  Xander smiled at that.  "Do
you have someone you trust to look over things for you?" 


"I
have no idea how to do that.  And.... Do I have to tell anyone about what
I inherited?" 


"If
you decide to marry, you might want to clue them in that you're not poor but
there's no laws or rules saying that you have to let your mate handle it. 
Or that you have to combine it.  You should always have a prenup anyway. 
Even among the society there's idiots like that." 


Xander
nodded.  "I can agree to that.  So if I find someone who'll pay
house and bike taxes for me and all that?" 


"That'd
be good.  You can even rent out the house and put your bike and stuff you
can't bring in storage if you want.  Even out there.  We can have the
bike moved." 


"We
can?" 


"Yeah,
there's a way to do that."  He smiled.  "Want help?" 


"Please,"
he said quietly. 


"Then
we can do that."  He grinned.  "Finish up.  It'll take
a few hours of running around."  Xander nodded and finished up then
went to shower, clean up, and change clothes.  They went to Xander's place
to get all his papers and then went to see a financial manger in a company John
trusted.  They did his, they could do Xander's.  John walked them
into the office.  "This is Mr. Harris.  He's going to be joining
my military project for a while as a civilian helper." 


"We
have special people who can handle military accounts, sir."  She
smiled and paged one, bringing him out. 


John
smiled and shook his hand.  "Colonel John Sheppard and this is Xander
Harris.  He's joining our project in a few weeks." 


"Come
to my office and I'll see what I can do to help him."  He smiled at
them.  They were adorable together.  Xander had his bank account
information, the title to his house, his bike, and the storage area he already
had.  He laid out what they could do, and what would need to be handled
the most.  Xander agreed with most of it but John wanted his bike moved
closer for him and the storage area sealed so that no one but him could get
into it.  They arranged for the automatic draw of that, the taxes, and the
bike's taxes, insurance, and all that.  The bike's move was arranged by
the manager as well.  Xander agreed to their tiny fee plan and it was good
for a year. 


***



Rodney
met John and Xander back at his place.  "I'm surprised you didn't go
on the bike," he teased. 


"Later. 
This time we had papers," John said.  "He's got someone
overseeing his accounts." 


"Excellent. 
Did we tell the bank?" 


"I
did," Xander said.  "We paused there on the way back." 


"Excellent. 
Let's pack what you need to bring and the rest can go into storage." 


"Um...."
he said, heading for the bedroom. 


"Yes,
I already saw your closet floor, Xander," Rodney said dryly.  "I
noticed them last night." 


"Oops,"
he muttered.  "The rest are in the garage." 


"They
can go in your storage area.  Today," John said, shaking his
head.  "Guns?" 


"That
as well." 


John
went to look.  "Illegal," John said bluntly. 


"Apocalypses."



"No! 
If you get caught they'll put you in jail, Xander." 


"But..."



"Put
it in the Council's armory." 


"They
have a dweeb in control." 


"I
don't care.  It's that or I'm taking them back to the base and they won't
let it go for apocalypses." 


"Fine." 
Xander made a pile in the garage and called Cleveland.  John and Rodney
worked on a list of what he'd need to bring.  "Tools," Xander
called up the stairs.  "They're all down here." 


John
came jogging down the stairs to look that over.  "That's a good set
of tools.  We can have that brought up."  He smiled and took a
kiss before heading back up there.  One of the coven appeared and
stared.  Xander grinned.  "He's allowing you to hold them in
case they're needed for a battle," John called as he walked. 


"They
didn't want us to have anything that heavy, Xander," the elder witch
said.  Xander put on Willow's hiding charm.  It felt of Willow's
magic.  "That could help.  I'll let Buffy know once I get it
back there."  Xander smiled.  "Are you moving again?" 


"I'm
going to join John's project for a year.  They need the construction
help." 


"That's
charming of you to do, dear."  She took it with her, going to tell
Buffy but not the armory agent.  He was a bit uptight.  Giles took
control of it and put it into his office closet for now.  That way it was
handy in case they needed it but not confiscated. 


***



Xander
stepped off the plane a bit greener than usual.  "Way up high,"
he said quietly. 


"It's
something you'll get used to, Xander." 


"Maybe
it's the water versus air issue," Rodney said. 


"That
could be," John agreed.  He helped Xander to the car waiting on
them.  "Xander, this is our general." 


"Sir,"
Xander said, shaking his hand.  "Thank you for wanting me." 


"We
need good, qualified help.  What do you know about their project?" 


Xander
smiled.  "I've been asking around.  I've gotten plans and all
that I could from the demon networks." 


"They
would've been around when she was here the first time," Rodney
admitted.  "Plans?" 


"They're
on the computer.  Someone scanned the book in for me since it's falling
apart and it's on another plane." 


"Wonderful." 
Rodney smiled.  "We'll finish outfitting him this week so he can do
his orientation." 


"That'll
work.  Does he need the infirmary?" 


"I'm
not really used to flying," Xander said quietly. 


"You'll
do fine, kid."  He turned around and drove them off.  John and
Rodney helped Xander with the mass of paperwork he had.  Then they
assigned him a base room.  His tools would be out the next day, shipped so
they were in crates.  John sent a message ahead to get a room ready to
store them and one for Xander to live in.  Then he and Rodney took him to
Denver for the night. 


It
was an hour away.  They had a lot of shops that Xander might need to
hit.  Including a nice store that catered to the more physically working
fields.  Xander got two pairs of work boots, a lot of jeans and t-shirts,
and some more underwear.  They helped him buy a better computer with a lot
more storage and memory.  Rodney transferred everything over.  They
also got a few extra external hard drives so Rodney could get movies and more
music. 


Xander
seemed to like music.  He had a varied collection.  John added to his
list of what he should try.  Which he seemed to like so he got all those
off i-tunes.  Xander also downloaded a lot of movies for them, including
some quirky choices.  His old laptop could go up with them on the trip
while this one got packed with the tools.  Rodney got his own external
drives to get more music he liked, books he wanted, and a few new movies as
well.  It was a good trip. 


***



Willow
appeared in front of Xander, staring at him.  "Military?" 


"They're
the good guys, Willow.  Not like Finn." 


She
grimaced.  "Still." 


"They
do important work and protect us just as much.  They're so classified even
the demon network doesn't know all that they do but they all agreed it was
protecting us." 


"Fine,
I guess."  She sighed.  "Buffy said we should get you a
going away present." 


"I'll
be back in a year." 


"That's
good."  She held up the bag.  "You're probably allowed a
personal carry-on." 


"Yeah,
one." 


She
let him see it and explained the uses to him.  Buffy had already put some
soda and twinkies in there for him.  He sniffled but hugged her.  She
left and Xander went to spend a lot in Sam's Club.  That bag got put into
the personal bag.  He knew Rodney said they ran out of coffee so he added
some of that as well.  He was finishing his packing when John knocked and
walked in.  "Willow gave me a present." 


"That's
great."  He smiled and tipped Xander's chin up with a finger. 
"We should talk." 


"You
don't like me and it'll become awkward?" he asked quietly. 


"No!" 
He sat down beside him.  "What would you think about going to the
local house tonight?" 


"Is
it any different?" 


"No. 
A different layout and things.  Different people."  Xander
shrugged and pulled out clothes.  John stopped him.  "What about
wearing my pendant?" 


Xander
stared at him.  "Are you sure?  I mean you haven't even known me
that long.  I could get really irritating.  Anya said I was now and
then.  Especially when I got bouncy and hyper and babbled." 


"I
don't mind babbling," John said calmly, making Xander calm down. 
"You'd actually be my first consort but I was married before." 


"Wow." 
Xander took a deep breath and considered it.  He nodded.  "I
think if you're ready I can do that," he said finally.  "But I
don't want things to get awkward so we need to keep talking to each other and
things like that." 


"We
will," John promised with a smile.  "You sure?  This means
the altar room and all that."  Xander shivered.  John
smirked.  "It was like that for most of us."  He
winked.  "Get pretty for me, Xander." 


"I
should shave." 


"I
don't mind."  Xander looked at him.  "Really.  I don't
mind you not shaving."  Xander nodded and went to shower and change
clothes.  John was already in street wear so they left together and went
to the club.  John walked in with Xander on his arm. 
"Higher," he greeted with a nod and a smile. 


"John. 
Welcome back. I've heard you've been in New Jersey."  He looked at
the young man.  "And our youngest consort." 


"They
wanted me to meet Xander and they were right, we do hit it off very
well."  He looked at Xander, who kissed him on the ear.  John
smiled at him.  "I believe we're ready and we're leaving in two
days." 


"You
have the right of the altar room then.  I'll get what I need." 
He left them to walk that way together. 


John
led him back to this one.  Xander kissed each statue and so did John, then
he undressed Xander.  He kissed him, making Xander relax.  John
stripped down and Xander skimmed his hands over his body, making John
shiver.  "It'll be great, Xander." 


"I
know it will be."  He smiled.  John grinned back.  The Higher
came in so John helped Xander up onto the altar, helping him onto his
knees.  John got up behind him and slowly prepared him with the holy oil
they used.  Xander was whimpering and shifting against his fingers, which
was very pretty.  He finally managed to get inside Xander and the Higher
chanted and prayed over their union, keeping it up while John rode Xander into
an explosive orgasm on the altar.  Then John pulled back and let his own
hit it. 


"It
is done and you two are bound," he intoned.  Xander rested his head
against the altar.  John soothed him by stroking up his back with a
trembling hand.  He helped them down and got them into a room to
recover.  The pendant John had put here for when he was ready was brought
to them.  "Xander, John designed this for you," he said, handing
it to John.  Then he left them alone. 


John
untied the ribbon around the box.  "They always ask us to design a
first bonding sign."  He smiled as he opened it, taking out the small
medallion on the sturdy chain.  He put it around Xander's neck, watching
him sniffle and look at it.  Xander mugged him for a kiss and it was
nicer.  More calm.  Xander was more centered.  John was more
centered.  They could do a lot for Atlantis together and even more for
each other. 


***



The
ship finally docked and Xander walked off with Rodney, going over what needed
to be done.  John was following them.  He smiled at the people there
to meet them.   "Hi, Xander Harris." 


"New
scientist?" he asked, checking the list. 


"No,
I'm your construction guy to fix the damage." 


The
man in front of him smiled.  "We heard Rodney hand-picked you,
Xander.  Is that what you prefer?" 


"Yup,
I like Xander.  I'm used to answering to it."  He grinned. 
"Do we have a work space for the tools?" 


"We
do.  When they're offloaded you can unpack them." 


"He
can unpack them later," Rodney ordered.  "We'll get the new
computer out of them with the hard drives."  The guy grinned at
him.  "Yes, of course we'll share movies and music." 


"And
I bought some other e-books that I thought I might want to read," Xander
offered.  "But they're all fantasy novels." 


"That
might be nice," he decided.  "Sir, he's on your corridor, six up
from you," he said. 


"I
can do that," John agreed.  "Put all his stuff in there and
we'll be going over the critical repair needs first in the morning after
breakfast." 


"Boot
camp?" he asked. 


Xander
stared at him.  "Well, technically I was possessed once by a soldier
who was going to end up going Special Forces once he made it past PFC,"
Xander said with a grin.  "I'm very good with weapons and protecting
myself.  I've seen stranger than the wraith too." 


"How? 
On earth?" 


"I
worked with the slayers."  He shrugged and walked around him. 
"If I need to I'll do it but let me get the critical repairs out of the
way before they endanger lives.  You guys do too much to be taken out by
an outlet fire." 


"Yeah,
he has," John said with a grin.  "He'll get it after the
critical ones." 


"Okay,
you're in charge," he agreed. 


"I'm
going to be working on his hand-to-hand as well," John said with a
grin.  "He needs some work there."  He took Xander to his
room and got him settled in.  "I know it's officially stated that we
can't be together on base," he told Xander, who grinned.  "We'll
sneak around." 


"Okay. 
However you want to work that out." 


John
took a quick kiss.  "Toss your bags on the bed."  Xander
did that and put his computer on the desk so John could show him around. 
He had went over the basics on the ship ride up. 


***



Rodney
walked into the lab that night.  "I'm back, thank you for not making
anything explode in a permanent way." 


"A
one eyed former construction worker?" one of his people demanded. 


Rodney
stared at him.  "He's here to fix all those things we don't have time
to fix.  Like the corroded wiring."  He shrank back at
that.  "Yes, he does have one eye.  He lost it right before an
apocalypse battle.  Xander has actually seen worse than the wraith, knows
weapons, knows tactics, and is a bit experienced with ancient weapons.  I
designed his curriculum myself so he'd be the best we could have and do
need.  Any other stupid questions?" 


"No,"
he said, frowning.  "What was he, Rambo?" 


"He
worked with a slayer." 


"He's
Council?" he demanded, glaring at him. 


"No,
the former Council is no more.  He was working with the one in the field
against their wishes.  You can ask him later on if you're more
polite.  Xander has been shown to take out threats to the slayers." 


"Plural?"



"For
many years," Xander said as he walked in with a hard drive. 
"Since my tenth grade year when I did CPR on Buffy.  And then Willow
activated the rest for the First Evil shit."  He stared at him. 
"I've seen worse than the wraith and I'm fully prepared to do whatever I
have to do to help you guys.  But for now, let me fix the critical things
so lights quit going out and all that.  Okay?" 


"You're
that Harris?"  Xander smirked and nodded.  "Why?" 


"Someone
thought I'd do good and told Rodney." 


"Oh." 
He grimaced.  "Well at least you won't faint." 


"No,
I'm more likely to attack than faint.  That whole white knight
thing."  He waved a hand and held up the hard drive.  "You
didn't take a copy of the books?" 


"Oh,
the plans."  He hooked it into his computer to look at them. 
Xander pointed out a few.  "They need translated." 


"That's
the second half of that file.  I worked on it myself.  It's not my
best language so I put it after the original."  He looked at
him.  "That way if I messed up a few words you could compare." 


"That's
very handy, Xander.  Thank you."  He looked over things,
projecting them.  "He found a book with plans for us." 


"Does
it have ZPM plans?" 


Xander
shrugged.  "I don't remember anything about a ZPM.  Maybe they
called it something different?" 


"Probably,"
Rodney agreed.  "We can run a search."  He pulled up what
he needed, which were maps of the city.  "All right, this area,"
he said, highlighting it.  "You'll be trapped in for days.  It
was our accessory housing until the power started to fluctuate."  He
looked at Xander.  "That is a priority with the lights that won't
stay lit in the mess hall being second." 


Xander
pointed.  "That's glowing and it didn't used to." 


Rodney
looked.  "The AI is doing that.  What's this area?" 
They looked. 


"Greenhouse
2," one of them said.  "We converted it.  We've had some
intermittent heat issues." 


"Want
me to start there and then move onto the housing electric then the mess
hall?" Xander asked. 


"Yes. 
Start tomorrow." 


"I
can do that once I unpack the tools.  I'll need some of it to get into the
duct work and see what's going on."  Rodney nodded. 
"Pleasure meeting you guys.  If you have nosy questions, I'm not
against being asked stuff.  I'm a nice guy until someone screws with
me.  I really am."  He grinned.  "Even then I'm nice
after I destroy someone."  They smiled back at him.  "Let
me finish unpacking and then I'll start on the bigger tools tonight. 
They'll only need uncrated."  He left, going to do that.  He'd
get his hard drive back later. 


Rodney
looked at the rest, then went to hand it to Sheppard. 
"Xander's." 


"He
in his workroom?"  Rodney nodded as he walked off.  He put the
drive in Xander's room then went to help him.  They got most everything
uncrated but the smallest things that were packed in layers.  That they'd
have to be more careful with and they were both tired.  He led Xander back
to his room, John could sneak back easier at the moment. 


Xander
looked around his room then at John, smiling.  "So...." 


"Since
we couldn't on the ship," he teased.  Xander nodded, pulling John
closer to kiss him.  John moaned and got them into bed naked. 
"Did you want to sleep tonight?" 


"I
need about four hours," he whispered.  John grinned and teased
Xander.  Xander had learned bad teasing habits from Tony so it was time to
show him how evil they were.  Xander was moaning but not too loudly. 
No one was on either side of him so that was even better.  Xander finally
gave up and came, making John happy.  Mostly because that meant John could
do whatever he wanted and Xander would beg prettily. 


***



Rodney
looked up the next morning, frowning at Xander.  "You haven't eaten
yet?" 


"I'm
just getting lunch," he said dryly.  "Relax, Rodney.  I did
work for years.  I'm not some slacker frat boy."  He got something
to nibble on.  "Also I'm giving you a report.  The problem in
the greenhouse is actually a short that's caused by a duct that got
split.  So I'll have to take out the power out there for at least three
hours.  That'll give me time to run the new wire and fix the ductwork in
that one area, though the rest needs replaced."  He nibbled on the
muffin.  "The rest of the area's wiring is decent, still has
shielding on it.  Nothing looked too frayed externally.  I noted one
place where the wire was intentionally cut and electrical taped.  I
figured you guys did that." 


"Probably." 
Xander showed him the pictures he had taken.  "You can junction
it?" 


Xander
pointed.  "Connectors and as far as I can tell, as long as I'm very
careful, I can replace the wires in them."  He finished his muffin. 


"Those
were for those on shift," one of the cooks complained. 


"He's
fixing the city's damage," Rodney snapped back.  She pouted as she
walked off. 


"I
know not to steal snacks again," Xander said quietly.  "It's
fine, Rodney.  A lot of people would look down on the maintenance
guy."  Rodney grimaced.  "So do you want me to do that or
just bridge for right now?  I'm not sure how much wire you had brought up
and the one in here is clearly a wiring issue, plus that other one I glanced
over.  I pulled one panel off and it's fucking bad."  He showed
him that picture, getting a wince.  "It looks like someone tried to
fix it, which caused more problems and more burnt wires.  So I'm going to
have to rewire the whole panel, if not others.  I need the priority list
based on what we brought up." 


Rodney
got into those.  "We only brought a few thousand feet of wire." 


"That'll
fix that panel if it's the right stuff," Xander said.  "I need
to check the rest to make sure it's not as big of a mess." 


"No,
that panel's the only one that's been opened out there." 


"I
noticed.  Apparently they have a right side up side.  If you put them
in right, it'll make it fade back into the wall.  If not, it sticks
out." 


"Interesting." 
He took him to look at the wires.  He had gotten what Xander had suggested
based on what wires they had right then.  "This stack is
different," he said, looking it over. 


"That's
heavy draw wire, the one that goes from the box to be split out." 
Xander looked it over, nodding.  "I can barely fix that panel and
it'll take me about three days but that means rerouting power around that
area." 


"I
can have that done," he agreed.  "Then the greenhouse?" 


"I
need to get into the ceiling in the mess hall to make sure you don't have shorts
but otherwise, yes.  I did clamp that duct back together.  It's not
fully sealed but it's taped until I can get in there to crimp all the edges and
then weld it shut." 


"Even
better.  Can you do that quickly?" 


"Yes
but that won't help that electrical problem.  That'll take me about a day
to reroute." 


"Do
the housing one first.  Then you can start on the greenhouse.  That's
sounding more like a problem that could spread."  Xander nodded,
hefting the first box of wire that way.  Rodney picked up some of them as
well.  Xander came back to get the rest and what he'd need from his tool
box.  Rodney watched him then smiled and left him with one of the minions
to reroute the power supply.  He had more important things to do today. 


"Why
this one first?" the minion, a lower level, new physicist asked. 


"Because
this is a problem that could spread or cause fires." 


"We
have fire suppressant foam," he complained. 


Xander
looked at him.  "Does it work in the walls?  Because with the
way these are burned out, you're lucky you didn't have one.  Whoever fixed
this created the unholy mess that caused more problems.  It'll take me a
few days to do this and then check the surrounding panels."  One up
the hallway popped off and he shifted to look.  "You poor baby,"
he soothed, patting the wall.  "Let me fix those then I'll do this
one last?  Or does the power start here?" 


The
physicist looked.  "No, that's farther from the power node. 
Aren't you supposed to know this?" 


"I
know how regular electrics work.  There was no class in directionality of
Ancient power node flow." 


"Oh." 
He nodded he got that.  Xander got to work stripping out the bad wires and
laying them aside.  He measured the new pieces he'd need against that one
and laid it in the pattern on the floor.   Then Xander got to work on
the junctions that had burned things out.  That worked and they were
quickly installing wires when someone came jogging their way. 
"Major," he said with a smile. 


"Hi,"
Xander said from inside the panel.  "Hand me the next piece,
please.  That's the one closest to my ankle."  It got handed
in.  "Thanks."  He worked on putting it into place. 
"In about an hour I'm going to be soldering all the non-snap on connections."



"You're
talking to me like my mechanic does." 


"I
have no idea if you have to make plans ahead," Xander pointed out. 
He got the next piece of wire installed. 


"True." 
He tapped out that to Rodney, who said that was a good start.  "Do
you have things to solder with?" 


"Yup. 
I made sure I brought up a lot.  I'll grab it from my workroom once this
is all in." 


"I
can.  I've used them before." 


"Sure,
that'd be handy."  He grinned at the guy.  "I need the
liquid flux too."  He nodded, going to do that.  Xander got back
to his inserting wires and closing what contacts he could.  Something next
to him twanged and he grabbed the beast, throwing it as hard as he could
against the opposite wall.  It went smoosh so he was happy that the water
rats were dying.  He got back to work and it was easier. 


"Eww,
what was that?" the physicist asked. 


"It
was in here trying to eat a wire," Xander said.  "It looks like
a water rat." 


"It
does."  He took it to biology so they could look it over. 
"The construction guy said it was trying to eat a wire.  He threw it
at a wall." 


She
grimaced.  "That killed it."  She took it to look
over.  "Thanks." 


"Welcome." 
He went back to help Xander more.  He was doing a good job as far as he
could tell.  Everything looked organized and tidy.  Xander was
inserting the last wire and came out to prepare the iron and get the
flux.  Then he went in to hitch the top wires that needed it.  He
came out to work on the bottom connections.  "Didn't they
cross?" 


"No,
not originally," Xander said.  "Someone did that to bridge the
broken parts." 


"Okay."



Xander
finished up those connections and it was happier.  He backed out. 
"That was faster than I expected with that mess.  The bridging was
all the mess.  Add power back so I can check it?"  The guy did
that and one started to smoke so he turned it back off.  Xander
checked.  "That was a bit of extra flux."  Xander sealed
that connection better then nodded.  It go turned back on.  No
smoke.  Another rat.  Xander stabbed it and shook it off his pocket
knife.  "I think it likes the taste of the wires or the power in
them."  He yawned and looked in the opening again.  "Do we
have rat bait?" 


"I
can find that out."  He let Xander start on the other section that
needed it.  He'd check the between sections later he guessed.  He
took the other one to biology.  "Do we have anything for them? 
They seem to be attracted to the wires." 


"I'll
mix something.  What's he doing?" 


"The
wiring mess in the other housing building.  It was horrible but now it's a
single line of wires and all the mess that we apparently created is gone."



"Good! 
It'd be nice to use those rooms again.  Go tell McKay about the
rats.  It's nice it was a cleaner kill this time." 


The
physicist did that.  "McKay, he's got the wires that were underneath
that mess replaced," he reported.  "We're finding rats
though." 


"That's
disgusting," he decided, going to look it over.  He found another rat
and shot it. 


"If
you miss and make me replace wires you're going to have to yell at
yourself," Xander said from up the hallway.  He hadn't flinched. 


"Why
is this one warm?" he asked. 


Xander
came back to look.  "Okay, that's a heavier draw than it should
be."  The physicist and Rodney rerouted the power from that
wire.  "That's probably why someone created the mess."  He
got into the junction box.  "Is that supposed to be joined by the
circuit board plan?" 


Rodney
tested it.  "No, that shouldn't be but it looks like there's a broken
connection so they bridged around it improperly," he sighed. 
"Which would be our fault."  He took that board to fix in the
lab.  He brought it back a half-hour later and reinstalled it, letting
Xander hook things in properly.  He restarted it and it hummed.  The
city was apparently happy with that. 


"Hey,
that fixed half the overload down here," Xander quipped.  "So it
was a cascading failure." 


"Not
everyone knows wiring for practical matters," Rodney said sarcastically. 


Xander
looked at him.  "I didn't say they did, I said it was a fairly simple
and common cascading failure.  One small problem grew and grew and
grew."  Rodney nodded that was true.  "I can tell three
different people tried to wire things.  The spaghetti monster one was
really bad.  There's the more petite and delicate fixing, even with some
tying into the same wire to replace a piece of it.  And then there's the
replace the whole wire and expect it to work one." 


Rodney
looked.  "The mess was probably Kavanagh.  The petite one is
Miko and the other is probably Radek."  His minion laughed. 
"More in this area?" 


"Replacing
what's burnt."  Another panel popped off so he went to look. 
"And a pipe.  Looks like you have a coolant leak." 


"We
could never find that," he said dryly.  He went to get him some pipes
too.  "Just fix this hallway.  We need this building back."



"Yup. 
I'll be here.  Get me for dinner." 


"I
can do that or send Sheppard." 


"Sure." 
Xander got back to work. 


The
physicist helped him by getting him what he needed.  It was interesting
and good to know in case he ever bought a run-down house on earth.  Or
McKay made him fix later things. 


The
doctor stomped their way.  "Mr.  Harris."  Xander
waved a hand then went back to work.  "Why do I not have your medical
files?" 


"Because
the FBI said that no one outside of three doctors gets it," he said
bluntly, looking out at her.  She was giving him a horrified look. 
"Doctor, I fell into some remains when my former construction crew
accidentally cracked into a Native American burial chamber." 


"Ow,"
the physicist said, shuddering. 


Xander
nodded.  "That too."  He looked at her.  "For
that matter, before I was pretty damn good at fixing patrol injuries.  So
you probably won't be seeing me unless I break something this time.  As
much as I respect doctors, the FBI said even you guys don't get my records. 
The General knew that, ma'am." 


She
glared.  "That's not how we do things." 


"Then
you take it up with John Sheppard.  He knows why and he got the general to
agree." 


"We
have mandatory checks," she sneered. 


He
shrugged.  "That's great but why would I be on a gate
team?"  She gaped.  "I'm here to fix your city and make
sure she's working the best she can.  Unless we get attacked here, I
shouldn't have to be in a battle until I go back to earth."  She
stomped off.  He waved.  "I was polite, right?" he asked
more quietly.  The physicist nodded.  "Thanks."  He
got back to work. 


"You
call the Colonel by name?" 


"He
said I could call him John.  He never asked me to call him by his
rank.  Maybe it's because I'm a civy contractor?" 


"Maybe,"
he admitted. 


***



John
looked up.  "Doctor Keller, problems?  You look pissed
off." 


"I
don't have that guy's medical records because the FBI said so?" 


"And
the president," he agreed. 


She
glared.  "Why not?" 


"Because
others found that he had antibodies from falling onto some remains and tried to
kidnap him.  All mentions of his bloodwork were taken out of every single
system in the US to protect him and us.  That way no one would want to go
after him.  There's three doctors allowed to deal with his blood. 
All of them in New Jersey at the moment as far as I know." 


"What
if he gets injured?" 


He
sighed and thought the doors closed, staring at her.  "First,
Xander's a combat veteran but not military," he said quietly. 
"He was helping with a defense group in a town with a very high death
rate.  They brought it down by about fifteen percent."  She
gaped.  "He started at sixteen and went until he was twenty-two, when
he went missing the eye, and jumped into some battles since then. 


"Things
have happened on earth that would probably make us seem a bit more realistic
than not."  He stared at her.  "Second, as I found out
recently, Xander was one of the post-patrol medics.  He's good up to
stitching minor things, wrapping wounds, applying ice, heat, compression, and
CPR.  So unless he's seriously injured you'll probably never seen him and
if he is, you're not allowed to scan his blood." 


"What
if we're attacked and he's poisoned?  Or he gets something that's
poisonous to his system?" she demanded. 


"There's
not a lot that can poison Xander, Jennifer.  He's odd in a lot of
ways.  Including some DNA taint that they were working on as
well."  She gaped.  "Which is the other reason why
especially our program is not allowed to scan him and keep records.  The
NID tried to redo what was done to him and killed someone."  She
shuddered.  "Every now and then he may need some blood dialysis to
take that particular problem out.  If so, I'll talk to his doc in New
Jersey so he can tell you how it worked best the last time." 


"We
have that little ball that we used on you," she said.  "How did
he get DNA taint on earth?" 


"A
swim coach."  She moaned, sitting down.  "It's highly
classified, even above O'Neill's rating.  Landry asked and was told to
never ask again, don't even think about it in case someone goes telepathic, and
not to ask Xander.  That's one of the benefits of having him with us, he's
more protected from those who want him." 


"I
can see that point."  She looked confused.  "What if we're
attacked?" 


"Xander's
actually pretty good with weapons.  I showed him how to use a zat and he's
pretty spot on with it.  A staff weapon he understood how to use it to
fire and as a staff, though he was more inclined to use it as a staff than a
firing weapon.  He's good from swords to guns.  And some light artillery."



"What
was that group doing?" 


"Reducing
a really high death rate." 


She
slumped.  "So how do I check him if we need me to?" 


"You
may not scan his blood unless it's absolutely necessary.  You are not to
do any DNA work on him or look at any antigens or antibodies that he may
carry.  If you find out by accident you're not to tell anyone," he
said, staring at her.  "He has been made aware of why he has to be
paranoid about his blood.  He was the sort to do his own stitches before
this and he's still one.  I can tell you a few things that will drive you
nuts."  She shrugged, looking confused.  "He has an extra
chamber in his heart because what that swim coach did set in motion some organ
growth."  She moaned.  "He also has an extra gall bladder
like thing.  Neither one bothers him.  They don't impact his health
at all." 


"Pre
or post lungs?" 


"Post. 
It comes directly into that and then out.  He used to joke about growing
his own evil clone."  She shook her head with a grimace. 
"Xander's a lot like me only he's not really fond of flying.  His
thing in place of that is actually weapons." 


"Okay. 
So he'd fit right in up here if he was military." 


"Yup." 
He grinned.  "I'm not going to take it easy on him because of his
eye.  I'm working on his hand-to-hand personally right now." 


"Fine. 
So if he breaks something I can set it?" 


"Yup,
but do not make any records." 


"I
can do that.  Has he had broken bones?" 


"I
think he mentioned an arm.  You can ask him those sort of questions. 
Just stay away from anything blood, organ, or DNA related." 


"I
can do that."  She got up and went to talk to him. 
"Harris?"  He looked up at her from fussing with his soldering
iron.  "Do you have any present problems I need to be aware of that
may need treatment?  Allergies, food or otherwise?  Recently broken
bones?" 


"I've
had about seven concussions since I was sixteen.  I do get some seasonal
allergies but I usually just sniffle and sneeze through them.  Other than
that I mostly do it myself, Doctor." 


"Fine. 
When you come in I'll be doing all your checks myself and John did tell me
*some* of what went on so I wouldn't worry." 


"I'm
not contagious.  Any more than John is." 


"I'll
keep that in mind though you should use his title." 


"I
let him," John told her when he walked up to them.  "He's not
military."  She looked back at him.  "You've had seven
concussions?" 


"Yeah,
patrol head hitting." 


John
shook his head.  "Ow."  Xander grinned.  "You're
going to burn yourself or that wire." 


Xander
looked then put it aside.  "It's not that hot.  I was melting
the plastic off the end to keep it sealed.  I spotted one of the rats
nibbling on it." 


"We
have rats?" she asked.  He pointed at one. 
"Eww!"  John shot it, bringing others running. 


"Put
out rat bait," John ordered with a point at it.  "It's
apparently drawn to the new wires so check in there too." 


"Yes,
Colonel," the soldiers said, taking it with them. 


Xander
grinned.  "We handed the earlier ones to biology." 


"That's
fine."  John grinned. "Nice work so far."  He petted
the wall next to him.   "We could use this building back." 


"After
this I'm checking the ceiling in the mess hall to make sure it's not a
short.  I can do that after dinner.  Once I get this hallway done I'm
doing the greenhouse then that unless that's more critical and going to cause
problems." 


"Good. 
What happened here?" 


"Someone
fixed a circuit board wrong and it jumped two wires together, which overloaded
it and caused it to fry," Xander said. 


"Wonderful,"
he muttered.  "Us?"  Xander nodded. 
"Said...." 


"Rodney."



"Even
better."  He grinned.  "Good job so far."  He
walked her off.  "Self defense starts tomorrow, Xander." 


"Yup. 
After breakfast and before work?" 


"After
dinner." 


"Okay." 
He got back to work.  The rat that came to nibble on his hair for him got
tossed into the wall and he shot the others hurrying to see if he was
tasty.  "Maybe it's my shampoo," he told the military guys that
came running.  He checked and shot another one, handing it over
too.   "Apparently this is the mother land or something." 


"Clearly,"
one agreed.  They gathered those up and put down the rat bait the
biologists had made for them.  Xander moved it away from where he was
working and got back to it.  They watched but he was good. 


***



Xander
came in for dinner that night, smiling at the cooks.  "After the
rush, I'll be going up into your ceiling to look at that light issue," he
told them.  They nodded.  "So let me eat slowly." 
They gave him food and he went to sit with John and his friends. 
"Can I add myself?" 


"Sit,"
John said, kicking out a chair.  "Xander, this is Ronon, this is
Teyla.  They're natives." 


Xander
smiled and waved.  "Hi, I'm Xander.  I don't know if you guys
shake hands or not so I won't insult anyone." 


Ronon
smirked.  "John said you are taking lessons in combat?" 


"I'm
upping my mid-level skill set to a higher level." 


"That
is always wise," Teyla said.  "Taking training when you
can."  Xander grinned and dug in.  "You are not a
scientist." 


"No,
he's the one fixing the damages done to the city," John told her with a
grin. 


"Wonderful. 
Many things need fixed." 


"How
long before we can have the building back?" John asked. 


"After
I'm done with what I'm working on right now I'm moving on to do a hallway,
room, and outlet/light check.  Depends on how many I find.  Can we
isolate some rooms like on a breaker system?" 


"We
can," John said.  Rodney nodded since his mouth was full. 
"That would help?" 


"If
I can clear most of the building and isolate a few rooms, I'll call that good
and work on them.  But until I can get ninety percent of the rooms and
hallways cleared for occupation I won't let anyone in." 


"That's
reasonable," Rodney said.  "We're not terribly pressed but we
can work it out."  Xander nodded, digging in again. 
"Xander, is that lemon jell-o?" 


Xander
looked then shook his head after a taste.  "Banana." 


"Thank
you." 


Xander
grinned.  "I'd never do it on purpose." 


"I
know."  He smirked at the boy.  "You're usually a good
boy."  Xander barked.  John burst out cackling, shaking his
head. 


"Is
that a medical problem?" Teyla asked Rodney. 


"No,
that's a sense of humor," he said dryly.  Ronon was snickering. 
He looked around.  "Of course, someone is sitting where you need to
go later," he said dryly. 


"I'm
not going to make them rush out," Xander told him.  "I'm done
for the day outside of this."  Rodney snorted.  "Let them
eat.  Eating should be a pleasure as you told me." 


"It
should, yes."  He finished his and let Xander handle it.  He had
to learn how to handle the other people on the city to fit in. 


When
all but the last table was empty, Xander tossed his tray where it needed to go
and walked over.  "Guys, I'm going to check the lights next to
you," he said.  "I'm going to be up in the ceiling." 


"Need
us to move?" 


"I
can go in on the other side but tell anyone who sits there while I get a
ladder?"  They nodded and Xander went to get the ladder then came
back to open the roof panel.  "We need more of the rat bait I
think."  He climbed up into the ceiling, looking around.  He
checked the light.  "Atlantis, can you please shut this one
down?"  She did for him.  "Thank you, dear."  He
checked the wires.  All loose.  "I should be able to fix that
fairly easily with a few new wires, some rat bait, and a screwdriver," he
said, patting it.  "Let me get the critical things done and I'll do
this next." 


He
saw something up the row spark and moved to look at it.  "Hmm. 
Shit.  Shut this junction?"  She didn't.  "Rodney, I
need to shut this junction down," he called.  No answer. 
"Okay."  He looked and shut it down himself.  The sparking
quit.  He opened the nearest roof panel.  "Can you please hand
me the bag, ladies?"  They were scowling at him.  "We have
something up here arcing."  They got him the bag and handed it
up.  "Thanks.  Give me about twenty.  It looks loose, not
damaged.  Though you're going to need to rat bait up here." 


"We
have rats?" one demanded. 


"Yeah,
I found some earlier.  Right now I'm finding bite marks."  He
pulled back in and got to work on the loose wires.  That helped and he
turned the junction back on.  He got a mild zap but nothing unusual. 
He watched and waited.  No more arcing that he could see.  He shifted
and looked around.  "Atlantis, any other repairs that I need to do up
here?"  Nothing popped out at him so he fixed that open spot and went
back to the light.  He could fix some of the problem right now.  He
finally came down and was all dusty. 


He
put the panel mostly back in place then looked at the lights.  Some were
now flickering on the other side so he went to look.  Another loose
junction.  "Someone put in a wire that was weak," he said. 
He came down to see what he had.  He walked off to get some from the other
project and came back to find his ladder had been shoved out of the way and
tipped over.  "I have to go up in the ceiling to fix the
lights," he told the woman.  "That means dust may fall on
you." 


"You
can do that tomorrow." 


"I'm
doing it tonight.  Unlike some people I actually work a full day instead
of get complained at for hours on end."  He climbed back up. 
She tipped over the ladder.  "That's fine, I'll use your table to
climb down."  He fixed the wire and sure enough he did just
that.  She shrieked.  He stared at her.  "I told you that
you were going to be in the way.  You shoved over my ladder, what did you
expect me to do?"  He got off the table and folded up the ladder. 


"I'm
as nice as I can be if you're at least a bit nice to me," he
quipped.  He walked over to the bag and put it back together. 
"All right, ladies.  That light's fixed."  They
smiled.  "This one needs a few smaller wires repaired." 
They nodded.  "And probably a new bulb.  You still need the rat
bait up there and probably in the kitchen but they seem to be preferring the
wire coating plastic."  They smiled.  "Let me finish the
hallway I'm working on and I'll come do those minor repairs or I'll do them
after diner tomorrow?" 


"That'd
be fine.  Thank you." 


"I'm
Xander." 


She
smiled.  "We'll remember that."  He grinned and walked
off.  She waited until he was gone.  "McKay won't like him being
that snotty but he's efficient." 


"I
would've chewed her a new one," the other cook said.  "She made
her own problem by not moving when he was polite and tipping over his ladder
that way."  The first nodded that was true.  They waited on one
of the botanists to come in.  "We need some of that rat bait, Xander
said he saw some nibbling marks." 


"Charming. 
I see that light's still flickering?" 


"A
few more wires and some light bulbs," she said. 


"That's
fine I guess.  I'll add you to the list tomorrow."  They smiled
and got her a dessert too.  She smiled and went to eat.  The other
one in there was scowling and evil looking tonight. 


***



Xander
watched John and Ronon spar and mentally sighed.  He was like Buffy. 
Who hated that Xander could do anything.  He wasn't sure that John wasn't
going to be like her.  So he'd give it a good try but not hope for a
spectacular one. 


John
waved him out and Xander took off his shirt and boots, coming out to work with
him.  John frowned because Xander was clearly thinking about
something.  "Problems?" he asked. 


"Hmm,
I'm not sure."  He attacked this time. 


Rodney
walked over to him and smacked him on the head.  "For trying that
weak minded shit," he said at the odd look he got.  "He's not
Buffy, Xander.  He expects you to do your best to kill him in here. 
That's what he wants you to do.  Unlike her who only wanted a
mirror."  Xander shrugged, looking down.  "Thank you. 
I'd rather not have him frustrated tomorrow.  We have a mission to a
trading planet."  He walked off to read and watch. 


John
looked at him.  "I'm trying to see what you can do, Xander.  I'd
never do that to anyone I was seriously working with."  Xander nodded
and took a breath then attacked.  The same weak attack then he ducked to
the side and scored a hit John didn't expect.  John smiled and it was
better.  Xander wasn't great but he was working his way to good. 
John still won but he had years of fighting experience and training on
Xander.  "Better," he decided.  "Still a lot of room
for improvement but pretty decent.  Better than boot camp
level."  Xander grinned at that praise. 


"Go
shower.  You're all sweaty."  Xander nodded, going to do
that.  John stretched to cool down and made his notes on what Xander could
do.  He might ask Teyla to work with him.  She could build that
confidence that the boy had eaten by his female friends.  Plus it'd help him
get more comfortable around women.  He followed to shower and decided to
check on Xander's progress.  A slippy Xander might be fun.  He found
him reading his emails when he walked in.  "Showers not
working?" 


Xander
looked at him.  "I noticed the update thing flashing so I got into it
for emails." 


"Hmm." 
John looked.  One and it was from Tony.  "I'm sure they'll write
soon."  Xander nodded, getting up and helping John out of his
t-shirt.  "Shower, sweaty," he said with a grin. 


"Scrub
my back?" 


"I
can do that.  That's why I came in." 


"Then
it's a good thing I didn't start without you, huh?"  He grinned,
heading that way.  The pants got tossed directly into the washer in the
bathroom.  The boots had been by the door and the t-shirt was already out
of sight.  It was good he wasn't a slob.  John got in behind him and
Xander turned to help him with his hair.  John returned the favor, finding
his boy was a sensual beast who did purr.  That was going to make tonight
all the better.  Though they only ended up cuddling while reading. 
It was good, very comfortable.  John had made the right choice. 


***



Xander
heard the same bitchy woman knock his ladder over and break it. 
"There, now you have to stay in the ceiling like the worthless thing you
are." 


Xander
hopped down.  "Not really.  And by the way, not worthless."



"You
don't have any real degrees." 


"Why
would I need one?  Especially if it gives you problems like yours. 
Clearly someone needed her midol this morning.  What's wrong?  Won't
anyone pay any attention to you?" he sneered back.  He moved
closer.  "You're not impressing anyone and hey, this means you can
fix it.  And if it doesn't hold weight any more then you'll have to buy a
new one or all those repairs you've been saying were important won't get
done."  She shrieked and tried to hit him but he held her off. 
"You are that pathetic, aren't you?"  He gave her a shove. 
"Go running to mommy.  Shoo.  Go.  It's what you're good
for so go do that and maybe you can push out a genius baby for someone on the
base who has real brains."  She huffed. 


"I
doubt they'd touch her," Rodney said as he and Radek walked up the
hallway.  "I take it she did it again?" he asked, spotting the
broken ladder. 


"Yup."



"We
can probably fix that." 


"Rodney,
that's a weld on top of a weld.  It won't be strong enough," Xander
said quietly. 


Rodney
looked.  "We'll try it anyway."  Xander nodded at
that.  "Radek, take her and figure out what her problem is." 


"It's
been going on since I was working in the caf.  She pushed over the ladder
then when I was getting wire.   Then when I was up there." 


"You
ruined the table," she sneered. 


"Unless
you're OCD it doesn't hurt you to use another table for one night," he
said, talking down to her.  She shrieked and tried to hit him again. 
He waved at Radek.  "Let her go.  If she hits me I'll hit her
back.  She's a big girl, she can take it."  She stomped
off.  He smiled at Radek.  "I'm mostly done up there
today.  Can I get a boost up?"  Rodney did that with Radek and
he got back to work.  "Thanks, guys." 


"Welcome,
Xander.  Radek, see if you can fix that.  It's the only ladder on
Atlantis."  He nodded, picking up the pieces to carry off. 
Rodney went to stomp on that scientist until she begged to go home.  He
walked into her lab to find her shrieking.  "I have no idea why she's
decided to pick on Xander.  I don't really care why."  The
section head winced.  "I don't care if it's a ladder phobia. 
She'll be replacing it from her meager pay and she'll be in the nice office of
Doctor Heightmeyer later on today." 


"Atlantis
is supposed to be the best and brightest," she sneered.  "He's
not." 


"Actually
Xander is quite intelligent.  He doesn't like lecture classes." 
She sneered.  "He could have a PhD in Engineering but he didn't want
that.  He was doing the work we need.  I didn't see *you* doing those
necessary repairs.  I certainly don't have time to do them. 
Therefore I hired the best for us."  He stared at her. 
"Beyond that you had better hope that it never comes down to Xander having
to save your life."  She glared. 


He
stared back.  "He's right, your faulty thinking is unworthy of
anything but bearing gifted children for someone.  Maybe Keller's working
on that issue and you should sign up."  She burst out crying. 
He snorted.  "I've seen many bouts of sisterly tears and yours are
still pathetic.  Go home.  You're not worthy of Atlantis because even
the lowest of us do a full day's work and don't try to intentionally sabotage
the others." 


"I
need her, McKay," the section head complained. 


"Can't
we find you someone better?" 


"No. 
There's very few with her qualifications.  Even if she is dumb and trying
to pick on him for whatever reason she's got critical projects that really only
she and I can do.  I've got my own." 


"Then
I suggest you muzzle her.  The bitch has barked one too many
times."  She nodded, glaring at her scientist.  "I'll start
looking to see if I can find you someone better.  There's a whole new
class getting ready to graduate."  He walked off.  Radek was
welding the ladder.  It wasn't pretty but it should hold weight.  He
hoped.  It would put a lot of stress on the work if not.  Before
dinner they called Xander down to test it.  That's when they realized he
didn't have a comm unit.  Rodney sent that note to Major Lorne, who asked
why he needed one. 


Xander
leaned in a few minutes later.  "You guys wanted to see me?" 


"Why
don't you have a comm?" Radek asked. 


"Because
no one gave me one."  He grinned.  "Apparently they thought
you'd have no reason to need me ASAP for anything."  He came in and
they checked.  The first step held.  The second step buckled and
brought the weaker side with it so Xander ended up on the table. 


"Are
you all right?" Radek asked, checking on him. 


"I'm
fine, Radek.  I've been banged up before."  He smiled. 
"Thanks for trying."  Radek pouted.  "Thank you."



"You
are welcome.  How will you fix wires?" 


"I
have a lot of walls I can work on for the next few days."  Radek
smiled.  "I'll make do."  Radek nodded.  "So I
guess you can recycle that one for little metal things you need."  He
grinned and took it to do that.  Xander leaned on the table, watching
Rodney come back arguing with John's second-in-command.  "It
buckled." 


Rodney
muttered something.  "We'll figure it out." 


"I'll
order one.  You said the ship was going out tomorrow?" 


Rodney
nodded.  "Work on the walls until then." 


"That's
what I was going to do.  And that pretty picture window that has a crack
you need to look at again." 


"What
picture window?" Rodney asked.  Xander took him down to look at
it.  Rodney stared at the large crack working its way across the
underwater window.  "We need a force field." 


"The
Initiative guys used a single point force field for their cells," he said
quietly.  "Can you adopt that?"  Rodney stared at
him.  "I have their full files.  Tony hacks."  He
grinned. 


"I
need those." 


"They're
on the same book hard drive."  Rodney went to get it.  He
grinned at the Major.  "Hi." 


"You
know about a formerly classified military project?" he asked. 


"Yes,
my group helped stop them." 


Lorne
blinked a few times.  "You're from Sunnydale." 


"I
am.  Which is why I'm not the average construction worker."  He
grinned.  "Which is why you don't have to worry about me if we're
attacked." 


"That's
good to know.  Does Sheppard...." 


"Yeah. 
Maybe not about us stopping them but yeah.  The person who introduced me
to Rodney and him knew." 


"Huh. 
Interesting.  We have one of them on base so I had someone look up what he
used to do.  He was acting strange and kept putting it back on that
classified project." 


"I
ran into the guy on the main base and growled.  He fled whining that Buffy
wasn't there to save him." 


Lorne
snickered.  "From what I heard, maybe not."  Rodney came
back reading that entry and muttering as he set up something they had been
working on in the lab.  Radek jogged over to help and Xander got down to
help too. 


"Some
of this isn't any different than building battle robots," Xander said with
a grin.  "It's still a moving thing."  He got a shrug back
and they got it set.  The crack was still going but the field held when
the water finally started to leak in.  Xander looked at him. 
"If you want me to fix that I'm going to need some specialty gear. 
And a new window." 


"I
can get you both," he assured him.  "We know of a place that
makes glass."  They gathered the pieces that Xander cut out of the
frame.  "That should hold for at least two weeks," he told
Radek.  "Check on it daily." 


"I
will."  He smiled at Xander.  "You were helpful." 


"I
try to be very helpful wherever I can, Radek.  Like I said, I'm a nice,
helpful guy as long as no one's a bitch to me."  Radek smiled as he
walked off.  He looked at the major.  "I'd appreciate the others
not hearing that I helped take down a specialized military unit," he said
quietly.  "I'd probably get worse bad looks." 


"Probably,"
he agreed, walking off with him.  "Any idea why?" 


"Because,
as the bitch earlier put it, I don't have a PhD and Atlantis is supposed to be
the best.  No one appreciates the guys that fix your shower until it
doesn't work." 


"I
hadn't thought about that.  Plenty of the soldiers aren't that
bright." 


"Yeah
but they're soldiers.  I'm a civilian like the scientists are." 


"I
didn't consider that.  Well, it'll get fixed soon I hope." 


"Me
too.  I'd much rather have friends than people who glare."  He
shrugged.  "Though it's not all that unusual.  One of my
classmates for my A.S. was going there because his uncle was a teacher. 
So I got to fight that for most of my time in." 


"That
sucks." 


"I
got the chair to fairly grade things."   He
shrugged.   "I'm nice and I'm sweet, kind, and gentle until
someone screws with me." 


Evan
smiled.  "That's most of us out here so you do fit right in,
Xander."  Xander beamed at him.  "Go eat." 


"I'll
eat later.  I have a few more things I should get done before someone
bitches." 


"You
started at eight." 


"I
start at seven-thirty," Xander said dryly.  "Just like I did on
my crew."  Evan stared at him.  "That's real work
hours." 


"That's
a ten hour day." 


"It's
still a real job."  He walked off.  "See you later,
Major." 


"Yeah,
be safer." 


"I
always try," Xander quipped before getting onto the transporter. 


Evan
went to talk to John.  "Do you realize that Xander's pulling ten hour
days?" 


"Yeah,
because if he doesn't everyone says he's slacking."  He looked at
him.  "I'd like to spank half of science." 


"They
think he doesn't measure up to them." 


"He's
not here to be a scientist." 


"I
didn't realize they were all like that.  That and he said it was that they
don't appreciate anything until it affects them." 


"I
heard."  He rubbed his forehead with one hand.  "We'll
handle it.  We always do." 


"Good. 
He spotted a huge crack in an underwater window."  John winced. 
"He got McKay into some classified files he has to look at those specs so
there's a generator run force field there." 


"Wonderful." 
He went to look in Xander's files for those.  He had seen the mention but
it was very bland compared to what Xander had on them.  That project he
would've stomped on and killed with prejudice.  So it was good they
stopped it.  He saw something open and looked.  "What is
that?" he muttered.  Rodney came in.  "Can you relock that
file?" 


"I
realized I hadn't."  Rodney looked at what John was staring at. 
"That was Rosenburg's present to him.  It has candy bars or
something." 


John
looked inside it then at him.  "Think she's a Harry Potter fan?"



"A
fanfiction fan," he said with a grin.  "Trunks with huge rooms
are mostly in the fanfiction."  Xander walked in.  "I'm
relocking those files." 


Xander
did that for him.  "What's going on?" 


"What's
this?" John asked with a point. 


"Willow's
storage unit for soda and twinkies."  He grinned. 


John
stared at him.  "How did no one see that?"  Xander closed it
and it looked like a padded zipping case.  "What do you have in
there?" 


"Twinkies
and soda."  He shrugged.  "A few boxes of cocoa." 


"Huh. 
Can I see?" 


"No." 
He grinned.  "You'll steal the coffee I put in there for your
birthday." 


John
smiled.  "Is that my present?" 


"Part
of it.  Depending on what we're doing that night." 


"You
know it's in a week, right?" Rodney asked. 


"Yup." 
Xander got into it and found the coffee, sticking his arm in to bring out a
large bag of the good stuff.  He handed it to John with a grin.  John
hugged him.  Xander cuddled him back.  "We'll have dinner that
night?" he asked quietly. 


"We
can do that."  He smirked.  "Thank you, Xander." 


"You're
welcome."  They left and Xander went to clean up.  He went to
get dinner and eat with Ronon.  Who he liked a lot.  Teyla was kind
of like a more quiet version of a physical Willow to him and she was a bit
strange about him.  "Ladies, anything needing fixed?" he asked
the cafeteria lady with a grin. 


"Not
today, Xander, but that ceiling panel came down and dropped a rat
earlier." 


"I
think the rat bait is making them hyper and building up their muscles," he
admitted.  He put his tray down and went to look at that panel.  He
got a broom.  "Let's get this back into place, Atlantis." 
He popped it in and it popped back out, spilling out another rat. 
"Aww, they're up there."  The surrounding tables fled. 
"Thanks, guys.  Someone get me something plastic or latex to draw
them?"  He got handed some of the wire's coating that had been
trimmed off.  He taped it to the handle of the broom and put it back up
there.  The rats came for it and fell down the hole.  He heard
movement and concentrated, smacking at one. 


It
lunged and fell down.  Xander got the other three the same way and let the
soldiers kill them for him.  A few smaller ones fell down through and
Xander looked, then pushed the panel back into place.  "I'll put
better rat traps up tomorrow, Atlantis."  It stayed locked in
place.  Xander used the broom to smack one that was being ignored. 
It went crunch.  He handed back the broom.  "Once we can get
something better to kill them I'll come put some up there." 


"Thank
you."  Xander grinned and used the hand sanitizer so he could go eat.



"That's
just gross," someone said. 


"That's
why I used the hand sanitizer," Xander said with a small shrug. 


"No,
I mean killing all those rats." 


"They
eat the wiring, which means the city breaks," Xander told her. 
"Plus rats carry a lot of diseases." 


"They're
still living creatures," she complained. 


"If
you want, you can do what they do overseas and eat them."  She glared
at him.  "Oh, you're a vegan.  Sometimes the lives have to end
because they're endangering other lives.  If you want to put humane traps
and have someone take them to release them somewhere, talk to Rodney or
John."  She went to do that. 


"You
should be mopping," someone sneered. 


"I'm
not that sort of handyman," Xander quipped back.  "I only fix
the damage they cause.  The military guys don't like me killing
them.  If you want it mopped, go for it."  He ate some of
dinner, looking at Ronon. 


"Why
would she want them alive?" he asked quietly.  Xander explained vegan
and 'all life is sacred' sorts.  "We'd space them when she wasn't
looking." 


"I
figured that," Xander said with a grin.  "Or release them into a
wraith hive." 


Teyla
snorted.  "I'm not sure what sort of damage they could do
there." 


"You
never know," Xander said with a grin.  "They could hurt their
ships a lot." 


"True. 
I'll ask Rodney.  He'll have an opinion I'm sure."  She ate
dinner. 


"Probably,
yeah," Xander agreed. 


"You,"
a woman said, snapping her fingers.  "Mop this up." 


"That's
not in my job description," Xander said dryly, glaring at her. 
"I only fix the damage they cause.  I'm not meant to mop.  If you
want to mop, go ahead and mop.  I'd add some of the dish sanitizer
solution to it."  He ate a bite. 


John
walked in.  "Xander's not here to do that," he told her, glaring
at her.  "He's here to fix the damage all that time underwater and
all the battles have done to my city.  If you want to mop, go
mop."  She huffed off.  "What is it with the women
scientists?" he complained. 


"Buffy's
'he's normal' syndrome?" Xander guessed when John sat down. 


"Quite
probably."  He looked at him.  "A thought occurred to
me." 


"That
look on his face usually means someone gets to spar with me," Ronon said
with a grin. 


Xander
looked at him.  "I already sometimes spar with you."  He
looked at John again.  "What thought?" 


"Artillery?"



"I
think she may have put something in there but I never looked." 


"We'll
be looking tonight." 


"Whatever,"
he muttered. 


John
patted him on the back.  "If I can't have artillery you certainly
can't."  A nearby soldier choked and gave him a horrified look. 
"He has that nasty habit." 


"I
like weapons like John likes planes," he said with a grin.  The
soldier whimpered.  Xander grinned at John.  "I have no
idea." 


"We'll
be looking later." 


"If
we must." 


"We
must.  It'll be going to the armory too.  We might need it." 


"Then
I would've pulled it out." 


"Good
point.  How many?" 


"I
think just two in there."  He shrugged and ate.  "It's good
tonight." 


John
went to get his own dinner.   Rodney's little steam cleaning and
sanitizing bot was working on the floor.  He came back to sit down. 
"How's things going?" 


"Good. 
Once I finish that building on Wednesday I'm sleeping in on Thursday.  I
deserve it." 


"Is
that your day off?" one of the scientists sneered. 


"He
hasn't taken one yet and he's been here for three weeks," Teyla told
her.  "He works harder than most of us do."  The scientist
shrank back away from her. 


Xander
shrugged.  "I like the feeling of finishing a project but I'm
sleeping in Thursday so I can do some wash." 


"You
can take a day off," John said. 


Xander
shrugged.  "I have things that need to get done that are
critical.  Once I don't I'll take a day off here and there.  It's not
like I can run out and do things." 


"You
can veg and watch movies," John said. 


"I
have some nights." 


John
stared at him.  "You're only getting four hours of sleep?" 


"Sometimes
six."  He grinned.  "I have a good reason for the extra
sleep that night." 


John
mentally smirked.  "We're not sparring tonight." 


"I
need that time." 


"No,
you need to sleep.  Because there's always going to be a critical repair
on Atlantis.  She's ancient in more than design." 


"I
know that but she's held up very well over the centuries."  He patted
the nearest thing attached to her.  He had seen John and Radek do it too. 


Ronon
and Teyla looked up when the light over their table got brighter.  "I
think she approves of the compliment," Ronon said. 


John
smiled.  "She's a beautiful, grand lady but he can't work himself
into being sick." 


"I
haven't gotten sick yet," Xander told him. 


"Uh-huh." 
John looked at him.  "We'll veg tonight.  You have a few movies
I wanted to see."  Xander grinned and nodded.  They finished
dinner and went back to Xander's room to lay down and watch a movie on the
computer.  John knew that Xander liked being held so them spooning with
John watching it over Xander's shoulder worked well for them.  John fell
asleep before him so Xander turned off the movie and flipped over to
cuddle.  It was nice.  He let himself drift and contemplate his next
few steps in the construction.  Plus how to hide his weapons from
John.  He'd do that later when John wouldn't wake up from him going to the
bathroom. 


***



Tony
looked up from contemplating the fuzzy looking floor in his exam room in the ER
at Bethesda.  "I feel like shit," he told the nurse.  He
had more than double vision and even his hands looked like they were hand and a
half hands. 


"Is
that an official diagnosis?" she teased with a smile.  They had all
heard he was now a doctor.  They all thought it was a brilliant way to get
away from Gibbs' growling. 


He
nodded.  "Definitely.  For the paperwork you can put down that I
have a very mild concussion.  Add wrenched shoulder that's now back in
place," he said with a wince as he moved his arm.  "And a
bruised rib." 


"You
need an x-ray to tell that." 


"It
doesn't hurt enough to be broken.  There's no shifting and I'm only
hissing when I press gently on it." 


"Still,
it's an x-ray for official determination of broken bones."  He sighed
but nodded.  She got the orders sent.  "It should be about a
half-hour before they're ready for you, DiNozzo.  Want some water?  I
remember concussions made you dizzy but cold water helped." 


"Please,"
he agreed quietly.  "Ice pack for my shoulder too please?" 
She got him one and the water, leaving him to vegetate and consider
things.  He heard a commotion and winced.  That had to be Gibbs. 


House
walked into his exam area.  "Did I not warn you to quit getting
injured before you ruin all the work I put into you?" he demanded. 


"What
are you doing here?" Tony asked, sipping his water. 


House
stared at him.  "Patrick called," he said with a smug
look.  "When you were taken hostage." 


"Oh. 
Well, that got solved.  Gibbs shot him." 


"Uh-huh." 
He checked his eyes.  "Mild concussion." 


"Shoulder's
down to the 'wrenched' state and a bruised rib," Tony told him. 


"Charming!" 
He smirked.  "Nurse, discharge orders?" he called. 


"X-ray
wants him first, sir.  Who are you?"  House pulled out his PPTH
ID, making her wince.  "We heard rumors that he did some of his hours
up there." 


"Yes,
I'm his bastard of training," House smirked. 


"He's
nicer than Gibbs sometimes," Tony quipped, spotting him.  "He
scowls less too." 


"Toddlers
scowl less than Gibbs does," the nurse assured him.  "I see your
ride to X-Ray is here, DiNozzo.  Your former boss can walk your present
one up there so they don't argue in my ER."  She walked off. 


House
helped Tony up and put him into the wheelchair.  He scowled at
Gibbs.  "I told you to quit getting him hurt, Gibbs." 


"Who
told you?" 


"Some
mutual friends."  He gave him a smug look.  He followed, leaning
on his cane in the elevator.  "Rib and shoulder?" he asked. 


"Yup,"
Tony said. "They treat me very well here.  They're kinda used to
seeing me."  He sipped more of his water. 


House
stared at him.  "Gatorade?" 


"Cold
water." 


"I
suppose that helps. We can add some electrolyte crystals to it since I heard it
was a long run for you after your shoulder got dislocated."  Tony
nodded that'd be fine. 


"I'm
really okay." 


"Shut
up, DiNozzo." 


"Fine,"
he sighed.  He looked at the orderly.  "He's actually a tiny bit
nicer than Gibbs." 


"Considering
most of the time the nurses call Gibbs your abusive spouse?" he said
dryly.  "Doesn't surprise me, DiNozzo."  They got off the
elevator and walked over.  "One agent with his growling doctor
spouse."  He walked off. 


"I
haven't bent him over the desk recently," House quipped.  The orderly
gave him a horrified look.  House smirked.  "If he's my spouse,
I'm missing out." 


"Yup,
you are because I'm fantastic," Tony quipped.  The nurses all stared
at him.  He grinned.  "This is Doctor House, who I did all my
in-school hours under."  They smirked at him for that. 
"Gibbs can't out snark him either." 


"Charming! 
You really do need to go to *nicer* people, Tony, not him."  They got
him into the x-ray room.  Then they went to gossip. 


House
looked at the digital x-ray readout, grimacing.  "Bruised rib, like
he thought.  Shoulder's got a small fracture.  Okay then." 
He walked in to get him.  "You get a neat sling for *weeks*." 


"Bruise?"
Tony asked hopefully. 


"Hairline
fracture." 


"Crap."



"Yup,"
House said with a smug look.  "Jimmy will be pleased.  It means
you can help him with his filing cabinet again."  He rolled Tony's
chair off, watching him slump.  Once they were in the elevator he looked
at him.  "Are you going to protest?" he asked quietly. 


Tony
looked at him, then shook his head.  "I don't think so." 


"Good." 
He got him back to the ER, handing over the report of the readout. 
"Sling, discharge papers?"  The nurse at the desk got him some
and he helped Tony into it then took him out to the parking lot.  "I
rented one," he said at the look the motorcycle got. 


"That's
cool."  House got on and Tony got on behind him.  "Go
slower than usual?" 


"Maybe,"
he quipped.  "Just don't puke on me." 


"I'll
try really hard."  They zipped off and Tony hung on, feeling
comforted.  It was a good half-hour ride; it was like a hug only no one
was holding him, but he knew Greg cared.  Or else he wouldn't have shown
up, all jokes beside the point.  They got to the Baltimore airport and had
a flight waiting for them once House turned in his rental bike.  
"Reggie's plane?" he guessed. 


"Yup. 
He's letting me bum it.  It's about an hour to Newark."  Tony
nodded at that.  "Then a half-hour home but I brought the car. 
At that time they weren't sure how injured you were."  He ushered him
through the private plane terminal's security, showing his ID.  Tony
showed his NCIS one.  They passed through easily and were on the plane a
few minutes later.  Everything was ready and waiting on them so they could
take off within twenty minutes. 


***



Director
Vance showed up two days later.  "DiNozzo, Gibbs claimed he kidnaped
you or you quit," he said bluntly, staring at him.  "Which was
it?" 


"The
ER gave him two weeks off," House said, handing over that order. 


Tony
considered it.  "I'd love to stay NCIS, Director Vance, but I'm in no
shape to be an agent right now."  His sling was uncomfortable but he
wasn't going to fuss with it right now. 


House
stared at him.  "Chase, adjust that shit for him."  Chase
got it adjusted and smoothed the strap down, getting a smile from Tony. 
House looked at the director.  "You abused him too much." 


"Sometimes
you get hurt during a case." 


"Ziva
let me be captured to guard her own position," Tony corrected. 
"Gibbs broke the hostage standoff and then one took off running, but he
was working on McGee's new injury.  Ziva wasn't anywhere around so I
chased that one.  And promptly lost all backup again."  Vance
winced.  Tony handed over his report.  He had figured it was coming
up so it was in his pocket.  "My report." 


Vance
read it, still wincing, then sighed.  "That matches
Gibbs'."  He stared at him.  "Ziva David is in deep for
that." 


Tony
shrugged and winced.  "I'm still not fit for even desk duty, Director
Vance." 


Vance
stared at him.  "You're taking your year of residency as an unpaid
sabbatical, DiNozzo.  It'll be a credit and a help to the agency," he
decided. 


"I
don't want to turn into Ducky." 


"Good,
that would be creepy, but we could still use someone with training for agency
injuries and agents who were caught like you were by that letter." 
Tony nodded once.  "So I'm putting you on detached detail." 


"I
get a paycheck here," Tony said quietly. 


Vance
snorted.  "Your pushy friends said if it worked out, that was the
best option and the Chief of Staff told me they said so."   Tony
moaned, shaking his head. 


"As
far as I know, our pushy friends wouldn't have interfered so it was probably
just the Chief of Staff," House said dryly. 


Vance
stared at him then at DiNozzo.  "I don't need to know.  Keep me
updated on your progress here, DiNozzo, and I'll make Abby quit shouting at
Gibbs for letting you be taken."  He walked off with the report. 
Maybe Gibbs' team all needed a break.  Abby was clearly stressed
out.  Gibbs was stressed out and had something that needed to be done with
his father soon from the rumors he was hearing.  Ziva could get her head
out of her ass before he shot her up it, or Gibbs did, or DiNozzo's pushy
friends did.  McGee could do a traveling circuit of comic conventions or
whatever McGee did in his free time.  And the pushy people would leave him
alone. 


"So
I guess I am yours," Tony told House. 


Who
smirked at him.  "Of course you are.  You're meant for better
things than getting shot on the job again."  He handed him a
folder.  "Cuddy said fill that out today."  He walked off
happier. 


"I've
done a lot of paperwork," Tony sighed, cracking Chase up. 
"There's so much of it for an investigation.  Plus reports, and God
help you if you have to pull or fire your gun in the line of duty." 
Chase gave him a pat on the arm and left him to his paperwork drama.  He
hated paperwork too. 
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John
walked a heavy case into the command area, putting it down.  "Major,
Xander wanted this safely stored in the armory." 


Major
Lorne looked at it then at him.  "Does it work?" 


"Yup."



"How
did he get it?" 


"It
was a going away present from someone who owed him some money." 


"That's
so charming!" he said dryly.  The others were giving them horrified
looks.  "According to the guy on base who was part of that project
his former team helped take down, that doesn't really surprise me any." 


John
snorted.  "Don't get me started on that group." 


"His
or the one they took down?" Chuck, their gate tech, asked quietly. 


"The
one they shut down." 


The
major, being a smart man, got two grunts to carry it down there so he could log
it in.  Then he went to talk to Xander.  Something was twitching his
senses about the boy and the colonel and he wasn't sure why.  He found
Xander doing CPR and called a medical team.  The guy coughed and choked up
water.  "What happened?" 


"He
broke the force field generator by kicking it on purpose," Xander
said.  "He got a face full of water for a few minutes until it
restarted."  He helped him sit up.  "Cough all you want,
dude.  You've already probably bruised some ribs."  He nodded,
holding them.  Xander helped by bracing him.  The medical team rushed
off.  "He broke the field generator and got drowned.  I did
CPR.  He's probably bruising his insides coughing." 


"That's
fine."  She knelt down to check him over.  Xander moved away
from the scanner.  "Yeah, you have a good bruise there," she
said, helping him up.  "Some trachea damage and I see you inhaled a
small fish," she said dryly. 


"Let's
hope it's not an Amazon River fish then," Xander quipped.  She
smirked at him as they rolled him off.  Xander looked at the Major. 
"Do I have to clean this up?" 


"No. 
I wouldn't.  Put some 'wet floor' signs out.  You're not the janitor,
Xander."  Xander nodded, getting those to put up.  Evan waited,
watching him.  "How many more pieces of artillery do you have?" 


Xander
looked at him.  "Why would I have more than that?" 


"Because
Sheppard looked amused?"  He smiled.  "I'm not going to
bust you but if we need them I'm coming to you." 


"If
we need them I'd break them out and use them.  Or the swords or guns,
whatever." 


"Good." 
He smirked.  "How many?" 


"Another
one.  Maybe a third, not real sure.  I haven't looked at the thing
Willow made for me." 


"I
was wondering how you snuck that up here."  Xander grinned and pulled
out a twinkie.  "You stocked it with snacks?" 


"I
live on twinkies some days."  He ate it as he walked off. 
"She brought me down here so let me get back to the wiring project." 


"Sure,"
he agreed, checking things.  "Why didn't you call?" 


"With
what?" Xander asked with a small shrug, turning to look at him. 
"I have no idea how to use your comms." 


"Damn
it," he muttered.  "That'll be fixed." 


"However,
Major."  He shrugged and got onto the transporter to go back to work.



"You
just left things lying around?" Rodney demanded. 


Xander
stared at him for a minute.  "Yeah, because the city beamed me to
where some guy had kicked the field generator and drowned.  She didn't
give me time to clean things up." 


Rodney
gaped, staring at him in horror.  "Is he all right?" 


"I
got him breathing before the doctor got there." 


"That's
good," he said, looking confused.  "Why didn't you call?" 


"With..... 
Do cellphones work up here?" 


Rodney
smacked himself on the head.  "No one gave you a comm yet even after
I ordered them to," he muttered, stomping off. 


"Sorry
I made your day, Rodney," he called after him, waving a bit.  He
cleaned up his mess and got back to work.  Apparently someone had tripped
over things by not watching where they were walking.  He picked his iron
to get back to the attaching wires project he had.  He made a mental note
to tell Rodney they needed more wire.  He'd tell him at dinner. Wiring was
more fragile than her structural supports in most cases.  Years ate away
that stuff. 


***



John
sat down across from Xander.  "Thank you for saving him." 


"I
wasn't going to leave him dead." 


"I
know."  He smiled and held up something.  "Your comm
earpiece.  One tap is general, for emergencies and things.  Two is
private, say their name first.  Three is off."  Xander nodded,
putting it into his shirt pocket.  "How's the wiring going?" 


"We're
going to run out in a few days."  Rodney looked over. 
"Does the ship have more?" 


"I
hope so or you can start taking a day off," he said dryly.  "I
did specify that gauge and higher since it's been mostly the heavy draw
wires."  Xander nodded.  "When asked how they were supposed
to know I suggested Home Depot." 


Xander
grinned.  "That's what I do."  He ate a bite of dinner,
looking at John.  "I was a good boy.  She sent me to him." 


"You're
a very good boy," he agreed.  "You still can't have the
artillery."  He grinned. 


"You
confiscated it this morning." 


"Uh-huh." 
He stared at him.  "Don't make someone spank you." 


"You
spank me and I'm going to break your hand," Xander said seriously, staring
at him. 


"I'd
never do that, Xander.  I'm not that sort of guy."  Xander relaxed. 
"You still can't have it." 


"If
I had any, I'd pull it out if we needed it.  The same as I would any
swords I have.  Or the guns." 


John
stared at him.  "That's good to know.  What swords?" 
Xander shrugged and dug into his dinner again.  "Is that why you
don't sleep?" 


"I
haven't slept more than four hours in years, John.  It's not who I
am.  Maybe since I was a little kid." 


"If
I ever meet your parents, they're getting their asses kicked." 


"Thanks." 
He grinned and stuffed his mouth again.  "Sparring tonight?" 


"Yeah,
I need the tension break."  Xander smiled.  "Then I'll let
you work on my shoulder."  Xander beamed. 


"If
you have a shoulder strain you should see someone," one of the scientists
said from the next table. 


"Xander
does excellent on my stress knots.  He's got very good fingers." 


"Oh,"
she said, shaking her head. 


Xander
grinned.  "I do good with cramping muscles too."  He looked
at John again.  "If you want I can do that then we can go spar."



"No,
it'll be more effective after I wear the tension out."  Xander
nodded, finishing up and taking John's empty plate with him to hand to the
dirty dish window.  John followed him to the room they used for
sparring.  Xander stripped down and it was good.  He was glowing with
good health.  Though he seemed to be skinnier.  John walked behind
him.  "Are you losing weight?" 


"No. 
Why?" he asked with a grin. 


"You
look like you lost weight and those jeans were a bit baggy." 


"They
were the old ones." 


"That's
fine."  He got the rods out tonight to work on them.  Xander was
learning very quickly.  He wasn't showing off or anything, which still
bothered John.  Usually a mate would want to show his prowess, become
impressive.  Xander was quieter and he wasn't used to that. 


"Quit
thinking so much," Xander said.  He attacked and John defended. 
"I know, footing issues." 


"Yup." 
John attacked and Xander was better at defense.  "Why don't you ever
try to really push me in here?" 


"I
wasn't aware I was supposed to try to awe you with my meager skills," he
said dryly. 


"Yeah
I'd like to see you try it every now and then."  Xander shrugged
one-sidedly and attacked faster and harder.  "Have you been holding
back?" he demanded. 


"I
learned how to fight faster, stronger things first, John, and then
people.  I've been learning against people so I've been using people
skills not vampire skills." 


"Good
point."  It was nicer and they were getting better.  John could
anticipate moves now but Xander still did a few unexpected things.  One of
them got John to yelp when one stick hit him on the side. 


"You
okay?" Xander asked, pulling back. 


"I'm
fine.  You get bruised if you're doing it right."   Xander
nodded, defending himself from John's attack.  Xander tripped them both
and John ended up on top, staring down at him.  "Hi," he said
dryly.  Xander bucked and rolled backward to get back to his feet. 
John laughed, getting up.  "Good job, Xander."  Xander
beamed at him.  "We'll work on things."  Xander nodded,
cleaning up their mess.  They walked back to Xander's room so he could
work on his shoulder.  He didn't want to see Keller for something so tiny
so he'd let Xander fuss over it.  He spotted Rodney scowling at his tablet
PC.  "That bad?" 


"Team
8's late for check-in to a friendly world." 


Xander
got something and put it on John's shoulder, making him moan.  "Let
that soak in and I'll work on it when you're free."  John nodded,
going back to the command center.  Xander took a shower and got into his
storage areas to find a sword to practice with.  He needed to keep in
practice there too.  He zipped them back up and hid them then checked
around him before moving into the sword katas he had been taught by the other
guardians. 


Rodney
walked in and paused.  "You did bring up a sword."  Xander
jumped and looked at him. 


"Or
six, yeah.  Why?"  He stared at him. 


"We
think there's something broken in the command center." 


Xander
pulled on a t-shirt, one of his older ones, and some sneakers, going up to
check it.   "Hi, Chuck.  Something broke?" he asked as
he walked up the stairs.  Chuck pointed at the machine that was
tilted.  "How did we do that?" 


"There
was a boom and Radek said it wasn't the machine." 


Xander
nodded, pulling out his flashlight to look around the base of the
machine.  "Looks like they barbequed the rat and they're a bit
explosive.  I'm seeing clumps of fur burning."  He took the fire
foam sprayer and got it in there.  The fur quit smoking.  The floor
quit feeling so hot.  "So it's bent," he said, checking as best
as he could around it.  Xander popped out the floor section and looked at
it, taking it to bend against the railing. 


"Don't
you usually have to heat those?" Rodney said dryly. 


"I'm
not forging it, Rodney.  I'm just bending it."  He groaned as he
got it a bit less humped.  Then he flipped it around to push on that
area.  It gave with a groan but was almost straight.  "Small
dip," he said, flipping it back over to work on that.  He stared at
it from the side.  "That should be okay."  He put it
back.  "Chuck, walk over it and see if you can feel a
difference?"  He did and shrugged. 


Rodney
did.  "Small dent but that'll mostly be covered by the
console."  He got Xander to help him move it back into place. 
"Thank you.  John, he was doing sword katas." 


"Good,
they're good for him to keep in practice with," Major Lorne agreed from
his seat in the office. 


"I
might need them again someday," Xander agreed happily.  "Let me
go back to that." 


Major
Lorne looked up.  "Mighty Mouse?" he asked, spotting the
t-shirt. 


Xander
looked then at him.  "He was a good, generous hero with good
morals."  He gave him a strange look.  "I have Underdog too
but he's still in the closet."  He walked off. 


Doctor
Keller came off the transporter when he was waiting.  "How many times
have you gotten shocked by static discharge?" 


"Few
times even when I'm grounded.  Someone seriously ran some current through
the ground wires and structure for some reason.  Why?" 


"Is
it bothering your heart?" 


"No. 
If I felt chest pains I'd tell you."  She stared at him. 
"Really, it's not.  It's not affecting the rhythm that I have at all
that I can tell." 


"Fine. 
I'm checking it tomorrow." 


Xander
snorted.  "No, there's no need to and I'm sure you'll be busy with
whichever team they're worried about.  I'm fine, there's nothing wrong
with me." 


"Is
that why you have new stitches on your neck?" she asked. 


He
touched them then grinned.  "A tiny piece of metal went 'twang' and
snapped to hit me.  It's three whole stitches, Doc.  I'm good. 
Really."  He got in and went back to his room. 


She
went to talk to Rodney.  "He did his own stitches?" 


"That
wouldn't surprise me any," Major Lorne quipped. 


"Me
either," Rodney said.  "He did take care of his team's
post-patrol medical and I know he's done some of his own in the past.  Why
are you worried?" 


"Someone
told me they saw him get zapped a few times.  He said there's current
running to the ground wires and the structure at times?" 


"There
shouldn't be," Rodney said.  He went to look at where Xander was
working.  The panel was off and he could see a few wires that he was
certain the boy hadn't placed.  He clipped them.  He got a mild
shock.  Not all that pleasant.  He took them out and brought them to
the lab to see if he could find fingerprints.  In the morning, he swung by
there before hitting breakfast, noticing they were back.  "I didn't
know she has a self repair feature."  Xander came up the hall with a
cup of coffee and a donut.  "Eat something better." 


"I
did.  I had toast earlier."  He looked.  "Are you
seeing a problem or did she tell you there was one?" 


"How
many times has someone tampered?" he demanded, staring at him. 


Xander
handed him the cup of coffee.  "I haven't had an untampered with
panel yet.  Some people are apparently jealous that I have skills they'll
never have.  It's great when someone's jealous of you because of something
like that," he said sarcastically. 


"Start
sealing the panels at night." 


"It's
a pain to get them off if she doesn't remove them for you.  It's
fine." 


"They're
wasting wire." 


"None
of this is the stuff you got me." 


Rodney
gaped, then went to check.  It wasn't the same sort of wire.  It was
computer and machine wire.  They kept track of that but someone hadn't
been signing the log like they should.  He found the person over that. 
"Why have things been signed out without anyone using the log?" he
demanded. 


"They
said it was a machine repair," he sneered. 


"Instead
they wasted it trying to kill someone." 


"No
one's going to care about the Colonel's piece of ass boy.  Maybe if he
leaves he might find respect again." 


Rodney
repeated that conversation to John, who came down with MP's to arrest him and
others.  "Who said I'm sleeping with him?" John said
dryly.  The man struggled.  "Even then it doesn't really matter
what you think.  You're sabotaging the city.  They could have needed
those supplies for critical repairs during an emergency.  Did you want to
die?" 


"Better
than having him here," he sneered. 


"Janus
had three very nice male lovers," Rodney said smugly.  "The
Ancients were bi." 


"Then
maybe we should sink," he sneered. 


"No,
we don't need to sink," John said.  He walked him off. 


"I'll
tell everyone," he said smugly. 


Xander
walked up to him.  "You do realize that you're threatening someone
who has presidential permission to hoard weapons, right?" Xander
asked.  The man gave him a horrified look then at Sheppard. 
"No, not him.  Me."  He smirked.  "Were you on
Earth in the last year?"  The man tried to get away from him. 
Xander moved closer.  "There's nothing you can say that would get
them to kick Sheppard out.  He could be bent over a table and be loving
the fucking the generals were giving him and they wouldn't discharge him. 
Because if they do that, the city won't respond to many others."  He
smirked.  "Plus the Council has already adopted him as one of our
own," he said quietly.  "The president said that meant John was
pretty well sacred and untouchable."  He stared at him. 
"Be a man." 


"I
could say the same," he sneered. 


"I
am one.  I've been in *real* battles, unlike you."  He
smirked.  "I'd love to have seen you in the invasion in LA,
dude.  Really."  The man gave him a horrified look, backing
away.  "Hell, ten days after I lost the eye, I was in a battle inside
a portal area against an overwhelming force with a bunch of girls who're
tougher than you are.  You are fucking pathetic as a male example and I'll
make sure the girls know that they need better than you.  As for anything
else, are you the half of the gaybashers who're secretly sure they're gay and
hate themselves or are you the other half that are fighting so hard against
wanting things that they think is wrong?" 


The
man broke free and attacked him.  Xander punched him once.  He went
down.  Xander stared at him.  "Feel better?  Looks like the
better man won," he said blandly.  "And you still don't have any
reason to spout lies.  You have no proof of your allegations.  You
have no brain so that doesn't really surprise me."  He stared at
him.   "Keep fucking with me.  I blew up a high school to
save everyone.  One person's room...."  He stared at him. 
"And I can make fertilizer bombs."  He got up and ran off. 


"Have
a nice day," Xander called with a smirk and a wave at his back.  He
glared at the MP's, who headed after him.  He looked at John. 
"It was Buffy's birthday present to you.  The demons told her how
important you were and how good you were so she adopted the project as part of
the Council.  The president liked it because it gave you less
oversight.  Her email said that's why the oversight guy's so late getting
back." 


"How
long have you known?" 


"Last
update was last night.  I forwarded that email to you." 


"There's
no way the system ate it," Rodney complained, going to look into
that.  "You may not blow him up on the city, Xander.  And take a
day off.  You clearly need it." 


"No,
I'm perfectly fine," he quipped with a grin.  "Even if someone
did cut some of the wires on the backside.  They might have a really nasty
shock."  He looked at John.  "So anyway, happy birthday
from the Council."  He smiled. 


John
smirked.  "Thank you for trying to protect me but that mental image
is going to scar me for life." 


Xander
blew a kiss.  "O'Neill wasn't bad.  Landry I'd have nightmares
about."  He walked off.  "Tell him I'll have to rewire that
whole section thanks to whoever.  And we're out of wire." 


"The
ship comes in a day and a half," John said.  He followed to look at
it.  Rodney came to see as well.  They had cut the backside of the
wires.  "We've got to stop them.  They're sabotaging the
city." 


"They
did it after the wire went in," Xander said with a grin.  "That
went in about two and the wires were cut when I went to check on the
supplies."  John moaned, shaking his head.  "So Keller
should probably be looking for an irregular heartbeat since that's a full
current." 


"Yours?"
Rodney demanded impatiently. 


"No,
mine feels like normal when I concentrate enough to hear it.  Or normal
for me now anyway."  He shrugged and grinned again.  "Have
fun.  She can probably scan all the people and find the irregular heartbeats."



Rodney
called to tell Keller that.  He found she already had them.  They had
come in saying they were having chest pains.  "She's got them." 


"Good!"
John said with a smirk.  "You have presidential
permission?"  Xander nodded.  "For how long now?" 


"After
LA's invasion." 


"Why
did you let me confiscate that then?" 


"Because
you felt very strongly about it.  And if I needed to I can still get
it." 


"Good
point," he muttered, shaking his head.  "I still want an
inventory." 


"We'll
see."  He strolled off.  "I'm going to check what we have
on hand to see if it was sabotaged too, Rodney." 


"Please
do and report that directly to me or Radek, Xander." 


"Yuppers."



"How
did he get a sugar high?" Radek asked when he joined them. 


"Long
story," John said.  "Someone's sabotaging us, Radek." 


Radek
said something his native Czech, nodding.  "I knew.  Idiots I
have sent to do dirty work.  I found out last night." 


"You
should tell me who," Rodney said. 


"Are
in Tunnel 5," he said smugly.  "Dealing with sewer leak into
plasma tubes." 


"That's
nearly evil," John said with a smirk. 


"He
makes you happy, none should care," Radek said bluntly.  John glared
at him.  Radek smiled.  "We are brightest in two
universes.  We can even figure out that he treats things so you do not
worry."  He walked off again. 


"I
think I corrupted him," Rodney said. 


"Yup,
I think so too," John said dryly.  "Does everyone know?" 


"I
have no idea," Rodney admitted.  "No one's said anything to
me." 


John
walked off to talk to Evan and Ronon.  "I just heard some
speculation," he said bluntly.  "How widespread is it?" 


"He
makes a good mate," Ronon said.  "A fussy one that takes good
care of you." 


Evan
nodded.  "Definitely.  Some day I want a wife like that too,
Colonel."  He smiled.  "Is he good in bed?"  John
groaned, looking down to shake his head.  "Then I'm sure you can
train him." 


"He's
damn good," John assured him with a smug look.  "So everyone
knew?" 


"That
little fit you threw about people leaving him alone that you never let him hear
about?  It was kind of telling," Evan said smugly. 


"Huh. 
I was trying to protect him even without that.  They've been trying to
kill him." 


"That's
because they're jealous," Ronon said. 


"Does
Teyla...."  Ronon nodded.  "She didn't say anything?" 


"She's
not sure why the boy doesn't react well to her.  She's not sure if it's
that wraith taint or something else." 


"No,
it's not," John said.  "She reminds him of one of his two female
friends who keep telling him he's normal." 


"Huh,"
Evan said.  "I don't think he is.  I caught him doing sword
katas the other day on his balcony at four in the morning." 


"He
swears up and down he only gets four hours of sleep a night.  I don't know
why." 


Evan
snorted.  "Need to work some more, sir," he quipped. 


"I
have.  Then he'll get up."  They smiled at him. 
"Anyway, he's off.  They did a lot of sabotage and we need the wires
on the ship." 


"Charming,"
Evan said dryly. 


"Does
everyone...." 


"The
few that don't will get told by the ones who are sure he cast a spell or
something.   They think there's a prettiness gap." 


John
shook his head.  "I don't think so.  I'm not that shallow."



"Others
have said a brain gap appeared," Ronon said. 


"Xander's
very smart.  He doesn't learn in lectures but he's a really smart
guy." 


Ronon
nodded.  "He does learn fighting very quickly.  Though his eye
is hampering him." 


John
nodded.  "He did a lot of work to compensate and I don't expect
perfection, I expect him to do as good as he can."  He leaned against
the wall behind him.  "You guys have known?" 


"The
days it's more than cuddles, you eat eggs, a lot of fruit," Ronon
said.  "The days it's just cuddles, you have coffee and some minor
bit of eggs."  He stared at him.  "Is it good?" 


"It
was when we were on earth but I've been exhausted." 


"Fix
that," Evan ordered.  "Before he gets pouty." 


"He
doesn't."  Evan gave him a dirty look.  "We have plans for
my birthday." 


"We'll
keep things down that night," Evan assured him with a smile. 
"It'd be good to see him not working himself to death." 


"I've
tried.  So has Rodney." 


"Some
people are like that so they earn their own spots," Ronon said
simply.  "I was like him before." 


John
nodded.  "I know that about him.  It's great, guys, really, but
why didn't you say something?" 


"I
can't care who's doing who, sir," Evan said bluntly.  "Never
have.  You're not the only one.  You just brought your consort
home." 


"Yeah,
I did," he agreed. 


"He's
done a good job fixing up the home," Ronon said.  "Which is
their job."  He walked off.  "Perhaps if those ones were
doing that themselves, they wouldn't need to sabotage things." 


"I
think they're jealous and want Sheppard themselves," Evan countered. 


"No,
if I had wanted them I would've already done that."  He walked
off.  "Let me know if there's more problems, Evan." 


"Yup,
I can."  He went to talk to the team leaders.  Most of the
soldiers had shrugged it off as Sheppard being happier. 


John
went to find Xander.  Xander was doing sword katas.  He watched him
move, staring at his back.  "When did you get cut?" 


Xander
looked back at him.  "Few days ago.  It's a scratch from a
structural support." 


"That's
not a scratch." 


"It's
fine.  I fixed it." 


John
walked over to hug him from behind.  "If you let me I'll do that
too," he reminded him.  "It's my job to protect you and help you
as much as it is yours." 


"I
know but you've been really busy thanks to the same people." 


John
gave him a squeeze.  "They're being beaten to death."  Xander
turned, putting the sword aside.  "We never do get time alone." 


"I
figured you were a bit wary because your oversight guy is coming on the
ship." 


"No,
Woolsey won't care."  He kissed him, leading Xander to their bed so
he could please him.  Xander made such pretty noises for him.  They
could have dinner in tonight.  And tomorrow. 


***



Richard
Woolsey looked up as his newest staff member walked into his office. 
"Mr. Harris." 


"Mr.
Woolsey."  He shook his hand.  "You needed to talk about
the schedule for fixes?" 


"I
wanted to know how it's going but I had a few messages."  He handed
over the sealed letters. 


Xander
sat down to read them, frowning at them.  "That's good, but he knows
he can borrow and he did send a lot to Cleveland before we left.  Plus I'm
pretty sure Willow could break it from that side."  He went to the
other one.  He smiled.  "That's cool.  John?" he
called.  "The president said you should've given more of my stuff to
Cleveland." 


He
walked in and took the letters, staring at one.  "Huh, his Chief of
Staff told him."  He looked at the other one.  "I gave them
all that I thought you had." 


"That
was all I had," Xander said dryly.  "The rest was paying off my
poker debts.  I missed one but I gave it to his cousin and it's
sealed." 


John
looked at him.  "I don't want to hear you're still playing for
weapons." 


"Okay." 
He grinned. 


"They
need to go into the armory." 


"If
Willow needs to she can probably break into it from that side." 


"We'll
send her an email to make sure and him to say thank you for the
congratulations."  He looked at Woolsey.  "Problems?" 


"Not
many ones."  He looked at them.  "Is something going on I
should hear about?" 


"No,"
John said with a smile, walking off. 


Xander
shrugged.  "So far nothing unusual is going on as far as I
can."  He pulled out his phone.  "This is where we are on
the fixes.  I need the wire on the ship to fix what's presently
broken." 


"Aren't
those new?" 


"Someone
sabotaged it." 


Woolsey
stared at him.  "What?" 


Xander
nodded.  "They've been doing that recently.  I ignore all the
childish shit." 


"Good. 
Sheppard?  Or McKay?"  They both came in. 
"Sabotage?" 


"A
lot," Rodney admitted.  "There's no wire either." 
Xander sighed, looking at him.  "We'll work around it." 


"I
can do that.  There's that one that needs brought down." 


"That'll
work," John agreed.  "Can we fix that?" he asked Rodney. 


"I've
already put an email into the queue."  He looked at Woolsey. 
"Problems?" 


"I
believe the president was thinking about his friends being unable to find
weapons." 


"No,
they're still getting fed from the circuit.  Faith's playing." 
John shook his head.  "They don't tend to try to screw her and she
gets to flash a bit of cleavage to make them beg." 


"Your
people are insane," Rodney said with a smile. 


Xander
grinned back.  "Thanks.  The next apocalypse I'll have to be
there for is next year.  This year's is minor.  Wanna help?" 


"No." 
He walked off.  "I get enough of that up here." 


"Okay." 
Xander smiled at John. 


"You
go into a battle, you're getting backed up."  He patted him on the
back of the head.  "Anything else, Woolsey?" 


"I
need to know about anything that would affect how Atlantis runs." 


"We
have a serious rat problem and they're New York rats.  They *love* the rat
poison the biology people put down.  It's bulking them up and
everything," Xander told him.  "They like to nibble on plastic
and the latex coatings on the wires." 


"Charming. 
Anything less disgusting creature oriented?" 


"The
PETA member we have in botany wants us to do a live capture and release on a
planet," John said. 


"I
suppose we can." 


"No
we can't," John said. 


"Fine. 
Anything...personal?" 


"No,
nothing to share," John said, walking off again. 


Xander
smiled.  "Me either.  Anything else you needed to know?" 


"No,
have a good day destroying things, Xander." 


"Yup,
sure will."  He walked off.  "Guys, since we have no wires
on the ship, I'm going to go tear down that building on the pier." 


"We
can make sure that no one gets in the way," Evan said, making that
note.  "No explosives." 


"No,
I have a hammer."  He grinned.  He walked off.  He went to
his work room, finding someone in there.  "What are you doing?"
he asked, tapping his earpiece.  "I didn't know you knew how to set a
jigsaw." 


Rodney
walked in and glared.  "What the hell are you doing?" 
Xander turned off his earpiece and grabbed his two different sledge hammers
before walking off.  "Hard hat, Xander." 


"I
am."  He grabbed it from his room.  He found his safety glasses
and headed out. 


The
guard on the pier looked at him.  "That building?"  Xander
nodded.  "No more wiring?" 


"None
on the ship." 


"Crap."



"I've
got stuff I can do without it."  He smirked.  He walked out to
the building and looked at it.  "We have rats," he called back
to the guard.   "Fair warning for me shooting them." 


"Okay,"
he said, calling that in.  Sure enough, a few minutes later there were
some shots and then rats went running out.  He shuddered and fired on them
so they headed into the ocean.  Most of them did.  A few more guards
came running to fire on the dirty little beasts. 


"No! 
We can capture and release them!" a female voice shouted, hurrying their
way. 


"No,
we can't!" John shouted from a balcony.  "Kill every single rat,
guys.  I don't care how."  They nodded and switched to
zats.  It was good target practice and quit wasting bullets.  
His botanist was sobbing over the little lost lives but he didn't really
care.  He hated rats.  Pegasus rats were worse than New York rats. 


***



John
walked out to check on Xander since he had missed lunch.  He watched him
pant and stretch his back.  "Hurt yourself?" 


"Just
a tiny twinge." 


"Don't
do that to me," John warned quietly. 


Xander
looked back at him.  "I swung wrong and it twinged under my
shoulder."  John put down the bag, walking over to check him. 
Xander relaxed against the wall.  "Thank you." 


"This
is what I'm supposed to do, Xander."  He petted him on the head and
went back to checking the shoulder.  "We should have Keller scan it." 
Xander shook his head.  "Please?" 


"It's
not broken." 


"No
but it's pulled a lot."  He made Xander look at him.  "She
has promised me that she won't scan your blood or anything.  She can even
pull those stitches for you." 


"I
was going to do it tonight." 


"You
need to sleep more."  He smiled.  "Let's eat and if it's
not better by the end, you're seeing Keller." 


"Yes,
John." 


"I
like it when you say that," he teased.  "Pegasus ham?" 


"I
like near-ham."  John smirked, letting Xander have his
sandwich.  They settled in and ate.  By then Xander could barely move
his shoulder.  John walked him to the infirmary.  "Doc?" 


She
looked and grimaced.  "What did you do?" 


"I
was trying to take down a wall on that building that's condemned on the
pier.  I didn't swing hard enough so it bounced on me and the next few
weren't much better." 


"So
you kept going?" John asked. 


"Yeah,
I couldn't find another way." 


She
shook her head.  "You're scarily starting to really fit in out
here," Keller said.  She sat him on the bed, scanning his
shoulder.  "You strained it but you'll be okay." 


"Ice."



"Yup." 
She checked the stitches.  "It's time for those to come
out."  She got what she needed before he could complain, and he
didn't.  John smiled at him for that.  "Any others?" 
He took off his undershirt.  John was smiling so it was apparently a
reward situation.  She pulled them and put something on one of them,
making him yelp and flinch.  "What's going on?" she asked. 
She checked.  It was bubbling so she wiped that off.  "Why are
you allergic to that?" 


Xander
shrugged.  "Is it neosporin?  Holy water?" 


"No,"
she said patiently.  "It's an antibiotic herb syrup we
gelled."  Xander shrugged but twitched.  She put something on
over the newly burned and bubbled skin.  He sighed and leaned forward with
a whimper.  "Hurts?"  He nodded.  She checked, no new
signs of an allergic reaction.  "Is this about the stuff that I can't
know about?" 


"No,"
Xander said.  "I'm guessing it's more to do with a skin
allergy." 


"What
do you usually use?" 


"I
have some neosporin I spiked with holy water and some gel alcohol too.  I
don't get into the fancy stuff." 


"All
right, that's usually a sensible thing.  How do you spike it?" 


"Squeeze
it all out, let it get gooey at room temperature, stir in the holy water, then
use a little medicine syringe to put it back.  Put it in the fridge so it
regels faster.  I do the same with aloe gel." 


"Huh." 
She got some of that and put it onto the skin, making him sigh in
pleasure.  "It has lidocaine in it."  Xander grinned at
her.  "Any other stitches?" 


"Some
from a few days ago that aren't ready to be pulled yet.  They're
clean." 


"Good." 
She handed him his shirts.  "Let me know if that gets
worse."  John nodded, helping Xander back out to his spot.  She
made note on the desk and made sure it was seen. 


"Atlantis,"
John called.  "Xander has to take this down because it's dangerous
for humans to be in.  Can you quit blocking him?"  A little
light went on at the base of the wall. 


Xander
got down to look at it.  "Okay, I can use those.  Thank you,
baby."  He petted the wall.  "I'm sorry I have to remove
them."  He got his drill and the hex head, it looked like a hex head
bolt.  He ran the first one out and John helped him get them out. 
The front of the wall came down and they put it outside the door for Rodney to
look over.  Xander got the wires cut and the structural supports had to be
cut.  John got his hand-held power saw so he could do that.  They got
that first wall done and started on the next one.  They went to dinner
together. 


Keller
pulled Xander over when he walked past her, looking at his back. 
"That's still nasty looking.  Itches?" 


"Little
bit," he admitted. 


"It
should be okay by tomorrow.  See me later if you need something for it
after your shower." 


"Yes,
Doc." 


"Good
boy."  He grinned and went to get dinner. 


"Xander,
that light's blinking again," one of them told him. 


"No
wire on the ship."  She moaned.   "I'll get to it when
I get some."  She smiled at him and gave him some extra potato. 
"Thank you."  He walked over to sit down.  "Rodney,
did you get those walls?" 


"I
did," he said.  "They're interesting.  I checked, we have
that same structure on some of these walls.  Not all of them though."



"That's
fine, if we have to I can handle that.  I know you can't use a
sledgehammer." 


He
stared at him.  "You did?" 


"Yup."



John
sat down with his food.  "He did and wrenched his shoulder. 
Then we found out he's allergic to that herbal anti-bac spread."  He
looked at Xander's plate then smiled.  "Good, eat." 


"I
had lunch.  You made sure I had lunch."  He did dig in. 


John
ate another bite.  "I'll check your back later." 


"Okay."



Ronon
smiled at him.  "It's good you can do that." 


Xander
looked at him then at John.  "Half of everyone guessed," he said
quietly. 


"Oh. 
Okay.  As long as you won't have problems." 


"No,
I won't have problems."  He smiled and Xander beamed. 


"Xander,
can I look at the device that Willow sent you with?" Rodney asked. 


"No,
because if you break it everything in it disappears.  Which means I lose
about three hundred bucks worth of stuff and other things." 


Rodney
sighed.  "Just scanning it?" 


"Would
that work against the way it's built?" 


"I
don't know." 


"I
can let you look at it but if you hurt it you have to build me a new one and
put stuff back." 


"That's
reasonable."  He dug into his own food. 


"No
sparring?" Ronon asked. 


"Not
with the way his back bubbled at the herbal thing."  Ronon shuddered. 
"Exactly.  So tomorrow night we'll spar."  Ronon nodded and
finished up, going to find a new victim. 


Xander
finished and looked at Rodney.  "Any answer on the wires?" 


"Not
yet." 


"Eighty
to one-hundred-fifty bucks for 250 feet," Xander said.  "The
heavier gauge versus the home gauge," he said at the looks he was getting.



"We
need miles of it," Rodney complained.  Xander nodded.  Above
them an alarm started.  "What now?" he complained, calling in as
he finished his dinner and headed off. John was already heading. 


Xander
finished up and went to make plans.  And get something out since it was
apparently trying to come through the gate.  He walked in and dropped
something, opening it and pulling it out to fire on the idiots.  They went
up with a lot of screams of pain.  Xander put it down so he could lean on
it.  "Did you need something?  I have more of them." 
He reloaded.  They fled. The last few were killed.  Xander looked at
John.  "See, I told you I'd give it to you when you needed it." 


"You
did but that's not staying in your room," he said with a grin. 


Xander
smirked.  "You can search me if you want."  He strolled
off. 


Major
Lorne looked at him.  "You're lucky," he said quietly. 


"I
am."  He went to find all those weapons.  They could sit in
another room.  He didn't want Xander to be petting anything but him. 
John couldn't bring a jumper to their room to play with, Xander couldn't have
the weapons to play with. 


Rodney
sighed, looking at the case.  "Someone take that to the lab so I can
recycle it."  Two of the soldiers did that.  He looked at Evan,
who was still smirking.  "He's very protective of what's his." 


"Which
one?" he asked. 


"That's
why I introduced them." 


"Nice
job, McKay.  Good choice too."  Evan went to check on
people.  He was near a balcony when he heard, "Oh my God,
Xander!  Did you raid a military base!  Oh, there!  Right
there!"  Evan closed the doors and walked on.  He didn't need to
know what weapon Xander was playing with. 


***



John,
Xander, and Rodney sat down together at the most private table on the mess hall
balcony before the dinner rush could start.  They were the only society
members on Atlantis as far as they knew so Rodney would mediate while they
worked out some issues.  "We're going to work out an agreement,"
John said, looking at Xander.  "Rodney's going to referee. You know
he won't automatically take my side if I'm being dumb and he's as close to a
neutral party as we can get." 


"Yes
I am."  He sipped his coffee.  "I have written Miss
Rosenburg, who said she can, if it was absolutely necessary, break into your
little library/storage area container.  She said it should not be
necessary this year and next year they expect you'll simply show up and start
helping."  Xander shrugged a bit.  "So that means you can
leave a few things in there and put the rest in a stored room." 


"If
I do that, someone will try to sabotage them or the room so I can't get into
it," Xander said. 


"Which
is another good point," Rodney agreed.  "Though we have stopped
most of the problems." 


"Then
I would've had hot water this morning," Xander said dryly.  "And
my sonic shower wouldn't have been set at the pitch to kill my hearing." 


"It
was," John said.  "I heard it from up the hall when he tried to
start it.  It hurt my ears and could've killed him." 


"I
have no idea who it was but I'll look into it," Rodney assured them. 
"I'm tired of that petty crap and I'm going to stop it even if I need to
borrow a weapon." 


"You
can borrow a sword," Xander offered with a grin.  "Everyone
looks hot with a sword." 


"I
may," he decided.  "The storage area that has all of your snack
cakes we need to empty anyway.  I was looking it over and the zipper's not
very solid."  Xander grimaced.  "It was cheap when she
bought it apparently." 


"I've
been very careful." 


"I
know you have.  Those can go into your closet."  Xander shook
his head.  "They won't fit?" 


"No."



"How
much did you spend at the warehouse club?" John asked with a grin. 


"About
six hundred?" 


"We
have a room next to mine.  I will lock it under my DNA and your DNA
only," John offered.  "That way the jealous assholes can't touch
anything."  Xander relaxed and nodded.  "But I get to steal
some now and then." 


"I
wouldn't mind.  I figured I'd have to share a few times anyway." 


"Cool." 
John smiled.  "Can we do the same with the weapons?" 


"If
we lock it with his DNA someone can get into it," Rodney said. 
"A room can be isolated, not all the rooms." 


"I
can move back to the other building," John offered. 


"Or
we can all move to the Eastern building," Xander said.  "Pretty
views across the city." 


John
considered that.  "That's a long way to run for emergencies." 


"I
know, but it's pretty." 


John
smiled.  "We can have that picnic out there."  Xander smiled
and nodded.  "Then we'll put your weapons in your closet, and in my
closet," John said.  Xander shrugged but nodded.  "And by
the gateroom in case we need some because it'll start there." 


"I
can agree to that as long as no one can tamper with them," Xander
said.  "I doubt I'd have time to fix them during an emergency." 


"No,
probably not," John agreed.  "I will make that clear to the
military guys.  Who are watching the science squad for any other problems
like that." 


"You're
kinda their demi-god hero," Xander said quietly. 


"I
know.  I try really hard to live up to it too."  He patted
Xander on the hand.  "You're doing good integrating into the base
outside those few jealous sorts." 


"Maybe
it's because I'm not some high degree flaunting person," Xander said with
a grimace.  "They have Goddess syndrome really bad." 


"We
can," Rodney agreed.  "Though if you wanted to go
on...."  Xander glared at him.  "I didn't think you
would.  Though if you want I can assign you projects so you're not bored
after hours." 


"That
would cut into my time," John complained.  "We're barely getting
any time right now." 


"That's
because you both work astounding hours," Rodney assured him. 
"Even though he doesn't have to." 


"Then
I'd have to be the sort that waits at home and knits," Xander said dryly. 


Rodney
shook his head quickly to kill that image.  "Don't do that to me or
I'll make you buy me coffee." 


John
smirked at him.  "He gave me some for my birthday.  Good stuff
too." 


Rodney
pouted at Xander.  "You have some in there for yours." 


"Good!" 
He got back to it.  "We should move one of you closer to the
other.  If we had suites we could put you both in one with the extra room
going to the weapons and snack cakes." 


Evan
Lorne sat down.  "You have snack cakes?" 


"Yes,
I brought some up."  He grinned. 


"I'm
so pissed you're hoarding them." 


"I've
given a few people having bad days one," Xander said. 


"Uh-huh." 
He stared at him then at John.  "Email just updated." 


"I
heard the beep from Rodney's PC.  Bad news?" John asked. 


"Landry's
in a snit."  Xander winced.  "Not about you.  The
president's in a snit about something and nibbling on him." 


"You
sure it's not Council related?" Xander asked. 


"Oh,
it is, but not you.  Two of the girls nearly got killed by agents." 
Xander stared at him and he could see why he was considered scary. 
"They're fine now but the president wanted to rip half the agents a new
one and one had been one of us.  So we all get psych profiling done this
month." 


"Unless
they're sending Heightmeyer back," John said dryly. 


"Not
that we know of.  Also, the president said that if we needed that much
wire, we should just build a new city." 


Xander
patted the table.  "He doesn't understand, sweetheart."  He
looked at Evan again.  "Let me write someone an email."  He
took Rodney's PC to do that, putting it into the queue.  He handed it back
with a grin. 


"Who?"
John asked. 


"Buffy."



"That
might not stop the headache." 


"Yes
it will."  He smiled.  John shivered.  He knew that
look.  "Anyway," he said, looking at Evan.  "We're
working on the whole ' Xander's weapons' thing." 


"It's
going next to the gateroom in that little closet area that only ATA carriers
can get to.  Half the base has ATA now so it won't hamper anything most
likely," Evan told him. 


"I
don't think it will fit in there," John said dryly. 


"Plus
I need my swords for practice," Xander said. 


Evan
considered that.  "Why doesn't Xander move to Teller's room?" he
asked John.  "That's around the corner from you.  It has that
one room that's connected to it that looked like a nursery.  That way he
can store the rest and his snack cakes he's hoarding." 


"I
could put shelves up," Xander agreed. 


John
considered that.  "That'd be easier to sneak out of too.  I
think there's some sort of open panel that can go between them." 


"Does
it have the washer?" Xander asked. 


"Yup,
most of them do," John said. 


"Cool. 
I usually need it by the end of the day." 


Evan
looked at his t-shirt.  "I thought you were kidding about
Underdog." 


"A
geek never kids about his superheros," Xander said, looking totally
serious. 


Evan
smirked.  "Good to know."  He looked at John. 
"That would give you guys that shared balcony that you hoard." 


"That
would," he agreed.  "Though it'd be kind of obvious." 


"Everyone
knows, colonel.  I do mean everyone.  Why do you think so many are
jealous.  Their hero is blowing their minds by not having someone busty,
blonde, and airhead on his arm." 


"I
can pretend to be an airhead, but I'd look bad as a blond," Xander
said.  Rodney swatted him.  "Hey!" 


"Be
yourself and we'll like you." 


"I
tried that and half the base hates me." 


"They
don't hate you but they think you're taking someone's rightful spot," Evan
said, pointing at McKay. 


"I've
wondered about that myself a few times," he said when John and Rodney both
started to protest.  "But they're best friends and sometimes that can
be closer than blood or marriage." 


Evan
smiled.  "It's good you're not jealous." 


"I
had a friend like that until he got killed."  He shrugged.  "If
you're lucky you do." 


"Good
point."  He looked at them then at Xander.  "We can help
you move." 


"We
need to guard the workshop area," Xander said. 


Rodney
nodded.  "Because I'll be killing someone the next time they tamper
with things." 


Xander
nodded.  "Yes, I will be."  They smiled.  "By the
way, I've removed all the screwed in walls.  I have no idea how to remove
the others.  I don't want to try the sledgehammer approach again." 


"We'll
see what we can find about cutting it maybe," John said.  Xander
nodded.  "I don't want you to do the sledgehammer again either. 
You wrenched your shoulder pretty badly." 


"It's
fine." 


"Uh-huh."



Doctor
Keller stomped in.  "Xander, General Landry ordered me to do a full
physical workup of you." 


"I
thought I had a presidential pass on that." 


"You
do." 


"You
know what, have Landry go talk to DiNozzo and House in New Jersey." 
She gaped.  "They're my doctors of record.  They're the ones
that have done all my bloodwork and weeded down my DNA taint.  They worked
with the virologist who was working on a vaccine and treatment option in case
someone else caught it.  Go see Doctor House at PPTH."  He
smiled.  "Because your little machine reads me as an
experiment." 


"That's.... 
yes it does."  She walked off.  "You might warn him." 


Rodney
tapped out an email to him and someone else.  "That's going to be fun
to watch.  I hope he'll send us the security tapes."  He smiled
at them.  "Let's get Xander moved to that other room so we can unpack
things.  I'll put better locks on the workshop area."  They all
nodded and even Evan helped move Xander.  Ronon and Teyla showed up to
help too.  Xander shooed them out while he emptied the storage areas he
had.  Then the third one he had won in a poker game.  He let them
back in and Rodney looked around.  "Holy Mother of Newton," he
muttered. 


Xander
smiled. "I'm sure she was." 


Rodney
glared at him.  "You've been hoarding all this?  Even when I was
out of coffee?" 


"Where
do you think that jug of coffee came from?" Xander asked. 


Rodney
shook his head.  "You're a loveable goofball." 


"Yeah,
I try.  My lovers usually like me this way, even if most of them are
deadly." 


"Yes,
I am," John called, walking in.  "Oh, damn," he said,
blinking at the weapons.  He looked at the other stuff.  Then at his
mate, who could only grin.  "Evan, come help me sort weapons for each
of the areas." 


He
walked in and stared then got a cupcake from an open box.  "Thanks,
Xander." 


"Welcome,
Major." 


Evan
grinned.  They sorted weapons into what had to stay, what shouldn't stay,
and what John was afraid Xander might coo at like it was a pet.  John had
his planes and Xander had his weapons.  Not that John didn't like weapons
but not the same.  Xander was playing with the grenades like they were toy
dogs.  A few even had pasted on leather ears.  He noticed Rodney
taking film and shook his head. 


Ronon
looked over.  "Don't those explode?" 


"Yes
but they're good puppies," Xander told him with a grin. 


"You're
incredibly strange," Ronon said.  "But I like your
weapons."  Xander smirked.  "What is that long knife
for?" 


"It's
a sword and sometimes you have to have one to kill something or behead
something.  If we get back to earth, I'll take you on patrol with me some
day." 


Evan
shook his head quickly.  "Have fun, boys.  We'll stay at
home." 


"Fine,"
Xander said.  He put the grenades aside and got into the rest of the case
they had come from.  "Awww, Dawn made me a bullet family." 
He showed off the drawn-on bullets.  "These are the lead family and
we have a few silver families and one gold family it looks like.  All the
specialty bullets." 


John
looked in that case then at Xander.  "Who's Dawn?" 


"Buffy's
little sister.  She's a lot like mine."  Xander smiled. 
"I kinda miss Dawnie." 


John
patted him on the shoulder.  "It'll be good to catch up to her when
we go back next time."  Xander beamed.  They got things together
and carried the stuff for storage by the gateroom out to the living room
area.  When they came back, Xander had a lot more sodas.  "How
many more do you have stored?" 


"I
don't have room to pull the rest out," Xander defended. 


"Let's
just stack it and we can shift it around later," John said.  "If
we have to, we can put the swords in the gym with the bantos rods." 
Xander shrugged and finished pulling things out.  He stuck his hand into
the zippered case, pulled out something and it grew as it came out.  All
sorts of sodas were coming out.  As well as more candy and snack
cakes.  Then chips got put in a pile.   They all watched as
everything else came out. 


Evan
took another cupcake and handed one to Ronon.  "They're sweet and
good." 


He
unwrapped it and ate a bite, nodding.  "Those are good." 
Xander shot him a grin.  It took nearly an hour to finish removing
everything from that one.  The other two were emptied by John and
Rodney.  Rodney found his birthday present and nearly hugged the really
expensive coffee beans.  Finally it was all out and the cases went into a
drawer.  Xander and John organized things with Rodney's directions
helping.  So there was a corridor to walk into the room.  There
wasn't much other space but there was that walking area in a 'T' shape. 


Evan
shook his head.  "I'm keeping this stash to myself."  He
walked off with a can of soda. 


Ronon
and Teyla went to look over the weapons some more.  John took Xander out
to the balcony to relax.  Rodney was still hugging his coffee but now he
was handling a computer issue as well.  "Did Dawn make you the puppy
dog grenades?" John asked. 


"Yup." 
He grinned.  "I taught her how to use one and a gun." 


"That's
cool.  She sounds neat."  They settled in and it was nice. 
Comfortable.  Xander fell asleep on his arm.  Even when someone
knocked and was let in Xander was still asleep; it showed how much he trusted
John to protect him.  He stared at the team leader. 
"What?" he asked quietly. 


"Where
did Evan Lorne get a soda?  I've got a PMS'ing female on my team who about
tried to kill him for it, sir." 


"Xander's
Wicca friend made a way for him to bring some up that was hidden until
earlier," Rodney said from his seat.  "He brought snack cakes as
well." 


"I'm
not sure why she was going to beat him," he sighed.  Rodney got him
something and a soda.  He grinned.  "Thank him for the candybar,
McKay.  It might save my life later on our mission.  I won't tell
anyone."  He went to hand it to her.  "The only one on base
and I had to beg McKay for it." 


She
pouted.  "I'll thank him later."  She went to her room to
hide and eat it.  That way no one else could try to get any from her. 


That
team leader went to look at the room they had been sorting things into earlier,
staring at it.  "When did we get these?" 


One
of the Marines on guard snorted.  "Harris." 


"I
don't want to know."  He shut it and made sure it was closed before
walking off shaking his head. 


"That's
about how we feel too," the Marine said dryly to himself.  He was
technically guarding the gate room from the doorway so he could see that closet
and the gate.  They didn't need some jealous sort who wanted Sheppard to ruin
the weapons; they might need them some day. 


***



Richard
Woolsey walked up to where Xander was eating lunch on the pier. 
"General Landry said that the wire will be on the next ship up." 


"That's
fine.  There's nothing critical that needs some as of this
moment."  He ate a bite of sandwich.  "It'll take me
another two weeks to gut that building and then I'll start on the roof and work
my way down." 


"What
about the wires you already have?" 


"Those
are lower gauge.  From what Rodney was complaining about, he needed some
of that but a lot of it was the heavy gauge that took damage from time, water,
and the rats." 


"I
heard," he said with a grimace.  "So that wire in there?" 


"A
lot was sabotaged.  Did he send up a new ladder?" 


"That's
on there as well though he wasn't sure why." 


"Jealous
scientist." 


"Oh. 
I heard about that as well."  He considered that building. 
"What about other critical level repairs?" 


"I
need wires to finish off that one building for letting people back.  I'll
have some plumbing that needs fixed but it's not critical, just has to be done
pretty soon.  There's the light in the caf again.  Which is probably
more rat damage."  Woosley nodded.  "Rodney and I made up
the list.  The greenhouse I need wires for.  That I could've used the
lesser wire they sabotaged and Rodney made that real clear to them." 
Woolsey smirked a tiny bit.  "He got so tired of them."  He
ate another bite and looked at his phone's note feature.  "This is
our list of critical repairs." 


He
took it to look at, nodding.  "So mostly it's wiring?" 


"There's
very few structural things.  The metal held up well but wires have
insulation that got destroyed and the casing too.  The plumbing wasn't
made of the same metal mix so it has some cracks here and there.  I've
sealed what I could and sent pipe specs.  There's going to be places I'll
need to replace whole pipelines and some I can bridge in, depending on what the
other stuff is made from because you can't bridge PVC or rubber to metal very
easily.  Not with an airtight seal." 


"I
can understand that."  He handed the phone back.  "What
about after you're done with that?" 


"I'm
going to be looking at the roof problem.  I can use some of what we're
taking out of that building to possibly fix some of the wiring but it's all in
shorter pieces than I need for the housing building.  I can probably fix
the greenhouse, that light, and the roofing problem with it.  As a matter
of fact I'm doing the caf's light issue later this week once all the rats are
dead.  I told them that earlier." 


"I'm
sure they'll be pleased.  That flickering is annoying."  Xander
nodded.  "Was that time and water?" 


"Mostly
rat damage." 


"They're
disgusting anyway," he decided.  "All right, let's keep me
informed weekly of your progress and anything that gets added?" 


"I
usually sync my list with Rodney's." 


"That's
fine.  Just send me a memo, Xander."  He walked off. 


"Sure,
I can do that."  He finished lunch and went back to work cutting
walls off.  Rodney was getting a lot of recycled material and had one of
his idiot minions checking wires for him.  He came out that night and
patted the building.  "Just a few more days, dear.  I'd do it
faster but they said no explosives."  He walked off, going to get the
wire for the lights and do that since dinner was over with.  They held a
plate when they saw the wire in his hand.  He popped the tile with the
broom and climbed up onto a table to get into it.  He fixed the light's
wires and came down, taking off his t-shirt carefully so he could beat the rat
hanging on it on the floor.  It died.  He shook it off the balcony
then came back to sanitize his hands and get dinner with a grin. 
"Thanks, ladies." 


"Thank
you, Xander."  He sat down outside to eat.  The ceiling panel
had popped itself back into place. 


Evan
walked out, staring at Xander.  "Sheppard's looking for
you."  Xander frowned at his comm earpiece.  Evan looked at
it.  "It's dead.  How did you do that?" 


"I
don't think I did.  Battery dead?" 


"I
don't know.  I'll check it."  He called in where Xander
was.  "He said that two bathrooms exploded." 


"Then
someone should quit pissing off the explosives experts?" he guessed. 
He ate a bite of dinner.  "I can come shut off the water but I don't
have the stuff to fix those."  Evan told him that and he politely
asked the water to be shut off.  Evan smiled so apparently that
worked.  "Have him add whatever exploded to Rodney's list and I'll
put it in when it gets here." 


"I
can do that."  He walked off.  He and John passed in the
halls.  "We don't have the stuff to fix it and he said to quit
pissing off the explosives experts." 


"One
of the bathrooms belonged to Cadman."  He walked into the caf,
staring at Xander.  "They destroyed the walls behind the sinks."



"We
have no pipes." 


"Can
we clear from somewhere we're not using?" 


"Probably
but I'd need to have a building cleared."  John shrugged. 
Xander looked out the balcony, leaning back to point.  "That
one.  It's got a lot of interior walls that have screws according to
Rodney.  The top floor is housing." 


John
looked and nodded.  "I think we cleared it.  We can make
sure."  He called that in.  "We'll have it cleared
tomorrow.  How long will it take you to scavenge?" 


"If
it's in good shape, and most of them have been, an hour to get a wall down and
cut out the old system to replace the new one.  It might not be exact but
it'll be something in place until I can formally fix it with new pipes." 


John
nodded.  "Wires?" 


"I
fixed the one in here but we still have rats.  We have got to get the rats
gone." 


"We
can't really tent the city, Xander.  Or sink it without the shield for two
days." 


"We
may be able to use a gas though," Xander said.  "Going section
by section." 


"I'll
let you and Rodney figure that out."  He settled into a chair. 
"Cadman is pissed." 


"Which
other one?" 


"Radek."



"Ah. 
Then it's the jealous slut society."  John frowned at him. 
"They are.  There's one that gives Radek gooey eyes when he's not
looking and thinks he's dating Cadman.  I heard her telling her
astrophysics buddies that she hated her because she had stolen
Radek."  He handed him something.  "Because you probably
didn't eat." 


"I
did eat.  I ate when everyone else ate." 


"I
was taking down one last wall.  I'm down to external things." 


"Congrats,"
he said with a smile.  "We'll clear that first thing in the
morning." 


"Okay. 
I'll go see if Rodney has a solution to the rat problem.  It's what did
the light up there.  I killed it." 


"You're
good at protecting my city," he said with a grin, getting a smile
back.  "Finish up.  I have the night off so we can watch a
movie?" 


"I
could like that."  Xander inhaled dinner, putting his tray up. 
"Thanks, ladies." 


"Welcome,
Xander." 


John
and Xander went back to John's room.  What started out as a movie and a
cuddle turned into a blowjob for John and him cuddling Xander as he fell asleep
on him. 


***



Xander
heard the commotion when John's mission came back.  It was bad.  It
was on all-channels calling for the medical team.  Xander looked at the
guards near him, getting looks.  "He'll be fine," he said
calmly.  "John's a strong guy and he'll be fine."  They
nodded.  Xander finished up and went to install it.  Cadman was
giving him odd looks.  "He's in surgery, Laura." 


"We
all know." 


"And
if I make it that obvious there's problems."  She nodded that's
true.  "So for right now, I can't get to him anyway.  Me fixing
things is better right now."  She patted him on the arm. 
"Then I have to rewire a lot of the medical bay."  She smiled. 


***



Xander
showed up after lunch, looking at Keller.  "All right, you're up on
the list for repairs."  She gave him a weak smile.  "Where
do you want me to start?" 


"Just
stay out of the way of the beds.  Half of everyone is coming in to check
on them." 


"He's
their version of Hercules on this legendary journey.  Of course they
are."  She nodded.  "So I'll start on the broken
window?" 


"That'll
work, thank you, Xander."  He nodded, going to do that.  It was
on the same ward as the others were.  When someone came in to yell at Rodney,
Xander picked them up and tossed them out for the nurses.  Then he went
back to his window repair. 


Teyla
looked at him.  "Are you jealous of them?" she asked. 


"No. 
I'm not a jealous person, Teyla.  I've never been a jealous guy. 
Jealousy is for those who are insecure."  She smiled at him. 
"Beyond that, there's going to be some asshat who's going to try to cause
a problem.  Might as well happen in here so he can get immediate
help."  She giggled. 


"What's
an asshat?" Ronon asked from his bed, his eyes closed. 


"Kavanagh,"
Rodney said.  "And yes, there's already been two." 


Xander
grinned.  "There's about ten on the base."  Rodney snorted,
going back to his resting.  John was sedated.  He had some pretty new
stitches above his ear.  Xander got back to fixing things. 


"You!"
someone shouted when they walked in.  "You shouldn't be in
here." 


"I'm
fixing the medical lab's critical issues." 


"We
all know why you're in here," he sneered. 


"Yes,
because I asked him to fix ours now," Keller said firmly.  "You
yell in my infirmary again and I'll make sure you can't speak for
months."  The guard huffed and tried to grab Xander, who kneed him in
the groin while crushing his throat in his hand.  "Xander, please
don't make me more work today," she sighed. 


"He's
not damaged.  A good ice pack will cure him."  He dragged the
guy into the hall and left him there, then walked in and grabbed an ice pack,
going to drop it onto his throat.  He stared down at him.  "I'm
fixing things and if you *ever* say something like that to me again I'll use
your ass for currency.  I'm sure someone *somewhere* would want the
worthlessness you shit out."  He stared at him.  Then he went
back to his repair jobs.  Doctor Keller smirked at him.  He smirked back. 
"I've done worse than that," he muttered.  "Fucking
gaybashers have always annoyed me, Doc.  My best female friend is a
lesbian." 


She
beamed at him.  "That's good to know.  The blonde?" 


"The
other one.  I've known Willow since kindergarten." 


"That's
sweet."  She let him do what he needed to do.  The guards on
shift were dragging that one off so he could admit he was a failure as a human
being and a Marine. 


"I
take it he's an asshat?" Ronon asked, cracking Keller up. 


"Yes,"
she told him.  "He's a mild version of it." 


"It's
occasionally a disease you can catch but if you're a good person who thinks you
never do," Xander told him.  Rodney cackled, holding his side. 
"Easy, Rodney."  He came over to help him lay back down. 
"Calm down and try to breathe."  He went back to his
repair.  By the end of the day he had two done. 


Ronon
and Teyla would get out in the morning.  Rodney too.  John was going
to be here for days.  Rodney would hover near John until he woke up and
growled at someone.  Xander would be fixing things nearby.  Everyone
would talk about Xander being jealous and keeping Rodney in check but no one
would say anything to him for days. 


Xander
finally looked over when he heard that rumor.  "They're best
friends," he said bluntly.  "People are very lucky when they
find a friend that close.  I'm not going to say a word about Rodney
hovering like a protective mama cat over him.  I had a friend I was that
tight with and I would've done the same thing." 


"Had?"
she asked. 


"He
died when we were sixteen.  He's why I have that blonde friend.  Why
I ended up in the battle in LA and all of that.  Rodney can hover because
sometimes your friends are closer than your relatives."  She nodded
at that wisdom.  "Beyond that, speculating on anyone's relationship
can get people in a lot of trouble," he said more quietly. 


"We'd
never say anything." 


"You'd
never say anything," he corrected.  She nodded that was true. 
He got back to eating.  "He'll get out tomorrow." 


"That's
good."  She spread that information around.  Xander was a lot
less thick than most everyone seemed to think. 


Ronon
walked into the caf and looked at Xander.  "You've been missing
sparring practice." 


"I
have.  I didn't want to dent you when you're already bruised." 


Ronon
snorted, smirking at him. "I'm tougher than I look.  So are
you." 


"I
know.  I'll be there tonight if you're cleared for it."  Ronon
nodded, walking off.  Xander finished dinner and went to change
clothes.  He met Ronon in the sparring room and stretched, getting himself
ready. 


"You
can wear out your bad mood," he said bluntly. 


Xander
looked at him.  "I have another few walls to take down and I can use
a sledgehammer on them," he said with a smirk.  "I'd never do
that to a person, Ronon, especially not one I like.  I know
better."  He finished his stretching and attacked since Ronon looked
ready.  It was nice to get moving, comfortable to do.  He calmed his
mind for a bit and fell into the old ways.  He still tripped but now he
could compensate better for it.  He still wasn't great but he was getting
better.  Ronon nodded his approval of some moves.  Finally Xander
pulled back and panted, bowing slightly.  Ronon smirked. 
"Thanks." 


"Shower. 
I doubt he'd want to see you that sweaty." 


"Probably
not today, no."  He went back to his room to do that.  Then to
the infirmary.  John was awake and talking quietly to his buddy. 
Xander hopped up onto the next bed, staring at him.  "You would not
believe how many assholes think that I'm suddenly going to be jealous of close
friends." 


John
smiled.  "You took a shower to see me?" 


"Ronon
wanted some sparring time." 


"That's
good."  He yawned.  "It's going to be fine, Xander." 


"I
know that.  I pointed out earlier what close friends could be
like."  John smiled.  "If it was Jesse, I would've pushed
his mate out of the way because he had bad taste." 


Rodney
nodded.  "I wouldn't but then again I approve." 


Xander
grinned.  "And I wasn't going to interrupt because I know what sort
of bonds people that close have." 


John
nodded.  "Thank you for handling that calmly." 


"He's
thrown a few people out for pissing off the nurses," McKay assured
him.  John stared at Xander, who could only smile. 


"We
liked that he did that," Keller said as she walked over with the scanner. 
"Xander, off the bed.  You sitting down started the
scanner."  He hopped off.  She pointed and he moved away from
it.  It quit scanning him.  "Thanks."  She looked at
John, then at the readout.  She frowned at him.  "What's
that?" 


He
looked then at Rodney for a translation.  "Your mermaid taint is
up." 


"Huh. 
Probably where I dove in to catch one of the Marines that fell off playing
soccer the other day.  It'll go down again pretty soon." 


Keller
stared at him oddly.  "I didn't see anyone that fell off a
pier." 


"He
wasn't drowning but there's a wicked current there.  He was trapped in it
so I went down to get him.  The other guys got a rope." 


She
rolled her eyes.  "The rope would've worked." 


"He
was being sucked under the city." 


"Oh. 
Thank you, Xander." 


"Welcome,
Doc."  He smiled. 


John
stared at him.  "Do we have to watch that?" 


"No."



"That's
good."  He yawned again.  Keller scanned him.  "Can I
go nap in my bed?" 


"No,
not until tomorrow."  She walked off.  "Visitors can go
home now." 


"I
still have a week of work for you," Xander told her. 


"I
know, Xander.  Thank you."  He shrugged but grinned.  They
got John settled back into sleep and it was nicer.  She had a quiet
infirmary.  Even if McKay was moping over Sheppard again.  That was
going to end up being a problem. 


***



Evan
walked up to John a few days later.  "We need to talk
privately." 


John
looked at him, frowning some.  "Did something happen?" 


Evan
walked him off to an unused lab room, closing them in there. 
"There's a lot of talk going on," he said, staring at John. 


"About...."



"You
haven't even eaten with your boy since you got out.  Rodney was hovering
over you like Xander should have been, though we mostly thought it was great
how he hovered without hovering.  Most everyone saw it as very
subtle.  The few who didn't realize he was hovering got corrected but
they're all saying that you and Xander are in trouble." 


"No,"
John said, shaking his head.  "I've spent time with Xander every
single day.  He's never making it to dinner."  Evan gave him a
pointed look.  "You think he's avoiding it?" 


"I
think that's a possibility since the science corps are still being
assholes."  John huffed and leaned against the wall.  "Even
the city's noticed.  She broke something so it'd hit him the other
day."  John stared at him.  "Also, is Xander never allowed
to swim?" 


"I
think most of the times he does his DNA taint goes up.  I haven't talked
to him about that." 


"Okay,
some advice.  Communication is what kills relationships.  I've killed
a few decent ones by never opening my mouth."  He stared at
him.  "I don't know what's going on between you three but it is
apparent there's something." 


"No,"
John said, looking confused.  "Why...." 


"McKay
hovers over you whenever you're injured." 


John
snorted.  "If he had wanted me he would've spoken up before
now." 


"Maybe
but there's that equality issue since you two are basically in charge of
everything.  Personally I don't think anyone would care if you did McKay,
as long as you weren't cheating on Xander, but if even the city's being pissed
off by what's going on it's not good." 


John
looked at the nearest wall.  "Xander was doing what I wanted him to
do.  If he had hovered someone would've tried something to hurt him,
Atlantis.  Nothing's going on that hasn't been.  We're not breaking
up, none of it."  He looked at Evan.  "Is it that
rampant?  I knew there were rumors about me and McKay." 


"And
all those are happy that you found Xander.  But now they're upset for
Xander." 


"It's
good they like him.  I like that."  He sighed.  "There
wasn't anything unusual going on.  Xander knows we're close because all
the times we've bled on each other.  He said he understood that." 


"I'm
sure he did.  Apparently he had a friend who was that close." 
Evan stared at him.  "Did you two even talk about him?" 


"What?"



"He
looked kinda sad when Teyla asked him about him." 


"She
did?" 


"Yeah,
at dinner last night.  You came in and got dinner with McKay then ran
off.  Which is why Xander's been picked at by the city all day and the
Marines are giving him pitying looks." 


"No,
there's nothing wrong between me and Xander.  I'll go talk to him." 


"Like
I said, John, if you three make it so be it.  They'll be happy if you
are." 


"I
don't think I could do that."  He walked off frowning slightly. 
He found where Xander was working, watching him for a few minutes.  He had
a few spots of blood on his shirt.  "What happened?" 


Xander
flinched.  "Don't sneak up on me." 


"Sorry." 
He walked over.  "What happened?" 


"The
little wire supports broke."  He let John look at them. 
"They really only need a butterfly." 


"Let's
do that.  The fixes will be there tomorrow."  One snapped off
and hit him.  He glared at the wall.  "Stop it,
Atlantis."  He helped Xander clean up his mess and walked him back to
his room, helping him out of his shirt so they could clean up the
injuries.  There were about ten of them.  He helped Xander clean up
the traces of blood and put on the small butterfly bandages.  Then he hugged
him.  "Are you okay?" 


"I
don't know why she's mad at me." 


"I
think she's picking up that you didn't hover like the others did." 


"Yeah
because it would've caused you problems and me too.  I was always
there." 


"I
know.  I knew you would be.  You would've been beside Rodney worrying
yourself into a bed."  He kissed him.  "Who was
Jesse?" 


Xander
stared at him.  "I don't feel like crying today." 


"I
get that."  He hugged him.  "There's that few people who
think that Rodney and I are going behind your back." 


Xander
looked at him.  "I'd kill you both." 


John
smiled.  "I'd never do that.  I'm not that sort of guy." 


"I
know."  He hugged him.  "This is nice," he said
quietly. 


"You
are losing weight." 


"I'm
not." 


"You
are."  He kissed him on the temple.  "Why are you avoiding
dinner?" 


"Because
the last two times I ate with others things got put into my food." 


John
pushed him back.  "Like poisonous stuff?" 


"Like
little pine needle looking things." 


"Gray?"
John asked.  Xander nodded.  "That's the stuff that's in that
gel.  Damn it!"  Xander nodded.  "Any idea?" 


"No,
not yet." 


"That's
going to stop.  We're eating together from now on." 


"Really...."



"No,"
John said, stopping him.  "We're eating together.  We don't get
enough time together." 


"Sorry."



"It's
not your fault.  Everything is frantic and I'm lucky I get to eat at all
some days.  Eating with you gives me a lot of incentive to get away from
my desk."  Xander grinned.  "C'mon, we'll eat early." 


"Okay." 
He put on a tanktop, walking out with John. 


"Your
arm muscles are a lot more defined," John said.  "Are you sure
you're not losing weight?" 


"I've
been doing a lot of lifting and a lot of sword katas." 


"Are
you doing any range time?" 


"No. 
I get plenty of practice shooting rats.  We really have to fix the rat
problem." 


"We
do," he agreed.  "Weren't you and Rodney going to work on
that?" 


"And
then there was a mission to prep for and you all got hurt," he said dryly
as they walked into the mess hall. 


"If
he shows up tonight, we're going to go over the rat problem."  The
city popped out a ceiling panel and dropped one in front of him.  Xander
stomped on it.  John smiled.  "Thanks." 


"Welcome." 
He grinned back.  He got his dinner, sniffing it. 


John
looked then handed it back.  "Those gray things are something he's
allergic to.  That's the berries on that plant." 


"Oh,
I didn't know; sorry, Xander," she said.  She got him something
different. 


"It's
cool, even I didn't know," he said with a grin.  "Thank
you."  He walked off to get some water.  John followed. 
They got their table on the balcony.   John sat across from him,
smiling at him.  "They do a really good job even though they have to
cook for so many people." 


"They
do.  We appreciate their skills a lot.  No matter what sort of
strange food we give them they can make it mostly edible."  He dug
in, grimacing.  "What's that?" 


Xander
looked then shrugged.  "Faux beef." 


"Oh,
that's why they used the heavy basil."  Xander grinned and dug in. 
He ended up choking and gulping his and John's water. 


"Keller
to the mess," John called.  He moved to help him.  She rushed
in.  "I don't know what it is.  They gave him some without the
berries." 


She
checked him with the scanner.  "It's fish."  Xander shook
his head.  "No, not the fish?"  He shook his head, grabbing
a napkin to cough into.  Blood.  She scanned his throat. 
"He still got some of the berries.  Let's get him to the
infirmary."  She helped Xander up and down there.  "Get me
some throat spray," she ordered as they walked in.  "And
anti-allergen shot."  The nurses rushed to help her.  She got
Xander calmed down, mostly by sedating him, and treated the injuries. 


John
touched his comm.  "Handle it, Major.  I'm busy."  He
hung up.  "Why is he allergic to that bush?  I thought everyone
was safe with it." 


"There's
two options.  One, we found one guy that had to get a smallpox vaccine
reacts to it."  John winced and nodded.  "Or it's his DNA
taint." 


"The
first probably," he said quietly. 


She
stared at him.  "No way." 


"Yup,
one of the ones from that falling." 


She
scanned him, gaping at him.  "Damn it!"  She got something
else and it helped.  "That taint is climbing." 


"That
was probably the fish."  He sat beside Xander.  "Is it
going to be long-term hurting?" 


"No. 
We can heal the damage to his throat."  She got another healing
machine and used it on his throat.  John watched.  "Is that
...."  She scanned again.  "That's bothering his
taint." 


"We
can weed that out," John said quietly.  "They did a dialysis
treatment to weed it out before.  Heal it and we can do that
later."  She nodded, fixing his throat. 


Rodney
walked in with two trays, handing John one.  "What happened?" 


"That
berry," John said, putting his tray aside.  "I'll eat
later." 


Rodney
patted him on the shoulder.  "He'll be fine.  He's survived a
lot.  This won't kill him." 


"Did
you hear there are new rumors?" Keller asked him quietly.  She
cleared the results off the scanners. 


"We
need those," the nurse complained. 


"By
presidential order we're not to keep any results on him," Keller told
her.  "His heart function is odd because he has an extra
chamber.  Otherwise, just treat the allergy and tell me if he starts to
cough or cough blood."  She nodded, going off.  She looked at
Rodney again, who was scowling at John.  "They're not blaming
him." 


"They
never would," Rodney assured her.  "I have no interest in his
ass." 


"I
knew that but Evan warned me," John said.  "Also, the city's
been picking on him today." 


"It's
been more than today," Keller told him.  "I saw it happen
yesterday.  That's why I gave him some new steri-strips." 


John
huffed.   "I liked the way he was subtle about hovering while I
was in here.  It made sense to me and I appreciated the discretion." 


"So
did I," Keller said with a smile.  "He was the least troublesome
significant other of any I've had in here."  She left them alone to
talk. 


Rodney
looked at him.  "Even if you were that hot for me I'd never accept
it." 


John
smiled.  "I like that you're honest, even when you blow my
ego."  Xander shifted and whimpered, rubbing his throat. 
"Hey, don't do that."  He stopped Xander's hands. 
"Just rest, Xander.  Even if Evan calls again, they can handle anything
but an attack."  Xander relaxed and went limp. 


Keller
came over to give him more sedative.  "Once I make sure his throat's
healed he can heal in his room," she said quietly.  "I figure
this is too open for him, like when we have Peter Staton in here." 
She left them alone again. 


John
touched his earpiece.  "Major, was I not clear?" he asked
calmly. 


Rodney
took it and tapped his own on, turning off John's.  "Major, he's in
the infirmary with a sudden onset of an allergy attack," he said
dryly.  "Is it *that* important?"  He listened. 
"Why call him for that?  Oh, that's reasonable I suppose.  No,
he's going to be off work for the next three days.  I'll send someone to
work on that."  He hung up and called someone else. 
"Radek, pick three of the stupidest minions who can hammer in a nail and
have them help Major Lorne with the wall that wants to fall on him." 
He hung up.  Rodney tapped out a message to House for the next time the
email went.  Keller needed to know and he trusted her with this. 
Even if Xander wasn't sure yet.  John shifted.  "He'll be
fine.  Eat." 


"I'm
not going to eat something that could make him sick," he said quietly. 


"That's
without the berries." 


"So
was his second one," John said dryly.  "There's no telling how
long it lasts."  Rodney nodded, taking it to eat.  John got the
vegetables instead.  Rodney wasn't going to be kissing Xander so it
wouldn't matter if he ate the berries or not. 


***



Evan
hung up and sighed.  "What happened?" he asked the guard. 


"There's
berries in tonight's stew," he said. 


"Shit,
Xander's allergic to them." 


"He
was coughing up blood in the caf by the time Keller got to him." 


"No
wonder Sheppard growled at me."  Radek showed up with three science
minions.  "Thanks, guys, it's this one."  He pointed at the
alarmingly tilted wall.  "Its an external one like that window
is." 


Radek
looked and nodded.  "Has some leaking on that side."  They
got into it and braced it.  "Xander can fix tomorrow." 


"Xander's
going to be off for days," Evan corrected.  "He got some of
those berries."  Radek stared at him, giving him a hot look. 
"They put them in the stew." 


"Dirt,"
he muttered.  "Someone has been putting the needles into his
dinner." 


"Excuse
me?" Evan demanded.  "Someone tried to poison him?" 
Radek and the guard both nodded.  "Who?" 


"No
clue," the guard admitted.  "We've all come to really like
Xander.  He pulls his own weight, he cracks jokes, we don't have to worry
about him if we're attacked.  He's like a former soldier that's in the
civilian side now.  Though no one's sure why Sheppard's been ignoring
him." 


"Work's
been craptastic and he's not getting any time off," Evan said bluntly. 


"The
kid was right, he's like our version of Hercules," the guard said with a
small shrug.  "He had Iolaus and Sheppard has McKay.  Let's hope
that Hera, or Landry, doesn't try to kill his wife." 


"Landry
tries a thing and Xander will kill him," Evan said dryly. 
"We'll all get a long weekend for the closed casket funeral." 
The guard smiled.  The scientists gave him odd looks.  "Sheppard
and McKay aren't together." 


"We
knew that," one said.  "Though I'm not sure what Sheppard sees
in Xander." 


"They're
a lot alike," Evan said.  "Xander's nickname in the underground
he was working in is the White Knight."  They moaned.  "He
hates flying, it makes him sick, but he's like Sheppard light.  Only he
likes swords." 


"And
artillery," Radek quipped. 


"And
twinkies," Evan said with a smirk. 


Radek
stared at him.  "He has twinkies?" 


"He
snuck some up." 


"We
should raid," Radek decided.  McKay showed up to see what had
happened. 


"I
wonder if Xander can do underwater welding," Rodney sighed. 
"That's bad."  They both nodded. 


"How
is he?" 


"The
healing wand helped a lot but it caused another problem he'll have to do some
blood work to treat." 


"Crap,"
Evan muttered. 


"It'll
be fine.  We have a simpler way of doing that up here."  He
shifted to help hold the wall in place for the one welding the cracked
areas.  "He has an arc welder, Radek."  He went to get
it.  It would make a better seal.  Radek came back and made sure the
welds were secure before moving onto the next one. They got it finished about
late night shift change and went to their rooms for the night.  Rodney
checked on Xander and John but John was asleep beside his bed.  So he left
them alone. 


***



Hank
Landry walked into House's clinical area looking calm and like he was in
charge.  "Doctor House?" 


"I
am," he said, staring at him.  "And you're General Hank
Landry." 


"How
did you know that?" 


"Rodney
McKay told me to expect you," he said with a smug look. 


All
right, McKay had warned him.  So he'd be blunt and direct instead of
trying to work his way around things.  "Why does Mr. Harris have
presidential pardons on routine medical checks?" 


House
smirked.  "I don't have clearance from the president to tell
you."  He called someone.  "DiNozzo, House.  Landry's
here.  I need orders."  He hung up.  "He said let him
call someone." 


"Is
it that important?" he asked blandly. 


"Yes." 
His phone rang and he answered it.  "House."  He
listened.  "You sure?  Here, tell him."  He handed it
over.  "The Chief of Staff of the White House." 


He
took it.  "Sir."  He listened, blinking a few times. 
"Why...  Oh, I see.  DNA taint... classified higher than my
project, all right.  Is he a problem for the city?" 


"No,
and with the problems the emails showed up with last night, I'm hoping they're
right about their advanced capabilities."  He took the phone. 
"Blair, Gregory House again.  Xander had to be healed and it
increased his DNA taint.  McKay said to give Doctor Keller..... She knows
enough to know why if she has to stitch him but nothing further.  That was
John's call."  He listened.  "Yeah, I think he will need
another treatment for it.  I can do that.  Thanks."  He
hung up and got into a file in his desk, writing out information. 
"That needs to go to your Doctor Keller and only her.  They've
managed to set off his DNA taint." 


"How
did that happen?" 


"Swim
coach back in high school."  He stared at him. 
"Considering that's the *lesser* classified thing and NID tried to do it
to someone else...." 


"I
understand that.  Is the other classified matter due to a similar
reason?" 


"No. 
At one point in time his construction crew broke through a burial chamber and
he fell on the remains." 


"So
he's picked up something that people want to kill him to get," Landry said
blandly.  House nodded.  "What does Doctor Keller know?" 


"That. 
That was what Colonel Sheppard decided she had to know in case she had to treat
him.  Due to an allergy to something native, it has reawakened his DNA
taint and she'll have to do some blood cleaning.  She stated she has
something to do that." 


"She
does." 


"That's
what she needs to know to do it best." 


"I
can get that to her tonight.  Is Harris a danger to others?" 


"Only
if someone gets into his blood and boils it down," House said bluntly,
staring at him.  "That's why we had him up here, so we could deal
with it if someone did get some." 


"So
he's worked with a virologist?" Landry asked.  House nodded
once.  "Oh, dear." 


"It's
never bothered him," House said blandly.  "He didn't even show
symptoms from what we heard.  We have a treatment in case it should
happen.  We do know what we're doing but the more people who know, the
worse trouble he's in." 


"They
reported he has artillery?" 


"He
has presidential permission to hoard weapons after what happened in LA,"
Tony said as he walked in.  "I'm certain you at least saw part of
that invasion." 


"I
thought that was a stunt." 


"No,"
Tony said, shaking his head.  "Xander's Council." 


"Oh,"
he said flatly, grimacing. 


"So
yes, he probably has a few swords as well." 


"Fine. 
He's doing good work up there I'm told." 


"All
but the few jealous people who hate him for being good," Tony said
dryly.  "Which is why he got poisoned probably."  House
grimaced.  "He didn't tell you?" 


"He
did tell me.  He sees me as a mentor and someone who can give good
advice.  I gave him some decent advice and told him to beat the hell out
of them if they tried anything else." 


Tony
nodded.  "That might help."  He looked at the
general.  "In about six months, expect a visit from NCIS,
General."  He smirked.  "I'm still NCIS Special Agent
DiNozzo as well as Doctor DiNozzo and the president liked that split." 


Landry
grunted.  "That's fine.  When it happens we'll talk." 
He left, getting beamed back to the base.  He emailed that message
verbatim to Keller.  He had no idea what it meant.  He talked to his
top doctor, who told him she was not allowed to discuss it at all.  The president
said so.  But she apparently had a lot of an idea. 


***



Doctor
Keller got the email and nodded, setting the little ball device they had
found.  She went to find Xander.  He was in bed, pouting at an
e-book.  "We have to handle that DNA taint, Xander."  He
looked up at her.  "It's getting too high according to Doctor
House." 


He
nodded.  "I know that.  I shouldn't try to swim." 


She
nodded.  "Probably not, or eat fish."  She held up the
ball.  "This is the same as the machine that they used last
time.  I've set it to leave your other issues alone and just take out
mermaid cells."  She attached it to his arm.  "It'll beep
when it needs dumped; come see me." 


"I
can do that," he agreed quietly.  "How long?  Last time it
was two weeks." 


"I
should be able to get it down within two days but you'll be off shift because
of it.  You can come back to the infirmary." 


"No
thanks." 


"All
right.  Rest, nothing strenuous.  No moving that arm if
possible.  I'll tell John and Woolsey that."  He nodded. 
"Good boy."  She left, going to the command center.  She
found them and Major Lorne having a meeting.  "He's got the dialysis
ball on his arm for probably two days.  He'll need another day to heal the
wound it'll create," she said bluntly, staring at John. 


"Okay. 
Do you have him?" 


"He's
to stay in bed.  I need to get it to dump it every few hours but otherwise
he'll be fine in bed."  John nodded.  "Nothing strenuous,
no using that arm." 


"I
can do that." 


"Good." 
She walked off. 


"Why?"
Woolsey asked quietly. 


"Xander's
another DNA challenged person," Rodney said dryly.  "Only his is
fish taint." 


"Wonderful,"
Woolsey said.  "Does that give him any advantages?" 


"If
he goes swimming it grows," John said dryly.  "Or when he eats
fish." 


"So
this one started when he saved that marine that fell overboard," Evan
said.  John nodded.  "Okay, we'll make sure he doesn't need to
again." 


"He
does miss swimming," John told him.  "I'll go watch him to make
sure he rests later." 


"You
have a mission later," Woolsey reminded him. 


"We
put it off," Rodney said.  "I have to figure out why a wall
under the city is bowing to the pressure.  That's above what Xander can
do."  Woolsey sighed.  "That way we can fix it and let him
get back to the usual repairs.  Besides, he hasn't had more than two days
off since he got here."  He closed his laptop and looked at
him.  "He works harder than most of us do outside of
emergencies."  He walked off. 


John
followed.  "Lorne, let me know if there's anything too
important." 


"I
can do that."  He went to the office to do some of the paperwork. 


Woolsey
still looked confused.  He wouldn't be calling off work if his wife was in
bed.  She would have wanted him to go do something other than hover. 
He went back to his own office to deal with his own reports.  They never
seemed to end. 


***



Xander
wandered in and held out his arm.  "It's really frantically beeping
so I think it's full." 


"I
think it's full too."  She checked how much time had elapsed and
pulled the little ball off to dump it into the medical waste bin.  When
she saw black stuff she scraped some for a sample and flushed the system then
reapplied it to his arm.  He looked at the black stuff and shrugged,
walking off again. 


"Drink
more," she called. 


"I
am." 


"Thank
you.  And I do mean water-based fluids, not however you got a case of soda
snuck up."  Xander waved a hand, not smiling.  She ran the tests
on the swab carefully, making sure nothing was going to be recorded.  The
DNA warping was astonishing and it was pissing her off.  "Why
fish?" she complained.  She got deeper into it.  Hell, maybe she
could taint a wraith with it and they'd all have to drown or something. 
Xander came back two hours later sipping some iced tea and she dumped it
again.  Just as full and faster.  She checked the settings. 
Then she took a blood scan, grimacing.  "It's not shrinking that very
much." 


"It
took two weeks to shrink it down five percent last time," Xander told
her.  "That's as far as they could get it down and they took gallons
of the black, tarry stuff."  He walked off sipping his tea. 


Rodney
stared at him.  "Where did you get iced tea?" 


"It's
got lemon in it.  Sorry." 


"Never
mind." 


"The
caf had some drink mix water packets."  Rodney went to look at those
while Xander went back to bed.  He felt like crap.   His stomach
and chest were itching too so he went back there and lifted his shirt, looking
at the dark lines that usually rested below the surface then at her. 
"If the gills are coming up, isn't that a problem?" 


"Yes." 
She checked them over.  "They're still under the skin." 


"They
weren't exposed last night.  I can't take a shower when I'm like it, it'll
make them pop out." 


"Oh." 
She took a better blood scan and removed the little ball.  She readjusted
it and put it back on.  It was cleaning the blood a different way and
Xander was shuddering so she removed it.  "Maybe we'll have to send
you back for real dialysis." 


"I
don't know," Xander sighed.  "I'm going to go wallow in
bed."  She nodded, letting him go do that.  She went back to
work figuring things out based on the email she had gotten from the kid's
doctor.  John strolled in, handing over the dialysis ball.  "Do
we have any idea why it's so much stronger?" 


"We're
on a floating city?" he guessed.  "The water isn't all that
filtered for showers?"  She moaned.  "We have fish
byproducts thickening half of all the meals." 


"Which
would set it off?"  John nodded.  "What can we do about
it?" 


"As
long as he's keeping it at a lower level, I'm only going to be concerned. 
If he starts to yearn for the water and starts to change form, I'm going to go
kill that swim coach if he's not already dead." 


"He's
starting to show gills." 


"I
think DiNozzo said he did last time too."  He went to talk to Xander. 
And then send through a special request to get DiNozzo or House up onto the
city.  Quickly.  Before his mate turned into a black, slimy
merman.  He'd hate that. 


***



Tony
showed up on the base with a smile, holding up his ID.  "I'm to see
General Landry today please."  They signed him in and called down
there.  Landry came up. 


"Why
are you here, DiNozzo?  You said six months." 


Tony
held up the official order placing him on Atlantis as a dual staff
member.  "I got that early yesterday morning." 


Landry
read it and grimaced.  "Why did the president want you there?" 


"To
finish my residency hours and give you an NCIS agent." 


Landry
stared at him.  "We don't need one." 


"You
do need one.  There's been three rapes reported on your base
recently.  My whole team got a year's assignment here.  I'm to go to
the city.  McGee's helping here, Abby's helping the Denver office
officially.  Gibbs and Ziva are here.  She's international so that'll
help you somewhat." 


"Why
didn't I hear about them?  And why not JAG?" 


"We
have the classified rating, me especially.  I have the dual training going
on.  I'm also to bring up a shitload of building supplies for your
city."  Landry moaned.  "Some of our friends said
so."  He smiled.  "Gibbs will be in tomorrow.  He'll
start with your warrant officer and then move to you to go over any reports you
have." 


"What
sort of internationally trained agent is whoever Ziva is?" 


"She's
Mossad."  Landry gaped.  "Transferring to American
citizenship.  Frankly, the President and Director Vance said we're too
physical to be his sort of agent, he wants the geek agents who can't chase
people in the field, and we're too good to retire or fire us since we do most
of the work in DC." 


"Oh,
I see.  And your residency hours?" 


"I'm
about halfway done.  Vance is going to get me permanently assigned to your
project since I have both qualifications so you don't have to pay for
both.  It's a budget thing and he hates me.  And he *really* hates
you."  He grinned. 


"Fine,"
he muttered.  "I can't disobey a direct order from the
president.  These building materials?" 


"They're
in a storage container in town.  One of those pod things.  It's
pretty much everything on McKay's wish list." 


"The
president didn't want to sign those order forms." 


"He
didn't.  Some people that know the both of us donated them."  He
smiled.  "They want her to be a healthy, happy city that loves John
Sheppard." 


Landry
stared at him.  "Seriously?"  Tony smirked and
nodded.  "Why?" 


"For
the same reason Greg House put you on with the Chief of Staff." 


"Oh,"
he said flatly.  "Pushy higher ups." 


"Yes,
there are.  Also, that Trust crap?  You didn't get rid of all of them
and *that* is Ziva's main reason for being here."  Landry stared at
him.  "We found evidence in a defense contractor recently and Vance
was *livid*, then transferred that to the president, who was meeting with Miss
Summers at the Council, who flatly stated that John Sheppard is to be
considered one of their people now as well.  Which gives him a lot of help
from some different populations." 


"Why?"



"Long
story I can't tell you.  Let's just say that Sheppard is well liked by
them for being the same sort they are.  McKay is too." 


"Fine. 
The ship's going tomorrow." 


"That's
fine.  How do you want to move those supplies up there?" 


"I'll
get you and the captain together, DiNozzo."  He led him to his
office.  "Walter, we're getting NCIS people tomorrow." 


"Hi,
Walter," Tony said with a smile.  "Doctor Tony DiNozzo,
NCIS."  He shook his hand.  "My whole team is coming in and
Abby's in Denver." 


"That's
wonderful," he said with a grin. 


"We've
also got Rodney's wanted building supplies in a pod in town." 


"I'll
tell Colonel Ellis so they can work that out.  Will you need a room?"



"Only
for tonight.  I fully plan on going up on the next ship." 


"Okay." 
He made that note and sent a message up to the Apollo. 


Landry
and DiNozzo settled into his office to talk.  Tony got the head doc down,
handing her a file.  "Mine from the docs overseeing me in New
Jersey." 


"The
same doctors as Mr. Harris used?" 


"For
slightly the same reason without the DNA taint.  This will also keep the
blood hunters off me." 


"Oh,
dear."  She read it and grimaced.  "We've taken
samples?" 


"We
worked with a virologist.  It's actually my minor."  He grinned.



"Good." 
She left them to talk. 


Tony
smiled.  "The plague got sent to my office.  I stupidly opened
the envelope." 


"So...
that's worse or better than falling into a burial chamber?" 


"He
has multiple sources of worry, I just have that one." 


"Okay,
good to know."  He went over the responsibilities up there and Tony
told him where he could help in both jobs.  Including handling complaints,
minor punishments with Sheppard and Woolsey, and he wasn't under oversight. 
So they could move around the IOA some more.  That was well liked. 


***



Tony
walked off the ship, putting on his sunglasses.  "Aww, this is
beautiful."  Everyone stared at him.  "Hi, Doctor Tony
DiNozzo." 


Evan
Lorne looked at his list.  "We're expecting you and a lot of stuff
for McKay?" 


"Building
supplies." 


"What
sort of doctor are you?" Evan asked. 


"Orthopedics
with a minor in virology, and I'm also your new NCIS person."  He
grinned. 


Evan
gaped.  "You're the doctor that worked with Xander." 


"I
am.  That's why I got sent now instead of in six months."  He
smiled at the younger woman coming out.  "Doctor Keller, Doctor Lam
showed me your picture." 


"You're
DiNozzo?" 


"Yup." 
He held up a thumbnail drive.  "Harris's file?" 


"Thank
god.  Did you help then?" 


"Yeah. 
I'm finishing my residency year up here with you."  He grinned. 
He followed her.  "I'm the one who taught him virology
actually.  I'm also the one that introduced Xander to McKay and
Sheppard." 


"Wonderful
job.  They do fit together very well.  Major, send his room
assignment to my desk please," she called back. 


"I
can do that," he agreed.  He tapped his earpiece.  "Woolsey
and Sheppard, our new doctor-slash-NCIS agent is here with Keller." 
He hung up and went back to checking in the new personnel.  Their supply
guys were awed at the various bits that McKay had gotten them for rehabbing the
city.  They got moved to a storage area.  The food got offloaded. 
Xander got a box sent from Cleveland.  So it was a good ship time. 


***



Tony
checked Xander over and then took a blood sample.  He checked it under the
microscope and hummed.  "Xander, eating fish is bad." 


"We
have a lot of things that are thickened by a fish protein," Keller
said.  "Is that why it's so strong?" 


Tony
nodded, looking at her.  "Yeah, we had this reaction after Captain
D's too."  She smiled.  "I only got him fries." 
Xander was slumped on the bed, looking miserable.  "Feeling that urge
to go home?"  Xander nodded, looking at him.  "We'll do
what we can to fix that.  You know that."  Xander nodded
again.  "Good.  So this little ball thing?"  She
showed it to him and what it had gathered and done to his bloodwork. 
"Xander, two days of chips, snack cakes, and soda only.  I know
there's no fish in them." 


"Okay,"
he agreed. 


"We
don't have those up here," she said. 


"He
brought up plenty," Tony assured her with a grin.  Xander nodded,
grinning back.  John and Woolsey walked in.  "Morning,
guys.  John, all his needed supplies are on the ship.  Mr. Woolsey,
I'm also your NCIS liaison officer.  That means I can handle minor
punishment issues and other things that you don't want the IOA to find out
about.  I won't say I'm pleasant when I have to give out punishments but I
can do it." 


Woolsey
gaped.  "Why do we need one?" 


"Because
I had to break someone's arm last month when the botanist was shouting 'no, get
off me'," Xander said blandly.  "The MP's were really
nice." 


"I
sent him back in disgrace," John said. 


"And
the IOA says that if it keeps happening then they'll shut the city," Tony
said bluntly.  "Therefore I'm here to go around the IOA's
rules.  We've got the UMJC to go by."  John smiled at him. 
"There's no way I'd let something like that happen and if we don't report
it to the IOA they can't throw fits with the president." 


"Even
better," John agreed.  "How's his blood taint?" 


"Three
days, just snack food," Tony said.  "I want all that fish he's
eating out of his system."  John winced.  "Yeah, I know,
he'll bounce but yay." 


"We
use fish that often?" Woolsey asked. 


"The
soup thickeners," Keller said.  "The fillers in the meat to make
it go farther in things like meatloaf and hamburgers.  As a spice on the
Pegasus duck from the dried scales." 


"That's
half the menu," Woolsey said.  Xander nodded.  "That's
going to be hard to meet.  We don't usually have snack cakes." 


"I
brought up some," Xander said with a grin. 


"You
had a box on the ship from Buffy and Dawn," Tony told him. 


"Then
I might have more."  He slid off the exam table.  "Am I off
the ball thing for a few days?" 


"Yes,"
Tony said. 


"Cool,
I have some critical repairs to make that'll take me about four days. 
I'll wear that bounciness out."  He walked off with a grin for John. 


"I
want to see what's in that box in case you get more puppy eared grenades or
bullet family members," John called. 


"Of
course you will." 


"Thank
you."  He looked at Tony.  "That bad?" 


"Yup,
and you're not fully free of that Trust crap.  We found some at a defense
contractor's office." 


"Charming,"
John said sarcastically.  "All right, let me go help Xander. 
Come by later on and we'll catch up."  He walked off happier. 
That would take some of the work off him. 


Woolsey
looked at Tony.  "How many were there and were they unusual in any
way?" 


"Not
snaked, human members." 


"Pity."



"The
rest of my team is on the base." 


"Even
better."  He walked off unhappy but they'd figure things out and if
he had to he'd force Sheppard to send Harris back to earth.  He was sure
there were more qualified former construction people. 


Tony
smiled at Keller.  "He has no idea what wall he's going to hit if he
keeps pushing at Xander," he said quietly.  "Those of us who
introduced him to John are a bit...pushy." 


She
smirked.   "I've heard of Gregory House." 


"He's
a chipmunk of happiness compared to my team leader Gibbs," he assured
her.  She shuddered.  "I believe there's not going to be any
more problems on the base with people thinking they can get away with
things."  He got back into Xander's blood samples.   His
antigen count was still low thankfully.  That would suck if it had went up
too. 


***



Xander
looked around his storage area, pulling out the refill supplies from the
box.  Including two boxes with notes taped on the top from Buffy saying
she didn't want to know about them.  He took the rest of the box to the
caf and put it in front of John.  "Willow said she wanted to spoil
you rotten as a belated birthday present." 


John
looked in at all the tiny little boxes then at him.  "That would
expose what she can do." 


"Giles
did magic in front of Congress." 


"Good
point," Evan said. 


"Magic?"
Radek snorted.  Xander nodded.  "Only cranks and those
Council.....  Oh, no." 


Xander
smirked.  "Reformed after they all got blown up.  I was part of
the Sunnydale team and they're all in Cleveland right now."  He
grinned.  "That's Rosenburg's present to John." 


John
sighed and pulled out a box, looking at it.  Radek gasped and came over to
scan it.  Rodney got babbled at until he and the others came in to scan it
as well. 


"Willow?"
Rodney asked.  Xander nodded.  "Charming." 


"They're
John's." 


"He'll
share," Radek assured him.  "There is enough to share." 


John
smirked.  "We'll see."  He took his box back.  "I
still have to check it for weapons." 


"I
put them up already unless there's some lower in the box." 


Rodney
pulled out a box, scanning the process.  The others gasped and did the
same thing, scanning it all.  Including the specially sealed birthday cake
for John.  That got put in front of him. 


John
looked.  "How did she get the ice cream to not melt?" 


"No
clue," Xander admitted with a grin. 


Rodney
looked and scanned it.  "It has icing I can't eat so save me a piece
without any."  They moved the box to another table so they could scan
it and figure this out.  Though it was probably Xander's evil way of not
having to unpack it himself.  His arm was still bruised so he'd forgive
him that small manipulation in return for getting all this information on
magic. 


Evan
came over and looked down inside.  "I think Dawn helped,
Xander."  He held up a puppy dog painted and eared grenade. 
Xander beamed and took it to pet. 


John
casually took it.  "No grenades at dinner, Xander.  You can pet
Dawn's explosive puppy dogs later."  Xander smirked at him. 
John smirked back.  "They're going to be doing that all night." 


"Better
than me doing it all night with how sore my arm is," he admitted with a
grin. 


"I
knew it was something like that," Rodney said, shooting him a dirty
look.  "But I'll forgive you when I steal a box or two." 


"Mine,
McKay." 


"You
won't mind either.  It'll keep some of the fighting down in the
sciences." 


"I'm
flashing back to Kindergarten and everyone bringing cupcakes for the entire
class for their birthdays," Evan said. 


"My
school didn't do that," Xander said.  "But if you want to, make
sure it's happy memories." 


"I
will."  He got his own box and a bag of chips.  He had missed
real chips.  The science geeks were happily unpacking that all over the
table. 


"Remember,
guys, that's John's and he'll have to approve of any one stealing
something," Xander called.  He looked at his dinner of a sandwich
then at John's dinner.  John patted him on the head.  Xander ate and
it was good enough for him. 


John
came over to look in the box, taking the other puppy grenades, and a few kitty
grenades.  "Xander, what's the kitty grenades?" 


"Light,
smoke, and heat.  They hiss at you."  He ate another bite. 


Rodney
looked back at him.  "Is she insane?" 


"She's
almost sixteen." 


"Never
mind."  He got back into the box.  They still hadn't reached a
bottom level yet.  "I see she thought you were both out of
caffeine." 


Xander
came to look and got what he wanted of it then sat back down.  John gave
him a pointed look.  "I'm out of Mountain Dew." 


"Never
mind," he sighed, shaking his head.  "We'll put the sodas in
your storage area." 


"Sure,"
Xander agreed happily.  McKay made happy noises when he uncovered the
bottom of the box. 


"No
beer?" one of the Marines joked. 


"They
know I don't drink all that often," Xander said.  "Most of that
was my care package but they said to share it with John." 


"That's
why I'm letting him claim all the high octane sodas and the Orange Crush."



Xander
grinned.  "I like it for lunch."  He finished his dinner
and put his tray aside, coming over to look.  He lifted out the bottom and
showed another row of stuff that might've gotten crushed by the sodas. 
"I could put that much in my last one." 


Rodney
stared at him.  "Sit and eat something, Xander." 


"I
just ate and Tony said he wanted me to not eat anything with a chance of fish
or those berries for a few days." 


"Uh-huh. 
Then go eat vegetables." 


"He
can't," one of the cooks called.  "It's got that fish scale
spice in them."  Rodney sighed, letting Xander take a few snack
cakes. 


"Can
you teach me how to record a video message for Dawn's birthday?" Xander
asked Rodney, getting a hand wave.  "Thanks."  He smiled at
John.  "I think they wanted to spoil people." 


"Clearly
at least you," Radek said. 


"The
girls knew I'd share."  Rodney nodded, handing over another note he
found.  "See?" Xander said with a smug grin, showing it to
Radek.  It said 'let them have whatever they want so you have more
friends, Willow'.  Radek smiled and took a snack cake for himself. 
They finally got the box emptied onto three tables and some of the
chairs.  Xander picked what he wanted and got a cart to carry it back to
his room.  The rest John could hand out.  Those went into his storage
area. 


John
brought in the boxtop of grenade pets, walking off shaking his head. 
"Video camera on your new laptop, Xander.  It can do video
mail." 


"Cool,
thanks."  He sat down to screw with it until it recorded for
him.  "Hi," he said with a grin and a wave.  "I just
got the box today.  I shared a whole lot.  John was very happy to
share too."  He smiled.  "He'd say hi but he's trying to
keep most of the scientists from a sugar high.  Happy birthday, Dawnie,
and everyone up here loves the grenade pets.  Even the uptight Marines
love them and the bullet families."  He grinned. 


John
leaned into the camera.  "Rodney McKay wants to know how you did the
ice cream cake and so do I, ladies." 


"This
is my John," Xander said with a wave at him.  "I'm pretty sure
you'll say something like Dipping Dots so if you want to give a more thorough
explanation let him know."  He smirked.  "My storage area
is pretty well packed.  I kept most of the good sodas.  Scientists
apparently bounce worse than Willow the time we got her that double shot
espresso even though they inhale coffee all day long." 


John
snorted.  "They mainline the stuff during emergencies.  I've
seen Rodney clean out a pot by himself within an hour." 


Xander
looked at him.  "That doesn't really surprise me."  He
turned back to the camera.  "Anyway, we're doing okay.  I had to
dive in to help someone so we're playing DNA taint games again.  I nearly
have gills but it's cool.  It gives me an excuse for a really long
shower."  John snorted, shaking his head.  "Things are
going pretty good up here.  We've only had one revenge blowing up of the
bathrooms.  Not mine but they did it to an explosives expert's
bathroom.  She was not a happy woman either. 


"Thank
whoever added to the box for us and it's all good.  I'm getting in a lot
of wiring, welding, and time outside right now.  Including taking down a
building that's too damaged to use.  Remember, you have to give me some
warning if you need me for emergencies, ladies.  It'll take a few days to
get to me and I know there's something going on down there right now.  If
so, let me know.  And if you need *real* help, like the sort I can only
give, talk to my doc in New Jersey.  He knows where my storage area is and
all that.  He can get into anything in it.  Not that there's weapons
there but ya know." 


He
smirked.  "And make sure I hear things.  I loved the pretzels
and sodas and stuff, but why no letters?  I know you can almost all
write."  He looked back at John.  "I think he wants to
watch a movie so I'll record another one in a few days.  Love you guys. 
Be safe, be happy, and behave.  Or at least try to do all three at
once?  Especially you, Dawn.  Somehow you inherited my taste for
dangerous people.  Laters."  He smiled and waved, signing
off.  John came over to check it then put it into the queue for him. 
"Thank you." 


John
took a kiss.  "It's good to keep in touch with friends and near
family, Xander."  He brought him back to bed to look at the
gills.  "Not on your neck?" 


"No,
not on my neck.  I might get some but the veins up there are super thick
most of the time when I get this bad.  I guess it's more direct this
way." 


"Probably. 
What do you have in storage?" 


"A
lot of things, including some of Giles' books he had me store for him." 


"Weapons?"



"No."



"Uh-huh." 
He took a kiss.  "I won't be mad."  He went back to
checking him over.  Xander wiggled a few times but John was having
fun.  He hadn't gotten to explore Xander all that often recently. 
Someone knocked. 


"Busy,"
Xander called since it was his room. 


"I'm
sure you are," Rodney called. 


John
got up to let him and one of the scientist minions who were carrying things
in.  "I helped him with the video mail thing." 


"That's
fine."  He waved his minion out, looking at them.  "Did we
need more help?" 


"No,
I need no help making him squeal," John said with a smirk. 


"Oh!" 
He nodded.  "I'll come watch movies tomorrow?" 


"Sure,"
Xander chirped with a grin.  "We can even do a team movie night for
you guys."  Rodney smiled and left them alone. 


John
looked at him.  "We can?" 


"Teyla
pouted earlier that she never sees you anymore." 


"I
didn't know that."  He laid down and kissed Xander, getting back into
the mood.  It was great that Xander was happy with his team and all of
them being friends.  Someone else knocked.  "Is it
important?" he called. 


"Yup,"
Evan said. 


John
got up with a sigh and walked over to the door.  Xander was up and had the
laptop in his lap by the time John opened the door to show Ellis. 
"Colonel Ellis."  He let him and Evan inside.  Evan held up
his comm.  "Got it from McKay?" 


"Yup. 
Harris."  Xander caught his.  "Dead battery." 
Xander nodded.  Evan left with a look at John, an apology look. 


"What's
up, Ellis?" John asked, shutting the door. 


"I
thought you were around the corner." 


"I
am.  I was looking at Xander for advancing signs of his DNA taint coming
out." 


"What
DNA taint?" 


"Classified,"
Xander said absently while he read.  "The president said so." 


"Iratus?"
he asked John, who shook his head quickly. 


"This
is his first tour of Pegasus," John told him. 


"Then
how...."  Xander got into a video file and showed it to him.  He
stared then at the kid.  "You're part of that freaky shit." 


"Yeah,
I hunted from sixteen until twenty-two when I lost the eye."  He
grinned.  "Which is why I fit in so well out here.  I'm used to
weird things going on, don't blink an eye at attacks, and I have the skills to
finish fixing most of the city." 


"How
did the president hear anything....." 


"Blood
hunters.  And the NID weenies." 


"Definitely
on that count," John agreed.  "They tried to make a new
one."  Xander smirked.  "They failed." 


"And
the guy that they did it to, Willow went to visit his family and tell
them."  John shuddered.  "Including how to weed it out if
they give it to anyone else.  His wife's a biochemist of some sort." 


"Were
there others?" John asked. 


"Yeah,
they're in the Pacific somewhere.  Every now and then they get spotted
nibbling on something."  He got back to his reading. 


Ellis
gaped then looked at John, who shrugged.  "Long before I met
him." 


"High
school, yay," Xander said dryly.  "Damn glad that place went up
when we needed it to." 


"You
know explosives?" John asked. 


Xander
looked at him.  "That wasn't in my file?" he asked with a grin. 


"I
don't remember that."  Xander nodded.  "Huh."  He
looked at Ellis, who was giving him a confused look.  "The new doc
you brought us introduced McKay and me to Xander." 


"Interesting. 
Is he dangerous to the program?" he asked quietly. 


"Only
if you fuck with me," Xander said bluntly, looking at him. 
"Then I'd get to make some hell bitches proud of me."  Ellis
nodded at that.  "Then again, why would they?  I've been a good
boy making the city work and be even more beautiful." 


"General
Landry wanted me to find out more about you." 


Xander
shrugged.  "He should know everything he needs to know." 


"Some
researchers at Area 51 have pushed a request up to the Secretary of Defense to
look at your blood, kid." 


Xander
snorted.  "I don't give a damn who would order me to do that. 
He has no right to order anything and if *anyone* tries to capture me, I'd kill
them all.  It might take me pulling up the spirit guide taint I have, but
I'd manage it and it would be epic destruction.  You can tell whoever I
said that.  Everything they need to know about me is in the classified
files I'm sure are still floating around the government.  And I'm not an
experiment.  Sorry." 


"Why
are you so paranoid?  The DNA taint?" 


Xander
shook his head.  "No."  He smirked.  "You don't
need to know that either and Landry already heard someone higher up say 'you
don't get to know about it'." 


"Oh,
crap," he muttered.  "You're the one the president said no blood
testing on."  Xander nodded.  "Why?" 


"Classified."



"Never
mind then.  I don't need to know." 


Xander
added another email to the queue and got a pop-up box saying his limit was
reached.  "Two messages is my limit?" 


John
looked.  "I didn't know we had a limit. Did you save the other
one?"  Xander nodded.  "We'll find that out before it
goes," he said, calling McKay.  "Don't touch the box,
Xander." 


"I'm
not but it went away on its own." 


John
told Rodney that and he said he was going to find the root of this tree of
bothering him.  "He's going to chop people into little pieces." 


"Let
me know if he needs a sword or axe," Xander quipped. 


Ellis
gaped in horror.  "How...."  Xander stared at
him.   "Never mind.  Sheppard, this could grow into a
problem." 


"I
doubt anyone would let them do it to him." 


"NID
has always been about torturing things," Xander said bluntly. 
"I helped take down one of their groups a few years ago." 


"Huh,"
Ellis said, walking off considering that. 


Xander
looked at him.  "I'll move to a hell plane first." 


"I
doubt the group would let them take you, Xander." 


Xander
stared at him.  "It's not like I'm a highly known person, John. 
I'm not in the spotlight, I'm not powerful, don't have the sort of money
someone like you has." 


"You
have plenty." 


"Hmm. 
My financial manager said my parents tried to get some."  He got back
to his reading.  "Maybe I'll have to blow up parts of their base."



"Spirit
guide?" 


"Hyena."



"Oh,"
he said, laying down beside him.  "What're you reading?" 
Xander let him see and he smiled.  They were funny.  They relaxed and
John would figure out how to shut people down in the morning.  When he was
well rested, fucked out, and happy.  Then he could be evil. 
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Xander
got summoned back a few months later and sighed.  He packed everything
before going to see John.  He pulled up his email to show him. 


John
stared at it then at him.  "I have no idea." 


"You
might want to check yours." 


John
did, nodding.  "I did get summoned back.  And it looks like it
went to McKay and Evan Lorne."  He paged them to check their
emails.  He looked at Xander.  "Did you pack?" 


"Yup,
just in case." 


"That's
fine.  If we have to we can send the tools back."  They shared a
look and John shrugged.  "I have no clue, Xander." 


"Let
me see if Tony got one."  He walked off, going to the
infirmary.  "I got a 'come talk to someone' letter," he told
Tony as he walked in. 


Tony
grimaced.  "Keller, get into my email?"  She did that and
grimaced, nodding.  "That's going to suck for my hours." 
She laughed.  "We'll go together," he assured Xander. 


"You,
me, John, Rodney, Evan Lorne." 


"Huh." 
He nodded once.  "Interesting."  He smiled.  "Relax,
it's not that bad." 


"NID
forwarded a request to the Secretary of Defense," he said very
quietly.  "To look at me." 


"Destroy. 
Them," Tony said bluntly.  "I'll warn Gibbs when we get
there." 


"Thank
you."  He walked off.  "I'm packed so find out when we're
going." 


"Yup." 
He called John then got back to his chart maintenance chores.  "We're
apparently going tomorrow, Keller." 


"That's
fine, Tony.  We'll miss you for the few weeks you're gone." 


He
smiled.  "Of course you will."  She laughed, shaking her
head.  Tony went to pack his trunk again and then went to talk to Evan
Lorne.  "So," he said.  "Why did they call you back
too?" 


"I'm
due to reup," he said, frowning some.  "Why would they call
Harris?" 


Tony
stared at him.  "Do you belong to any fraternities?  You look
familiar." 


Evan
coughed.  "Yeah, I should, DiNozzo.  My uncle tried to get me to
marry you once so you probably saw my file.  Oh!"  He
stared.  "Harris is?" 


"Consort,"
he said quietly. 


"Well,
shit."  Tony smirked.  "Huh."  He went to swat
Sheppard and McKay, who were in the office already strategizing.  "I
did not think about your consort being one of us." 


John
stared at him.  "You are?" 


Evan
smirked and nodded.  "Yeah, out of the New York club." 


"I
got introduced in Texas," John said.  "Though Xander's
introduction was in New Jersey." 


"Interesting." 
He stared at him.   "So why just us?" 


"I
don't know," John admitted.  "That's what we're trying to figure
out." 


"Harris
is worried about the NID." 


"I'm
about to offer some people I know guardianship jobs if I have to," John
said bluntly.  "Did he get that email sent off?" 


"Yes,
I made sure it went in with mine," Rodney said.  "Both of
them.  The other was to his financial manager." 


"That's
fine," John said.  "Thank you."  Rodney nodded. 
"We'll go at 0900 tomorrow, guys."  They left him alone to
plan.  This was not a good sign. 


***



Xander
walked out of the gateway and found someone already sneering.  "Do I
know you?" he asked dryly. 


"You're
a poor white boy with little education and no manners, I'd be more respectful,
boy," he sneered. 


"Actually,
I'm worth, as of the last I knew of it, approximately 130 million
dollars," he said dryly.  Landry gasped.  The guy backed off,
looking scared. 


"Really? 
I thought your inheritance was less than that," John said. 


"I
never touch it.  It's all in investments and safely away from any
relatives I have left."  He looked at him again.  "As for
little education, I learn best outside the classroom.  That's why I read
six languages, three of them ancient human ones, fluently speak two more demon
ones, and partially speak another four."  He smiled.  "And
who the hell are you?" 


"Agent
Simmons, NID," he sneered.  Xander pulled out a gun and shot him in
the gut. 


"Congrats,
you're part of a group I helped shut down a few years ago," he said,
staring coldly at him.  "How do you like missing your Initiative
days?  Did Finn send you?" 


"Stand
down," a voice called. 


Xander
looked up.  "Do I know you?" 


"That's
Gibbs, Xander." 


"Oh." 
Xander put back up his gun.  "Sorry, some past history there with
their torturing, sicko program that wanted to dissect beings for shits and
giggles.  Didn't want to be next."  He stared at him. 
"Aren't you so lucky he's keeping me calm?"  He smirked. 
The man tried to scoot back.  "No, you don't get to do that. 
Willow!" he bellowed.  She appeared, looking startled.  He
pointed.  "NID weenies want me." 


She
stared then at him.  "You're back a few minutes and this
happens?" 


"Hmm,
because *someone* gave them intel on my DNA taint and other things." 


"Shit,"
she said, shuddering at the look on his face.  "Okay.  Well, if
parts of Arizona go missing or turn into a steaming crater, I'll know why and
come rescue you."  She stared at him.  "The president said
I'm not allowed to ever torture someone again.  Even if they do break into
the house." 


"'Scuse
me?" Xander demanded calmly.  "Who in the hell?" 


"One
of them trying to get Dawn and Buffy." 


"Hmm. 
They're safe?" 


"Yes. 
Giles has them safely hidden."  She smiled.  "So we're
kinda busy." 


"Sure,
I can torture him.  No one's told me I couldn't yet."  He
smiled. 


"No,
if there's going to be torture, I'm going to do it," John said
firmly.  "Back down, Xander." 


"Fine,"
he muttered.  John smirked.  He grinned back.  "So
anyway...." 


Willow
waved a hand.  "By the way, your parents are now toads.  Your
uncle's a ferret.  He was having a pureblood rant."  She
shrugged.  "Dawn did that one."  She disappeared. 


"Cool! 
No more begging relatives." 


"Can
I have someone do that to mine?" Tony quipped. 


Xander
grinned.  "Dawn would crush so hard on you."  Landry walked
in with Gibbs behind him.  He smiled at them.  "Do I get to go
destroy parts of Arizona now, General?"  He looked at Gibbs. 
"And do we have orders?" 


"No,"
Gibbs said.  "The president said you could handle it.  Someone
wanted to offer you up as a sacrifice, kid." 


Xander
cackled.  "That's so sweet of them," he said dryly, smirking at
him.  "I'm not the nicest of people when I have to be.  Hunting
does that to one.  I thought I could calm down now.  John assured me
his higher ups weren't like the Initiative."  He looked at
John.  "I don't blame you.  They clearly lied to you too." 


"They're
not usually like this." 


"We
do have to play nice with other agencies," Landry said. 


"No
I don't."  Xander shrugged.  "I don't have a do a goddamn
thing for anyone.  I'm not military.  They have no hold over
me.  They never will have a hold over me.  What're they going to
do?  Try to confiscate my money I inherited from my former fiancee? 
I lived without money for years.  I made my own way a long time ago and
hey, I can go back to hunting." 


"There's
no need to make such rash statements," Landry said calmly. 


Xander
stared at Tony, who shrugged.  "I'd say show him, Xander." 


Xander
looked at John, who nodded.  "Go ahead."  Xander went full
hyena and growled, stalking Landry across the room.  "Xander, don't
eat him," he ordered. 


"What
the hell?" Gibbs demanded quietly.  "DiNozzo?" 


"Xander
was possessed by a hyena back in high school, boss.  She's still a very
dominant personality in his soul.  They're soul bound actually. 
There's a lot of demons who're a bit scared of him going hyena
permanently.  Apparently she's a real bitch over her pack members." 


Gibbs
shuddered.  "Harris, back down," he ordered. 


Xander
sniffed him.  "Tony's pack."  He smirked and lapped him on
the cheek, getting a disgusted look.  "Tony's good pack." 
He stared at the general again.  He sniffed him.  "Smells like
greed and fear." 


"Xander?"
John called.  He shook off the hyena and looked at him with a smile. 
"C'mon, let's go have dinner." 


"Okay. 
Steak?" 


"Steak's
good," he agreed.  They walked over the NID person. 


Evan
Lorne looked at him then at Gibbs.  "I'm with them."  He walked
off. 


Tony
strolled off too.  "Definitely.  Rodney?"  He nodded,
following along asking questions about hyenas. 


Gibbs
let the doctors take the NID weenie as the kid had called him.  He looked
at Landry.  "I don't think whoever had that plan is very wise,"
he said bluntly.  "And I doubt that's within the law."  He
walked off.  "We'll see though." 


"Take
him into custody," Landry ordered. 


"I'm
not touching Sheppard or his people," one of the MP's said bluntly. 
"They've done nothing wrong, sir, and if this idiot was threatening one of
them so be it.  I actually knew about the Initiative because I was on the
shut down and clean up team.  What they did disgusts all real
soldiers.  You can court marshal me."  He walked off. 
"Gibbs, I'm going on report for failing to obey a stupid order," he
said as he walked past him. 


"Go
for it," he agreed.  "The JAG said the NID idiot is to be
arrested.  We're to leave Harris the hell alone." 


"Good! 
Sheppard too?" 


"Definitely
though I'm not sure why." 


"That's
still classified I hope."  He went to put that one under
arrest.  "By orders of the JAG commander, you are hereby under
arrest," he said when he put handcuffs on him.  He read him his
rights and McGee came down to get him to be sent off. 


***



John
watched Xander pace in their hotel room.  "Calm down," he said
quietly. 


"I'm
going to go hunt." 


"It's
not safe," John reminded him. 


"No
but it'll be blowing off steam and I doubt they'll try it this
soon."  He got a few things and changed shirts.  "I'll be
back in an hour or so." 


"I'm
coming," John said. 


Xander
stopped him, staring at him.  "No.  Because I'm going to go be
violent to bad things.  I don't want people to see me this
way."  He swallowed.  "Hunting isn't pretty and it's not
military, John.  It's not a battle.  It's ending the bad
things."  John nodded, moving back.  "I'm sorry you had to
see me that way today.  I thought it was behind me."  He walked
out, going to hunt down the local vampires.  They were always fair
game.  And he was better now.  He had learned a lot from Ronon and
Teyla. 


John
changed and followed him.  He wasn't going to leave Xander out there by
himself.  Even if it was something that would hurt him greatly to see, he
wasn't going to let Xander put himself in danger.  He tracked him to a
cemetery, watching him stalk a few vampires in there.  They had a victim,
which meant they were legal targets in John's books.  One spotted Xander
and screamed, then tried to flee. 


Xander
got him with a crossbow and stared at the other one.  He carefully put
down their victim and backed up a few steps.  Xander stayed where he
was.  The vampire rushed him and Xander kicked him around then staked
him.  Whoosh, no more monster.  John frowned but watched Xander check
the victim and call it in then move on.  John paused.  CSPD was
pretty fast so he followed Xander when they got there. 


Xander
turned to look at him.  "John, really." 


"Even
if you're turning into a bastard who kills for no reason, you're my mate,"
he said quietly, staring at him. 


"I
honestly thought I was down to the apocalypse battles," he admitted. 
"Maybe a mugger now and then.  Not the nightly hunting feelings, the
patrol feelings.  This is my dark side and I don't want to horrify you or
your people.  I'd like to keep some respect and I feel I can't if you see
me hunting." 


John
shrugged.  "I've went off and killed whole Genii compounds," he
said quietly.  "They had me hostage." 


"Bit
different, dear." 


"I
know."  He moved closer.  "It's not going to horrify me,
Xander.  I realized what you meant when you said patrol and hunting
before."  Xander slumped, shaking his head.  "It's not
sending me screaming into the light." 


Xander
looked at him.  "It's still not pretty and it's not nice of me."



"No,
it's probably not, but it's helpful."  Xander nodded.  "I
can't fault you for that, even if I was like our PETA member." 


"I
don't think she'd mind me staking vampires." 


"Probably." 
He touched his cheek, getting a shudder.  "Me?" 


"No
one respects me when they see me hunting," he said quietly. 
"I'm going to lose another relationship to demons only this time it won't
kill you." 


"You're
not losing me, Xander.  Even if you turn out homicidal all the time I'll
help you get right again.  I don't give up like that." 


Xander
slumped.  "I..." 


"C'mon. 
We'll finish this on the way to clubhouse.  There' s a minor one in town I
hardly ever visit because no one's ever there." 


Xander
nodded, walking that way, John walking beside him.  "It's still not
pretty." 


"No,
but sometimes the unpretty things have to happen." 


Xander
nodded.  "Sometimes, yeah."  He saw one giving him a pitied
look.  "I shot the fucker and any others of them come near me, I'll
expect to at least get an audience when I kill them all," he told it. 


The
demon blinked at him.  "There is no way you can do that." 


Xander
snorted.  "Based on what?" 


"They're
the government." 


"Yeah,
they are."  He smirked.  "And they're evil."  The
demon shuddered.  "Hell, if I have to, I'll summon something highly
evil and slay it afterwards."  The demon whimpered and shrank
down.  "Yeah, I'm in a great mood.  Where's the feeding
vamps?" 


"They
have a club they feed at but it's consensual around here, Knight.  You
have not been of this temper since that night they tried to send you
away." 


Xander
stared at him.  "No, I'm more livid now.  And I have more
weapons."  The demon started to cry.  "We all know I only
hit the bastards though."  Xander smiled.  "So,
where?" 


"Dalton. 
There is a demon fight club." 


"I
might go show my ass a bit," he decided.  "Thanks.  By the
way, this is John." 


The
demon stared at him.  "I can see why Buffy said she would steal you
if you ever broke up with the Knight."  He ran off calling someone on
his cellphone. 


John
looked.  "They have smartphones?" 


"Yeah,
a lot more do than humans."  He walked off. 


"Let's
go to the clubhouse to talk to the higher ups," he said. 


"I'm
still pissed off," he said bitterly. 


"Me
too."  He walked him that way.  He walked in and the Higher
gasped, staring at him.  "No, I don't think the NID is going to
win," he said bluntly.  "I think we need a conference call
though." 


"The
Highers have said it was better to sacrifice you two than to expose us." 


"The
Highers have nothing on what Xander owns."  The man gaped at
him.  "So by rights, he outranks you in status." 


"Anya
was over a millennia old," Xander agreed.  He went running for the
office.  Xander followed, John behind him.  Tony was in there. 
"Hi again," he said dryly. 


"I
was waiting on you to show up so we could call the Highest together,
Xander.  So we'll call DC." 


"He's
on vacation," the local higher said.  "Get out of my chair,
Consort." 


"I
outrank you," Tony sneered, dialing another number.  "Xander sure
as hell outranks you.  I helped him when he got his
inheritance."  The computer video started.  "Good morning,
Craig.  I need your mate desperately because this Higher and possibly a
few others have decided to sacrifice my beautiful ass as well as two other
members." 


"To
the NID," Xander said dryly.  "I might wear out my temper
sometime this year." 


"You're
dangerous to us all," the local higher shouted.  "You're not
fully human!" 


"I
was exposed to it and they've detoxed everything but a tiny bit of the
DNA.  I'm no less human than you are."  The man took a swing and
Xander hit him a few times.  "Pitiful.  Simply fucking
pitiful." 


"Xander,"
John soothed, holding him.  "Highest." 


"Sheppard. 
Xander.  Tony?  You called?"  Xander told him what had went
on earlier.  "Your temper has a good reason." 


"I
thought I was going to get to retire from the dangerous shit," Xander said
bluntly.  John gave him a squeeze. 


"You
should have.  I have no idea what their issue is." 


"Apparently
both our DNA warping makes us less than human to them," John said. 


"I
have never considered it that way," he said bluntly.  "Is he not
in his office?"  Xander pointed down at the floor. 
"Unconscious?" 


"Sobbing
pitifully," John said, hauling him up and shoving him into a chair. 


The
highest looked then called the others.  "Let me make myself
clear.  I have known about Xander's DNA problems, about what's in his
blood, and why since he got them.  My underground contacts are as vast as
his are."  They all gaped.  "I also know all about John
Sheppard's ordeal with the iratus incident.  I knew before most
others."  He stared at them.  "These two have no problems
with us.  At all.  Our founder was a quarter fate demon.  It's
in the history if you don't believe me."  He stared at them.  "So
I will expect there to be no more issues from this." 


"Who
did what?" one asked calmly. 


"They
tried to give Xander and I to the NID," Tony said dryly.  "And
John too if they could capture him." 


The
other highers shook their heads.  The highest smirked.  "If I
should find the others in this conspiracy of stupidity, it will be worse than a
trial.  Am I clear?"  They nodded.  One raised his
hand.  "Yes, Elbert?" 


"Highest,
why is Xander a consort?" 


"Because
that's where his gifts lay, to support John beautifully in all that he
does.  He could be a full member but he is a guardian and he is better at
handling things while someone else does the outward show of force." 
Xander nodded.  "We like him like that." 


"I
like him like that," John agreed, grinning at Xander.  He got a grin
back but it was a weak one.  "I like being the husband sort,
Xander." 


"I
don't mind.  But we never have time for sex anymore." 


"No,
we don't.  We'll have to make more time for it."  Xander grinned
and hugged him.  John squeezed him.  "So I take it this incident
is closed and no one else is going to try to make us destroy parts of
Arizona?  Since that's where he said their base was." 


The
Highest looked at him.  "If they had captured him, every member in
the society would be duty bound to offer their support, John.  If they had
gotten all three of you, we'd have seen an assault team in action.  The
guardians are good at that as well." 


"Then
I need to learn that," Xander said. 


"You
shall.  Right now, learn how to guard artifacts, Xander.  John can
teach you assault theory." 


John
nodded.  "I can, yeah.  I haven't had the time to work on your
training as much as I should have either." 


The
Highest smiled.  "Bring your fantastic city home, John.  That
way she can be fully fixed properly and outfitted for a true war." 
John smirked.  "That is an order by the way.  Craig, tell your
supervisor that there's a problem I want to talk to him about." 


"Xander
shot the NID guy who sneered at him in front of Landry," John told
them.  "Gibbs saw it too." 


"Gibbs
will have someone like that arrested.  He was warned what they might be
trying to do."  Tony gave him an odd look.  "We told Jethro
exactly why Xander is to be guarded, Tony.  Relax.  He knows nothing
about us." 


"Gibbs
would have freaked out at the society," he said quietly. 


"Quite
probably."  He smiled.  "I talked to him
myself."  Tony nodded at that.  Craig, his consort, came back
with the phone.  "Reggie," he said fondly.  "Boys, go
relax and play." 


"Why
didn't anyone tell me Evan Lorne was one of us?" John asked the guy in New
York. 


"We're
surprised you didn't guess.  He is our type, John." 


"Good
point."  He shrugged, taking Xander back to their room to relax and
cuddle.  Xander needed a cuddle.  John was superior at them so he'd
help him calm down.  Rodney gave him a pointed look but he waved him
off.  He took Xander to bed and just held him for now. 


Rodney
watched through the partially open door.  He slumped back in his
seat.  Evan stared at him.  "Why?" he asked quietly. 


"I
don't know." 


"It
sucks that you have such bad timing," he said bluntly. 


"I'd
never," Rodney said quietly, shaking his head. 


"Good. 
I can only imagine how bad that'd be."  Rodney nodded, settling in to
email some friends and close acquaintances that he was in the US for a
while.  "I wonder if we can get someone to make us a gift basket like
he got," Evan said. 


"I'm
sure we can all go buy some snack cakes," Rodney said dryly. 


"It
was nice they carried so well though."  Rodney snorted, shaking his
head.  A young woman appeared, glaring at the ceiling.  For some
reason he didn't reach for a gun.  That was odd and disturbing in a few
ways he'd have to look at later.  "Do we know you, Miss?" 


She
stared at him.  "Where's Xander?"  They pointed.  She
walked in there.  "You didn't send me a letter for my birthday."



"I
sent you a video file," he said, holding up a hand.  She crawled in
and he cuddled her.  "John Sheppard, this is Dawn Summers." 


"He
did.  I saw him record and send it.  I made sure it was sent." 


"Then
someone needs shot up the ass." 


"Don't
tempt me," Xander said dryly.  She stared at him.  "NID
showed up earlier to get me." 


"Why
didn't you call?" 


"I
called Willow." 


"I
know she disappeared then came right back to finish helping Buffy with her
hair."  She called her sister.  "It's me.  Did you
know the NID wanted Xander?"  She listened.  "No, he called
Willow.  That's where she disappeared to."  She hung up with a
wince.  "Buffy's just horrified her date by slipping back into
commando swearing." 


"Hmm. 
Wonder why." 


"I
don't care," Dawn said, snuggling in.  "I missed you." 


"I
missed you too, Dawnie."  He smiled at John.  "She's like
my own sister." 


"I
get that."  He petted her hair.  "As long as she doesn't
try to break us up." 


"Mister,
I will beat you with a shovel if you hurt my Xander," she said firmly,
staring at him.  "You'll be a shiny, blue blooded blob of being when
I'm done with you." 


"I'd
never hurt him, Dawn." 


"Good. 
Just fair warning then."  She smiled sweetly. 


"Xander
does that too," he said, tweaking her ear.  "He must've learned
off you." 


"I
probably learned off him."  She snuggled in again.  Her phone
rang.  "What?" she answered.  "Because I'm getting
Xander cuddles, Faith."  She listened.  "Excuse me? 
According to..."  She listened.  "And what about
me?"  She smirked at Xander.  "Willow made a deal with the
VP of the US and the guy in England to hand both of us and your mate over to
protect the rest of the slayers.  That way all the attacks would
stop." 


John
called someone with that information.  "We'll see about that." 


"She
was trying to protect the girls," Xander said quietly.  "But I
don't like it." 


"She
figured you'd call down some help." 


"They
wouldn't come near the NID people.  Most of them are scared that they'd be
captured." 


"Yeah,
that's what Faith said she pointed out.  Willow's sobbing in misery."



Xander
swallowed.  He hugged her.  "There's nothing here to hunt and
kill."  She hung up and cuddled him back.  John cuddled them
both once he hung up. 


"Oh
hell no!" Rodney shouted suddenly.  "That's it, you're all
moving to Canada." 


"Hellmouth
is in Cleveland," Dawn called. 


"I
don't care if Cleveland falls in," he snorted.  He started to call
people.  There were going to be some very unhappy people soon. 
Including Dawn when she suddenly found herself guarded by a commando team for
the next few weeks.  "Why her?" he called. 


"Glory,"
Xander called back. 


"What?"
Evan called. 


"Glorificus."



Rodney
looked that name up.  Tony got him onto the demon site and sat back. 
He stared at it then at Tony.  "She's that artifact?" he asked
quietly.  Tony nodded.  "Interesting.  She'll be well
guarded in Canada."  He noted that to someone else. 


Tony
waved a hand.  "Gibbs will kill whoever gets near me." 


"Twice
now from what I've heard," Rodney said bluntly.  He calmed himself
down and made other plans.  Xander's wealth was protected.  And it
was more than he thought.  He really should learn how to deal with such
things.  John's was protected.  His own was protected. 
"Major, did you protect your assets before you left?" 


"My
grandfather is." 


"Fine. 
DiNozzo?" 


"Not
that much to protect," he said dryly.  "I'm a member because of
my skills and how pretty I am." 


"Wonderful." 
He got back to making people miserable.  Certain higher ups needed a swift
kick.  And some didn't need to be able to fly again, right? 


***



Dawn
showed up at home and glared when she found Willow there.  "It may
have been to protect the girls but if I *ever* see your ass again I will kill
you," she said firmly. 


"Dawn!"
Buffy complained. 


"It
wasn't just Xander, it was me too, Buffy, and you know what?  I stopped
off somewhere to ask.  No demon would've shown up, even if we summoned
them formally and correctly.  Because none of them want to be caught by
those sort."  Buffy shuddered.  "So she leaves this house
right the hell now or I leave this house right the hell now.  Xander's
promised he'll pay for me to go to school in a safe country." 


"We
can work this out," Buffy said, trying to stay calm. 


Dawn
looked at her.  "No we can't because I had to shoot three people a
few hours ago when they tried to bust into the hotel room and kill us so we
wouldn't fight back."  Buffy gaped, stepping back.  "Xander
killed another four.  His husband got six of them and the others got the
rest of the military unit.  A full unit.  Oh, and by the way, Sam
Finn's dead.  So's Riley."  Buffy burst out crying. 
"I don't give a damn," she said calmly.  "One of us is
packing and leaving." 


Giles
walked out.  "Dawn, are you injured?" 


"No. 
I'm pissed like Xander is.  John can't get Xander calmed down. 
Xander called down the demons that have some congress members and blew poker
debts to have them recalled for this." 


"Oh,
dear." 


"I
promised if they came near me again I'd kill everyone even if it meant mine and
my sister's lives."  She shifted her weight.  "One of us is
going and they're going within ten minutes or I'm walking out and never coming
back.  Fuck you all." 


"But
it was to protect the others," Willow said. 


"I'm
not expendable," Dawn snarled.  She walked off.  "One of
John's friends is arranging for me to go to school in Canada."  She
went to pack.  She came out and found Buffy in the hallway.  "Have
a good life, Buffy.  Don't get dead because of her."  She walked
downstairs, finding a few military guys there.  "Who're you?" 


"Doctor
McKay asked us to escort you to school, Miss Summers," the leader
said.  "He found another plot to get you and your energy thanks to
her telling them about you.  He said to tell you the crystal key is
green." 


"Okay." 
She walked off with them.  "Thank you," she said in the car. 


"That
sucks huge," another of the team said.  "Evan was so pissed he
wasn't verbal." 


Dawn
swallowed, looking at the house.  "So am I," she said quietly,
tipping her head back.  "Can I nap?" 


"We're
using an airport in another town for safety reasons," the leader
said.  She nodded, letting herself drift off.  That message had meant
Rodney had sent them.  She was safe with them and maybe sometime this year
she'd let her temper come back down. 


***



John
walked up to the guys Evan had chosen.  "Guys."  They
stared at him.  "I'm Colonel John Sheppard."  They
nodded.  "This is Xander Harris and Tony DiNozzo.  They're going
to New Jersey for safety reason.  I'll be joining them in a few
days."  That got another nod.  "You're to guard them. 
Tony is a former NCIS agent and is now a doctor.  Xander's from the Council. 
There are agents who want their blood." 


"Exposure
to something or otherwise?" the team leader asked.  "I remember
hearing about DiNozzo being sick." 


"That
as well," John said.  They nodded.  "They're to get
delivered to Gregory House at PPTH.  You're to make sure no one NID, no
one outside me, Evan Lorne, Rodney Mckay, or whoever Gregory House says can,
gets near them."  They all nodded.  "Xander is used to
protecting himself but his temper is very high." 


"NID
would do it to anyone," the team leader said. 


John
smirked and nodded.  "I'm handling them."  He looked at
Xander.  "Be safe?"  Xander nodded.  John kissed him
gently.  "I'll see you in a few days, after I borrow some of the
stuff you packed." 


"Okay. 
You and Evan be safe." 


"Of
course."  He smirked.  "I'd send McKay but he's in the mood
to rant at people and can go rant at diplomats."  He let them walk
off.  "DiNozzo's made some quiet travel arrangements." 


"That
helps," he agreed. 


Tony
handed it over.  "It's a friend's." 


He
read it over, nodding.  "We're not going directly?" 


"No. 
They might guess since Xander has a house there and he's fond of Doctor House
as a mentor but I'd rather we flew to a more major area and then
traveled." 


"We
can do that," he agreed.  He changed the destination and added people
to the manifest that weren't there.  All very scary names to screw with
who wouldn't mind being on an imaginary flight. 


***



Gregory
House looked up as a young, fit male walked into his consult room. 
"Can I help you?" he demanded dryly. 


"Doctor
Gregory House?"  He nodded.  The guy handed over a note. 
"From your resident, sir." 


Greg
read it and nodded.  "Are they safe?" 


"Very. 
They're at a house that I do not know the owner of." 


"Grecian?" 
The military guy nodded.  "Good.  I'll be there tonight. 
Do they need anything?" 


"The
younger one was bending over and holding his stomach earlier.  DiNozzo
said that it was because of the shower?" 


"I
know what that means.  We'll handle it." 


"We're
to stay until Colonel Sheppard shows up.  We're taking up positions around
the house." 


"Even
better.  With the ones who want him, it's a great idea."  The
military guy nodded and left.  House calmed his own temper.  DiNozzo
knew how to help the kid.  They could handle it.  He got up and
stomped off to tell Wilson and Chase they were back but were in trouble. 


***



Rodney
showed up at the house in New Jersey a few days later and the higher stared at
him.  "John will be here tomorrow."  Evan walked in and
shut the door.  "Did you find him?" 


"I
found Robert Chase." 


"House
is here right now.  Xander got sick last night," the higher said. 


"Why?"
Rodney asked. 


Tony
came jogging down the stairs.  "Water differences plus there was fish
tacos last night and no one told Xander they were fish." 


Rodney
rolled his eyes.  "Again?" 


"Lesser. 
We've been working on it."  He nodded at Evan. 
"John?" 


"Tomorrow
afternoon.  He had to talk to his brother."  Rodney walked up
the stairs. 


"Top
level, to the right," Tony called.  He grinned at Evan. 
"He's finally calm." 


"Good. 
He was kinda scary in Colorado Springs."  Tony nodded.  "We
good otherwise?" 


"We're
fine.  The president is having seizures over this.  Vance had to tell
him what was going on.  So Vance is presently hiding for his life. 
The president walked up to someone named Maybourne and kicked him. 
Literally kicked him.  Then he started to yell, scream, and rant like
Rodney without coffee."  Evan shuddered.  "So we're all on
vacation.  He walked up to Landry and kicked him too.  He sent video
of it." 


Evan
grinned.  "Good.  O'Neill would never have allowed something
like that." 


"Is
O'Neill the older guy with silver hair, Air Force guy?" Tony asked. 
Evan nodded.  "He was following the president and just glared at
Landry, said 'I thought you'd do a better job'." 


"Wonderful." 
He followed Tony back upstairs.  Xander gave him a pointed look. 
"He had to stop off to talk to his brother." 


"Okay." 
Evan smiled and petted him.  "I'm fine.  It's happened
before." 


"I
know.  Still kinda sucks."  He sat down beside him. 
"Are we good otherwise?" 


"Yup,"
Tony said. 


"Well,
I do have some news," Rodney said, smirking at Xander, who gave him a
confused look.  "Your projects?  I've been sharing them with
someone I know in a very good civil engineering program.  Including the
problems you've solved and how you made things that would work.  He's the
one that's getting you help."  He stared at him.  "He wants
to meet you to interview you for your last project, which you've already
passed." 


"What?"
Xander asked, looking at Tony.  "He's being a bigger brained geek
than I am." 


"You
have an interview to make sure they want to give you a Bachelor's degree,"
Tony said with a grin.  "He arranged it through me when I was still
down here." 


Xander
looked at Rodney.  "You can't do that." 


"I
can so and don't argue with me or I'll have Sheppard paddle your ass." 


"I'd
break his hand." 


Rodney
smirked.  "Good!  It's good you won't let him run over
you.  Though you both need more time off.  That way all those stupid
rumors about you two breaking up are stopped." 


"It's
not our fault there's too much work." 


"No,
it's not," Rodney agreed.  "If you could find a way to kill all
the wraith however...." 


Xander
looked at him.  "Puppy dogs and kitties?" 


"Huh?"
House asked.  "Are you siccing defenseless animals against them so
they go 'aww' until they die?  Or are you using attack animals?" 


"Dawn
made him puppy and kitty grenades, Doctor House," Evan said with a
grin.  "Cute little leather ears and all that." 


House
shook his head quickly.  "That's warped but I can appreciate
that." 


"She's
like my little sister," Xander said with a grin. 


"Clearly. 
She shares your love of the strange weapons," Evan said dryly. 
Xander grinned.  "How long before you feel better?" 


"I
feel fine." 


"He's
to stay in bed for another day," House overrode.  "Just in case
gills show up." 


Xander
looked at his abdomen then at him.  "They were already there." 


"Is
that what those are?" Evan asked.  Xander nodded. 
"Huh.  I would've thought your throat." 


"No,
he has very thick veins there," House said dryly. 


"We're
hoping he doesn't have to save any other people who fall off the city,"
Rodney said. 


"I'd
hope so too," Xander said.  "It sucks when you fall off a
city."  Rodney swatted him but was smiling.  "Why are we
all gathered here?" 


"Your
house is rented," Tony reminded him. 


"We
came to bother you," Evan said with a smirk. 


"Cool. 
Tony won't let me do anything." 


"No,
because if you go downstairs, someone would expect you to flirt." 


Rodney
nodded.  "They would." 


House
smirked.  "I was here his first night."  Evan pinched
him.  "He was very sweet and blushed a lot."  Chase walked
in.  "Did you remember to pick up his medicine?"  Chase
tossed over the bag, letting House check it before handing two to Xander along
with his glass of water. 


"Thank
you, Chase," Xander said, taking them. 


"It's
no problem though Cuddy is wondering if you're back." 


"No,
not officially," House told him. 


"I
told her we were sending them to him since he's doing a military
contract."  He sat in a chair.  "Now what are we
doing?" 


"You're
waiting in bed like a princess for your husband," House said
sarcastically.  "I'm going to take DiNozzo downstairs and molest him
greatly.  McKay can come down or he can tell you about your new
degree.  And the good Major can have Chase if he wants."  He
stood up. 


"You
know, Gibbs heard," Tony said with a smug look.  "He told me if
I'm just fucking you to have fun but if it's serious he's going to kill you if
you try to take me off the team.  So he'd have you recruited forcefully as
our newest ME or we'd all come up to the local office." 


House
snorted.  "He's possessive and wants you a lot, DiNozzo." 


"He
doesn't like boys, House.  Otherwise I probably would've been bent over
his worktable." 


"He's
in denial.  All men want an ass as tight as yours." 


"I'll
gain more weight then," Xander quipped, yawning at the end. 
"That way John doesn't have to glare at anyone." 


Rodney
laughed.  "He makes it clear in other ways, Xander.  Trust
me."  He walked off.  "I'll introduce you in a few
days." 


"Yes,
Rodney." 


"Thank
you."  He smirked at him before leaving.  He went to talk to
Chase, who was charming when he blushed and very smart.  It was charming,
though Evan was watching Tony a bit too hard.  So perhaps they'd have
another Atlantis society couple. 


***



Xander
woke up to someone hugging him.  "I'm married," he mumbled. 


"I
know you are and it's very hot," John said in his ear.  Xander turned
over to hold him.  John let Xander nuzzle his throat, then winced when he
got bitten.  "What was that for?" 


"You
didn't let me destroy anyone." 


"I
like to destroy things when necessary and you get hot when you watch me." 


Xander
blinked at him. "I haven't seen you destroy anything."  John
kissed him.  "Though you are really hot with bantos rods or a
gun." 


"I
am," John agreed smugly.  "Are you sick?" 


"They
fed me fish." 


"So
you're on bedrest?" 


"House
is pushy." 


"Good." 
He rolled Xander onto his back, kissing him.  "And you're even
naked." 


"I
took a shower a few hours ago and couldn't find clothes."  He
grinned.  "They said you'd be here this afternoon." 


"I
left sooner.  My brother's wife is on the baby thermometer and today was
their day."  Xander grinned, pulling him down to kiss him.  John
moaned, letting it all go.  They were safe now.  Things were going
good.  Xander was warm and living and ready for him he hoped.  He
teased Xander's neck.  "I want to do dirty things." 


"I
could use another shower," Xander teased. 


"Good. 
We could both use a good bath."  He winked and moved down farther to
tease Xander's stomach.  The gills were touch-sensitive.  Drawing his
tongue across them made Xander shiver and arch up against his mouth.  "They
taste good."  He moved down, teasing the hard cock.  Xander had
a plug in place.  "Desperate?" he teased, pulling it out and
dropping it off the side of the bed. 


"Ready
for when you showed up.  House was going to let me go downstairs and climb
into your lap." 


"I
would've adored that."  He teased him until Xander was begging and
sild into his body, making them both groan.  Xander hadn't stretched
himself very far.  He was still so tight and it was a great thing to slide
into.  Xander wrapped his legs around John's waist so he could have better
leverage.  John gave him a long, slow ride.  They were both dripping
with sweat by the time John was ready to speed up.  Xander bit him, making
him hiss.  "Biting is wrong," he taunted, riding him harder. 


"You
taste good." 


"I'll
feed you steak later."  Xander flipped them over and rode John,
making him hold on for dear life.  "Xander!" he shouted. 
"More!" 


"Of
course I am," he panted, working it as best as he could. 
"Touch...touch.  Please touch!" 


"You're
keeping us up," Rodney yelled. 


"Good!"
John yelled back.  He stroked Xander's cock and it was all he needed to
spray and go limp.  John smiled, flipping them back over to finish a bit
more tenderly.  Xander was mewling because he was sensitive.  John
came after a few strokes and sighed, laying down next to Xander.   He
pulled him closer to cuddle.  Xander snuggled in, teasing the little bit
of chest hair John had.  "Sorry about Rodney." 


"He's
your best friend, they do that."  He bit him again. 


"What
was that one for?" 


"For
not letting me tease you." 


"You
get to tease me later.  No biting." 


"Fine. 
Anya liked biting.  It kinda became a habit." 


John
took a quick kiss.  "I'm not into pain play."  Xander
nodded, staying snuggled in.  John smiled as his mate fell asleep. 
John wiped his face off but stayed there.  Xander needed cuddled. 
This had really shaken him.  It had shaken John but Xander was insecure
and could only really trust his temper right now.  So he needed to be a
support pole.  He could do that.  Xander did it for him all the time
without John really realizing it most of the time.  They'd get up and
bathe later.  Though he would have to teach Xander not to bite.  He
winced and disconnected the teeth from his nipple.  Xander chewed on his
finger instead.  "I hope this isn't any more than that," he said
quietly. 


Xander
hummed and blinked at him.  He let the finger out of his mouth. 
"What?" 


"I
was hoping you biting me in your sleep wasn't anything." 


Xander
blinked a few times.  "I don't think so.  We can ask House
later." 


"Okay. 
We can do that.  Because I'd hate to be dinner, even if I am a
snack."  He grinned. 


Xander
stroked over John's stomach.  "You're a good snack but not very
filling.  That's why I have to keep coming back for more." 


John
grinned.  "Want to take a bubble bath?" 


"Yup." 
He got up and helped John up, taking them to the bathroom to run a bath. 
John picked the bubbles, Xander ran it very hot.  John hissed as he sank
into it.  Xander climbed into his spot and it was good.  Very
relaxing.  John fell asleep and Xander slept on John's shoulder.  It
was good. 


House
came in an hour later and stared, smirking at them.  He left the medicine
in plain sight before leaving again.  He'd check on them later. 
After he got Rodney some earplugs. 


***



John
looked at House, staring around then at him again.  "He's been
biting," he said quietly.  "Even while asleep." 


"It's
not the taint.  He just likes to bite.  It comes from having to
cohabitate with a neutered vampire.  His taint is down to under three
percent.  Maybe if it was over five percent." 


"He
still has gills?" 


"They
might not sink in again.  They were only partially sank in when he left to
be with you." 


"I
saw them but I can feel them separating.  I don't want him to be
hurt." 


"I'll
check it."  He looked around.  "Is he awake?" 


"He's
getting dressed.  The medicine?" 


"Immune
system booster.  It's helping lower that taint.  DiNozzo needs to be
on it too." 


"As
long as he can get enough shipped." 


"I'm
sure we can work on that.  They're not something someone would
abuse." 


Tony
and Xander walked in together.  "House, his gills are out." 


House
put Xander on the table so he could check his stomach.  "They
are."  Xander flinched and wiggled when he ran his hand up his
stomach.  He petted them back down.  "Everything else is looking
less." 


"Maybe
they're meant to be out then," Xander sighed.  "Or maybe it's
something Willow's doing, who knows." 


"We
can have her sniped," John said. 


Xander
looked at him.  "I've known Willow since kindergarten, John." 


"I
get that."  He gave him a hug.  "Will it matter to
anything, House?" 


"No,
and if he's biting," he said, checking John's throat.  "It's
probably not that.  He's down under three percent."  He pulled
back.  "Is there a way to check for magic?" 


"No
clue," Xander admitted. 


"I'll
talk to Mr. Giles later," House said.  "He's asked to talk to me
anyway." 


"Why?"
Xander mouthed. 


"He
didn't tell me." 


"Me?"



"He
didn't say." 


"Uh-huh. 
Okay.  Tell me how that goes?" 


"I'll
do that.  For now, eat something not fish."  Xander nodded,
sliding off the table and getting stuff to make breakfast.  John moved to
help.  Xander took a kiss with a grin. 


"You
make a good breakfast." 


"Is
that why you kiss me every morning?" Xander teased. 


"Yup." 
He took another one, making Xander moan. 


House
shook his head but he was smiling.  "Goofy love."  He
walked off.  "Chase, I need something to take goofy headed love out
of my head."  They all winced at the spanking noise. 
"Ow!  Not that way!" 


"You
deserve it," Chase said dryly.  He leaned into the kitchen. 
"Xander, did you take your medicine?" 


"Yup."



"Good." 
He walked off and they heard him spank House again.  "That way you
have dirty thoughts later on when you have that meeting with Cuddy." 


"Ewww."



"You
can leer at James." 


"I
usually do."  He strolled off, getting onto his bike to head back to
the hospital.  "Chase, are you coming?" he called. 


"No. 
I'm off today." 


"Fine. 
Make me do it all by myself."  He started his bike and zipped off. 


Chase
went back inside.  "House is safely off menacing others." 


Rodney
came down the stairs.  "Good.  The loud couple?" 


"Breakfast."



Rodney
kissed him, getting a smile back.  "You'll be a good lunch." 
He walked into the kitchen.  He pushed Xander back into his chair when he
got up.  "I'm an accomplished cook, Xander.  Sit your ass down
and tease your husband so he can keep others up again." 


"Why
were you listening that hard?" John snorted.  "If I knew you
were a voyeur I might've made out with Xander in front of you." 


Xander
shrugged.  "Anya was all for sex in public and I did do those few
nights as a stripper when the car broke down."   He ate a bite
of egg.  "Though I sucked at it." 


"I'm
sure you'll be better now," Rodney said dryly. 


"Maybe. 
Not real sure."  He ate another bite and stole a piece of John's
sausage, getting another one handed to him for one of his pieces of
toast.  Xander grinned.  "Thank you." 


"Welcome. 
Walk in the gardens later?"  Xander nodded, digging in again. 
"Slow down.  We have all day.  No one's going to bother us for
at least a day." 


"That's
cool.  Go for a ride on the bike?" Xander offered. 


John
smiled.  "I like that idea."  Xander grinned and they put
their empty dishes in the dishwasher before going outside.  John talked
Xander into teasing him with a lap dance in the outdoor grotto tented
area.  There was a soft cushion bed under the gauzy tent.  Xander
turned on the radio and it was good.  John was definitely enjoying it and
Xander made him very happy. 


***



John
got off the bike and looked at Xander, who smiled and got off to walk over with
him.  "General," he said.  "I expected you
tomorrow." 


"I've
had my ass chewed all day, so I'm escaping."  He smiled.  "It's
nice to see you happy, Sheppard, and Harris healthy." 


"I've
been healthy," Xander told him.  "Just that stupid taint came
back a little bit."  He sat down on the park bench, looking at
him.  "So what're we going to do?  John said I'm not allowed to go
destroy their base." 


"That's
my job," John said smugly.  He sat down too.  "What're we
doing, General?"  Evan showed up on his rented bike.  "I
forgot you bike." 


"I
do," he agreed, strolling over.  "Though it's cute he lets you
drive."  He sat down on Xander's other side.  "What was
Landry thinking?" 


"He
was thinking that they'd find a way to give those gifts to soldiers that needed
it and he hated that people told him to butt out of Xander's life," Jack
O'Neill admitted. 


"I
only told him the once it was classified," Xander told him. 


"I
know.  Though it was funny that him coming up here pissed him off the
worst.  Because that doctor wasn't scared of him in the least and treated
him like he was a school boy."  He looked at Xander.  "What
about Rosenburg?" 


"I'm
beyond pissed.  I'd love to beat the shit out of her but I've known her
for most of my life.  I can understand her wanting to protect the girls,
but I'm still really pissed off." 


John
petted his back.  "I'm really pissed on your behalf.  If I see
her, I'm going to kill her ass."  He looked at the general. 
"Who screwed with our emails?" 


"Landry."



"Did
he screw up anything else?" 


"Yup. 
Want the honest truth?"  Both military guys nodded.  "Your
files are sealed." 


"As
in KIA sealed?  MIA sealed?" Xander asked.  "Sealed like
they were covert and killed?" 


"Mostly
that last one but the last entry states it was sealed due to the project you
were on exploding.  Body unrecoverable." 


John
and Evan shared a look then nodded once.  That explained their relatives'
reactions when they showed up to talk to them.  "Does that mean I
don't have to reup this year, sir?" Evan asked. 


"No,
I spent all yesterday fixing that.  The Secretary of Defense got read into
the program and spent the first six hours screaming at me for daring to use his
military people that way.  Then I told him about the gou'ald, the ori, the
wraith, and the genii.  He spent another four hours screaming about
bringing new wars to earth.  Wasn't the Council bad enough, and on and on
and on."  He smirked at Xander.  "Then I told him you were
there fixing the city.  He had a slight heart attack but when they
released him from the emergency room he fixed everyone's files." 


"Does
that mean the girls will get military backup for apocalypse battles?" 


"Not
a chance," Jack said dryly but he was smiling.  "He said he
doesn't want to know.  I asked if I should prep my people for the next
one." 


"May,"
Xander said. 


"Good
to know."  John was looking at Xander.  "It's a small one
so they can get used to that and how sometimes bullets don't work." 


"The
small battle before the larger battle theory works for us," Jack
said.  "And if we see it, we'll step in, Xander."  Xander
grinned at him.  "Even if only Daniel can use a sword on the whole
base." 


"Ask
your geeks," Xander said dryly. 


"I
have.  Only Danny boy can use one."  He tapped the table a few
times.  "We've come to an agreement however.  Sheppard, the
president wants Atlantis back here.  That way you're not trying to fix
damage while you're having battles.  We can make you new weapons, get you
all you want, and the president can get over his migraine from some peculiar
higher ups chewing on his balls.  Would you know anything about
that?" 


"We
and McKay have some friends in higher places," Evan said. 


"I
heard from your grandfather.  Someone read him into the program and he's
not supposed to know." 


"Not
me." 


"No,
the Chief of Staff."  He stared at him.  Evan grinned but
shrugged.  "Fine.  He ordered you to come back before you
die.  I was also ordered to make sure you can breed him a proper heir in
case you turn heroic like Harris.  And he did cite him as an
example." 


"How
does he know me?" Xander asked. 


"He
led the inquiry after the LA apocalypse battle," Jack said smugly.  "Including
back into Sunnydale." 


"Well,
I'm sure he's not demonic since Evan's not so he won't hate me for it." 


"No,
he thinks you're heroic and about to turn tragic, which would upset his
grandson.  Speaking of," he said, looking at John.  "The
president has given our whole program a pass on DADT and he's promising to get
rid of it somehow.  Apparently his Chief of Staff having a boyfriend
shocked the hell out of him."  He looked at Xander then back at
John.  "How do they know about you two?" 


"Those
same friends," John said. 


"Is
there something I can't know?" Jack asked. 


"Yes." 
John smiled.  "Old friends." 


Jack
leaned on his forearms, leaning closer.  "There's all sorts of
conspiracy sorts in DC.   Are we talking Illuminati or something
similar?" 


"Powerful
but not conspiracy sorts," Evan said. 


Jack
stared at him then at Xander.  "Since your inheritance?" 


"Since
just before then." 


"Huh."



"Xander's
the best consort I could ask for," John said with a grin for him. 
"No matter how many scientists are jealous they can't have one." 


"I've
heard.  Landry had notes about it.  A few he encouraged." 
Xander grimaced.  "Not the poisoning though.  That would hurt
their other plans." 


"Fuckers,"
Evan muttered. 


Xander
nodded.  "They were."  He patted him on the arm. 
"Thank you." 


"Welcome. 
Like I told you, I want Sheppard happy and content.  And if he ever breaks
up with you, you can come tell me how bad it was and all that.  I'll make
sure the city doesn't attack you for it, Xander."  Xander grinned and
nodded. 


"Why
would he?" Jack asked. 


"There's
a lot of people who think best friends shouldn't hover," Xander told him. 


"Ah." 
He nodded.  "They're idiots."  He looked at John
again.  "We hear rumors now and then about a pseudo-royalty
group?" 


"Yes,
you do," John said with a grin. 


"Fine. 
Good enough."  He held up a hand.  "We don't care as long
as it's consensual and DiNozzo is staying.  It's safer for him and Harris
since Landry told them about the whole 'classified blood issues' thing he got told. 
And they promptly planned on giving it to some allies." 


"Fuck
them," Xander said.  "I'd kill them." 


"I'm
sure you would," Jack agreed.  "How many weapons are on
Atlantis?" 


"I
left most of them." 


"Thanks,"
Evan said with a grin.  "They probably appreciate them.  The pet
grenades?" 


"No,
those I packed."  He grinned.  "And the bullet
families." 


Jack
shook his head.  "I saw a picture of those."  He looked at
John.  "How long will it take you to get the city back here?" 


"A
crapload of ZPM power," he said bluntly. 


"Damn,
but we have three waiting on you.  Sam Carter was working on recharging
based on the whole strange void thing we accidentally did." 


"Have
you told McKay?  He'll kiss you," John said, texting him.  Rodney
showed up a few minutes later and kissed Jack, making him moan and wave his
hands for balance. 


Rodney
sat down.  "You do that fairly well.  Pass that onto Sam for
me?" 


"Not
a chance," Jack said dryly.  "She'll smack me around,
McKay."  He hit him on the arm.  "Pain in my ass." 


"Only
if you want me to be," he said with a smug look. 


"Someone
got too much sex," O'Neill complained. 


"Yes,
and it was fantastic." 


John
patted Xander on the back.  "You can bite him later." 


"I'm
not sleeping with Rodney.  Why would I bite him?" 


O'Neill
shook his head quickly.  "I don't need to know." 


"Sorry,"
Xander said with a grin. 


"No
you're not.  I wasn't when I was in that stage of my marriage. 
Anyway."  He tapped the table a few times.  "The president
said I'm allowed to know so I can protect you." 


John
nodded.  "I trust him, Xander.  He's been with the program from
the beginning.  We all trust O'Neill.  He's a lot like you." 


"Pot,
kettle," Evan said dryly.  "Though yeah, O'Neill is the official
deity of the SGC, Xander." 


Xander
considered it then nodded.  "How much of my file did you get?" 


"Nothing. 
They wouldn't let me have it."  John called someone and it was
brought to them.  Xander checked it, frowning and making a note in the
margin.  Then he handed it over. 


Jack
read it over, including that note.  Then he looked at him. 
"Maybe we're related," he sighed.  Xander grinned. 


"Keller
knows some.  She did erase the scan," John said quietly. 


"I
knew the full thing," McKay said.  "I gave that file to
John."  He looked at that note, then at him.  "You weren't
absent that night?" 


"No,
I'm the one that undid the bomb." 


"Interesting." 
Xander grinned.  "That explains that gap, yes."  He looked
at the general.  "Locally, House, Chase, DiNozzo, one virologist, Doctor
Wilson in Oncology all know." 


"Doctor
Will in virology," Xander said quietly.  "He worked on mine and
Tony's." 


"That's
a good way of doing that," Jack said.  "Doctor Paul Will is at
Area 51 now to protect him.  I was wondering about that." 


"They
kidnaped him to get our samples and a few others," Xander said quietly. 


"So
it's probably a good thing.  I'll check on him.  Make sure he's
happy."  He looked at John.  "You knew?" 


"All
of it.  I asked him when we started to get to know each other." 


"Good." 
He considered it.  "DiNozzo is never to go off world again. 
I'll let him stay on Atlantis for now but there's no telling what they think
they can do and a few of the other places can boil things like that down. 
Xander, I know you don't have a reason to."  Xander nodded. 
"Good.  We want you to fix the city.  McKay is hiring you a few
others to help you once you get back to earth." 


"Okay,
I've run a crew before," Xander agreed.  "It'll definitely be
easier to get wires." 


John
nodded.  "It would be.  Or the next time someone blows up a
bathroom." 


"I
heard," Jack assured him, looking smug.  "Were they
stopped?" 


"Oh,
yes.  Ronon had a lot of fun with them, sir." 


"Great." 
He smirked.  "Okay.  You guys go back on the next ship, which is
in four days."  John nodded.  Evan nodded too.  "I
want you back in the mountain in two." 


"Agreed,"
Rodney said. 


John
nodded.  "I can do that."  He looked at Evan then at
Jack.  "I want to nominate a second assistant, sir.  There's a lot
of work for just me and Evan." 


"Agreed. 
By what I've seen you do nothing but paperwork and your consort does nothing
but fix things for fifteen hours a day." 


"That's
one reason, yes, sir." 


"Granted. 
Any idea who?" 


"Have
Mitchell give me ideas?" 


"I
can do that."  He smiled.  "He'd be thrilled.  We have
a few who love paperwork." 


"I'd
love them to do mine," John said.  "Are we keeping the
IOA?" 


"For
now." 


Xander's
phone beeped so he looked at it.  "Ummm."  Evan took it
since he was reading over his shoulder.  "McKay, do you have your
laptop?"  He nodded, pulling it out to log on.  "Get on
CNN."  McKay got onto the site through his satellite hookup. 


Jack
leaned over to watch the video of Willow Rosenburg's mea culpa on national
tv.  Including how she was trying to protect Atlantis. 
"Shit," he muttered.  "That's it, I'm paddling her." 


"I
don't want to hear about it," Xander said honestly. 


"I
understand."  He called someone.  "Sir, O'Neill. 
CNN.  Rosenburg."  He hung up and waited.  Ten minutes later
his phone rang and someone on the other end was shouting.  "No, sir,
we can't take out the Council.  She's the one that sold two members out to
protect the other slayers.  They had nothing to do with it." 


"Buffy's
going to freak the hell out," Xander said, taking the phone. 
"Sir, Xander Harris," he sighed.  "Buffy emailed me she
hasn't seen Willow since she kicked her out the day we got back.  Yes,
him.  No, Dawn's in school.  I'm paying for it for her. 
Canada.  Somewhere Rodney McKay found."  He listened.  He
handed John his phone.  "Call Buffy?" 


John
called.  "You must be Mr. Giles.  This is John Sheppard, we need
to check a fact with you and Miss Summers.  Yes, it's critically
important.  CNN," he said dryly.  "He guessed Willow did
something else."  He winced at the yelling.  "So you did
not allow that act?  That's what we wanted to know, sir.  Thank
you.  Yes, he's fine.  Right next to me where he should
be."  He hung up and took the phone.  "Colonel John
Sheppard, sir."  The Secretary of Defense, huh.  "They did
not know.  Mr. Giles asked what she was doing this time and I said
CNN.  He started to scream and rant in Latin and Spanish." 


"Huh,
that's a new language.  Usually he swears in Latin then Egyptian, and then
one of the demon ones that make everyone who knows duck and cover," Xander
said. 


John
nodded as he listened.  "Yes, sir, they had no idea.   He
vowed he was going to kill her for this.  It looks bad on them as
well.  Thank you, sir.  Yes, sir, but Mr. Harris would destroy anyone
who tried.  He's like that and happy to do it."  He smirked at
Jack.  "Yes, sir, I'd find pompoms," he said sarcastically,
making Evan shudder and shake his head while muttering.  "Major Lorne
said he'd help, sir.  Thank you, sir.  Here's the
general."  He handed it back.  "They will not order a
strike on the Council." 


"That's
good," Xander said. 


Jack
answered his phone when it rang.  "Sure, I'll hold for the president
to swear at me," he said when the secretary said to hold for him.  He
walked off wincing. 


"I'm
sure she's sorry," Xander called. 


"I'm
going to kick her like I did Landry," Jack called back. 


"I
could watch that," Xander admitted.  "There were a few times I
wanted to do that when she went magic addiction.  Instead I got magical
liver damage." 


Jack
turned to stare at her.  "She's what sort of addict?" 


"Magic. 
My power makes me next to the Goddess sort of addiction." 


Jack
repeated that.  "How did that translate into liver damage?" 


"I
felt like Harry Potter seven times," Xander said dryly.  "While
stopping her."  Jack gaped.  "House knows." 


Jack
repeated that.  "The apocalypse she almost did?"  Xander
nodded.  He said that and walked off muttering. 


"Wow,
if the higher ups are swearing does that mean he wants to be a higher up?"
Xander asked. 


McKay
burst out cackling.  John and Evan were staring at him. 


Evan
patted Xander on the back.  "You need to do more than tease your
husband, Xander.  He can help you cure that."  Rodney cackled
harder.  "Before the bad ideas spread." 


"I'd
vote for him," John said with a shrug.  Xander blushed, giving him a
shy look. 


Jack
was staring at McKay then shook his head.  "I don't want to
know.  It might be contagious.  He's too evil for it to be a good
thought." 


"He
just noted that you swore like a higher up, sir," John called with a grin
and a wave. 


"Harris,
no more bad thoughts," Jack ordered.  "Please.  I'd have to
shoot you if I got elected to something." 


Someone
shot at John, making him flinch when it hit his shoulder.  Xander got him
down on the ground and Evan covered them.  Rodney was under the table and
moving closer to help Xander. 


"I
need a bandage," Xander ordered a bit too calmly.  He was pressing on
the wound.  "The bullet's still in there."  He flipped out
his pocket knife.  "Shirt, something, McKay."  Rodney took
off his shirt and let Xander have it.  Xander worked the bullet out and
took the shirt to cover the wound.  "That'll help."  He
shifted his weight to put more pressure on it.  John moaned.  "I
know but it'll be okay, John."  He glanced around.  "Aren't
the guards still around?" 


"Yes,"
Rodney said.  "I'm hoping they got the sniper." 


Xander
nodded.  "No they haven't."  He grabbed Lorne's knife and
threw it at someone, making them scream.   Evan turned and shot them
and their partner.  Two others rushed and Evan held.  They were the
guard team.  Xander concentrated.  "Behind us, Evan." 
Evan turned and the guards shot the person running their way.  Xander
looked down at John.  "Hi." 


"Ow."



"Sorry. 
The bleeding's slowing down.  You'll be okay," he said quietly and
calmly.  "And then I'm going to fuck up someone."  John
patted Xander's hand.  Paramedics and cops came rushing over. 
"I got the bullet out." 


"Sir,
you're not supposed to do that," one of the paramedics complained. 


"I'm
one of the field medics for the Council.  Shut up.  He needs a
pressure bandage.  The bleeding is slowing down."  The other
paramedics got him what he needed and they bandaged it.  He kissed John on
the forehead.  "He goes to PPTH.  His doctor is House." 


"Okay,"
that paramedic said.  The other was checking the people who shot at
them.  They got him loaded and more paramedics for those ones.  He
and his partner took John and Rodney off. 


Evan
helped Xander off the ground.  "That's mine and General Jack's
job," he said quietly. 


"No
it's not."  He walked off, going for the bike.  "Who were
they?" 


"Another
capture team," one of the guard team said, following him. 


Xander
turned to look at him.  "Stay.  Guard McKay, he knows enough to
be their favorite target of all."  He got onto his bike and zipped
off, looking pissed off.  He had recognized one of them.  They were
going to pay hard. 


***



O'Neill
finally caught up to Xander when he was standing on one's chest with a gun in
his face.   Not what he had expected but he had seen the
temper-related destruction in the other areas of the building. 
"Xander?" 


"Initiative
people," he said, staring down at him.  "Who wanted my
mate." 


"That's
good to know.  We can arrest them." 


"They're
going to go after the girls too.  They tried Dawn at school. 
Fortunately they have security there." 


"I
heard from McKay.  Let me have him?  I have John in the car." 


Xander
looked down.  "My mate would be unhappy if I killed you. 
Maybe." 


"Probably,"
John said as he walked in.  "Xander, you destroyed most of
them.  Let him be a messenger.  That way people know.  They'll
be in prison within minutes if you get off him." 


Xander
looked at him.  "You don't look good." 


"I
ache like hell but if I take something you'll keep going." 


Xander
shook his head.  "I expected them to keep you tonight so I was going
to show up to fuss in the morning." 


"I'd
appreciate some fussing."  He took the gun from Xander. 
"Let me.  I get to protect you since they were after you." 


Xander
shook his head.  "They were after us, John.  Willow spread the
blue stuff." 


"I
heard.  They were still trying to capture you.  They were going to
kill me."  Xander growled.  John hugged him. 
"Please?" 


"Are
you sure?" 


"I'm
certain.  General Jack is our God because he brings pain when he needs
to.  Please?" 


Xander
stared down at him.  "You'd better be lucky he's so
reasonable."  He walked John off, checking his shoulder. 
"Are you in a lot of pain?" 


"Little
bit.  It's a clean wound, all closed up."  They got beamed back
to the club in New Jersey.  Evan quit pacing.  McKay sat up. 
"See, we're all okay.  I need some fussing."  Xander
nodded, putting his head on John's good shoulder and holding him. 


John
held him.  It was good to calm down.  "Bed," Evan
ordered.  "Xander, he needs to lay down.  You kept him from
losing too much blood but he still needs to lay down."  Xander
nodded, walking John up to their room.  He gave John a sponge bath then
tucked him in, running down for dinner and then back up to help him eat the soup
and sandwiches.  John let him fuss and it was good.  Evan looked over
as O'Neill showed up.  "I had Xander put him down for a nap." 


"Good. 
He's scarily like me," Jack sighed.  He looked around then at Evan
again.  "Are you guys secure here?" 


"Yes,
sir." 


"Then
I'm going to go find a room.  I'll talk you two at ten or so.  I'll
call."  He walked off. 


Evan
sighed, sitting down.  "It's good they won't try it again." 


"It's
very good they won't try it again," Rodney said dryly.  Evan stared
at him.  "I would've went to kill them instead." 


"I
know.   Xander made sure the only person who could stop him had what
he needed to be safe and heal faster."  Rodney smiled. 
"You need to relax too, McKay." 


"I
do but everyone else is missing."  Tony strolled over reading a book
and kissed him.  "What are you reading?" 


"The
updated Virology 2 textbook."  He settled into McKay's lap, putting
the book aside.  "I'm tense and I knew Xander would stop if
asked."  McKay smirked and got them both undressed.  Tony was a
good distraction.  He was a good kisser, great at blowjobs, and went limp
in his lap like he was lap candy.   It was very good to ride him into
less stress. 


Evan
smirked at James Wilson when he walked in.  "Doctor Wilson." 


"Major
Lorne."  He shook his hand.  "How are things?" 


"Xander's
fussing over John. " 


"Good! 
House was worried he'd kill too many people and people might want to make him
do real work."  Evan pulled him closer to kiss.  "You that
hard up?" James joked.  "I'm not one of the young, firm things
like you are." 


"You're
incredibly sexy, Doctor Wilson, and I'm sure it's been a while since you were
made to squeal in pleasure." 


"Very
long," he moaned.  Evan pulled him to the couch to play with him. 


Tony
kissed Rodney's ear, earning a smirk.  "James is very pretty." 


"They're
both very pretty."  He stroked over Tony's hip.  "I need
more." 


"I'm
definitely up for that."  He walked Rodney off to the room he liked
best.  There were a few toys, a set of fuzzy handcuffs, and Rodney would
look adorable with them used on him. 


***



John
looked up after eating, letting Xander fuss over him.  He pulled Xander
next to him, cuddling him.  "Thank you," he said quietly. 


"I
knew he'd take care of you," Xander whispered, playing with John's sling. 


"He
would've pushed you out of the way." 


"I
know."  He took a kiss.  "Is there ...." 


"Rodney's
never shown an interest in my body, Xander.  Even then, I'm yours and we'd
have to get permission to try a two member, one consort relationship because
it's against the rules to share you." 


"I
got told that." 


"I'd
never do that anyway.  Besides, Rodney's not into me that way." 


"If
you did, you'd tell me, right?" 


"I
would." 


Xander
hugged him carefully.  "Then I'd be okay with it.  As long as
you told me." 


"Is
there some doubt?" John asked. 


"Rodney
was trying really hard not to cry." 


"I
didn't see that."  He considered it.  "I doubt we could
make it work.  We're too...  We rub each other the wrong way. 
We make pretty good friends because of that but I can't imagine making Rodney
scream for me."  He looked at him.  "So don't worry." 


"I'm
not.  I'm just making sure you'd tell me so we could talk about it." 


"We
would.  I'd never do that to you."  Xander nodded, snuggling
in.  John smiled.  "Feel better?" 


"No,
I still want to go stomp on more people." 


"Me
too."  He kissed him on the head.  Xander let him fall asleep
while he thought.  John woke up a while later because his shoulder was
aching.  He looked.  Xander was finally asleep but he was licking his
stitches while asleep.  John petted him.  "I'm okay," he
whispered.  "They're clean and not infected, Xander."  He
heard a chuff.   "Yes, your mate is fine," he
soothed.  The hyena retreated and John smiled, letting Xander
cuddle.  It was good she liked him too.  He shifted around Xander and
went back to sleep.  It was good to have a consort.  Even if his
consort was slightly like Ronon at times. 


***



Evan
looked at John the next day.  Xander was getting him a drink.  They
were out in the tent in the garden.  "You good?" 


"I'm
good," he agreed, smiling at his goofy warrior consort.  "I woke
up around three to his hyena licking my stitches to make sure they're
clean." 


"You
did?" Xander asked. 


"Yeah,
but it was sweet and she went back to sleep too."  Xander climbed
into his lap, letting him have the bottle of beer.  "You didn't get
one?" 


"I
don't usually drink."  John stared at him.  "I don't care
as long as you're not drunk." 


"No,
I hate being drunk."  He sipped it and put it down.  Evan stole
it.  "I should have Tony pounce him," he told Xander. 


Who
grinned.  "He's making Rodney get loud and huffy about his ass being
a playground." 


"Awww,
that's sweet of Tony."  House walked out, leaning on his cane as he
stared at them.  "They're clean." 


"Apparently
I made sure last night," Xander said. 


House
walked over to check.  "They are clean."  He looked at
Xander.  "Didn't shower today?" 


"John
had me doing yoga naked a few minutes ago." 


House
sat down and put his bad leg up.  "I got the worst visit from people
who would love for me to stick my cane up their asses for
complaining."  Xander gave him a look.  "No, not your
friends.  Well, Rosenburg showed up and I did brain her with the book I
was looking something up in.  She yelped and pouted and then disappeared when
I told her she screwed up beyond redemption this time.  I did get a call
from Mr. Giles, who wanted me to tell you to calm down."  Xander gave
him a dirty look.  "I told him going to destroy people was a good
response to having your mate shot." 


"It
is," Evan agreed.  "He impressively turned into Ronon." 


Xander
looked at him.  "I did not.  No dreads." 


John
patted him on the butt.  "You should do more yoga."  Xander
actually blushed, making him grin.  "You can be clothed if you're
uncomfortable in front of Gregory or Evan." 


"Maybe
later?" he offered. 


"Okay." 
He patted him again and Xander shifted.  "That wasn't a hint to move,
Xander."  Xander curled up on his good side and it was nice.  He
smiled.  Evan grinned at him.  "Any other bad news, House?"



"The
Highest in DC likes O'Neill." 


"He's
our deity at the office," Evan quipped, taking a drink of beer. 
Rodney walked out alone.  "Tony sleeping?" he taunted. 


"Yes,
he is," Rodney said, sounding smug.  House pulled him down to kiss
him.  "Yes, I am a sexy bastard."  He sat down, tipping his
head to look at Xander.  John grinned.  He could feel that Xander was
asleep and drooling just a tiny bit.  Rodney stretched out. 
"Wasn't O'Neill supposed to call by now?" 


"He
said about ten," Evan said.  "But he may be with those same
screaming higher ups."  Rodney nodded.  One of the other
consorts that was local for college served them iced tea, leaving a glass for
Xander beside John's.  Then he kissed Evan, House, and walked off. 


"He's
cute but young," Evan said. 


House
nodded.  "Fairly young but he's got a sinful mouth.  He's
pre-law." 


"Member
or consort?" Rodney asked. 


"Consort. 
He's Paul Metter's son." 


"I
remember his father squealing quite prettily." 


House
smirked.  "He doesn't squeal but he can suck your tonsils out of your
cock.  I swear last time I turned deaf for a bit."  Rodney
smirked at him.  "He's very good at it."  He watched Xander
shift.  "That's a nightmare," he said quietly.  John petted
Xander and it eased it.  Xander wrapped around him more
tightly.   "He did a good job.  If I could get him into
medical school I would.  He has a point though, it's a lot of book
work." 


"Which
he doesn't excel at.  I put him on with my friend at Drexel before John
got here.  He's got his bachelor's coming in a few weeks." 


"That
was sneaky but good job," House told him. 


Evan
looked then at McKay.  "Think we can find someone to make us those
little care package boxes?" 


"I
think, if those ZedPM's work, we'll be back on earth in six months." 


"Woolsey
won't let us off the city," John said quietly. 


"He
won't have much choice.  We'll throw him into the water and let the fish
eat him."  Rodney sipped his tea.  Someone walked O'Neill
out.  "Here he is."  Jack walked into the tent and stared
at Xander for a moment before smiling at Sheppard.  "He's a lucky
bastard," Rodney said. 


"He
is.  Thank you," he told the young man pulling a chair over for
him.  He sat down.  The kid handed him a bottle of water and
disappeared.  "I'm back in charge."  They all smiled. 
"The president had conniptions for hours earlier." 


"The
IOA?" Evan asked hopefully. 


"Leashed. 
The president assured the others that he would keep the Council from sending
slayers to their countries.  Mr. Giles agreed he could switch their cities
of residence around.  He said some of them were worse than the old Council
heads.  They all got offended but got the point.  Especially since
Mr. Giles promised if something happened to him, Buffy was to take all the
girls and join the SGC."  Evan cackled so Jack smirked. 
"The French President hated that so much he choked for ten minutes. 
They had to heimlich him." 


"So
we're good?" John asked. 


"Get
the city back here ASAP for retrofitting and fixing.  The IOA has a set
list of 'don't piss me off' already.  They know I'm back and they don't
like it, which I could care less about.  They're not going to be
happy.  And yes, if Woolsey won't give you leave time, you can throw him
overboard and keep Xander from saving him."  They smiled.  Jack
watched as a few young, naked people ran down to the pond behind the
house.  "Huh," he said.  "I didn't know this was that
sort of club." 


"Two
of those are future consorts and the others are full members but they're in
college so they're allowed to be naked and skinnydip," House said. 
"And later on if they want to pounce us for fun, we'll gladly let
them." 


Jack
nodded once.  "Okay then."  John laughed.  
"Not what I'm used to." 


"It's
all consensual," John assured him with a smile.  "And if we
marry within the group there's firm rules about not sharing." 


"So
it's a fraternity where you guys play," Jack said.  They all
nodded.  He looked at McKay. 


"They
came over after the Revolution," he said with a smirk.  "We had
no idea the good Major was one of us." 


"Of
course.  That's why I showed up when you guys were mediating the storage
area fights." 


"They
were fights," John said.  "I was worried what sort of weapons he
had stored.  I didn't know at that time that he had presidential
permission." 


"He
still does," Jack assured him.  "Though anything you guys
presently have you can confiscate and share with him if you wish." 


"I'll
keep that in mind.  Are we going back on the ship or via the space gate
and Midway?" 


"Midway. 
We'll break that rule this time to get the ZPM there faster.  The
president wanted you back last month." 


"Understood,"
Rodney said. 


"Thanks,
guys."  He stood up.  "Let me go before I want a young
husband of my own."  He left, going to take down some egos. 


John
petted Xander, looking at the playing consorts.  "We should go
help." 


"You're
taken," Evan said smugly. 


"I
like to swim."  Rodney pointed at Xander.  So did House. 
"I know and the stitches.  Can we work out some way for him to
swim?" 


"He
can't wear a diving suit," House said.  "He felt
suffocated." 


"I'll
keep that in mind."  They went to play with the young things. 
John relaxed and drank his tea then Xander's tea.  Xander could have some
when he woke up. 


***



John
walked back through the gate first.  "People, meeting," he
called over the comm. 


Tony
uploaded the new permission files directly to the server.  "This is
DiNozzo, there are new laws that are particular to Atlantis only on the
server.  Please make sure you are acquainted with them today,
people." 


McKay
called Radek.  "Full base meeting.  Get everyone to the mess
hall.  Now."  He hung up and they walked that way.  John
and Evan leaned against the lunch service line.  Xander sat by
Radek.  Tony sat behind him.  Rodney walked in last reading
something.  "Radek, we have to prepare the ZedPM chamber," he
noted.  "Today."  The Marines he had given the cases to put
them down delicately beside him.  He looked at John. 


"There
have been some upheavals at Stargate Command," John announced. 
Everyone got quiet.  "It started with an NID plot to take some of us
in as experiments and went from there to assault teams, a begging witch who
outed Atlantis, and Jack O'Neill being in charge again."  A few
people looked nervous.  "If I find out *anyone* on this city had *anything*
to do with the NID plot, you're gone and I'll kick your ass first, let Keller
heal you, let Ronon kick your ass, and let O'Neill drag your ass to jail while
you're half dead or closer."  He looked around the room. 
"Am I clear?"  They nodded. 


"I've
set up a small summary of the last two weeks along with the new rules that were
made specifically for the SGC and Atlantis," Tony said. 


"Why?"
one of the Marines asked. 


Tony
smiled.  "I'm not just your bone doctor, I'm also your NCIS agent
afloat."  That Marine groaned.  "With my new medical
degree, I saved them a lot of money." 


"You
do and some of my paperwork, which I adore," John said with a grin. 
"Secondly, speaking of paperwork, there's going to be an assistant who
loves doing paperwork for you to file things with.  His name is Gunnery
Sergeant Neil Masters."  That got some nods.  "So all those
leave requests and those things go to him.  I get the other head guy
paperwork I shove off on Major Lorne."  That got a few snickers. 
"Third," he said.  "We're going home, people." 
That shut everyone up again. 


"The
president said since we were outed, we're going to finish the retrofitting and
fixing of our beauteous city on earth.  Once we get there, Xander will
have a few new helpers to help him fix things."  He looked around
then smiled.  "We're ordered back as soon as possible to retrofit,
fix the wiring and other issues, and to rearm."  The Marines smiled
at them. 


"Which
leaves two people with some options," John said, looking at Ronon and
Teyla.  "They can tell me in private."  They nodded. 
"We have a tenuous schedule of lifting off early next month.  That
gives us three weeks to make her air ready." 


"I
need to finish ripping that building.  It'll wobble and collapse,"
Xander said.  John nodded.  "And we'll need to look at the east
sub-pier's weak plates.  It'll probably be a weakness and there's
thrusters underneath it." 


"Radek,
help him with that," Rodney ordered.  "Anything not critical to
us getting home is pushed back until we're home.  Any
questions?"  They all shook their heads.  "Good.  Then
let me announce that our wonderful handyman now has a bachelor's degree from
Drexel."  The group clapped.  "Doctor Keller, we have a
private message for you and your staff."  They nodded. 
"Everyone else, do something to make sure we get home." 


"Question,"
a female Marine called from the back.  "When we get there are we
being allowed leave time?" 


"Yes,"
John said. 


"We'll
see how that works out," Woolsey said. 


"O'Neill
said yes," John told him.  "You should read those new things,
Woolsey.  The president told the IOA to suck him to be blunt." 
Woolsey gave him an alarmed look. 


"It's
time for his pain medicine, people," Evan said.  "Because one of
those assault teams shot him in the shoulder."  Everyone looked at
Xander.  "No, O'Neill had to stop him from destroying a good few
people.  Cause I couldn't."  John nodded at that.  Rodney
shuddered. 


"It
wasn't a fun vacation," Xander agreed dryly.  "Doctor Keller,
Tony has his painkiller in his bag and my new medicine too." 


"Good
to know.  I'll see you in a few minutes, Xander." 


"Okay. 
Radek, two hours, that pier?  That way you have time to check the ZPM
stuff?"  Radek nodded.   "Cool."  He stood
up.  "Are we done, Fearless Leader?  You told me to build an
altar to O'Neill so I can start learning the many prayers to him, our deity at
the SGC." 


"Do
that later," John said dryly, smirking at him.  "We did
introduce him to the cult of O'Neill while we were down there."  The
SGC long-term personnel all laughed.  "Get back to work, people." 
They walked off.  He walked over to Keller.  "They're clean
stitches.  Xander pulled the bullet." 


"He
can?" she demanded, looking at him.  Xander nodded. 
"Huh." 


"And
then he went on an anti-NID rampage," Evan said with a smirk for the
younger guy. 


"They
decided I was only worthy of an experimental cage, not the worship I'm
accustomed to," Xander quipped.  "So I corrected them with
members of the bullet families." 


"Dawn
had to make him whole new neighborhoods of bullet families," John joked. 


"What
new medicine and am I allowed to know why?" Keller asked. 


Xander
sighed and asked the city to please close them in there.  Nothing
happened.  He looked at John, who closed them in there.  Tony handed
over the file he was carrying, letting them read it from Xander's laptop. 
"He's on an immune booster.  It helps some with the gill
problems." 


Keller
pulled Xander over and looked at his stomach.  "They are out." 


"They
fed me fish," he admitted. 


She
went back to reading.  "That answers a lot of questions and is worse
than I thought it could be." 


"Mine's
just the pneumatic plague," Tony said dryly.  "And Xander got
his from ghosts." 


Xander
nodded.  "I only had symptoms for a few hours and then we got the
ghosts gone so the symptoms went with them." 


Keller
stared at him.  "Seriously?" 


He
grinned and nodded.  "Anya complained that one of them was blood
syphilis, so she couldn't have sex until I was better." 


She
whimpered.  "John is so much better for you.  I read the new
statement from the president." 


"Oh
it got worse," John said dryly. 


"Rosenburg
sold him and Dawn Summers to the NID to save the rest of the slayers,"
Tony told her.  "And then went to tell CNN about it and the
city." 


She
whimpered.  "Bad, so bad." 


"Yup,"
John said.   "So we need to be aware that they want all three of
us now.  Lam's already getting someone to write an encryption program for
the medical databases." 


"Good!" 
She looked at Xander.  "No fish, no berries, no swimming
still?"  He nodded.  "I can handle that."  She
pointed at her staff and Xander shook his head, pointing at John. 
"Okay.  Guys, this is still highly classified." 


"Why
does he have gills?" Doctor Biro asked. 


"Because
when I was in high school someone exposed me to mermaid DNA," Xander said.



"They
don't exist." 


"They
do exist," Evan sighed.  "One came up to him and tried to carry
him off."  Xander grinned.  "Not even one of his former
swim team.  In Denver no less." 


"I
didn't know there were freshwater ones," Xander defended. 
"Though she was nice about it when John told her she couldn't have
me." 


"That
was a girl?" John asked.  Xander nodded.  "Huh.  How
can you tell?" 


"Vocal
range." 


"Oh. 
Never mind.  They freaked me out enough that I don't want to see another
one ever again.  It certainly didn't look like Disney's
merpeople."  Xander punched him on the arm. 


"Let
me look at your stitches," Keller ordered.  John sighed but pulled
off his shirt.  She checked and nodded.  "You've kept them very
clean, Xander.  Thank you." 


"Welcome."



"Tony,
I'm assuming you're on an immune booster as well?"  Tony
nodded.  "Good!"  She stood up.  "Let me go read
the rest of the stuff Tony put up.  Let me know what I need to do to
help."  She walked off and her staff followed. 


Xander
looked around then hugged John.  "Be safe.  Don't fall or
anything.  Don't lick the ZPM to see if it's tingly like a battery." 


John
laughed.  "I'd never do that.  McKay would beat me to
death."  Xander smiled and left the room.  Or tried to. 
The city stopped him.  John looked up.  "Atlantis, let Xander
go.  He has to get to work.  We need you ready to take back so he can
properly fix you and put new weapons on you, so we can come back to kick wraith
butt."  Still no response.  Xander walked back and hugged him
since they were alone again.  John cuddled back and kissed him. 
"There, go work.  No climbing over the balconies either." 
Xander nodded and this time she let him go.  "Thank you,
Atlantis."  He went to the chair room to talk to her AI about what
was going on.  It turns out Atlantis listened to gossip and she only
wanted him to be happy.  Though she had decided if they broke up it would
be Xander's fault, not John's.   He had to fix that thought before
she hurt him.  Again. 


***



"Back
away from the edge of the pier before you fall in and we have to make you a
giant fish tank," Evan ordered as he walked up behind Xander.  They
had been back for four days and things were going along well.  They did
not need a health crisis right now. 


"We
have a huge storm coming and two of the anchors aren't connected," Xander
said quietly. 


"We
have to have someone on base with SCUBA experience," Evan said. 


"We
don't have tanks or a wetsuit." 


John
walked out.  "I'm not Eric," he said dryly. 


"How
do you know the name of the prince in _The Little Mermaid_?" Xander asked
him with a grin. 


"How
do *you* know?" Evan asked dryly. 


"I
grew up around girls.  I've seen every single girl and dress movie ever
created," Xander said dryly.  "Buffy and Willow made sure of
it.  Hell, I can even put on a corset properly." 


John
shuddered.  "That's a bad image.  What's going on?" 


"Huge
ass storm," Xander said with a point at the clouds.  "Two free
anchor cables." 


John
winced, calling Rodney.  He couldn't do it remotely, someone would have to
go down.   John called over the general intercom to see if anyone
else had any diving experience.  No one answered.  "Damn
it," he muttered. 


Xander
smiled.  "We'll have to do the little ball thing again." 
He stripped off his shirt and stepped out of his shoes, then his jeans and tool
belt. 


"What's
your breath holding capacity?" Evan asked. 


"I
know at least six minutes.  House pulled me at after six minutes the
once.  Tony thinks twenty probably.  I'll come up before I drown,
guys.  Really.  I have dinner to look forward to tonight." 


"You
do," John agreed calmly.  "I want to see you every twenty
minutes, Xander, and take a safety rope."  Xander got one and tied it
to a ring on the side of the pier then hopped into the water. 


"I
know you didn't let him do that," Keller complained over the intercom. 


"No
other choice, Doc." 


Evan
looked.  "I can't even see him.  The water's too murky." 


John
stared then at his watch.  "I'm going to yell and scream if he
drowns." 


"I
doubt he could," Evan said quietly. 


"Let's
hope not."  He kept track and after twenty minutes he started to tug
on the line.  He met resistance.  He tugged harder.  The line
went loose.  "He untied himself!" John complained. 


Evan
snickered.  "It's nice to see you in worrywart mode, Colonel." 
He looked down there.  "Xander, come up for air or he's coming down
after you!"  He came up.  "Why did you untie the
rope?" 


"Because
the fish that ate cable did it."  He dove back down. 


John
huffed, glaring at the water.  Keller stomped out.  "He's fine. 
So far." 


"Uh-huh."



"He
was down over twenty minutes," John said quietly. 


"Wonderful,"
she said sarcastically.  Xander came up gasping. 
"Problems?" she asked dryly. 


"Amazon
River fish."  He threw one at her.  She yelped when it bit her
on the ear.  "It's like the rats turned into fish."  He
went down.  Then he came back up and climbed up the rope, John helping him
the last few feet.  "Both cables are connected the but the main
anchor was being chewed through.  We need to run a current down it or something." 
He took the towel Keller was holding to dry off with. 


She
scanned him.  "Those gills had better recede soon." 


"I
don't feel like I'm suffocating but I probably can't put on a shirt right
now," he admitted.  He wrapped the towel around him like a girl
would, under his armpits, and let John grab his clothes. 


"What
did you do?" Radek demanded when they ran into him. 


"The
rats turned into fish and ate the anchor cables.  You need to electrocute
the main line because it's coming undone too and I can't fix that." 
He walked around him.  Radek gaped, looking so confused.  John patted
him on the arm as he walked past him. 


"I
have headache now but am quite sure why," he complained, going to tell
Rodney that.  Maybe he'd understand. 


***



Xander
looked up from his exam when Woolsey came in.  "Did they get the fish
I tossed up?" 


"They
said it's an evil little predator-like fish." 


"Like
the movie?" Xander asked.  Woolsey looked clueless so he looked at
John, who nodded.  "Cloaking and all?" 


"I
think it was the teeth." 


"Huh." 
He nodded.  "Okay.  We still can zap the main line, right?"



"Yup. 
Rodney said so when he was doing that.  They say they're not able to be
eaten, pity." 


Xander
nodded.  "Yeah, you guys could have a good fish dinner with all of them
that're down there." 


"Just
... don't turn into a redhead." 


"A
Weasley, me?" he teased with a grin. 


"No,
Ariel you." 


"Hell
no, no tail."  He looked at Keller, who was trying not to
laugh.  "He made the joke first." 


"Uh-huh." 
She gave him a shot.  "Your immune booster early and an extra bit of
regular human protein." 


"Cool." 
He grinned.  "Can I go shower again?  I feel itchy." 


"No." 
She smiled.  "You can do it here." 


"You
guys filter the water differently in here," John said more quietly. 


"I
forgot.  Take him to the gym since it's the closest shower." 
John nodded, walking Xander off.  "Check for any patchy skin." 


"I
will." 


"You
have twenty minutes," she called.  "Then I'm coming
looking." 


"Yup,"
Xander called. 


She
shook her head, making notes.  "Problems, Richard?" 


"Wondering
a few things.  Why did they call for a diver?"  She opened a
blind to show him the storm clouds.  "That looks bad." 


"That
is bad and some of our anchor cables had been eaten by those fish." 


"Oh,
dear." 


"No
one else could." 


"That
figures."  He walked off shaking his head. 


Rodney
rushed into the gym.  "We can't shield." 


"Why
not?" Xander asked.  "Did I fix the wrong thing?" 


"No,
the storm's a magnetic storm." 


"Can
we lift off now?" John asked. 


"We
have three hours.  I believe we can but if we run into problems we're
screwed." 


Xander
considered it.  "Ronon and Teyla." 


"I'll
talk to them."  He jogged off.  "Rodney, check him for
scales." 


Rodney
came over to look, finding a few, which apparently itched so he scratched
them.  "They're coming off." 


"Good. 
I don't want to be black and slimy like the others turned into."  He
frowned and got out, putting on a towel and letting Rodney walk him back. 
"How hard would it be to move sooner?" 


"You'd
have to suspend all work on the piers.  We'd have to pull our shields
back." 


"Biology's
sample room." 


He
called the head to tell her that.  She agreed they were already moving
them back to the main room.  The ship could meet them halfway. 
Rodney had good plans but a lot of things had to be sacrificed or pulled
in.  Xander could help move the most critical things.  Ronon came out
to help.  Rodney looked at him.  "We might not be coming back
for up to a year." 


"I
know.  I don't have any reason to stay." 


"Teyla?"



"Is
staring at her son.  Her people are still scared of her.  She's not
sure." 


"If
we had to, we'd keep Midway, right?" Xander asked.  Rodney
nodded.  "Then she could come back to Midway and get dialed to
another area." 


"That's
true."  Rodney told John that since Xander didn't have a comm
earpiece again.  They got everything but the trees moved.  They
couldn't move those.  Xander and Ronon shoved one of the planter boxes and
looked.  "That leaves one outside a good shield radius." 
He pointed.  They went to move it.  On the side of the city, they
hadn't done much but one building had a few things.  They were moving
that.  Rodney and Radek went to the engineering room and it was set to
go.  Rodney sent out a two minute warning so everyone could get some last
fresh air in.  Woosley came stomping his way but John was in the
chair.  The ZPM were ready.  And they were going home. 


***



Xander
braced when the ship lifted off, turning green.  "I think I need some
dramamine, Tony."  Tony got him some and let him lay down. 


"He
can't fly?" Ronon asked. 


"We're
pretty sure it has something to do with the DNA taint," Tony said. 


"Oh. 
Because it's part fish," Ronon realized.  Xander nodded, one arm over
his eyes.  "At least you have medicine for that."  Xander
nodded again then went to puke. 


***



John
noticed the ship.  "Colonel Ellis," he greeted.  "We
had a huge magnetic storm coming our way." 


"That's
reasonable," Colonel Ellis said from the Apollo's bridge. 
"Let's escort you back, Sheppard." 


"First,
I have two people that need beamed over.  And I need to bum a nurse. 
Ours are exhausted.  It's been a slightly bumpy ride." 


"I
can do that.  Where are they?" 


"Locked
in quarters.  McKay, send their room numbers over please." 


"Already
sent," he called back, walking into the room with Xander, who gave him a
quick kiss. 


"Thank
you," he said with a grin. 


"Welcome. 
Lunchies?"  He held up the tray. 


"I
could definitely eat," he agreed with a grin. 


"Sheppard,
we have them and have transferred over a nurse for Keller." 


"Thank
you.  Guard us back, Apollo.  It's going to be a long flight without
working hyperdrive engines." 


"I
thought you had some." 


"We
did until someone decided us being here was a better idea." 


"Oh,
I see.  No wonder." 


"Only
one of them.  The other went into freefall panic when he saw the
hyperdrive field." 


"Okay. 
We can sedate him." 


"Thanks." 
They moved off again.  "The hyperdrives?" he asked McKay. 


"Still
broken.  He did a fine job breaking it.  Radek and I are working on
parts but we're going to be missing six.  And we can't get to the ones in
the storage building right now." 


"Okay,"
John said.  "Would anything in there fit?" 


"We
could make a few of the pipes work for tubing.  It's not perfect.  It
might last us a few days, which would cut a few weeks off the trip." 


"Do
what you can, even if you have to beam them over."  Rodney
nodded.  John took another kiss and Xander let him eat.  It wasn't
taxing him right now but any little problem could cause the rest of them
hell.  He had to be ready. 


***



Sheppard
interfaced more directly with the AI.  "We're not going to
Antarctica.  They don't have the power to shield you.  You won't be
safe," he said quietly.  "Pick a warm spot."  She
picked two and he considered.  "Ellis, by Manhattan or the Gulf of
Mexico?" 


"Pacific,
Sheppard.  O'Neill said so." 


He
thought that at her and she denied it.  "She said no.  Old
programing said it's not a safe area due to the quake issue." 


"The
Gulf had a huge oil spill and there's tons of drilling rigs," Xander said
over the comm.  "Manhattan is in a shipping lane so have her move a
bit to the north or south?" 


John
thought that and she picked a spot.  It was nice.  It was right off
New York.  They were within sight of Manhattan.  They settled in and
John relaxed, shutting down things, making sure the cloak was on, and lowering
the space shields for the planetary shields.  John popped his neck and
changed frequencies on his comm.  "This is Colonel Sheppard, we've
landed," he reported.  "She hated the Pacific due to the
unstable ocean fire ring." 


"We
saw where you landed, Sheppard," O'Neill said.  "Good parking
job." 


"Thank
you, General.  We're back in cloaked city mode." 


"Good
job.  I'll be there shortly.  We'll arrange things like primary leave
time for making plans in a few hours.  Ellis, join us." 


"Yes,
General.  My guest?" 


"You
have a *guest*?" Jack asked dryly. 


"Yes,
sir, because we used to have a hyperdrive," John said bluntly. 
"The other had a space freakout." 


"Okay,"
Jack decided.  "Ellis, keep him for a few.  Then I'll deal with
him.  Meet me on Atlantis in the gate room in an hour."  He hung
up. 


John
put it back on all comms.  "People, General O'Neill will be here in
an hour," he said.  "We'll be going over primary leaves and
plans for the city at that time.  For right now, do a bit of cleaning
up.  I know we were all slobs on the trip."  He heard a few
laughs so hung up.  He got up and stretched, groaning as his back
popped.  Xander appeared and took out his comm earpiece, tossing it into
the chair before stealing a kiss.  "That is a hero's welcome,"
he teased with a grin. 


"You
are a hero," Xander agreed.  "I would've spaced him." 
He walked John down to his room, getting him a soda and a snack cake before
settling in to work the tension knots out of his back and shoulders.  John
groaned, letting him do whatever he wanted.  Someone knocked and Rodney
came in.  "He's got knots." 


"I
figured he did."  He handed over some oil.  "O'Neill's
early and talking to Ellis about his guest." 


Xander
looked at him.  "If I had any idea that Woolsey would be that bad, I
would've knocked him out sooner." 


"No
being mean on presumptive evidence," John said.  He smiled and took a
kiss.  Xander let him go.  "Thank you, and for making sure I
ate."  He walked off looking happier.  Rodney followed and
Xander followed him once he had a shirt on.  "Sir," John said,
saluting. 


"At
ease, Colonel.  You look tired." 


"I
am tired.  Xander was just working the knot out of the back of my neck for
me." 


"That's
what a good spouse does," Jack agreed, smiling at Xander, who grinned
back. 


"I
don't need to know," Ellis said. 


Xander
shrugged.  "That's your thing." 


"Fine." 
He looked at Sheppard.  "He sabotaged the hyperdrive?" 


"Things
were going to be radically different once we got back here," Rodney
said.  "He was going to lose power, he was going to have to answer to
the new laws.  He didn't want to deal with O'Neill." 


"He
tried to tell me the city's water supply didn't need fixing," Xander
added. 


"So
he failed to find reality," O'Neill said.  "Okay, I can deal
with that." 


"I
have one to transfer to Lam for his space freak out." 


"We
can do that in a few minutes.  Let's go sit down, kids."  They
went to the mess hall to do that.  That way Xander got one of his sodas,
Rodney got coffee, John got to finish his soda and snack cake, and Ellis got to
get some coffee too.  They settled in to go over the problems that
desperately needed fixed, what it would take, and what needed to be done after
the critical repairs.  Plus a dream list from Rodney and Xander on
weapons. 


"Can
you actually make one of those?" Ellis had to ask. 


"There's
three geeks in my former town that had them.  Andrew is the kitchen mother
at the Council and he's the last one of them." 


John
smirked at Jack.  "We'll see if we can borrow his design
skills," O'Neill said.  "Once a geek, always a geek." 


"He
might," Xander agreed.  "Ask him." 


"I've
talked to your people a few times, kid.  They mostly seem pretty nice and
sane.  Though why some of the girls go bikini shopping in February I'm not
real sure." 


"That
means there's a big battle coming up.  It gives them incentive not to get
too injured."  He texted Faith that he was back.  She sent back
a squeal.  "Someone hijacked Faith's phone," he said,
grimacing.  "She doesn't squeal."  It rang. 
"Yuppers?"  He listened, leaning on the table.  "When
did Faith's phone get hijacked, Buffy?"  He listened. 
"Huh.  Bikini shopping why?"  He winced.  "Yup,
here on the city I do.  I have plenty.  Why?"  He shuddered
briefly.  "I could travel to Italy for an invasion yeah.  We're
not the ones invading, right?"  He listened, considering it, looking
at O'Neill. 


"It's
in your contract that you can go for apocalypse battles," O'Neill assured
him. 


"Cool. 
Let me know exactly when and where.  What we need too.  Yup, I'll
call my contacts to make sure.  If not, what's later this
spring?"  He grimaced.  "That's sucky.  Any other
one?"  He nodded.  "That's better then.  Sure, let me
call some people and find out, then we'll talk in a few days?"  He
grinned.  "Decent.  Laters."  He hung up. 
"There's a group of demons massing in Italy, we're not totally sure why
yet.  And if not, there's one in Colorado Springs in April." 
Jack whined.  Xander grinned.  "Something about a hellgate and
you guys opening it.  So I'm guessing it's a gate malfunction of epic fail
proportions." 


"Could
be," Jack sighed.  "I'll want information." 


"When
I get some I'll spread it to John." 


"Thank
you." 


"I
get approval of everything you take weapons wise so I make sure you have
enough," John said, staring at him. 


Xander
grinned.  "I can do that." 


"Cool. 
Go get me another soda?"  Xander nodded and went to break into his
stash for him.  The other four shuddered once he was out of sight. 
Xander came back with a six pack of soda, a bag of chips, Major Lorne pouting
with Radek following, and Ronon in handcuffs.  "Breaking in to steal
sweets?" John guessed. 


"Ronon
was stunned by the thing on the door that bit me the other day.  He was
flailing and Radek put them on him to make sure he'd be okay but he can't get
them open.  The other two, yup."  He sat down to pick open the
handcuffs, letting Ronon go free. 


"You
can buy your own snack cakes," Jack ordered. 


"Yes,
sir," Evan sighed.  Xander let him steal some chips.  "We
should celebrate." 


"The
base is sending over dinner tonight, guys.  Including pie." 
They grinned and left.  Jack called Walter, his assistant, to arrange
that.  And to get MP's up to the Appollo.  The base cooks appeared with
rolling trays and boxes.  The local ladies of the food and hair nets
hurried to help them set things up.  They smiled at Xander. 


"Guys,
the base sent a congrats dinner," Xander called over the comm. 
"Including pie."  People were there almost instantly.  The
whole base was on stand down so even the guys on guarding duty got dinner and
pie. 


It
was good to be home again.  Maybe things would be more sane.  That
way they could get used to consorts, pushy friends who showed up at the wrong
time and interrupted sex, and recruit to fix his city, give him weapons, and go
back to finish off the wraith with him. 


That
ceiling panel with the flickering light popped open and dropped a rat on top of
Rodney, making him flail and scream to get it off him.  O'Neill kindly
shot it once Xander had knocked it off for him.  "After we tent the
city," O'Neill decided.   "We don't want them breeding with
New York City rats."  He called Walter to set that up.  Which
meant everyone got a week off the base.  Even more reason to celebrate
with pie. 


The
End. 
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