



Old Ones


Part 4





Voracity


 


Sometimes a Xander is more
of a Xander than you thought, and a more important Xander than the girls want
to realize.  Sometimes Xander is even an Old One. 
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40: Packs Of Old Ones


 


You
touched the wrong pack members.  Now, she's pissed off.  NC-17


 


 


Natasha walked up to Director Fury and slugged him.  He
blinked at her from the floor.  "You sent me to get information from a gay
man," she said.  "Did it occur to anyone to tell me this information
so I did not waste so much time doing it?"  She walked off.  "You
will need someone else."


 


"I can assign someone else," he said, rubbing his
jaw.  "You need weight training again, Romanoff."


 


She glared back at him.  "I was being kind.  Otherwise
you would've felt the bite of my stinger."  She smirked slightly and
looked at Maria.  She tossed over the USB key.  "A proper background on
the target since ours was pathetic."  She left, going back to Stark.  Dawn
was waking up.


 


Maria Hill ran it, looking at the corrections and groaned. 
"I'll talk to our people in Research, sir."  She went to do that. 
People had been thinking she had been softer since the kids were born.  They
were about to be proven wrong.


 


Fury came out shaking his head.  "Wonderful." 
Joyce held up two advil packets.  "Thank you, Summers."  He went back
into the office.  "Has Barton checked in?"


 


"He's local since they had to rescue Dawn last
night," Joyce said.  "But I haven't gotten a thing from them,
Director."


 


He groaned.  "Why?"


 


"General Piers."


 


"Never mind," he muttered.  "Hopefully he's
dead since he wanted to cut our funding."  He took the advil and settled
in to work on the reorganization.


 


Loki appeared, smirking at Joyce.  "My spouse wishes
your boss to report to him today."


 


She pointed behind her.  "He's sitting right there. 
I'm an assistant, not a herald."  Loki smirked evilly at her.  She smirked
back and put something on the desk.


 


"How did you get that?" he asked, staring at the
dagger.  "Is that hind's blood?"


 


"Yes, it is."


 


"That does not work on the Aesir."


 


She held up the dagger so he could see the handle. 
"Yes, but the dagger itself has a name for a reason."


 


He stared then at her.  "When did you turn mean?"


 


"When people started to try to take my younger daughter
for their plots and idiocy."  She smiled.


 


He shuddered.  "At least you're a protective
mother."


 


"Yes, I am."  He disappeared.  "Director, the
president would like a word."


 


"I heard," he complained.  "Can we borrow
that?"


 


"No, sir.  It's my last birthday present from
Natasha."


 


"Huh."  He called the president.  "Is there a
problem, sir?  I just saw your spouse."


 


"The reorganization is going sideways, Fury.  What are
you going to do about it?"


 


"Send me what the problem is and I'll tell you later
tonight," he said.  "I haven't heard a single thing today outside of
an agent telling me that her target was gay so she wasn't effective."


 


The president snorted.  "Wonderful."  He pointed
at the file.  "Loki, please deliver that?"


 


"Sir, I'll have someone come get it," Fury said. 
"That way it can't get lost.  Coulson?"


 


"I'm busy, sir," the voice from the air said. 
"We have six drug and weapons dealers who are extremely compromised by
something that's making them act like zombies who are surrounding the target we
were to be guarding.  They've already taken down two agents who were guarding
him.  It will be at least an hour."  His voice faded out.


 


Xander appeared with the files.  "These?" he asked
dryly.  He handed them over and looked at the president.  "Tell Dad his
zombie potion is still really stupid and if he expects me to exempt him from
this year's chaos kid surge, I've had enough already."  He disappeared.


 


Fury shuddered.  "As long as there's no tentacles this
time," he decided.


 


"Tentacles?" the president asked.  


 


Fury got the files from Stark after a quick IM message.  He
sent them to the president with a smile.  "The Elder Ones decreed that all
children of chaos gods with powers were to be the ones that powered them for
the decade."  He hung up.


 


In DC, Loki looked over from his spot on the couch. 
"My son was prompted into that one by Roque and Mexican food.  He's no
longer allowed to eat Mexican food or anything else that gives him gas."


 


The president watched it, shuddering and holding himself. 
"Damn!"


 


Loki smirked.  "It was quite powerful.  I'm still
almost fully charged from that one."  He went back to his book.  He could
feel some extra chaos going on in Greece but he wasn't sure why.  As far as he
knew, Janus didn't have anyone to power him.


 


***


 


"That's it, no one's ever getting any ever again,"
Cupid shouted.


 


"You can't do that," his mother complained. 
"It can hurt humanity, sweetie."


 


"What do I care?"  He stomped off.


 


Aphrodite sighed and sent out a godly memo about it.


 


***


 


Dawn heard it and groaned.  This was not a good week.


 


Phil looked up then at Xander, who shrugged and kissed him. 
"Not working on us."


 


"Should we ask him what's wrong?"


 


"No, he'll vent, he'll rescind it, then it'll all go
away again."


 


"If you're sure."  Phil curled up against Xander's
chest, teasing him into pouncing.  Xander had a very good pounce on him.


 


***


 


Three days later, Dawn sighed in displeasure.  She was on
lunch and went to handle something.  Someone needed to.  They were nagging
Xander for having sex when Cupid said no one could.  She appeared in Cupid and
Aphrodite's temple.  "Are you suicidal?" she asked him.  He glared. 
She stared back.  "Seriously, are you?"


 


"No!" he snorted.


 


"Yet, you just cut off your supply of power, which can
kill your blond ass."  He growled.  She stared at him. 
"Please!" she said dryly, flapping a hand.  "Hellion growls
better.  If you're that suicidal, go take a mortal vacation."


 


"What?" he demanded.


 


She moved closer and tapped him on the forehead. 
"Go."  He faded out with a yelp.  She went to talk to Hera. 
"What happens when a god doesn't get fed any power for a few days?"
she asked at their glare.  They were in a meeting about Cupid.


 


"They fade," Apollo said, then his eyes went
wide.  "Shit, I didn't even consider that.  Xander was keeping him
here."


 


"Now, he's immortal but in a mortal life for a bit. 
Call it a vacation."  She stared at him.  "Totally unlike his life. 
He's got a mortal family for a few years."  Strife stiffened.  She looked
at him and grinned.  "You've seen him."


 


"I thought he was an offspring," Strife said,
smirking evilly at her.


 


"No, I sent him back about twenty years so he'd appear
as a mid-range teenager.  That way he could build up to it.  And I bet he
probably knows what he forgot before."  She disappeared to go back to work
since Tony was at her desk.  "Need filed or typed?"





 


"Typed."  He let her have it.  "Where were
you?"


 


"Olympus helping Cupid because he was so depressed he
tried to commit suicide by cutting off his power supply."


 


He shuddered.  "No wonder I haven't had sex in
days."  He went to talk to Pepper.


 


Dawn smiled, getting back to work.  An email popped up with
a location and a time.  She sent back she couldn't get there.  She wasn't
supposed to teleport and it'd have to be the next day since she had it off. 
Then she got back to work.  Another one got sent so she made flight
reservations.


 


***


 


Hera looked at Apollo.  "He was going to go
critical."


 


"Within days," he agreed, then sighed.  "I
didn't even see it."  He slumped, looking at his King and Queen.  "A
mortal life would solve most of it.  He was feeling it was so useless by
looking at his journal.  That it was all the same."


 


Strife nodded.  "She put him in a life that lead him to
rely more on his dad's side than his ma's."   He crossed his legs and
smirked slightly.  "That's a wicked idea and it'd help.  Whenever I'm in
that mood, I go play with some orphans."


 


Hera nodded.  "I go visit children in shelters.  Ones
that their parents had profaned my area."


 


"That's actually about what we did when we switched
realms for a bit," Zeus admitted.  "It's an inspired plan.  Can he
come back?"


 


Strife checked then nodded.  "In about two
years."  They nodded that'd be fine.  His area was back on automatic with
him being unable to move the power flows around.  It solved his curse nicely. 
Ares looked over at Strife so he showed him.  Ares smirked and nodded. 
"Definitely more your side," he quipped with a grin.


 


***


 


Dawn walked into the clearing in the woods, putting her
phone back in her pocket.  She looked at the two guys there.  "Hey,
Martin, hey, Frank."  She hugged them both.  "Why the meeting?"


 


"Victoria called it," Frank said with a smirk. 
"Mostly because she's found someone who wants to snatch you."


 


"Gee, unlike the others in my life?" she asked
dryly.  "How rare is that?" she finished sarcastically.


 


Martin shook his head.  "That's so bad, Dawn.  You used
to be sweeter."


 


She smiled.  "Yes, I used to be.  Then someone decided
to poison the food in the house somehow last night and I'm in a bad mood."


 


"Mood swings happen," a female, British voice said
calmly.


 


Dawn smiled at her.  "Victoria.  Thank you for the help
earlier as well."


 


"Child, that's not a problem and that particular curse
was not warranted or wanted."  She smiled, looking at her stomach. 
"Seven?"


 


She nodded.  "Just into my seventh month.  Tell him to
leave Benji alone?  He's supposed to be watching me for Clint."


 


"He is.  They're chatting."  She waved a hand. 
"Are you healthy?"


 


"Cranky.  My spouses are on assignment."  She
grinned.  "I may have to pull in my boss to help me through the
labor."


 


"Don't ask us," Martin said quickly.  "I
never want to see that."


 


Dawn looked at him.  "Martin, I don't want you to see
me naked.  Thanks.  Really."  He grinned.  She heard a branch snap and
looked at the young guy walking up to them.  "Hi."


 


"Bitch," he muttered in Greek.  She swatted him
and unblocked his other memories.  He sighed.  "You were right."


 


"Duh?" she asked with a grin.  "Need more?  I
give *excellent* hugs."


 


"No, I'm good.  So does the wife.  She reminds me of
you but she's sane and nice."  He smirked.


 


She laughed.  "I was nice until people decided I was
their wanted treat."  She looked at Victoria then at Cupid's present
mortal life as a CIA agent and 'fixer'.  "So, anyway, which one wants me
this time?"


 


He groaned, handing over the file.  "More than
one."


 


"Any of them responsible for the poisoning of the house
last night?"


 


"Not that I'm aware of."  He looked at the guy
being led over.  "I know you."


 


"I know you too," he said dryly.  "Dawn, he's
a bit nasty."


 


She smiled at him.  "Slightly.  I met Victoria a few
years ago.  Frank and Martin cleaned up the Initiative mess when it got shut
down by the group.  I'm pretty safe and if this guy wants to attack me I'm
going to kill his ass with my nice present from my wife last year."  She
grinned.  "She got me a dagger that's called God Killer.  My mom has the
other one."  Cupid shuddered.  She smiled at her.  "Freely given
too."


 


"Where did she find a hind?" Cupid demanded.


 


"Somewhere on Asgard."


 


"Huh.  We wondered where they went to hide."  He
looked up and shook his head then looked at her.  "Grandma's pissed."


 


"Grandma's not pissed."  She grinned.  "I
pointed out the problem they hadn't seen."  She looked at him. 
"Better?"


 


"I am."  She smiled.  "They're evil,
princess."


 


"Only Clint gets away with that name."  She read
over the file, shaking her head.  She handed one to Victoria.  "Unless
he's resurrected, he's been dead for over a year.  This one got it in Brazil,
and this one in Peru."  She handed those over.  That left three.  She
looked up, thinking at her spouses.  Who were both at home wondering where she
was.  She smiled at them and pulled them to her.  Clint landed on his ass. 
Natasha barely managed to land on her feet.  "Sorry, dear."  She
helped him up and handed him the folder, taking a kiss.  "More bad guys
who want our kid."


 


He stared down at her.  "The house has no food."


 


"It all got poisoned.  Again."


 


"How?" Natasha demanded.


 


Dawn shrugged.  "No idea but the little sensor in the
fridge was registering a light that was on top of the 'arsenic' label."


 


"Damn it," Clint muttered.  He looked at the
files.  He handed them to Natasha.  "Okay," he decided.  He looked
around.  "Victoria."


 


"Clinton."  She smiled and patted him on the
hand.  "Dawn is such a darling young woman.  I'm so glad she found someone
to be happy with."


 


"Victoria's related back to Dr. Peter," Dawn said
with a grin.  "Frank and Martin cleaned up Finn's mess."


 


"Thanks," he told them.  "I would've killed
them all."  He looked at her then at Cupid.  It had to be Cupid, even
though he had dark hair.  Cupid nodded he was right.  "How?"  Cupid
pointed at Dawn.  Who just smiled at him.  He kissed her.  "I love it when
you're devious."


 


She beamed.  "Me too."


 


"You two are like sugary maple syrup candy.  Can you
quit before I get cavities?" Cupid complained.  The others laughed.


 


Natasha looked up at him.  "It is better to have her
cuddly, happy, and needy than to have her pouty, angry, evil, or upset."


 


"Yes, it is," Cupid said, shuddering.


 


Dawn grinned.  "It's *that* year."


 


"Xander can fight it," he assured her.


 


"Maybe."  She smiled sweetly.  Cupid stared then
walked off to bang his head into a tree.


 


"We missed something," Frank said, raising a hand
slightly.


 


"Dawn had to have my help to put his records into
certain places," Victoria said with a smile.  "Which is why I was
quite upset when he showed up to kill us."  She stared at him.


 


He looked at her.  "Sorry.  Orders."


 


"I've had many like that," she admitted.  Dawn
grinned at them.  "It'll be fine, dear."  She looked at Frank. 
"He's not exactly normal."


 


"He's got a hidden Greek lineage," Dawn said.


 


"Greek...." Martin said.  "Like that
Alexander guy?"


 


"Yeah," she said dryly.  "Just like Xander
only his was Norse and Hindu."  They both groaned.  "So I arranged it
with Victoria to put his records where they needed to be back then through her
younger self via letter."


 


"I actually figured out what was wrong within
days," Cupid sighed.  "But it's nice to not be in the life I had
before."


 


Dawn shrugged.  "Hey, no wings batting you now and
then."


 


"True, no one with wings are around to bat at me.  Even
winged dogs."  She grinned.  "That was so screwy of him," he
complained.  He looked at Clint and Natasha.  He had tried to keep them
together way back when but now he knew why they hadn't managed it.  Dawn was
needed as the lock to hold their lives together.  He looked at her stomach. 
"He's a strong kid."


 


"We've been keeping that it was a boy out of
everywhere," Clint told him.  "Because more people would want him if
they thought he was a boy."


 


"Yeah, I get that," he agreed.  "You're
right.  Pop's got a few that're all but drooling."


 


"Eww," Dawn quipped.  "No drooling on
me."  He laughed.  She grinned at Clint.  "You don't drool."


 


"I don't," he said with an evil smirk for. 
"Though I'm feeling the urge to spank you."


 


"You wanted both hands to work, right?" she
quipped back.  She took a kiss.  "If you cure this *itch* of mine tonight
I might even finish the stuff for your other ID," she said quietly. 
"Benji and I have been putting it in."  He moaned and nodded. 
"Benji?"


 


"Got it done earlier," he admitted.  "Though
I agree with the guy there.  You guys are sappy."


 


Dawn smiled.  "It's called happiness, Benji."


 


"You definitely are and it's very sweet to see,"
Victoria said with a smile.  "Just two more months, Dawn."


 


She nodded.  "And they had better not be on assignment
then."


 


They all heard an engine driving nearby and being shut off. 
"That's not Sarah," Martin said, pulling out a stuffed pig.


 


Dawn scanned and shook her head.  "No, it's not Sarah,
Frank."  They all pulled guns.  Dawn hid behind Clint but had her own.  They
all stared at her.  She shrugged.  "Not the first time this week."


 


"Benji," Clint complained.


 


"Bloke tried to gas the whole tower," he
complained.  "We got 'em before they managed it."


 


Dawn nodded.  "Idiots."  The person coming through
the trees was female, a bit severe looking.  "Wow, I didn't think Frou was
real," she said quietly, cracking Clint up.


 


"Miss Summers, if you'll come with me," she said.


 


Dawn stepped out from behind her husband.  "How about I
just kill you?"


 


"You wouldn't," she said with a smile. 
"You're a pleasant, sweet young woman."


 


Dawn shot her.  "Who's had to beat a lot of
people," she said to the woman who was bleeding on the forest floor. 
"I've had to kill three people this month, lady.  Clearly your research
department is as bad as the one at SHIELD sometimes."  She grinned. 
"Now, who sent you?  Because I doubt my spouses will let me torture you
but ....  I do have mood swings and I can pout them into letting me have you. 
I'm out of practice."  The woman tried to move away from her.  She stared
at her.  "I *was* a nice young woman until people kept trying to take me. 
The first few you get scared.  After that, you get pissed the fuck off." 
The woman nodded.  "Now, who the fuck are you?"  She walked over and
stepped on the wound, letting her heel hit it.  "Who.  Are.  You?"
she asked, pointing the gun at her.


 


"I'm with IMF."


 


Benji took her picture to look it up.  "No, you're
not."  He showed Clint.


 


"Hey, she's with the other group the World Security
Council screwed over.  Dawn, can we?"


 


Dawn nodded, getting off her.  The woman tried to lunge
until Dawn shot her in the side.  She screamed and went down.  "Oops, did
I change the clip magically to the acid ones?  Huh.  Imagine me doing
that," she said dryly.  "And they're not fatal.  Today."  She
smiled.


 


Cupid shuddered.  "Dawn, when did you turn that
evil?"


 


"Romania."


 


"Huh.  So that's what Apollo was talking about."


 


She grinned at him.  "I have a bad habit of leaving
injuries that won't ever heal so he gets a bit panicky about me
sometimes."  She looked down.  "Since I'm not supposed to be using
any magic right now, I had to improvise.  Then again, I'm pretty near the rank
of Mistress of Poisons."  She stared at her.  "The things you learn
from a book that Rosenburg had."  Cupid shuddered.  "Then I got some
from SHIELD over Phil's shoulder."  


 


She grinned.  The woman tried to move.  Natasha helped her
up and into the trees.  Clint followed.  Benji shuddered.  She grinned at him. 
"I'd never poison you.  Whoever sent the poison last night got it back.  I
banished it at them.  So they're in hell right now."  She looked at the
elder spies and shrugged.  Then grabbed her stomach.  "Ow, ow, ow, son. 
Stop it.  I know you love it when I'm mean, but really.  Must you?" 
Victoria laughed and pulled her over to rub out the cramp caused by the tiny
feet.


 


Cupid shook his head.  "I do not want to remember being
there," he said.  The guys all stared at him.  He shrugged. 
"Goddesses, guys.  They're like that sometimes."


 


Dawn looked at him.  "Clay's still on the IUD thanks to
Roque's mom."


 


"That's going to be one badass, ugly kid," Cupid
decided.  "They're both handsome enough but that kid's going to ugly and
like weapons a lot."


 


Dawn smiled.  "Remember, Clay's a yellow fur."


 


Cupid paused then shuddered.  "Yeah, Pops would *love*
that kid in his service."  He sent a thought at his father about that.  He
frowned and looked up.  "Someone hit Phil with it."


 


Dawn sent a shout/prayer at Phil about that.  And about the
woman that her spouses were torturing for her.  It was making her a bit sniffly
that they were so mean on her behalf.


 


***


 


Phil paused in the meeting and looked at himself, scanning
himself.  He glared up.  "Do not *attempt* it again," he warned. 
"I will retaliate."  The spell on him suddenly disappeared. 
"Thank you, Freya!"


 


"Problems?" Fury asked.


 


"Freya decided Xander needed children.  She decided
that Roque's mother had a good idea, sir."


 


Fury blinked a few times.  "She made you fertile?  You
have two or four kids already, Coulson."  He had no idea who the father of
the younger two children were and he was not going to ask Tara or Hill that
question.


 


"No, sir, she made it so I could carry the next
one."  Fury shuddered and curled up a bit.  "I'm not pleased
either."


 


Xander appeared and kissed him on the forehead.  He
manifested his axe.  "Let me go talk to my aunt."  He disappeared.


 


"I want to help," Phil reminded him.  "Excuse
me for a few moments, sir."  He disappeared, calling his sword to him. 
They had to hunt down an evil bitch love goddess.


 


Fury looked at Hill, who was still looking horrified. 
"Scan all the others, make sure it hasn't spread somehow.  I doubt she
just hit him."  She nodded quickly and sent that order.  He went to have a
drink.  The flask in his desk was empty in a gulp and the two bottles hidden in
his filing cabinets got drained nearly as fast.


 


"Fuck you!  I don't want to be pregnant either!  I have
Phil's kids for the moment, thank you!" Xander's voice shouted.  Fury
shuddered and left, letting someone drive him to a liquor store then to his
safehouse of the night.  He did not want to remember that.


 


***


 


Cupid looked up then at Dawn.  "They're really pissed
off at love gods."


 


"Freya did it," she quipped, waving a hand in the
air.  "Yell at her."


 


Cupid shook his head.  "Mom wanted to help."  He
walked off shaking his head.


 


"So, how godly are you?" Martin asked.


 


He paused then grinned.  "I'm Cupid."  Frank
moaned.  He smirked at him.  "I can make it get better but I don't use a
crossbow much anymore.  Internet porn sometimes but not the old crossbow real
often."  He faded out.  He went to talk to his father then get back to
work.  This mortal identity was helping him blow off stress.  It was
appreciated.


 


Dawn shrugged.  "He cursed everyone everywhere to never
get any again."


 


"Then it's a good thing he could cure that," Frank
decided.  "I'd be miserable."


 


"Me as well," Victoria said.  She smiled at Dawn,
who grinned back.  "They should be spoiling you."


 


"They've been on assignment.  I vowed if at least one
of them wasn't there for the birth I was going to summon them no matter what
they were doing and where they were."


 


Clint came out of the trees using some hand sanitizer. 
"I have about three days worth of work, maybe a week."  He took a
kiss and smiled.  "Okay?"


 


"If you must."


 


"I must."  He took another kiss, this one deeper
and making Dawn moan and clutch at him.  He smirked.  "I leave again on
Thursday."


 


"It's Tuesday," she reminded him.


 


"Exactly."  She squealed and took him and Natasha
with her.


 


Benji shook his head.  "She's been lonely."


 


"I know that feeling very well," Victoria said
blandly.  She patted him on the cheek.  "How is that Ethan boy?  I heard
Clint nicknamed him a flying squirrel in his reports."


 


Benji laughed.  "He's still pouting about that
name."


 


"Wonderful.  A bit of pouting is good for a boy.  He
could use it to find someone worthy of his skills."  She walked off with
him.  "My house for coffee, boys."


 


"Yes, Victoria," Frank said, shaking his head. 
"I thought Sunnydale was weird," he complained quietly.


 


"Well, she's from there," Martin complained.


 


"Good point."  They followed Victoria home so they
could have coffee and catch up.  Benji was in awe of the 'man of the house' but
he only smiled and assured him he didn't want anyone IMF dead at the moment. 
Though if he caught Hunt in his staff offices again that may change.


 


***


 


Ethan looked up as Benji walked into his hotel suite with
Clint and Natasha behind him.  "We need more help?"


 


"Yes," Natasha said.  "My case just
intersected yours."  She handed over a folder.


 


Ethan read it, nodding.  "Great."  He put it down,
looking at Benji.  "Your knee?"


 


"Fairly good.  Did all the workouts they wanted.  Still
a bit stiff sometimes but I know how to keep it going."


 


Ethan smiled.  "Good.  You look odd."


 


"I met Victoria."


 


"As in British sniper goddess Victoria?" Ethan
demanded.  Benji nodded.  "Why?  Did she capture Dawn?  Or Stark?"


 


"No, she called Dawn for a meeting," Clint said,
sliding into a chair.  "Apparently Dawn knew her and knew a few of her RED
buddies because they had helped shut down the Initiative mess."


 


Ethan shook his head quickly.  "So what happened?"


 


"Someone from your old agency, the one that split off
to become IMF, wanted to take her into custody.  Victoria helped a slight mood
swing and a cramp from a kick," Clint said.  "And we talked to the
agent for Dawn after she shot her."


 


Ethan stared at him.  "That's a bit farfetched, even
for your spouse."


 


Natasha smiled slightly and nodded.  "It surprised us
too when Dawn summoned us."  Ethan moaned, shaking his head.  "It was
handled however and your bosses, former and present, no longer want to own our
wife or our son."


 


Ethan looked at them.  "Did you slip me
something?" he asked Natasha.  "Acid, mind control agent?"


 


She shook her head.  "I did not.  Sorry."


 


"Hey, it could be worse," Clint said. 
"Xander and Coulson had to go *talk* to a love goddess who decided they
needed to be fertile and have more babies."


 


"I think it was nice that Coulson managed to injure her
as she tried to get away from Xander," Natasha said.


 


"It was, yes," Clint agreed with a grin. 
"Though I'm wondering why most love gods and goddesses are blonds."


 


"That is interesting.  Most war gods are darker
haired," she said.  "Huh."


 


"We know more?" Ethan asked.


 


"They have banquets," Clint complained. 
"Formal, have to wear a suit, has protocol worse than meeting royals,
banquets."


 


"Depending on who's throwing it, you have to dress in
their native dress or formal attire," Natasha said.  "If the Hindu
one throws one we'll both need new saris," she told Clint.  Who moaned and
nodded.  She smiled.  "You can unwrap both of us."


 


"Yes, I can."  He smirked slightly at her.


 


Ethan looked at Benji.  "Shoot me?"


 


"Sorry, can't do your job instead," he said
dryly.  His phone beeped.  He looked at it.  "Stark said that your phone
is out of order, Barton, and that you're an evil asshole because you made Dawn
have a flirty, teasing day without you there to handle it."  He showed him
the included picture.


 


Clint moaned, looking at the outfit.  "Damn."


 


Natasha took it to look at, shivering.  "If we were
home."  She handed the phone back and thought at Dawn, who quipped she was
in a cuddly mood too.  She'd cuddle the twins later.  She and Clint shared a
look.  "Let us handle this today."


 


"Yeah, let's before I go nuts," Ethan decided. 
They went over the file together and had a plan of action within minutes. 
Nothing ornate, nothing that'd require Ethan to hang from a wire, climb a
building, break into a sealed vault.  Just a simple handling it.   They'd be
back in New York by tomorrow morning if they could do it before the midnight
flight out.


 


Ethan almost pouted about the simple plan but he'd learn to
live with it.  He had been married once and he remembered hurrying home a few
times.  Though his wife had never looked like that.


 


***


 


Clint strolled off the elevator at Stark, pulling Dawn up
with a grin for Pepper.  "Need her?"


 


"No, she's got today off once she finishes the three
simple things that she's been avoiding."


 


Dawn looked in there.  "I'm not doing that HR paperwork
for my doctor's own protection.  I'm not going to look into circumcision for
the son, and I'm not really caring if the people in lab 8 want an apology. 
They don't get it or deserve it."  She smiled.





 


"Keep the peace, look into it anyway in case your
spouse wants it done, and do the parts that won't compromise her or else they
might not pay her," Pepper said with a smile.


 


"Fuck," Dawn muttered, sitting down to do those forms
and handing him the book.  "Be damned but here."


 


He looked at it then at her.  "I'm cut," he
pointed out.


 


She smiled at him.  "Have to pay out of pocket because
the insurance won't cover it.  We're not religious in a group that would
require it, and why?"


 


"I don't know," he admitted.  "It does make
it easier.  I've met a few who weren't that had girls giggle at them and ask if
they were deformed."


 


Dawn shook her head.  "We'll talk about it after
breakfast?"


 


He smiled.  "You didn't eat?"


 


"I fed the kids and was running late because nothing
fit again."  She wrote out the insincere apology letter as well and handed
them to Pepper.  "They're damn lucky I didn't burn them for it."  She
walked off with Clint.  Tony walked past them looking confused.  "It's my
day off, boss."


 


"Uh-huh.  Pepper, did Dawn get a day off?"


 


"Yes," she said patiently.  "She does deserve
one and she's already pulled sixty hours this week."


 


"Not like I had a reason to go home since the twins
decided to camp with Grandma."  Clint grinned at her.  "Until last
night."


 


"Why?"


 


"They wanted to.  They asked.  Diana's grounded and she
nearly begged."


 


"What did she do?"


 


"She snuck off without telling anyone to go to the
children's museum."


 


"Awww."  He took her home and let her get them
inside.  Natasha was finishing the dishes.  "She fed the kids and not
herself, Nat."


 


She smiled at them.  "We'll feed her soon."  Dawn
beamed and nodded, pouncing Clint for a kiss.  Clint moaned and held onto her
hips until he pulled back.  Then Dawn pulled Natasha over and kissed her the
same way, earning the same sort of happy sound.  That was what she needed. 
Natasha even left the dishes to soak for a bit, something she never did.


 


***


 


Callia plopped herself down on the stool next to her father,
staring at him until he glanced at her.  "Since I've been the victim of
having to help change *so* many diapers, why do Christopher and John look
different?"


 


Tony paused, screwdriver on the screw he needed to remove. 
"In what way?" he asked casually.


 


She poked him on the arm until he looked at her.  "In
the boy parts way, Daddy.  Christopher has no hanging parts."


 


"When did you help change John?" he asked.


 


"Many years ago before he was potty trained.  Though,
he was running around naked when I went over to help with Craig and Danielle. 
He's got hangy parts too.  Why doesn't Christopher have it?  Is he...." 
She looked around then at him, leaning closer.  "Is he *deformed*,
Daddy?" she hissed.  "I don't mind but you need to tell me these
things so I can figure out what to tell others if they find out."


 


He hugged her.  "He's not deformed, no.  That's...
that's kind of a complicated topic, Callia.  You should ask Pepper."


 


She huffed.  "I tried but she was talking to a reporter
and nearly quit breathing like Liz does."  She stared at him.  "So
why are they different if it's not a deformity?"


 


"That hanging skin is something that some parents have
taken off and some don't," he said.  "Apparently Tara and Maria
didn't and we had Christopher's done."  He had just won the not too much
TMI award for that one.  He was so proud of himself.


 


"Why?"


 


Tony took a deep breath.  "Some people do it for
religious reasons.  Some do it because it's easier to keep boys clean.  Some do
it because most everyone else does.  It's one of those decisions you have to
make when you have sons."


 


"Oh."  She considered it then shook her head. 
"Wouldn't that hurt?  It hurt when I kicked Sean there by accident one
time."


 


"Yes but they do it in the hospital before the baby
comes home."


 


"I don't remember Chris going to surgery," she
complained.


 


"They did it the day before he came home," Tony
said, patting her on the head.  "It's really nothing you need to wonder
about, Callia."


 


She snorted.  "I'm observant, Daddy.  Of course I
wonder about those things that're odd."  She hopped down and went to talk
to Pepper again.  She and Steve were in the office.  She closed the door and
checked the phone then looked at them.  "Why would we make a newborn baby
brother go through surgery to cut off hanging stuff that'll make him hurt a
whole lot when it's done?"


 


"Because it's said to be a bit more healthy but the
evidence is fairly odd so I had it done just in case, so it's better for
him," Pepper said.  "How did you know about that?"


 


"No matter how much I hate diapers I still helped
change some," she said dryly, staring at her.  "Including John's,
Chris's, and Craig's."


 


"Oh," Steve said, nodding.  "Well, in the old
days, every boy got it.  Now sometimes parents don't."


 


She looked up then at them.  "Why are you all being so
nervous about it?  Is it some huge secret?"


 


"Because you don't need to know male anatomy that
well," Pepper told her.  "Go stand in a corner."  She huffed but
did that.  "Ten minutes for the sarcasm."


 


"Yes, Mommy Pepper."  She pouted at the corner,
thinking about it.  "Is Auntie Dawn going to do that?  And did we do that
to Sean?"


 


"You won't be finding out either of those, so stop
thinking about it," Pepper quipped.  "Really."


 


"Fine, whatever," she complained.


 


"Want another ten minutes?" Steve offered.


 


"Nope," she said quickly, checking her watch.  Her
auntie had taught her how to tell time.  So when it was up she ran off to call
her aunt and ask her about that.  Or maybe Grandma if her aunt was busy.  Uncle
Clint and Aunt Natasha had just gotten back that morning so she might be
getting tummy rubs or something.


 


***


 


Joyce answered her phone.  "Summers."  She
listened, leaning back in the chair.  "I have no idea why you're thinking
about that subject, Callia, but stop it.  Please?"  Callia told her and
she sighed.  "No, you don't need to know.  Not unless you're dating them
and I doubt you're going to date either brother or John."  She rubbed her
forehead, wincing.  "No, you don't need to know.  Even science has to
leave some mysteries for a few years until it grew up.  


 


"Yes, I'm talking about all science, Callia.  Just...
don't worry about that, dear.  It's not really important.  It's a choice or a
religious matter.  Of course.  You have a better day too and find something else
to wonder about, like why cat's hair comes in multiple shades on the same hair
but the skin doesn't."  She hung up and groaned.  Maria cleared her
throat.  "She was wondering why John wasn't circumcised."


 


"Because Tara said so."


 


"Not that part."


 


"Oh.  Well, she's a curious little girl in all meanings
of the word," she quipped.  "I'm sure her parents can handle
it."


 


"No, she said she already asked.  They put her in a
corner for asking too many questions."


 


Maria nodded.  "We will be when Melissa or Danielle
wonder too."  She got back to her paperwork.


 


Joyce sent Tony an email in warning.  That way he could
redirect her.


 


Too bad everyone forgot that Tony and Pepper had taught
Callia how to research things online.


 


***


 


JARVIS cleared his throat.  "Sir?"


 


"Yeah," Tony said, looking up and smiling at the
person there interviewing.  "What's wrong, JARVIS?"


 


"I've just stopped a certain young scientist using the
computers in lab 7 to research her earlier topic of wonder."


 


Tony thought back then moaned.  "Did they let
her?"


 


"Jonathan found her researching it and had a slight
meltdown about her being a baby and not needing to see naked adults."


 


"Great!  Where is she?" 


 


"He did the wise thing and brought her to Pepper,
sir."


 


"I'll talk with my spawn in a minute, JARVIS,
thanks."


 


"You're most welcome, sir.  She is very curious and
quite strong mentally.  She managed to get google to figure out what she meant
and found not only medical sites but adults sites as well."  He hung up.


 


Tony winced, rubbing his forehead.  "I'm having a
stroke," he muttered.  "I really am."


 


The reporter cleared her throat.  "Did she just start
to wonder how boys and girls are different?"


 


Tony looked up.  "She's helped change diapers with the
other kids in the family.  Including Tara's sets of kids.  Who aren't
circumcised."  The reporter giggled.  "So this morning she thought
that Christopher might be deformed and asked how she should answer that when
asked.  We tried to divert it but apparently she's tenacious like her
dog."


 


"My son wondered the same thing then asked if girls had
the same surgery.  He found out at daycare."


 


Tony nodded.  "I was hoping she wouldn't find out until
she was sixteen or seventeen."


 


"I had to make it a realistic, boring talk so he got
bored with it."


 


"I might have to but everything is something that
sparks her curiosity.  I love that about her but sometimes......"


 


"Three more questions then you can go have a talk with
her.  The more you talk about such things in a logical, reasonable, healthy
manner, the less likely she'll be to be a teen mother."


 


"That might help, yes."  She went over her last
three questions then he got to go have a meeting with Pepper and Steve about
how to stop that problem.


 


Pepper and Steve were letting her vent.  "And ewww!  It
had a *hole* in it, Mommy Pepper!  It had an *earring* in it!  Not a pretty one
but still an earring.  Like Christy's navel ring that she keeps flashing by
accident.  It was really gross!"


 


"Good," Tony said as he walked in.  "We want
it to be gross.  We want you to be so grossed out that you never touch one of
them ever again, daughter.  Because you don't need to."  He shut the door.


 


***


 


A few hours later, Callia found her grandfather and climbed
up to hug him.  "Daddy's all bent out of shape."


 


"Why?"  He looked down at her, taking off his
glasses.  He saved his work because this looked like a long talk.  "What
was he bent out of shape about?"


 


"I was wondering why John and Chris looked different
when I helped change their diapers."


 


Bruce winced and nodded.  "Because some parents make
the choice to do the surgery and some don't."


 


"That's what they said but it didn't answer *any*
questions so I went looking for answers that I wanted.  I found a few good
medical sites, including a medical wiki, Granpa."


 


"That's good.  What else did you find?"


 


"Gross things.  Guys who had *earrings* there on the
hangy skin and some that didn't but had them in other places.  Someone had a
*tattoo* there.  And they were sticking them in places that looked weird!  One
even went up a butt!"


 


He hugged her.  "Those are adult things that you do not
need to even consider thinking about until you have had adult issues for at
least a year, Callia.  So put them out of your mind."


 


She looked at him.  "I never forget anything."


 


"Then push them away until you're old enough to want to
kiss and cuddle boys.  Because you don't need it until then.  Though, I might
Hulk up to threaten your future boyfriends."  He smiled.  "Just quit
thinking about it.  Like you used to do with sheep when you got fixated on why
they were fluffy."


 


"I remember that weekend.  It still gives me a
headache."  She snuggled into his chest.  "Daddy's so pissed off he
had to go to the infirmary to get calm.  Then he went to the caf and stood in
the freezer for a bit.  Jonathan yelled at me," she said, sounding pouty
about it.  "I wasn't even doing anything wrong, Granpa!"


 


"Those sites aren't meant for kids, Callia.  So you
kind of were."  She pouted at him.  "Sorry but the truth.  There's an
age warning on most of them."


 


She shrugged.  "I didn't see anything."


 


"Did you read around the pictures on the front
page?"


 


"Well.... no."


 


"Those probably said you had to be eighteen to get into
the sites."


 


"Oops?"


 


"Not likely."  He patted her on the back. 
"I'd say you're probably grounded, dear."


 


She stuck her bottom lip out and looked pitiful.  "I
just wanted to know.  I'm supposed to learn things."


 


"Yes, science things, not adult things."


 


"Science things are adult things.  Most science stuff
isn't for people my age."


 


He looked at her.  "Not that sort of adult.  In this
meaning, adult means bedroom things."


 


"Eww."


 


"Then don't go looking at things like that."  She
nodded sliding down.  "Go take care of your pets and do a book report on
something really hard."  She nodded, going up there to do that.  He sent a
text to Pepper and Tony about that.  Maybe it had stopped her before she went
looking again.  He hoped.


 


***


 


Dawn strolled in the next morning looking happier.  She
smiled at Tony and Pepper since they were in the office.  "Morning."


 


"Someone's perky," Tony complained.


 


She stared at him.  "What happened?"


 


"Callia decided to wonder about foreskins and went
looking online," Pepper said.


 


"You know, there's a great thing called not letting her
online for *months* on end," Dawn said dryly.  "Even
supervised."


 


"Yes, she is grounded," Tony agreed.  "Bruce
made sure of it when she went to pout at him."


 


Dawn shook her head but sat down to get back to work.  HR
had complained the forms were incomplete so Dawn sent down copies of arrest
reports from people who had wanted the kid she was carrying.  The letter of
apology got sent back in pieces so she was clear there and they had really
deserved it and worse.  Dumb idiots.  Callia walked past her desk and paused to
hug her.  "Morning, niece."


 


She stared at her.  "Are you going to make your baby
have the ouchy surgery?"


 


"Don't know yet.  We're talking about it."


 


"Oh."  She frowned.  "It seems like it'd hurt
a lot."


 


"They use local anesthetic."


 


She grimaced.  "Still."


 


"That's between me and Clint, dear."


 


"Fine."  She went into the office.  She came out. 
"On the medical wiki it talked about adult stuff like sex.  How do two
girls do that?"


 


Dawn stared at her.  "Ask me when you're thirteen and
you can actually use the information because you don't need it now and if you
look it up anyway I'm *so* paddling you because it would freak your mother out
to the point of her having a shrieking fit.  You are almost eight, you do not
need to know anything about that part of anyone's body but your own.  And the
only thing you need to know about your own is to keep it clean."  She
stared her down.  "Got it?"


 


"Fine," she huffed.  "When do I get to
know?"


 


"Did you see something about periods?"


 


"Yes.  I didn't understand it."


 


"When you do, you need to know.  Then we'll have that
talk."


 


"Oh.  So do the twins need it?"


 


"They've gotten it and they know not to tell you."


 


She nodded.  "I guess I can do that."  She went
back to the office.


 


Tony came out to hug her.  "Thank you."  He went
back in there to talk to his very strange little genius daughter.


 


***


 


It was lunch and Callia was pouty.  Very pouty.  Her aunt
was in a bad mood.  All three of her parents were in a bad mood.  Jonathan was
still glaring at her and had gotten Andrew to do the same thing.  Even JARVIS
was being mean to her.  She sent her Uncle Clint an email saying he was mean to
have put her auntie into a bad mood by coming home.  She sent it and went to
pout with her pets.  They still loved her, even when she wondered about things.


 


***


 


Maria Hill looked at her phone, blinking a few times. 
"Someone forgot to teach her not to hit 'send to all'."  Joyce looked
at her phone when she heard that and groaned.  Maria called someone. 
"Check your email from your niece.  She wrote it to you, Barton." 
She hung up and erased that email.


 


"We really need to spank her," Joyce decided.


 


"That might help," Maria said.  "Thankfully
ours aren't geniuses."


 


***


 


Clint got into his phone once he had hung up, reading that
email.  He held it up for Natasha, eating a bite of cereal.


 


Natasha grimaced.  "No, that will not do."  She
got up and rinsed out her bowl before putting it in the dishwasher they had
installed earlier.  Then she went to the tower.  Callia was pouting because
Pepper and Dawn had caught her talking to one of the lab geeks about a show she
wasn't allowed to watch so she had to put the rating code back on her tv. 
Natasha solved that the simple way.  She unhooked the tv and walked it out to
her father's room.


 


"Hey!" Callia complained.  "I need
that."


 


"No you do not."  She took the computer as well. 
Then came back for the tablets.


 


"I need those for science stuff and homework!"


 


"Perhaps if you are lucky your father will allow you to
use them under supervision in the lab.  Until then, you are not allowed to
touch another electronic device without supervision for six months."


 


"Six months?" she demanded.  "Why?"


 


Natasha stared down at her.  "Because you have been
rude today.  You have gotten into topics that are not age appropriate.  You
have gotten onto places that if found out could get your father into trouble
with the legal system, including losing custody of you and him going to jail. 
You have broken laws and you have broken family laws."  She tilted her head
slightly.  "Were we where I grew up, you would have been paddled and put
to work so that your idle mind did not have the energy to wonder.  However your
father does not believe in child labor so you will be punished by not having
access to anything remotely fun for the next six months without an adult
approving it."


 


"I can't watch my movies?" she begged.


 


"No.  Not in the least.  Only good children get
privileges and that is a privilege.  In addition, you will go talk to the legal
department."


 


"Because I did bad things?  Are police coming?"
she asked, starting to look anxious.


 


"You will talk to them about that and then you will
present your parents a paper on all the laws you have violated recently, plus
the usual punishments for both an adult doing so and a child doing so.  They
will make sure that if you are in real trouble that you are shielded, this
time.  That way they can also devise later punishments for anything you confess
during it.  Anything you confess would be shielded but later things or things you
do not confess to will not be so you can be in very bad trouble for that.  Do
you understand?"  She nodded, looking down.  "Good.  Clean your
room.  It is a pig stye.  Vacuum up the pet fur.  Remake your bed, then go down
to legal."


 


"Yes, Auntie Natasha.  I'm sorry I did such bad
things," she said, looking down.


 


"It is up to the adults around you to correct such
things.  Thankfully we are strong enough to do so.  Even if your father cannot
because his own father did not, the rest of us will.  Start now.  Legal closes
at four."  She walked off.  She stopped in at legal herself to talk to the
head there.  That way she was expecting it and knew how to prompt her and what
to give her so she could write her report.  They had a few interns who could guide
Callia's research as well.  That would help their careers.  Then she went up to
talk to the parents.  Stark was waiting thanks to her text.  She showed him the
email.


 


"I got a copy of that."


 


"She hit 'send all'," she said dryly.  "So,
all her electronics are in your bedroom at the moment."


 


Tony smiled.  "I meant to do that last night." 
Natasha smirked and outlined exactly what her punishment was.


 


Dawn sniffled and hugged her.  "You're so mean but so
good at it."  She went back to work.


 


"I see I will be the mean, punishing parent for ours as
well," she said dryly.  Dawn grinned at her.  She looked at Tony, Pepper,
and Steve again.  "I also made her clean.  The fur on her rug was thick
enough to count as shag carpeting instead of the industrial one she actually
had."


 


"I thought Roomba was doing it," Tony admitted,
looking at Steve.


 


Steve shook his head.  "Jonathan said that the fur
clogged them up horribly the last time."


 


"Then yes, it's time for her to learn how to clean her
room," Pepper agreed.  "I could when I was five."


 


"We'll work on some practical education things,"
Tony decided.  "After I get that report."  He went up to get her
laptop and tablets to take to legal so they could see where she had gotten
onto.  He got Jonathan's as well so the porn sites she had accessed could be
gone over.  That was easier now that Patty was in her second trimester. 
Jonathan hadn't gotten into porn in a few weeks.


 


***


 


Maria Hill woke up somewhere she did not expect.  She was in
a chair.  A fairly comfortable chair.  She tested, no sore spots, no obvious
signs of recent surgery, nothing that would indicate she had been compromised. 
She checked the room, ending on the person staring at her.  "Why did you
have me captured?"


 


"I wanted to talk to you, Agent Hill."  He stared
at her.  "I believe your group has a cancer growing and we must remove
it."


 


She stared at him.  "Then the proper procedure is to go
to Director Fury and talk to him.  Not to me."


 


"I believe he's been infected by it as well.  He's
decided to put a few people above the fate of the world."


 


She had a sinking feeling.  She started to pray hard at
Coulson, at Alexander, hell, at Dawn herself.  "I do not believe that any
decision he's made has compromised SHIELD's efficiency or effectiveness in any
way, shape, or form.  I have no idea who you are, but release me now or I will
make sure that agents find you."


 


He laughed.  "I would not advise that.  You would not
want them to find your child, the one you were nursing, here.  Would you?"


 


"I haven't nursed.  The milk hasn't dried up yet.  It's
only been eight weeks," she said dryly.  It was a lie but protecting them
both.  "Some women dry up quickly and some do not."  She stared at
him.  "Beyond that, if you have my child, your life expectancy is very
limited."


 


"Awww, the love of a mother for a child," he
sneered, standing up and walking over.  "If you do as we need you to do,
then the child will come to no harm."


 


She stared at him.  "First, I never believe any
kidnapers' story.  They're never fully the truth.  Second, if you had kidnaped
my child, SHIELD is already looking for them.  They are implanted with
trackers, both chemical and physical.  They will find my child and
myself."


 


"The building blocks that out," he said smugly.


 


"Nothing blocks out some traces."


 


"Yes, I've been made aware of your girlfriend's
*gifts*," he said with a grimace.  "Even that is now blocked."


 


"I doubt that."


 


"I can have the child's hand broken to prove it.  Pain
would set it off, would it not?"


 


Maria looked at him coldly.  "Harm my child.  Watch me
destroy this whole building."


 


"You are unarmed."


 


"Real agents don't need weapons."


 


He laughed.  "No, they don't.  So let us end this
pissing match.  Hurting your child is no great thrill to me.  All I need you to
do is take out this one cancerous being to save your beloved agency.  The one
that you carried a child for."


 


"I did not carry my child for SHIELD.  They had nothing
to do with my child."


 


"Really?  How did you do the implantation?"


 


She smirked a bit.  "Latex simulated penis."


 


He blinked a few times.  "They can do that?"


 


"Yes, they can.  It works even better than a turkey
baster."


 


"I'll have to keep that in mind.  Will you remove that
one being or not?  Do remember, it will take them some time to get in here to
where you and your child are."  He pointed and a light went on.  It was
Craig.


 


She stared at him.  "There is nothing you can do or say
that will keep you from being hunted.  Even if you force me to participate, you
will still be hunted and killed."


 


He shrugged.  "The cancer will be gone and SHIELD will
once again be the way it should be."


 


"I doubt that."


 


"I would do it myself but their security system has
proven a bit irritating.  I'm told that your fingerprints are coded into
it."


 


"You were told wrong.  The only thing coded to my
fingerprints is my gun safe at home."


 


He laughed.  "I know we're not wrong.  We had someone
look at the allowed files to see if we could add one.  Your name is
listed."


 


"It was rescinded."


 


"It wasn't yet.  They may have said they were going to
but it has not been."  He stared at her.  "You only need to open the
door."


 


She stared at him.  "Even if I did, you would not win. 
Dawn would still be fine.  The child she carries would be fine.  The children
of her sister would be fine.  She would destroy part of New York over it but
they'd all be healthy and happy."


 


"The public would never allow it."


 


"They haven't said much about the many times she's had
to save herself from various plots," she said dryly.  He sneered.  She
stared back.  "Even if I were inclined to play along, I would not leave my
son here.  I definitely don't trust you."  He laughed and handed her the
baby.  Craig was sleeping.  He was breathing but he wouldn't wake up. 
"Did you at least use something that was safe for infants?"


 


"As far as the doctor I got it from said.  Yes."


 


"Hmm."  She was shouting at Coulson and Xander,
hoping like hell they weren't on Asgard.  She even sent a prayer at Thor and
Loki.  She stared at him.  "My son goes with me."


 


"Fine.  All you have to do is get them past that
annoying thing."


 


She cleared her throat.  "It still won't work."


 


"We'll see."  He pushed the button to release
her.  "They're waiting in the garage."  He sneered.  "Sometimes
you people are very predictable."  She hit him, which broke his jaw.  He
glared.  "How dare you," he slurred.


 


She smirked.  "A real agent doesn't need weapons.  We
are weapons."  She kicked him and ended up killing him.  "Especially
when it matters."  She looked.  No comm earpiece.  No phone.  She concentrated. 
They had to be on Asgard.  Otherwise they would've shown up here.  She tried to
sneak out but he had henchmen that dragged her and her son to the van.  Her son
went in the other van while she got shoved in the first one.  She was not
pleased.  She was sending up longer and louder prayers.  This was not the
position she wanted to be in.


 


***


 


Dawn felt a tickle and looked up.  "What the
hell?" she muttered.  She concentrated.  Tara was meditating.  Maria was
late and couldn't be found.  She felt the tickle again and found Maria, showing
Tara where she was.  She came out.  "Clint, go remove Maria from the
keypad.  Someone had Craig and is making her let them in here."  He ran
down to do that.  Natasha was calling for backup.  "PHIL!"  He
appeared, blinking at her.  "Scan Maria's location."  He did and
growled.  Xander appeared, half naked and with his axe.  They shared a look and
Xander got onto the elevator to wait.  She looked at him.  "I have no
idea.  The guy who did it is dead."


 


He nodded.  "I'll gather them."  He patted her on
the cheek.  "Take the kids."


 


"I'm not allowed to teleport," she said quietly.


 


"Bia!  John!" he called.  They showed up.  He told
them what was going on and they took the kids and Dawn with them.  He looked at
Natasha.


 


"You have a team waiting."


 


"Good.  Thank you."  He went to meet them.  He
looked at them.  "We are going to secure the location that Senior Agent
Hill was kidnaped to.  The main person behind it is dead.  There may be more
henchmen there."  They added more ammo to their tactical vests and one got
handed to him.  Phil found the address again and wrote it down for the driver. 
He got a nod and they went.


 


***


 


Fury looked at his phone.  It was on vibrate and he thought
he had felt one.  No, no message.  He put it back into his pocket and went back
to the movie.  He had wanted to see it for months now.


 


***


 


Maria touched the button, letting the fingerprint scanner
read hers.  It went red but the door opened.  She had no idea about it, she
hadn't been here.  She got out of the way and went to find her son.  A few of
the soldiers were guarding him so she killed one and took his weapon to kill
the rest.  She had to duck one shot and it let her look inside as Alexander
came off the elevator with his axe.  Tara appeared and took Craig, which let
Maria fight like the pissed off mother she was.  By the time the ones out there
were dead, Xander had made a mess.  She panted, looking at him.  "They had
Craig," she told him.


 


"We were talking with Hel about someone who really
needs to die," Xander told her.  "Are you all right?"


 


"I'm fine.  Is Craig?  Tara, is Craig okay?"


 


"Napping through it all," she said.


 


Xander tested him.  "Sedated but not unhealthy.  Take
him to the ER, ladies."  They nodded.  "I'll send someone to take a
statement, Maria."


 


"Phil?"


 


"Has the building."  She sighed and nodded, taking
Tara and the baby with her.  Xander walked back in there to squat down and read
the mind of someone who was mostly dead.  He still had a tiny bit of blood
being pumped out.  What he saw did not amuse him at all.  He and his father
*really* needed to have a talk.  He called a shirt because one didn't show up
at the white house without one.  He got a file sent to him by Phil.  That was
proof of who had set it up.  He took it with him, landing in front of the desk
in the oval office.  "Sit, Father."  His father sat back down
slowly.  He looked at him.  "We really need to talk to a few people about
some treason things."


 


"I'll summon the Vice President and a few others,"
Loki said, sending out that call to their guards and that it was an emergency. 
People came running.  He had no idea what was going to happen but he was not
having a good feeling about it.


 


Xander held up the file.  "Proof that the president
just had someone attacked as a start to take down SHIELD.  Including kidnaping
an infant and other things."  Someone took it and Xander glanced at him. 
"Secret Service?"


 


"Yes, sir.  You're Alexander?"  He nodded. 
"Who?"


 


"Dawn.  They were going to kill her and her child to
remove the quote-cancer-unquote from SHIELD.  That was the start of a purge
that would've killed most of the effective agents who get things done."


 


The agent read that over and nodded.  "Then it would've
moved to other agencies."


 


"We need them gone so we're lean and able to defeat the
horrible things out there," the president said firmly.  "How dare you
thwart me," he sneered at Xander.


 


"I've thwarted a lot of things.  I've thwarted demonic
plans to take over or end humanity.  I've thwarted wars.  I've thwarted plans
by gods to take over humanity.  I've thwarted godly wars.  Hell, I once
thwarted a war between angels and demons over the fate of humanity.  I've
thwarted prophecies; I've thwarted my family having *ideas*.  Your pitiful
little plan?  Wasn't shit to thwart.  Especially when you took one of my
stepkids hostage."


 


Loki looked up then at him.  "That one's not your
mate's, son."


 


"Phil still claims him, Dad.  That makes him my
stepkid."


 


"Fine," he said, waving a hand.  "I had
nothing to do with this."


 


Xander looked at him.  "I know.  I've already thwarted
your plans to counter SHIELD being reorganized.  Would you mind stopping it
since I really do hate to destroy people?  Phil doesn't mind but I'm tired of
killing people this week instead of getting sexed up."  Loki gaped, making
squeaky noises as he checked.  Xander smirked.  "A true warrior never lets
the war come to him.  It means you lose people who might be allies, family, or
friends.  A true warrior always goes to the war to make sure it doesn't
spread," he said in Dwarven.


 


His father shuddered.  "That is the way of Dwarven
war," Loki said.  "You learned much from them."


 


Xander smirked slightly.  "They did an excellent job
training me and my mate, Father."  He looked at the guards.  "What do
you want to do about this?"


 


"I want Director Fury to know," the head guard
admitted.  "Then I want to call in higher ups who can make that call,
sir."


 


Xander nodded.  "He's at the movies in someone's home
movie theater.  They kidnaped his senior agent Maria Hill and her son." 
Xander paused the movie on Fury and brought him there.  "The president
decided you had cancer like Joyce had."


 


"Excuse me?" he demanded.  The folder was handed
over.  He looked at the president then at Loki.  "Yours?"


 


"No.  I was going to take advantage of your
restructuring to slide in some areas that need some guiding toward
greatness."


 


"Pity they're gone," Xander said.  He looked at
Fury.  "I'm pretty sure someone texted you at least."


 


"I never got one."


 


Xander took his phone to look at.  "You changed phones,
Fury.  No one has the number."


 


"I sent it out today," he complained, taking it
back.  He handed the folder back to the guard.  "I'm all for hanging
him."


 


"Treason is a firing squad, Director," the Vice
President said as he walked in.


 


"Sir," the head guard said, handing over the file.


 


Xander looked.  "Ares."


 


He smirked.  "I needed a day job."  He
reappeared.  The president gasped and started to babble.  He stared at him. 
"Shut up."  He read it over, nodding.


 


"Your consort?" one of the guards asked.


 


"Discord," Ares said simply.  "There's enough
hell and chaos here to fund her powers for generations from a single
year."  He went back to reading.  "Interesting.  The agent they
captured?"


 


"Maria's fine and taking the baby to the ER,"
Xander said.  "Though I'm not real fond of you being in charge either. 
Especially since I have to keep pulling things off New York."


 


Ares grimaced.   "The military presence right now needs
to be slightly manipulated so it's ready for a later invasion or other hellhole
outcome."


 


Xander pulled that folder to hand to him.  "In about a
century or so.  I had someone ask some sentient spores."


 


Loki gave him an odd look.  "Spores?"


 


"Yes.  Back when Warren went nuts?  We found
them."  He looked at Ares.


 


"That's what we need to prepare for," he agreed. 
"Who knows?"


 


"It's why Fury moved Stargate under him," Xander
said with a grin.


 


Ares looked at him.  "You do good protecting humanity,
kid.  Nice job."  He handed the folder to the head guard.  "We'll
step out gracefully."  He disappeared to go pack.  Since his identity had
been found out, no one was going to let him lead the US.  Russia maybe but not
the US.


 


Xander looked at the guards then at his father.  "You
didn't realize?"


 


"He hid it specifically from me, son, and we were never
in the same room," he said, grimacing and relaxing again.  "I believe
this pawn is no longer worthy of my support."


 


"Unlike being a queen married to a rightful king, it
doesn't mean you take over," Xander said with a grin.  "Sorry,
Charlie."  His father glared and packed then left.  He rolled his eyes,
looking at Fury.  "We have Dawn and the twins safely hidden somewhere. 
John and Bia did it."


 


"Good," Fury said.  He looked at the other agency
heads that were there.  "Well?"


 


The agency heads talked and nodded.  "He's to be
arrested," the head of the Secret Service said.  "We'll have to talk
to the Speaker of the House and the Pro Tempore President of the Senate." 
Calls were made and the president was arrested.  A fast search of his office
led them to finding the other folders on his plans.  One from Loki as well that
made Fury pissed off but Xander shrugged and grinned.  So apparently it was
already taken care of.  


 


The next in line for the head office showed up together
looking grim.  They were briefed and it would be announced the next day after
the necessary things were taken care of.  They hadn't been aware of Ares' being
the VP but they were not amused.  They tried to complain at Xander, who pointed
out he stayed out of politics because they all had cooties and he didn't want
infected with ambitious moron cooties.  Fury laughed and nodded.  Xander
dropped him off at home.  Then he went to check on Dawn and the kids.  Who were
in Sean's room on Atlantis.  He looked at her.  "It wasn't even Dad."


 


Dawn shook her head.  "Great."


 


He grinned.  "Solved."


 


"Yay!"


 


"Ares is no longer pretending to be the VP."


 


She shook her head with a sigh.  "Someone needs a swift
kick."


 


"Yup.  He was thinking about changing his identity
around and going to lead Russia so they're prepared for the next real alien
invasion."


 


Dawn rubbed her forehead.  "No, please no."


 


Xander hugged the kids.  "Behave.  Try to rest." 
He went to check on his mate, who was almost scowling.  He was back in field
persona so he never had a full expression.  He looked at the agents. 
"There's been a huge shakeup.  Fury's aware of it.  He changed his phone
earlier."  Phil huffed.  Xander smiled and sent over what had happened
privately.


 


Phil looked at him.  "Seriously?"


 


"Yes."


 


"I wondered why you were looking at some corporations. 
I was hoping it was for investment purposes."


 


"Two are.  They're good companies that were being
manipulated by the anti-Stark."  He grinned and blew a kiss.  "Let me
go check on the dogs."  He left.


 


Phil shook his head slightly.  One of the very junior
agents, barely out of training, looked at him.  "Sir, there's rumors that
your marriage was forced on you?"


 


"If you're ever invited to a godly banquet they're
planning on marrying you to a god of some sort," he said.  "Even if
you aren't dating."


 


"I'll keep that in mind, sir."  He got back to
work.  That was very weird but good advice to have.


 


Hera appeared, smiling at Phil.  "My son was doing
what?  Zeus wants to know."


 


"He was pretending to be the vice president,
Hera."


 


She sighed and rolled her eyes.  "Why?"


 


"He told Alexander it was so he could make sure the
military was upgraded to the point of being able to handle the next alien
invasion.  Apparently he had pulled Discord as his supposed wife so she could
soak up some of the chaos power there."


 


"That might have been helpful but probably disturbing
and that is against the rules we set down.  Thank you, Phil."  She patted
him on the cheek.  "Are you sure you don't want more children someday
soon?"


 


"The two new ones were just born, Hera.  I don't think
we could handle it and frankly we'd have to have a long discussion about who
would carry it easier."


 


"Good point."  She left.


 


"Always be polite and nice to Hera," Phil
instructed.  "She is the head of the Goddess Tea Society and they are
frankly very scary when they're mad."  The agents all nodded at that. 
"As in they destroyed a lot of people the last time they got mad. 
Including an Ori fleet."  The rookies moaned and the senior agents
remembered that.  A few even crossed themselves and said prayers.


 


One of the strike team looked at the rookies searching the
building.  "That ranks up there with never piss off the pregnant witch
because there's no telling what form you'll end up in but you probably won't
like being a pet."


 


"Dawn has moved from mice to hedgehogs at the request
of Agent Barton," Phil said.


 


"At least we'd never be accidentally put into an
experiment and if we're trapped in that form in Stark tower we probably won't
be chased by Callia Stark's pets," that senior agent quipped.


 


"Perhaps.  Though Dawn's cat Loki might.  He's tried to
track Carrot a few times and the rabbit outweighs him by about three times his
weight."


 


The strike team agent shook his head quickly.  "No
thanks.  Heard about their staring cat."


 


Phil smiled slightly.  "Loki does adore his family.  He
even wakes them up from nightmares.  Though he does not like being kicked by
the future agent.  He tends to bat at her stomach whenever the baby kicks and
hiss a bit at it.  Tara's said it was the pre-birth version of the scary sheet
monster game that her cat sometimes plays."


 


"That's why I have a dog, sir."


 


Phil nodded.  "We have many war dogs.  Most of them are
a bit strange.  Especially the ones with wings."


 


"Is that a recognized breed?" one of the rookies
asked.  "I saw that fight, sir."


 


"They bred while under the wing spell creating a
mutation."


 


"Does Alexander let them be adopted as service or
working dogs?" that rookie asked.  "I'd love to be a dog handler some
year, sir."


 


"I'll ask him.  They can all track and hunt."  He
sent that thought at Xander, who said that spare war dogs have been offered
that way but not to the blind.  They had the wrong temperament for that
service.  "He said that they have in the past.  I'll see if there's any
presently.  We do have training for K-9 handlers."  The rookie beamed and
nodded. 


 


"Don't feed it bacon," another member of the
strike team said.  "All of Alexander's war dogs fart horribly on bacon."


 


"Any pig.  Ares nearly declared war after they stole a
ham," Phil said dryly.


 


"Sorry for your bedroom then, sir," the strike
team agent quipped.


 


"They tend to sleep at Colonel Sheppard's temple.  They
like his couch more."  He smirked slightly.  "Or with Bia since she
cuddles."  The more senior agents all laughed.   Most of them had met Bia
when she was training.  The rookies still had hero worship over her saving them
from the mean obstacle course a few times.


 


***


 


Dawn showed up at work the next morning, looking around the
admin area.  Then in the office.  No one.  It was pretty quiet.  She called. 
"Are we in Malibu for safety reasons?"  She blinked.  "No, it's
eight.  I should be here."  She looked at her phone.  "It says it's
eight, Pepper."


 


"It's only eight if you're set on Chinese time,"
Tony complained loudly.  "Go home.  Get sexed up.  Whatever," he said
then hung up.


 


Dawn frowned at her phone.  Then thought at Clint, who had
her brought back so they could put her back into bed.  "But it's
eight."


 


He took her phone and adjusted the time setting.  "It's
on Taiwan time, Dawn."


 


"Why?" she asked her phone.


 


"Because Sean got into it," he said.  He got her
stripped back down and into the bed, laying on her shoulder.  She snuggled in
and smiled, letting him help her get back to sleep.  He looked at Natasha, who
shook her head but was smiling.  This sort of problem they could handle.  Alien
ascended showing up and bowing to her like had happened at dinner, not so
amusing.


 


***


 


Dawn showed up the next morning, blinking hard.  She was
still sleepy.  Pepper stared at her.  "You're taking the ten minutes you
got last night into account?"


 


Dawn nodded and yawned.  "I think so."


 


"I'm pretty sure," Pepper said with a smile. 
"Want a nap, Dawn?"


 


"No, I just got up."  She sat down and got to
work.  She slowly nodded off, fighting it the whole way.


 


Tony walked past and shook his head.  "I remember you
doing that.  That's when you went on maternity leave," he told Pepper. 
Natasha showed up and stared at Dawn.  "Totally normal."


 


"She has just under two months left to go."


 


Pepper shrugged.  "I pretty well cat napped my way
through my last trimester, Natasha."  Dawn woke up with a gasp and got
back to work.  "Dawn, maybe you should take a day."


 


"I don't need it.  Sorry about that.  Did I miss a
call?"


 


"No.  Your phone woke you earlier."  Tony and
Pepper shared a smile.


 


Natasha took her wife from behind her desk.  "I will do
this.  You will go nap for thirty minutes in the break room."


 


"But that's lunch," she complained.  "I can't
work late tonight, Clint's cooking."


 


Tony walked out and walked her to the break room, making her
sit down then pushing her over.  "Rest.  We are not that mean."  He
walked off texting Clint.


 


Clint appeared with Xander, talking quietly to him.  Natasha
looked up from typing, staring at them, one eyebrow going up.  Clint grinned. 
"We're going to do some safety things.  Stark, she's going on maternity
leave."


 


"Sure," he agreed.  "The twins coming to
us?"


 


"Sean's jealously guarding them and the Marines are
fussing over them," Natasha said dryly.  "Apparently they've never
seen pretty children before."


 


Clint kissed her.  "I'm sure you got some of that at
their age."


 


"Not likely."  She smiled.  "Where are we
doing safety things?"


 


"We are doing them at my cabin," Xander said with
a grin.  "No ascended on Asgard trying to make her regain her glowy ball
of energy form instead of being in mortal form."  Tony groaned.  "Oh,
so much.  Rodney's ranting at them and promising to destroy them all.  I'm
going to help."  He grinned.  He grinned at Clint.  "Two weeks per
day so three days should do it, four at the most.  While you're there, get a
new deer to put up?"


 


"We can do that."  Xander got them what they'd
need and grabbed Dawn to take with them and Phil.  Phil helped Natasha set
things up and they'd let Dawn sleep for now.  Xander and Phil went back to work
while the trio got comfy in the huge bed with the furs for blankets and the
hugely fluffy pillows.  Clint grinned at Natasha.  "So we all get
maternity leave."


 


She smiled back.  "Plus some deer hunting in."


 


He nodded.  "She'll like that."  They snuggled in
around Dawn.  Her sleepiness was contagious.


 


***


 


Dawn walked out the next morning, handing Clint a thermos of
coffee and his bow, giving him a kiss.  "Are we going hunting?"


 


"Only if you can stay still, which you probably can't
while you're being kicked."  He stroked her stomach and grinned. 
"I'll bring you back one."


 


She smiled.  "Fine.  Next year though....."


 


"We'll go back to North Dakota to get one."  She
smiled and nodded, leaning against him so the baby could kick him for a bit
too.  Clint needed kissed until he was dizzy.


 


He finally pulled back and shook his head.  "Go pounce
Natasha.  Let her talk to the baby so he loves her just as much as we
do."  He kissed her on the tip of the nose and hiked off into the forest
around the cabin Xander had hidden.


 


Dawn went back inside and took off her jacket, climbing back
into bed with Natasha, who shivered and pulled her closer.  Dawn nibbled on her
shoulder, making her wake up with a moan.  "Clint said you got to talk to
the baby all by yourself today."  She grinned.


 


Natasha smirked.  "I will do that when I'm properly
awake."  She kissed her and let Dawn snuggle in.  Dawn was under orders
not to get off until she was ready to deliver. That gave her and Clint an
unfair advantage but they routinely broke that rule for Dawn.  Though, Dawn did
give back as good as she got.  As she was proving now.


 


***


 


Dawn walked into the birthing center alone, because they
were in a meeting and could not get free.  Fury even had the building shielded
so she couldn't summon them.  She stared at the nurse.  "I've been having
contractions for two days.  My water finally broke an hour ago.  Traffic is
hell today."  The nurse smiled and took her information to find her file. 
They got her checked over and into her room.  She sent a thought at her spouses
again, who were blocked off.  Then she checked.  Stark was bored.  That was a
good way to get Clint out of the meeting of doom.  Because Tony would have him
kidnaped for her.  She summoned Tony, making him fall on his ass.  "Since
mine are busy...."  She smiled.  "Be a hand holder and ice chip
feeder?"


 


"I can do that but I am not watching you deliver this
kid, Dawn.  I do not want to see that much of you."  He settled in to
distract her.  "That meeting?"


 


"Fuck yes.  I'm going to gut Fury."


 


He smiled.  "Make him do this.  I'm pretty damn sure
he'd let them come after a few minutes of you breaking his hand."  She
winced and grabbed the bed.  "You know the breathing.  C'mon," he
coached.  She shook her head.  "No?  Gas pain instead?"


 


"Kicking like shit.  Son, please?"  He laughed and
patted her stomach through the sheet.  The baby kicked harder. 
"Son!" she complained.  Tony heard the bad noise.  Dawn heard it when
he stiffened.  "If that's an attack, give me a gun?"


 


"I do not have one on me."  She pointed.  He
checked, her purse had two.  "That's nice."  He flipped open his
phone, pointing his gun at the person stomping into the room with a machine
gun.  "Barton, saving your wife.  Birthing center."  He hung up. 
"What do you want?"


 


"We're to take her into custody, sir, and if we have to
we're approved to use lethal force."


 


Dawn blinked at him.  "Tony, we're on the third
floor?"


 


He looked.  "Fourth."


 


"Cool."  She removed the window and threw him out
it, then put the window back.  She put her head back down.  "Ow, kid. 
Please!"


 


"Hey, nurse?" Tony called.  She came in.  Tony
tucked the gun back into the bag with a smile.  Dawn had picked this birthing
center because it was private, it was very security conscious, had dealt with
people who had security details before, and they were very sweet when Dawn
checked.  "They're no longer bothering her.  Come check this.  The little
guy won't quit."


 


She came over to check Dawn.  "You're making good
progress."  She patted the moving stomach.  "Do you remember the
rubbing that they taught you in lamaze class?" she asked Tony.


 


"She's my assistant.  I'm filling in while her spouse
is somewhere else.  I barely got to attend one session when my own son was
coming."


 


Dawn looked at her.  "There's two that might be showing
up.  One's really nice and built.  Probably has on his sunglasses again.  The
other is our wife, who is a redhead.  They both had better have at least looked
at the tapes."


 


The nurse smiled.  "We have a doula on staff."


 


"I have a mom.  She's at SHIELD right now.  She doesn't
want to see me in labor."  The nurse cooed.  Dawn winced and tried to curl
up some.  "Son, I swear to fucking god if you don't stop it I'm going to
teleport and leave you here."  The nurse laughed and helped her calm down
again.  Tony was sending text messages to everyone.  Bruce sent back that the
meeting had been interrupted by someone from the CIA shooting at people.  Dawn
looked at him.  Tony showed her the text.


 


Dawn growled.  "Fuck 'em."  The nurse laughed. 
Dawn pulled someone.  "Since you've managed to inconvenience me yet the
fuck again, Fury, you get to hold my goddamn hand while I'm mother fucking
labor!  So unless you can find my damn spouses, get to it!"


 


He flinched.  He wasn't used to Dawn swearing at him
anymore.  "How would I know anything about this!  Not even *your* kid's
going to come out with a gun in his hand."  She growled and he could feel
fur starting to sprout on his back and arms.  "Stark, can't you calm her
down?"


 


"Have you ever seen a kid being born?  Pepper doesn't
have any magic yet she nearly changed me into something because I was busy when
it started."  Dawn laughed then whimpered and curled up again. 
"You've had worse than this.  I'm sure you have."


 


She looked at him.  "It feels like the kid's trying to
pull my spinal cord with him, Tony!"


 


"That's normal," the nurse soothed.  "Sir,
come hold her hand at least.  It might calm her down."


 


Fury gave her a dirty look.  "No!"  Someone rushed
in and he shot them.  "I'll guard her instead."  The nurse glared. 
"I'll find a silencer," he offered.


 


"Fuck this shit!" Dawn shouted.  Suddenly the room
was filled with colors and the guy Fury had shot was now begging for mercy. 
"I.  Am.  Busy.  Come back the fuck later to try to kill my ass!"


 


"Sure," he begged in a squeak.  "Please let
me live!"


 


"Am I the fucking Merciful goddess?" she
demanded.  "I'm in *labor*!  I'm in fucking pain and you're making it
worse!  I get to be a bitch for another two damn weeks due to the hormones but
today I am THE Bitch!"  The guy crawled to Fury and tried to hide behind
him.


 


Fury looked down at him.  "I can't save you.  She'll
get me too because her spouses aren't here.  They're off fighting with your
people."  There was an explosion outside.  Fury and Stark both looked. 
"Let me go handle that."  He rushed off.  He did not want to see
this!  The idiot crawled after him since Fury's hole in his leg meant he
couldn't run.


 


Tony looked at her.  "Calm down, Dawn."


 


"I am calm," she growled.


 


"You're not calm.  You sound like Garnet when she's in
heat.  Calm is not growling.  Calm is smiling and laughing and hoping like hell
that I don't need the suit that's halfway across town."  He called. 
"Pepper, I might need the suit."  He hung up.  Dawn was trying to get
up so he helped her, letting her look outside.  Suddenly, all the bad guys
turned into frogs.  "Very classical, thank you, Dawn."  The look on
Fury's face as he watched the frogs hopping on their former guns was
priceless.  He'd have to hack their security cameras later to get a picture.


 


Sure, he was humoring her, but he didn't want to know what
she'd do if he didn't.  Dawn had a temper, gifts to go with it, and very little
self control for anything but pain at the moment.  That stopped that fight very
fast and Fury could work on finding Natasha and Clint.  He helped her when
another contraction hit and she had to lean on his arm.  "C'mon, bed. 
Time for bed."  He got her back into it with the nurse's help.  "It's
been an insane pregnancy."


 


"Next time I'm having a daughter.  They'll want her
less," Dawn quipped.  "Because they all think girls are weak."


 


Tony laughed.  "I know better than that.  Half the
women I know can kick my ass."  Pepper walked in and handed him the
portable suit.  "Fury still running?"


 


"Calling it in.  They're not at the meeting," she
told Dawn.  "They had to run after someone."  Dawn growled.  "I
know.  I'm going to kick their asses for you because you're going to be too
sore to do it yourself."


 


"I was taught to fight through pain," Dawn said. 
"Can't I just teleport and leave the baby here?"


 


"No.  You might leave an important part."  Pepper
settled in to help her through this while Tony got out of harm's way to handle
things.  "Liz is very upset that she didn't get to stalk you yesterday
like usual.  She pouted all day at Beya and Chris."  Dawn grinned. 
"How far apart?"


 


"Six minutes," the nurse said.


 


"It's been two days.  It happens today one way or
another," Dawn told her.


 


"Do you want to talk about a c-section?" the nurse
asked.


 


"No.  Drugs I'll consent to."


 


"Okay."  She went to talk to the doctor.  They had
medicine to help speed up the process.  Dawn consented to that and it was
started in her IV.  Pepper kept her calm.  There were no more stupid people
with guns but a few reporter types showed up.


 


Pepper was checking her watch.  It had been four hours. 
"They should be done by now," she muttered.  Dawn was dozing for a
few minutes.  She called and texted.  Nothing.  She sighed.  Dawn flinched and
panted through the next contraction.  "Good girl, Dawn.  I'm trying to
figure out where they are."


 


Dawn looked at her then summoned someone.  Benji yelped as
he landed on his butt.  "I saw your boss in his mind.  I'd really
appreciate him being here, Benji."


 


"I'm trying, Dawn.  They're chasing someone.  I lost
track of Ethan too."  He stood up, pulling out his phone.  "Track and
help them.  Dawn's in labor."  He hung up.  "Just... keep calm or
whatever."  He was backing away slowly.  "I'll do my best to find him
in the next few minutes."  He ran from the room blushing.


 


Pepper laughed.  "Labor does tend to turn strong men
into scared little boys."


 


"That's because those sort never get that close to a
vagina.  If they practiced more oral sex they wouldn't be scared of it or what
comes out of it."  Pepper laughed.  Dawn hugged her.  "Can't we beam
them in?"


 


"No and Rodney's already heard.  He's locked himself in
a beam-proof room."  Dawn shrugged but pouted.  "Why didn't Joyce
want to come?"


 


"She doesn't want to see either of us in labor.  She
apparently delivered Buffy in the backseat on the way to the hospital."


 


"Wonderful."  Pepper used the damp cloth on Dawn's
forehead.  "It's about time."  Dawn nodded one was starting and
started the breathing.  It was dark before anyone gave them a progress update. 
That was from the hallway and from Phil.


 


"We have them narrowed down to a borough."


 


Dawn looked at the doorway.  "You've seen it
before."


 


"Not with you.  I can handle seeing it with Maria and
Tara but not you, Dawn."  He disappeared again.


 


Dawn looked at Pepper.  "I'm feeling very unloved and
abandoned."


 


"I know, but I still love you like a sister."  She
hugged her.  "They'll be found or I'm going to gut them both myself."


 


"Then I'd have to take care of all of us," Dawn
complained.


 


"Okay, I'll give them a few days reprieve until you and
the baby are okay."


 


"Philip Ivar," she said quietly.


 


"I can do that."


 


"And if Clint's not here, he's a Barton or a
Summers-Barton, not a Summers."


 


She smiled.  "We can do that too."  She sponged
her head off again.  "Nurse, she's getting really warm."  She came in
to check her over.  Some oxygen got started.  Dawn's contractions weren't
speeding up any but she was almost fully dilated.


 


***


 


Clint looked up and winced.  "She was right, her being
in labor is not something I can get distracted from."  He gasped and held
his stomach.  "Ow, damn it."


 


Ethan looked at him.  "She's been looking for you all
day long.  It's just now happening?"


 


"Yup.  I could ignore it earlier."  He felt at
Natasha, who was trying hard to ignore it.  He looked at Ethan.  Then at Phil
when he appeared.  "Handle this?"


 


"Gladly."  He sent him to the birthing center. 
John was handling Natasha's while Xander was fixing the other problem. 
"Agent Hunt, I'm Agent Coulson."


 


"How did you appear that way?"


 


"I'm Alexander's mate."


 


"Oh, so you can share skills?"


 


Phil smirked.  "Not exactly."  Ethan shivered. 
"How many and where?"  Ethan laid out what they knew.  Phil scanned
and corrected something then they moved in.  This had gone on long enough.


 


***


 


Dawn blinked when someone appeared.  "Natasha!"


 


"Dawn."  She gripped the footboard of the bed. 
"Why do you not have drugs?"


 


"This is with drugs."


 


"Oh."  She came over to hold her hand, taking a
kiss then putting the oxygen mask back in place.  Clint appeared and had to
grab the bedrails.  "This is with drugs," Natasha told him.


 


"Welcome to the end stage of labor," Pepper
quipped with an evil looking smirk.


 


"Nurse, can she please have more painkillers?"
Clint asked.  "Like a lot?"  Pepper slugged him on the arm. 
"They have three agents hostage."


 


"Excuse me for being on day three of labor," Dawn
complained.  "Fuck 'em, they can be toads."


 


"Breathe," Pepper reminded her, glaring at the two
spouses.  They settled in to help her.  They had went over the tapes at least
once but Dawn wasn't all that calm.  Pepper helped and got her calmed back
down.  The nurse brought in more painkillers for her.  They all sighed in
relief, earning a strange look.  "Dawn can broadcast a bit," she said
with a smile.  "It's great at times."


 


Clint nodded.  "It means she can't hide injuries from
us."  Dawn glared at him.  He grinned.  "You do."  She flipped
him off.  "I know.  Is that gnawing feeling normal?"  The nurse
nodded.  "How long?"


 


"Probably a few hours."  She smiled and checked
Dawn then went to make notes.  Her OB had been notified and had checked on her
then went home until it was closer to time.  Thankfully they weren't all that
busy today.


 


***


 


Tony walked in the next morning.  "We are never doing
this again," Clint said, sounding hoarse.  "Ever."  Clint and
Natasha were both dripping with sweat and looked worn out.  Clint could barely
sit up by himself at the moment.  Labor had not been fun for them because Dawn
had *shared*.  This was an only child because she had shared.


 


"She wanted a daughter next time because no one would
want her."


 


"I'll have the next one instead," Clint said. 
"It'll hurt less."  He looked around.  "Nursery."


 


"Wonderful."  He handed them food and coffee. 
"Eat."  He walked off to the nursery.  He found someone familiar
there.  "I did not know they let reporters stare at babies," he said,
making her jump.  "Guard, she's a reporter."


 


"We wanted to check on Dawn's child.  He's early."


 


Tony stared at her.  "A few days on Asgard because of
things like yesterday.  Get out of the hospital.  Do not print a single picture
without their authority.  SHIELD is having fits about you people again." 
She slumped and stomped off.  Tony confiscated the camera and erased all the
pictures of the kids.  "Didn't even get her kid."  He handed it to
the guard and looked in there.  He spotted him.  "He's a lot prettier than
Christopher was.  That's weird."


 


"According to the papers, her spouses are model
pretty," the guard said.


 


"Pepper used to be a model," Tony said with a
small shrug.  "That one's blessed beyond that."  He moved closer,
staring at him.  The baby was kicking up a fit.  He leaned in.  "Can I see
my assistant's kid?  She nearly traumatized me by making me watch her in
labor."


 


"We'd have to get parental permission, sir."


 


"I can do that."  He walked off to get Dawn to
give it to the nurse.  Him and Pepper only with her spouses.  Everyone else was
not allowed near the hospital.  Including Joyce and Bruce.  Which would make
Joyce cry but it was her thing that had done it.  He went back there and got
put into the sterile gown and gloves, being handed the baby.  "Okay,
Philip.  Let's talk like men," he said, which made the baby calm down.  


 


"I know, it's a huge thing out here.  It's bright, it's
shiny, it's twinkly when your cousins come near you because they are.  But you
gotta calm down.  You can see mom in a few minutes.  Deal?"  The baby
moaned.  "Mine did the same thing but they always seemed happy so I'm
guessing that's happy zombie noises."  The nurse laughed and nodded. 
"Just think, you have four cousins that are going to drive you nuts and a
few honorary ones that'll never let you be put down either.  You're going to be
spoiled rotten.  Especially when your grandmother apologizes for not wanting to
help her daughter through labor.  Though I'm not sure why not, who
knows."  


 


He shifted his hold on the baby.  "Better?"  The
baby yawned.  "I know.  It's a hard thing being born.  Being a stud is
always hard work.  Just think about all the gym time you've got coming up. 
You're going to have years of workouts and self defense lessons and having your
mom and stepmom and dad beating people off you like your cousins do.  So just
relax, let it happen, do what you gotta do to get there, and someday you can
maybe try out the suit if Chris doesn't like it.  Okay?"  The baby yawned
at him again.  He grinned.  "Good, I'm glad we could agree to this.  Ready
to lay down?"  The baby set up a fuss.  "Your cousin Callia did the
same thing.  She would not let us put her down.  Had to have bare skin
too."  He stared at him.  "Can he see mom?"


 


"If she's awake."  She called up there.  "Is
the redhead related?"


 


"Her and the archer are both Dawn's spouses.  Long
suffering, horny, hyper, deadly spouses."  The nurse shivered.  He
grinned.  "She's going to beat them later for making her go through so
much of her labor without them."  He stood up.  "Gotta be
rolled?"





 


"For safety reasons, yes, sir."  She got the baby
back into the basinet and rolled him up there with Tony following no matter how
much the baby fussed at being put down.  They found them being guarded and all
the windows closed.  "Is there a new threat?" the nurse asked.


 


"Only from reporters," Ethan said.  He smiled and
waved.  "Hey, kiddo."


 


Clint flinched awake, yawning and scanning the room. 
"Hey, you're human colored again," he said, taking the baby from the
holder.  The baby yelled.  "Please don't, son.  I'm not mean to you or
your moms.  Okay?  Just...we'll figure it out.  I used to talk to you." 
Dawn yawned and shifted but winced.  "Wanna cuddle the Natasha
mommy?"  Natasha gave him a horrified look.  He stared at her.  


 


She took the baby to hold and murmur at.  He liked that and
tried to latch on. "Those are not bottles."  She handed him to Dawn
since she was trying to wake up.


 


Dawn blinked.  "Hey, Philip."  He made groaning
noises.  "Callia did the same thing and so did Liz."  She undid her
top to nurse him.  Tony and Ethan went to look out the windows.  She blinked
down there.  "Hunt, why are you here?"


 


"Guarding you on Fury's orders.  That way he doesn't
have to see you in here again."  He grinned at her.  "There's about
ten reporters outside."


 


"I sent one fleeing from the nursery," Tony said. 
He glanced back then looked at him.  "How many are left?" he asked
quietly.


 


"Three.  One on the roof."


 


Clint got up to go look.  "That's my ex, Claudia. 
She's a whole different problem."


 


"Okay," Ethan said.  "Good to know."  He
called that in.


 


"I feel like we should find a balcony and hold him up
like they do royal babies," Dawn said dryly.  "Then maybe the
reporters will leave us alone."


 


Tony smiled.  "I nearly did that with Callia a few
times."  Dawn finished up and let him rest against her side so they could
turn back around.  Natasha had a look on her face.  Tony poked her on the arm,
getting glared at for it.  "If you want one of those, have one of
those."  He looked at Dawn.  "Pepper's switched everything around on
you.  The kids are with Grandma.  I'm going to talk to Bruce to see if she's
just hospital phobic now or something.  You get out tomorrow?"  The nurse
watching them nodded.  "Then we'll make sure you get home, guys."  He
patted Dawn on the foot.  "Rest.  You'll need it."  


 


He left to spread the news.  The reporters pounced on him. 
"People, quit making Dawn upset!  She's still got hormone swings.  She
said she can still be a bitch for the next two weeks."  Her heard a frog
and looked around.  "Did they miss one in the clean up?"  A few
reporters fled.  He smiled.  "Philip Ivar Summers is very healthy.  He
just had a mom snack.  Mom's exhausted from three days of labor. She's hiding
the baby from all of you so go home."  They pouted.  "She's not going
to let you people see the kid at all.  You know that."  They groaned but
packed up and went home.  Only one stayed to catch them coming out.  Tony
stared at her.  "It'll be tomorrow or the next day."  She huffed
off.  He went back to the training area at the second tower.  "He's
fine."


 


"No pictures?" Steve asked.


 


"He'll be home tomorrow."  Tony sat down and
looked at Bruce.  "What is her issue?"


 


"She won't tell me.  I'm not sure but I know she said
she refused to get near Buffy when she was in labor."  He shrugged. 
"Is Dawn upset?"


 


"Yup.  She put on there that no one but me and Pepper
can visit since we all basically abandoned her and made her summon help." 
Bruce sighed but nodded.  Steve pouted a bit.  "She even called
Fury," Tony told him.


 


"We were fighting the forces of evil that would've hurt
the baby," Steve said.


 


"He'll be home tomorrow and Dawn's in a crappy, tired
mood," Tony told him.  "Because she was in labor for a few
days."


 


"She was at work the day before," Bruce said,
starting to frown.


 


"Dawn was taught to work through pain," Steve
said.  "She said it was from self defense lessons."  Tony nodded it
was.   "Anything we can do?"


 


"Not sure yet.  I ran off the reporters.  I also fled
as soon as I could because I didn't want to see her slightly naked, sweaty, and
pushing out the baby."


 


"Not something I could've handled seeing.  Pepper's
nearly made me pass out," Steve said, shifting in his seat.


 


"We'll handle it like always," Bruce decided. 
They nodded they could do that.


 


***


 


Callia was out with her dog for a necessary walk while her
father went to get ice cream for them.  Stepmommy Steve had wanted it so they
all benefitted.


 


A reporter smiled at Callia.  "What do you think about
the current politics of Mr. Abraham?" she asked.


 


Callia gave her a funny look.  "You know I'm nearly
eight, right?"  She nodded with a smile.  "What makes you think I pay
attention to that yet?"


 


"You've had some very adult viewpoints in the past and
he would be impacting your aunt's relationship, as well as your father's."


 


"I think you have moron cooties so please get away from
me before they spread."  The reporter flinched back.  "Moron cooties
are very communicable and a lot of very smart people think they're the biggest
threat to humanity's health ever.  Thankfully I got inoculated by this great
thing called *education*.  That means I read and think about what I read. 
That's why I know asking a kid who's nearly eight about politics is really
fucking dumb."  The guard with her was choking.  "Now, can you please
take your moron cooties somewhere else before you infect others?  Because not
everyone got the same level of inoculation.  You clearly only went to second
grade so your inoculation ran out a long time ago."


 


"Ma'am, please leave Miss Stark alone," the guard
ordered.


 


Tony walked over with his ice cream cone and one for Steve. 
"What's wrong?"


 


"She's trying to infect me with very communicable moron
cooties, Daddy."  She smiled.  "Because she thought I might be
following politics already.  I kindly told her how to get the inoculation we
all got but she's maybe a bit slow because she never made it out of second
grade."  She reached for the ice cream.  "Can I have some?" she
asked with a grin.


 


"You're still grounded so hell no.  This is
Steve's."  She pouted.   "And you added an extra paper to your
homework for spending way too much time with your Uncle Rodney."  He
smirked.  "Go do your business, dog."  He peed on a bush.  Tony looked
at the reporter.  "While my daughter is rude, she's also correct.  You
really needed that education inoculation booster from high school and critical
thinking class."


 


"She asked me about Mr. Abraham's bs, Daddy."


 


"Huh.  If we can't pass regular laws in our own belief
system, why would we be able to pass them in another's?"  She stomped
off.  He smirked at her back.  "Critical thinking.  It might save humanity
so I don't have to," he called after her with a smile and a wave.  The guard
was moaning.  Tony smirked and went inside, handing Steve his ice cream and
letting Pepper steal his.  He had gotten it in her favorite flavor anyway.  He
pulled up the security footage, making Pepper choke.  He grinned.  "I have
to send that to Rodney."


 


"Send it with a reminder not to infect her with aloof
genius cooties," Pepper complained, eating her ice cream.


 


Tony added that and sent it to Rodney then to Dawn's phone. 
She'd like that.  She loved Callia being mouthy and smartass.


 


***


 


Dawn blinked when her purse rang.  "That's Stark's
ringtone."


 


Natasha looked in there and dug out her phone, getting into
the email.  She stifled a snicker, letting them see Callia's latest thing. 
"I agree, moron cooties are the greatest risk to humanity today."


 


Dawn nodded, looking down at their baby.  "You'll never
have moron cooties."  Clint laughed, taking him to burp.  She yawned. 
"Home?"


 


"Later.  Doc'll be here about dinner to let you go
home," Clint said.  She nodded and yawned again, falling asleep.  He let
the baby nap on him.  He'd wake up if he tried to put him down.  Natasha took
the baby when he got up to go to the bathroom.  When he came back the nurse was
scowling.  "We were told the doctor wasn't going to let her go until
tonight."


 


"He's not.  Why isn't he in his basinet?"  Natasha
put him down and the baby instantly woke up to scream at them for it.  Dawn
moaned but Natasha grabbed the baby and Clint got Mommy back to sleep. 
"Some kids do that."


 


"Her cousin had to be carried and have bare skin from
what Stark said," Natasha said.


 


"I've seen a few of those."  She went to make that
note.  The nursery had been wondering why the baby hadn't come back up yet.  It
was because he had fussy parents.


 


Clint grinned at Natasha.  "You look very comfy."


 


"It feels a bit awkward but it's something I will get
used to."  She patted the baby on the back, making him burp.  "Thank
you, Philip."  She wiped off her shoulder and let him go back to his nap.


 


***


 


A few days later, Clint came out of the apartment with
Philip on his chest in a snuggler.  Reporters were hovering so he glared at
them.  "People, go away."  There were blinding flashbulbs going off
and a bit of crowding in the group of reporters, because they knew not to crowd
him.


 


"Going for a walk?" one asked, trying to take a
picture of the baby.  She couldn't due to the ballcap the baby was wearing. 
"When do we get pictures of him?"


 


"You won't.  Dawn's about ready to start looking up
illusion and disguise spells, possibly even a gender reassignment spell to get
him away from you guys."  He adjusted the baby's hat and looked around
again.  "Go.  Away."


 


"You've been very hands on," another said.


 


"Yeah, he hates to sleep if he's not being carried. 
Callia went through that too," he said dryly.  "Thankfully he doesn't
need bare skin like she did.  Watch me call for backup because you're blocking
the sidewalk."  They made exit corridors for him.  "Thank you!" 
He walked off, taking the nearest cab to SHIELD's HQ.  When he got there, there
was a sign saying simply 'we have moved to the backup location'.  Clint sighed
and got another cab there.  It meant a longer commute for him and Natasha.  He
walked in and shook his head.  "Why?"


 


"Press, Agent Barton."


 


"Yay.  I threatened them with arrest earlier." 
The guard looked at the tiny lump he was carrying.  "He hates to sleep in
his bed."  He went upstairs.  Phil was in there today with Xander doing
paperwork.  He tapped and walked in.  Phil stared then smiled and took the baby
from him.  "He's more picky than you are about your suits."


 


"He is," Phil said with a smile for the baby.  He
had woken up when he had gotten moved so Phil was being glared at.  "I'm
sorry I woke you but you're too adorable to hide."  The baby made sucky
faces.  "I can't feed you."


 


Clint pulled out the bottle that had been next to the baby
to hand over.  "Mom pumped.  She even made jokes by mooing."


 


"Most women who breast pump call it robot porn,"
Xander said with a grin.  He waved at the baby.  "Hi, little Phil." 
The baby drank some and slowly went back to sleep.  "He good?"


 


"He's fine.  Did you guys get sent Callia's latest
thing?"  He sent it to Xander's phone when he shook his head.  They
watched it and laughed.  Clint took the baby back and put him back into the
snuggler, tucking the bottle next to him.  "Okay, let me go get the stupid
paperwork I got demanded to pick up, then we'll go back to help Mom nap."


 


"Still sore?" Phil asked.


 


"Still tired.  He will not sleep for anything unless
he's being held so Dawn and I took turns last night on the couch with him on
our chest."  Phil smiled.  "Say night, kiddo."  He put his
ballcap back on him and headed upstairs.  A few agents tried to take pictures
but he glared and they backed down.  Sitwell stopped him to look at the baby,
handing him a card.  Clint grinned.  "Thanks, Sitwell."


 


"Welcome.  How's Dawn?"


 


"Exhausted.  He won't sleep."


 


Sitwell laughed.  "I'm told they do that."  Clint
nodded, heading upstairs once the card was in his back pocket.  Maria smiled at
him.  "He's sleeping."


 


"I heard."  She looked at him, moving the ball
cap.  "You're cute, kid.  Don't hit on my daughters though, okay?"


 


"Never let it happen.  You'd be a scary in-law to have,
Hill," Clint quipped, getting an evil smirk and paperwork.  "Gee,
thanks."  Fury came to his door.  Clint waved the paperwork.  Fury looked
at the kid.  "He's sleeping."


 


"He's a cute kid.  Cuter than Jonathan was."


 


Maria nodded.  "He is."


 


Clint grinned.  "It's spending time on Asgard." 
He left with his paperwork before more people could coo over the kid.  On the
way out he got another few cards and a few more coos.  He and Philip went to
the pharmacy to get some more advil, got some vegetables from the corner store,
and even got a bottle of wine because he wanted to cook something tonight. 
Then they went home.  Dawn was still asleep with Natasha watching over her. 
Clint and Natasha shared a smile.  Dawn was slowly getting back into perky
assistant shape.


 


***


 


Dawn showed up for her first day of work wearing Philip. 
The guards glared.  She glared back until they backed down.  "Yes, he does
come with me.  That way he gets used to scientists and some day he can take
over my job," she quipped.  She signed in and went upstairs.  Tony was
waiting.  "They're seriously creepy today."


 


"They are," he agreed.  "He can go up to
Beya."


 


"He won't let anyone put him down."


 


"Ah, that problem," he said with a grin.  "I
remember it fondly sometimes."  He patted the baby on the back. 
"It'll end sometime."


 


"I hope so.  It's a lot easier to snuggle when the
baby's not on your chest."  She sat down at her desk, smiling at the two
fruit baskets, the few vases of flowers, and the cards.  "Awww." 
Natasha came up to gather them and take them home.   Dawn made a list of names
so she could thank them.  She got into her voicemail, erasing the ones from
reporters asking her to post pictures of the baby.  Tony was snickering. 
"Sorry but no."  She finished up and checked her inbox.  It was
pretty empty.  So it might be an easy day with lab rounds.  Tony let her handle
it and by the time she got to lab rounds, the baby was starving so she paused
to feed him in the bathroom.  Then he got changed and they went on lab rounds. 
Everyone looked at him and cooed.


 


Andrew picked up Roomba 1 to let it scan the baby. 
"That's Philip.  You watch him like you do Liz, Chris, and
Caroline."  Roomba beeped so he put him down and did it with 2 and 3. 
Dawn was grinning at him.  He grinned back.  "Just in case."


 


"Thank you, Andrew."  She kissed him on the
cheek.  "We should let the babies coo at each other sometime."


 


"Callia usually arranges playdates between her siblings
and all the other babies in the building," he quipped.


 


"I'll make sure she'll include him."  She looked
down.  "Did you have to crap, son?  Really?"  Andrew laughed. 
"Let me go change him."


 


"We have a changing table," Jonathan said with a
point at the corner.  "Because Caroline's already learning lasers and geek
weapons."  Dawn smiled and changed him there.  Jonathan blinked, looking
at Andrew.


 


"Christopher's not built like that," he said. 
"He's going to be beating girls off him for *years*."


 


Dawn nodded.  "We think so too.  Especially since he's
so cute."  They grinned.  She tossed out the diaper and headed back to her
lab rounds.


 


Andrew looked at Jonathan.  "Some day I'll have to talk
to my daughter about bad boys of science.  That way she doesn't hit on him or
Chris."


 


Jonathan nodded.  "If mine's a daughter we will
too."


 


"You can find out."


 


Patty doesn't want to know."  He shrugged.


 


"Sure."  They shared a grin and got back to work. 
Roombas were updating their programming to include another kid.  Andrew was
still working on the diaper changing program.  He had one that would dissolve a
diaper by laser blast but it might hurt the baby and he wouldn't like that.


 


***


 


Andrew stared at his daughter, who was thankfully napping. 
"Remember, Caroline, you don't want to become a Wells-Stark or a
Wells-Summers," he said quietly.  "It'll drive you nuts.  Even if
they're pretty, go for a fandom geek like I am and your mom is, not a super
geek like Stark or Rodney is."  MB laughed from the doorway.  "She
might."


 


"She might but I doubt Chris or Philip will be that bad
of bad boys, 'Drew."  She kissed him with a smile.  "She'll find some
nice geek at college."


 


He looked at her.  "Do you want me to go to
college?"


 


"No.  You're just fine the way you are and you're
learning on and off.  It's not like you'll need the PhD or anything,
Drew."  She cuddled him.  Caroline yawned and woke up, fussing a bit.  MB
smiled at her.  "Let me cuddle Daddy then I'll cuddle you, Caro." 
Caroline yawned again and fell back asleep.  They smiled at each other and went
to cuddle in bed.  Jonathan and Patty were cuddling on the couch in a way that
was naked and making them sweat.  They didn't need to see Jonathan practicing
for a second baby.


 


***


 


Dawn smiled at the new interns.  "Hi, people.  Stark's
running a bit late due to a meeting with the local school board over Callia's
recent test results."  She looked around.  "Let's get started.  I'm
Dawn, Stark and Pepper's personal assistant."  She pointed at the folders
each one of them had gotten.  "In here are all the forms that you've went
over so far and the building rules that were updated last week.  Familiarize
yourself with them for a few minutes."  They got into them.  She looked
down at Philip, who was awake but content to cuddle for now.  She smiled at the
group again.  "Any questions?"


 


"Buddy system?" one of the male geeks said.


 


"New York is a fairly dangerous city if you wander into
the wrong areas," she reminded them.  "I put a list of good
restaurants in various categories in the back as well as a list of where all
the museums are and other attractions that the other interns have liked to
visit.  But there's still places you don't want to wander and most of you
aren't really Bruce Lee to defend yourselves.  You don't have to pick one for
all time.  Just pop up a note on the bulletin board that we have here in the
building to see if anyone wants to go with you.  We do suggest it for the first
month or so until you get used to New York's sprawl."


 


"A few of us are nearly local," one guy said with
a grin.  "I finished up my last two years at NYU."


 


Dawn smiled.  "Then expect to get some
questions."  He nodded that was fine.  "If you need to note anything
about an area, a club, a restaurant not to go to, go ahead and do that on the
bulletin board as well.  There's one for interns and one for the whole
building's announcements.  Each department has one for department meetings and
the like."  They all nodded.  "Your new Starkpads are all set up to
go there automatically whenever you log in.  You can change that later."  


 


A few smiled at that.  "Also, we do have a cafeteria, a
gym, and an infirmary if you need anything.  You guys are allowed to use all three
and the caf is free for you guys.  The rest of us get a stipend and if we spend
more it's on us.  You guys it's on us."  They all nodded.  She smiled. 
"There's a few odd notes that aren't in any packets.  If you see a cat,
call security.  They're Callia's pets."


 


"The same Callia Stark?" one female asked.


 


Dawn smiled and nodded.  "They're all very smart cats
and sometimes they escape the penthouse.  Call security and they'll come get
them and toss them back up there.  Especially if you see the black one?  He's
named after Tony for a reason and he gets into *everything*.  Last night we
found him trying to figure out diaper cream as he was kneading the tube to get
more for samples.  It was already all over his fur.  Before we could catch him,
he ran off to go play in the flour bag by tipping it over and rolling around in
it, then he ran and hid behind all the legos again to avoid the robot giving
him a bath."  


 


A few of the new interns laughed.  "So if you see them,
call.  If you see the kids out and about alone, let us know.  Sometimes Callia
takes them to introduce them to new geeks and there's one that's barely walking
and one that's about to crawl.  So fair warning."  She smiled. 
"Second odd note.  The Avengers usually hang out in the other tower in their
special hero-only section.  Except for Dr. Banner, who does have a lab on this
side, and Stark, who is pretty well everywhere at once."  


 


That got a few laughs.  "Just stare in awe, don't grab
them.  Especially not Romanoff.  She's a bit touchy about being grabbed and
tends to react by knocking you down in a way that makes you beg.  So stare in
awe, say hi, treat them like normal people, which they would love.  Just don't
grab them."  That got a few other nods.  "Third odd note.  There is a
building-wide AI.  His name is JARVIS."  A few moaned.  She smiled. 
"JARVIS is great and he's everywhere but he will not pay attention to some
things and if you ask him not to, he won't.  He doesn't ever pay any attention
to the bathrooms or changing areas unless someone's making pained noises or is
bleeding.  Generally if you talk to him he'll answer.  This has freaked out a
few of the interns in the past so we'll warn you he's like a really friendly
uncle sometimes."


 


"I do enjoy being your uncle, Miss Dawn," JARVIS
said, making Dawn grin.  "The baby could use changed."


 


"I noticed.  I'll do it in a second, JARVIS."


 


"Beya could.  She's been pouting that you don't trust
her."


 


Dawn shrugged.  "He refuses to be put down.  She's got
her hands full with Chris."


 


"I doubt she'd see it that way, Dawn.  She's on her way
down."


 


"Fine.  Thanks."  She smiled at them.  "That
was JARVIS."


 


"Why is he British?" one geek asked.


 


"Tony said all good butlers are British," JARVIS
said dryly.


 


"Oh, that's interesting."  They smiled at each
other.  The nanny walked in.  They all stared at her.  She was *huge* and happy
seeming.


 


"He hates to be put down, Beya."


 


"I've heard.  Chris isn't such a problem that I can't
handle him too, Dawn."  She carefully took the baby, who blinked at her. 
"Good morning, Philip.  Let's go change you."  She walked him off
talking to him.  She spotted Natasha in the hallway and smiled when she turned
around to follow her.  "I'm taking him to change so Dawn can give the
building tour to the new interns."


 


"I've changed a few of his diapers.  He does tend to
pee on you."


 


"There's a secret to that," Beya said happily. 
She got them upstairs and changed him, showing Natasha how to avoid being peed
on.  Philip looked so confused but he liked her and she was cuddly too.  So it
was good for him.  Especially when Chris grunted at him from next to him.  It
gave Philip someone new to stare at.  Natasha let her handle it and went back
to whatever she had been doing.  Beya smiled at the boys.  "Sometimes,
first time parents worry about silly things."  The boys both grunted at
her.  That was fine and she knew how to handle things like them needing burped.


 


***


 


Dawn smiled from behind her desk.  One of the new interns
was coming off the elevator.  "Problems?"


 


"The 'we can do this for you' sheet.  It included
prenups done by Legal?"


 


"A few of our interns and regular scientists have
gotten married out of the blue.  Legal can and will gladly prepare a prenup so
you don't have to worry about it.  It's a very sensible precaution when you
have things like patents to protect."


 


"Huh.  So it's not like you're going to be fixing us
up, right?"


 


Dawn chuckled.  "No.  We don't care as long as it's not
illegal, a kid, a pet, something like that.  We might complain at vampires, but
otherwise we don't care who you sleep with as long as it's healthy for
you."  The intern smiled back at her.  "Also note that the infirmary
can do birth control exams if you need them.  They do a lot of ours.  Though,
Dr. Pigalli doesn't like to deliver babies."


 


"That's good to know.  We've had a lot of use for
them?"


 


"I went there for years," Dawn said.  "It
helped a lot having the infirmary on site doing most of my medical care.  That
way when something happened, I was with people who knew my records by
heart."


 


"Huh.  So if we date...."


 


"You have a private bedroom," Dawn reminded her. 
"Make sure your roommate won't freak out if there's suddenly an extra
person there for breakfast.  If you guys go out clubbing and bring someone
back, remember to sign them in with security so we know in case something like
a fire happens."  That got a nod.  "Take reasonable, sensible
precautions because we hate to lose people to things like bringing home someone
that'll stab you.  Consider us like dorm monitors in that sense.  We don't care
who it is as long as you're not harmed."


 


"Thanks, Miss Summers."


 


"I'm Dawn.  Just plain old Dawn."  The intern
nodded and went to tell the others.  Dawn put up a reminder that work started
in the morning on the interns bulletin board and a reminder to eat something. 
Then she got back to work.  She saw the alert flashing on her monitor and
sighed, calling in.  "What happened?" she asked.  She got up and
grabbed a few things.  "I'm heading there."  She hung up and jogged
off.  She wasn't really back in full shape yet but something had set Bruce off
horribly.  She found him where they had trapped him and keyed in her emergency
release code for the building.  The shields let her inside then went back up. 
"Hey, Stepdad?"  He turned to glare at her.  She stared back. 
"Hi.  What's wrong?"


 


"Hulk pulverize!" he shouted.


 


"Okay.  Why?"  He growled.  She stared at him.  He
yelled.  She kept staring at him.  "I'm not going to be scared off.  So
why doesn't the Hulk tell Dawn what's wrong."


 


"Not Dawn," he growled.


 


She moved closer.  "I am so Dawn."


 


"Dawn pretty."


 


"Gee thanks," she said, smacking him on the head. 
"I'm still pretty even if I do need to lose ten pounds of baby
weight."  He flinched.  "I'm still Dawn so Hulk tell Dawn what's wrong. 
Now!" she ordered.


 


"Not Dawn."


 


She stared at him.  She took off her jacket and tossed it
over the shield then took off her guns and knives.  Hulk was staring. 
"There, better?"


 


"Not Dawn.  Dawn pretty."


 


She glared and kicked him on the leg.  "It's baby
weight, Stepdad.  I don't need this shit.  So either talk to me or be a little
Hulk hedgehog until I'm not cranky."  Hulk took a swing at her and she
ducked it but froze him.  


 


Hulk blinked.  "Are Dawn."


 


"Duh!" she said dryly.  "What the fuck is your
problem?"  He flinched back.  "Now!  Hulk tell Dawn.  Now!"


 


He blinked at her.  "Dawn mad."


 


"Yeah, ya think?"  She stared at him, one foot
tapping.  "Why is Hulk mad?"


 


"Hulk sorry?" he offered.


 


She sighed and looked up, unfreezing him.  He rushed at
her.  Dawn moved herself, letting him slam into a shield.  He roared and came
at her again.  She moved herself and summoned a dart to hit him with.  He went
down and she stared at him.  "Fine, we'll do it the hard way since that's
what you wanted."  She waited until he slowly shrank back.


 


"It'll probably be an hour," Tony said, getting
into the shield to come over.  "What was his issue?"


 


"I don't know.  He said I'm not me."


 


"You look like you."  He looked at her. 
"You've only got five pounds, Dawn."


 


"Apparently not."  She looked at him as he blinked
and started to wake up.  "Want me to kick your ass now or later,
Stepdad?"


 


"What?" he asked, looking confused.  "Why am
I out here and sedated?"


 


"Because you went all Grr Guy," Dawn said dryly. 
"Then kept insisting that I'm not me."


 


He blinked at her.  "I have no idea about any of that,
Dawn."


 


She huffed.  "Whatever.  You two talk.  Clearly there's
a mental blockage somewhere that I'll never understand because I'm female and
not a scientist."  She gathered her things and went to visit the baby. 
Beya had him sleeping on a swing.  "How?" she asked, looking awed. 
Beya smiled and showed her that it had a heating pad in it to mimic body heat. 
They could try that in his basinet later.  It might mean that he'd sleep in his
own bed.


 


Tony helped Bruce up, handing him his shirt.  "You
really did say she wasn't Dawn, that Dawn was pretty."


 


"She should've kicked my butt," Bruce said.  He
put on his shirt with a wince.  "Am I becoming immune to this
sedative?"


 


"No.  You're still partially sedated," Tony said. 
"What sent you over?"


 


"I...  I don't remember."  He frowned.


 


"What's the last thing you remember?"


 


"I was in the lab?  There was an intern building tour. 
Then I think lunch?  JARVIS?"


 


Film popped up and they saw him trying to get away from a
very insistent intern.  Who screamed and fled when he changed to scare her off
because she had kept touching him and pissed him off.  "Okay, so it's a
trifling ho," Tony decided, walking Bruce off.  He called Joyce to let her
know he was coming over.  She told him where they were and he got Bruce into a
cab for her.  Then he went to deal with an intern ho.  He found her. 
"Miss Stowers?" he asked.  "May I see you for a moment
please?"  She walked over, smiling at him.  He walked her into the
hallway.  "You just pissed off Dr. Banner in a way that made him turn into
the Hulk by disrespecting his marriage.  Did you think this was appropriate for
your first day at Stark International?"


 


"She's not one of us.  He deserves one of us as
his."


 


Tony snorted.  "Little girl, Joyce is worth ten of you
even without a PhD.   If only because she can calm him down.  You are on notice
that it will not be tolerated.  We do have a strongly enforced sexual
harassment policy.  This is your only warning about violating it."  He
walked off.  "Go back to whatever you were doing."  She huffed off. 
He rolled his eyes and told Pepper.  The incident went on file for later needs
when they probably would have to fire her.


 


***


 


Dawn got the sealed letter from HR, frowning at it.  She
opened it, staring at it.  "What?" she demanded.  She walked it in to
Pepper, who read it and grimaced.  "Am I being too flirty?"


 


"No.  Actually you're pretty demure," she said,
looking over Dawn's outfit.  "Yesterday's too."  She called the head
of HR up.  She came in with the complaint, letting Pepper see it.  "Hmm. 
Done by the one that harassed Banner enough that we had to sedate him to get
him out of Hulk form," Pepper said.  "Dawn's not out of dress code. 
She's not too flirty."


 


"The young woman claimed that Dawn was making her feel
uncomfortable by possibly flirting with her."


 


"I have greatness.  I'd never touch a slut like
that," Dawn said bluntly.  "For that matter we have a
non-discrimination policy about the gay and bisexual members of the
staff."


 


"We do.  She thinks you were paying undo attention to
her and your outfit yesterday was a bit risque, Dawn," the head of HR
said.


 


Dawn pulled up pictures from security.  "Banner said I
didn't look like myself because I wasn't pretty," she said dryly. 
"For that matter, I don't even remember looking toward her during the
orientation lecture."


 


"No that was almost old maidish compared to some
things," the head of HR said.  She wrote out the results of her investigation. 
"From now on, don't go near her?" she suggested.


 


"I go collect lab reports."  She and Pepper shared
a look.  "I guess I can ask the head of the lab to email them directly to
me."


 


The head of HR smiled.  "She's in Chemistry."


 


"Hell no.  There's too many up there that forget to eat
and drink," Dawn said.  "Lab 8, 10, or 33?"


 


"33," Pepper said after looking it up.


 


"She's going to run over Pertry."  She called him
from the desk phone.  "Pertry, it's Summers.  We need to see you in the
office for a minute please.  No, nothing huge.  Paperwork issue."  She
hung up.  He came off the elevator a minute later.  Dawn looked at him then
handed over the form.


 


He read it, grimacing.  "You looked like a slob
yesterday, Dawn.  Nothing was tight, your hair was pulled back too hard it was
easing the non-sleep wrinkles, and you looked like you were wearing padding
underneath it."  He handed it back.


 


"We think it's in retaliation for having to pull her
off Dr. Banner," Pepper said.  "So for right now, we'd suggest that
Dawn not interact with her."


 


"I have three that she's going to end up nagging to eat
and drink," the head of the lab said.  He shrugged.  "I'd rather lose
the intern than the other three scientists because they might have ideas.  I
have no idea who hired her or why."


 


Pepper looked her up in the system.  "It appears she
was hired to be one of the outer level assistants."  She and the head of
HR shared a look.  "For right now, can you keep notes on what happens
whenever Dawn is in your lab?"


 


"Of course.  I'd expect JARVIS to tape it anyway."


 


"I do," JARVIS said with a sigh on the end. 
"She's presently hitting on Andrew."


 


"Tell MB," Dawn said.


 


"I have.  I'm watching the most entertaining catfight
ever.  Apparently Andrew has taught his wife how to hiss and scratch an
attacker."


 


Dawn huffed, looking at them.  "Go break it up,"
Pepper said.  "Pertry, help her?"


 


"I can do that.  Thank you for letting me know I had a
snake in the grass."  He walked her down there.  "Excuse me," he
said quietly.


 


Andrew pointed at her.  "She was flirting!  I did not
want her to flirt with me!  I'll be damned!  I have a great woman, I don't need
a bimbo.  MB made sure I knew the difference."


 


Dawn smiled.  "She did.  I'm very happy that you two
are so good together, 'Drew."  She hauled MB off her.  "You good? 
Need medical?"


 


"No," she said, pushing back her hair.  "I'm
filing a complaint.  She tried to touch my husband."


 


"Call Stark down.  He's probably got one ready.  She
tried it on Banner."  She walked her over to Andrew, making sure she
didn't look at the other one.  "JARVIS, make sure you've saved all this
down for later viewing at the employment hearing, please," she said.


 


"I have," the AI said happily.  "MB, you
should probably get that wrist looked at.  It looks swollen."


 


She looked and nodded.  "I will be, JARVIS.  Thank
you."  She hugged Andrew.  Who squeezed her back.  "C'mon, we can
fill it out down there."  She walked him off with Dawn following.


 


Pertry stared at his former lab helper.  "I don't need
this stress.  Andrew and his partner Jonathan have more patents than anyone in
this building but Stark.  Dawn is everywhere in this building because she
handles things for us.  We don't need more people who want to get an MRS degree
here.  I'm sorry but whatever job you were hired for is no more."  He
walked off to talk to Stark himself.  He ran into him at the elevator.  "I
fired her, Stark."


 


"Saves me the trouble."  He smiled and clapped him
on the arm.  "You okay?"


 


"I'm fine.  Is Dawn all right?  She seems out of sorts
and like she's padding an injury."


 


"I think that's the post-baby weight she's still
losing."  That got a nod.  "I'll talk with her later."  He
walked over to where that young woman was crying.  "You were warned. 
Pity."  He hauled her off and to the office since Pepper had said the head
of HR was there waiting on her.


 


"She was actually hired to be Dawn's assistant,"
Pepper said with a smile.


 


"Great!" Tony said with a grin of his own. 
"She's clearly not qualified for that either."  He put the young
woman into a chair and walked off.  "I'll let you ladies talk, that way
she can't say something against me either."


 


Pepper smiled coldly at the young woman.  "Apparently
your mission has failed.  Let's talk about that."  The head of HR shut the
door so they could have some privacy.


 


***


 


Dawn looked over her choices for her clothes the next day,
then at her son, who was laughing at Mommy.  She rolled her eyes, picking him
up.  "We need to pick something that no one will complain about, son. 
What do you think?  The classic secretary look, which makes me look leggy, or
the red dress that makes Mommy look like a goddess?"  She looked at him. 
"No, you're right, that's too much."  She pointed.  "Blue, gray,
or green tomorrow?"  The baby gurgled.  Dawn wiped off the drool.  "I
know, but I have to be able to wear something tomorrow."


 


Artemis leaned in and stole the baby with a grin. 
"Wanted cuddle time."  She ran off.


 


"Okay," Dawn decided, pulling out a skirt to see
if she could fit into it again.  Nope.  Not yet.  She huffed and put it back. 
She moved to her bigger clothes section.  She wasn't happy with her body at the
moment.


 


Clint walked in and picked Dawn up, carrying her to the
table.  "Pick out something tomorrow, Dawn."


 


"Then I'll be late.  Nothing fits yet."


 


He stared at her.  "Yes it does.  I'll prove it
later."  He handed her a plate.  She stared at it then at him.  He
grinned.  "You're not losing weight by cutting that many calories and I
felt like cooking so eat."  She kissed him and went to eat on the couch
with the girls and Philip.  He was gumming on a piece of noodle.  Clint looked
at Natasha, who smiled at him.  They got their own dinners and went to eat with
the girls.  Sean appeared and sat down, taking the baby to hold and cuddle. 
Philip made frantic baby noises at him so Sean patted him. 
"Problems?" Clint asked.


 


"New science wench," he said in Norse.


 


Dawn looked at him.  "Do I need to find the sword
again?"


 


"Please?" he asked with a grin.  "Ronon
nearly ripped her head off earlier.  She got *grabby*, Auntie Dawn.  It's not
nice!"


 


"I know it's not."  She kissed him on the head. 
Philip cooed.  She smiled and patted down his hair.  "You let Sean calm
down, son.  Sean, I'm not sure if there's food or not."


 


"I just had lunch."  He settled in to cuddle the
baby, which he adored.  He, Chris, and Philip had bonded as the only boys in
the family.  They needed protection from their many sisters/cousins.


 


Dawn finished up and put the dishes in the dishwasher,
turning it on before kissing Natasha for getting it for them.  Clint tipped his
head back and got his own.  Dawn took the baby to feed.  Sean could pout but
the baby was hungry.  Which made Sean blush and turn to look at the windows. 
The girls giggled and hauled him upstairs to play a game with them.  She looked
at her son.  "It's good that you have an older cousin who can give you
advice."  He patted her breast, staring at her while he sucked. 
"Yeah, it's a great thing, Philip."  He pulled off to pant then went
back to drinking.  "Sure, you eat.  You need to eat or you'll be short
next to Sean like I am."


 


"He'll have some of my height," Clint teased.


 


Dawn smiled.  "He'd better.  He'll be the shortest kid
in the family if not."  Natasha snickered, nodding a bit.  She pulled him
off to burp him and change sides, doing up the first while he chowed down on
the second breast.  He slowly fell asleep.  "That's a good boy, Philip. 
You have happy, nummy dreams.  Next week we have to go to Malibu for meetings. 
Are you going to like Malibu?"


 


Natasha and Clint shared a look then at her.  "No
introducing him to Spike," Natasha ordered.


 


Dawn smiled.  "How else is he going to know who to
protect?"


 


Natasha slumped, shaking her head.  "Must you?"


 


"Yes.  All the kids are going."  She smiled.  "They're
going to meet Faith, Gunn, and Connor too."  She patted the baby on the
back, which woke him slightly.  He finally quit sucking and was fully asleep. 
She put him into his cradle, turning on the heating blanket.  "I'm so glad
Beya figured that out," she said quietly.  She cleaned herself up and did
back up her nursing bra.  Then she sighed.  "I have to find something that
fits for tomorrow."  She got up, taking the cradle into the bedroom.


 


Clint grinned at Natasha, who made shooing motions.  He went
in after her, closing the door.  He pulled Dawn onto the bed, helping her out
of the panties she had stripped down to so she could try on tomorrow's
clothes.  He stripped himself while they kissed and slid into her body. 
"See, something still fits."  She groaned but wrapped herself around
him.  "I still fit and there's clothes in there that will make you look
hot."


 


"I can't be too hot.  It might worry the other
interns."


 


"They'll live and learn."  He slowly thrust into
her, making her shiver.  He kissed her, making sure she got very happy with
him.  By the time she was getting loud, Philip was awake and fussing a bit.  He
looked over.  "Give me a few, Phil.  I'll change you then.  Let me make
Mommy happy."  He kissed Dawn and got back to his favorite workout.  She
squealed nicely for him and it was good.  


 


When she finally came and fell asleep, he got up and changed
his son then put him back down.  He looked in the closet, pulling out something
he wanted to see her in.  Then a second choice in case it was too tight.  He
closed the closet doors, sliding back into bed with Dawn.  She still had a
slight bump to her stomach.  Her breasts were bigger and fuller. Her chin had
to lose a few pounds.  It'd all go in the next few weeks.


 


Well, maybe not the breasts.  He could stand that.


 


***


 


Dawn walked in the next morning looking good, feeling okay. 
A bit heavy still but her son was enjoying it by kicking it this morning.  She
looked down at him in the elevator.  "Didn't you kick there often enough
before you were born, son?"  The secretary from accounting in there with
her laughed.  She smiled at her.  "He did a lot of kicking."  They 
dropped her off and she dropped the baby with Beya, who cooed at him.  Dawn
paused to kiss Christopher on the head since he was fussy.  He smiled at her
for it.  She grinned back.  "Be a good boy with Phil today, Chris." 
She went down to her desk.


 


Pepper looked her over.  "Congratulations on getting
back into that skirt.  It took me six weeks to lose the baby weight after Liz and
ten after Chris."


 


"It's not the original one.  I got it in a bigger
size."


 


"Still, not maternity gear," she said happily.


 


"True, not a single stretchy stomach panel."  Dawn
grinned.  She got down to work.  She'd have sparring later with the guys but
that was about usual.  Though she might wear something like a flimsy skirt over
her unitard to cover her stomach.  For her break, Dawn went to the other
building.  She'd be sparring directly after it so she'd get a snack now for
energy.


 


"Dawn," one person said, smiling at her. 
"You look nice today.  Still in the maternity clothes?"


 


Dawn gave her a pointed look.  "I have five whole
pounds left to lose.  No, I'm not in maternity wear anymore, thank you." 
The woman flinched back.  "Anything else?" she asked with a grin. 
"Because I have to pump for Philip before sparring practice."


 


"No gym time?"


 


"I go to the gym every single Sunday," Dawn said
dryly.  "I always have."  The woman pouted.  "It's why I can
kick ass so very well, dear."  She walked around her, mentally fuming. 
Maybe she needed a stricter diet.  So she'd forgo the milk in her low acid
coffee maybe.  Clint was in there and got hers for her, handing it over.  She
looked then at him.


 


"You've lost twenty pounds, Dawn.  Quit stressing over
the last five that're showing in your cheeks."  He walked her off, glaring
at the bitch that had asked her such nosy questions.  The reporter shrank back
away from them.  "C'mon, Stark wanted to see if you learned anything new
from the gymnastics coach at your gym."


 


"Not really."  She sipped her coffee and moaned. 
"Thank you for the shot of irish cream."


 


"You needed it," he said with a smile.  He grabbed
her chin and kissed her hard and fast.  "C'mon.  We'll baby you today in
sparring."


 


She snorted.  "Since when?"  They got onto the
elevator and went up.  She walked off and handed Tony her pass.  He scowled and
ran it in the sensor over there.  "When did that happen?" she asked
him.


 


"I have no idea, Dawn."  He got it unscrewed
through Pepper and JARVIS.  Dawn changed and came out sipping some water. 
"You're not fat," Tony said patiently.


 


"Bullshit.  People are asking me about it."


 


"It's five whole pounds," Natasha said.  "But
women are evil bitches sometimes."  Dawn smiled at her for understanding. 
"We'll work some of that off you today."  Dawn nodded, hopping onto
the matts to stretch and get to work against her.


 


***


 


Dawn got summoned for a problem, finding someone taunting
some kids.  She was still in sparring gear but oh well.  She walked behind the
man, grabbing him by his collar.  "Stark Security, sir.  You're upsetting
our field trip kids.  Thank you for coming today and have a nice day." 
She shoved him out the door and walked off again, smiling at the kids.  They
were staring in awe at Steve when he came down to back her up.  "It was
one flashing pervert," she said.


 


He shrugged and grinned.  "You know I'm old fashioned
and no woman should have to break a manicured nail on a pervert."


 


She rolled her eyes and punched him on the arm, making him
wince and hold it.  "Thanks, Cap."


 


"Welcome."  He walked off wincing and rubbing it
behind her back.  "Baby not sleeping again?" he asked casually,
letting the wince go for a few minutes since she was getting them both some
water.


 


"No, he slept just fine last night.  Why?"  She
smiled at him.  "Did I hurt you?  I'm sorry, Steve."  She looked at
his arm.  "I'll get you an ice pack."  She walked him off, fussing
over him for a bit.


 


The fashion reporter lying in lurk had gotten a picture of
her from the side view.  They could compare it to some of her past bikini
photos for a really good photo story about her weight.  She hurried back to the
office to photoshop the comparison.  Which didn't make her happy.  She was the
same proportion, just a bigger chest and puffy cheeks.  She huffed and let her
editor tell her how to adjust things for the best spread.  Her editor knew that
Stark would sue them if they 'adjusted' the images so she helped her write a
few nicer things.  Including that it was clear Dawn was a nursing mother.


 


***


 


Pepper had seen the article and printed it, handing it to
Dawn the next morning.


 


Dawn read it and slumped, shaking her head.  "Fuck them
all.  I'm hiding."


 


"Sure, you do that," she promised with a smile. 
"Thor's going to show up today."


 


"Great, another critical guy who'll think I'm not my
right weight," she complained, walking off.


 


Pepper smiled.  "I had the same thing, Dawn."


 


"You lost it all."


 


Pepper sent that article to Natasha so she could calm Dawn
down.  She understood how women looked at their weight.


 


Natasha looked at her phone, shaking her head.  She sent it
to Clint.  She agreed, Dawn could lose those last few pounds in her cheeks.


 


***


 


Clint read the article and huffed.  That was going to be
ended.  He touched minds with Dawn, who was fuming.  He pointed out that most
of her body was in the same shape.  It was just her cheeks and she was well on
her way to losing it.  Philip was only four and a half weeks old.  No one
except moron cootie carrying mother fuckers expected her to have fully lost all
the baby weight by now.  Not like she was a model or a starlette.  To calm down
because he enjoyed it.  Plus, even with the puffy cheeks, guys were still
hitting on her hard.  She blushed but complained.  He smirked slightly and sent
over a dirty thought about getting some 'exercise' later.  She blushed harder
and he enjoyed doing it to her for a change.  He cut off the link when the
trainers meeting started again.  They had paused because someone had run to get
sick.


 


***


 


Dawn considered things.  She could just use a huge spell,
that would burn that extra energy and bounciness she was feeling off plus take
care of that last five pounds of baby weight.  Or she could work out during her
lunch time.  Though skipping lunch would get her nagged by Pepper and Clint. 
She sighed but there was nothing that needed a huge spell.  Where were the huge
villains doing something when you wanted one?  Well, maybe one would pop up
this week.  She could only hope.


 


That reminded her.  She had to finish dealing with that
incident.  Which would probably take a whole lot of magic.  She pulled up her
research to see where she had stopped.


 


***


 


Dawn was at lunch in the second tower when someone sat
across from her.  He had brown hair, brown eyes that gazed at her longingly,
and a grin that made her smile back.  "Lunch is on me if you want."


 


"I like lunch.  It's one of my favorite meals." 
He went to get it and came back.  A few people were staring at him oddly but he
didn't care.  They could ignore his scars.  He sat down with his tray and
looked at her.  "So, beautiful mean one, did you finally figure it
out?"


 


"I have the answer, it'll be a month of power raising,
and a lot of fasting for me for that last week."  He grinned and dug in. 
"But...."  He paused in taking a bite.  "If you don't go now,
you can't go back later unless someone else super charges me.  Right now I've
got a lot of magic stored since I couldn't use very much during the
pregnancy."


 


"I can tell the others."  He ate another bite and
chewed.  "Any other good news?"  She pointed at the kid staring at
him.  He stared back.  "You're too pretty to be a boy.  You really
are."  The baby waved a hand in the air.  "It's hard to believe I was
something that innocent once."


 


"Me too," Dawn said.  He smirked at her.  "Do
you know where the other ones are?"


 


"More or less.  I found people who can find
them."  He dug in again.  The baby fussed until they both stared at him
again then the baby grinned at him.  "He likes me?"


 


"I think he does.  He used to kick whenever you stalked
me before, Wade."


 


"Huh."  He finished his burger and pulled out a
pocket knife, holding it up.  "This is a knife.  They're important in your
future career.  They help you get out of ropes and they can help in other
things.  Including taking apart bombs and guns that're stuck."  Dawn was
eating and smiling at him.  "You're too damn adorable, kid.  We have to
make you a brat so you don't get called an angel.  Then again, my very own dark
angel had you so that's not hard to go there."


 


Clint sat down, staring at the guy then at Dawn.  "I
remember reading about him in a comic when I was a kid," he told Dawn. 
Maybe he'd been on assignment too often when Dawn was pregnant.


 


She smiled and swallowed the fry she was presently eating.  "No
one told you about the idiot who fired into the portal way too many
times?"


 


"No, no one did," Clint said, looking at the other
guy.


 


"I'll fight you for her," Wade offered with a
manic grin.


 


"If you tried, I'd have to break you into itty bitty
pieces," Dawn reminded him.  Wade moaned and stared at her.  "Really,
Wade."  She patted him on the hand.  "Tease the baby.  He needs to be
teased.  He hasn't been frustrated in days and frustration leads to bigger
brains."


 


He shrugged and teased the baby with his pocket knife. 
"Sure.  If I had gotten here a few years earlier you could've been my
kid.  You'd already have weapons by now and all sorts of neat toys.  You'd
already have a baby costume too."


 


"We've already got him a weapons closet started,"
Clint promised, looking at his wife.  "So, someone fired into a
portal?"


 


"Six or seven times trying to rip it down.  Stupid
idiot, even when we yelled at him, kept doing it.  I was yelling at him to stop
it.  Stark was yelling at him to stop it.  He finally got the point when I
blipped down in front of him and punched him.  By then, a portal was already
opening and sucking people over.  We got three visitors and then I found out
later on that he came too but we hadn't seen him during the firefight that
started right afterwards with his minions."  Clint slumped, staring at
her.  "No one told you any of this?" she asked with a smile. 
"It was like week two of you being on that secodn assignment."


 


"No, no one said a word about it.  I'm going to have to
see why."  She kissed him and he relaxed.  He looked at the guy that was a
comic he used to really like, getting smirked back at.  "Deadpool, I'd
kill you over Dawn.  Not like I'd ever find anyone else who could have
telepathic sex with me."


 


Wade looked at her, whimpering some.  "Damn you,
woman."  She laughed and grinned at him, finishing the bite of burger in
her mouth before taking a drink of diet soda.  He slumped.  "If only your
voice was a bit deeper like Bea Arthur's."  He pouted at her.  "You'd
sound sexy that way."


 


"Nah, her voice being smokey from the moaning we make
her do isn't that deep," Clint said.


 


"Dick tease," he complained.


 


"No, that's her job.  She's really a dick teasing
sith," Clint said.


 


"You've figured out how to operate the Force?" he
asked her.


 


"Magic but not fully within creation."  She
smirked slightly.  "I'm amazing after all."


 


"You are.  You really are."  He blinked at her
then at the overprotective husband sort.  "Are you sure we can't fight to
see who wins her?"


 


"Even if you won, you'd have to fight Widow,
Deadpool."


 


"Widow?"  He pointed behind them and Natasha sat
down to join them.  "Black Widow.  I saw your comic a few times," he
said with a grin.


 


She arched an eyebrow up at him.  "I can say the same
but you cannot have our wife.  We are....possessive."


 


"We'd hate to kill you and spank her if you
tried," Clint said.


 


Dawn looked at him.  "Haven't we had a talk about you
not having working hands if you try that?"  She looked at Wade. 
"You're damn lucky I didn't pull you in when I was in labor.  If I thought
you had any idea of how to find these two I would've."


 


"I killed a lot of the ones coming for you," he
offered with a grin.  Because that was a horrifying thought but Dawn was so hot
when she was mean and evil.


 


She beamed.  "Thank you.  Did you get any of the ones I
turned into frogs?"


 


"Later on.  SHIELD's security system isn't really that
good."  Both agents grimaced at that mention.  "Sorry but
truth."  He looked at the baby again.  "I'd offer to take you with me
but I don't think the little talking boxes would like that.  I know they're not
here but at home they're pretty rampant and they might not like you since you
don't talk yet, kid."


 


"Maybe before you were talking to the ones here and now
you don't need to since you're on our reality," Dawn said with a grin.


 


"Maybe," Wade said.  "I didn't think about
that, even though it's making my brain hurt.  Can we go back to you evilly
teasing me instead?"


 


"Sure."  She smiled and patted him on the hand. 
"We'll have to do the rite near where the portal was since the building it
was on got destroyed by it closing.  We'll have to clear off the area because
I'll have to do half of it skyclad and the other half in armor in case it opens
to another realm.  Or we'll have to include warriors to beat off anything that
comes through and I'll have to do it all skyclad."  Clint was moaning and
shaking his head.  "The only other option is to do it on an active
hellmouth and that would come with a possible demon apocalypse."


 


"Not really the thing I want to think about on the way
home.  I might hit the wrong realm," Wade said, considering it. 
"What's skyclad?"


 


"She'll be behind a few sheets because she'll be
naked," Natasha said.  She nibbled on her chef's salad, looking at Dawn. 
"Why did we not hear about this?"


 


She shrugged.  "Ask Fury."


 


They both texted Phil.  They got back the same answer:
'because he thought it would distract you'.


 


Dawn smiled at Wade then at her highly overprotective
spouses.  "Stark got a huge migraine because of it.  I talked with the
other three after the battle and explained why I couldn't do the magic to send
them back immediately.  That sorcerer tried to butt in but when he admitted he
couldn't really help they sent him off sulking.  I was barely showing then and
I spent a good portion throwing up afterward anyway."  Wade nodded. 
"Morning sickness sucks.  You should remember that in case it happens to
you, Wade."


 


He nodded.  "I should because it could.  Remy's in New
Orleans seeing if people like his family are here.  Logan's pouting in Canada
and the other one I'm not talking to is hiding somewhere here in the city
demanding his slum to get more high class."


 


Dawn nodded.  Then shook her head.  "We'll gather
them.  Like I said, it'll take about a month for me to do it.  I can't start
until six days after I have my next cycle by the spell.  No idea why they put
that in there but that's what it says.  Then I need to do a lot of power
raising and the like."  He nodded slowly.  "So you have to get them here
in just about thirty-two days.  That'll be the final day and they have to be
around the portal so it can tune itself to your realm.  So they have to be here
on that day and be there all day, if not a bit longer."  He nodded. 
"If they're not there, they don't get to go home."


 


"I can tell them that."  He grinned.  "Can I
take the mini me?"


 


"No, he's not allowed to travel without us," Dawn
said.


 


"I can take you too.  There's a whole world out there
to explore and kill people in." 


 


She smiled.  "We did a good bit of that when the US
lost its mind and decided to try to conscript me and others with skills." 
She smiled at Clint.  "Remember that Dawn wanter in Brasilia?"  Clint
grimaced but nodded.  "Wade took out him and his whole organization before
they tried again.  And two of the Russian Mob groups that have written to me
for years because I was mean and fought back."


 


Clint stared at her, sipping his soda.  "Quit dick
teasing the poor assassin, Dawn.  It's mean."


 


"He told me about it afterward," she defended.


 


"I did, they were stalking her and only I'm allowed to
do that," Wade said with a smile.  "She's kind of fun to watch run
around and the nieces were very safe whenever I was stalking her around.  I
took out a few who tried them too."


 


Clint grinned.  "Thanks, man.  We worry about her and
the kids."  Wade smirked back.


 


Natasha shook her head quickly.  "I fear I'm about to
have a headache.  Excuse me for a few minutes."  She got up and went to
the bathroom.  Clint and Dawn could hear her swearing once she had made sure
she was alone in there.  Then she came out looking calm and collected again
before sitting back down.  "Sorry about that."


 


Wade grinned.  "She's made me hide in the bathroom a
few times too, Black Widow.  She's really good at it.  She's like a dark angel
that's come to taunt me because she's not Bea Arthur-like but she's just what a
guy like me would like in a spouse."  He looked at the baby then back at
her.  "Think one of the twins would like to travel and kill people?"


 


"No, they're both sweet, nice girls," Clint said. 
"One of which has a huge crush on Thor."


 


"Pity."  Wade looked at Dawn, who smiled back. 
"Thirty-two days?"  She nodded.  "I can do that.  Maybe you can
teach the baby to squeal my name?"


 


"He won't talk for another eight months or so."


 


"We can wait and do it in eight months and thirty-two
days," he quipped with a grin for her.


 


"If you can get them to agree," Dawn quipped back.


 


"It would be safer and better if we did not wait,"
Natasha said.  "Even if it would mean raising the power easier over the
longer time.  The others might have people they miss at home."


 


"I'll have to see if my little teleporting buddy can
help me come visit him then.  He needs more badass role models that wear
spandex."  He grinned at Dawn.  "See you in thirty days."  He
left, going to pout all the way to New Orleans.  He could find a deep, gravely
voiced hooker down there and have her pretend to be Dawn for him.


 


Clint looked at Dawn.  So did Natasha.  "Why didn't you
tell us?" he asked quietly.


 


"Because I wasn't allowed to contact either of you. 
Fury said he would."  She sipped her soda.


 


Natasha looked at Clint.  "Gutting?"


 


"Too easy.  Dawn, do you have any poisons that can make
him absolutely miserable enough to beg for death?"


 


"Of course I do, Clint.  There's three of them locked
in the armory, another two in Phil's poison box, and one I've been fiddling
with that may be even worse."  She smiled.  "It's like crucio in a
bottle."


 


Clint kissed her.  "I love your sith side but you're a
gray angel, not a dark one. You give out too much light and happiness to us to
be dark."  She moaned and kissed him again.  He smiled.  "Let me go
talk to the director."  He stood up and threw out his trash.


 


Natasha kissed her as well.  "No more sith side things
today."  She followed Clint.


 


Dawn looked at the baby.  "Some day you'll grow up
really neat too."  The baby cooed at her.  She smiled and let him gum on a
fry.  "You'll learn to like that taste.  Your daddy likes them
baked."  The baby spit around it and was happy with that.


 


***


 


A reporter pounced Tony when he came out that night. 
"Was Dawn really dick teasing another assassin at lunch, Mr. Stark?  Are
they breaking up?"


 


He stared at her for a minute, then shook his head.  "I
have no idea what you're talking about."  The reporter showed him the
pictures she had taken.  "That's one of the guys that got sucked through
the portal," he said, grimacing.  He didn't like Wade Wilson.  He babbled
like Dawn, killed like Natasha and Clint's kid, and wanted to woo Dawn into a
life of being a mercenary in a spandex uniform.  He really didn't like that
guy.  "I'm pretty sure she wasn't teasing him on purpose and no, they'd
never break up.  Even if they fight they'll never fully break up.  Sorry,"
he said at her pout.  "But tough."  He walked around her, going to
get dinner.  He'd ask Dawn tomorrow.  Or have Pepper ask her.


 


***


 


Nick Fury wasn't scared of many things but he had sense
enough to hide sometimes.  Especially when two of his best agents were going to
kill him in some meaningful, nasty way that would make press people go into
fits of glee about the internal war within SHIELD.  It was so nice that he was
the sort of director that could go join missions in the field.  Things would
probably be deadly right about now if he was the suit and tie sort of
director.  Especially if they asked Coulson or their wife for something
poisonous.  Because that was one deadly wife.


 


They might find him in Africa on the mission he was going to
join but they'd be too busy getting shot at to try to kill him.


 


***


 


Maria and Joyce showed up at SHIELD the next morning at the
same time so they rode up together after logging in.  They came off to find a
group of agents with folders staring at a closed office door.  Maria looked
then opened it and went inside.  On the desk was a short note.  //He ran for
not telling us that he had let Other Dimensional Superheros flirt with our
wife,// was in one handwriting.  Below it was //He went to the mission in
Central Africa to deal with their upstart rebels because he is rightly afraid
of us retaliating for having our wife flirted with.  We will get him when he
gets back.//  Maria looked up.  "Do I really have to deal with this
today?" she muttered.


 


Coulson appeared, nodding.  "Clint and Natasha found
out about Mr. Wilson yesterday when he showed up to talk to Dawn."


 


"Great!" she muttered.  "I'm going to poison
him since there's a budget hearing next week."


 


"I'll retrieve him for that."  They walked out
together.  "The director is off handling a mission that was looking like
it might change parameters.  Agent Hill is still the second-in-command." 
They handed over their files and went to gossip.  Phil took the files on that
incident to City Hall.  They'd need to close off a section of a street for the
spell work.  He nodded at the Mayor as he walked into his office after a short
wait.  "I'm sure you were briefed when this happened."


 


"I was, Agent Coulson.  Why is it important?"


 


"To send them back home will require a spell.  Which
would require restarting that portal and about four days worth of spell work. 
We'll need to drape the area and make sure nothing can interrupt it."


 


"Why do we need to drape it?"  Phil handed over
the copy of the spell Dawn had found.  He read it over.  "Why does this matter?"


 


Phil pointed at a word.  "That means doing the spell
nude."


 


"Oh!"  He handed it back.  "Can't we keep
them here?  It's been said your charges could use some help."  Phil came
prepared for that question.  He put down copies of their comics.  He read the
top one, which was on Mr. Wilson and winced.  "I remember seeing that when
I was in my comic book years," he said, handing them back.  "He's
here?"


 


"Yes.  He apparently came through during the battle.
The other three are presently in hiding.  One here in the city, one in Canada,
and one in New Orleans I'm told."


 


"So we need to do some serious magic.  Who do you have
planned on watching over that area?"


 


"SHIELD's agents.  I'd never expect the NYPD to have
that sort of patience or to be able to handle it if someone tried to stop them
from being sent back in an erroneous dislike of magic."


 


"I can see both of those happening."  He
grimaced.  "Just that one single building?"


 


"The surrounding area.  Where Dawn said the portal
reached to was just before the center line of the street.  We'd ask to block
off most of it but leave the other side open for parking as I know it's a
problem in that area.  It's already been roped off due to the construction work
to tear it down."


 


"Is that going to bother it?"


 


"Dawn says no.  Tara doesn't believe it should.  The
portal was more leaning against the building than attached to it by what they
found when they looked that night."


 


"That's good to know."  He considered it.  "I
need to ask my head of Police."


 


"That would be fine, sir.  Dawn can't start the heavy
magic for twenty-six days.  The end result of sending them back would be in
thirty-two."


 


"Why so specific?"


 


"We're not sure why they built in to start the spell
six days after her last cycle but it is and she's not going to change that
without knowing why."







 


"Oh, charming."


 


"Sometimes magic takes that knowledge," he said
blandly.  "I didn't want it either, sir."


 


"Fine.  Let me talk to him.  How do I get in contact
with you or should I just call Stark?"  Phil handed over his card. 
"Are there any more fights that are looking to destroy part of this
city?"


 


"We usually don't know about them beforehand, sir.  We
just handle them as they show up."  That got a grimace but a shooing
motion so he left and went to talk to Stark.  He showed up and found chaos. 
Scientists were evacuating.  People were staring at the tower, which had smoke
coming out of a mid-floor window.  He found MB and put a hand on her shoulder,
making her flinch and grab for a gun she wasn't wearing.  "Since when do
you carry a sidearm?"


 


"Since Andrew's been getting threats?  Why are you
here?  Someone set PR on fire."


 


He took Caroline from her, which calmed her down.  "I
came to see Stark and talk to my namesake actually.  I just found this."


 


"Oh.  Well...."  She looked around.


 


"What threats and why haven't we heard about this
yet?"


 


"Director Fury assigned it to some agent.  Stark said
he's been nagging."


 


"He has," Tony said as he walked over.  "Hey,
Caroline."  He took her from Coulson.  "He assigned it to a new
agent.  Apparently the threats from two overseas wannabe Stark's aren't that
important even though Andrew and Jonathan have created some stuff even *I*
think should be science fiction."


 


"I'll look into that.  Do you have the report form or
anything?"


 


"I have the full file," Tony said bluntly. 
"It's in my office safe."  Phil smiled slightly.  "And if you're
looking for your namesake, he's at the pediatrician for the next hour.  It's
time for shots."


 


"Wonderful."  He looked around.  "Someone set
PR on fire?"  Tony grimaced but nodded.  Caroline was patting Tony's beard
looking very confused.  "Why don't we move all the scientists into the
ballroom?" he suggested.  "That gets them out of the way."


 


Tony whistled.  "People, Pepper's going to open the
ballroom.  It's on the sixth floor of the new tower."  They started to
walk that way talking about things.  Caroline got taken back by MB, who smiled
at them.  "Find your spouses so they can talk to Coulson."


 


"I only have one husband," she said dryly.


 


"Yeah but you guys might as well be a quad at times. 
Even if you aren't enjoying the other half."  She blushed and ducked her
head but grinned back at him.  He looked around then at Pepper when she came
back.  "Did you see Bruce?"


 


"No.  Why?"


 


"I was thinking he might want to try to help Joyce mend
some shit she started."


 


Phil winced.  "I heard.  I have no idea why she'd avoid
Dawn in labor.  Though I remember she did the same thing to Buffy.  She was
there when Sean was born but in the waiting room."


 


Tony shook his head.  "I'd never do that to my kids.  I
probably would've stayed with Dawn if she couldn't have found her spouses. 
Though, I heard she told Wilson she nearly called him if she couldn't find
them.  I think that might've been a bit wrong."  He walked off.


 


"Probably," Phil agreed, looking at Pepper. 
"Who set PR on fire?"


 


"The new secretary had a fit because her wife was
sleeping with her new boss.  The lab is once again a soap opera."  Phil
smiled at her.  "I need a vacation."


 


"The kids might like Guatemala."


 


"No, I need a vacation without any Starks.  Tony's been
driving me nuts.  Callia's pouting about being grounded for so long because we
won't let her watch movies or do anything but homework.  Liz is cranky right
now because she's cutting teeth and Chris is scowling at everyone because he's
having a bad incarnation apparently," she finished bitterly.  "My
kids hate me.  They like Beya more than me and they hate Dawn just as much. 
The only thing that makes Chris behave is Philip gumming on him and then he
fusses at that treatment because apparently he's feeling a bit inadequate next
to him."


 


"I'll see what I can find from Chris, Pepper.  Take a
day at the spa?"


 


"I can't.  The company will go through hell." 
Dawn got out of a cab with Philip in his carseat.  "The new secretary in
PR found her wife cheating."


 


"The background check found that.  Who didn't read
it?" she asked.  Pepper stared at her.  Dawn got into the files from HR to
show her.  "The background check had a 'please don't hire her due to
emotional disturbance' rating too."


 


Phil took the baby, letting him fuss at him.  "I know,
it's interrupting your nap and eating schedule.  You can eat in a few minutes. 
All right?"  He settled down.  Dawn hugged him.  "Needing a nap?"


 


"He wouldn't sleep last night.  Not even for Mommy
Natasha.  Not even for food."  She took her tablet back when Pepper
started to throw it.  "Hey!"


 


"Sorry!  Who is ignoring those things?"


 


"I'd hate to say it but some carrier of the moron
cooties?" Dawn offered with a grin.


 


"Probably, yes.  Maybe even Patient Zero of that
epidemic."


 


"No, I think he's on FOX News," Dawn said with a
point at the news vans.  "Probably on a talk show.  Either that or he's on
the radio ranting at everyone who's not a fat, drug addicted slob who can't
keep a wife because he's a jackass."


 


Pepper cracked and smiled.  "You could be right."


 


"It could be multiple strains that have merged in a few
people and mutated," Phil said dryly.  They smiled at him.


 


"Is there an epidemic going on?" a reporter
demanded, running over.  "Was it a virology lab?"


 


Dawn pulled up the moron cooties talk Callia had with a
reporter and showed her.  "No, it's a different sort of infection."


 


The reporter laughed.  "That's so cute!  Rude but cute!"


 


"Tony said she doesn't have to be nice to reporters
that ambush her," Pepper said.


 


"Awww.  So you're talking about that infection?" 
Dawn nodded.  "Oh, well.  Where is the fire?"


 


"PR," Dawn said.


 


"Oh, never mind.  We'll get statements from them sometime
soon anyway."  She went to tell the others.


 


"Isn't virology only in Malibu?" Phil asked
Pepper, who nodded.  "Huh."  He walked off.  "Let me find Chris
to check on him for you, Pepper.  Then I'll get the files on the threats to
Andrew and Jonathan."


 


"Excuse me?  They're *WHAT*?" Dawn demanded. 
Philip flinched awake and squealed at Mommy.  "They're threatening my
geeks why?"


 


Phil looked back at her.  "Please calm down,
Dawn."


 


"Oh fucking hell no!  If someone's threatening my
friends I'm going to deal with them.  Some minion at SHIELD won't need to
wrinkle his suit writing reports!"  She walked off.  "C'mon, baby. 
Let's go destroy some idiots.  You'll like destroying idiots.  It makes Mommy
happy.  We can even have ice cream afterwards so you can taste it later when it
goes into my milk ducts."


 


"They do say that your diet can affect the taste and
smells of various bodily fluids," Pepper said.  "I'm not sure if ice
cream is one or not."


 


"Probably not," Phil said.  He wanted to follow
Dawn.  He really probably should follow Dawn.  He could check on Chris later
since someone had just screamed in fear and outrage.  He followed to see who it
was.  The woman in there was sobbing and trying to get away from Dawn.


 


"Did you really think trying to grab my son was a
*good* idea?  Even if I wasn't pissed the fuck off, it probably would've gotten
you dead, bitch.  Now, who the fuck are you with and why did you just try to
kidnap my son?"  Phil walked over to handcuff her and frisk her. 
"Which agency?"


 


"The one we're merging with," he said, showing it
to her.


 


"Huh.  Greatness."  She smiled.  "I'll set
your bosses on fire later.  Okay?  Right now I have to handle something." 
She walked off talking to Philip about how to avoid stupid people.  She got to
the ballroom.  No Andrew, Patty, or Jonathan.  Only a very worried MB and her
daughter.  She stared at her.  "Who?"  She hissed in her ear. 
"Beya?"  She looked over.  "Here, watch him.  I have to handle
something."  She nodded, taking Philip from her.  "Just changed.  Fed
at the office.  Bottle in the diaper bag.  Shouldn't take me that long." 
She went upstairs to her locker.  Steve was frowning when she walked in. 
"Sit, stay, good Captain."


 


"Excuse me?" he asked, starting to follow her. 
"What's going on, Dawn?  Beyond the fire?  You look really upset.  Is
Philip all right?  I know he had a baby doctor appointment."


 


"Yup, he's fine.  Andrew's missing.  Jonathan and Patty
are missing."  She came out in her battle uniform, pulling on her necklace
with weapons.  She checked it and changed it for the one in Natasha's locker. 
Then she decided to pull out her two hidden ones and fill them from the closet
full of stuff she had concealed in there.


 


"Why are you hiding weapons?" Steve asked.  He'd
ask about other things but he was trying really hard to get hold of her spouses
to stop her.  Dawn plus weapons plus a battle outfit was usually a Very Bad
Thing.   Neither Clint nor Natasha were answering though.


 


She smiled.  "Because sometimes Tony pouts."  She
closed all the little doors and put the necklace on then smiled and
disappeared.  She had markers on Andrew and Jonathan.  They'd be wherever Patty
was.


 


"JARVIS, was that Natasha pretending to be Dawn?"
Steve asked, hoping for a positive answer.


 


"I'm afraid it was Dawn by her biometric rhythms,
Captain."


 


"Tell Stark?"


 


"I've already alerted him that she was having a 'hell
no' day as it's usually called.  I've told him she's disappeared with a great
number of weapons as well.  He is not pleased.  Neither is Agent Coulson."


 


"Great, Phil can help us handle it," Steve
decided, getting into his costume.  Tony came off the elevator.  "Any idea
where she is?"


 


"Her tracker's browned out again," he complained. 
"Has been for two weeks.  Barton and Romanoff are both out of touch today
with trainees.  JARVIS, scan the news to see where she's blowing up?" he
asked sarcastically.


 


"I believe she's in Europe and it's not a happy time
but she's just called in SHIELD Europe for backup, sir.  Apparently they wanted
the boys to finish off their laser guided missile system.  Dawn reported that
they needed medical backup because Patty is in labor and the system is
presently partially active.  The fire raging in the other buildings in the
compound are not happy but they're not near the chemical or weapons storage
areas.  Or where the missiles are.  SHIELD Europe is not pleased at all."


 


"Going," Phil said.  He sent himself there and
shot a few people trying for Dawn.  "Dawn, a word please?"


 


"Fuck no!  They touched people who're like my family. 
I'm doing what my big brother would do if they touched his pack."  She
glanced back.  "Behind you."  She threw a grenade at someone.  They
turned into meaty chunks fit for the guard dogs' dinner.  Finally, jets and
helicopters were landing.  Dawn and Phil sent over where things were and they
got Patty out of there first with Jonathan and Andrew.  She followed when Phil
glared at her.  She smiled.  "Stark Security."  She got onto the
helicopter with them.  "Okay, Patty.  How far apart are they?  Has your
water broken?"


 


"No," she panted.  "About ten minutes
apart."


 


"Then you have *hours* yet," Dawn said with a pat
and a slight smile.  "I had two days of those."  Patty whined. 
"They have stuff to speed it up."  Jonathan nodded, clutching her. 
Dawn looked back.  "She's in labor.  Can we go now?"  The pilot
nodded and took off.  "Thank you."  She looked at Andrew.  "You
okay?"


 


"MB and Caroline?" he asked, staring at his hands.


 


"With everyone else at Stark that's being sheltered
thanks to a fire in PR."


 


"Is that what the alarm was?" Jonathan asked. 
Dawn nodded.  "Why?"


 


"They're having a Springer moment."


 


"Oh, great," Andrew said, looking up at her. 
"You look like your wife in that."


 


Dawn smiled.  "Thanks.  I'm going to let you guys have
a patch of it to see if you can make bras out of it."


 


"They might keep you perky," Jonathan agreed. 
Dawn led Patty through the breathing until they landed.  Then she got
separated.  "No, we need Dawn!" Jonathan ordered.  "She's our
helper!"  Dawn followed, moving around a few doctors to get to him. 
"Dawn, I can't do this alone."


 


"You won't be.  Andrew's going to be helping once he
gets a few stitches."  Jonathan relaxed.  Andrew did come skidding around
a corner with bandages.  "Sit, 'Drew.  I'll do them if I have to." 
He nodded, helping by pulling Jonathan off Patty.  "Sit, Johno, good
daddy."  He laughed but sat and held Patty's hand for now.  A huffy man
stomped her way.  "Which language do you speak?" she asked in German.


 


"I speak excellent English," he said dryly.


 


"Good."  She smiled.  "I'm with Stark
International.  These are our two missing geeks and one geek's wife that's in
labor.  She's due last week anyway.  Can I get a stitching pack to do Andrew's
arm?"


 


"He escaped his cubicle."


 


"They're like brothers.  Beyond that, I wouldn't leave
them alone in an unfamiliar place either.  They can do it in here and do the
debriefing if they must in here."


 


"That's fine.  I'll allow an agent into the room once
she's in one.  We do have a few private rooms."


 


Dawn smiled.  "Thank you for cooperating."  She
looked at Andrew.  "Anything broken?"


 


"Just my temper and my mind," he complained.  She
hugged him.  He rested against her shoulder.  "I nearly went evil,
Dawn," he said quietly.


 


"Good!  That's the only allowable time, unless they're
attacking you guys."  He looked up at her.  "Really, it is.  It's
when I go evil too."


 


He nodded, swallowing hard.  "I didn't mean to hurt
them that way.  Not with magic or anything."


 


"You use what you've got at the time," she reminded
him.  "Not everyone is a trained weapon like Natasha is."  He
nodded.  She frowned, looking up.  "Phil's in trouble."


 


"Go," he said, letting her go free.  "Before
he has to go evil and it brings Xander with his axe."


 


Dawn looked at the staring doctor.  She put something on
Patty's foot.  "I'll find her in a few minutes."  She opened one of
the necklaces and pulled out a few guns, then smiled and disappeared.  She
tossed one at Phil and fired on the rest of them.


 


"Dawn, they're agents," she said.


 


"Yes, but they're not with SHIELD, Phil."


 


"Good point.  Leave them living."


 


"I am!"  She frowned as she felt someone coming up
behind her, turning and kicking him back.  "Who the fuck are you?" 
He had blood dripping down his head from a good sized gash.  He was tallish,
brown haired; a standard looking white guy wearing an overcoat and gloves.


 


"Who are you?" he countered.


 


"I'm Dawn.  I'm with Stark.  These idiots had stolen a
few of our geeks.  Who the fuck are you?  The next time I ask I'm going to ask
with a higher powered weapon."


 


He laughed.  "You're adorable, ducks."  She nearly
slit his throat for that.


 


Phil looked then blinked a few times.  "Dawn, off him. 
Barnes, leave Summers alone!"  They separated.  "Stand down,
Barnes."


 


"How do you know me?" he demanded.


 


"I'm Agent Phil Coulson with SHIELD.  I'm over the
Avengers well-being.  Your picture's hanging in Captain Rogers room."


 


"That's Bucky?" Dawn asked with a point.


 


Phil nodded.  "If not it's his son."


 


"No, I know Steve," Bucky said.  He looked at
Dawn.  "You're not nice."


 


She snorted.  "Please!  Real women aren't nice when
we're attacked.  We don't scream, turn an ankle, run from the monster, or sob
on demand when things get hard.  Some of us pick up guns, some of us call a
lawyer, but all of us are tougher than this shit."


 


"Hands up!" someone demanded in German.


 


Dawn looked at him.  "Excuse you, talking to the real
SHIELD agent here," she said in German with a point at Phil. 
"Identify yourself or be a pet."  He glared and shifted his grip on
his gun.  Dawn snapped and he turned into a cuddly little poodle.  She stared
down at him.  "It never hurts to identify your agency, idiot.  That way
people know you're supposed to be handling things."  She walked over him
and went to look at the other agents.  Phil and Bucky followed, Bucky  looking
very lost and confused.  He knew a Stark once.  She was employed by Howard? 
Howard didn't really appreciate mouthy, strong, mean women the last he knew.


 


"People!" she said to stop the fighting.  They all
stared at her.  "Hi, Stark Security.  I came after our geeks.  They said
they were taken to build the guidance part of that missile system, which he
said is partially active.  I don't know how to disarm it.  That's why I called
SHIELD Europe."  A few slumped.  "Can you maybe take care of that and
their sloppy chemical filing dump across the courtyard?  Then maybe get the
three out of the weapons lockers?  Or should I do that for you?"


 


"You're a girl," one of the SHIELD agents said.


 


"Well, duh!  It's good your eyesight is good enough to
notice I have breasts.  How smart you are," she said dryly.  "Did you
pass high school with those smarts?"  He blushed and ducked his head. 
"Want me to handle it?  Fine."  She walked off.  She walked over to
the weapons locker and knocked.  "Get your ass out of there!" she
ordered at the top of her lungs.  "Before I come in there and plant a bomb
up someone's asshole!"  A few ran out.  Dawn let Phil handle them.  She
walked in there.  "I warned you!" she yelled.  The rest ran.  Dawn
walked out with the bomb, looking at it.  "Phil, I've never seen the
manual on this one at Xander's."


 


He looked and disarmed it.  "Only one?"


 


"No, I can sense a huge blinky box under the
chemicals."


 


Phil let the agents handle the leftover idiots while he went
to look.  He came out.  "We have ten minutes to clear this site, people. 
We have a doomsday device under the chemical storage area."


 


"Who're you?" one of the lesser agents demanded. 
These Americans kept taking over and it was pissing them all off.


 


"Agent Coulson, SHIELD US.  I'm the Agent-in-Charge of
the Avengers Initiative, and therefore over our adjunct members like Miss
Summers."  The agent gaped then whimpered and reported that.  They left,
taking the missile system with them and alerting the local fire departments to
come handle the chemical explosion that was going to start soon.


 


Dawn looked at the guy trying to sneak off.  "Phil,
going to Patty.  She's in labor.  Taking him with me."


 


"Go home, Dawn."


 


"Patty's in labor, Phil.  No can do."  She looked
at him.  "You don't need to pack, right?"  She grabbed his arm and
took him with her.  "Okay," she said, smiling at Patty.  Jonathan and
Andrew were in cuffs.  She snapped and undid them then leashed the agents
against the wall, facing it, and begging for mercy.  "Better."  She
smiled at Patty.  "You okay?"  She nodded, biting her lip.  "You
know what, we'll do this the Stark way."  She tapped into her phone. 
"JARVIS, it's me.  I have Patty in labor, Andrew and Jonathan banged up,
and an extra guest I can get if you can't get us.  We need beamed out now.  The
local agents are being idiots.  They can talk to Phil."


 


"I can get all of you but the guest, Dawn."


 


"Then leave me and I'll bring him."


 


"I can...." Bucky started.  Everyone disappeared. 
"How did you do that?" he demanded.


 


She smiled.  "Stark is full of geeks."  She took
him, landing in the Avengers only area.  She cleared her throat. 
"Steve?"  He came out of the changing area.  He paused in mid-step,
staring at their guest, mouth slightly open and eyes wide.  "I believe
Phil identified him as yours."  She gave him a nudge forward. 
"Patty's in labor."  She walked off.  A nice jacket went over her
outfit since she didn't have time to change or the energy for an illusion.  She
fluffed out her hair as she walked over the walkway.  She went into the
infirmary.  "No injuries, Doc."


 


"Good!" Dr. Pigalli said.  "Who was treating
them?"


 


"Bosnian people I think.  If I was right about the area
by the locals' talking."


 


"Okay," she decided.  "Why?"


 


"They wanted them to finish a laser system."


 


She said something rude in a language only a few geeks
knew.  Dawn grinned.  Dr. Pigalli glared at her.  "What are you
wearing?"


 


Dawn looked at herself then at the doctor.  "If I had
grabbed my chainmail, they would've run too fast."  She shrugged and came
over.  "Hey, Patty.  The drugs nice?"


 


"They're real nice," she said with a grin. 
"I'm going to the same birthing center you went to."


 


"They were great.  The nurses hovered some. They didn't
even tell me to quit swearing when I did a lot of it at my missing spouses.  If
I have more, they're going to be born there too."


 


"Cool."  She smiled at Jonathan.  "We can go
soon, right?"


 


"Happy's taking you," Dr. Pigalli said.  "Do
you want Dawn to go with you?"


 


"No.  My baby may come out wanting to date Philip. 
That might not work."  Dawn cackled, giving her a hug.  "Can we bring
MB and Caro?"


 


"I've got a diaper bag packed for her," Pepper
said as she walked in with it and MB, plus the baby.  "Here you go, and
your packed bag, Patty."  Patty grinned.  "Happy's right here." 
Happy came in to help her down to the car.  The boys followed with MB behind
them.  She looked at Dawn.  "You look good in that."


 


"I'm hoping someone can take this material and smooth
it out some to make bras."


 


"Yeah, the kinetic and armor properties might keep you
perky and not wear out," Pepper said.  "I'd change before Tony spots
you."


 


"I would've but Patty needed me and I brought a friend
of Steve's home."  She went back up there to change.  She ran into Bruce. 
"Hey, Stepdad.  Is Mom over whatever funky mental problem she has
yet?"


 


"No, not yet.  I have no idea what's going on with her,
Dawn.  She doesn't even want to babysit."


 


Dawn looked at him.  "Fine.  I was going to ask her
because we were going to get a weekend free but that's fine."  He winced. 
"Just... fix her mental issues one way or another, okay?  Fuck it out of
her, whatever.  I want my mother back."  She went into the training room
and around the yelling people to change and hide the weapons again.


 


"Dawn!" Steve shouted.


 


"Getting naked and you're not married to me," she
quipped.  "Talk to your best friend there, Steve."


 


"Dawn," he said less calmly.


 


She came out in her skirt and bra, which made Steve blush. 
"I told you I was getting naked.  It can't wait for ten minutes?"


 


"It never takes you ten minutes to get ready," he
said, glaring at her.  "What was that?"


 


"That was people had Andrew and Jonathan hostage to
have them build them shit and Patty was in labor with them."  She went
back to put on her shirt and came out putting her hair up.  Once she had the
last bobby pin in place she looked at him.  "Beyond that, it's what we
who're trained by Xander do when our packs are threatened."  She smiled
sweetly.  "Patty's where I gave birth, the other three and the baby are
with her.  Phil was handling the last minute things there since he found a
doomsday device.  SHIELD Europe is full of whiny babymen who had to keep a
chain of command even during a battle."  Steve winced.  "And the
other agents who showed up refused to say who they were so one's a
poodle."  She walked off.  "Going to get my son back from Beya so we
can do a building check together.  By now he's got to be fussy and hungry."


 


Steve stared after her, his mouth slightly open.  "This
is why women confuse me," he told Bucky.


 


"She's not like most of the women I know either,"
he said, rubbing his throat.  Steve moved his hand to look at the cut. 
"She did it."


 


"She can do that.  We spar once a week.  Her, me,
Clint, Natasha."


 


"Natasha?  I knew an agent by that name once."


 


"Did she go by Black Widow?" Steve asked dryly.


 


"Yeah, how did you know?"


 


"She's Dawn's wife."


 


"Oh!"  He nodded.  "That explains a
lot."


 


"Hawkeye is their husband."


 


"Huh," he said, considering that.  "She's one
pampered little warrior."


 


"They try really hard."


 


Someone walked in.  "Why didn't Dawn ask?  I would've
went with her." 


 


Steve stared at him.  "Who are you?"  This was
getting really ridiculous.  Steve just needed a few moments to process that
Bucky was actually alive and all that.  Did more people have to show up with
problems?


 


Clint strolled in.  "She's grabbing the baby to do a
building check, Wade.  For that matter, she didn't tell *us* and she knows
she's supposed to.  So back down, go pout.  Natasha probably will be."  He
stared.  "Well, fuck," he said.  "I'm not fighting you over
Natasha, Bucky.  I'm going to kill your ass outright if you touch my
wives."


 


Wade blinked a few times.  "You're too close for your
bow," he said with a grin.  Clint unsnapped his gun and Wade laughed. 
Dawn walked in and kissed him, making Clint moan.  "Wow," he said,
pulling back.  She kissed Clint, who clutched her against his body.  "He
still gets better than me?"


 


She looked at him.  "You only got one because you took
out the three agents trying to get our son."  He grinned at that. 
"Aren't you supposed to be finding people?"


 


"I called."


 


"Oh, cool."  She walked off happier. 
"Barnes, touch my wife and I'm going to castrate you with a rusty spoon
and fuck with your mind until you think you enjoy it and beg me to do it
again."  She slammed the door on her way out.


 


"Wow," Wade said, grinning after her.  "Are
you sure I can't bring her home with me, Barton?"  Clint growled and Wade
wisely decided to retreat for a bit.  He didn't want to know if his healing
factor worked here or not.  He ran into Natasha.  "Your wife's growling
possessively."  He fled because she was growling now too.  He was a bit
scared of Natasha.  She was mean in that bad way even if she was sexy when she
did it.


 


Natasha walked in and paused then smiled. 
"Barnes."


 


"Natasha."  He stared at her.  "You look
good.  Very good."


 


She smiled.  "As do you."


 


"Hell.  No," Clint said simply, walking Natasha
off.  She huffed.  "Sorry, have to talk to her for now.  You two catch
up."  He slammed the door and pushed her against it to kiss her. 
"Mine, all mine."


 


"I am yours and Dawn's," she said between kisses. 
"People can see us."


 


"Good," he growled, taking another one.  "Excellent
in fact.  I'm going to claim you like I have Dawn."


 


She whimpered.  "We should do that again."


 


"We will this weekend."


 


"Joyce won't babysit."


 


"We'll figure it out."  He kissed her neck, making
her tip her head back some.  "I don't care how exciting he was, I'm
better."


 


"You're as good as he was and Dawn is better," she
teased.  He bit her throat and she gasped.  "Clint!"  He growled in
her ear but his hands were trying to get inside her uniform.  "We are not
doing this here."  He found that spot behind her ear that turned her mind
to mush.  "There are rooms," she noted.  "We can use one."


 


Pepper walked past them blushing.  "Guys, those walls
are see through."


 


"Good," Clint said against Natasha's throat. 
"Her super stud ex just got found.  No way in hell."


 


Pepper got them out of the way so she could open the door
and walked in, smiling at Steve.  "Wow."


 


"Are they okay?"


 


"Clint's trying to talk his way into claiming her there
on the walkway.  Tony will break them up."  She walked over, smiling. 
"Pepper Potts."


 


"Bucky Barnes, Miss Potts."  He shook her hand. 
"This is very weird."


 


"Weird things are usually SHIELD's problem but now and
then we here at Stark do handle them thanks to the head geek," she said
with a smile.  Tony walked in laughing.  "Did you convince them to
move?"


 


"No, she just knocked him down and ripped his t-shirt
on him."  He rolled his eyes.  "I don't know why."


 


"We used to date, slightly," Bucky said.


 


Tony stared.  He had seen a few pictures of that guy. 
"Barnes."


 


"You have to be Stark's kid."


 


"I am."  He shook his hand.  "We'll talk
later.  Steve, why don't you put him in one of the quiet rooms over here so the
kids don't annoy him to death."


 


"You have kids?" he asked Steve, smiling
slightly.  "I've got to meet your wife."


 


Steve coughed and pointed.  "Tony's the wife."


 


"You're the wife," Tony corrected with a grin. 
"Your father-in-law only likes you out of the three of us."  He
walked around them, opening a closet that was magically hidden. "She got
most of it out of here finally.  I'll have them get into her necklaces to see
what else she has stored this time."  He closed the door and opened
another one.  "Quiet bedroom.  Privacy shielded.  Noise dampened.  Nice
bathroom and bed.  Rest.  It's going to be a long week," he said, walking
off.  Steve stopped him and gave him a hug.  He grinned as he hugged him back. 
"Thanks," he said quietly.


 


He grinned.  "I'm not going to deny that you drive me
nuts just because my best friend suddenly shows up.  I doubt Bucky's going to
be against anything that makes me happy, Tony.  Even if I did freak out a bit
at Howard's ghost, he's different."


 


Tony smiled and walked off.  He opened the door.  "Oh
my god, I did not need to see that you have a tattoo there, Barton!"


 


"Bite me, Stark.  I do not."


 


"Bullshit."  He tossed down his sunglasses. 
"Magic see-through spells thanks to the coven."  He walked off
shaking his head.  "Dawn, your uniform should be burned soon," he
called when the elevator paused on the floor she was on.


 


"I'm hoping someone can take it and use it to make
bras, Stark."  The baby squealed.  "That's right, that's Uncle
Tony."  She walked out to grin at him.  "Beyond that, they had my
pack.  Fuck 'em."


 


He laughed.  "Your mates are claiming each other up on
the walkway.  Why did you have his tattoo hidden?"


 


"He had it hidden.  Not me."


 


"Oh.  Whatever."  He looked at the baby. 
"Want to go learn how to love the lab so you can go in the suit if Chris
doesn't want it?"


 


"I doubt you can breastfeed him, boss, and he's
starving."


 


Tony shook his head.  "I'm not that sort of genius. 
Thanks though."  He let the doors shut and went down to handle the chaos
going on outside with his other people.  He walked in to Pepper giving an
announcement.


 


"Patty has just had her daughter by c-section at the
same birthing center Dawn used."  She smiled.  "The doctors there
were superb.  Patty said it went really fast and easy, Jonathan didn't pass out
and neither did Andrew.  Allenetta and Caroline are happy friends already
according to Andrew.  Caro's already cooing at her.  The people who had Andrew
and the others are very sorry but Agent Coulson is dealing with them."


 


Dawn walked in.  "Are we missing anyone else I need to
help go rescue?" she asked, looking around.  "I'll gladly go destroy
another compound to get them."  A few looked nervous.  She did a head
count and looked.  "Where's Shield Design?"  A few of them raised
their hands.  "Are you missing people?"


 


"They had today off, Dawn."


 


"Okay."  She looked around.  "Where's lab
18?"  No one said anything.  "Anyone seen them today?"  No one
said anything.  "JARVIS?"


 


"I believe by the scans I'm doing that we're missing
six or seven people.  I'm not sure if one was off today or not, Dawn.  I
believe they were beamed off by the same people."


 


"So in other words, someone cracked Stargate or us to
get the beaming satellite or they hijacked it?" Tony asked.


 


"Hijacked it, sir.  The hacking was stopped within
minutes.  Accessing those records, there are seven still missing.  I'm making a
list for you."


 


Tony looked at it.  "Biologists and chemists.  Any idea
where, JARVIS?"


 


"It led to the same starting point.  I've alerted Agent
Coulson so he can handle it with the agents from SHIELD Europe who are whining
at him at the moment."


 


Dawn smiled.  "I can go help.  Did he get that
poodle?"


 


"He did and changed him back to ask who he was with. 
He was apparently with a third group that was interested and was trying to
infiltrate them."


 


"Then he should've identified himself when I
asked," Dawn said bluntly.  "Do they need help?"


 


"Grounded," Tony and Pepper said together.  Pepper
took Philip, who was happily squealing at Mommy.


 


"No, Agent Coulson said he has it and he does know
where they are.  He's presently moving them into assault shape and ignoring
their boss, who he outranks anyway.  Agent Hill has said that they're a go and
has had the head over there arrested for being an idiot."


 


"Sometimes," Dawn muttered.  She walked off. 
"Son, want to come with me or stay with Auntie Pepper?"  He cooed at
the auntie.  "Okay.  You just ate so that's good."  Beya took him
from Pepper, making Dawn grin.  "That's fine too."  She went to the
walkway and paused, staring at them.  "I'd be jealous but you're both
being tied down tonight so I can have some fun."


 


Clint looked up at her from kissing Natasha.  "You know
I hate being tied down, Dawn."


 


She smiled.  "Then you should've saved me some,
Clint."  She strolled off.  "Beya has him."


 


Clint and Natasha shared a look.  "We'll have to ambush
her first."


 


"The twins might try to save her."


 


"Nah, they'll appreciate us stalking and trapping our
prey."  They shared an evil smirk and got up to rearrange their clothes. 
Clint had to get a new t-shirt but that was fine with him.  They'd have fun
trapping the most wily predator ever, their wife in a wicked mood.


 


Bucky tried hard to quit blushing.  "This is really
strange," he told Steve.


 


"It's good to see them happy."  He was blushing
too.  He had no idea Natasha would get that loud.


 


"I never made her get that loud."


 


"You should hear Dawn," Steve said then cleared
his throat.  He looked up at the 'excuse me, you did *what* to my spouse' that
got yelled.  "I think Xander's upset with someone who went after Phil. 
Want to rest, clean up?  I'll get you a few of my spare things."


 


"Sure, I could nap.  Maybe this headache will go
away."


 


"Maybe," Steve said.  "No idea though." 
He got him a few things and brought them back, handing them over with a smile. 
"When you're ready, come on over.  We're in the penthouse.  JARVIS will
let you up."


 


"Yes I will," the AI said.  "Though the elder
Stark's ghost is up there throwing a fit."


 


"I'll talk with Howard in a minute," Steve
sighed.  "He's in ghostly form," he told his best friend.  "He's
slightly driving us nuts some days."  He went up there to calm him down. 
He stared at the cat that was batting at him then at the ghost.  "He's
curious.  That's why he's named after your son."  Howard stared at him. 
"They just found Bucky.  Any idea how or why?  Since he doesn't look like
he's really aged?"


 


Howard swallowed.  "We had a theory but no proof,
Steve."


 


"You could've told us.  We would've went to rescue
him."


 


"There wasn't time and we had people looking for
him."


 


"Where is the file, Howard?  I'll yell later, when I've
processed all this new input that's giving me a headache."


 


"My office, second locked drawer in the filing cabinet
the last I knew.  Unless Tony moved it."


 


"Tony doesn't go to the mansion.  He hates it
there."  He walked off, taking his motorcycle over.  He needed a mind
clearing ride and JARVIS would tell him if Bucky was looking for him.


 


***


 


Xander appeared in a manner that shook the building and made
people grab for solid surfaces.  He glared at one of them.  "Excuse me,
you did *what* to my spouse?"


 


"Sir, who are you?" one of the agents asked.


 


Xander hit him.  "Alexander.  And I no longer protect
you, mortal."  The guy flinched back, shaking his head.  "Oh, yeah. 
Definitely."  He helped Phil up.  "Are you all right?  You're healing
good?" he asked, checking the small caliber gunshot wound.  "Let me
kill them for this," he said, setting Phil in a chair.


 


"I already did, Xander.  I can kill people
myself," Phil said blandly.


 


He looked at him.  "I know you can.  You took out one
the other day with a bottle of poisoned white out."  He smiled at him. 
"It gave me happy tingles."


 


"I remember you having them."  He patted him on
the hand.  "I'm fine.  We have to get the other scientists that were
stolen from Stark."


 


"Andrew and Jonathan?"


 


"Dawn rescued them and Patty."  Xander growled. 
"They're dead, Xander.  Calm down."


 


"Good!"


 


Phil patted him on the hand.  "Let's go raid the other
compound. You can help me wipe out some bad guys."  Xander grinned and
manifested his axe, bouncing some.  They left together.  When they came back,
there were fewer agents standing around being useless.  The ones who had
survived were arrested.  The geeks were taken back to Stark, and SHIELD Europe
was getting a new head agent just as soon as they found Fury to make it so.


 


***


 


Dawn walked in that night, smiling at the baby.  "Are
you being Mr. Messy Pants again?" she asked him with a smile.  "It
figures that you'd poop just as we got home.  You do it so Daddy has to change
you, right?"  Clint walked past and stole the baby, making Dawn grin. 
"Cool, thanks."


 


"Welcome.  Talked to your mother.  She's got something
wrong with her."


 


"I noticed.  I asked Stepdad to please fuck it out of
her."  The twins gasped and stared in open-mouthed horror.  "Not like
they don't have sex, girls."  Artemis squeaked.  She smiled and hugged
them both.  "Mom and Bruce have sex at least once in a while.  The same as
we do."


 


"We're going to visit Sean," Diana chirped, nearly
squeaking, still blushing.  She stole the baby, Artemis grabbed the diaper bag,
and they fled.


 


"I wonder how they're going to feed him," Dawn
said, looking up.


 


"You expressed earlier," Clint reminded her. 
"You had two in the fridge.  Three bottles should get him through the
night."  He smirked and walked over to where Dawn was, but she moved to
put up her bag and jacket.  "Won't save you."


 


"Why do I need saved?" she asked with a grin. 
"I'm a good girl."


 


"No you're not."  He picked her up and carried her
into the bedroom, tossing her onto the bed.  Natasha nicely hitched her down. 
Clint looked over the outfit, which admittedly was one of his favorite on her. 
So they couldn't cut it off her.  Which left Natasha doing it while Clint
distracted Dawn so she didn't want to get free.  Dawn was playing innocent but
they knew what had happened.  Phil had given a very succinct report about what
had happened.  It was time to remind Dawn who the badass in the family was and
which one of them was the princess.  Natasha pulled over a knife.  "I like
that one," Clint said.


 


"I do as well, she should've changed into something
expendable."  She looked at the outfit, then smiled.  "Will you be
good and get undressed for us?"


 


"I haven't been bad today," Dawn said with a
smile.


 


"Princess, you're so going to get it for earlier,"
Clint assured her.  He could undo her skirt, stockings, garter belt, and
panties.  Natasha had the bra and shirt to handle.   He and Natasha shared a
look.  "We'll buy her a new shirt."


 


"Hey, it's one of the few that fits," Dawn
complained.


 


"We'll buy you a new one," Natasha said, giving
her a kiss before cutting it off.  The bra got removed more delicately.  Good,
comfortable nursing bras were hard to find.  Clint stared but Natasha cleaned
up a small leak from one breast.  "He hasn't fed recently?"


 


"No, he fed about an hour ago.  I produce way too much
milk."


 


"Hmm," Clint said. "Maybe that's because it
was twins before the time flip?"  Dawn stared at him.  He nodded. 
"They didn't get to hit you with the fertility drugs, Dawn."


 


"Maybe," she said, scanning herself.  "The
Keys are doing something."  She shifted them back into their usual
position.  No extra baby but it felt like she was missing something. 
"Huh.  That could be."  They shrugged and teased her by cleaning up
the few drips.  "Guys," she complained.


 


"We'll help you pump in a bit," Clint said,
licking up from a nipple to Dawn's lips so he could tease them.  "Nat, did
you hear that the doctor wouldn't let her go back on the dual birth control
because she thought it might screw up her body?"


 


"I did hear her mentally complaining about that.  We
will have to be careful."


 


"Condoms aren't coming back," Dawn said firmly.


 


"There are other things we can do when you're more
likely to be fertile," Natasha said with an evil smirk.  "Including
you becoming only mine those days."  Dawn shivered.   She moved down to
check her over.  "Nearly off your cycle?"


 


"Stopped earlier.  Could use cleaned up."


 


"We'll do that in a while," Clint said.  He pulled
out a few condoms and tossed them onto the pillow beside her head.  Dawn gave
him a pointed look.  He smiled.  "We'll need 'em."  He found the lube
too.  Dawn was staring at him.  "It's been much too long since we claimed
you in a way that showed."


 


"No, not really.  You two did that earlier," Dawn
said.


 


"Yes but we haven't claimed you recently," Natasha
said with a wicked smirk.  "So we will today."  She found her strap
on set and put it on, looking at the toy attached to it.  "That should
do."  Dawn moaned, watching them do what they wanted to do.  Clint was
checking how much lube they had.  That told her it was going to be an
interesting night. 


 


Clint opened the tube of lube, spreading some onto his
fingertips to be spread around.  He grinned as he reached down to start the
prep work.  Dawn gasped as the cool gel slid into her on callused fingers. 
"Clint," Dawn moaned.


 


"This way we can make sure you're not getting pregnant
again soon."  Dawn was shifting to give him better access.  "Natasha,
want to shift her so you don't have to wait?"


 


"No, I believe this is fine for right now."  She
looked Dawn over, leaning down to tease a few things.  Dawn flinched and yelped
into one bite.  She arched up to get away from the teeth so Clint slid a pillow
under her hips.  Natasha driving Dawn nuts worked well for his plans.  When he
ran out of patience, he pulled on a condom to slick down.  Then he slid in. 
Dawn gasped and writhed a bit.  He grinned.  "Been a while."


 


"Very long time," she groaned.


 


"Time to remedy that," he said, leaning down to
kiss her.  "More than time to remedy that oversight."  Dawn was
gasping and pushing back against him.  "Nat, I'd offer you my lap but it'd
mean I can't thrust at all."


 


She smiled and straddled him, nestling herself inside Dawn's
body.  "I think this will work fine for me and you can have the time when
I'm worn out."  He nibbled on her throat.  She tipped her head back but
set up a fairly strong rhythm inside Dawn.  It made sure that the part of his
cock that was outside of Dawn's body was being rubbed by Natasha's ass.  Dawn
was moaning and trying to grab them but the handcuffs were good ones.  Dawn
tried to get out of them but Natasha distracted her so she couldn't pick them,
couldn't gather enough thought to teleport slightly out of them, and was going
to stay there and enjoy it, like usual.


 


"Oh my god!" Dawn shouted.  "'Tasha! 
Please!"


 


"Soon."  She leaned down to lick over a dripping
breast.  "We will let you go soon."


 


"I don't care about letting go!"


 


"We'll let you go in that other way soon," she
promised, taking a kiss.  Clint moaned.  Natasha sped up, letting Dawn get
off.  She pulled back with a slurp of sound and leaned down to kiss her
better.  "Let Clint play, Dawn, and then I will give you more."


 


She pulled her lips back by biting on one.  "Go put on
the choker for me?" she begged.


 


"We will do that some other time."  She smirked
evilly.  "While he cannot help."


 


"I still might get a bit strange about it," Clint
complained.  Natasha got off him and he shifted closer, sliding all the way
back in.  Natasha's position had meant he was only as deep as his head.  Now,
he had full range of motion.  Dawn whimpered and wrapped her thighs around
him.  He grinned.  "All mine now."


 


"Mercy?" she begged.  "Or an orgasm?"


 


"Neither of those are on my agenda until after dinner. 
Sorry."  He pushed in extra hard, making her gasp.  He teased her clit a
few times with his thumb but Dawn was in a bad way.  She was going to split
herself open to get what she needed and wanted - if he let her, because he
wasn't about to let her get that far yet.  He shifted so he could lean down and
get a bit deeper and harder thrusts going.  She shivered but clung to Natasha's
hands since she was playing with her fingers.  Dawn had a few nice, sensitive
spots that Natasha was going to torment while Clint made her feel like their
wife again.  Dawn was shaking and making needy noises but Clint and Natasha
soaked them up.  Dawn wasn't getting off yet.  Natasha got the small vibrating
egg that they loved because it drove Dawn insane.  She licked it over then
inserted it with a careful finger.  She turned it on medium.


 


Clint yelped and growled.  "Nat!"


 


She smiled.  "The walls are that thin?"


 


"Yes, they are!"  He shifted the ball higher, up
near her g-spot and cervix.  That was better, he could barely feel the
vibration.


 


"Mother fucker!" Dawn shouted, arching up again
and sobbing.  "Clint!  Natasha!  C'mon!"


 


"You will be getting off after you've eaten dinner. 
You missed lunch for the doctor's appointment," Natasha said.  "Then
you may get off."  Clint smirked at her but went back to his fun. 
"Are you nearly done?  I was going to order."


 


"Not even close," he growled.


 


Natasha smiled and put an order in.  When it got there she
went down to retrieve it in a bathrobe.  The delivery boy gaped but she arched
an eyebrow up and gave him an extra tip with a small smile.  She went back
upstairs, putting the food on the counter.  She also killed the fly that had
been bothering the house since the night before.  She strolled back into their
bedroom, taking off the robe.  Dawn was on her stomach and Clint was still
riding her ass until she wanted to beg for more than mercy.  Natasha slid under
her head.  Dawn automatically attacked her clit, making Natasha happy.


 


Clint grinned at her.  "She mindless yet?"


 


"Not nearly.  She's still got tongue rhythm." 
Clint shifted slightly and pushed in harder.  Dawn yelped into Natasha's body. 
Natasha gently guided her head back down.  Dawn moaned but licked her. 
"That's slightly better," she said, moaning and tipping her head to
the side.  "More, Dawn?"  She spread out for her pleasure.  Dawn knew
what she needed and wanted.  Clint was dripping sweat.  Natasha was starting to
get warm.  Dawn was making needy noises into Natasha's crevices.  Clint finally
came with a growl and a push in that settled him as deeply as he could.  His
back arched and he panted, calming himself down.  He looked down at Dawn's
back, leaning down to lick up some of the sweat.  "Now I'm hungry."


 


Natasha smiled.  "She is too by the way she's treating
me like an ice cream cone again."


 


"Get off and we can eat," Clint said with a
smile.  They kissed over Dawn's back.  Clint carefully pulled out, holding onto
the condom.  It got tossed out and he flopped down beside his girls.  Natasha
was holding Dawn's head in place but the new cuffs were preventing Dawn from
using her hands at all.  Clint leaned over.  "Tongue fuck her, Dawn.  Then
bite her clit," he said in her ear.


 


"She is," Natasha moaned.  "She's doing very
well."  Dawn shifted and switched targets.  Natasha moaned loudly and
came, going stiff for a second.  Dawn cleaned her up.  "That's precious,
Dawn.  For that, you'll get an hour before you get to come."  She undid
the straps, kissing each wrist.  Then her wife.  Who cuddled her.  "We
should eat."


 


Dawn blinked at her.  "I can't."


 


"You can," Clint said, running a hand down her
back.  He got something and slid the small plug into her ass.  Then he adjusted
the vibrating egg, making Dawn moan and go tense.  "Dinner."


 


"I can be dinner," she promised.


 


Clint smiled.  "After I clean you out, you're going to
be dessert."  Dawn shivered.  Clint stood and helped her up, letting her
lean against him since she had wobbly legs.  Natasha adjusted the egg's
vibration. "Is that one waterproof, Nat?"


 


She smiled.  "It is."  They shared a smirk.  She
got them dinner and Dawn ate it from Clint's lap.  He had demanded, that way
she ate instead of teasing them and feeding them.  Natasha got finished first
and looked over Dawn's stomach.  "I believe we need to do
something."  She teased a finger along Dawn's fold so she'd open up. 
"She's a bit tense, Clint."


 


"We'll clean her out in a few minutes so I can have my
treat."


 


Dawn blinked at him.  "More?"


 


"Much, much more, Dawn.  In the morning you're going to
have 'property of Clint and Natasha' on your soul and radiating out of your
body."  He grinned.  "The one you already have is starting to wear
out."  She shook her head.  "Yeah, it is."  He kissed her and
finished dinner.  Natasha pulled Dawn over to kiss and make her straddle her
lap.  "That's beautiful."  He threw out the dishes and put the
silverware in the sink.  He could prep the bathroom while they made out. 
Natasha was going to help Dawn pump milk for their spawn and then bring her
in.  They had already talked about this.  


 


Clint got everything ready and came out to watch. The
automatic pump was good.  Natasha was teasing the other side.  When it was time
she switched the suction cup to the full side and cleaned up the other one. 
The suction did make Dawn's nipples very sensitive.  When they were done,
Natasha put the milk in the fridge while Clint carried Dawn into the bathroom. 
She could almost walk again but Clint was being macho today.  It required
carrying, and if he could have done it he would've had her play dick trophy like
Hylal had for Buffy.  


 


Instead, he'd have to deal with an enema or two.  He had
found the neatest plug that went in both holes at the same time.  He slid in
their other vibrating egg and then the plug once it was on.  He hooked the bag
up onto the little nail in there and opened the clothespin keeping it closed. 
Dawn shivered and gripped the sink.  He helped her bend down so it was a better
position then sat on their vanity bench and pulled her so she was over his
lap.  "That's my girl," he praised.  Dawn was in needy hell.  The
vibrating eggs felt different surrounded by sterile water.  


 


Dawn's breath was hitching and she was wiggling.  He
smoothed a hand over her back, calming her down.  They didn't usually do an
enema this way; usually it was Dawn doing one to get ready for anal sex.  Dawn
was twitching and trying to breathe.  Clint checked the water then her. 
"Just a bit more," he soothed.  She was tense and whining.  The water
finished and he unhooked the bag, leaving in the plug.  Dawn was whining.  He
stroked over her.  "Lick me, Dawn.  You can relieve it in a few
minutes."  She shifted onto her knees carefully and licked him, looking up
at him.  He grinned down at her.  "Like that, yeah.  Make me yours,
Dawn."


 


She moaned and went deeper, making Clint get harder. 
"Can I please get rid of the water?"


 


"Not yet.  Are the eggs good?"


 


She shrugged a bit.  "Slightly but it's not conducting
the vibrations the same way."


 


"Hmm."  He pulled her off him, leaving a string of
drool from her lips to his cock.  He pulled out the plug.  "Go."  She
ran to the toilet to relieve that pressure.  "Bring out the eggs if they
fall out."


 


"Eww."


 


"They'll need cleaned anyway and I might want to do
another one."


 


"Clint," she complained.


 


"Dawn, I'm going to be tongue deep in you soon.  I want
it *very* clean when I have my dessert."  He grinned at her shivering. 
"Do I need to come distract you?"


 


"No."


 


"Okay."  He considered it.  He might want another
one.  He ran a warm washcloth to clean her up.  She'd do most of it but he'd
make sure.  She came out blushing.  He cleaned her gently, getting to tease her
through it.  He tasted her and smiled.  "Wonderful."  He pulled her
closer so he could lick her until she begged.


 


"Bed?" she panted.


 


"In a few.  Natasha's changing the sheets."  Dawn
gripped the edge of the vanity, letting Clint have his teasing time.  Clint
brought her to the edge and then backed off, gently teasing her back down.


 


Dawn was trying to touch herself but he was keeping her from
it.  "Switch with her?" she begged.


 


"No, not tonight.  Sorry.  We flipped a coin.  In two
days we get to switch so you have time to get less sore.  Which is also your
next day off."  He gave her one last lick and brought her out there.  The
bed was set up so they could sleep on it.  "Not helping?" he asked
with a slight pout.


 


"I will be.  My thigh is a bit sore.  I'll help by
distracting her."


 


Clint grinned at Dawn, who was shivering.  "That'll
work."  He climbed onto the bed and pulled her into his lap.  Dawn's ass
got stroked over then Clint handed Natasha a condom.  She grinned as she rolled
it down him then took the lube to reapply to both of them.  Dawn was groaning
and praying hard to the Goddess that they get on with it.  She was still needy,
even if she wasn't as needy as she had been before dinner.  That was about to
change.  Clint slid in, making Dawn gasp and grip his shoulders.  


 


"Easy," he whispered in her ear, getting another
shiver.  "It's going to be a long ride, Dawn."  He slowly thrust in
and let her meet him.  She knew how this position worked for them.  It was
going to be a long, slow, hard ride between them.  A hard thrust, then a slow
slide out.  A hard thrust, a pause, then a slow slide out.  Dawn was already
moaning and gasping.  Natasha's fingers had something to do with that but it
was all good for them any way it happened. 


 


"More," Dawn demanded, staring at him. 
"Please?"


 


He grinned.  "You'll get off, Dawn."


 


"Not concerned with that," she panted, kissing
him.  "Need more, Clint."


 


"I can do that."  He laid her back down carefully,
keeping in her.  That gave him better leverage for a faster, still hard ride. 
That's how Dawn liked it anyway.  Though, he was feeling that growling, primal
urge again since she was so sweaty and her skin had a nice flush to it. 
Maybe...."  He rode her extra hard, trying not to slip into that urge. 
She was scratching his arms for a handhold on his sweaty skin.  "Dawn,
dangerous," he warned.


 


She blinked up at him and wiggle free then flipped over and
licked Natasha's breast.  Clint growled and slid back into her, taking her
harder and faster.  Dawn shrieked in pleasure and bounced back to meet him. 
She could barely catch her breath.  Clint was sucking his way up her back until
she pushed back against him.  Being a pushy bottom flipped a few of his
switches and his primal urges knew that meant she needed to be claimed harder
and better.


 


"Calm down," Natasha ordered.  Dawn kissed her,
making her moan.


 


Clint smirked, slowing down some so his girls could play for
a bit.  Dawn wiggled but he spread her cheeks apart to get deeper into her
ass.  She pushed back.  "Wife," he said in her ear.  "You're not
going to want to sit tomorrow."  He thrust in hard.  Dawn moaned. 
"Is that what you want?"


 


"I just want you, Clint," she panted.  "It's
all good."  He groaned against her shoulder.  "Natasha needs
teased."


 


"Flip her around and be the dick teasing slut you are
for us," he told her.  She gave him a look.  "You do for me and no
one else."


 


She grinned.  "I love to tease you."  He growled
and pushed in harder.  Dawn moaned but Natasha helped by letting her distract
herself by licking and teasing her pussy.  Clint liked that.  All of him liked
that.  He hadn't been this hard in quite a while, and he wasn't near ready to
come yet.  Dawn... well, they had a great tub for her to soak in.  He kept
riding her, making her moan into Natasha's body, which made Natasha moan back. 
Clint was getting closer.  Dawn was pleading to come.  


 


Clint slammed in a few times and let himself come, pinching
Dawn's clit to make her go over too.  Dawn's mind flashed open, drawing theirs
in.  She couldn't help it and they wouldn't deny her that release too.  She was
over stimulated but they could make her shake apart.  Natasha moved to tease
her instead and Dawn shrieked out loud and mentally, finally coming apart. 
They panted, calming down.  Clint slowly pulled out, taking off the condom to
throw out.  Dawn was wincing and hissing as she laid down. 


 


Natasha kissed her, cuddling her front.  "Are you all
right?  We can run you a tub."


 


"Don't you dare move," she said hoarsely.  "I
will pout and not give you oral sex for *days*."


 


Natasha smiled.  "I won't move them.  Clint could run
it."  She shook her head, pulling Clint against her backside.  "Fine,
we will cuddle.  I set the clock to get us up a half-hour early so you could do
some soaking."  Dawn grinned and snuggled in, making sure Clint was
against her back by trapping his arm over her chest.  Natasha wrapped around
her front, and Dawn fell asleep faster than she ever had.


 


Clint watched as the green glow slowly faded, staring at
Natasha, who was smiling back.  "The cream that relieves pain?" he
mouthed.  She pointed in the bathroom.  "Safe?"  She nodded. 
"She'll need it."  Natasha smiled and nodded.  He yawned.  "I'm
exhausted."  He shifted some and fell asleep with his head tucked
underneath Dawn's hair.  Natasha let them sleep, slowly stroking over Dawn's
side when she fussed a bit.  She finally fell asleep too.  It was a good night
to be Dawn.


 


***


 


Dawn came off the elevator in the morning and stood to sort
the mail, handing it over. 


 


Pepper watched how she was walking.  "Do you need the
infirmary?" she hissed.  "I'll go find my softball bat to beat them
with."


 


Dawn shook her head, blushing some.  "They flipped a
coin to see which one got which hole, Pepper," she hissed.  Pepper
shivered.  Dawn nodded.  "Thankfully there's a numbing cream."  She
walked out to do her lab rounds.  She was *sore* but she could almost walk
normally.


 


She walked past Tony in the hallway and he turned to walk
her off to her desk.  She hissed and winced as she sat down.  He stared down at
her.  "Infirmary?"


 


"Butt sex," she admitted with a blush, not looking
up at him.  "A lot of butt sex."


 


Tony was blushing too.  "Okay, TMI, but want the day
off?"


 


"No, I can stand," she said.


 


"Uh-huh.  You have to sit sometime today."  She
looked up at him.  "Take something?"


 


"Have."


 


"Need checked?" he asked.  She shook her head
quickly.  "You sure?"


 


"Already did."


 


"Here?"


 


"Clint.  Numbing cream," she assured him with a
smile.  He stared at her.  "Four hours of butt sex," she mouthed.


 


"Oh!"  He nodded.  "Seen that problem then,
yeah.  Want Pepper's little seat ring?"


 


Dawn shook her head.  "No thanks."  He walked into
the office and closed the door, sharing a smirk with Pepper.  Who was
giggling.  Dawn calmed herself down and went back on her lab rounds. 
Thankfully Andrew was too busy cooing over their kids to notice she couldn't
really walk properly.  Bruce wasn't in his lab but had left his reports.  She
ran into Steve in the hallway back to the office.


 


He stared at her.  "Should I beat one of them for
you?"


 


"You do and you're going to be taking your shield up
your ass," she muttered, staring at him.  "It was playing too
hard."  He blushed, looking down and shaking his head.  "Really, I'm
okay.  If they had been mean I would've already killed them."


 


"Good point."  He helped her back to her desk,
watching her wince as she sat down.  He realized what that was.  "Tony's
done that to me many days," he said quietly, going into the office. 
"She looks like I did after our anniversary."  Tony smirked at him. 
"Though she said if I beat them for it, she was going to shove my shield
somewhere indelicate."


 


"She probably could," Pepper admitted. 
"Shrinking it and then teleporting it."


 


Steve gave her a look then kissed her on the head. 
"Usually that's a Dawn thought, Pepper."  He walked off blushing. 
Bucky was still in the training area but Callia was over to talk to him about
things.  He stared at her.  "How did you get in here?"


 


"I knocked until someone let me in," she said with
a grin.  "We Starks are sneaky bitches."


 


"Added more time to your grounding," he assured
her with a smile.


 


She sighed but shrugged. "I'll be grounded so long that
I'll eventually catch up to the grade I'm in as I age into it anyway."  He
gave her a pointed look.  "You won't even let me do homework."


 


"Yeah, try that again," he said dryly, pointing. 
"You had a social studies paper due yesterday your dad said you didn't
do."


 


"You have my tablet and my laptop.  How do you expect
me to do papers?"


 


"Pen, paper?  The old fashioned way," he said with
a smirk.  "Now."  She huffed but went to do that.  "Add on
another page while you're at it."  She pouted but went to her room to work
on that.  Steve looked up and shook his head then looked at Bruce. 
"Dawn's in a cranky mood since she can't sit."


 


"Do we need to beat them?"


 


"She promised to shove my shield somewhere when I
offered."


 


"Ah!  That sort of sore."  Bruce shook his head
but he was smiling.  "It can be fun."  Steve blushed bright red.


 


"I think he knows that, Dr. Banner," Bucky said
with a grin for him.


 


"Slightly.  I could still sit."


 


"You have advanced healing," Bruce quipped. 
"So do I.  Dawn doesn't."  He looked over as the two missing avengers
walked in.  "Should we say something about why Dawn's too sore to
sit?"


 


Clint grinned.  "We flipped a coin, Bruce, and until
you can straighten out her mom, no you can't."


 


He groaned.  "I have no idea.  I asked but she brushed
it off."


 


"I find talking to Dawn after sex works best,"
Natasha quipped.  "She'll actually say things she never meant to tell
us."


 


Clint nodded.  "Yup."


 


Bruce shook his head.  "I'd rather enjoy it than use it
for interrogation."


 


"We don't," Clint assured him with an evil smirk. 
"For that, there's Godiva chocolates."  Bruce's mouth flopped open. 
"Dawn *loves* a few of their candy bar flavors."


 


"Damn you're mean," Bucky said, starting to
laugh.  "Can you use that in an official one?"


 


"Depends on the person," Natasha admitted. 
"I've used drugged chocolate and hot chocolate in the past."


 


"I don't usually interrogate.  I usually fire instead
of ask questions," Clint said.  He looked around.  "I'd almost expect
the sword-using jackass to be hovering."


 


"Sent him off earlier," Steve sighed.  "He's
pouting.  Beya wanted to know where Philip is."


 


"The twins stole him last night to visit Sean,"
Natasha said, rolling her eyes.


 


Dawn limped in.  "We have to talk to the girls anyway. 
Diana decided she wanted to know what making out was like and asked one of the
young Marines."


 


Bruce looked at her.  "Want me to tell your
mother?"


 


"No, she and I are having a talk when she gets back
here."  They got beamed in, with Sean scowling.  "Sean, she's underage
but some day she's going to date." 


 


"Not today and not with the Marines on Atlantis,"
he said firmly.  "We should respect them for the warriors they are, not
treat them like tonsil hockey instructors," he told his sister.


 


"Mom was fifteen when she got kissed."


 


"You're fourteen and Mom would kick your ass,"
Sean countered.


 


Dawn whistled.  "Stop it."  They both stared at
her.  "Artemis, please take Philip up to Beya?"


 


"No," she pouted.  "He's going to help me in
the gym."  She walked off happier.


 


Sean groaned.  "Aunt Dawn, can we talk before you have
the longer talk with my sister?"


 


"Why?"  He walked over to hiss in her ear. 
"I understand that."  She hugged him.  "I'll talk to her later. 
You?"


 


"I....  I kinda do but I kinda don't.  If we could move
the city there, then I'd be *really* happy."


 


"Don't suggest that, there's demons that can do
that," she quipped.  Sean's eyes went wide and he stared at her.  She
nodded.  "We'll talk later."  Sean nodded and walked over to talk to
his grandfather about that botanist.  Dawn looked over.  "Do I need my
sword again?"


 


"No, she said if she hears you're there she's going to
hide for her life inside the decontamination chambers.  She might even put
herself in stasis so she doesn't have to wait."


 


"Hell no," Clint told him.  "She needs to get
a life."  Sean grinned at him.  "Sean, this is Bucky, a friend of
your Uncle Steve's from the old days."


 


Sean blinked at him.  "Were you in ice too?"


 


"Not exactly."


 


"Huh."  He shook his hand then grinned at his
uncle.  "Ronon said I need to spar against others so I don't get too used
to his style."


 


"Sure, kid, we can spar."  Sean beamed and
nodded.  "You going to do it in that?"


 


He nodded.  "I do most days."  He got up. 
"Let me stretch?"


 


"We can work together," Natasha said, taking him
off to the side to help him stretch.  She was the better fighter between her
and Clint.


 


Dawn looked at them.  "It's my day to spar too."


 


Clint grinned.  "You sure you want to do that?"


 


"No."  He laughed and hugged her, kissing her on
the forehead.  "Let me go talk to Diana."  She walked off. 
"Artemis, go help your brother," she called into the gym.  "He's
sparring with your aunt."


 


"Yes, Auntie.  C'mon, Philip, we'll go watch Sean
spar.  You'll like that."  She carried him up there babbling the whole
way.


 


Dawn found Diana sulking with Pepper and helped her up. 
"Let's go talk."


 


"I just wanted to find out!" she protested. 
"He wasn't going to go farther."


 


"Most boys would've tried to go farther and when you
realized it felt good, would've nudged you to go all the way," Tony said
simply.  "Which you're at least two years too young for.  Your body still
has some growing to do.  The only thing you should be wondering about your
body's responses is to your own touch.  That way boys can't show you how good
something feels as a way to get into your panties."  Diana was blushing. 
"And if you're still blushing about it, it's too soon to do anything with
it."


 


"That's a good outlook," Dawn agreed.  "We're
going to the admin breakroom."  She took her that way, settling in on the
couch in there to talk to her.  She needed the big girl talk apparently.


 


***


 


Demons all over the plane looked at earth and New York City
when they heard that idea.  They looked at their higher ups, who would not be
pleased, but it would solve a lot of problems and it wasn't like the demigods
couldn't get back.  Right?  So maybe.....


 


Plus, it would be a favor to the former senior slayer before
her children caused much brain damage due to lack of oxygen to the higher brain
in many men.  Especially over Sean.


 


***


 


Artemis felt something going on and blinked. 
"Diana!" she yelled.  "Sean!"  They both came running. 
They were at home.  "Something's wrong.  Uncle John's not there."


 


Diana concentrated, she had better sensing skills. 
"Atlantis isn't there."  They shared a look.  They linked like
Callia's coven of teachers had taught them, finding it.  "It's on
Asgard."  The three kids shared a look then ran to pack.  They could find
Thor.  He was on Earth.


 


They went to SHIELD, where he probably was.  Nope.  No Uncle
Phil either.  They concentrated.  Diana could do the moving spell they had been
taught for emergencies.  They landed in front of Thor and a lady friend of
his.  "Uncle Thor, someone sent Atlantis to Asgard," Sean reported. 
"We need to get there to help them.  The city might die if not.  She's not
meant to be somewhere that magic heavy and we can't feel Uncle John at
all."


 


Thor sensed that way and frowned.  "Who would do
such?" he muttered.  He kissed his friend on the forehead.  "Lady
Jane, these are Buffy and the warrior Hylal's children, now being raised by
their aunt Dawn.  This is Artemis, Diana, and Sean."


 


She smiled and waved.  "Hi, kids.  I hope they're
okay."


 


"Me as well.  Atlantis is ancient beyond even my
years," Thor said.  He took them to the Bifrost and up to Asgard that
way.  Once there they drew him with them.  They were used to the magic on
Asgard, they had been raised with it and using it.


 


"Why in the mother fucking hell is there *SNOW*!"
a pissed off, shrieking male voice shouted.  "We do not have snow like
this in the US or in Canada and Canada is half snow for part of the year! 
There isn't even snow like this at the Antarctic Outpost!"  A pause. 
"YOU'RE THE DAMN GOD, YOU FIX IT!" got yelled even louder.


 


Sean blinked.  "Wow, Rodney's in a mood."  He
walked them to the lab.  "Welcome to Asgard," he said.  Rodney quit
huffing and screaming to stare at him.  Sean nodded.  "By the way, this is
Thor."


 


Rodney nodded at him.  "Welcome to Atlantis."


 


"She is a beauteous city that is beyond all thoughts of
modern and godly men," he said, patting a wall.  "Well met, Atlantis,
and welcome to our home of Asgard."


 


"Thank you, God Thor.  How did we get here?" the
city's AI asked.


 


"Demons," Artemis said.  "I can feel the
demonic magic around you, Atlantis."  The AI huffed.  "Sorry?"


 


"That explains a lot and why I have a headache,"
John said, rubbing his forehead.  "Even beyond the screaming fit." 
He glared at Rodney.  "Rodney, reconfigure her to weaker sunlight and more
snow.  It'll be snowing a lot around here."  He looked at the kids. 
"Where on Asgard are we?" he asked Thor.


 


He sensed.  "On the Lake of Wailing."


 


John winced.  "Great.  But hey, not near the giants of
any kind."  He was still rubbing his forehead.  Diana moved forward to
help him ease it.  "Thanks, kiddo."  He hugged her.  "Why did
you three show up?"


 


"We are native and it's good to have native
guides," Sean quipped.  "Like with Teyla and Ronon."


 


"And hey, no wraith up here," Artemis said with a
grin.  She was slightly behind Thor and spotted something.  "Thor, are you
injured?"  She pushed him into a chair and moved his cape to look at his
shoulder.  "Who cut you so?" she demanded, scowling at him. 
"They are hopefully in tiny motes of godly anger!"  She summoned a
first aid kit and babied it for him.


 


He smiled slightly at her.  "It was nothing,
Artemis."


 


"Bull!"  She stared at him.  "Warriors have
to be healthy or else they're a danger in battle to others.  Even the tiniest
scratch can infect because it could have who knows what on it.  Even Mom got
one and she's got, had, super healing."  He smiled.  She finished
bandaging it, ignoring her brother and sister huffing.  She glared at them
finally.  "Some of us are maternal."  They quieted down.  She taped
down the last corner.  "There, Thor.  Well tended and clean again so it is
not a danger to Asgard's First Son and greater hero."  She adjusted his
cape and blushed, putting back the first aid box.


 


John stared at her.  "You're taking medic
classes."


 


"I'm taking sword sister classes as well," she
said dryly.  "Auntie agreed."


 


Thor let out a deep moan.  "Artemis, that is dangerous
and you would have to go into battle."


 


She looked at him.  "If I should pick a warrior, then
it only makes sense I help him with his duties until I start to bear spawn to
carry on his blood.  Then I will fall back to guarding our home and
spawn."


 


He smiled but blushed.  "That is the woman's way,
yes."  He stood up.  "Well tended, thank thee."  She blushed and
giggled, looking away.  He patted her awkwardly on the arm.  "Jonathan,
how do you want to solve this?"


 


"I know not how to solve this," he said in Norse. 
"Or else I would have already.  Because the amount of bitching we'll hear
over this will not end.  Even my brother does not get as much bitching as this
will cause."  The kids laughed and nodded.


 


Xander appeared, looking around.  "Atlantis, my cabin
is at this point," he said, putting down a crystal.  "Use it as a
marker to start making a map?"


 


"I can do so, Xander.  Thank you.  This is a strange
realm that seems to shift and expend or contract as if breathing."


 


"As the tree wills it," Xander agreed.  "It's
only the outer lands that sometimes expand.  Sometimes the Corridor of Doom
that's between us and Buffy's former house by that cabin."


 


"Interesting."


 


Odin appeared, looking around.  "What be this?" he
demanded.


 


"This be Atlantis, Father," Thor said, nodding
politely at him.  "Demons hath moved her here for some reason."


 


Artemis looked at him.  "Apparently they were a pain to
the demons trying bad things."  Thor nodded that was probably true.


 


Odin stared at her.  "You are but a mortal girl."


 


She smirked.  "Nay, Odin All Father, we are the
daughters and son of a warrior and a slayer.  We are not meager mortals nor are
we 'girls'.  We are near our majority and our godfather has made sure we will
have proper adult hunts coming up."  She stared at him.  "Even if the
Gods do curse our mother for being loud when Daddy Hylal enjoys her." 
Odin blushed and cleared his throat.


 


"Most of us enjoy them being happy," Xander said
dryly.  He patted her on the back.  "Go to each and every single soldier
and scientist to get their name and rank for O'Neill just in case.  Get them to
do an inventory of what you have, have science do an inventory of what they
need to make the city ice and snow capable."  They nodded and did that for
him.


 


"She wishes to be a Sword Sister?" Thor asked
quietly.


 


"No, she wishes to learn so her future warrior husband
won't have to worry if he must go battle something."


 


Thor grinned.  "It is a pure woman's way."  He
looked at the huffy scientists.  "We will see which demons did this so
perhaps they can undo it."


 


Xander shrugged.  "Phil's looking into it."  John
sat down and looked up, shaking his head.  "Yeah, basically."  He
grinned then at Odin.  "At least nothing will be coming from this lake for
years until we can move this Ancient city back."


 


"Ancient?" he asked.


 


"Yes, made by the Ascended Ones," Xander said. 
"This is *the* Atlantis, Odin All Father.  The One That Sails Through
Stars."


 


Odin gaped, looking at John.  "You are Senior
here?"


 


"I'm the head of the soldiers and warriors here,"
John said.  He pointed.  "Rodney is the head of the scientists." 


 


"He be your consort?" Odin asked.


 


"Nay," John said firmly.  "We are not suited
to each other, Odin All Father.  For I like soft, wiggly things that have
breasts and so does he.  No matter how often love gods tried to make that
thought work."


 


Odin cleared his throat.  "You must tell your
people."


 


"I will," Xander said.  "John's in shock,
Grandfather.  He needs to rest."


 


Odin nodded.  "Transporting realms without your
authority can do that.  Next time, use the bridge."  He disappeared.


 


Xander and John shared a look.  "Let me tell
someone."  He looked at Thor.  "Can you help them set up relations
with the local villages?"


 


"Aye.  What of the Monster?"


 


Xander shrugged.  "Let them play with it?"  He
disappeared.  He landed in front of Hera.  "Mother!" he shouted.  She
appeared with a squeak.  "Demons have seen fit to move the city of
Atlantis to the Lake of Wailing on Asgard.  Including with John."


 


Hera burst out laughing.  "I needed that giggle,
Xander."


 


He smirked.  "Do you think I'm really joking?" 
She gaped and searched then burst out swearing.  "Yup."  He looked at
his mother, who was staring up then growling.  "So, let's leave John
alone.  He's got a light case of backlash.  Buffy's kids are helping right
now.  Phil's finding the demons who did it so we know why and if it can be
reversed."  He looked at his mother.  "Leave John be, Mom.  He's got
a migraine."  He disappeared back to earth, appearing in front of a fuming
O'Neill.  Phil appeared next to him.  "Anything?"


 


"Atlantis was going to be a major help in an upcoming apocalypse
battle.  They wanted it out of the way.  They knew it wouldn't be hurt on
Asgard, as they consider her a holy spot and shrine.  They knew that Buffy's
kids could help them if necessary like the former natives in Pegasus
did."  O'Neill nodded tersely.  "Beyond that, the demons who did it
used their whole life force I'm told.  They basically committed suicide to make
sure their plan worked.  The apocalypse they're talking about is in about ten
months."  He handed Xander the book with the bookmark sticking out.


 


"They're fine, O'Neill.  I checked.  They're
reconfiguring her to last through the snow and weaker sunlight.  They're on the
Lake of Wails."


 


"Like hump back?" O'Neill asked.


 


"No, as in like Nessie who moans a lot," he
quipped, reading it over.  "Fuck!"


 


Phil smirked slightly.  "Which is why they wanted the
city out of harm's way in all meanings of the word."


 


Xander showed him.  "They would've tried to destroy the
city anyway."


 


He read over the translated copy.  "How many prophecies
of apocalypses are there?"


 


"That depends on what realm you're on," Xander
said.  "On Asgard, there's one for everything.  You can sneeze and there's
a prophecy about it."  Phil tried not to laugh.  "Seriously!  There's
one that said I'd get the runs so bad I'd bleed from it."  He brought that
book to show Phil.  Who did laugh.


 


"So how reliable is this one about the next bad thing
coming?" O'Neill asked.


 


Xander looked.  "First, that's not a bad thing
coming."  He pointed.  "That word translates into 'warriors of light'
in one version and 'angels' in another.  Second, they seem to think so."


 


O'Neill considered that for a second.  "Okay, so are
there actually angels?"


 


Xander shrugged.  "There's pantheons that don't speak
to the rest of us."


 


"Wouldn't you *know*?" O'Neill asked.


 


"No.  See, there's two types of pantheons.  There's the
ones that create the people they serve and there's ones that are created by the
people they serve.  Ones like the Norse, the Greek, the Egyptian, the Hindu
pantheons were there first and then created our peoples.  Which we then merged
at a huge meeting way back when to standardize things for ease of catching
power," he said with a hand wave.  "There's ones that're created by
the people believing that strongly.  Those ones tend to be persnickety, tend to
not want to associate with our earlier pantheons or the more powerful ones, and
tend to be a bit isolationist.  There's a few of the isolationist sort in the
prior ones but that's mostly because they're on the verge of having no one who
remembers them, so therefore are dying out, or they're jackasses and we told
them to go away."


 


"Would anyone know?" O'Neill asked.


 


"I can ask some of the Elder Ones."  He shrugged.
"Thoth, may I have a moment?" he called.


 


The Egyptian God of Wisdom appeared.  "What's happened
beyond Atlantis being displaced?"  Xander handed over the book then the
other one.  He smiled.  "I was going to say, that's happened
already."  He patted Xander on the back.


 


"He wanted to know how many prophecies there were.  I
was proving a point."  He sent that back home.  "It sent up a wailing
of people worried I'd die from it," he told O'Neill.


 


Thoth shook his head.  "I remember that bout of food
poisoning but it was not that severe."  He read over the prophecy,
scowling.  "Was that not on that box that shows pictures?" he
muttered.


 


Phil nodded.  "It was.  So probably not on this
realm?"


 


"Not unless they've been shoved here," Thoth said,
handing the book back with a sigh.  "Thankfully.  We're due for another
one about then."  Xander and Phil stared at him.  He smiled.  "Have
we not been listening to the kitten poker circuit, boys?"


 


"I haven't had time," Xander admitted.  "Dawn
would've but her spouses made her quit winning them weapons again."


 


Thoth nodded.  "About then we're looking at a plane
being desperate enough to break through to flee their madman in charge.  I have
no idea how we'll handle that."


 


Xander nodded.  "Which plane?"


 


"Ezetea."


 


Xander thought and shook his head.  "The one with the
palm trees?"  Thoth smiled and nodded.  "They have a despot or just
someone like that idiot in Rome?"


 


"More like that idiot in Rome."


 


"Great!" Xander said snidely.  "Let me go end
that for them."


 


"Like debauching children for fun and games then
murdering them according to Roman history?" Jack asked.


 


Thoth nodded.  "They have a ceremony for that yearly in
the religion he created."


 


Xander looked up.  "I'll go fix it."  He smiled at
the elder one.  "Thanks."


 


"Welcome, Xander.  They say he'd ascend and kill the
people."


 


"I doubt that.  I can handle it."  Thoth patted
him again and disappeared.  He looked at Phil.  "We've got to play some
kitten poker tonight in LA."


 


"Sure."  He looked at O'Neill.  "They did say
the city should be safe."


 


"Baldr?" Xander called.  He appeared, blinking
hard at the bright lights.  "How long will it take us to move Atlantis
back here by the Bifrost?"


 


"It is not possible at this time. We would have to
build a carrier for it to go along the Bifrost, nephew.  Though I cannot fathom
any other method unless it is moving it down the levels of the Tree of
Life."


 


Xander considered it then shook his head.  "Too much
risk of breaking branches that hold other realms."  Baldr nodded that was
a risk.  "Okay.  Can you get Diama, her head geeks, and a few others like
Hephaestus together so we can figure it out?  They need their soldiers back
here."


 


"I can or make sure that the Bifrost can be used now
and then to transport people back home or things up there.  I know for now they
need blankets."


 


"I'll have Xander bring some supplies up later,"
Jack O'Neill said.  "Thank you, Lord Baldr."


 


He smiled.  "My mini version in space would like
you."


 


"He did a few times.  I took that Thor fishing a few
times."


 


Baldr laughed and smiled.  "Good!"  He went to
gather them so they could devise a plan.


 


Xander looked at Phil.  "I'll tell the Director,"
Phil promised.  "And Dawn."  He disappeared.


 


Xander looked at O'Neill.  "Give me a few hours.  John
has backlash."


 


"Like you did?"


 


"Less intense.  His migraine's going to last for days
but not as badly."


 


"Okay," he agreed.  "We'll deal with it
however we can.  I need to tell the Joint Chief's."


 


Xander took the book and grinned.  "Let me,
O'Neill."  He disappeared, going to DC.  "Hey, Dad?" he called
once he was in the White House with the new president.  He grinned.  "Hi,
Xander Harris.  God Protectorate of Humanity."


 


"I've been briefed on you, Xander.  Is there a
problem?"


 


"Yup.  You'll need a few generals and I need
Dad."  Loki appeared.  "You still have contacts who have to
know."  Loki groaned and sat down.  The generals got brought in. 
"Hey."


 


One growled.  "Harris."


 


Xander smiled.  "I'm doing O'Neill a favor so you can't
bite him.  Some demons got hold of this prophecy, which we're considering
slim."  He handed over the book.  "And moved Atlantis to
Asgard."


 


His father stared at him.  "Excuse me?"


 


"It's on the Lake of Wails.  Odin and Thor both know. 
Baldr's gathering creating and tinkering gods plus Diama to see if they can get
it back sooner."


 


Loki took the book from the general whimpering in misery. 
He read it.  "That can't happen here." 


 


"They committed suicide to make sure the city couldn't
interfere in the battle and could not get the holy site and shrine hurt,"
Xander said.  "John has a slight case of backlash.  I've told Hera and
Mom."


 


Loki rubbed his forehead, looking at him.  He scanned where
Atlantis had been then up on Asgard.  "Dear Lord Janus, you aren't
joking," he muttered.


 


The president looked at him.  "You pray to Janus?"


 


Loki smirked slightly.  "We chaos gods all pray to each
other when we need a boost of help.   The others generally don't like
us."  He handed the book over to him as he looked at his son.  "So
this is an announcement that their valued ancient city with futuristic weapons
is on the wrong plane?"


 


"Which has a faster time zone," Xander said.


 


The generals looked at each other then at him. 
"What?" one asked.


 


"Time runs faster up there," Loki said.  "Two
weeks to one of your mortal days."  He was getting a migraine.  "Is
it time for your powering outburst, son?"


 


"No, Dad.  I had not a thing to do with this.  This was
a demonic plan."  He grinned.  "Though, Buffy's kids are up there
helping.  They got your brother up there to help John too.  Which is why Odin
showed up."


 


Loki kept rubbing, wincing some as the migraine started. 
"How are we getting it back?"


 


"Baldr's working on it with the creating and tinkering
sorts.  Get Stark up to that?"


 


"I think I shall then have a large drink."  He
stood up.  "Let me tell my contacts so they know not to count on that if
something should happen."  He disappeared.


 


Xander shrugged and grinned.  "He's in with the
Blandenburg people.  Keeps him out of my hair or nagging for grandkids." 
He smiled at the generals.  "I have no idea what you need to do. 
O'Neill's sending up cold weather supplies tonight through me.  Sheppard's got
a migraine from hell, partially from McKay yelling about being somewhere that
is full of snow."  He took the book back with a grin at the president. 
"We think it's unlikely.  At the same time, there's portents that're
showing that a realm with a despot idiot in charge may have a refugee thing. 
I'm going to work on stopping that later and my mate will tell his
director."


 


"Please," the president agreed, nodding. 
"Before we think it's a new invasion."


 


"They have things like kids being sacrificed for fun in
his religion he's made," Xander said.  "I'm thinking, I'm a pretty
decent warrior and I can overthrow people.  It'll probably be easier than the
last one." 


 


"Sure, please do," the president said with a
smile.  Xander smirked back and disappeared.  He looked at the generals. 
"Who has O'Neill's number?"  They pointed at the red phone so he
called.  "O'Neill, I need updated information from up there."


 


"Sir, we have a personnel list, we're starting on an
inventory list," Jack said, sounding tired.  "I was having
conniptions about the city disappearing when I heard and then Xander showed up
to tell me why, with his mate having asked how."


 


"We need a need list," the head general said. 
"Today."


 


"Already working on it, sir, but needless to say it's
all going to be cold gear.  Apparently Asgard is fairly snowy.  Which I'm sure
McKay must love."


 


"Just get it to us and ignore the ranting for now.  If
he gets it out of his system maybe he'll come up with some improbable machine
to get them back sooner so he doesn't have to snowshoe anywhere," the
president said.


 


"The Lake of Wails has a Nessie-like creature that
likes to moan according to the email I just got," O'Neill said.  "So
the mystical email system works again, sirs."


 


"Great," the president agreed.  "Give us an
update at 0900 tomorrow, O'Neill."


 


"Yes, sir."  He hung up.


 


The president looked at his generals.  "If time runs
faster do we have to adjust checks?"  They nodded they probably did. 
"Do we tell their families?"  They shared a look then nodded, going
to send people to do that while they talked about things.


 


The president found the bottles of mead Loki and his consort
had left, pouring a large mug of some of the oldest.  It was a great thing to
have on hand for an O'Neill-level headache.  He hadn't known why he had his own
classification of headache before but now he was starting to realize.


 


***


 


Loki appeared with a smirk but his eyes looked pained. 
"My son has said you need in on the tinkering conference about how to get
Atlantis back home.  It's on Asgard so grab something warmer than a tank
top?"


 


Dawn stormed in.  "Where are the twins?"


 


Loki looked at her.  "My son said they went to help the
city acclimate to the Lake of Wails."  Dawn slumped, staring at him.  He
nodded.  "He's to go to the planning meeting on how to get them back
home."  He stared at her.  "Do you wish to go?"


 


"No."  She huffed.  "I'll send them stuff in
a few days.  By then their clothes will be worn out and they'll have
grown."  She rubbed her forehead.  "I'll help Xander get stuff up
there."  She walked off mentally planning how to do things.  Natasha was
wondering why she was planning this as they weren't moving up there.  She told
her and Natasha stopped in the middle of a spar, getting hit by Steve.  She
squeezed her eyes shut and shuddered.


 


Clint looked over, nodding.  "Yeah, me too.  Atlantis
is on Asgard, guys."  Steve and Bruce both stared at him then moaned and
shook their heads.


 


Tony grabbed a shirt and a jacket, letting Loki take him up
there.  "Hey," he said as he was let free.  "How can I
help?"


 


Hephaestus pointed at a chair.  "We're waiting on a few
more to get here.  Any idea how this happened?"  Phil appeared with the
book and a report.  Then he left.  "Okay," he said, reading it and
passing it on.  The other creating Gods groaned.


 


***


 


Diama appeared in front of Rodney, looking around then at
him.  "How?" she asked with a point.  "You're not a god."


 


"Demons," he said.  "Which does displease me
in a way that usually means I blow things up."


 


Diama patted him on the hand, nodding.  "I would too. 
Come, we'll vent at other Gods.  John?"


 


"Go ahead, Diama.  Take Radek too.  See if you can get
Sam Carter?"  She hugged him and he grinned.  "Just a bit of
backlash."


 


"You'll be okay."  She took her two favorite geeks
and the one that she wanted to smack upside the head up there.  She sat down on
the stool that was going to compensate for her smaller height.  "I brought
my geeks."  She read the report, grimacing.  "Idiot poopy
heads."  She handed it to Rodney.  "Ares said to quit swearing and so
did Hera," she said at the looks she was getting.


 


"It is uncouth," Rodney agreed, reading it over
then the prophecy.  "Is it going to happen?"


 


The older gods all shook their heads.  "Probably
not," one of the Celtic creating gods said dryly.  "Unless they get
shoved over here from their realm."  Rodney groaned.  "Where on
Asgard are you?"


 


"The Lake of Wails according to Thor and Xander,"
Rodney said.  Radek sat down on Diama's other side.  "All I know is that
suddenly there was a lot of snow and that it was colder than Canada ever was
when I was there."


 


Diama patted him on the hand.  "You survived outpost. 
Can do it again.  She's a pretty smart lady and she can make it warmer once we
repair things."  She looked at a few of them.  "Need engineers to
help him repair things.  They're on a magic world now."





 


"We need more ZPM but I'd never do that on an inhabited
planet or realm," Rodney said.


 


"You can do it safely," Sam Carter said.


 


Diama looked at her then smacked her upside the head. 
"People live there and ZPM's are dangerous.  Be a real scientist for a
change instead of stupid bimbo weapon of destruction."   Sam sat down and
slumped.  Diama looked up and prayed to Hera for strength.  She looked at the
other gods.  "Things need to be built but for right now, not sure if
should build village next to the lake to spare city or not."


 


"The twins and Sean were raised up there so they're
helping us with the natives," Radek said.  "Plus getting a few of the
Marines to hunt down some deer.  I know the creature we scanned and found is a
bit friendly.  He showed up to nuzzle a few of the Marines.  He even quit
wailing about it." 


 


Hephaestus smiled.  "It's lonely."


 


"Maybe we can find some version of the Loch Ness
Monster and set them up," Rodney said dryly, cracking a few up.  "Is
there any hope of getting us home in a slightly scientific manner?"


 


"The only three ways off Asgard are climbing down the
Tree of Life, using the Bifrost bridge, and having a powerful artifact to send
you off," Thor said from his corner.  "The Tesseract isn't going to
have enough power to get the city itself down.  We can move the people using
the Bifrost but that would leave her up there."


 


"No, we promised not to abandon her unless we had
to," Rodney said.  "Her AI was very lonely in the eons she was under
water in Pegasus."


 


Thor nodded.  "That's kind of you and good of you
both."  He looked at the creating gods.  "Is one a more likely
method?"


 


"The Tree is dangerous.  If something's too big it can
snap some support branches.  Then again, the Tree is huge," Baldr said. 
"It might take years to fly her through that because you'd have to stop
every once in a while as it grows to plot your route."  He shifted. 
"To use the Bifrost to move the city, we'd have to create some sort of
energy envelope so she'd fit on the bridge first and to make it so she could
use it at all.  It's meant for humans, not mechanicals."


 


"What about those things like Dawn's chamber
necklaces?" Tony offered.  "Not exactly but can we build something
like that for the city to land itself in so it can be moved that way?"


 


"Chamber necklaces?" Hephaestus asked.  Diama
grinned and created a picture of them.  She loved those things.  "I've
seen them in theory."


 


"She has a few that she uses to store weapons for
battles in," Tony said.  "It minimizes and hides the weapons in it so
no one can tell."


 


They considered it.  "That would be the best way to get
it down the Bifrost," Baldr agreed.  "Or else we'd have to build one
specially for the city and it'll take years mortal time.  Probably about two
years mortal time."


 


"One year per lunar month," Tony said, considering
it.  "That's over two decades for the people up there."


 


"Such a container could be built within six
months," one of the Celtic builders said.  "Putting the magic on it
would take longer."


 


"What if we used an existing structure?" Radek
offered.  "Something like a cargo shipping container put together?  Does
it have to be metal or wood?"


 


"Wood would work better but metal isn't forbidden on
the Bifrost.  What are cargo shipping containers?"  Tony sketched them. 
"We could put a few together easily enough," Baldr said, looking at
the gods who would have to do that.


 


"Aye," one of them said.  He was from Roque's
people.  "They're not hard to expand.  Would the Key help us?"


 


"As long as it didn't endanger her, the child she just
had, or her spouses," Tony said.


 


They blinked.  "Why would it matter to her
spouses?" that god asked.


 


"They're linked like Xander and Phil are," Diama
said with a smile.  "All telepathicy and stuff."  The gods shared a
look then at her.  She nodded.


 


Tony nodded.  "According to the book I borrowed from
Dawn to look it up, it's like the mortal version of what Phil and Xander have. 
Soul-bound links with telepathic bonds between them."


 


The god from Roque's people nodded once.  "How did Phil
and Xander do that?"


 


"Accident," Tony said.


 


"It figures.  If something like that could be done, we
should've expected Xander to."  A few of the others laughed.  "So, we
can take something that's already built and put the spells on it?"


 


"That should take six months at the most," Diama
said.  "Probably?"  They nodded.  "Because that's like six years
to the people on the city."


 


"We can move the people via the Bifrost, Diama,"
Baldr said.  "That way they don't have to stay for that if they have
families or the like."  She smiled and nodded. 


 


"The Stargate program has dealt with time dilation
fields in the past," Rodney said.  "They're disturbing but we've seen
worse.  We'll manage because we always do."  Diama beamed and patted him
on the wrist.  He smiled back.  "We have to find a world to make ZPM
on."


 


"Use the machines on Talamus."


 


"Where's that?" Radek asked.


 


She gave him a confused look.  "You don't know where
that is?"  He shook his head.  "Huh.  Key?"  Dawn appeared,
blinking at her.  "They don't know where Talamus is."


 


"It's presently closed," she told her.  "I
can't open it myself, Diama, and they'd need to get one of the Guardians to
open it for them.  Is there something there they need?  There's a Guardian in
LA right now.   We were going this weekend to introduce Buffy's kids to her
former friends."


 


"The filling machine is there," she said.


 


"Oh!"  She considered it.  "I'll have someone
come with me."  Diama smiled and nodded.  "Let me get back there. 
Pepper's having a fit on someone."


 


"Why?" Tony asked.


 


"Told her she was pregnant looking again, boss." 
She disappeared.  She looked at Pepper.  "Tony's at the meeting with the
other creating gods over Atlantis.  Diama just had a question and a request to
take to someone in LA."


 


"Sure," Pepper agreed, staring at her.  "You
went back in time again."


 


"They're slightly out of time."  She checked to
make sure.  Nothing marked by Phil or Xander for her to handle.  The her in the
outer room disappeared.  She shrugged.  "We're good."  Pepper smiled
slightly.  "The kids are on Asgard though."


 


"You can get them this weekend."  Dawn nodded she
could and went to make that schedule change through Faith.  Pepper groaned. 
This was going to be nuts.


 


***


 


Xander concentrated and had Baldr and Phil show up to help
him, with Dawn, Clint, and Natasha.  They got a long look.  "Need the kids
for a few," Dawn said.  "We're going to LA tomorrow to talk to the
Guardians."


 


"That's fine," Baldr agreed.  "It can only
help us."  They got the three cargo containers of things up the Bifrost
and then to the city once it was on the more magic centered areas.  Dawn
smoothed out the ride while the gods basically gave it a shove up the bridge.  
Baldr smiled.  "Going down will be easier."


 


Xander nodded.  "Will," he agreed, wiping off his
forehead.  He looked at Phil, then at the trio.  "The kids are probably hunting."


 


"I can tell," Dawn said.  They found them and
Clint got two of the deer they were stalking.  The Marines got the others.  The
kids all glared.  


 


He smiled.  "C'mon, gotta hit LA for a few weeks."


 


"There's a time dilation field," one of the Marines
said.


 


Xander nodded.  "Two weeks per earth day."  They
all groaned.  "You're looking at about five or six months earth time until
we can get you back."  They nodded, letting the gods help them get the
deer home to be cleaned up and stored for food.  The entrails and other
unneeded things got tossed down to their pet lake monster.  Everyone really
liked the lake monster.  It was nice and it hummed at them.  So much nicer than
the wraith or the genii on the alien life form scale.  Phil and Xander gave a report
to the entire staff of what was going on, how it was going to be handled, and
how to send material requests for things they needed.


 


Dawn got the kids together and took them with her.  Clint
and Natasha would be staying to help for a few days.  They had some limited
local experience.  Xander could help with Phil too.


 


***


 


Dawn opened the hotel room door at the knock, staring at the
vampire.  "Enter, Spike.  You're named a godparent anyway."  She
checked the hall then closed the door to smile at him.  "Guys, this is
Spike.  I'm sure your mom talked about him.  She used to date him
actually."


 


"A vampire?" Artemis asked.  "Wow, mom was
kinky."  She was blushing hard but sure, her mom had been wild before she
met their dad.


 


Spike stared.  "Damn.  Gotta keep the family off
'em."  He stared.  Sean was tall, strong looking, and handsome enough to
make his porn habit happy with the thought of him in it.  The twins were
gorgeous and too damn young to really turn.  In another year they'd be the
perfect age.  Dawn swatted him hard on the head.  "Oy!"


 


"No turning the kids," she said with a smile. 
"Do you really want to see Buffy come out of Valhalla to talk about that
thought?"


 


"No," he admitted, shaking his head quickly. 
"She is?"


 


"Making the stones sing with Hylal as his dick trophy
again," Dawn said dryly.  She sat down, smiling at the fussing baby. 
"Morning, Philip.  Are you awake again?"  She picked him up. 
"And this one is mine all mine."


 


Spike stared, shaking his head.  "He's too pretty to be
a boy."


 


"It's being a Summers and spending time on Asgard while
you're pregnant," Dawn said with a grin.


 


"Then explain Sean," Diana teased her brother. 
Who stuck his tongue out at her.


 


"He looks almost exactly like your father only he has
your mother's natural hair color," Dawn said dryly.


 


Artemis giggled.  "Daddy Hylal used to say it was a
fairy blessing on Sean because he was such a little chaos source."


 


"All kids are," Dawn assured her.  "Philip
will be when he's walking."  They grinned at her for that.  She grinned at
Spike.  "So, these are the kids Buffy gave you as godchildren."


 


He nodded.  "I need more weapons while you're
local."


 


"Gotta see a Guardian tomorrow," she quipped.


 


"Hm."  He looked at them then at Dawn. 
"You're going to make them nuns, right?"


 


She grinned.  "Self defense lessons.  Lots and lots of
self defense lessons."  The kids laughed and nodded.  "They're going
to be on and off Asgard for the next few months due to the stupid ones moving a
holy city up there."


 


"Heard," Spike grunted, shaking his head quickly. 
"Screwed so much locally."  She smiled.  He looked at them again. 
"Can I have one to take Dru's place?"


 


"No, sorry."  She smiled.  "Mom would have
your balls, Spike."


 


He nodded quickly.  "Yeah, probably."


 


"And if not, Grandpa Hulk would," Sean quipped. 


 


"Definitely and he might enjoy it too," Spike shot
back, earning a giggle.  "S'not fair to taunt me with the beauty and not
let me have some."


 


Dawn smirked evilly.  "I'm told I'm an evil dick
teasing sith anyway."


 


Spike nearly choked, but he was nodding.  "Yup,"
he managed to gasp out.  "Damn!"  Artemis patted him on the back
until he could quit coughing.  He stared at them then at Dawn.  "Your
sister?"


 


"Goblins with Hylal.  He got injured, she heroically
fought to his side to hold him before he passed over and got stabbed.  It's
actually part of an epic poem."


 


"There's more epic poems than there are prophecies on
Asgard," Diana said.  "And some just about as good."  The others
laughed.  "Theirs isn't bad but the bard who wrote it sucked."


 


"Well then write a better one," Dawn quipped.


 


"That is not a skill I have," she said.  "Or
Sean or Artemis.  We're good with other things, but not words."


 


"You sound a lot like your mum," Spike said.  He
got up to see who was knocking, because he needed to quit staring at them,
letting in Faith, Gunn, and Connor.  "They're Buffy's kids."


 


Faith stared.  "Wow, last time I saw Sean he was about
the tiny one's age."  She looked at him.  "Who're you?"


 


"My son," Dawn said.  "Philip Ivar, this is
your Auntie Faith, Uncles Gunn, Connor, and Spike."


 


Gunn smiled and waved at the baby.  "You're damn tiny
and the city's in hell today."


 


"They did it to themselves," Dawn quipped. 
"Guys, this is Artemis and Diana, and Sean," she said with a point. 
"Faith is the slayer that served with your mom, guys.  Gunn and Connor do
the local area."


 


"Hi," Artemis said with a shy grin and a wave at
Faith.


 


She smiled.  "Buffy knocked it outta the park with you
three."  She looked at each of them.  "Self defense?"


 


"Lots and lots," Diana said dryly with a grin. 
"Because some people can't count."


 


"And the rest are icky and offer things like
*modeling*," Artemis complained.  "Eww.  Wearing bras for regular
wear sucks enough.  Doing it to have pictures taken in them is *so* much
worse."


 


"It is," her sister agreed.  "Or the hoochy
mama clothes as Auntie Pepper called 'em on the runways."


 


Faith sat down with a smile for the girls.  "Could be,
yeah.  That and you're not that skinny."  She looked at Sean. 
"Though you're about old enough to be a pinup."


 


He shook his head.  "I'm only fifteen!  No women! 
Please no women!"


 


"Some geeks have decided to go Sean hunting until I
showed up with a sword," Dawn told them.  The guys all cracked up. 
"Seriously!"


 


"She has sex plants and kept trying to make me feed
them," Sean complained, grimacing.  "Plus she made me watch pageant
stuff with kids.  Auntie Dawn nearly took her head off for me."  He
grinned.  "She hides now but she still likes to pop out to talk to
me."


 


"We'll stab her for you, Sean," Diana and Artemis
said in unison.  He grinned at that offer.


 


"They're going to be on and off Asgard for a
while."


 


Faith nodded.  "That's cool.  We heard what happened
and had a long cackle about it."  Philip made grunting noises. 
"What's wrong with him?"


 


"He's hungry."


 


"We can bottle feed him," Artemis said with a
smile and a reach for the baby.


 


"I haven't expressed," Dawn said.  "He has to
do it the natural way."  She pouted. "Sorry!"  She smiled at
them.  "Get to know your mom's almost relatives.  It'll take me a few
minutes, guys."  They nodded and she went to the bedroom.


 


Artemis sighed.  "Some year I want a few of
those."


 


Diana shook her head.  "You can have all mine
too."


 


Sean grinned.  "I'm just glad that the mpreg machines
were finally fully broken before someone got ideas about me having some." 
The girls both swatted him.


 


"Heard about those," Gunn admitted, blushing
some.  "Damn kinky of the Ancients."


 


Diana shrugged.  "Uncle John said to them it was like
eating breakfast, something that you did mechanically because it was
necessary." 


 


"Which means they forgot why they live," Connor
said, sitting down.  "How old are you two?"


 


"Fourteen," the girls said with a grin.  "We
were mostly raised on Asgard."


 


"I was raised on a demon plane.  I know how that
goes," Connor said.  "It's confusing when you come back here.  We
didn't have cars or computers or automatic weapons."


 


"We had bows and swords," Diana told him with a
grin.  "We're pretty good with both and Uncle Clint's refining our bow
work."  


 


Connor smiled.  "I had clubs and a few
crossbows."  They settled in to talk about weapons.


 


Faith smiled at Sean.  "You like weapons?"


 


"I love learning weapons but they're still trying to
make me a warrior geek."  She grinned.  "I'm training with Ronon on
the city."


 


"That's good, kiddo."  Dawn came out. 
"Missed a step," she said.


 


Dawn looked at herself then went to change shirts since that
one had milk on it.  She came out shaking her head.  "Sorry, sprung a
leak."  She sat down and smiled at Gunn.  "We got told why they did
it."


 


"I heard.  We laughed so hard," Gunn admitted. 
She handed over something.  He read it and winced.  "From...."


 


"Xander."  She grinned.


 


"Great."


 


"He's working on it.  He'll be local for a bit."


 


"Maybe it'll calm some people down," he decided,
handing it to Faith.  Who groaned.  "How's things in New York?"


 


"Good.  Things are usually good.  The baby's healthy. 
I still adore my job.  My husband thinks I'm a dick teasing sith."  She
grinned a bit evilly.  They cackled back.  "My wife keeps wanting more
weapons sometimes."  Faith cackled and nodded.  "I had to get them
t-shirts with their ages on them so people would quit getting so grabby."


 


"Might be a good idea to have extra weapons,"
Faith said, looking at them.  They all blushed.  She grinned back.  "We'll
make sure you're all protected while you're here and you don't have your aunt's
luck."


 


"Please," Dawn agreed.  The others groaned but
it'd be okay and they were like extended family in a lot of ways.


 


****


 


Dawn walked up to the Guardian who was in the kitten poker
hall.  "Guardian, may I have a moment?"


 


He looked at her, blinking a few times.  "Key?"


 


She smiled.  "That too.  Also known as Dawn
Summers-Romanoff-Barton."


 


He moaned.  "I've seen that.  What's wrong?"  He
went back to his hand of kitten poker.


 


"I'm here to ask you for Dr. McKay on Diama's
request."  He put down his cards and walked her off.  "She wanted
them go to Talamus?  Something about the ZPM machines there?  They'll need them
to keep heat on Atlantis while it's on Asgard."


 


"I heard."


 


She smiled.  "Buffy's kids are helping since they're
almost native up there."


 


He groaned.  "I've seen them too.  Damn!"


 


Dawn smirked.  "Kinda."


 


"So they need the machines?"


 


"They'd like to see more but they need the ZPM making
stuff.  However that works.  I help herd geeks and fuss over them, I'm not one
of them."


 


"Good.  You'd be scary like that."


 


"I'm scary for other reasons."


 


"Yeah, I can see that."  She held up a page from
her journal.  He read it and looked at her.  "That was you?"


 


"They pissed me off by trying to take me again."


 


"Wow."  He stared at her.  "Huh.  They want
to open an investigation on that, you know that right?"


 


"Yup, and I know that they still tried to take my
beautiful ass so I fought back.  I already talked to that judge."


 


"Good idea."  He scratched his horn.  "I can
see if the others will allow them to.  What does Diama have to do with
it?"


 


"Rodney and his second-in-command Radek are two of her
high priests without being anointed.  She *adores* Atlantis."


 


The demon scrunched his nose up.  "I was hoping you
were talking about the singer in the demon networks."  Dawn shook her head
with a grin.  "Crap!"


 


"Yup.  Which is why they sent me to ask since I was out
here anyway.  Had to introduce Spike and the team out here to Buffy's
kids."


 


"Huh."  He nodded.  "I'll talk to them
tonight."


 


"We'll be going home tomorrow morning but I'm in New
York."  She handed over her card with a grin.  "Let me know?"


 


"I can do that."  She walked off.  "You might
want to talk to the other judges."


 


"I planned on it later."  She smirked and drove
herself to their building, walking inside.  She went into the hearing room and
stared at the gathered judges.  "Did you expect me not to protect
myself?"


 


"Who are you?" he asked.


 


"Dawn Summers."


 


"Sister of the Slayer Buffy," one said.  She
nodded.  "Why do you come before us?"


 


"You wanted to talk about some people I destroyed for
trying to kidnap me when I was fifteen."


 


The third judge looked at the others.  "I already know
but had not spread that knowledge.  Do you have proof they wanted you?"


 


She took off her necklace and opened the chamber, pulling
out two things and putting them on the table.  She closed her necklace and
changed them back from crystal eggs to demons.  "You tell them why you
wanted me."


 


"She's the Key and we were going to sacrifice her to
bring back our Saint!" one said, rushing at her.  Dawn backhanded him and
stepped on his throat until he passed out.


 


The other cowered and looked at the judges.  "Save
us?" he begged.


 


"Then you shouldn't have taken me," Dawn quipped. 
"I have the right of self defense."


 


"You do," the third judge agreed.  "Can you
let him up?"  Dawn got off that demon.  They talked and looked at her. 
"Technically, being the Key is a death sentence in demon courts," he
told her.


 


Dawn smiled.  "Watch me decreate the demon courts.  I
have no war with you.  I want no war with you.  I'm living a human life as a
normal witch with a new son."  They groaned.  "And raising my
sister's orphaned kids.  That death sentence was started by one of the monks
that wanted to kill me so I couldn't fall into Glory's hands.  Which I didn't. 
Or at the battle in Sunnydale."  They all jumped.  She smiled.  "Yeah,
was me in the chainmail."


 


"Which grants you a boon from the courts, including
having that death sentence removed."


 


"On what grounds did you grant it?" Dawn asked.


 


"You're dangerous," one said.


 


"If you make me be, yes.  Anyone can say that though. 
If you leave me alone I have no quarrel with any of you."  They stared. 
She smiled.  "I've never had a quarrel with any of you.  I've played
kitten poker for years.  I've shopped in demon stores.  I helped my sister
eliminate some of the bad ones, and then my boss later on.  I've never had a
quarrel with the majority of demon kind.  Nor will I unless you make me have
one."


 


They talked about it and nodded.  "It was odd that a
human used us that way.  The death sentence is removed and we should banish you
from the demon areas."


 


Dawn smirked.  "Then a few should probably pay me what
they owe me."  She gave one demon in the group watching a pointed look.
"My spouse wants something new to play with." 


 


"I don't owe you that much."


 


"Unless you pay me before next week, yes.  After next
week, the value goes up."  The crowd groaned.  "I made a chart,
yes."  She looked at them and smiled again.  "I'm using it for my one
gambling debt.  I lost a single hand and he changed the currency on the table
on purpose." 


 


"They do that," one of the judges said smugly.


 


Dawn nodded.  "Then again, I'm the only one who can
make the potion that would make their people randomly fertile."  The
entire audience gasped and moaned.  "I might offer that instead."


 


The judges laughed.  "Fine, we remove all obligations
from you over this incident and any other time you've had to truly defend
yourself."


 


"Which was about weekly there for a bit," she
reminded him.  They nodded they knew.  "Thanks."  She smiled and
turned, finding that one there.  "I can pay you what you cheated to try to
win, or I can pay you with the potion."


 


He stared at her.  "That potion is dangerous."


 


"I'm a dangerous woman when I need to be.  Though it
did amuse Phil and Tara a lot."


 


He considered it.  "It'd have to be checked." 
Dawn pulled it out to let him sniff it.  It sent him into heat.  "That is
it.  I will take that instead, human."


 


She patted him on the arm.  "Summers, not human.  I
have a name."


 


He blinked.  "Related to the slayer?"  Dawn smiled
and nodded.  He wailed.  "No!  That means you're *her*!"


 


"Usually," she said dryly.  "Prophecy, new
wanter?"


 


"You must have children!  It will keep you from
destroying everyone."


 


She pulled out a picture.  "You mean like my son?  Or
like my sister's children I'm raising?" she asked, showing that picture. 


 


"Thank the Dark Goddess," he sighed.  He took the
potion and disappeared to spread that.  Cheating the humans in the poker
circuit was always risky and he had just been reminded of that.


 


Dawn smirked at the judges, who were shuddering.  She pulled
out the larger bottles and put the jugs from water coolers on their table. 
"For them."  She strolled out.  Someone came at her with a knife so
she kicked him back and snapped his knife-hand off.  She looked at the knife
then tossed it into a plant, which withered and died.  "I create better
poisons than that, dude. Thanks anyway for the sample offer."  She smiled
and walked off.  The demon sobbed on the floor because he had failed.  She'd
find out who he had been later.


 


The judges got him brought in since they had witnessed the
attack.  They'd warn the human Key later.  Probably.


 


***


 


Dawn brought the kids back to Atlantis with the help of
Phil.  She stared at them.  "I'll be back up this weekend, earth time.  So
every six days expect to be kidnaped unless there's a problem."


 


Sean nodded, hugging Ronon then John.  "Sure, Auntie. 
It'll let us bring home letters and things."


 


"The mystical email system is working," John said
with a grin.  "We can probably do it mostly by ourselves, Dawn.  I've been
up here plenty of times."


 


"We need our adulthood hunts anyway," Artemis said
quietly.  Diana hugged Dawn then ran off to talk to Teyla since she had spotted
her.  The others left them alone.  "Auntie, I...."  She huffed. 
"I don't feel comfortable on earth.  There's all sorts of things I don't
understand and most of the time I don't want to.  I love Diana and she loves it
down there but...."


 


Dawn hugged her.  "We'll work it out.  You know
that."


 


Artemis swallowed and nodded.  "Maybe if I find a
spouse who travels back and forth like Father used to."


 


Dawn kissed her on the cheek.  "We'll handle it." 
Artemis smiled.  "Now, for the next about three months local time.... 
Behave.  Don't do anything that John would have to tell me about."  She
nodded.  "Email if you need something like you hit a growth spurt or
you're out of tampons."


 


"I can do that," she said with a shy grin.  She
looked around.  "I need to work on a few things anyway to be worthy of a
real warrior."


 


"You should just to keep the boys off your ass."


 


Artemis smiled.  "I'll go to my marriage bed a
virgin."


 


"Sweetie, there's ways around that," she said
dryly.  "We'll talk about that stuff when I pick you three up in six days
earth time."  They nodded.  She smiled at Clint and Natasha since they
were waiting.  "Hi."


 


"Hi," Clint said, grinning some.  "We had a
lot of fun setting up trade missions and the bilgesnipe are *ugly*."


 


She smiled.  "They are from what I've heard."  She
took kisses.  "Behave, be good girls and boy," she told Artemis.


 


"Yes, Auntie."  She spotted Thor and blushed,
ducking her head.


 


"We'll get you real weapons the next time," Dawn
assured her.  She looked at Thor.  "Tell me if the kids have problems,
Thor?"


 


"Of course.  They'll be fine.  They're used to being up
here."  He walked off with Sean and Ronon.  Artemis looked around then
slunk off after them, her cheeks hotly pink.


 


Natasha smiled.  "Young love is adorable," she
said quietly.


 


"It is, yeah."  Dawn took them home and Clint
stretched up then out before grabbing her to kiss.  "Hi to you too,"
she said, smiling at him.


 


"The baby?"


 


"Gumming on Chris until I pick him up in the morning. 
Beya's having fun with him."  She took another kiss.  "Though we
should pick him up."


 


"We should," Clint agreed.  Natasha laughed but
left to get the baby.  "I guess that means I get to make good on our coin
flip.  Nat's on the rag," he said in her ear, making her moan.  "So
that means it's just you and me tonight, Dawn."


 


She kissed him.  "I could like that."  Someone
rang the bell for the elevator and they groaned.  They went down together. 
Dawn looked at the demon.  "I already paid off the single debt I
owed," she said bluntly.


 


The demon nodded.  "They wish to pay you for the rest,
Summers."  He handed over an envelope.  "The value of our money has
went up but that is precious."


 


"It's just a sludged up twinkie and some herbs,"
she said.  "Mixed with ginger ale."  The demon groaned.  She looked
in there.  It was ridiculously lowball.  "This is in which currency?"


 


"Our local one.  Which went up today," he sighed. 
"If you had been local."


 


"I've been around."  He slumped but nodded.  She
considered it.  "What's the exchange rate today?"


 


"I have no idea."


 


Dawn called the local demon bank to ask them.  She hung up. 
"I'd end up owing you guys about a grand.  No, sorry.  I'll draw up a new
one tomorrow for that."  He nodded and left.  She looked at Clint. 
"I made them their version of viagra."


 


"Huh."  He took her upstairs.  "It has
twinkies in it?"


 


"Yeah.  No idea why."


 


He smiled.  "Get naked.  You had a poker debt?"


 


"Yeah.  He changed the currency on the table
too."  Clint stared at her.  "I haven't played since.  It's been six
months."


 


"Fine.  Get naked?"


 


"I can do that."  She slowly stripped off for him. 
"We have to go through those storage areas anyway."


 


"We can do that tomorrow since you'll need to be in my
lap."  He watched her skin appear, touching one bruise.  "From?"


 


"I accidentally walked in on a vampire chewing a hole
so he could fuck it," she said.  "He attacked so I staked him.  The
girl was sobbing but I got her to the ER with the locals.  They wanted to know
how I knew what to do so I told them I had worked with a slayer now and
then."  She shrugged.  "He kicked me."


 


Clint stroked over it.  "That's a good reason.  The
girl okay?"


 


"Traumatized.  I'd expect that though."  She
shrugged and took off her panties, standing there naked in front of him. 
"Your turn?" she asked, moving closer to kiss him.


 


He grinned, pulling off his shirts and then dropping his
pants.  "Sean's right.  Underwear's inconvenient when you don't have
access to a washer and dryer."  Dawn smiled and ran her palm over his
cock, making him moan.  "Won't save you from an epic ride that will make
you beg for mercy."


 


She smiled.  "It had better not."  Natasha came
back up with the baby.  "The demon still hanging around?"


 


"No, I sent him off.  He was moaning to someone on his
cellphone.  What did you make?"


 


"Their viagra."


 


"It has twinkies in it," Clint told her.


 


"At least there is some use for them beyond Xander's
enjoyment of them," she said dryly.  "See, it's the mother and
father, Philip.  You can quit fussing at me for not being either."  Philip
whined so she turned him back around to look at him.  "Did you need
something?"  He snuggled into her shoulder and sucked his thumb.  She
smiled.  "Fine, you're comfortable."


 


"I think his carrier's getting a bit small," Dawn
said.  She took a kiss with a grin.  "Do I have Clint all to myself?"


 


"Unfortunately so.  The baby and I will bathe and then
I will come watch when he has you so hot you are begging for relief."  She
took a better kiss, taking the baby to the bathroom with her.  He loved his
baths.  He squealed and kicked and smiled about them.  She liked to soak so it'd
be good.


 


Dawn looked at Clint.  "I have to beg for relief?"


 


"Or mercy, whichever you like."  He took another
kiss.  "Though, I'm not really in the mood for mercy."  He pulled her
against his chest.  "My arrow, your target, some land grabbing invasion
tactics...."  She giggled and nipped his lip then strolled toward the
bedroom.  "That's pretty.  Spread out for me, Dawn.  Daddy's home."


 


She smiled.  "Daddy needs to hurry up then before I do
it myself."  She licked a finger and ran it over her throat.  Clint smirked
and pounced, taking her to the bed to invade her until she begged for NATO
intervention and mercy.  By then, Natasha and the baby were asleep in the tub
together and no one was going to save Dawn.


 


***


 


Tony watched as Dawn limped in the next morning.  "You
have a wilder life than I've ever had," he complained.  She hugged him and
fell asleep on him.  He looked at her.  "Pepper, Dawn walked up and hugged
me then napped on me like the kids."  He looked at her stomach.  "Hi,
Philip."  The baby cooed and gummed his fingers.  "Pepper?"  She
came out to pull Dawn off him.  "I have no idea what they did."


 


Natasha and Clint came off the elevator.  "I will take
the baby," Natasha said.


 


Clint grinned at Tony.  "We played war games last
night."


 


"War games?"


 


"He likes to be an invading army," Natasha said
dryly but smirking at Clint's back.  "Unfortunately Dawn has not slept
yet."  Tony whimpered, walking off shaking his head.


 


Pepper was smiling.  "Invasion scenarios can be fun,
especially if you capture the princess for interrogation."


 


Clint smirked at her.  "Exactly.  Sorry, Pepper.  
Forgot she had to work today."


 


"She doesn't have to until tomorrow.  She took today
off in case it ran long last night on Asgard."  Clint beamed and carried
Dawn off.  "Use one of the suites, before some nosy reporter catches you
carrying her, Clint."


 


"Yup, I can do that."


 


Natasha sighed, shaking her head.  "I cannot help them
at this time."


 


"Yeah, I had that feeling the other night when Tony
cackled like he had went evil and pounced."  She patted her on the arm. 
"Have fun with them."


 


Natasha smirked.  "There are many fun things to do with
them.  Though Philip and I had a long soak last night.  He enjoyed it
immensely."  She walked off talking to him.  "Let me get us breakfast. 
I know neither of your other parents have eaten yet."  He squealed and
kicked her a few times, beaming at her.  She smiled back.  "It's good you
like breakfast."  She went into the cafeteria.  The worker in there stared
at Philip then at her.  "Dawn did not sleep last night."


 


"I had a few nights like that with my husband.  She's
got two, I'd expect more of them."  She gave her a pointed look. 
"Breakfast or lunch, Agent Romanoff?"


 


"Breakfast please."  She got her three trays to go
and let her pay for it with Dawn's ID card before leaving.


 


Steve and Bucky had been at a corner table.  Bucky shook his
head.  "I never would've expected her to be maternal."


 


Steve grinned.  "She's a great second mother to
Philip.  All the kids like her because she's calm.  She talks to them when they
fuss instead of fussing back or panicking like Tony used to."  He sipped
his juice then dug into his eggs.  "They're a good trio.  They're happy,
have very few fights, and they can back each other up when necessary."


 


"That's good.  It's good she's got them in her life and
she's happy."  He dug into his own eggs.  He heard crying and looked up
then at Steve, who was wiping his mouth.  "Why are we all hearing
it?"


 


"He's directing it at the table.  Not everyone else
can."  He grinned.  "Let me go sooth that melt down if Tony isn't. 
Meet you in a few, Bucky."


 


"Sure, Steve."  He finished breakfast, letting him
go calm down the little genius.


 


Steve walked off the elevator and picked her up to look at
her.  "What's wrong, Callia?"


 


"I can't do this!" she shouted.  "It's wrong
and I can't correct things and I can't spell and it's just *wrong*!  We have
computers to make up for this wrongness!"


 


He blinked a few times.  "People have handwritten
things for centuries. It's not wrong.  You started out writing."


 


"Then I learned how to type and it's the bestest
ever!"  She kicked and wiggled until he put her down.  "You're mean
and you're torturing me!  I hate you!"  She ran off.


 


He sighed, watching her go.  The cats and dog were all
staring at him.  He shrugged.  "She's just frustrated.  Go comfort her,
guys."  A few of the cats and the dog ran to comfort their human.  He sat
down, waiting on her to calm down.  Tony came off the elevator.  "She had
a moment." 


 


"I heard.  I was in the bathroom or I would've been up
here sooner.  What was she talking about?"


 


"She complained she's falling behind on her homework
because she couldn't use her computers.  I pointed out she could hand write
things like reports."


 


"Ah."  He went to talk to her.  She was curled up
in a corner with the cats helping her calm down.  He sat down across from her,
letting her sniffle and hug him.  "I know it's frustrating."


 


"It's wrong."


 


"I hand write a lot of stuff."  She looked at
him.  "Everyone does."


 


"No you don't.  You write it on the screen."


 


He considered that.  "Maybe."  He stared at her. 
"Tell me exactly what the problem was this morning that made you flip
out?"


 


She summoned her report and handed it to him.  "It's
all messed up and it won't come out right.  I can't think like this,
Daddy!"


 


He read it over.  "What would you do if your report was
going wrong before?"


 


"I'd change paragraphs around by dragging and dropping
them in new places so I didn't have to rewrite most of it then make them make
sense there.  Then I'd add in more stuff."  She sniffled, hugging the Dawn
kitty.


 


"What you're doing right now is called a draft.  It's
like a prototype of your paper," he said calmly.  "Then you use it to
fix what's wrong and reorganize.  Sometimes you do a few drafts."  She
whimpered.  He smiled.  "You do it when you're on the computer but you
don't do more than save it before you fix it.  Handwriting them means that you
have do some copying and pasting the old fashioned way."


 


"It's wrong and should be abolished."


 


"Uh-huh," he said dryly, staring at her. 
"Most kids have to do their papers this way because they don't always have
computers or tablets to do papers on."


 


"We should donate."


 


"We do to the schools.  They still don't have them at
home."  She slumped down more, curling around her cats.  He patted her on
the foot.  "You have to learn this lesson because it's important but
you're also being punished and punishment shouldn't be fun.  When I was in
school, we didn't have computers to type papers on.  All of them were by
typewriter.  Which meant the same amount of work."


 


"They had computers back then."


 


"They took up rooms the size of the kitchen.  They
weren't for papers.  They were for math things and NASA things.  Not for
papers.  I typed six drafts of my first dissertation.  It went from over four
hundred pages to about eighty."  She whimpered and curled up in a tinier
ball.  The cats all tried to calm her down.  He smiled slightly.  "You're
incredibly privileged and a bit spoiled by all the computer access you do get,
daughter.  You've taken that for granted."


 


"I'm not a brat," she whispered, squeezing her
eyes shut.


 


"No, you're not.  Who told you that you were?"


 


"Granpa."


 


"I'll yell at him later.  Today, you will do the next
draft of this paper and the others you have waiting.  You're going to apologize
to Steve because you were really unfair to him just now."  She pulled the
cats closer as a shield.  "Then you'll finish up the rest of the homework
you've been avoiding."


 


"Can I at least have my laptop back for that?" she
begged.  "I won't get online or anything, Daddy."


 


"You can type your final version of your report. You're
going to handwrite the rest."  She let out another tiny whimper.  "If
you asked Steve, he'd teach you how to organize them better.  He did good at
that where I always sucked and slapped things together then moved them
around."  He stared at her.  "There's ways of organizing things so
you don't have to do as many rewrites."  She uncurled a bit.  "Now,
go apologize and ask him to teach you that."  She stared at him.  "I
mean it."


 


"Can't I not?"


 


"No.  You're going to learn how to do it better than I
ever did."


 


She looked at the cats, smiling when Clint lapped her nose. 
"Thank you, Clint kitty," she said quietly.


 


Tony stood up.  "You have seven papers due by the end
of the month.  You know that, right?"  She winced.  "Yeah, so you'd
probably better do that today and learn that secret today."  She wiggled
her way free and went to apologize to Steve after climbing in his lap to hug
him.   She asked what her father was talking about.  Tony put down some treats
for the cats and went out.  "That organizing thing you're supposed to do
as a first draft, Steve."


 


"You never did paper outlines?" he asked.


 


"No, I slapped things together and then shifted them to
fit me."


 


"Huh.  And you got how many degrees?"


 


"I usually had to cut down papers to human
levels," he said dryly.  "Once she had a good prototype draft, she
can use her laptop to type them."


 


"Okay."  He sat her on her feet and leaned over to
grab some paper and a pencil.  "The first draft of any paper should be an
outline.  That's like a framework.  It lays out how you do things, in what
order they're going in the paper, how many rebuttals or arguments you
have."  She stared at him.  "Like for a history paper, since I know
you have one due.  You start here with your heading.  Your topic.  Then you
indent and you move to your main thesis point, what your paper's about." 
She nodded slowly.  "List your information blocks."  He did that as
'information block one' and 'items inside information block 1' then moved on. 
"Then you have a closing."  He handed it to her.  "That's called
an outline."


 


She stared at it.  "So this is what I'm writing
about," she said with a point.  "My paragraphs and what they
contain?"  He nodded.  "What if I want to shift it?"


 


"Then shift your outline."  He stared at her. 
"Remember when we did the concrete planter and we made a form for it to
pour the concrete into?"  She nodded.  "That's the form for a paper."


 


"Oh."  She stared at it.  She worked on her
history paper since that's what they were using as an example.  "Like
that?"


 


He looked it over.  "That should probably be
here," he said with a new point.  "So what you do, since this is a
draft, you draw an arrow to remind yourself."  He did that.  "The
same as this goes under Napoleon since he did it, not Caesar."


 


She looked it over and did that then looked at him.  He
nodded.  She huffed.  "That's so much easier!  Why didn't anyone tell me
this?"


 


"Apparently your dad never used the easy way."


 


"No, probably not."  She stood up.  "I'm
sorry."


 


"I know you were just frustrated."  He hugged
her.  "You have seven papers.  Do outlines on them, bring them to us to
check over, then work on your first draft, which will be you writing out the
paper based on the outline."  She nodded and went to find her books to do
that.  He got up.  "We're going to be sparring.  Bring them to us."


 


"Yes, Stepmommy Steve."  He smiled and went to the
sparring area.  She huffed and looked at her pets.  "Handwriting papers
still sucks."  They let her pet them and then helped her write her
outlines.  That was easier and it'd mean less redoing things.  Her papers were
messes of crossed out things and arrows moving things.  She saw now she was
trying to do this outline thingy but had been writing it fully.


 


***


 


Dawn and Clint came in after lunch with Callia following
them, and all the cats and the dog.  Bucky blinked.  "You have cats and a
dog?"


 


"And a rabbit named Carrot," she said with a grin
for him.  "Stepmommy?"  He looked down.  "Like this?"


 


He looked them over, taking her pencil to correct a few
things, like spelling because she was horrible at it, and rearrange things. 
"That should be your topic paragraph, not an argument one."


 


"That screws up the whole thing," she whined.


 


He stared down at her.  "Really?"  She slumped,
taking it back.  "If you use that as your topic, then that covers that
argument and the others."  She nodded, moving to the corner to go over it
again.  Bruce got her some paper to work on.  "Now, write out the full
thing to see how it flows."  She let out a tiny whimper.  "If it's in
a good format, you can type it.  Your dad said so." 


 


"This writing stuff still sucks," she muttered.


 


He looked at her.  "And you're doing another spelling
section because you need it."


 


"I already am but that's on the computer."


 


"We can make you flash cards and work up spelling
tests," Clint said.  "That's how we did it, Callia."


 


Dawn nodded.  "Sunnydale was still doing it that way
when it collapsed a few years ago."


 


"It was probably because of the retarded demons,"
she complained.


 


"Mouth," Dawn ordered.


 


Callia grimaced.  "Fine."


 


"Thank you."  She kissed her on the head. 
"Some day you'll grow out of all this and turn into me and Pepper."


 


She looked at him.  "I'm Daddy's clone, not yours,
Auntie Dawn."


 


She grinned.  "I meant mouthy, not on the job
stuff."


 


"Oh."  She nodded.  "Probably."  She
looked.  "Oops, gotta take the Xander dog out."  She hopped up and
took him to the elevator so they could go down to the outside area.  One of the
guards got summoned by JARVIS, and brought her his leash.


 


"Stepmom?" Bucky asked Steve with a grin.


 


Steve smiled back.  "When we first got together, she
had to figure out that whole new relationship thing and she knew what a stepmom
was."


 


"Awww."  Steve swatted him.


 


Callia came back with the dog.  "Daddy, my doggy has
the runs really badly."


 


"Your aunt knows where the vet is.  You two can take
him together later."


 


"Okay."  She looked at her aunt.  "Why do I
have to do so much homework?"


 


"Because it makes you smart enough to run the company
some day."


 


"Can't I just be a bimbo?"


 


"No.  Sorry.  You need to have more intelligence than
your bra cup size.  Your brains are more than your butt can push out. 
Therefore you have to do homework."


 


"But it's *hard*!" she complained.


 


"Well, duh," she said, staring down at her. 
"If it wasn't it wouldn't make you smarter."


 


"You're mean today."


 


She smiled.  "Yup, because I'm not a bimbo and I did very
good in school, which was very hard.  Unless you're going to end up one of
those sluts on E! you have homework you said you'd get done by the end of the
month."  She heard Bucky ask Steve if she was always that hard on the
baby.  She looked over.  "Yup.  Because she's having a whiny day.  Her dad
has those when the machines hate him."  She looked down at her. 
"What makes you think doing things the easy way is going to help
you?"


 


"Real people don't need to do this," she said.


 


Dawn laughed.  "Bullshit."  Callia whined. 
"I did that many papers a *week* in high school, Callia.  And mine wasn't
all that academically tough.  We had future strippers going there.  They could
do it and you know most of them don't need to know anything about computers
beyond how to do their email."


 


She bit her lip.  "I wanted to go to the park and
there's going to be rain all week."


 


"Then let's negotiate."


 


"What's that?"


 


"That's where you make a bargain."  She squatted
down to look at her.  "It's how you make trades to get what you want while
giving someone else what they want.  It's the basics of any contract or
agreement."


 


"Do real people need to do that?"


 


"Yup, every day.  You haggle sometimes for food, you
negotiate over your apartment when you get one.  You do it all sorts of ways. 
Even hypothetically when you're swearing at traffic and promise the Goddess
you'll do better with your temper if she'd just clear up the traffic so you can
get wherever you're going."


 


Callia bit her lip then let it go.  "So I can trade off
today's park time for later homework?"


 


"You'd have to give us more than that since they're due
in like three weeks.  You made a promise to do those classes in that amount of
time.  Which is an agreement and a negotiation."


 


"Oh!"  She blinked.  "I suck at it
then."


 


"You can't suck at something you're still
learning," Clint said.


 


Callia considered it.  "I'll get time in the park today
for all my papers being done on time?"  Dawn shook her head. 
"But...."


 


Dawn held up a hand.  "You have to get it in on time. 
That's what a deadline means.  And in education, a deadline usually means
failing."


 


"I don't want that," she huffed.  "But it's
pretty today."


 


"Yeah, it is.  It'll be pretty next week too.  So
what're you going to give me in exchange for a day off in the park?"


 


She considered it.  "There's that shelter thingy that
Tara's going to.  I can go with her.  It's handing out things like clothes and
toys, right?"


 


"Yes, although you know that means you don't get any of
them, right?"


 


She nodded.  "And I can pull out the donation fund from
my allowance to add to it."


 


Dawn nodded, looking at Tony, who nodded.  "That's a
good agreement.  How much is your donation fund?"


 


"JARVIS?" she asked.


 


"You should always know how much is in your
accounts," Tony said dryly.


 


"I believe she has almost a thousand dollars in her
piggy bank and she set aside a third of it for donations, sir," the AI
said.


 


"Then you have to donate one hundred dollars,"
Dawn said.  "And go with your Aunt Tara to that charity hand-out.  In return,
you get to spend today in the park until dinner time.  Then you're to come back
and do your homework after dinner until bedtime, outside the time that you need
to spend taking care of your animals."


 


Callia nodded. "I can do that."


 


"I'd like her to type up that one report that she's got
done so she doesn't have so much hanging," Tony said, looking at her. 
"Which should take you less than an hour."


 


She blinked.  "I ...."  She looked at Dawn.


 


"That would be a three-party agreement instead of a
two-party agreement."


 


She nodded.  "I can do that.  My history one?"


 


"The one that Steve said you got a good draft on.  Type
it from that, Callia."


 


"I can do that."  She went to her corner and
pulled up a virtual keyboard, typing her best.


 


Bucky blinked.  "Wow she's fast." 


 


Dawn stood up.  "She's doing middle school level
work," she said quietly.  "She's also having an emo day.  Pushing her
a bit means that she learns new things and breaks her out of her pouty
mood."


 


"I get that.  Why is she doing that high?"


 


"She takes three classes at a time and goes through
them mostly at her pace.  This time we introduced a deadline to it.  Mostly
because they have to be in to the school board by then for this semester."


 


"I can understand that."  She finished up, ran the
spell and grammar checker.  "Grammar checkers often make mistakes,"
he told her.  "You should be able to proofread.  Steve could."


 


"You knew Stepmommy when he was little and in
school?" Callia asked him.


 


He nodded.  "I grew up with the little guy.  He never
gave up any sort of fight, even if it was hard."


 


She looked at Steve then at her father.  "I'll get
there some day I guess.  Sometimes I overestimate how hard something is."


 


"So did he.  He got into a lot of fights that
way."


 


"Now that's called assault," she said bluntly. 
"And it's always wrong."  She finished checking it over and printed
it, presenting it to her father.  He read it over, taking her pencil to circle
a few things.  She whined.  He gave her a pointed look.  She fixed the mistakes
and handed it over.  He nodded.  "Can you come to the park with me?"


 


"I can do that.  I negotiated my schedule clear for the
last two days," he quipped with a grin at Dawn.


 


"She needed to learn how to do it anyway.  The Pentagon
geeks wanted her at the next meeting, boss."


 


He shook his head.  "She's not ready to meet the
asshole patrol yet."  He walked her out.  "Want your bike, your
roller blades, or just playground time?"


 


She blinked up at him.  "Can we just put them in the
car and I switch when I want to?"


 


"No.  Not if we're not taking a Security SUV.  Though
we might have to if you want your bike."


 


"I'll bring my roller blades for after the park and you
bring yours?"


 


"We can do that."  They left together.


 


Dawn grinned at Steve, who smiled back.  "How are we
going to start doing the college level work that she's doing in a few
classes?"


 


"More like this."  He shrugged.  "She'll
eventually quit thinking things are hard and consider them challenging
instead.  I had a few of those until my mother reminded me what a good
education did for boys."  He got up.  "Change, Summers.  It's your
day.  You called off last time." 


 


"Yup."  She went to change and came out in her
unitard.  She popped her neck and stretched a bit.  "Who'm I beating up
this time?"


 


"Me and Bucky against you three," Steve said,
looking at Bucky.


 


"Sure, why not."  He got down to his undershirt. 
Natasha and Clint didn't change but Clint stretched a bit.  "Sore?"
he asked.


 


He grinned.  "Tiny bit.  Did some pushups late last
night."  Dawn blushed.  "But they were good for me."


 


"Yes they were," Dawn quipped back.  She looked at
her mates, who nodded at her strategy.  Bucky would expect Natasha to be good,
Clint to be pretty good, and didn't know her yet.  They looked Steve. 
"Whenever you two are ready."  Bucky lunged at her and she kicked him
then flipped out of the way and let Natasha move past her to get Steve.  Clint
got the edges to help them both while Dawn ...  She showed her ass a bit. 
Bucky yelped the first time he hit the mat but he learned.  He didn't
underestimate her again.


 


"She had to teach you that," he moaned when she
used Natasha's flip to get him back down a few minutes later.  "Ow."


 


Dawn grinned.  "We pretty, efficient, wanted things
have to be able to handle ourselves.  Tired and giving in yet?"


 


"Nope."  He got up and rushed at Clint, who
blocked his blow and fought him off.  Dawn got Steve in the back and made him
stumble, which gave Natasha an edge.  Then she timed it and kicked at where
Bucky should be, getting him mostly and a bit of Clint's knee but he used it
and Dawn ganged up on him.  Bucky wasn't holding back and he was sweating.  So
were they.  Bucky eventually fell and moaned.  He looked up at them, shaking
his head at them kissing.  "You guys are mushy."  He got up.  Natasha
knocked him back down with an evil smirk and took her own kiss.  "Damn, I
could watch some of that."   Dawn kicked him on the leg as she walked past
him, looking smug.


 


Steve shook his head.  "Dawn's taken lessons for years
because people keep trying to kidnap her."


 


"Yes they do," Dawn said.  She shot something and
the demon ran out screaming.  "I don't want to go missing today, thank you
anyway."  She smiled and waved at the demon.  Clint got it to kill it
since she had the wrong ammo on her.  "Thanks, dear."


 


"Welcome, Dawn.  Any idea what he wanted this
time?"  She tossed out what he had been carrying.


 


Natasha picked up the note and the tiara.  "That idiot
dictator, Dawn."


 


She came out in her normal clothes.  "Which one? 
That's not real descriptive, dear.  We've have four since we met."


 


Natasha considered it.  "Five."


 


"Which one am I missing?" Dawn asked.


 


"The one in Thailand from that rebel group," Clint
said.  "We didn't tell you because we knew you'd go blow him away."


 


"Well, yeah.  I'm not going to lead a rebellion unless
it's against people who want to conscript people like me.  Then I'll lead the
rebels until all the family is safely out of the way."


 


"I think Phil would be Xander's second for that so
you'd have to be the underground railroad sort," Steve said dryly. 
"What idiot dictator?"  Natasha handed over the note.  "We just
got briefed on him.  Why does he want you, Dawn?"


 


She shrugged.  "No clue.  Is he interested in magic,
demons, wants me because I'm pretty and efficient as an assistant, or because
of my other skills?"


 


Steve blinked.  "Hadn't asked since it wasn't in
there."  He texted Coulson, who sent back why.  "Oh, you'd be a good
VP for him with your skills, a hidden annoyance handler with your other skills,
and you're pretty enough to be a First Lady."


 


Dawn waved a hand.  "Please!  I'm more than pretty
enough to be Queen of the Universe.  Why should I settle for someone like
that?"  She strolled off.  "Let me send this back with an impolite
note."


 


"Coulson said to let the State Department do it."


 


"Sure, let me coat with poison first then," she
decided.  She smiled as she walked off. 


 


"Damn she's mean," Bucky said, looking at Steve.


 


"She really reminds me a lot of Peggy.  She has her
mean moments when they're important but she's competent, she's efficient, even
before Romania she handled things without going to tears, and she's never
really used her femininity as a trap."


 


"She swears more than Peggy and Peggy was never that
mean," Bucky said.


 


"She had her moments and the swearing thing is a modern
problem."  He shrugged.  "It seems to be rampant in some areas."


 


"She probably learned from Spike," Clint said
dryly.  "What did he say about the twins?"


 


"By the tape we had made of their meeting, he wanted to
turn one into his next Dark Princess, but Dawn chided him so he gave up that
idea."


 


Clint grinned.  "Good."


 


"And he thought Sean was hotter than most of the porn
he has." 


 


"Can see that viewpoint," Clint decided. 
"But he's fifteen."


 


"Not much longer," Steve said.  "When they
come back they'll be adults."  They nodded they knew that.  "Then
Dawn can beat guys off them for other reasons."  He looked around. 
"Is Thor there helping?"


 


"Last we knew," Clint said.


 


"Huh.  That crush Artemis has?"


 


"Still going strong," Natasha sighed.  "She's
laid out plans for her future training and he looked pleased."


 


"Then maybe he'll be happy," Steve decided. 
"She could still travel back and forth."


 


"That'd break the twin bond," Clint said.


 


"Good point.  Maybe a nice Marine who likes to hunt
then?"


 


"Maybe," Natasha said with a small shrug. 
"We know she likes it up there better."


 


Steve nodded.  "It's hard to transition to a life
you've never even thought might exist.  There were plenty of times I wanted to
go back in time."


 


Benji opened the door and leaned in.  "Hey, Barton? 
Can we bum you for a few weeks?"


 


"Why?" he asked, looking at him. 


 


"The new reorganization is failing due to the weapons
dealers ties.  Though your wife has some."


 


"I don't usually sell them," Natasha said.


 


"Dawn used one to bait a guy," Ethan said over his
shoulder with a grin for her.  "It got her a meeting with the pissant
Henders."


 


Natasha and Clint shared a look then thought at Dawn, who
told them when and she hadn't sold it, she had taken it back from them.  They
shook their heads.  "She took it back from them after they all died,"
Clint said.  "For wanting Dawn to be their team mascot."


 


Ethan snorted.  "She'd poison them all."


 


"A lot.  I have to hit the house, guys."


 


"We'll pick you up after dinner," Benji said with
a wave.  "Sorry, his second identity leads back to our agency."  They
left.


 


Natasha shook her head. "Be safe, behave.  Don't make
Ethan cry like a girl," she said dryly.  She smirked a tiny bit. 
"Don't make Dawn come save you."


 


"I'd never do that."  He kissed her, making her
groan and lean into his body.  "See you in a few weeks."  He went to
do the same to Dawn.  She was in a meeting but oh well. 
"Assignment," he said.  "Be a few weeks."  He winked. 
"Be safe, behave, no taunting the bad guys unless they deserve it and no
taunting Wade at all."  He left, going to the apartment to gather what
he'd need.


 


Pepper blinked at Dawn a few times.  "Wow."


 


She smiled.  "Sorry, he's going on assignment." 
The others smiled at her and they got back to business.  At the end, Dawn went
back to her desk and checked over her various accounts.  One was suspiciously
low.  She checked and wrote that person that she didn't owe a poker debt to. 
He said she did.  She had him prove it and he couldn't so she told his boss,
who was with the demonic mafia.  He laughed until she zapped him long
distance.  Then it got delivered back nicely in an envelope.  Dawn smiled and
accepted it.  "Thank you."


 


"You're welcome, Summers.  What happened to your
sister?"  She pulled up a copy of the epic poem and gave it to him.  He
read it and groaned.  "Valhalla?"  She nodded.  "The kids we
heard she had?"


 


"Presently helping Atlantis."


 


He shuddered.  "Damn."


 


"Yup."  She smiled.  "They're going to have
their adulthood hunts soon."


 


He shivered.  "That's good to know.  Thanks for letting
him explain himself."


 


"You know, cheating the humans in the circle may be fun
but a lot of us can retaliate."


 


"We know.  You're one of the few that would."


 


She grinned.  "Hey, last time I nearly holy water
bombed them.  I'm being nice."


 


"You are.  Thanks."  He left, going to tell his
boss that.  He agreed, Dawn had been very polite about things and she wasn't
really human so.....  He wondered if she realized that.








41: Cat And Mice Old
Ones


 


While
Tony, Pepper, and Steve are on vacation, someone above SHIELD wants to play. 
It's not happy making for the ones wanting to play cat and mouse.


 


 


Tony looked at Pepper then at Dawn.  "Okay, we're going
on vacation."


 


Dawn grinned.  "It'll be fine.  I'll run the company
like you would and if there's a huge problem, I'll text."


 


They smiled.  "Remember to nag the kids," Pepper
said.


 


Dawn nodded.  "I will.  Especially the younger two who
think that they're princes so far."  Pepper smiled.


 


Cupid appeared, brushing back his hair.  "Hate to
interrupt, but I've gotta."  He tapped Dawn on the head. 
"Just....don't."


 


Dawn blinked a few times.  "I'd destroy her."


 


"And a lot of other people," he said dryly,
smirking at her.  "Which would mean you'd get a really long vacation
hiding from the US.  Again.  Which is pissing Pops off."


 


"Can we know?" Tony asked.  Cupid nodded and
showed him.  He blinked a few times.  "Hell no!  We'd help her destroy
them."


 


Dawn sighed.  "I don't know what to do about that
beyond a preemptive strike."  She looked at Tony.  "That's how I'd
handle it, especially when Maria started to play dirty pool by taking the
kids."  She felt her lovers nudge her mind and showed them what Cupid had
shown them.  Clint had an idea and Natasha knew how to stop it.  She'd take
Bucky to do that while Clint played with the kids and pets today.  Dawn
grinned.  "Natasha and Clint are helping."


 


Tony smirked.  "They are a bit devious."  He and
Pepper shared a look then he looked at Steve, who looked upset.  "They're
going to try to take over Stark from us."


 


"Why?"


 


"Because Hill's going to push her luck," Pepper
said simply.  She and Tony shared a look.  "We can reschedule the
flight."


 


"We can do that for tonight.  It won't take that long." 
Dawn hissed in his ear, getting a nod.  "That might take even less
time."  He smiled.  "Let me look into that and talk to those geeks
just in case."  He strolled off.


 


Dawn hugged Cupid.  "Thanks."


 


"Welcome.  Don't want you to undo all my great work." 
He nudged her head with a smirk.  "Your son is being compared to
Bliss."


 


"Philip's not that happy of a baby and he doesn't have
wings."


 


"True."  He went home for a bit.  He wanted to
talk to his father.  That had to be his idea.  It was a really bad one because
Dawn would defend the family and Stark.  "Hey, Pops, was it your bright
idea to try to nationalize and confine Stark?  If so, it's screwed because
it'll make Dawn break out in a godhood."


 


Ares shuddered.  "No, that was Discord's."


 


"Well, yeah, it would've caused a whole lot. 
Especially when they decided to play hardball and tried to take the
kids."  Ares stared at him, mouth slightly open.  "Yeah."


 


"No!"


 


"Oh, yeah."  He showed him what he had seen.  Ares
groaned, shaking his head.  "So....."


 


"I'll have it stopped," he complained.  "They
can't be left free."


 


Diama appeared behind Ares.  "I warned you."  He
spun but she smacked him with her powers, making him not only a pretty young
girl, but one wearing a feathered dress in bright purple.  She smiled. 
"We could use more smart girls up here anyway."


 


"This won't stop me," Ares told her.


 


She cackled.  "Sure it will.  You're not a god of war
anymore.  Gods of war aren't little girls."  She beamed and waved then
disappeared to tell on herself with Hera.  "Ares was being a mean shit so
I gave Fiona and I another playmate."  She smiled.  "Now she's the
Goddess of Bad Ideas."


 


Hera stared at her then pulled her over to spank her. 
"Clearly it was already working on you, Diama."


 


Cupid checked her aura out.  "You're now the Crackhead
fairy, Pops."  He grinned.  "Over all the crackhead ideas that
happen."  He disappeared before he saw the fit.


 


Ares growled, which sounded much weaker coming from the
girlish throat.  A few of the dogs of war came over to sniff her.  "Get
off me!"  Ruby yipped happily and lapped her.  "Eww!  Ruby!"  He
got away from her.  "Xander!" 


 


Xander appeared, staring down at her.  "You had *what*
planned for my pack?" he asked dryly.  "And since when are you
humanity?"


 


Ares glared.  "I was going to remove it."


 


"You were going to destroy Tara's relationship and
she's still like my sister, and for Thor for that matter."  Ares slumped,
shaking his head.  "You're damn lucky she gave you a new godhood." 
He smirked.  "Because you're going to be a pageant kid."  He wiggled
his fingers and sent him to the mortal plane to be one of those overly fussed
at pageant girls.  Xander cackled, going back to his temple with the war
puppies of his.  Ares wouldn't get to their training for a few months at least.


 


Discord had seen it all but she was not going to get in the
middle of that feud.  Not even to save Ares from kiddy pageants.  Though she'd
definitely take pictures.  A lot of pictures.


 


***


 


Zeus looked up and sighed.  "Hera, who did what
now?" he called.  She brought in Diama to talk about what she had done. 
He glared at her.  "Have you gotten beyond yourself, young lady?"


 


"Nope.  Because he tried to destroy Gaia's handmaiden's
marriage."  She beamed.  "Then Xander made sure that she'd have a
good learning experience about real people."  She disappeared, going to
Atlantis to help her geeks.  She might even talk a few into becoming balloon
geeks because she loved balloons.


 


"She did what?" Zeus asked, sounding tired.  Hera
told him.  Then what Xander had done.  "Pageants?"  Hera manifested a
tv and turned it to that show.  Zeus watched and shook his head quickly. 
"Poor Ares.  Can we save him?"


 


"I can't find which one he is.  There's hundreds and
Diama managed to mask his godhood while Xander managed to mask the
immortality."


 


Gaia appeared with a smile.  "Yes, I did.  Don't touch
my things, children."  She disappeared.  Ares was going to have to deal
with a whole lot of bad hair days and 'Dite giving her mother advice about
fashion.  Aphrodite cooed at how cute Ares as a girl was.  It was a great thing
in Gaia's book.


 


Zeus shuddered.  "I don't want to know," he
decided.  "We'll rescue him in a few years."


 


Hera nodded.  "No one can go against Gaia's
wishes," she sighed, going to find her son so she could watch over her. 
Because that was really weird and what she saw of those pageant people worried
her.  Who dressed babies up in bikinis to strut on stage like female slaves
going to auction?  They weren't selling the children.


 


***


 


Tara came out of her meditation, looking at her staring
twins.  "I'm fine, John."  He grinned.  Melissa hugged her.  "We
have to talk to Mommy Maria tonight so you four need to go visit Daddy
tonight."  She sent Phil a text message to that effect.  He agreed it'd be
fine and Xander could come get them now if she wanted.  She agreed.  Xander
appeared, staring at her.  "You saw."


 


"I did.  Ares is now a pageant princess."  He
grinned.


 


She shuddered.  "That's evil, Xander."


 


"Yup."  He gathered up the smaller two.  "Melissa,
I need a diaper bag.  John, I need bottle stuff."  They ran to do that. 
He kissed Tara on the head.  "Have a good fight."  He took the kids'
down to Phil's apartment and to the temple that way.  He closed the door so
they couldn't sneak back too.  "Talsa, visitors."


 


She came out of the kitchen, smiling at the babies. 
"It's good to see you with your stepchildren, Lord Xander."


 


He smirked.  "Tara and Maria need to have a married
people talk."


 


"Sex happens."


 


"Not that sort."


 


"Oooh.  Sure, we can entertain the younger ones." 
Xander got the kids down to the obstacle course's smaller part.  The balance
beams and those parts.  The two older ones liked that and the babies cooed at
their happy squeals.  The SGC people in training all looked over.  "Phil's
kids."  They nodded and let them have that part of the play area. 
"Who put up the basketball hoop?"


 


"We needed some free time activity, sir," one
soldier said.


 


Xander looked at him.  "Either you have great stamina
already or I'm not working you hard enough."


 


He smiled.  "I'm a milk farm boy.  This is nothing
compared to birthing time."


 


"Cool.  We'll make sure they know that you have good
stamina.  It's a good thing."  The young soldier grinned and went back to
his run across the obstacle course.  He wasn't the best but he did okay.


 


"Us?" Melissa asked with a grin and a point.


 


"When you're big enough you can learn how to do that. 
For now, train on this area, Melissa."  She beamed and went back to
climbing up and over the balance beam sections.  Xander checked on the twins. 
They were getting a bit sleepy but that was fine with him.  When the older two
got tired he brought them up to the temple to lounge around in the living
room.  That made them happy because he got Nickelodeon for them to stare at. 
Their Mommy Tara didn't let them watch it, just PBS.


 


Xander let Talsa watch over their consumption of the Great
Evil One, Spongebob edition.  He did not have that sort of patience.


 


***


 


Natasha came back from her mission with a few things,
including a letter from the mayor.  She handed that over and shrugged.  "I
did not look."


 


"The other thing?" Dawn asked quietly, glancing
around.  There were a few geeks in the hallway getting last minute nagging in
from Stark.


 


"It is handled and others are aware of the problem so
it cannot start.  The same as your response is going to be withheld?"


 


"Unless I need to."


 


"Good."  She smiled.  "Let me hand these to
Stark."  She walked in there, handing him the folder.  "On that
plot."  She left, leaving that begging geek praying for mercy from Dawn.


 


Dawn looked in there.  "Do I not take care of
you?"


 


"Yes," he said with a pout.  "But you'll be
doing CEO things."


 


"And watching the kids.  It doesn't mean I won't fuss
over you."  He grinned and left.  So did most of the others.  She opened
the letter and sighed.  "Shit."  Tony flinched, she could hear it. 
"The mayor doesn't want us to do the spell to return them."  She
looked in there.


 


"Tell Fury."


 


Dawn created a portal and held up the letter.  Nick Fury
grimaced.  "Why?"


 


"Apparently he thinks that you can use them."


 


"No, I don't think so.  I'll talk to him in a few
days."


 


"I have to start the prep work tomorrow or it'll be
another month."


 


"Tell them and start it next month," he ordered,
then waved a hand.  "Shut that?"  She did that.  He rolled his eyes. 
No wonder SHIELD never got anything done these days.  A copy of a folder
appeared out of thin air and hit him on the shoulder.  He picked up the pages
to look over.  No, he had some problems he had to fix beyond that.


 


***


 


Dawn walked up to Wade, handing him the letter.  "The
Mayor thinks that we need you guys here and we should put you somewhere safe
for now."


 


He read it over then called some people.  He walked off
shaking his head.  He came back to get his coffee.  "Are we waiting?"


 


"Unless you want to do it on the hellmouth."


 


"They didn't like that idea either."


 


"Then yeah, Fury said he'd talk to him but since I have
to start things tomorrow he said to probably wait a month."


 


"We can do that," the phone said.  "Where is
the cranky, one-eyed bastard anyway?"


 


"Africa on a mission before Clint and Natasha killed
him," she said dryly.


 


Wade snickered.  "That was so cute."


 


"Slightly."  She handed him that folder Natasha
had gotten.  "Just in case, so you're warned."


 


He glanced through it and winced.  "That's going to
suck." 


 


"Yeah, it will."  They shared a look.  "Just
in case someone tries for the kids."


 


"I can do that.  Where's the twins?  I miss killing the
people trying to stalk them."


 


"Asgard, helping with Atlantis."  He shuddered. 
"But time moves faster up there so they might be adults when they come
back."  That got a shiver of dread.  She grinned.  "Exactly." 
She got her coffee and walked off.  "Have a better night, Wade."


 


"You too, Dawn."  He sipped his coffee, going to
talk to his new friends on this plane.  The assassins were a bit weird but they
had been part of a guild, which blew his mind.  He thought they only existed in
games.  Apparently they existed here and they had demon assassins too.  Though,
they were very scared of his personal dark, mean angel because she had
destroyed them once already.


 


***


 


Dawn looked at her wife that night across the table.  Clint
had a surveillance detail uptown tonight.  It was just them, the kids, and dinner
that Dawn had made.  "So," she said quietly, glancing at where the
kids were eating.  "Callia, you have to eat the cauliflower, not feed it
to your brother.  It's too big for them to eat."


 


"Fine," she pouted.  "I don't like it."


 


"You do so.  You have since you were seven months old
and I had some pureed for you.  It's the same white trees only no cheese
sauce."


 


"Do we have cheese sauce?"


 


"No, sorry."


 


"Then why did you make stuff that needs it?"


 


"It doesn't *need* it," Dawn said firmly. 
"You want it to be on there."  Callia slumped but ate for her. 
"Thank you."  She looked at Natasha again.  "So?"


 


"It's stopped.  Tara and Maria are having a discussion
tonight from what Coulson said about him having the children tonight."


 


"Can we visit?" Callia asked.


 


"Nope.  Uncle Xander has Auntie Tara's kids."


 


"Shoot.  I miss you living in their building."


 


"Again, sorry.  Someone set fire to the gym,
dear."  She nodded she had heard and finished her dinner then turned to
help Chris and Liz eat.  Liz was at least eating solid foods but Chris was
still eating bottles.  Dawn looked at her.  "I can only hang onto that for
so long," she said quietly.


 


"Outing it should be a last resort, not a plan to put
into action," Natasha countered.  Dawn nodded she knew that.  "If
they try again then you will."


 


"The Mayor decided I can't do that spell to send them
back."


 


"We'll figure that out as well."


 


"We hope."


 


"We will.  Even if we have to go to Sunnydale to do
so."  She finished up, not saying she would've liked cheese sauce too. 
Dawn gave her a look so she smiled and took a kiss.  "You slave over the
stove very well for our family," she said in Russian.


 


Dawn beamed at her.  "I try," she agreed in
Russian.  "They're in the twins' room, right?"  Natasha smiled and nodded. 
"Callia, come help load the dishwasher.  I have to feed Philip since I can
hear him fussing."


 


"Are you going to feed Chris too?" she asked.


 


"No, that's Pepper's job, not a Dawn job."  She
picked up Philip to stare at him.  "It's all right."  He still
fussed.  Liz smiled and waved at him.  Philip still fussed.  "Maybe you
have some colic."  She took him to the bedroom to breastfeed him while
Natasha and Callia loaded the dishwasher.  Natasha got to bottle feed Chris
while Callia made sure Liz finished her dinner.  So it was good for the night. 
Very quiet until Clint got home.  He came in and took off his quiver and bow,
staring at Natasha.


 


"Early night?" Natasha asked.


 


"Yeah.  Guy got busted by the NYPD."  He shrugged
and came over.


 


Callia looked and smiled, snatching something off his neck. 
"That's not nice," she said in a sing-song voice.  "It means
Auntie has to destroy you."


 


"Yes, it does," Natasha said.  A small arrow flew
past them to embed in the man's arm.  He fell over in a faint.  "Sedative. 
Nice choice, Dawn."


 


"Thanks, dear."  She came out with Philip, who was
still fussy.  Natasha took him to burp.  "He only got one side."  She
kicked the body over.  "Let me take him to the basement."  She
floated him up and off, taking him down there to tie him up.  They could deal
with him after the kids were in bed.  His illusion necklace and fake fingertips
were nicely gathered.  She sent a thought at Xander about that.  He sent back
it might be part of the same plot he wasn't sure but he'd send Phil to question
him.  Dawn shrugged and said the kids were still awake.  She went back up there
after making sure he couldn't get free, and grinned at the kids.  "I think
it's story time."


 


"Movie or book?" Callia asked.


 


Dawn looked at the date on her watch then at her niece. 
"You're still grounded all week long."


 


"Shoot."  She pouted.  "But staying with you
is a special treat."


 


"Not really."  She smiled.  "Remember, we
helped you get grounded instead of beaten to death."


 


"Good point."  She settled in with a book. 
"I'll read."  They nodded that would be fine and let her read to the
kids.  Philip quit fussing to squeal at her for it.  Callia looked at him then
at her aunts.  "You had a book nerd."  She went back to reading since
they were laughing.  Finally the kids went down.  Philip got to finish his
dinner while Natasha went to help Phil interrogate the person.


 


***


 


Dawn smiled at the board meeting that had been called by the
board the next morning.  "Good morning, everyone."


 


"Why are you here?" one demanded.


 


"Because custody of Callia devolves to me when her
parents are not here.  They're on vacation."  She smiled. 
"Callia?"  She came in with her tablet.  "I'm her aunt,"
she said snidely when they all looked confused.  "Her next of kin and the
one that takes custody of her by her father's will."


 


"What about her mother?" one sneered.


 


"Buffy died on Asgard.  Her will left me custody of all
her children."  She smiled as she sat down, putting Callia next to her. 
"It's time you learned how to run the business for when it's your
turn."


 


Callia looked at her then at the people.  "Only nine
more years."


 


"Nine and a half.  You have to be eighteen unless we're
all dead and you're declared emancipated," Dawn corrected.


 


Callia nodded.  "Okay, I'd like that even better.  That
way I have more time in the lab to create instead of headaches like Aunt
Pepper."  She smiled.  "Why did we call the board meeting
today?"


 


"The board is putting forth a motion to remove the CEO
from her spot," one said.  "Which you can't stop."


 


"Well, technically, I can."  Dawn pulled up
things.  "See, when Obadiah was around, he made you guys not really
effective by making you advisory."  They read that over.  "No board
has overturned that.  In addition."  She put up another one.  "That
means that you're not being paid for it.  Thirdly," she said, adding one. 
"This was done when things got a bit hairy recently because of public
opinion.  Tony moved it back a privately owned company, without a need for a
board of directors.  The SEC agreed with him."  They all glared. 
"That was within the last ten months.  You all got that notice at the last
two meetings and it has been in effect for a while now."  She highlighted
a date with a fingertip.  "It went into effect six months ago."  She
looked at that.  "Beyond all that, I'm pretty darn sure that Stark's
fiancee and future wife is ahead of all of you."


 


Howard faded in, looking at the papers.  "Who did
that?"


 


"Obadiah before he went evil and attacked Tony, which
would be after he had him kidnaped because Obadiah was selling weapons to
terrorists," Dawn quipped with a smile.


 


"That Ten Rings thing," Howard said.  Dawn
nodded.  "Can I see the files on that?"


 


"The non classified ones on Obadiah and the
investigation?  Yes.  I'll let you see them in a few minutes in the privacy of
the office."


 


"That's fine, Dawn.  You're a lot more perky yet mean
than I thought you'd be."


 


She smiled.  "Yes, I am."  She looked at them. 
"I learned very well from Tony and Pepper."  She smiled.  "Now,
about this motion that you don't have the power to make or enforce?  Did you
want to talk about it more?"  They stomped off.  "You have a great
day and motion adjourned."  She sent a text message to Tony with the video
of it so he'd know.  She and Callia went back to the office so Dawn could show
him those files.


 


Howard read them over, shaking his head.  "I can't
believe he turned on the family that way."


 


"Greed, Howard.  Pure greed," Dawn said quietly. 
"Thankfully she'll never have anyone like that.  Right now, the admin is
family."


 


"It is and it's good," he said, looking at her. 
"Where's your son?"


 


"With Mommy Natasha today.  She was going to see what's
wrong with my mother."


 


"Is she sick?"


 


"No she's been acting a bit strange recently.  So I
sicced Natasha and the baby on her."  She smiled.  "Mom loves the
grandchildren."  He shook his head.  "Fury's supposed to be back
today sometime."


 


"I'll float over to see him.  Nick always was a
spitfire even for being one of them."


 


Dawn stared at him.  "It may've been acceptable in your
day but these days, such racial sentiments are wholly unacceptable unless
you're wearing a sheet."


 


"No, I fought against them too."  He grimaced. 
"Things are weird today."


 


She shrugged.  "Welcome to the modern world.  All six
billion and some-odd people in it."


 


"Is that when my son got the thing in his chest?" 
Dawn stared at him.  "I'll ask my son.  That way you don't have to violate
a confidence."  He floated off thinking about things.   The guys in plasma
and shield design were having a meeting so he floated in to see what they were
doing.  They ignored him but he was used to it.  Most scientists didn't want to
consider spirits outside the kind you drank.


 


Dawn got back to work with Callia helping.  That way she
knew what was going on when it was her turn.


 


***


 


Maria Hill walked into the testing lab.  "By order of
SHIELD, this experiment is shut down."


 


"No it's not," Howard's ghost said.  Maria ignored
him.


 


"This isn't what we gave you a grant for."


 


Dawn strolled in, alerted by security when she got there. 
"They didn't get a grant from SHIELD, Maria.  All external grants have to
be approved by Stark or Pepper and there's no paperwork on them getting one. 
Considering we did a check after the intentional accident thanks to some external
grants, I think you'd better back down."


 


"SHIELD protocol...." she started.


 


Dawn laughed.  "Since when has Stark International been
part of SHIELD.  You only have one employee in common and he doesn't take a
paycheck from your people.  I think you had better leave the building, Agent
Hill.  Before we have words."


 


"SHIELD is responsible for SI," she said.


 


"No, you're not.  Stark International is a privately
held company.  We have no outstanding stock for SHIELD to have bought.  We have
no mandatory board of directors that could be influenced by SHIELD.  For that
matter, Stark International is a family business.  Which you're an adjunct
to."  Maria looked furious.  Dawn stared back.  "I believe you were
asked to leave this private place of business before you were thrown out, Agent
Hill.  Because if you do not I'm going to make you very miserable.  Because I
can derail all the reorganization effort without a single bit of power or a
weapon.  Now, please go."  She waved at the guards staring from the
doorway.  "You have a pleasant day, Agent Hill."  Maria stomped off. 
She looked at them, seeing the sweat.  "I don't know," she admitted. 
"I'm going to interrupt his vacation over this."  They smiled. 
"JARVIS, please forward the video from that meeting to Tony's phone?"


 


"I already anticipated that need once she was gone.  I
believe he's asleep as he's not answering it."


 


"That's fine.  Let me know when he does."  She
looked around.  "We have all the safety procedures we'd demand and all
that?"  They nodded.  "Then let us know how it goes, people." 
She strolled off, going up to the office.  Natasha was waiting with the baby,
who Callia was reading to.  "So?"


 


"Your mother believes that your stepfather left their
bed due to her delivering your sister," she said in Russian.


 


Dawn grimaced.  "That's not what ended her relationship
and during the divorce they found out he'd been having them since before the
wedding."


 


"Apparently that was what changed their relationship
and she did not want to get in the middle when ours had to struggle back."


 


"I didn't know we had to struggle."  She smiled. 
"If so, I was awfully sore a few times for no reason."


 


Natasha smiled.  "I told her that."  She looked
around.  "What happened?"


 


"Maria just announced that SHIELD had taken over the
company."


 


Natasha nodded once.  "Present it."


 


Dawn thought at Clint, who said the same thing.  And that he
was going to punch her in the nose.  She said to go for it.  She smiled at
Callia, then at Natasha.  "Is he back yet?"


 


"Not for another two hours."


 


"Then we have some time."  She settled in with the
head of Legal and her wife to go over what exactly she was going to be serving
the director when he got back from his hiding from Clint and Natasha.  Callia
and the baby were happily cooing at each other until Beya came to get them.


 


***


 


Dawn strolled into Fury's office after teleporting over. 
"We have an issue."


 


"Already?" he said, hanging up his jacket. 
"I just barely stepped in."


 


"Feel really lucky that Stark wants me to present this
in person instead of in the press."  She handed over the envelope. 
"You've just been served with a lawsuit that covers ten counts of
endangering myself and my family.  I wouldn't have done this if your people
hadn't just tried to take over my niece's future business, but you guys played
hardball so I will."  She smiled and disappeared.


 


Fury read it over, grimacing.  "Hill, what happened
earlier?"


 


Joyce walked in.  "She's getting an ice pack since
Clint just broke her nose over her trying to take over at Stark earlier,
sir."


 


Fury looked at his assistant.  "Excuse me?  What
happened?"  She replayed the video Dawn had sent her at her request.  Fury
watched it and nodded.  "That's not what I  wanted her to do and it's not
what I want from Stark.  Who gave her that order?"  Joyce shrugged. 
"Are we going to lose you?"


 


"I'm peeved for many reasons.  Why would I
leave?"  Fury waved the papers.  "I heard.  Dawn has been sitting on
that for a while now, Director.  The sad fact is, she hadn't had to kill a human
until you let out who she was."  She walked off.  "I'm still deciding
otherwise.  I have some groveling to do with my daughter anyway."  She
looked in there.  "By the way, I'm leaving twenty minutes early."


 


"That's fine, Summers.  Call if you're not coming in
tomorrow," he complained.


 


"I'd never leave on that short of notice unless it was
something that was blatantly endangering my child, like the time that didn't
happen when someone was going to capture Dawn and her unborn son."  She
put on her jacket and left for the day.


 


Fury considered that.  "That sounds like someone
changed time again."  He texted Coulson about that.  The one he got back
that said 'it did happen but I do not know the details' wasn't going to make
him any happier.  He had him come back for the day.  "What do you know
about what Hill did earlier?"


 


"Not a lot.  I know that Ares had the original idea to
put Stark under military or SHIELD authority.  I know he got punished for it by
being made into a young girl by Diama and then a pageant princess by my
spouse."  Fury shuddered.  Phil smirked slightly.  "Indeed."  He
looked at the admin area when he heard the elevator door open.  Then he looked
at Fury.  "I know that Cupid warned that something worse might happen,"
he said more quietly, making sure he put up a privacy shield.  "Apparently
this was the lesser backup plan."


 


Fury shook his head.  "I did not order that."


 


"Maria's loyal to you, sir, but there's people above
you still."  He shrugged.  "I know we have the kids again tonight." 
He went back to his office.


 


Fury looked out there, finding Hill at her desk. 
"Hill, a moment please."  She walked in.  "Shut the door." 
She did and stood stiffly.  "Explain yourself."


 


"Sir?"


 


"We do not want to take over Stark."


 


"Orders came down that we were to take over Stark, sir,
and that his vacation was an opportune time."


 


"From?"


 


"The president."


 


Fury stared at her.  "He doesn't run SHIELD.  I
do."  She flinched and winced a bit.  "You also got us sued.  We're
being sued for more than our yearly budget because of the way things have
happened."


 


"By Stark, sir?"


 


"No, not by Stark."  She took a deep breath. 
"I want that order.  I want everything on it.  With any luck, I can talk
Summers into dropping this suit."


 


"Why is she suing us?"


 


"Because she never had to kill a human until we
announced who she was, Agent Hill.   Then she had to keep killing humans, which
isn't really something she adores," he said dryly.  "Not to mention
her little kidnaping thing to Romania that happened because someone found out
who she was."  She winced at that, shaking her head slightly and looking
down.  "So, get me everything on those orders.  Today.  Because if I need
a sacrifice to appease Stark, then so be it."  She nodded and did that. 
Fury wanted to throw a fit.  He had avoided one death sentence to come home to
another.


 


***


 


Maria walked up to their apartment and tried to get the door
open.  Her key didn't fit.  She stared at the lock then knocked.  Tara opened
the door.  "Why did you change the lock?"


 


"Because you tried to hurt my family," she said. 
"Lock changing is the universal symbol of 'you did bad things'.  I'm
sorry, Maria, but you hurt my family.  I can't put up with that."  She
shut the door gently.  "Your things are in the storage area on the
corner.  The key's in the mailbox in an envelope with your name on it." 
She clearly walked off and Maria heard the telltale sound of her crying.


 


Maria slumped, going to get the envelope.  She apparently
needed to find a hotel room for a few days.  She also needed a very long think
about her allegiances.  Because she had screwed up more than she thought was
possible.


 


***


 


Stark turned off his phone, looking at Pepper and Steve, who
were cuddled up with him to watch what had happened.  "Dawn sent a text message
that she did hand over the papers on that lawsuit and that Fury was back."


 


"That's fine," Pepper agreed.  "I think she
should've done it after they got free of Romania.  That way fewer people
would've tried things."  Steve nodded, cuddling between them.


 


Tony put an arm around them.  "Want to cut this
short?"


 


"Dawn will call if it's an emergency," Pepper
said.  "Maria can't do much else.  Fury would've stopped her.  Whoever she
thinks is calling the shots above him is seriously in trouble.  I got one from
Tara that said she had changed the locks.  I sent back a virtual hug and that
she did the right thing with the way Maria had endangered her and the
kids."


 


Tony nodded.  "Agreed."  He looked at Steve, who
shrugged slightly.  "Why was my dad interested in business things?"


 


"He asked me about Obadiah once," Pepper said
quietly.  "I told him it was bad and he had turned on the family."


 


"Dawn said he asked and she had shown him the
investigation files but nothing else."  They snuggled together around Steve. 
"This is not the vacation I was expecting."


 


She smiled.  "It'll be fine, Tony."  He nodded
that was true.  They went back to cuddling and working it out between them. 
They had to be tighter.  There was stress and it needed to be gone.


 


***


 


Dawn smiled at her mother as she was let up by Clint. 
"Hi, Mom."  She kissed Clint and handed him Liz, who giggled and
hugged him.  "She's been pouty all day long."


 


"You missed me," he teased with a grin.  She
grinned back, showing her new teeth.  "Hey, another one.  You're nearly
ready to eat steak, kiddo."  He walked her off talking to her.


 


Dawn finished with the bottles while Natasha finished
dinner.  Philip was on a bottle tonight.  Chris was on a bottle tonight. 
Callia was pouty.  "I'm sure they'll answer you later, Callia.  They're
doing vacation things."


 


"Fine."  She put her tablet down and came over. 
"Can I help cook, Auntie?"


 


"You can pull a stool over and I'll show you." 
She did that and watched what she was doing.  "Joyce, are you all
right?"


 


"I'm fine, Natasha.  Fury looked more resigned than
pissed off."  She looked at her daughter.  "Why didn't you tell
me?"


 


"Because it would've made you cry," she said. 
"And because lately you haven't wanted to talk to me."  She stared at
her mother.  "I have no idea what that was about but I asked Bruce nicely
to screw it out of you."


 


Joyce blinked.  "That's very blunt in front of the
children, Dawn." 


 


"After earlier, I'm in a blunt mood, Mom.  Sorry."


 


"No, it's all right."  She took her up to the roof
to talk with her.  Callia got to feed the babies, which she enjoyed doing.  


 


Natasha smiled, glancing at her until Clint came back out. 
"We have to pick up the twins and Sean tomorrow."


 


"That's fine."  He took a kiss and smiled, Liz
under his arm.  "Dawn?"


 


"Roof."


 


"That's fine."  He put Liz down.  "You, go
play with the toys."  He pointed.  Liz looked and squealed, running over
to grab them.  All of Callia's pets were with them.  Including the spoiled
bunny that Loki was staring at from a bookshelf.  Clint petted their cat,
getting a startled cat look for it.  "Yes, I pet you."  The cat
nuzzled his hand and let him pet him.  He sat down.  Liz climbed up with a book
to make noises at while pretending to read.  Clint took it to read to her.  She
liked that and smiled at him.  He stiffened, looking up.


 


Natasha turned off the stove.  "Let me go check and
tell them supper's nearly done."  She grabbed something subtly on the way
to the elevator.  She got up there and found Dawn slightly wounded and her
mother-in-law panicking.  "Dawn?"


 


"Just a bad graze," she said between gritted
teeth.  "I'm trying very hard not to kill someone, Natasha."


 


"I have no such qualms."  She looked and found the
sniper.  Too far away for her pistol.  "Joyce, inside.  Take Dawn with
you."  They did that.


 


"Natasha," Dawn ordered.


 


"In a moment."  She was staring at them.


 


"Fuck this," Dawn muttered and threw a spell at
the idiot.  He went up with a scream as the fire ate him.  It worked itself out
and stayed in his body until he was a set of crispy remains.  She panted,
looking at Natasha.  "You're not getting shot today.  I will lose
it."


 


Natasha smiled and kissed her.  "You will not lose it. 
We will help you keep your temper."  They went down to help Dawn clean up,
Natasha making sure the kids didn't see the injury.  Callia watched them. 
"She slipped and fell, Callia."


 


"Uh-huh."


 


Joyce called her boss.  "Director, some sniper just
shot at Dawn," she said once she was on the elevator.  "No, we
couldn't reach him the normal way.  He's a bit of charcoal on top of the
building to the west I think."  She rubbed her forehead.  "Yes, that
one.  Thank you."  She hung up and rested her head against the wall then
called Bruce.  "Someone just tried to kill Dawn, Bruce," she said
quietly.  "Thank you."  She relaxed.  Bruce could get there within
twenty minutes.  She stayed in the elevator until it went down to let him onto
it, and he hugged her hard until they came off.  "I hope you don't mind
that I invited Bruce, kids."


 


"It's no problem," Natasha promised.  "I can
add more pasta."  She did that and stirred the pot of water.  She and
Bruce shared a look.  She nodded at the bedroom.  "Philip has colic."


 


"I have a pretty good hand at that," Bruce said,
heading in there.  He tapped lightly on the door before walking in. 
"Hey.  Colic, huh?"  He shut the door.  She nodded at her arm and the
bandage on it.  He peeled up a corner then taped it back down.  "Add some
pressure."  He wrapped a bandage around it to add some pressure and took
Philip to cuddle.  He quit fussing and snored at him.  He grinned.  "You
just wanted some guy time?"


 


"Apparently.  He did the same thing to Daddy." 
She held her arm, wincing some.  "This is not good."


 


"We'll figure it out."


 


She nodded.  "Yes, I will."  He looked at her. 
"It's clearly against me.  Screw 'em."


 


"We'll figure it out," he repeated.


 


"Sure."  She relaxed until her arm quit bleeding. 
Then Bruce changed the bandage and they put Philip down so they could eat.


 


***


 


Tony got a head's up from Rhodey.  "What do you want
today, James?" he muttered, thumbing open the message.  He read it and sat
up, rereading it.  "We're off vacation.  The president is trying to take
Dawn out."


 


"Why?" Pepper asked, sounding tired.


 


"She's apparently dangerous."


 


"If you make her react, yes.  If not, she's not,"
Steve said through a yawn.   He stretched a bit.  "Can we help?"


 


"Yes, we can."  Tony called him.  "What do
you know, Rhodey?"  He listened to him say he was in the middle of the
Pentagon.  "That's fine, we have to talk about that new tank shielding
anyway."  He got up and cleaned up, having himself brought there by the
Stark beaming satellite.  He smirked at him.  "Take me to lunch?"


 


"Gladly."  They walked off together.


 


"How did he just appear!" one of the MP's demanded.


 


"I'm Tony fucking Stark, how do you think I did
it?" he asked.  The MP backed away slowly.  He smirked.  "Some of us
are geniuses."  He walked off with his best friend.  They went to
O'Neill's office for a few minutes to check with him.  Tony handed him his
phone, getting a nod at that message from Rhodes.  Tony wrote down what had
happened.  Rhodey wrote down a better report.  Tony smirked at him. 
"Good."  He strolled off.  "So, this tank shielding?"


 


"General Alabasin isn't in today," O'Neill said.


 


"That's fine.  I like DC."  He went to talk to
people he knew.  It's sad that Loki gave him less problems as the first husband
than the present administration did.


 


***


 


A reporter bounded up to Dawn the next morning.  "What
do you say about the fact that your boss was gathering support yesterday, Miss
Summers?  Is he running for office finally?"


 


"I have no idea what Tony was doing.  He's on
vacation."  She felt that prickly feeling and looked around. 
"Move," she ordered, moving the reporter.  They got shot at and
nearly hit.  She handed her the baby.  "Inside, no one but who's mine
touches him."  She nodded, ducking into the entryway.  "All the way
inside."  Wade came out and looked at the person.  "Wade!"


 


"No, I'll handle this."  He grinned.  "You go
do Dawn things, my Mean, Dark Angel."  He pulled his sword with a wicked
smirk.  "Hi, how're you?  Wade Wilson, better known as Deadpool."  He
leapt at the shooter, who managed to scream, barely.


 


Dawn hurried inside, taking the baby back.  "Philip,
you good?"  He cackled.  "I know, you probably need a diaper
change."  She looked at the guards.  "Clint has them."  He
nodded, sending some of their guards over to help the agents.  Dawn looked at
the reporter.  "Thank you for your help.  As for Tony running for office,
no idea.  Ask him?"


 


She nodded.  "Who was that?" 


 


"I don't know.  Yet."  She smiled.  "When I
do, they'll be confessing."


 


She nodded.  "Okay, can't wait."  She slowly
backed out and ran for her life.  She had forgotten Dawn was a scary person
too.  Just like her spouses.


 


Dawn looked at the head of security.  "Anything else
exciting happen today?"


 


"The ice cream shop is having a buy one, get one half
off sale."


 


"No thanks.  I've still got a few extra pounds." 
She walked off, taking him upstairs.  "I would've left you home with Daddy
but he can't feed you," she told her son.  She changed him once she got
upstairs.  She found someone in the office and stared at them. 
"Director.  Was that person yours?"


 


"No.  CIA."


 


"Pity."


 


"Probably not."  He stared at her.  "Are you
okay?"


 


"My temper is climbing alarmingly at the moment.  Who
the fuck is doing this?"


 


"You're standing in the way of them getting Stark. 
Stark was working on something last night?"


 


"I was having dinner last night after being shot
at."  She put the baby down then turned to face him.  "By the way,
the illusion sucks.  Those of us with skills can tell."  The illusion
dropped and the guy lunged at her.  Dawn broke him in a few places.  She stared
down at him.  "Now, what are you doing?"  She called security up. 
They winced when they answered it.  Dawn removed the illusion device.  That
made them happier.  Not the NYPD when they came to pick him up.  Dawn looked at
the guy who leaned in.  "Who was he?"


 


"CIA.  So's this one."  He grinned.  "They're
pitiful, really."


 


"They said I'm in the way of them taking over
Stark."


 


"Isn't Stark in the way of them taking over
Stark?" Wade asked.


 


"He's not here.  He's on vacation."


 


"Ah!"  He nodded.  "Want me to take the mini
me there?"


 


"Please.  Clint can handle him."


 


"Gotcha."  He took the baby and the manpurse. 
"C'mon, mini me.  Let's go talk to the Daddy.  Maybe he'll let me
challenge him for your mommy again."


 


"Wade, please!  Clint made it so good it took *hours*
and I was too sore to move the next day, twice in a week."  He whimpered. 
She smiled.  "I have a few I'm going to introduce you to though." 
She grinned.  "Nicely mean and all that."


 


"I could like that."  He took the baby, talking to
him all the way home.  No one dared to come near him or the baby while they
walked home.  The baby squealed and babbled baby noise back at him.  It was as
close to his beloved little talking boxes as he got recently.  He looked at the
'window' he usually saw that led to other places.  "I really need to get
me one of these.  That way I can pass on the boxes and other things."  He
went back to babbling at the baby.


 


Dawn looked at the officers.  "This is the third
incident in two days."


 


"We have nothing on the other two," the officer
admitted.


 


She smiled.  "SHIELD picked up the one last night and
Wade just handled the one outside for me."


 


"Oh, that mess.  Sure," he agreed, nodding
slightly.  "What did you use to set him on fire, Miss Summers?"  She
manifested a finger of flame.  He shivered.  "At least he didn't set the
building on fire."


 


"No, I'm that good."  She made it disappear. 
"Who was he?"


 


"We think he was CIA as well," the head of
security said.  "Your mother sent over a report, ma'am."  He handed
it over.  She read it and he could see the temper brewing.  "Let's clean
up this mess, guys.  Please?  I'm sure she's got things to do as the fill-in
CEO."  They nodded and cleaned up the mess.  Dawn was swearing and
throwing a lot of things by the time they made it onto the elevator.  The officers
winced.  The head of security shook his head.  "This is pretty mild,"
he said quietly.  "Should've heard it after the last time someone put a
bomb in the offices."


 


Howard appeared, staring at her.  "Women in my day
didn't know that sort of language."


 


Dawn stared at him.  "I'm apparently inconvenient to
someone's plans for your former company, Howard Stark.  I think I'm allowed to
vent."


 


"Sure," he said, floating backwards.  "Why
are you glowing green?"  He was a bit scared of Dawn.  He'd seen some amazing
things in his days, but she usually beat it all.


 


She pulled it in.  "Don't ask that question."  


 


He nodded.  "Okay, I can do that.  I saw that Green
Lantern comic thanks to my granddaughter."


 


Dawn let out a bitter sounding snort.  "No, I don't have
a ring like that."  She spotted Bucky hovering just out of sight. 
"What's up?"


 


"Are you okay?  That's the second attempt to take you
out and we're not used to women who handle those things."


 


"It's the third.  Someone tried to shoot me last night
and got my arm."  He blinked at her.  "Other than that, no.  I'm
going to finish my temper tantrum then I'm going to find out who's doing it and
make them fucking miserable."  He backed up a step, nodding.  She smiled. 
"Take Howard to find out who did that?  JARVIS, help them figure out who
did it so I can see if I can ruin them too."


 


"I can do so, Dawn.  We can go to the gathering area in
the other tower, Agent Barnes."


 


"Just Bucky, JARVIS.  Please."  He walked off.  He
wondered if Steve had seen her like this because now she reminded him of Peggy
Carter when she was having a temper.


 


Howard floated after him.  "Why the green glow?"
he asked his former compatriot.


 


Bucky shrugged.  "No one tells me the important or
secret things yet."


 


***


 


Dawn appeared in the office of Fury, staring at him.  She
held up a picture.  He nodded slowly.  "Came up with the plot to
nationalize and take over SI.  Also, was one of the leaks that gave my name to
the Romanians and the Russians."


 


He swallowed.  "That means that suit would have to get
into the open." 


 


"Yes, it would.  Or I can ruin him in other ways."


 


"No, this is more expedient and it'll mean we can
organize differently, like we need to but were being blocked from doing.  You
need a guard though."


 


"I have two."


 


"You need real ones that aren't hovering over the kids
in the family," he ordered.  "I want Barton and Romanoff on them. 
They're more vulnerable."  She relaxed and nodded.  "Want...."


 


"No clue.  Wade's helped."


 


"No, I meant an agent who was sane, Summers."


 


She shrugged.  "I don't know.  Are there any I can
actually trust in your organization?  Beyond Phil?"


 


"Yes.  The new one there is."  He smirked. 
"Work?"


 


"I avoided a snatch attempt."


 


"Great.  I'll send someone to Stark."


 


"Sure.  I'm in the second tower, up in the Avengers
only area."  She disappeared from there.  She had a heavy bag over there
that needed some punching.


 


Bucky watched her.  "Your form sucks."


 


"I know."


 


"Want to spar instead?"


 


"Sure."  She took off her jacket and tossed it
over a chair then her heels.  He attacked and she kicked back.  This skirt was
above her knee so it wasn't hampering her too much.  He knew not to
underestimate her this time.  It was good to wear the stress out.


 


Nick Fury made a call.  "It's Fury.  I need agents to
guard Summers.  Someone thinks she's *dangerous* and in the way."  He
listened.  "That'd be fine.  She trusts them because her spouse does. 
Thank you."  He hung up and leaned back.  "Summers, take the day
off."


 


"I'm safer here," she said, looking in at him. 
"Bruce is in the labs."


 


"Good."  He nodded.  "Get my PR person up
here and Legal."  She called them both up.  He handed over the envelope. 
"It will have to come into the open because one of the people that took
what we had stored is behind the new attacks on Stark and Summers." 


 


They looked them over.  "She was taken a lot
before," the head of legal noted.


 


"She only had to stab them lightly and most were
because of her sister's job," Fury said.  "We asked though
Coulson."


 


He nodded, going through the other parts of it, wincing
some.  "Why were we responsible for the Romania thing?"


 


"We're the one who announced who she was.  Before then
she was our on-call witch with Tara.  No one identified her from the battle out
there.  All they saw was a brunette in a chainmail tunic.  Then we identified
her to the World Security Council."


 


"Okay," the head of PR said, taking it to look
over.  "So we're not going down alone."


 


"No, if we do, he can keep attacking Stark and Stark
will bite.  If she doesn't.  She's trying very hard not to appear to be
dangerous."


 


"We can work on that," the head of PR said. 
"We can announce it today and say that we're not going down alone.  We're
going to bring the others that were in it with us because it will lessen our liability." 
He looked at his counterpart, who nodded that was reasonable.  He was drafting
a legal response.


 


Fury looked at him.  "If it goes on, we settle.  We did
fuck up.  It will let us organize differently under ourselves instead of as a
stepchild to some other agency."


 


"I can see that."  He nodded.  "A tenth of
that?"


 


Fury shrugged.  "I don't know.  Work that out with
Romanoff.  She's the nastier spouse of that trio."


 


"I can do that, Director."  They left together to
make the statement.  Fury sent the files on the kidnaping by Romania, the
brainwashing, and the other issues.  Including the current one.  That made one
hell of a press conference.  Even Stark admitting he wanted to be the president
wouldn't be quite as big of a press conference.


 


***


 


Dawn came out of the office that night to reporters. 
"People, it's been a long day and I need to go feed my son.  Can you
move?" she demanded.


 


Clint strolled over.  "C'mon."


 


"You're with the kids."


 


"Ethan's with the kids."  He smirked slightly. 
"They adore him."  He walked her off.  "People, move.  I will
use deadly force if you touch her or me."  They backed off.  He got them
into the limo Happy had waiting.  He looked at her and took off the fake face.


 


"I knew it wasn't him.  He's taller."


 


"Suck it up," Ethan complained.  He relaxed. 
Happy was looking back.


 


"Happy, this is Agent Hunt," Dawn said. 
"Ethan, this is Happy Hogan, Stark's driver and sparring buddy."


 


"Hey."  He waved with a slight grin.


 


"Sure," Happy decided.  "Home, Dawn?"


 


"Wherever we're at tonight, Happy.  I have no idea.  I
have a pounding headache from the flashbulbs and missing lunch."


 


"You need to eat," Happy reminded her.  He took
them home.  The building had the security grates down and more reporters
there.  Ethan pulled on a ball cap low so no one would get a good look at him
and got out first, helping her out and inside.  She let them up, meeting Benji
in the elevator with Liz.  Happy went back to the building and hid after an
email to Tony.


 


Dawn looked at Liz.  "Hi, what're you doing?"


 


"Hi," she cooed, waving at them.


 


"She's riding the lift," Benji said with a smile. 
"Are you all right?"


 


"Thumping headache."  They got off and Liz ran for
Clint, pouncing him.


 


"Some day we're going to teach you to play football,
Liz," Clint said, looking back at her.  She grinned.  "Dawn, are you
all right?"


 


"Headache."  She drank some water and came over to
sit next to him, cuddling in.  "No son?"


 


"He's napping."  He grinned.  "Just went
down."


 


"Then I need to pump."


 


"We can do that."  He kissed her temple and
frowned, licking her skin.  "I think you're sick."  He pointed. 
"Bring that over?"  She floated it over, but the path was wobbly and
it nearly made a circuit of the room.  "Yup, you got given something." 
He tested her with the machine in there.  "Looks like.... maybe a sedative
of some sort."  She nodded, slumping against him.  "Great."  He
drew some blood, even though Christopher growled at him for it.  "She's
sick and needs me to; you stop it," he ordered.  He handed it to Ethan. 
"The Stark infirmary.  Doc'll do it for her."


 


"Sure."  He sent it over via special courier.  One
of theirs, not one of SHIELD's.  He came back up.  Clint got called a half-hour
later and they delivered some antibiotics with the doctor.  Who came to check
her over.  They got Dawn into bed to rest and let them handle it.  Ethan and
Benji set up a better surveillance system around the house.  Natasha had Callia
with her since she was most wanted of all the kids.  


 


The pets were in the apartment lounging.  Natasha finally
came back with Callia and it was better.  They had been at a totally protected
spa while someone asked her questions.  Callia had a new haircut, a new
manicure and pedicure, and smelled like flowers.  She plopped down to talk to
the kids and pet her animals.  They crowded because they had been worried about
their human.


 


It was cute and domestic, something Ethan couldn't really
handle all that often.  Though it was nice that Clint Barton was quickly
becoming his alter ego.  Hawkeye was a deadly, dangerous, smooth man who was
not scared to push his way into something if he needed to.  Since Natasha was
back, he could go do some of his more quiet work.


 


***


 


Fury looked up as something thumped onto his desk.  "I
know you still want to kill me over Deadpool," he complained, looking up. 
A letter floated down and he sighed.  "I heard.  I'll talk to him
tomorrow.  It'll take an extra month but he is protective of her."


 


"He flirts with her.  He wants my son and my
wife," Clint said dryly.  He tossed down six ID cases and a wallet. 
"Those also wanted my wife and kid.  Pity."  He disappeared again. 
Him being in the vents meant that he didn't smite Hill.


 


Fury looked them over.  "Why does the CIA want
Stark?"  He called someone who'd know, Stark.  "Six CIA agents went
after your PA, Stark.  Why?"  He listened.  "I knew that part.  Why
CIA?"  He listened, not letting himself relax.  Stark knew, and was
handling it.  It'd be on the news tomorrow.  "Great, thanks."  He
hung up and ignored his third email from the president.


 


Loki appeared.  "I could fix this whole snafu with one
quick thing," he said with a smirk.  "I could even be generous."


 


Fury looked at him.  "I'm not giving you any of my
people, not Dawn, not the kids, nothing.  So don't even ask.  I'd ask your
brother first, or Summers herself to fix it."


 


"Hmm.  Well, they're going to try to say that she's
guilty under the superheros act as she's not part of a team."


 


Fury smirked.  "That won't work.  It won't go through. 
It won't even be started to go through.  If it does, then she gets to take the
gloves off.  Today, she barely unbuttoned them and adjusted the fingers."


 


Loki took stock of what was happening.  "What is
that?"


 


He smirked.  "That suit?  Something she's been holding
onto for a few years now.  I didn't know.  A lot of people didn't know.  Now...
it's helping."


 


"If she could do without a spouse for a year or
so...."


 


Dawn appeared in a flash of green light and a rumble of the
building shaking.  "Excuse you?  You want to do *what* to my
spouses?"


 


"Are you ill?  You're usually more subtle, chit."


 


She smirked.  "I learned from your son.  He and Spike
were my major role models in my early, formative years."


 


"Spike?" Loki asked.


 


"The master vampire Spike, also known as William the
Bloody?"  Loki shuddered.  She smirked.  "As a matter of fact, Dru
loves me.  She'd *so* love to have me and Xander.  She's really fixated on
Xander and somehow she can tell what I am."


 


"It's because you're glowing so very well," Fury
said.


 


"Shut up, ferret man."  Fury shut up.  Dawn stared
Loki down.  "Let's just stop all the shit to inconvenience my family, my
pack, and Stark.  Okay?  Humanity doesn't need this.  I don't need this.  I'm
sick at the moment and I really don't need this," she finished with a
growl because Loki was smiling.  "And no, I'm not pregnant so I can use
magic again.  A lot of magic since I had to stockpile while pregnant." 
She started a glowing spell around her hand.  "Do we wanna find out?"


 


"I don't believe that'd hurt me, Dawn."


 


She touched him on the shoulder and he screamed. 
"Really?"  He couldn't move, she had him frozen, and it was burning
him.  She moved closer, moving from her fingertips touching him to her whole
hand.  "You fucked with what's mine.  You nearly got my son killed.  You
want to move against my spouses.  Do you really want me to move into a
vengeance demon job?  Because I can go offer my services.  D'Hoffryn likes me. 
I'd be a great admin assistant for him too."  Loki was trying to get
away.  She moved her hand then patted him on the chest.  "I'm not the
bitch to be fucked with anymore.  After the first few attacks, I stopped
getting scared and got really, really mad.  I've reached my point of 'I'll be
damned' to quote your son."  She stared at him.  "Do you really want
to push me past that line to see what I'll do?"


 


"No," Loki said, stepping away from her. 
"Did you ascend?"


 


"No."  She smiled.  "Did you expect one of
the Keys to go into my son?  Because it didn't."  He gaped, shaking his
head.  She grinned.  "All but one future Key child will be female. 
Sorry!"  She waved.  "And that one, it'll probably be my grandkid. 
But hell, before then, I'll let Xander turn my kids into warriors before I let
them go to you.  I'll let them go to Strife or Janus first."  Loki
pouted.  "Tough.  You fucked with me."  He took a swing but she
blocked it with the soul sword she manifested.  He blinked at it then at her. 
She smiled.  "Figured it out by accident while pregnant."  She
reabsorbed it.  "Now, anything else?"


 


"I believe we should test you for godly powers,"
Phil said from the doorway.


 


"Even if it's temporary, when I have a daughter it'll
go away when that extra Key goes into her," she said, staring at Loki. 
"Which will make her a low powered witch."


 


"Good point."  He walked in. 
"Father-in-law."


 


"Philip," he snarled.


 


He grinned.  "Xander, did you have a message for your
father?"


 


"Yes, I did," he said as he appeared, smiling at
him.  He laughed.  "Coyote said hi.  And by the way, it's that time
again.  All you chaos gods are going to end up under my mate for at *least* a
year."  Loki's eyes went wide and he started to shake his head. 
"Yeah."  He grinned and let the chaos urges slip out in a dramatic,
flashy, world altering way.  He smiled.  "Sorry, Dad, but have fun doing
chaos to help humanity for a change.  Or I could make it easier on you and let
you join Ares for a bit."


 


"What's he doing?" Fury asked.  Xander created a
portal to show him.  Fury's eye opened and he stared at Xander.  "That's
evil." 


 


"You give my mate too many hours and he never has time
to fuck it out of me."


 


"Amen, sister," Dawn sighed.  "I know that
feeling very well."  She stared at Loki.  "Though, could've handled
it, guys."


 


"Shut up, Dawn," Xander said.  "Say thank
you."


 


"Thank you, big brothers."  She hugged them both. 
Then she grinned at Loki.  "By the way, to add to that.... as I'm actually
a power of Creation, which does include chaos, which kinda does make me a kid
of it...."  She laughed.  "You're hereby blessed with the future
protection of my children.  The future Key Children will need a guardian on the
darker side too.  That way both sides are watched and watching."  She
smiled her sweetest, most evil smile as she let that blessing go.  "So. 
Mote.  It.  Be."  A gong rang, shattering a few windows in the admin
area.  Loki screamed and fell to his knees as the power hit him.  He panted,
staring up at her, glaring up at her.  "Since I have seven of them now,
you might wanna leave Clint and Natasha alone too."  She grinned.  "They've
got some fucking to do to get our next kid sometime in a few years."


 


Loki hung his head.  "You have cursed me
unfairly."


 


"Ya fucked with me," she reminded him.  "That
makes you fair game."


 


He looked up at her.  "That's evil."


 


She leaned down.  "Only when I'm pushed to it, Loki. 
If you hadn't pushed me, I wouldn't have to find a dark hole in my soul to pull
things out of.  I could totally ignore that most of the time until I had to
spar out urges.  But you chose to push me there.  Now, reap what you
sow."  She patted him on the head with a grin.  "You're going to be a
great godfather."  Loki shivered at the thoughts that gave him.  "My
son will need to learn how to be sneaky, silent, and deadly anyway.  Just like
his daddy and other mommy are.  You'll be a good backup teaching that to him. 
Then, when he's old enough, he'll take over SHIELD to make sure it works
best."


 


Loki swallowed, staring at her.  "You have great
dynastic plans."


 


"It's either that or go back to the place where we
found the ambrosia supply in China."  Loki groaned.


 


"They moved that to China?" Xander demanded.


 


She grinned and showed him.  "Isn't that ambrosia?  Or
is that Nectar?"


 


He looked.  "That's an ambrosia fountain.  Discord
accidentally moved one while she was pregnant with Strife.  We've got to move
that out of there."  He sent a thought at Apollo.  He yelped, gathered a
few gods, and moved that fountain back.  Xander hugged her. 
"Thanks."


 


"Welcome."  She grinned at him.  "I kept
Natasha from drinking from it."


 


"She'd be a very mean god."


 


"She's a love god in many ways," Dawn quipped with
a happy grin.


 


"You so need laid," Xander complained, hugging
her.  "You really are like my warped little sister with the way Dad
torments you and you fight back."


 


"Yes, she really is," Loki said flatly.  He got up
with a groan, glaring at Phil for daring to help him.  "I will retreat now
and see if we can end the problem that has gotten my *godchild* nearly
harmed," he said between gritted teeth.


 


Dawn hugged him.  "Any help would be appreciated. 
Thank you."  She kissed him on the cheek and healed the burn.  He stared
at her.  She stared back.


 


"Women are more devious.  It comes with the
hormones," Xander quipped once Loki was gone.  "That's why I'm
surprised Dad didn't want to stay a girl."


 


Phil looked at him.  "We'll have a nice, long night
together since Tara has the kids again, Xander.  Sir, I'll be off
tomorrow."


 


"Yes, you will, because I don't need that
thought."  Xander beamed and waved, going home with Phil.  Fury looked at
Dawn.  "You done?"


 


She shrugged.  "Damn I hope I can be?  I'd like to just
be Stark's PA most of the time.  You guys won't let me."


 


"You do some of it yourself."


 


"Because I have to."  She disappeared, going home.


 


"I had no idea that was an ambrosia fountain,"
Natasha said.  "Though I would hate being a love goddess."


 


Dawn kissed her.  "You're a great love goddess.  You
were Bucky's first real love.  You were mine and Clint's first real
love."  She hugged her.  "Philip already loves you more than me
because he never whines at you, just snuggles you.  You do the lust goddess job
very well too with how you make people lose their minds and souls to try to
possess you, which you then use to get things from them that you need for the
job.  Or with us, you just drive us nuts with it."  She took another kiss
and smiled.  "You're the best love goddess ever."


 


Natasha was blushing.  "You... are clearly
fevered," she said, checking her forehead.  "Clint, she's
fevered."


 


"I feel the same way, Nat.  Including that Philip loves
you best."  He leaned back and grabbed her to pull her down for a kiss. 
"You're a great love goddess to us."  She was still blushing. 
"But if she has a fever, you can help her go nap if you want." 
Natasha walked Dawn into the bedroom, still blushing hard.


 


Callia sighed.  "I want that when I get older."


 


Clint looked at her.  "When you're closer to needing a
decent date, we'll be talking to a few of our spy friends that have kids so we
can introduce you to people who'll put up with your genius urges and knows what
it's like to be the kid of a hero.  Plus they'll have more manners than you
do."


 


She grinned.  "That might be nice but they can't have
moron cooties."


 


"No, they won't.  We'd beat that infection out of
them."


 


"Cool.  Thanks, Uncle Clint."  She hugged his leg
and got back to coloring for Liz and Chris's amusement.  Though the Tony cat
was trying to capture the crayon.  She looked at her cat, who batted her on the
nose.  "I love you too, Tony cat."  He ran off.  "Just like
Daddy, you run from lovies.  Auntie Pepper must jog a lot to get him
sometimes."  Clint stifled a snicker and shook his head, going to check on
the baby instead.  "When are the twins coming home?"


 


"Tomorrow.  When it's less dangerous.  We sent them an
email."


 


"Okay.  I miss my sissies and brother."  She
looked at the other two.  "Though it's nice I'm older than you two and you
won't be suddenly raised on Asgard so you're older than me too."  She
hugged them and got back to it.  She looked around.  "Natasha kitty, get
down from on top of the ceiling light.  You're not Ceiling Cat."


 


Clint looked at her.  "I'm not even going to
comment."  He shook his head, handing her some juice.  The babies got
bottles of juice too.  It made them happy and content for a few hours.  Which
meant more quiet time until the next problem cropped up.


 


***


 


Tony reappeared later that night.  "It is fixed. 
Mostly because Dawn just cursed Loki to the godparent of her future kids."


 


Steve choked, shaking his head.  "Is Clint all right
with that?"


 


"I texted him and he said it was better that he was
protecting the kids than bothering them.  That and she swore up and down that
Natasha's really a love goddess in disguise."  He laid down on the lounger
beside Steve, smiling at Pepper.  "But it is fixed.  Loki's no longer
having issues.  No one else is prompting issues.  It'll hopefully be quiet once
the board figures out that Dawn was right."


 


"Will we see problems from them?" Pepper asked.


 


"No, I made myself clear."  He smiled. 
"Though someone did ask if I was going to suddenly start a political
career again.  I pointed out I could never be president, it took too much time
from you, the kids, and my robots in the lab.  That Steve or you would have to
be president."  She smirked meanly at him.  "The reporter nearly
drooled and wanted Steve.  Sorry, Pep."


 


"It's better anyway," she said dryly.


 


Steve shook his head.  "Nope, no thank you."  Tony
kissed him.  "You didn't tell them I would, right?"


 


"No but there's been Stark/Rogers election shirts for
the last few Avengers fan conventions as a joke."


 


"No, I don't want to be a politician.  I'd never get
anything done."  Tony hugged him.  Steve shuddered.  "That's such a
bad thought, Tony."


 


"Dawn suggested Pepper as the president and me as
VP," he offered.  "Then you'd have to be the mistress we sneak into
the White House."


 


Steve looked up at him.  "I'm not a mistress.  You
can't sneak me anywhere."


 


"I know.  The last time I tried to sneak you the robots
got all huffy about it."  He looked over at Pepper.  "She's
glowing."


 


"I noticed."  They smiled.


 


"I'm not pregnant.  It's a tan.  Thank you."


 


"Fine," the guys said together.  She laughed but
they came over to sit with her on the extra wide, heavy duty lounger that could
hold up to a thousand pounds of activity.


 


***


 


Callia looked around the office the next morning when they
all came in.  "Auntie, someone redecorated."


 


Dawn walked into the office and looked around.  "Huh. 
JARVIS, who redecorated?"  No answer.  "JARVIS!"  He cleared his
throat.  "Who redecorated?"


 


"Mr. Stark said to redecorate."


 


Dawn looked up.  Then she called Tony.  "JARVIS sounds
weird."


 


"I do not," he said.


 


"We'll be there in ten minutes," Tony said.


 


"Thanks."  She hung up.  She looked at the kids. 
"Settle in."  They curled up on the couch together, Callia flipping
pages of the magazines for them.


 


Tony, Pepper, and Steve appeared.  "The beaming
satellite is not programmed right because we went to Malibu," Tony said.


 


"Huh," Dawn said, pointing.


 


Pepper looked then shook her head.  "Not my
tastes."  She checked.  "We're in Stark Tower A."


 


Tony nodded.  "JARVIS?"


 


"Yes, Mr. Stark?"


 


"Andrew!" he bellowed.  He came jogging off the
elevator a minute later.  "What is going on?"


 


"We have no clue.  Our lab had to gotten into by
breaking the lock.  Most of them have.  We have no idea what's going on."


 


"I didn't get a single call last night," Dawn
said.  Clint and Natasha came off the elevator with two officers and an agent. 
"Do you have any idea what happened?"


 


"No," Clint said.  "But they might."


 


"Sir, the owner of the tower...." the agent
started.


 


"Is standing right here," Dawn said with a point
at Stark. "It's his company, his tower, his name on the tower."


 


"There's apparently been a legal order, Miss
Summers."


 


Dawn laughed.  "Really?  By a board that has no legal
rights?"  The agent winced.  "Beyond that, we would've had to been
notified, correct?"


 


"Yes, but...."


 


"No, no buts," Dawn said.  "Who?"  She
held out a hand.  "Now."  She snapped.  He handed it over. 
"They're not on the board," she said, reading it over.  "Stane's
got a relative?"


 


"No, he doesn't," Tony said.  "Dad!" 
Howard faded in.  "Anything on this?"


 


"No.  For that matter, that man is not a Stane by any
means or relationship.  I've been talking to the judge, son.  As of right
now... who redecorated?"


 


"No clue," Dawn said.


 


"We'll fix it," Tony said.  "Which judge? 
And why weren't we notified?"


 


"They said they did."


 


"No they didn't," Dawn said.  She smiled at the
officers.  "You can't be here.  There's classified materials here." 
They winced.  "Have a nice day, guys."  They fled.  She looked at
them.  "Okay, I've had it.  Who is he?" she asked the ghost.


 


"I have no idea."


 


Dawn pulled out her tablet to do a search on the name,
shaking her head.  "He's gotta be an alias."  She looked at Tony and
Pepper then at Steve.  "Go find Bucky, make sure he's not flashing.  He's
had a few flashes that I've caught."  He nodded, taking Natasha to do
that.  She looked at Clint.  "Babysitting?" she asked, sounding hopeful.


 


"Of course."  He took Philip and kissed her. 
"Have fun destroying him and let us know who he really is."  This
took subtle business sort of destruction, not their versions.


 


"Cool."  She, Tony, and Pepper got taken to where
the judge was, getting directions from Howard.  They walked in with Pepper in
front, followed by Tony then Dawn.  It was the proper hierarchy.


 


Tony smirked at the man.  "Obadiah Stane had no
relatives when he died from attacking me in LA."  The judge sighed and
slumped.  "For that matter, he had no relatives out to about four or five
generations and his will was very specific that he left some things to a
mistress or two and a college.  That was severely cut down by the damage
judgement against his estate for the attack he started."  Dawn pulled that
up for him.  The judge took it to look over.


 


"How would you know?  Were you one of the
mistresses?" the other man asked snidely.


 


Dawn snapped his picture and ran it through the various
databases.  "I know I've seen you before."  She smiled when it came
up.  "Huh, you're a dead man."  She showed the judge.  "I
believe that's the same man by a different name?"


 


"That is," the judge agreed, reading over that
file.  "How did you get access to that?"


 


"I have access to that," Tony said.  "Because
we do our own background checks whenever agents show up.  We've seen too many
that wanted to steal and sell secrets."  He took the tablet to look over. 
"Looks like he worked with the agents who were trying to kill you the
other day, Dawn."


 


"It does," she agreed, taking her tablet back. 
The man lunged at them with a knife.  Dawn blocked him then shot him. 
"No, I don't think so."  She stared at the man bleeding on the rug. 
"And how has your day been today?" she asked with a slight smile. 
"I am part of Stark Security because I am their personal assistant.  It's
part of the job."  She put her gun up, looking at the officers in the
doorway.  "Trying to attack my boss with a knife."


 


"Ma'am, you're not allowed to carry weapons into a
courthouse," one said.


 


Dawn stared at him.  "Actually I am.  I have permission
due to many kidnaping attempts."  She pulled up a copy of that on her
tablet.  "I keep a copy with me."  She held it up so they could see
it.


 


They blinked and stared at her.  "Why?" one asked.


 


"Because I've fought off the Russian mob and others for
the last five years because they were impressed when I fought back.  That's the
more mild one.  There's been a world leader sort, there's been a few cults, a
few cult leaders, a few idiot agents, half the CIA recently because they wanted
Stark International for themselves. A lot of problems over the last few
years."  The officers looked at the judge.


 


"Even with presidential permission."  Dawn showed
him that form.  He blinked.  "Oh, I see.  It does specifically state you
are not to unarmed at any given time."


 


"No, I am not."  She put it away.  "I'll just
beat him next time if you want though."


 


"Please," the judge said.  He looked at Stark. 
"You have a very strong secretary."


 


"She's more a life manager because she gets nagging
rights," Pepper said with a smile.  "And babysitting rights."


 


Dawn grinned.  "Callia has taught them how she colors
and reads."  They smiled at her.  She grinned back.  She felt the demon
taint and stared, her head tipping slightly to the side.  "Huh."  He
looked at her.  "Margan clan?" she asked in the common trade tongue. 
His eyes bulged.  "Dawn Summers," she said, holding out a hand. 
"Little sister to Buffy."


 


"Then they clearly underestimated you."


 


"Many people do.  They see the pretty and forget to
check for brains.  Which comes in handy in business."  She smiled. 


 


"I bet it does."  He looked over the forms. 
"He's not related?"  They shook their heads.  "Can we do a
lineage on Mr. Stane just for form's sake?"


 


"Sure, if you unseal my tower and let me kill whoever
virused my AI and redecorated," Tony said.  The judge winced. 
"Because they will be paying for it, not us."


 


Dawn was doing the lineage for him.  "Which one was he,
Tony?"  He looked and selected it.  "Ancestry-dot-com."  She let
the judge see.  "Only child registered to his parents.  One parent was an
only child, the other's sibling died childless."


 


"Obadiah had a vascetomy to make sure none of his
harlots got knocked up," Pepper said.  "It came across the office
desk as a health insurance problem, Your Honor."


 


He grimaced.  "I see."  He went back over the
forms.  "He said you're not working in the national interest, Mr.
Stark."


 


"I do a lot in the national interest.  I help as Iron
Man, I and my staff of scientists have more patents than any other company. 
Some for weapons, some for other things.  Recently we've been working on
preventative measures, things like shields, body armor, those sorts of things. 
We also have a technology division that puts out things like the tablets,"
he said with a point at Dawn's.  "Or the Starkphones."


 


"The body armor is available to police?"


 


"It will be once it finishes my testing.  I demand high
levels of testing on anything like that.  It's gone through the standard levels
but we add other tests including acids, magic, things like that which they
might run into during something huge."


 


"That sounds really good," the judge agreed. 
"Shields?"


 


"For around buildings and the like when there's a real
battle," Tony said.  "So we can't be slammed into it and neither can
anything else."


 


"The city would have loved having those before."


 


"We had all that we had done in use during the battle
with the Chitauri, Your Honor.  They went on high risk targets like a few
hospitals."


 


"That's more than reasonable and good for humanity. 
The filed forms also state that you're selling weapons again?"


 


"No.  SHIELD has stolen a few," he said dryly. 
"Which we've complained about but they're under my watch for it.  No one
else gets any.  The team gets some now and then."


 


"It says specifically that your assistant has been
selling some?"


 


"No, his assistant sold one to lure an arms dealer who
was taking hostages while she was hiding from the US," Dawn said bluntly,
staring at him.  "When her spouses freed the hostages, Dawn made sure she
got it back so it could not fall into the wrong hands.  It's still hidden in a
storage area somewhere."


 


The judge blinked.  "Why did you need ordinance?"


 


"I won it playing poker.  It was meant to be a gift to
my husband and wife, but we needed it to stop the cranked up weapons dealer who
thought he was so hot that he took half an embassy and a group of nuns
hostage."  She sighed at the end.  "It was the fastest way to get the
hostages free and get them in there to handle things that no one else wanted to
because his bad habit of being high on meth while playing with guns."


 


The judge shuddered.  "I can only imagine.  So you did
but you did get it back?"


 


"Yes.  It's presently in storage.  We have a few
closets with some weapons stored because we've been attacked a few times."


 


"We have some at the Tower in a closet," Tony
said.  "In case I can't pull something out of storage when we have a huge
battle that happens without warning."


 


Dawn nodded.  "I do let them use them for that."


 


The judge stared at them.  "Are you people for
real?"


 


"Did you expect the people who dress up in costumes to
save everyone's butt to be like everyone else?" Dawn asked.  "I
mean.... he dresses in a techno suit full of weapons to save humanity, Your
Honor.  Of course he has weapons around the tower for the suit.  It never gets
out of his control or his sight, outside the ones that SHIELD had stolen by
industrial espionage, which did get stopped."


 


The judge stared at her.  "Why do people want
you?"


 


She smiled.  "Because they think I can help them do
things.  Or a few wanted a perky, popular, fashionable, mean wife.  They were
wrong to but they lusted for the wrong things.  This last few days it's been
people who wanted the company and I'm the one who is the next in line to watch
over their kids if something happens to them."  She shifted and moved a
shoulder.  "Ow.  Sorry.  Needs to pop."  She blinked at him. 
"They thought I was in the way so we've had a few attacks."


 


The judge nodded.  "Perhaps you need to see someone
about your persecution problem?"  Dawn pointed at the guy on the floor. 
The man blinked.  "He was aiming for your boss."


 


Dawn looked down.  "Wanna name your target?"


 


He blinked at her.  He had met her sort during his training. 
He knew being good would get him treated.  "There's a bounty on you
three.  Sixty thou on Potts, two million on you and Stark because you're
considered harder."   He looked up at her.  "Can I have some medical
attention?"


 


Dawn shook her head.  "That's really improper grammar. 
I'll ask my spouses if they'll take you though."  She texted Natasha, who
said they were coming for him.  "Good news, the wife is coming to get you
looked at."  She smiled at him.  The agent shrank away from her.  She smiled
at the judge.  "I'm pretty sure she's coming with other SHIELD agents,
Your Honor."


 


"Your wife is in SHIELD?"


 


"Yes.  She is."  She smiled.  She checked with
Clint, finding him talking to someone.  "Howard, who's that near the
kids?"


 


He looked and shrugged.  "No idea but they're armed and
not real happy to find him guarding the kids.  Who're in the bathroom.  I
should go bother them."


 


Dawn raised a hand, giving Tony her tablet and phone. 
"I'll be there, boss.  If you need me, call."  She disappeared,
heading there.  When she landed, the people in there stared.  One pulled a
gun.  Dawn let her instincts slip fully.  They were not happy dead agents after
all.  Dawn looked around and kissed Clint with a smile.  "Kids okay?"


 


"Kids are fine.  I was doing okay."


 


She smiled.  "I needed some stress relief."


 


"You're getting some later," he assured her.


 


She smiled.  "Cool!"  She went back to the
courthouse, straightening out her skirt on the way.  "There, less
rumpled."  She walked into the judge's office, taking back her phone and
tablet.  "All fixed."


 


"Thank you," Pepper said with a smile.


 


Dawn grinned back.  "I didn't even have to get
mean."


 


The judge looked at her.  "How did you disappear like
that?"


 


"Stark has a beaming satellite," Tony said.


 


"Isn't that SGC or whatever only?" the judge
demanded.


 


"I upgraded it," Tony said with a smug little
grin.  "They know we have it.  It let O'Neill upgrade theirs."


 


The judge stared at them.  "I should shut down the
company in the interests of public safety."


 


"I'd just start a new one with the same people,"
Tony said bluntly.  "Without the now honorary board of directors to nag me
about things."


 


"Honorary?"


 


Dawn pulled up those forms.  "Done by Mr. Stane so they
couldn't interrupt his plans, Your Honor."


 


He read them over, slumping.  "Fine.  Then this whole
filing is moot."


 


"Thank you," Pepper said with a smile. 
"We'll go straighten out the honorary board later."  She walked off.


 


"I can still rule that your company is a hazard to the
public," the judge warned.


 


"Yes, but that would be illegal," Dawn said. 
"And I'd just restart Stark International my own self.  With the same
people."  The judge glared.  She stared back.  "Only I'd probably
move them all to England or something."  She smiled.  "Which would mean
a lot of high tech, high paying, high research jobs out of the US.  If they
wanted warmer weather I could move them to Guatemala.  I have ties down
there."  The judge shook his head.  "If you're sure?  I can give
myself a raise if I do that.  The baby needs new clothes anyway."


 


"Go away," the judge ordered.


 


"Yup, we can do that," Tony agreed happily.  He
walked off.  "England, Dawn?  Really?"


 


"They're friendly allies, could use the economic boost,
have nice estates we can convert to the new company headquarters.  They have
some good colleges.  I'm pretty sure they wouldn't be playing the games like
we've seen recently.   And hey, maybe Philip can find a nice young woman with
manners to settle down with.  One that wants to do nothing but have grandbabies
and garden or something.  So can Callia instead of some bad boy of science
that'll break her heart and probably give her an STI someday."


 


"He'd better not," Tony quipped.


 


"Babies are the biggest sexually transmitted
infection," Dawn quipped.


 


"Yeah, not allowed anyway," Tony said.  "I
don't need grandkids."  Pepper was giggling.  They walked out into a press
ambush.  "I hate having to come back from vacation to all this, people, so
get out of the way before I let Dawn shoot you."  They backed down and got
out of the way.  Someone came jogging up the stairs toward them with a
clipboard.  Tony stared at her.  "No, I don't want any."


 


"Certified letter, sir, not a court summons."  She
handed it to Dawn, who read it and signed then took the letter.  "Thank you,
ma'am."  She ran off again.


 


Dawn looked at it.  "We'll scan it for letter bombs
back at the office."  Tony nodded that was fine and they got into the car
together.  Dawn relaxed, handing them bottles of water from the mini bar. 
"Happy?"


 


"Yeah, Dawn?"  He put down the window between
them.


 


"Hey, Ethan."  She handed over the letter.


 


He felt it, nodding.  "Very thin wires from what I can
feel.  We'll see."  He put back up the window.  "We're going to save
your husband from the kids.  They're mobbing him since the twins are
down."


 


"I told them we'd come get them when things got
better."


 


"They needed some adult talks," Happy called.


 


"Okay, I can do that," she decided.  She looked at
Pepper, who grinned.  "Wanna help?"


 


"I can, yes.  I did good with yours."  Dawn smiled
and nodded.  They got back to the tower, finding more press.  They got out and
Pepper paused to make a statement about fools and their stupid ideas.  Then she
came up with them on the elevator.  Callia ran out and pounced as hard as she could. 
Liz ran out squealing to pounce too.  They squatted down to hug them, then
Chris since he was pouting.  He grinned at them then went back to adoring
Clint.


 


"I'm going to teach you the bow," Clint told
Chris.  "It'll be good for you."  He took a kiss from Dawn.


 


"Don't expect me to do that," Tony joked. 
"My tongue's got a busy schedule."  Pepper pinched him.  He sat on
the couch, letting the kids crawl all over him.  "Where's the twins?"


 


"Other tower for safety reasons," Clint said.
"I would've had them take the kids but they had that pacing in angst
look."  He took another kiss.  "Natasha's still blushing."


 


"Cool."  She winked and strolled off.  "Let
me talk to the twins.  It looks like the order forms for the new furniture
materialized on my desk."


 


Pepper got them to look over.  "Hell no I'm not paying
for the glass monstrosities, especially at that price."  She called them
to see who had ordered them and have them bring back their original furniture
when they took this crap back.  She hung up and sat beside Tony, letting the
kids play with her for a bit since Tony looked exhausted.


 


Callia looked at him.  "We can nap together with the
pets.  They'll be back here tonight."


 


"That'll be good for them.  Where's all our
geeks?"


 


"In Malibu for their safety," Clint said. 
"We sent them after the first attempted attack on our roof."  Fury
came off the elevator.  "Did the press leave you alone?"


 


"No," he complained.  "I nearly shot a
few."  He looked around then at Stark.  "Redecorating?"


 


"No, someone tried to do it on us."   Pepper
handed over the notes.


 


"Why is a regional director of the FBI redecorating
your office?" Fury asked.


 


"It's a multi agency plot to piss us off so much that
we destroy the old company, let Dawn restart it, and then move us all to
England," Tony quipped.


 


"It's not a bad idea," Pepper said.  "We
could create a whole campus-like area.  Put shield design in their own building
so they quit bothering others.  Put the plasma lab and other fissionable labs
out there so they can test their designs the easy way."


 


"A college cafeteria?" Tony suggested with a smile
for her.  She nodded, grinning back.


 


"Please don't," Fury ordered.  "That would
cause a lot of headaches and a lot of international non-cooperation."


 


"She promised if she has to leave Stark due to bullshit
getting too deep, she's taking Andrew, Jonathan, their wives, and setting up to
rival you anyway," Clint said with a grin for the Stark family.


 


"We'd buy them out within a year," Tony said,
smirking back.  "She'd be a subsidiary."


 


Dawn came off the elevator shaking her head.  "The
girls are almost fifteen, Clint."  He shuddered.  "They're wondering
about boys.  Again."


 


"Did you look at the cut?" he asked.


 


"I did.  It's not infected.  It's well treated.  She
said Thor won't look at her now.  Apparently he blames himself for some strange
reason."


 


"We'll get him over it," Steve said, coming over
with Bucky.


 


"Those girls are little teasing hellcats," Bucky
told Dawn, who smiled back.  "Are you sure they're not yours?"


 


"No, Philip's my only natural child.  They're mostly
like their mom though."  He groaned, nodding slightly.  She smiled at the
kids following them.  "Diana, quit trying to hide the scar on your
cheek."  She kissed over it and healed it.  "You won a battle you
weren't meant to be in, when you were half trained at best, and it was with the
same creatures that killed your mother and father.  The fact that you only got
one scar and it was from another semi-trained warrior, that's fantastic."


 


"It's still ugly," she said.


 


Dawn shrugged.  "It's not that huge.  I can teach you
how to cover it up if you want me to."  She nodded, hugging her.  "I
know.  I have a few of those.  The one on my neck especially."


 


"Scars like that are badges of honor," Clint said
firmly, staring at them.  "It means that you survived.  We had to pound
that into Dawn's head a few times, we can help you with it too."


 


"At least no one will want you to model," Tony
said.  "They hate any imperfection.  Even if it's barely noticeable,
because I didn't really notice it even before your aunt healed it."  Diana
hugged him.  He patted her on the back.  "It'll be okay."


 


"See, and Tony's an expert on women," Dawn said. 
Tony kicked her on the knee.  "Hey!"


 


"I'm an expert at flirting and staring at women.  I
still don't understand you."


 


Dawn grinned.  "I'm better than any ordinary
woman."  Pepper laughed.


 


"You can be," Tony said.  People came off the
elevator.  "Who're they, Dawn?"


 


She went to check and had to shield herself and the office
from the bullets.  "I don't think they're here to do the furniture like
they said."


 


Clint got two of them and Fury got the other.  "I've
had enough," Fury said, stomping over to deal with them.  "Who the
fuck do you think you are to be upsetting SHIELD adjunct members?"  They
stared at him.  He smirked.  "Yeah, I'm back now."  One tried to move
to reach his earpiece but Fury snatched it and listened.  "No, I don't
think they can abort.  But we'll be talking in person in a little while." 
The link got cut.  He had brought agents to fix this.  Because he wasn't
stupid, there was more than one higher up involved.  Fury looked at Dawn. 
"England?"


 


"Safe, friendly ally country.  Lots of open areas
still.  Could use good tech jobs.  Has a few good colleges."


 


Fury nodded.  "Not a bad idea."


 


"Or we're all moving to Guatemala and I'm taking over
the district as the protective overlord sort."  She grinned.  "Then
there'll be no more problems."


 


Fury shivered.  "I did not want that thought,
Summers."


 


"Dawn, quit giving people bad ideas," Clint
ordered, kissing her on the head.  "You can give us bad ideas later."


 


She smiled.  "Does that mean I should find you a spot
within my own personal pantheon?" she teased with a smile.  "With
Natasha as a love goddess, would you like to be my personal warrior god?" 
She moved closer to him, letting him moan and kiss her.  "You are one hell
of a warrior and most war gods were seen as objects of lust and yet very, very
hard."


 


He shivered.  "We'll talk about that later and about
future kids."


 


She smiled. "Some day we'll have a daughter like
me."  She winked.


 


He stared.  "It will?"  She nodded.  "Huh. 
Wanna work on that tonight?"


 


"If it happens, it does," she reminded him then
kissed him again.  He growled.  She smirked.  "Though, you may get to see
me and Natasha playing with that necklace."


 


"No, that's fine."  He kissed her again. 
"We'll figure that out."  She strolled off.  He took a deep breath
and slowly let it out.


 


Tony pointed.  "Bathroom, Barton?"


 


"Yeah, I think I need it."  He walked that way.


 


"Wow," Pepper moaned, looking at Tony. 
"Though I can see Natasha as a love goddess.   She inspires it in
many."


 


Tony nodded.  "At the very least a lust goddess." 
He cleared his throat and crossed his legs, letting Christopher have his lap
for now.  That way the girls weren't on it.  Steve was bright red.  "Well,
Barton does call her a dick teasing sith," Tony quipped to break the
quiet.


 


"Yes, she is," Steve said, still bright red.


 


Bucky swallowed.  "I can see Natasha as a lust goddess
and a love goddess," he said, rubbing the back of his neck.  "Damn. 
Now I know why you compare her to Peggy, Steve."  He walked off.  The
twins were giggling and crowding Steve to hug him.  Dawn was a huge tease and
her nieces were just as bad.  Sean appeared looking tall, strong, and manly in
a way that made most guys feel inadequate.  "Did they feed you a lot of
Wheaties, kid?"


 


Sean grinned.  "Lots of good, clean living and Daddy's
excellent warrior genes."  He strolled off.  "Office?"


 


"Yeah."


 


"Sean!" Dawn chirped and hugged him.


 


"Auntie."  He hugged her back.  They walked off
together.


 


Tony looked up at Sean.  "Way to make guys feel
inadequate, Sean."


 


Sean blushed but shrugged.  "Can't help the great
genes, Uncle Tony."  He grinned.  "Uncle Rodney said you had to find
me a real math and physics book.  I'm grounded because one of the female geeks
pounced me."


 


Dawn looked at him.  "Do I need my sword?"


 


"No, Auntie, it was something I was wondering about. 
I'm sixteen.  I've had my manhood hunt.  I said it was only wondering about
things.  She wasn't great but she did teach me a few things.  Including that I
need to do more workout time on the weight machines."   He looked at his
uncle and then the one coming out of the bathroom.  "Can I have the bigger
boy talk with you two?  John blushed.  Ronon tried but he admitted that women
never pounced him at home."


 


"Sure, we can do that," Tony said, taking Chris
with them.  "Girls, you can have girl time with Pepper and Dawn."


 


"Sure, Daddy."  Callia waved and grinned at them
then looked at Pepper.  "I'm jealous.  My baby brother is model pretty and
older than me."


 


"I'm jealous of how pretty Sean is too," Pepper
said with a smile.  "But you have half the same genes so you'll be just as
pretty, Callia."


 


"Are you sure?"


 


"Yup," Dawn agreed.  "There's no ugly Summers
kids, even if you're not part Asgardian warrior."


 


"I'd miss having Daddy as my daddy if I was.  He's
really neat and he likes machines.  I'd go nuts on Asgard without JARVIS, the
robots, or machines.  They have more magic than science and that sucks." 
She hugged her twin sisters with Liz, who was more than happy to cuddle. 
Philip too.


 


***


 


Diana was running over for ice cream.  The kids all wanted
ice cream and if Callia was getting some while slightly grounded again, oh
well.  They were kids!  She ran into a reporter and ducked her head so the hair
covered the scar her aunt had healed.


 


"Dear, what happened?  You look much older?"


 


She looked at her.  "We had to go back to Asgard to
help with Atlantis being displaced by the demons.  They needed locals to help
with the language issues and to help make trades.  So we went home for a bit
and told our aunt afterward.  She's agreed to let us go but we have to come
back each weekend."


 


"With the time difference....."


 


"Two weeks to a day so we're a bit older."  She
smiled.  "Sean just had his manhood hunt.  We're doing ours in the next
few months."


 


The reporter smiled.  "You'll be stunning young women
soon."  Diana blushed.  She looked at the scar then smiled.  "It
doesn't mar your beauty, dear.  Quit hiding it.  If shallow people have to
stare at a barely noticeable scar then they're pathetic and can't see real
beauty."  Diana was now bright red and whimpering slightly.  She grinned. 
"You have fun with your family."


 


"Ice cream," she squeaked with a point.


 


"It's not healthy but it's good for kids now and then. 
Go ahead.  I'll make sure the skanky tabloid reporter doesn't jump you." 
Diana smiled and ran to the ice cream shop.  She went to distract the other
reporter.  "They went back home to help Atlantis."


 


"So they're older?  Will their aunt quit being such a
bitch to protect them?"


 


"Probably not."  She grinned.  "Dawn is
highly protective of what's hers."


 


"Yes, she is," she sighed.  "She's still not
lost that baby weight."


 


The first reporter snorted.  "It's all in her cheeks. 
It'll fall off in a few days.  She's got to keep it for a bit because she needs
to put those people back.  The ones that came through that portal during that
fight?" she prompted.  The other reporter shuddered.


 


"It'll be next month.  The mayor doesn't want us to go
back," Wade said as he walked past them.  "Pity because that means I
get to kill people who stalk the twins some more."  He grinned. 
"Diana, want some help carrying?"


 


"Sure.  Sean's talking with Uncles Clint and Tony about
big boy things and girls."  Wade helped by grabbing one of the cone
carriers and they went back to the office.  Dawn smiled and pointed so they
went to sit with the others in the break area.  The pets had been brought back
and it was great fun in there.  Diana told her twin what the reporter had said
and got hugged for almost being made to *model* again.


 


Wade walked off, not thinking about what sort of modeling
he'd like the girls to do.  That was going to be mean to his poor mind.  He
looked at Dawn.  "You're not going on vacation soon, right?"


 


She smiled.  "Yes we are.  Next weekend, the girls,
Pepper, and I are going to Barbados for the weekend."  He slumped.  She
patted him on the wrist.  "You can get people who stalk Sean for a
bit."


 


"If I was bi, I'd take Sean.  He's mean like you and a
dick tease."  He walked off shaking his head.  He didn't have a passport
so he probably couldn't go to Barbados with them to ...protect them.  Or whatever.


 


Dawn smiled.  An IM popped up from Tony telling her to quit
dick teasing other assassins.  She typed back that they were all going to the
beach for a weekend next weekend then went to tell the girls.


 


Down in the lab, Clint looked up at the ceiling then at
Tony.  "Are you letting Pepper go?"


 


"I can't stop Pepper from doing anything.  All the
girls are going.  Is Philip?"


 


"No idea.  Probably since he's still on the tit."


 


Sean let out a tiny whimper.  "I don't want those
thoughts about my aunt."  He rubbed his ears.  "Eww!  Uncle
Clint!"


 


"Sorry, kiddo."  He patted him on the back. 
"We'll have a guy's weekend next weekend."  Sean nodded and pushed
the bad thoughts out of his head.  Thankfully there were no beaches on Asgard. 
You'd freeze your ass off if there was.


 


His father would be so upset with the thought of the twins
in bikinis.  Or Callia.  He hated how the twins used to run around
half-clothed.  He was the older brother and the little witches needed to put on
more clothes, just like his father would want.


 


***


 


Dawn tried on a bikini that night, staring at herself. 
"I look like I'm in a porno," she said, staring at her highly exposed
chest.  This used to be a modest bikini.  Now.... not so modest.  Clint leaned
in and stared at her.  "Trying them on before we go to Barbados."


 


"Uh-huh."  He walked in and shut the door behind
him.  Philip was giggling on the bed.  "Hey, kiddo."  He kissed
Dawn.  "Put on something less slutty looking?"


 


"Clint, this was the less slutty looking bikini,"
she said, looking at him.  "Natasha, I look like a porn ho," she
called. 


 


Natasha walked in and paused.  "Yes, you do.  That was
your most covering one before."  Dawn nodded.  "We need better
tops."


 


"I have a flabby ass, I should get something more
covering."


 


Clint stroked a hand over her hip.  "No you don't. 
There's no cheesecake here, Dawn.  It's very firm."


 


"It jiggles."  She looked at him.  "I didn't
used to have a booty like rap guys talk about, Clint."


 


"No, you didn't, but you do now and damn I'm blessed." 
She swatted him but grinned.  "We'll get you two new ones."  She
tried on another one and it was barely able to clip together.  He stared. 
"That's beyond pornographic."


 


"They said breastfeeding would make you go up a cup
size but still."


 


Clint nodded, still staring at her chest.  "Yes, it
did."  He shook himself.  "The kids are still up."  Dawn kissed
him and pulled on one of his older, soft sleeveless t-shirts and some jammie
shorts, taking Philip out there with her.  Clint looked at Natasha.  "I'm
not drooling, right?"


 


"Not visibly.  Am I?"


 


"No, but it looks like you've been sucking on your
bottom lip again."  He kissed it and they went to spend time with the
kids.  He did have good priorities, even if he did want to see if she did
indeed have the booty jiggle she claimed she had.  Dawn's curves could be
appreciated later though.  When the kids couldn't hear.








42: You Wanted What
From This Future Old One?


 


A slight
battle and then a girl's vacation.  It's a great time sometimes.  Even Xander
and Phil get in on the date night action.   And then, someone stupid tries
something to get Dawn, Natasha, and Bucky.  The twins go on their adulthood
hunts, which pleases the family.


 


 


The head of Stark Legal hesitantly walked into Pepper's
office.  "Can I get you to give Stark some bad news while I find a hole to
pull over myself?"


 


"Did Legal do something that's going to endanger the
company?" Pepper asked.  "Because if it was an accident he'll forgive
you sometime next year or so."


 


"No, but it's nothing we can stop."  She handed
over the CD.  "My son is a *huge* Black Widow fan.  Has her picture all
over his room.  He got sent that by a school friend."  She smiled a tiny
bit.  "They're really good pictures."


 


Pepper inserted the disc to run it, blinking at the front of
the calendar that popped up.  "She's going to kill someone."


 


"Yeah, I think so too.  Which is why I want to hide
from Stark hunting them down with Dawn being all growly and glowy behind
him."  She fled because she heard Dawn.


 


Pepper flipped through the pages, blinking a few times. 
"Damn, when did they get that picture?" she muttered.  One she knew
wasn't in the press.  It was in SHIELD's mainframe from when Natasha was
undercover.  "Dawn?" she called.


 


She came in and looked over her shoulder.  "Huh. 
Someone hacked.  Interesting."   She took the mouse to flip through the
other ones.  "Clint doesn't have any topless pictures anywhere so they
really hacked.  That's the medical bay at SHIELD's hell carrier.  Probably for
his identifying marks file since it's missing a tattoo."  She smiled and
opened up a portal, letting Fury see it with her mom since he was staring over
her shoulder.  "Did you sell pictures of Clint and Natasha to
someone?"


 


"No," Fury said.  "Why would I have?" 
Dawn projected the image by hitting a few keys.  "That's the medical
bay....  Hill, find out who hacked us for dirty pictures of our agents,"
he ordered.


 


Dawn put up one of Hill that made Fury growl.  "We're
doing the same thing today."  She smiled and hung up on them.  "Well,
the boss said he was bored," she quipped.  "Natasha needs someone to
growl at too."


 


"Sure, we can let Tony handle it with them.  Why none
of Steve?"


 


"Because you can barely get him into swim trunks around
here," Dawn said dryly.  "During that family swim thing, he had to
have on a t-shirt."


 


"Good point."  She called Tony to come see that. 
Dawn smiled and went back to work doing a lot of things she probably didn't
need to.  Pepper got proof of that when she got pre-report checks on the
companies they were going to have talks with and backgrounds on the people
coming in.  "Bored?" she asked.


 


"Slightly."


 


Tony strolled off the elevator and came in.  "What huge
problem's going on now?"


 


"SHIELD got hacked," Pepper said, restarting on
the front of the calendar page with a smile as she handed him the mouse. 
"You make a nice Mr. May."


 


He flipped through them with the trackball, barely pausing
on his.  He was growling by the end.  "Bruce is going to be insulted that
they didn't put him in them."  He grimaced.  "Those are SHIELD
pictures from the infirmary.  Hill's going to gut someone.  Maybe she'll bond
with Tara over it."


 


Dawn looked in and shook her head.  "Tara's still
crying each time she says Maria's name."  She leaned up again.  "I
told Natasha and she's growling."


 


"So am I mentally," Tony agreed dryly. 
"Thankfully you can't read everyone's mind, Dawn."


 


She smirked evilly at him.  "Boss, it's not hard to see
what's on your mind.  It's all science and robots outside of Steve, Pepper, and
the kids.  It's kinda obvious when it turns to Steve or Pepper."  Tony
blushed.  "The science and robots thoughts make you scatterbrained and
non-focusing on people so that's easy to tell too."  Pepper cackled and
smiled at him.  "The calendar was not done by the woman who wanted to do
one.  She's filed a suit against the person who did it for stealing her idea
that she's been working on for months now.  I did pop an IM to ask her and she
told me that.  I told her that Clint and Natasha weren't happy over hacked pictures. 
She purred back so apparently that works well with her suit."  She printed
something and handed it over.  "Who she's suing."


 


Tony and Pepper looked it over.  "Trash rag,"
Pepper snorted.


 


Tony nodded.  "And then some, yeah."  He walked
off to handle this.  He wasn't some beefcake to be put up like that.  Even if
he was handsome and had a good body, he didn't want it to be flashed like that.


 


Dawn and Pepper shared a grin and got back to work.


 


***


 


Clint and Natasha were waiting when the person who had made
the calendar came out of her office.  "Morning," he said, making her
flinch and back away slowly.  He smirked behind his sunglasses.  He liked that
response from the leech reporters that made his life a living hell. 
"We're taking a leaf from Dawn's usual method."


 


"Magic?" she stuttered.


 


"Not my style."  Natasha handed her the folded
paper over her shoulder, making the stupid reporter jump out of the way. 
"You're hereby served with notice that we're not happy and going to ruin
you for using hacked pictures."


 


Natasha smirked, tucking the papers into her bag for her. 
"Also, there are agents here who would like to know how you hacked
SHIELD."  She got out of their way.


 


"Ma'am, FBI and Homeland Security," one of the
dark suited, sunglass wearing agents said.  "We need to talk about how you
hacked a national and international security agency to get risque pictures for
juvenile entertainment purposes."  She slowly shook her head but the
agents walked her off.  "Have a better day, Agents Romanoff and
Barton."


 


"You as well," she said with a smirk for the
reporter.  She and Clint walked off.  "The girls are going on vacation
tomorrow."


 


He looked down at her.  "Are you going?"


 


She smirked.  "I was not invited."


 


"Me either but I can take a weekend at the hotel as a
vacation watching them watch her."


 


"Hmm.  That might be fun."  They made reservations
to land just later than the private plane was and got rooms that overlooked the
beach so they could stare at Dawn.  She had fixed the bathing suit issue but
Dawn was still worried about her weight.  Which wasn't heavy.  It was just her
cheeks.  Their pagers went off and they got beamed back to the Tower before it
finished going off.


 


"Major portal full of demons," Stark said, tossing
Clint his bow.


 


"Got it."  He got into his field uniform and they
left together.  Natasha had hers on under her jacket.  They got there and found
others.  "Damn," he said, staring at it.  "Captain?"


 


"Barton, that building," he said with a point. 
"It'll be awkward but you can't get anything through the portal anyway. 
Hit them as they come out.  Hulk, get the big things that are trying to come
through.  Stark, get the minor ones.  Widow, get the civilians out of the way
then join my position."


 


"Got it already," Dawn said, slapping down shield
generators.  "You have shields that are ten feet high two blocks in each
direction.  Jonathan's placing the last behind them.  Andrew's got the west
side."  Captain America nodded and rushed in.  Dawn looked at the staring
people.  "If something happens, you're all going to die," she
announced.  "We're not going to die to protect you because you're staring
in horror, people!  To be blunt, fucking move!"  They ran.  "Thank
you for having common sense!"  She saw another portal opening and blinked. 
"What the hell?"  She fired on it to warp it closed.  It was a bit
stronger than her spell.  "We have another one," she called.  Stark
looked and fired something at it.  "At the portal, not in it!" she
shouted.  "Unless you want others to be pulled through!"


 


"Sorry, Queen of Nag."


 


"Not nagging this time and I now deserve my
vacation."  She concentrated, opening all the Keys.  That closed the
portal with a concussive blast that knocked a few people down.  "Cool,
it's gone."  She turned and summoned her chain mail, sliding into it and
going into the demon-infested shielded area.  They were flinging magic.  But
hey, all that extra weight was going to be gone so a bonus of a slight demon
invasion.  She ducked as Wade jumped in.  "Morning, Deadpool."


 


"Morning, my Mean, Dark Angel.  Cute chainmail."


 


"Made by Dwarves."  She blasted a few more demons
for Stark and Natasha to give them room to move.  "Guard what's mine,
Wade.  She needs someone at her back."  He nodded, killing things on his
way over to her.  Dawn saw an opening after killing a few more demons and took
a shot at the power crystal holding the portal open.  It shattered, spraying
tiny bits of quartz around.  Dawn contained it and coldly remade it so she
could undo it.  The portal started to suck the demons in.  "People,
move!"  They got out of the way, Natasha making sure Wade made it.  She
got Steve and Bucky moved.  Hulk wasn't being affected.  The last of the demons
got sucked back.  "Hulk, smash pretty thing!" she ordered with a
point.


 


He roared and picked it up to smash it.  Magic flowed out
and hit the shields, bouncing around.  She raised a hand and captured it,
turning it into a small glowing ball of energy.  She tossed it at Steve, who
caught it on his shield.  "We're saving it?" Steve asked.


 


"It'll help when we send those guys home."


 


"Good to know."  Tony changed one of the shields
to contain it.  Steve tipped the ball into it and Tony sealed it.  "Okay,
any other traumas?" he asked.  "Dawn, please quit swearing at the
civilians for staring in horrified awe?" he asked dryly.


 


She summoned her phone and pulled up something, handing it
to him.  "Nope.  Not after that."


 


He read it and grimaced.  "Some people are always
looking for an angle."  He handed it to Tony.


 


"I saw both suits from people suing us because we
couldn't save someone.  I countered it already."  He blinked as Dawn moved
around him to fire on something that was apparently coming toward them.  He
turned and blinked again.  "What the hell?"


 


"No clue," Steve said.


 


The floating chair with the villain laughing in it looked
really stupid.  It was solid gold with dark purple fabric cushions.  It had
gemstones along the major lines of the chair to highlight it.  "It's
*fabulous*," Wade said sarcastically.  "Can we kill him before the
whole Pride Parade makes a mess, Dawn?  He's an insult to gay men's great taste
in furniture and some of them will become militant to remove the eyesore."


 


"He's not a god.  Or a goddess.  I'm assuming he can
die somehow."  The villain glared at her.  "Who are you, what do you
think you're doing, and why are you pissing me off the day before my
vacation?"


 


The villain glared at her.  "I wish to challenge you
for your *spouses*.  We want their deaths."


 


"Denied," Dawn said and flipped a hand at him.  The
villain screamed as he was slowly eaten.  It took nearly three minutes.  She
shrugged.  "Sorry, but mine is mine and I don't share."  She strolled
off undoing her chainmail, shaking her head.  "Okay," she decided. 
"Someone can send his tacky chair back to his people.  They probably want
the money he paid for it back."  She smiled at Natasha, checking her
over.  She laid a hand on her cheek, making her wince.  A healing spell and she
was better.  "Clint, you good?"


 


"I'm fine.  Barely got fired on."  He landed
beside them and Dawn checked him then healed him.  He took a kiss from each of
them.  "Weren't you supposed to stay as the team's backup?"


 


"I was.  Then it went magic centric.  Not like you guys
can throw offensive spells."  She shrugged and smiled.  "See you back
at the tower, guys.  Gotta go deal with people," she sighed, looking at
the reporters.  She walked that way pulling down her hair.  "People, we
have to clean up," she noted.  "Do you really need to watch the demon
parts be burned?  I can guarantee it'll stink."


 


The reporters pushed against the barrier.  "What was
that?" one demanded.


 


"Was that like LA?" another shouted.


 


Dawn raised a hand.  "One at a time.  I'm not going to
answer everyone.  No, it was not like LA's invasion.  LA's took years of
planning.  This might've been like the one that we had in Manhattan a few years
back but otherwise no it was just a wannabe overlord."


 


"Who was the person in the chair?" one shouted.


 


Dawn shrugged.  "No clue.  All I know is he wanted to
kill two of the Avengers.  That's not really allowed."  She smiled at one
she liked.  "What?"


 


"Who's that guy?"  She pointed.


 


Dawn looked then at her.  "Remember that battle with
the portal drawing people?"  She nodded slowly.  "He came through
during that.  That's Deadpool."


 


"My son reads that comic," she said, starting to
shake.  "He thinks you're an angel?"


 


"I am an angel."  She grinned.  "I'm always
an angel."  The reporter whimpered.  "But he's a good guy.  I like
him, he's a good buddy to have.  We have lunch at least once a week."


 


"He's slightly...off," the reporter said.


 


"There.  Here his boxes aren't around.  He *adores*
Philip," she said with a grin.  "Keeps teasing him.  Asked if he
could bring him home and train him.  All sorts of things."  She smiled. 
"I even trust him around the twins and Sean."


 


The reporter nodded slowly.  "So, vacation, Dawn?"


 


"Tomorrow.  Barbados.  Bikinis.  Girls' weekend with
the twins, Pepper, and Callia."


 


"Awww.  You need the vacation.  And dinner, you've lost
all that baby weight now."


 


"Magic can do that."  She undid the shields and
walked around them.  "Let them clean up.  Don't bother the people calming
down from the battles, people."


 


"We heard SHIELD was looking at a few others who might
fit onto the team but one wasn't suitable?" one of the few male reporters
asked.  He was wisely wearing a bulletproof vest.


 


Dawn nodded.  "We had a talk about one not being
suitable.  Ask Director Fury about that."  He nodded and they went to mob
him since he was showing up.  Dawn went back to the tower to  shower then get
something to eat and drink  and get back to her perky super assistant self. 
Pepper was giving her a strange look when she came off the elevator on her way
to the changing rooms.  "What?"


 


"You *really* need the vacation, Dawn."


 


"Why?"


 


"Wade's not *nice* and he's pouting that you called him
nice."


 


"I didn't call him nice.  I know he's not *nice*.  But
he's not a mean person and he's subtle, which is nice compared to a few people
I know.  And I do trust him around the twins and Sean."  She shrugged and
sent him a text about knowing he wasn't a *nice* guy, even if he was a lunch
buddy and she did trust him around the kids.  That made him happier.  She felt
someone hit Natasha with a bullet and teleported back with a thunderous
appearance.  She stared down at Wade, who had been knocked down by her flash of
magic.  "You tried to do what to one who's mine?"


 


He stuttered, blinking at her.  "You know, I didn't
think you were the scary sort before, Dawn," he said, sounding tight and
tense.


 


She smirked.  "Yes.  I am.  But only over those who're
mine.  My pack, dear."  He nodded quickly.  "Now, go apologize and if
you actually injured her, you're going to be very sorry."  He nodded,
scooting back so he could do that.


 


Natasha walked over holding the graze.  "Dawn, you do
not have to rip him apart like that one white slaver in Calabria," she
said gently.  "He barely injured me and he was frustrated, like Philip
throwing a tantrum."


 


"Hey," Wade complained.


 


Natasha gave him a look that clearly said 'shut up if you
want to survive this' then smiled at Dawn again.  "I'm fine."


 


Dawn healed it and kissed her.  "Are you sure?"


 


"I'm certain.  If he had been trying he would've used
the swords."


 


"I would've made him fuck them if he had tried,"
she said bluntly.  "Then eat them."  She hugged her then checked
Clint before going back to the office.


 


Clint looked at Wade, grinning slightly.  "Still think
she's a mean, dark angel?"


 


"Yup.  More mean than not but yup.  She's scary in the
perfect way."  He sighed.  "Damn.  I need to find her on my home
realm."  He walked off.


 


"Sorry, we pulled her from that realm to make sure
Glory couldn't take her out," Andrew said with a smile and a wave. 
"And if you touch Dawn's pack again she's going to let me find the battle
suit."  Wade groaned, walking off shaking his head.  "Go," he
told the Roomba army he had built.  They went after Wade to babble at him and
shoot tiny lasers at him until he got normal again.  He grinned at Tony. 
"Hi, boss."  He disappeared before Tony could lift his visor.


 


Tony looked from Andrew's former spot to the army of Roombas
following Wade then shook his head.  "Roombas, back to the tower," he
ordered.  The boys had better have input an override for him to manage their
'army'.  Most of them followed it.  Two of them kept babbling at Wade.  Tony
had JARVIS program a remote and turn them off.


 


"Hey!" Wade complained.  "They're nicer than
my little yellow boxes!  That's mean, Stark!"  He turned them back on and
took them with him.  They were nearly as neat as Dawn and Philip were.


 


Clint looked at Natasha, who shook her head.   "Let's
go, people, before more things happen."


 


"Yup, good idea, Archer Boy," Tony said, sounding
like he had a headache.  He flew off.  "See you back there.  I have to nag
my assistant about looking up the meaning of the word 'backup'."


 


Steve looked at Bucky, then the others.  "I agree,
let's go back to the tower.  SHIELD has the clean up well in hand.  I'm sure
someone will tell us about the guy in the chair."  He walked off rubbing a
sore shoulder.  He ignored all the press.  They weren't shouting at him but at
Natasha and Clint.  Who was growling and protecting her.  Dawn popped up again
with a sword, smiling at the reporters.  They fled for their lives.  Dawn
cackled and went home.  Steve looked at Clint.  "So, weekend of
vacation?"


 


"We're going to make sure no one snatches them from the
beach but we're going to be watching instead of helping."


 


"You could help her relax," Bucky offered.


 


"I can shoot you too," Natasha quipped. 
"Dawn likes her beach and bikini time, Barnes."


 


"It's mean to take away her dick teasing time,"
Clint agreed.  He got into the van and into the back corner.  Natasha got
pulled into his lap so he could smother the laughing he was doing into her
shoulder.  Steve and Bucky got in, Hulk got the middle section for himself. 
"When is Thor getting back?" he asked once they were on their way.


 


"Next week we think," Steve called back, rubbing
his neck.  Hulk patted him on the head.  "Thanks, Hulk."


 


"Mean demons."


 


"Very mean demons."


 


"Mean Dawn."


 


"That too," Steve agreed with a smile. 
"Someone tried to touch what was hers."


 


"Dawn mean angel.  Agree with weird one," Hulk
said.


 


Bucky nodded.  "Me too."  Steve hit him on the arm
as he shook his head.  They got back to the tower and went to cool down,
change, and get Hulk back to Bruce.


 


Clint and Natasha got changed and got lunch, bringing it
over to Dawn's desk.  Which she wasn't at.  She was in the labs somewhere
nagging someone who did something absolutely stupid.  They settled in to eat
and wait on her.  When she came up, she sat between them and finished her own
lunch.  They'd have a talk about things at home.


 


Dawn kissed each of them once she was done eating.  "I
have jell-o cups in my drawer."  They shook their heads and stole her
candy bars instead.  It was good to relax.  Pepper was blushing in her office
but Tony was evilly teasing her the same way.


 


***


 


A reporter got Dawn as she came out of the office that
night.  "Dawn, what do you have to say back to the Mayor since he said
that you were scary today?"


 


She shrugged.  "I did just fine today.  I was a bit
mean when Wade poutily shot at my wife, but yay.  If the Mayor doesn't like me
being protective of those who're mine, then that's his shit."  The
reporter flinched.  She smiled.  "It's my turn to cook.  Can we go
home?"


 


"Sure."  She got out of the way.  She laid in
lurk, catching Bruce.  "How long does Dawn usually take to get untense
after battles?"


 


"That depends on what she has to do afterward.  Today
she had to talk to an intern that brought home a rapist because he hung around
after their night together and got another intern.  I believe you covered it
when Andrew blew him out a window."


 


"That was Andrew?  Which one is Andrew?"


 


"The guy with the Roombas."


 


"Oh, him.  He's adorable."


 


"He's a great young scientist.  After the first Roomba
dog, he's made guard Roomba dogs, he's made one that dissolves dirty diapers
for his wife and baby.  He and his friends also created a set of battle suits
back in high school.  We still have Jonathan with us; he's Andrew's lab
partner.  You don't see Jonathan as much but he's just as good and just as
smart as Andrew.  They're a great team."


 


The reporter nodded slowly.  "You don't think they're a
bit...weird maybe?"


 


"At their age, Tony was creating robots like Dummy to
help him," Bruce said dryly.  "Andrew just took a Roomba someone had
in storage and tinkered instead."  He put his hands in his pockets and
smiled slightly.  "We adore Andrew and Jonathan around the labs.  They're
great young guys who're always willing to help.  Their kids are adorable and
their wives are beautiful scientists of their own."


 


"Huh.  Arranged by Stark?"


 


"Their wives were interns and they met at a Halloween
party Stark threw.  No one's forced them together but Dawn and her mother have
both answered confused questions from all four of them.  They weren't geeks who
were used to people."


 


"Oh!"  She smiled and nodded.  "Do they have
a lot of patents?  Are they going to be heirs to the legacy like Callia
is?"


 


"They are I think."  He grinned.  "Callia
adores them.  Calls them her geeks.  Said that their kids will have a place
when she's in charge if they want to be her geeks too."


 


"Awww."  She smiled.  "Thank you, Dr.
Banner.  Is Dawn all right?"


 


"Why wouldn't she be?  Was she injured?"


 


"She seemed a bit...frosty."


 


"Her spouses getting hurt does tend to flip her temper
to the 'on' setting," he said dryly.  "Then again, I feel the same
way about Joyce."  He smirked slightly.  She nodded and backed off. 
"Have a good night."  He strolled off, getting a cab home.  Joyce was
waiting for him in a pretty robe and had her hair down.  He kissed her. 
"A hero's reward?" he teased.  "I could like that."  She
undid her robe and he blinked.  "I could really like this reward
thing."  He kissed her bare neck and teased the flimsy nighty she had
chosen to have him rip off her.  This was a good thing in his life.


 


***


 


Dawn smiled at the twins.  "This time we're going private
so you don't have to get as groped by the security people."  They
grinned.  Sean pouted.  "It's for girls, Sean.  Do you want me to make a
gender potion?"


 


"No!"  He shook his head quickly.  "Uncle
Clint's going to stare at you though.  Who am I going to hang out with?"


 


"Um, Uncle Xander and Phil?"  Sean beamed and
nodded, calling Xander to see if he could come hang out with him.  He said he
could so Sean ran over there that night to hang out with his second favorite
uncle.  Tony was something like a stepdad to him.  Clint was his favorite uncle
because he adored his Aunt Dawn.  So that worked out well.  He even brought
Philip to take care of so they could have a 'guy' thing.


 


Phil smiled and got John and Craig to join in on the guy
thing.  Plus Chris from Pepper.  They needed more guy bonding time.


 


***


 


Clint was kicked back on his hotel room balcony, watching
Dawn and the girls set up for their day of being bikini-clad dick teases.  The
twins looked great in Dawn's old bikinis.  Dawn....  He had to blink and rub
his eyes a few times.  The booty hadn't disappeared with the baby weight.  Her
legs looked extra toned.  Her chest was still very full, and he knew she'd be
pumping on and off all day for Philip.  He blinked a few times, hearing a moan
from the next room over.  He looked over there then shook his head at Wade. 
"Watch her kill you this time," he said quietly.


 


"Damn her for being that hot."  He went back
inside to talk to his new little Roomba boxes.


 


Above him he heard Natasha's porch open and her sigh in
displeasure.  He thought at Nat, making her moan.  Clint was moaning.  Dawn was
spread out to sunbathe.  Clint seriously had to kill anyone who came over to
talk to her or the twins.  Pepper and Callia came down with fruity slushy
drinks and set up near them.  Even Callia sighed in displeasure about needing a
bikini like her sisters.  They could hear her and the twins reminding her when
she needed a bra she could have one too.  That made her happier because it
meant she got to talk to them about Jonathan's new bra fabric trials.  Dawn put
in a few quiet suggestions and the twins giggled but it was good.


 


Clint saw a reporter and nearly shot something at her but
she was staring in awe.  So apparently the girls were turning people lesbian
again.  It was cute how many people had decided they were bisexual after
wanting the twins.  Or Dawn.  She still got a few now and then.  One reporter
for that entertainment station even said that Dawn had made her appreciate the
womanly form and her husband was not happy with it.  Pity, Clint and Natasha
did.


 


Natasha sent a thought at him so he looked out there. 
"Yeah, that's a kraken," Clint said, picking up his bow and his
quiver to load an explosive arrow tip.  He sent a thought at Dawn.  Dawn looked
up and growled, then flicked a finger, making it swim off yipping unhappily. 
Clint got to put down his weapon of choice to watch his distraction of  choice
dick tease without doing a single thing.


 


***


 


Tony looked at the online photo special on the ladies on the
beach.  He had expected there would be one blaring something stupid about
someone's weight.  Instead he got 'pregnancy does a body good' about Dawn's new
curves.  "No more baby weight angst I guess," he said, showing Steve
and Bruce since they were having breakfast together.


 


Bruce shook his head.  "Joyce made pretty girls."


 


Steve grimaced.  "They're treating them like auction
items again, Tony."


 


He grinned.  "Clint and Natasha are both watching from
the hotel.  Barton said it was the most relaxing vacation he'd ever had the
last time.  Just sitting there watching Dawn being hot and brushing people off
the twins."


 


Steve shook his head quickly.  "Then I'm happy for him
but they're still treating them like they're under a microscope."


 


Bruce nodded.  "They're not the only ones they do that
too.  Thankfully Callia likes to make fun of them."


 


Tony grinned.  "She does.  It's so great that they
haven't gotten to her yet."


 


"I'm glad she won't be one that'll end up in the papers
from all that drinking and foolish things with drugs," Steve said.


 


"No, my daughter does know when to wear
underwear," Tony said dryly, cracking Bruce up.  He showed Steve, who
moaned and shook his head.  "No, she'll never be one of those.  We've had
a few talks about girls like that getting disowned for being so damn
stupid."


 


Howard faded in.  "You're going to make her stay sober
for her entire life?" he asked.  Tony played one of the videos he had
pulled up.  Howard blinked.  "That's not right."


 


"No, but that's how heiresses these days act
sometimes," Tony said dryly.  "She'll never be like that."


 


"No, I'd kick her out of the family if she did,"
Howard said.  "Or like those kids who have babies at thirteen."


 


Tony looked at him then at Bruce and Steve, who shrugged. 
Tony looked at him.  "There's been a few visions," he said quietly. 
"Mainly that the Powers That Be, the higher ups over the slayers, may push
her to have one as she's one of the few slayers that isn't infertile." 
Howard gaped.  "There's only been three slayers that have given birth
before, and she's from one of them."


 


"Oh no."  Howard sighed.  "How are you going
to handle that?"


 


"Like any parent would.  If it happens, I'm not going
to be *happy*."  He stared at his father.  "We'll handle it as a
family and make some family decisions."


 


"Is that why she has all the pets?" Howard asked.


 


"No, that was someone leaving the cats to her and a
demon interceded to get the dog out of harm's way," Tony said dryly. 
"Before that it was Carrot and six mice."


 


Howard shuddered.  "Okay.  I was wondering about that
little memorial rock in the atrium."  He looked at Steve, who smiled.


 


"We think it's great that she's so responsible at her
age," he told him.  "I was at her age."


 


"I wasn't that responsible until she came into
being," Tony quipped, sipping his juice.  Steve's knee bumped his and he
grinned at him for it.  "I wasn't."


 


"I saw the news archive."  They shared a look and
Steve smirked.  "Now you can't be flirty like Dawn is."


 


"I'd never be as flirty as Dawn is.  I can't fit into
her bikinis."  Bruce choked, shaking his head.  Howard faded out rolling
his eyes.


 


"You do have the greatest clone ever in your
daughter," Bruce said, wiping his mouth off.


 


"I got reminded I have to redo the will soon since I
haven't in over a year," Tony said.  Steve nodded.   "So that means I
have to have everyone sign paperwork that they'd take custody of the clone and
her younger spawn."


 


Bruce smiled.  "How far down the list are we?"


 


"Pepper and/or Steve, Dawn and her spouses or her
spouses, then Joyce and you, Bruce.  Then Rhodey, Happy, and a few people I'd
trust as a last resort like Rodney and John Sheppard."


 


He nodded.  "At least one's outside the group so they
probably won't go in the same apocalypse we will."


 


Tony hit him on the arm.  "I'm going to find a way to
immortality, quit thinking those things."


 


"I hear ambrosia tastes good," Bruce quipped back.


 


"Yeah, don't remind me.  There are stores for humans
that find it according to Sheppard."


 


Steve shuddered.  "No thank you."  Tony stared at
him.  "Having a mortal life is comforting in a lot of ways.  Though I'm
told that Xander set up his own version of Valhalla so I might end up there
instead of the original one."  He finished his last bite of toast and
chewed.


 


"I guess that's better than ascending," Tony
agreed.  "Could be fun."  Bruce nodded.  Tony grinned.  "We'll
have to see."  Steve grinned and finished up his eggs, then took his plate
to the drop off window.  "So, Bruce, no Joyce time today?"


 


"Not today.  She's having her hair done.  It's finally
starting to grow again and she wants to make it look nice."


 


"That's great.  I know a few women that have went
through all the chemo-related hair loss want their hair to grow out very long
at first to prove that it's back."


 


"Hers is almost mid-shoulder."  He grinned. 
"She looks stunning no matter what she does with it."  He got up to
drop off his plates and silverware.  "Let me get to my lab to work on the
selenium thing."  Tony nodded.  He finished up and went up to his own lab
to get back to work.


 


Steve decided to go look at the flowers in the atrium of the
second tower.  They had done a great job making it a pretty garden area to sit
in, and it had great light for sketching.


 


"Captain," a young woman said.  He smiled as he
turned to look at her.  "Can I have a few minutes for a short
interview?"


 


"Sure, why not," he decided.  He led her to a
private bench in the atrium area.  "What did you want to know and who are
you doing it for?"


 


"I'm doing the piece freelance for one of the Christian
magazines."


 


He smiled.  "That's great.  I like a few of those. 
They have good news and modern problems coverage.  Including one recently on
some charity work that Bruce had done."


 


"I saw that one.  He's done a lot of charity
work."  She smiled and pulled out a tape recorder.  "So, Captain, how
are you after yesterday's battle?"


 


"I'm fine.  I'm calm, I didn't get injured.  It was a
relatively short one thanks to them switching to magic from the higher weapons
they were using."


 


"Do you think Dawn would now jump onto the team more
often?"


 


"No.  She's still sticking to helping when it's a magic
problem and handling the things going on around the team for us.  She does a
lot of our PR work and the like."


 


"We've seen her telling a few reporters off for getting
near one of you."


 


"One of them tried to grab her wife.  She doesn't do
well when suddenly grabbed so Dawn was saving that reporter some injury."


 


"Do you feel strange being on the same team as the
trio?"


 


He stared at her for a minute.  "You do realize that
I'm in a relationship with the guy who climbs into the shiny red and gold
armored suit to help me protect people, right?" he asked with a slight
grin.


 


"We thought you might have broken up, or had a change
of heart.  We never see you two together."


 


"That's because we don't really like all the
attention.  Tony can divert it but it doesn't really make us feel comfortable. 
So we stay in most of the time.  We watch movies with the kids or read and play
games with them.  Somehow Tony got me into Mario Brothers the other day and I
got really frustrated that I couldn't beat the little walking mushrooms." 
He shook his head quickly then grinned.  "Callia told me how to get over
it after looking up a gaming manual online."


 


"That's sweet of her.  Do you consider the children
your stepchildren?"


 


"I don't have a step anything.  They're my kids like
they're Tony's kids and Pepper's kids.  Callia does call me Stepmom.  When we
were working things out, she found out what one was and she decided that's my
special name."


 


"That's sweet."  She smiled.  "So you're
happy with the family you have?  Do you want kids of your own?"


 


"Maybe some day.  Right now, I'm happy with the three
we have.  Maybe when Chris is old enough to walk around by himself without one
of us following him to make sure he's okay I'll consider having a baby."


 


"Those machines that came back on Atlantis?"


 


He shrugged.  "It's not my first choice but if that's
the only way and I'm that invested in the idea of having one at that time I'd
consider it.  I have no idea what's going to happen five years down the
road."


 


"Have the two of you gotten any fallout from various
religious groups over being together?  Or has Mr. Stark's assistant?"


 


"Beyond those two heathen churches?" he asked
dryly.  "One of which is still trying to start problems?"  She
shivered.  "Frankly, that's not how I was taught God worked but if they're
sure I'm sure He'll have fun talking to them when it's their time to meet. 
Though, the one who sent cat toys to Callia's pets that were poisoned should
probably not ever let me know who they are."  He grimaced.  "Other
than that, there's been various fall outs.  There's been people who hated that
I volunteered and the Super Serum worked on me.  There's people that hate that
I'm with Tony.  There's people who'll never be happy until I become like them
or a Knight Templar.  One suggested that the other day and I kindly sent back a
history lesson on them."  She giggled.  "Sometimes all the pressure
of being Captain America is a bit much, especially when we get stalked by
reporters and photographers.  Or else we'd come over here to the movies more
often."


 


"You'd have a date night with him?"


 


"I think that even if we were married we'd still have
date nights as you guys call them.  Or else the relationship is a bit
boring."


 


"Do you pay attention to articles on that sort of thing
from popular magazines?"


 


"No.  I pay attention to what feels right.  Frankly,
things like _Cosmo_ I often can't look at without blushing because it's all
about the sex.  I like sex with my partner, but I don't need to air that all
the time the way they do.  It's one of those things that confuses me about the
modern world."


 


"There's many groups that hate that as well."


 


"Yes, and a lot of them don't like me for having Tony. 
Which, again, I can't change their minds.  I'm not going to try to change their
minds.  They can have their viewpoint and I can have mine.  As long as theirs
doesn't start sending death threats or something like that again."


 


"I can see that.  Do you think Philip is going to get a
sibling?"


 


"Dawn thinks some day he'll have a sister."  He
grinned.  "She'll be just as spoiled as he is.  He's a happy, charming
little boy that Chris loves to complain at.  Philip just laughs back at his
grumbling noises so Chris cheers up too."


 


"Awww.  They're being sat by the same nanny?"


 


"During the day, Beya has them both and Liz usually if
the parents are busy.  Sometimes Philip stays with his mom to learn how to type
and make appointments.  Or he's with Callia and her arranged kid playtime with
the other infants in the building.  She thinks it'll make the future scientists
stronger in the company's family feeling."


 


"I've heard her call them her geeks before."


 


"She does."  He grinned.  "She helps her aunt
with report gathering rounds to check on some of them at least once a month. 
Most of the scientists in the building love Callia.  They've all taught her
things over the years.  Even when she was Liz's size and following her aunt
around mimicking her they taught her things.  She used to dress up pretty and
follow Dawn around, scribbling notes of squiggly lines."


 


"My niece has pretend-interviewed me a few times,"
she said with a grin.  "It's said that she took Bollywood dancing
lessons.  Is that because her father's thinking about a new office in India?  I
know he has a minor one there."


 


"Dawn had to wear a sari to something and Callia
thought it was pretty, which it is."  He grinned.  "Dawn and she were
eating lunch with Pepper and Tony.  Dawn pulled up a Bollywood movie on Netflix
to amuse her.  She decided she wanted to take it after that."


 


"Huh.  So her father's not structuring her after school
activities?"


 


"We mostly let her pick.  We have her try things that
we think might be interesting.  We did demand that she take at least the basic
swimming lessons for safety reasons since they do have a pool in the
penthouse.  She's done great with that and decided to go on.  She wanted to try
gymnastics and likes it.  It's her favorite lesson at the moment.  We had her
try various sports to see if they clicked.  We tried dance classes.  The only
thing we were going to be pushy about was self defense lessons and she asked us
for them before we could start to looking at the various options.  She had seen
her aunt sparring to defeat future bad guys and decided she needed to do the
same."


 


"I've heard mention that she's a future slayer?"


 


"Future possible slayer.  Not every one of them is
called.  We hope she never is.  It's a hard life and we'd hate to see her
having to start patrolling when she's young.  No parent really wants to see
their kid in that sort of job because it's dangerous.  Joyce hated it when she
found out about Buffy's calling.  I'm told Tony went on a swearing fit at God
when he found out Callia was a potential slayer.  If she's called, she'll have
backup.  We'll make sure of it.  Even if we have to come out of retirement to
help her on whatever hellmouth she goes to."


 


"Are you making plans for a later retirement?"


 


"I think each and every person who's ever been in a
battle situation makes some sort of plans when they get too many battles
underneath their feet and too old to keep doing it the way they have been. 
Some day I'd like to pass the suit onto some other soldier.  I haven't been
actively looking for a replacement.  I'm not ready yet but with the battles we
fight and how big the risk of serious injury is, yeah we've all had to make
subtle plans."


 


"Is there someone to take over Mr. Stark's suit if
something happens to him?"


 


"Yes.  There's plans in place in case he's too injured
to help during a battle.  They've been in place for over a year."


 


She smiled.  "Some other SHIELD agent?"


 


"I can't divulge that, sorry."


 


"That's fine."  She smiled.  "Do you think
Callia might take it some year?"


 


He shrugged.  "I don't know.  Right now she's still
working on her plans to turn an earlier model of the suit into an animal
hospital."  He smiled.  "She likes the suits, the machines, all the
science and robots.  She knows that bad guys get fought by us so they don't
hurt people.  She's not all that interested in it at her age.  Right now it's
all 'my sisters are really pretty' and 'my brother's really pretty' and animals
with her science.  Last week she brought Carrot down to the lab to watch her
tinker on the cars with her father.  Carrot is a *very* calm bunny
thankfully."


 


"Where did Carrot come from?"


 


"Xander.  When the whole building had the flu, he
showed up to play with her one day and gave her Carrot after teaching her some
teaching songs in Norse.  She wanted a jackalope."


 


The reporter giggled.  "Okay."


 


"Xander said that the witch on Asgard that made a few
might make her one but she had to deal with real rabbits first."  The
reporter gaped.  He grinned.  "There's been a few of those apparently. 
Thor told us Xander captured a huge six foot rabbit once.  Same witch."


 


"Dawn...."


 


"Would probably laugh."  He grinned.


 


"Good to know."  She checked her recorder and
smiled at him.  "Thank you for the time, Captain."


 


"You're welcome."  He shook her hand.  "I hope
it's a good article."  She smiled and left him to look at the flowers and
maybe do some sketches.  It had been a while since he had done any.


 


***


 


Dawn looked up as the guy from the State Department she had
worked with before came off the elevator Monday morning.  "Thanks for
coming to visit us at Stark today.  Who did you need to nag?" she asked
with a perky smile.


 


"You, ma'am."  He pulled out papers with a slight
smirk.  "We finally found out who the guy in the chair was.  It took us
all weekend using visual software to run him for an ID."


 


She looked at it.  "Huh, the brother of the guy that
took my spouses and niece hostage to get me.  Interesting."  She handed it
back with a smile.  "They can add onto the teaching myth they created the
last time."


 


He shook his head.  "No, they're not happy."


 


"I'm not happy he tried to get my spouses."


 


"He was going to pay them back for blocking his
brother's access to you."


 


Dawn pushed a few buttons.  "Can I have you two for a
few minutes please?  Thank you."  She hung up and sent one at Natasha and
Clint.  Natasha came strolling over blotting sweat from her workout.  The head
of Legal and Tony both came.  "Let's go to a meeting room."


 


"The guy in the chair?" Tony guessed.


 


"Is the brother of the world leader guy that wanted me
so much he kidnaped my niece and spouses," Dawn said with a perky smile.


 


"Then it's good he's dead," Natasha agreed.  She
walked Dawn to a meeting room to calm her down.  She told Clint, who growled
but said he'd kill him again if they showed up.  He was still half asleep
though.  The head of Legal and Tony went over the paperwork while Dawn fumed. 
Natasha shook her head.  "Absolutely not.  She is not wanting any contact
with that family or those people."


 


"No, I'd rather not hate a whole country for their
leader's idiocy," Dawn said dryly.


 


The State Department agent nodded.  "They remember from
the last time, ma'am.  We'd like the same thing.  We're starting to build a
diplomatic exchange with them."


 


"Please do and send someone who can wear the scary
boots to kick them if they try," Dawn said.  She stood up.  "You
guys....  Don't make me lose my temper, okay?  You're much more diplomatic than
I am."  She went back to her desk.


 


Tony nodded, looking at Natasha.  "She usually has
tact."


 


"I think she's lost that today.  She had it before the
beach time but had to use a lot of it getting people off the twins.  Especially
the *heir* that thought sixteen was old enough and the police weren't going to
upset him by arresting him for it.  Until Dawn nearly got arrested by kicking
him around over it and spitting on him while bragging she was worth more than
he was.  Verified by a reporter staring at them in awe."


 


Tony shook his head.  "On the beach?"


 


"No, after dinner, they were taking a walk on the
beach.  Fully dressed in sundresses.  Long sundresses," Natasha said,
handing him the video on her phone.  She had taped it in case the idiot tried
something legally.


 


The head of legal watched, shaking her head.  "He's on
the run from the US for a hit-and-run death due to DUI."  Natasha smirked
at the State Department agent, who took down the copy of the video Tony did for
him.  "Though, Dawn is worth about as much as him."


 


"Did we include the art she inherited across realms
from Lavelle?" Tony joked.  "Or his jewelry?"  She whimpered,
shaking her head.  "Yeah, we have to some day soon."


 


"She had the appraisals taken to the IRS and had them
help her with the forms," Natasha said.  "Next year she's going to
have an accountant do them."  The head of legal wrote down a name and slid
it down.  "Thank you."  She tucked it into her ID case/wallet.


 


The agent from the State Department shook his head. 
"What does she want us to do with them?  They're going to get pushy and
rude soon."


 


"She'd like to ignore them and make them leave her
alone," Natasha said.  "The same as last time.  He showed up at a
battle.  It was his own hand that caused his death."


 


"I'm just glad the eating thing started at his head so
he didn't scream too long," Tony said.  "Dawn was clearly in a bad
mood."


 


"Not our fault," Natasha quipped.  "Philip
wouldn't sleep the night before.  We weren't about to do more than hold her
with him in the bed."  Tony nodded he knew how that went.  The head of
legal smiled at her.  "Philip has learned to settle into his bed. 
Finally."  She looked at the agent again.  "What did they want to
have happen?"


 


"They're going to start considering her a family
curse," he said bluntly.  "It seems that the bad ones or the ones who
will go bad get fixated on her.  I'm told they tested the rest of the family
and the few that showed interest in her or thought she was too pretty were
banished from the lineage to the throne."


 


"So modestly wealthy bad guys instead of leading bad
guys?" Tony quipped sarcastically.  "Wonderful!"


 


"They've started to call her the Deadly Angel,"
the agent said.


 


"That goes well with Wilson's Mean, Dark Angel,"
Natasha said dryly.


 


"Speaking of, the boss told me to ask when you were
sending them home, Mr. Stark?"


 


"The Mayor said we're not allowed to use the site to
send them back and it's there or the hellmouth, which means it may open,"
Tony said with a slight smirk.  "We were going to do it next week until he
said no."


 


The agent nodded, sending that text to his boss. 
"We'll see if we can help with that.  It has to be that exact area or the
hellmouth?"  Tony nodded.  "Okay.  What if the building's gone?  I
drove past there and it was being ripped down."


 


"That's fine. The portal wasn't part of the building
according to Dawn and Tara," Tony said.  "The Mayor made a joke that
we needed the help anyway."


 


The agent shook his head.  "Not that much.  The
president's really frightened of Mr. Wilson based on the comics we have of his
time in that other realm."


 


"He seems to have taken those two Roomba as
alternatives to his boxes," Natasha said with a smile.  "He does love
to flirt with my wife and child as well."


 


The agent nodded quickly.  "Great."  He smiled. 
"I'll let them know."  He sent that text as well.  "My boss
wanted to know why Roombas?" he asked Stark.


 


"Have you ever seen those stories online?" Tony
asked dryly, cracking up the head of Legal.  "One had me tinkering on them
and inputting AI's.  Eventually, I got tired of playing with them and JARVIS
gave them to Andrew and Jonathan to play with.  They went from a Roomba dog
that they used to play fetch with to a Roomba guard dog with lasers to 'bite'
people with, to the new Roomba army I'm having trouble finding in the
towers."


 


"They're using the alternate forming lab," Natasha
said, waving a hand as she relaxed.  "That's where their recharging and
updating station is."


 


Tony looked at her.  "Updating?"


 


"For updated programming.  They're all programmed to
protect the children.  The ones with lasers in the appropriate class can
dissolve diapers if the children need them to.  The ones that cannot are set
with an alarm to notify their humans that the babies need changed or
fed."  Tony hung his head, shaking it a few times, eyes squeezed shut. 
"They've also formed battle units of them.  They're training them right
now with Greek battle strategies.  That way if they have to help with a battle
they have more than their robotic battle units to depend on."


 


"The head of Roomba's parent company called to get a
meeting with us about licensing issues," the head of Legal told him. 
"I've already given his secretary the story so they could see how they got
started, Mr. Stark."


 


Tony smiled and patted her on the hand.  "I'm sure
he'll giggle too.  I did.  I cackled so hard I nearly needed new clothes.  I'll
have JARVIS pull up video of the early Roomba dog."


 


"He was certain you weren't using it in an unlicensed
way, sir.  Just that it was odd that his little robot vacuums could shoot
lasers and the like at Deadpool."


 


"Me too," Tony said.  He looked at Natasha. 
"Diaper dissolving?"  That bothered him.  "Won't that hurt
them?"


 


"Not with the way they do it by millimeters," she
said.  "JARVIS?"


 


He put up a video of them testing it on a doll.  "At
least they used a doll," Tony said, watching how the lasers ate the
diapers in small 'bites' of them.  It eventually dissolved all of the diaper
and left the doll unscorched.  He groaned.  "I wonder if it'll clean the
messiest butts up too," he muttered.


 


"Probably not that safe," the head of Legal said. 
"But handier than a decontamination suit.  I wanted one more than
once," she said when Natasha looked at her.


 


She smiled back.  "Clint loves being a hands-on
father."  Tony snickered and nodded he did too.  "Dawn claims Philip
waits until he gets home to eliminate the biggest diapers so Dad can change
him."


 


"Chris used to do the same thing to Steve," Tony
agreed.  "I love my demented little future chaos sources."


 


"You do know that Chris has magic, right?" Natasha
asked blandly.


 


"No he doesn't," Tony said.


 


"Yes, he does."  Tony slumped, staring at her. 
She smiled.  "Callia figured that out.  That's why he felt 'tingly and
sparkly' to her."


 


"Any idea why?"


 


"No," she said.  "Though Dawn did say
something about that comic shop owning Xander having alternative versions of
you."


 


"So an alternate version of me has magic and he knocked
Pepper up?" Tony asked with a smile.


 


"Perhaps some of that is a latent gift."  She
texted Xander, who sent three different comics from three different _Iron Man_
universes.  She slid them down to him with an evil smirk.


 


He looked at it then at her.  "Magus Supreme?"


 


She nodded.  "Yes."


 


"Fuck no."  He handed them back.  "Let me
know after I tell Pepper her son has magic."  He went to the office. 
"Pepper, Callia thinks that Chris has magic."


 


She blinked at him.  "Really?"  He nodded. 
"Interesting.  How would we tell?  I'll have Tara come check him." 
She sent her an email.  Then she smiled at him.  "If so, he can take the
same lessons his sister is."


 


"There's a comic of me where I'm a magic user in
another realm, Pepper."


 


"What one realm considers tech, the next may consider
magic," she said simply.  He huffed and went to his lab to pout.  She
smiled at his back.  Poor baby man Tony.  Magic really did screw with his
science sometimes.


 


***


 


A reporter Dawn liked to give information and interviews to
walked up to Clint and Philip in the grocery store.  He was going to have to
quit leaving the house so the reporters would leave him alone.  He looked down
at her.  She was shorter than Dawn, maybe even shorter than Buffy had been. 
Which meant she about came up to his armpit.  It was nicely in kicking range
for the baby, who cackled and did that.


 


"No wonder we don't get pictures of you, Philip." 
She smiled at him.  "It took us all weekend to figure out who the guy in
the floating chair was.  Is he the Lord out of England that wanted to take over
the Council or is he the brother of that idiot world leader who wanted Dawn
enough to kidnap you two and her niece?"


 


"She said the second, haven't heard anything about the
first," he admitted dryly.  "You know we hate reporters right?  That
we're going to learn how to make voodoo dolls of you all?"


 


She smiled.  "I've seen a few done *very* well by stars
who hate us, Agent Barton."  She grinned.  "I won't even remark on
your *twin* identity."  He glared.  She smiled.  "I'm the only one
that's figured it out as far as I know."


 


"I'm not him."


 


"No, clearly not.  Though you do look good when you're
pretending to be him.  The suits look good."


 


"Dawn's influence."  He stared at her.  "We
have no clue and hopefully the rest of that family will leave us alone
too."


 


She laughed.  "We've heard rumors that they took people
out of succession if they thought Dawn was hot."


 


"She's very hot, didn't you see her this weekend?"
he quipped.


 


"Yes, and that little kicking one there did a great
thing to her body."


 


"Yes, it did."  He smirked.  "We enjoy the
hell out of it."  The reporter blushed.  Philip fussed.  He looked down at
him.  "I'll change you once we get to the rental, Philip."


 


"He's adorable.  He's prettier than Sean was at his
age."


 


"We had to spend some time on Asgard so she could
safely carry him to full term."


 


"We heard.  If that's what Asgard air or genes does to
a baby, I need to find one."


 


"O'Neill has some warriors working with the gate teams
but they're *warriors* and anything less than a supportive woman or a warrior
wench isn't their thing."


 


"Huh.  Is Sean straight?"


 


"As far as we know."


 


"The twins?"


 


"Yeah.  Both of them have had crushes on guys."


 


"Is Atlantis going to be home soon?"


 


"They think within six months."


 


"That's good."  She blinked at the baby, who
grinned and gummed on his thumb a few times.  "He's so adorable and sweet
enough to make me want one some year."


 


"Actually, when the ultrasound pictures came out, him
being pretty was the second most remarked on thing.  The first was that he
outclasses Christopher in many ways."  She blushed and ducked her head,
walking off shaking her head before he said something else that was so bad.  He
grinned at his son.  "Someday you'll learn to appreciate women, son.  No
dating a journalist but you can appreciate pretty girls."  Philip squealed
and beamed at him.  "Yeah, we'd all like that but you can't make me a
grandfather while I'm alive, okay?"  He finished picking up fruit and
checked out, taking him to change him.  The reporter was out there and snuck a
look while he changed him, staring in awe.  "Like father like son,"
he quipped.


 


"No wonder Dawn can't sit sometimes," she mumbled,
walking off.  She came back.  "That illicit calendar?"


 


"Didn't pose for it.  They hacked pictures and we're
suing."


 


"Someone else had plans for one."


 


"Turned her down a few times."


 


"She said that Dawn suggested masks of some kind or
another so no one would be able to tell who you were outside of tattoos and the
like."


 


He stared at her.  "She was flashing back to the guy
who kidnaped her for his brother so he could model for him.  There's a fairly
explicit picture of her in a Rio sex club thanks to that.  We've left a
standing offer to buy it if they ever want to get rid of it."  She
blushed, staring at him.  He grinned.  "He wanted to keep her long enough
to paint but she said no.   We nearly put a collar and leash on her in Brazil
so we'd quit losing her."  He tucked Philip into his carseat and looked at
her once the door was closed.  He tossed the diaper into a nearby trash can. 
"That was like the third or fourth that week."


 


She shivered.  "How explicit?"


 


"Playboy level.  Tasteful.  Classy.  Hot."  She
swallowed.  He grinned.  "You'd have to find it.  I don't have it
bookmarked."  He walked around the car to get in and drive off.


 


She was on her phone looking up sex clubs in Rio.  She did
find the picture and stared.  "That's Dawn?"  She called her. 
"Dawn, is that picture of you in a feathered mask and jewels something
that's well known?  Talked to your husband actually.  He bragged a bit." 
She listened about how that had happened.  She squeezed her eyes shut.  "I
caught him changing the baby too."  She quipped something else. 
"That's what he said and if he's that blessed, relatively speaking, then I
can see why you can't walk some days.  Um....  That calendar with the mask
idea?"  She told her how it had come about.  


 


"That's not a bad idea.  Thanks, Dawn."  She hung
up and sent her best friend that link with a 'that's Dawn during their time in
Rio' message.  She got back a 'no f-ing way' text and assured her she had
gotten it from Clint and Dawn both.  And that Philip was so adorable he put
Sean to shame.  She walked off composing a spot piece on the baby being
adorable and the idiot in the chair.  She later found out that they were the
same person and that just made her week.  It was news not even the paranoid
ones had, not even Dawn.


 


***


 


Pepper and Tony looked out from the office.  "Who asked
about that?"


 


"Marian.  Clint told her about that painting." 
She looked at them.  "She cornered him in the grocery store and was
blushing that if he's built on the same ratio as Clint I obviously had reasons
for being sore sometimes."


 


Tony nodded.  "He's going to be porn star huge." 
The geek intern coming off the elevator blushed and stared.  "Her son
Philip.  It was the first thing we noticed on the ultrasound."


 


Dawn smiled and nodded.  "It was.  He went from 'aww,
it's a boy' to 'damn, boy' about my son.  My poor son is going to have a
complex about his body when he's older."  Tony swatted her.  "What's
up, Gertrude?"


 


"Um, reports a few days early?  Our experiment wrapped
up and it was pure crap," she sighed.


 


"Sometimes that happens."  Dawn took it to look
over and hand to Tony after copying it.  "Are you going to change
variables and try again?"


 


"That's what we're planning.  Philip's built big?"


 


"Yeah, he is," Pepper sighed.  "My poor son
is going to feel inadequate next to him."  Gertrude blushed and giggled,
heading down to spread that gossip.


 


"They're both going to look at the twins and Sean and
sigh in displeasure," Tony assured her, patting her on the back.


 


"Sean's a good boy.  Yours...." Dawn teased with
an evil smirk.  "Is already flirting."


 


"I saw.  Pepper was scowling at him and he was so
confused about why mommy was upset.  It comes naturally from the Stark
genes," Tony said, strolling off.


 


"Hopefully Chris's future assistant won't have to pull
a sorority out of his bedroom," Pepper quipped.  "Especially not over
the course of a weekend."


 


"It was a four day weekend," Tony defended. 
Pepper gave him a pointed look.  "You and Bruce can get with Steve about
not being the slut I was.  Hopefully he can find the perfection I was searching
for sooner than I did and be worthy of it when he does."  He kissed her on
the cheek and walked off grinning because she was blushing.


 


"My son will never be that smooth," Dawn quipped.


 


"No, that's straight from the Stark source,"
Pepper agreed, starting to laugh.  "Yours is going to draw them in with
his face and then grunt.  Mine's going to talk them into bed with science
brilliance.  We need to make sure they don't keep score."


 


"Or share," Dawn agreed.  She walked in there and
they shook on it then got back to work.  Her calendar beeped.  "Who do I
have the meeting with in half an hour?" she muttered.


 


"Fury," she called.  "Down in Legal."


 


"Okay."  She locked her system after getting a few
things done then went down there.  She walked in, finding the two scary looking
lawyer robots waiting on her.  "Evening, Director."  She shook his
hand.


 


"Thank you for letting us use this to screw up the
others trying for SHIELD," he said.  "We still don't like it."


 


"I don't like having to kill people like the guy in the
chair.  By the way, the State Department identified him.  They showed up
earlier."  She let them into the meeting room.  The head of Legal
straightened up her work mess.  "Sorry.  Should've knocked."





 


"It's not a problem, Dawn."  She smiled. 
"Not like I'm the head boss who used to have a few secretaries under the
table."


 


She smiled.  "Pepper and I are formulating a plan for
when Chris and Philip start to date."


 


She laughed.  "Good luck.  They're both pretty little
boys."  She looked at the other lawyers.  "Let's get started." 
Dawn's phone rang.  "Bad?" she asked when Dawn glanced at it.


 


"Clint's here with the baby."  She went to grab
him and bring him in with them.  Fury was staring and she smiled.  "He's
very handsome."


 


"He is.  Barton made a pretty kid with you."  They
settled in to go over what was needed to happen to finish off the collapsing
that the suit had started.  A few CEO's were about to fall too.  They needed a
nudge.  Stark strolled in and sat down.  Chris was on his chest babbling at
them.  Fury looked at the kid, making him squeal and grin.  Philip did the same
thing.  "There's two of them," Fury said dryly.


 


"Three.  Liz is going to bite you in a minute.  Liz, no
biting Director Fury," Dawn said.  


 


She came over and climbed up to hug Philip, then jumped over
to hug her baby brother.  She smiled at Fury.  "Douchebag."


 


Dawn cleared her throat.  Tony looked at her.  "Who
taught you that word?"


 


"E!" Dawn said dryly.  "Bad word, Liz."  Liz
pouted.  "Yay!  Watch me teach you to stand in a corner like your sister
learned."  Liz cuddled Chris and reached for Philip.  "No, I have
him.  You hug your brother."  She looked at Fury.  "We're not sure if
the dog isn't talking now and then to teach her new words.  She was in a locked
room, that she locked, with the dog and somehow came out knowing the word
bitch."


 


Tony snickered.  "We're not sure about that one
either."   He patted Liz on the back, making her belch. 
"Manners."


 


"'Scuse," she said with a grin.


 


"Thank you, very nice," the head of Legal said. 
She looked at the settlement papers and then at the lawyers.  "Are you
infected with moron cooties?"  Fury laughed.  "Director, would you
like to explain this clause that would give you custody of Philip
Summers?"


 


"Not his father's name?" he asked.


 


"Clint said no."  Dawn shrugged.  "I let him
make that call and offered  hyphenation or Barton."


 


"I said they're all Summers," Clint said, walking
in to stare at the director.  "This is as close to my son as you're
getting unless he somehow loses his mind and wants to follow me into
SHIELD."


 


"That was not my idea.  I did not put that clause in
there."  He looked at the lawyers.


 


"It came from Agent Hill's desk, sir," one said.


 


"I doubt that since she's on administrative leave at
the moment," he said dryly.  He looked at Stark.  "It was the people
who want to be overtop of us that gave her the orders to try to take over your
company.  She's sorry she followed them.  She's miserable.  Can you two talk to
Tara?"


 


"Tara's still crying each time she thinks about
her," Dawn said.  "I don't think it's time yet."  Fury nodded
and let it drop for now.  "But you're not getting my son in any manner
unless he decides to take up one of his other parents' jobs."


 


"I wouldn't want them that young anyway," Fury
said.  "Little kids cause hell."


 


"Yes, they do," Tony agreed, looking smug. 
"Mine more than most.  No, Callia, don't do anything magical in
here."


 


"Shoot.  I was going to steal baby sister."  She
looked at the director, then grinned.  "Your tingly lie spot on your neck
is dumb.  It's made by dumb people with moron cooties who have *no* idea what
Daddy can do to them for that."  She smiled and stole Philip, walking off
talking to him.  "We're going to teach you about kitty cats, Philip."


 


"He already has one of those," Clint said, taking
him back.  "Sorry."  Dawn stole him from him.  He nearly pouted but
Dawn looked a lot less harmful and dangerous with the baby on her lap.


 


Callia pouted.  "I need someone to read the boring
assignments too.  Even Carrot won't let me read the history book to him because
it's *boring*.  He started to sneeze it was so boring.  The vet agreed with me
when I told him what happened," she said when her father started to laugh. 
She stole Liz and Chris, walking off carrying Chris since Liz could walk. 
"C'mon, you've got to learn history too I guess.  I don't know *why* but
we all have to learn it.  Maybe Stepmommy can make it make sense and not be
boring."


 


"If not, ask Natasha," Dawn called after her. 
"Since you're doing world history."


 


"Yes, Auntie Dawn.  Thank you.  Though she said it was
strangely boring too."


 


Dawn shook her head, looking at her son.  "Some day
you'll have that same complaint."


 


"Are we home schooling him?" Clint asked.


 


She shrugged. "I guess that depends on what's going on
when he's five."


 


"Waiting lists?"


 


She smiled.  "There's a few good ones that don't."


 


"Good."  He settled into the chair at the other
end of the table so he could stretch out.  "So, anyway, this settlement
crap?"


 


Fury looked at him.  "It's really just with her."


 


"Do you know how many people I've had to kill over
her?" he asked dryly.  "This year alone?"


 


Fury considered it.  "Ten?"


 


"This year?" he snorted.  "Higher."


 


"Crap."  He looked at Dawn.


 


"Mine's about ten," she admitted.  "Something
like that."  Tony shuddered.  "A few even came here."


 


"Don't remind me," Tony ordered.  "Please
don't remind me.  My daughter still has nightmares over the one that attacked
you in front of her."


 


Fury stared at him.  "One did?"  Tony and Dawn
both nodded.


 


"Didn't hear about it until afterward," Clint said
dryly.  "Though someone has figured out that whole IMF thing."


 


Fury nodded.  "We'll do what we can, Barton."


 


The lawyers looked at him.  "We have nothing on that,
Director," one said.


 


"Nor will you," Dawn quipped with a smile. 
"Because endangering my spouses means I get to be my most evil yet." 
Fury shuddered when she cackled.  "Remember, I *like* Deadpool so when he
grazed Natasha I was *pleasant*.  I don't know you yet."  They nodded,
eyes wide.  She smiled sweetly at Tony, who was shuddering.  "What?"


 


"The chaos kid outburst that made all the chaos gods
work on our side for the next year."


 


"Dawn?" Clint asked, staring at her.


 


"Xander's chaos kid outburst."  She grinned. 
"Mine came from making a godparent."


 


"Ah.  So that's how that happened."  He nodded
once then smirked evilly.  "Think we can make him babysit?"


 


"I'll babysit so I don't have to have that very nasty
thought, Barton.  There's no telling what your son would come out like."


 


"The girls found Fenrir and told him about Philip
too," Dawn quipped.


 


Tony looked at her then at Barton.  "I tried," he
defended.  "We both tried, Stark."


 


Dawn grinned.  "We got tired from the flight."  She
looked at the head of legal.  "What else is in there?"


 


"A lot of things that are very wrong."  She was
crossing out whole sections, handing a few to Fury, who was looking pissed
off.  "Whoever wrote this is an idiot."  She smiled at them.  "I
graduated at the top of my year in Yale.  Did these people graduate from Mexico
City College or something?"  They slumped and shook their heads. 
"Then I'd suggest it get better.  After all, Philip will need a *lot* of
cute outfits to keep up with his mother and later on they're planning a
fashionable little daughter."


 


"Or two," Clint quipped with a grin.  "We
could use two girls."


 


Dawn looked at him.  "Can't Natasha have one?" 
Fury moaned and held his head.  Dawn looked at him.  "Maybe next time I
won't have to summon people to help me with the labor."  She smiled. 
"Because next time, I'd learn lamaze if my spouses are that far out of
touch when I'm in labor.  You might be a half-rabbit, but yay!  Furry things
can be very comforting and distracting."


 


Clint shook his head quickly.  "I just saw our cat
staring at you in that what the fuck manner while you were pushing out the next
kid," he said, rubbing his eyes.


 


"I thought about the Tony cat, or worse all her herd of
animals, including Carrot, to help," Tony said, rubbing his forehead. 
Dawn snickered, hugging the baby, which made him giggle too.


 


"When we were babysitting, Loki had a lot of fun
watching the Tony cat get into everything and only snorted a few times at his
going back to things," Clint said.  "Though Callia said that Natasha
was trying to be Ceiling Cat."


 


"Who?" Fury asked.  Dawn pulled up the site and
did a quick search for him.  She showed it with a grin.  "I can see
Romanoff doing that."  Now he was starting to get a headache. 
"Stark, no more kids."


 


"Steve said he might want one some day," Dawn
said.  "The reporter asked him if he'd be using the machines from
Atlantis."


 


Fury thought for a second then shuddered.  "No, not
allowed."


 


"Not your choice," Dawn quipped.


 


Clint got up and took the baby then kissed her.  "You
need a snack.  C'mon, Philip, let's get Mommy a snack so whatever's making her
blood sugar tank is cured."  Before his poor son got warped or something
else tragic.


 


Tony looked at Dawn.  "Didn't you just have a
vacation?"


 


"I'm in a happy mood, Boss."


 


"Uh-huh."  He patted her on the arm.  "Be
less happy."


 


"I will be later when we have to fight reporters to get
home."  The head of Legal snorted, shaking her head.  "Security said
that they're lining outside hovering."


 


"Use the garage entrance," Tony ordered.


 


"They're there."


 


"Why?" the head of Legal asked.


 


"No idea."  She sent a text message down to
security, who sent one back.  She showed it to Fury, who winced.  Tony took the
phone to look at and sent his own, signing his name after it and one to Pepper
to let her handle it.


 


***


 


Pepper saw the message and sighed, handing her phone to
Natasha.


 


"We can handle that."  She went to the training
area to put on her special battle outfit and weapons.  The press loved them in
their uniforms.  Steve looked over from beating up on Bucky. 
"Reporters."


 


"That bad?" Bucky asked.  "We can help you
shoot them."


 


"If Dawn had wanted them dead, she would have asked
Wade."  She came out of the dressing area sliding her guns into the
holsters, then fluffing out her hair.  "They're being annoying about the
baby."  She went down there to talk to them.  Clint was waiting on her and
had the same idea.  Though the baby wasn't with him now.  "Where?"


 


"Andrew stole him again.  Had two of the Roombas shoot
tiny little ineffectual lasers at me so two more could steal him.  He said he's
training them to get Caro or Allenetta back from someone."  She shook her
head.  "Roomba's people are coming to see Stark to see why we have a
robotic vacuum army."


 


"Stark is most confused too."  They walked out
there together.  Clint slipped on his sunglasses once he got outside.  She
looked around.  "What are you doing?"


 


"Is the baby here?" one asked with a perky smile.


 


Clint stared at her.  "Our son isn't allowed to
associate with anyone who might give him *ideas*.  Sorry."


 


She pouted.  "We just want to see him.  She's hiding
him.  He's said to be really adorable."


 


"If I hadn't been distracted by him crapping, I
would've made sure the reporter that saw him wouldn't have."  He crossed
his arms over the chest.  "You guys are annoying Dawn.  She's back in bad
idea land."  A few shuddered.  "She's even talking about giving him a
baby sister who's even more fashionable than she is."  A few moaned. 
"Needless to say, bad idea land means that won't happen."  They
stomped off.  He smirked and waved.  "If we wanted our son to be a press
star, we'd teach him how to sing."  He walked off.  "Ice cream?"


 


"Dawn could use some," she agreed.  He grinned at
her.


 


The few reporters still waiting around got shots of them
getting ice cream.  They thought it was adorable they were trying to cure
Dawn's bad mood with ice cream.  The speculation about a future daughter was
highly anticipated and people were going to be staring at Dawn's stomach for
months.


 


***


 


Dawn made it home and collapsed against the wall, looking at
the baby under her jacket.  "You okay?"  He grinned. 
"Good."  She accepted Natasha's help up.  "They're getting rabid
and a few asked me when we were planning on giving him a little sister?"


 


"It got them off Philip," Clint said with a grin. 
He took the baby, who squealed and babbled at him.  "You sound like Mommy
today."  He walked him off.  "Mommy needs to get changed.  Grandma
wants to see you tonight."


 


"She does?" Dawn asked.  "I saw her earlier
and she didn't say anything."


 


"She and Bruce want a quiet night on the couch with the
baby."  He shrugged.  "It's good for us.  Are you going to complain
about a night out alone?"


 


She smiled.  "Never."  She kissed the baby. 
"Help me express?"  He followed to help her with that.  Philip
wiggled on the bed and laughed at them until Natasha came in to get dressed. 
Dawn smiled at what she was pulling out.  "We're going clubbing?"


 


"After dinner," Clint said, looking at that.  "We
can't go to dinner at a good place in that, Natasha."


 


"That's for afterward."  She pulled out something
more ...covering for dinner.  He grinned.


 


Dawn pointed at her second closet.  "Black and blue
dress please?"  Natasha pulled it out.  It looked nice and had a jacket. 
Without the jacket it was strapless, tight, and would probably look great on
Dawn.  Philip fussed so Dawn let him have some of the milk instead of pumping
it.  He fell asleep on her and it was good.  Clint took him to put down while the
ladies cleaned up and did their hair.  Bruce and Joyce got there to babysit,
Bruce cooing at the sleeping angel.  "He's been in a happy mood all day,
Stepdad."


 


"That's always a great thing."  He kissed her on
the cheek.  She looked good.  The outfit was just tight enough to highlight but
the jacket covered most of her chest.  It hinted at cleavage.  The jacket
emphasized her waist and the heels were high enough that she was taller than
Natasha tonight.  Natasha got a smile from Joyce as she adjusted a strap of the
halter dress for her.  They grabbed a few things, including weapons to hide,
and left together.  Bruce smiled at Joyce.  "We need to do that."


 


"We can do that this weekend.  We're going to be in
Boston all weekend long for that conference."  He smiled and kissed her. 
Philip fussed a bit so they kissed him.  He snuggled back in to nap on
Grandpa.  Bruce was calm and comfy to sleep on.


 


***


 


Phil felt the weird, presex feelings from the trio and
sighed.  "We should go out to dinner."


 


Xander smiled.  "Want to visit some of my favorite
places in LA?  They're not suit worthy but they have good food."


 


He nodded.  "We can do that."  Xander beamed and
got them dressed down in jeans and good enough shirts to put it as he did. 
Phil made sure he had a few weapons and Xander had a few hidden ones then they
left with Xander navigating.  They appeared outside a small diner looking place
that had humans and demons.  Phil looked at his mate.  "Good food?"


 


"Great food from multiple realms."  He walked in,
pulling on Phil's wrist.  "Hey."


 


"Xander!" the waitress behind the counter said,
leaning over it to hug him.  "Who's this?"


 


"This is my husband, Phil."  He pulled him
closer.  "I'm showing him one of my favorite restaurants."


 


"Awww.  That's so sweet."  She got them a booth by
glaring at someone.  Who was staring at them in awe.   Xander grinned back. 
"Yes, they're Gods.  Duh!" the waitress said.  They moved to the
counter.


 


"We could've eaten there," Phil said quietly.


 


"No you can't.  That table's supposed to be for humans
only.  It's got no scent markings so the blind species don't sit there and so
succuba don't try to get frisky later."  She winked.  "Unless you
like it that way?"


 


"Not really.  I tend to get a bit jealous when people
flirt with my spouse," Phil said, making Xander grin.  It was good to see
Xander in goofy young guy mode.  They sat down and Xander handed him a menu,
pointing at a few things and explaining them.  He had never heard of them. 


 


"Try the sampler," the waitress said with a grin. 
"It's real good and has a lot of that in tinier bites inside pastry."


 


"That's great," Xander agreed.  "The
Vrbub?"


 


"That's inside spinach leaves.  Pastry got real nasty
when we tried it."  Xander grinned.  "Grilled like usual."  She
got it for them and Xander ordered a few other things plus their drinks.


 


Xander smiled and pointed.  "That's Vrbub.  It's a meat
animal but it tends to be a bit greasy."  He introduced the other things,
letting Phil try everything.  Phil ate one and pointed.  "Spicy?"  He
tasted it and nodded.  "It was in heat."  He handed over the ice
water with a grin.  "But still good.  Right?"


 


"Very good," he said once he had swallowed the
water and spicy meat.  "We need a place that serves these near the temples
and in New York."


 


"I have no idea where the ones in New York are."


 


"They're too high class," the waitress snorted. 
"They'd never stoop themselves to real, homey food.  Xander, do you want
stew or bisque, baby?"


 


"Bisque please."  He looked at Phil.  "The
stew is really thick and can be a bit greasy as well but it's hard to scoop out
it's so thick."


 


"Then bisque it is," he agreed with a smile.  The
waitress brought the rest when it was done and they ate, talking casually about
the temple and how they really needed to decorate the bedroom because it was
plain and Talsa had threatened to do it on them.   They had decided on some new
curtains and maybe a few new sets of sheets.  Xander paid the bill when it came
and it was nicely small for a huge feast worth of food.  He put down a nice tip
and Xander grinned, taking him to show him a few of the prettier sites Phil had
never seen. They ran into Faith, Connor, and Gunn but got nodded at and they
went back to tracking down the night's vampires while Xander and Phil strolled.


 


It was a good night because at the end, Phil took Xander
home and gave him a long, hard massage and then got some internal massaging
done too.


 


***


 


Pepper looked at Dawn the next morning.  "They realize
you're not pregnant right now."  She handed over the gossip rag's online
story.  Dawn grinned.  "Was it a good night?"


 


"Mostly.  Clint got paged to help Ethan by telling him
who someone was.  They're somewhere in Europe near Prague."  Pepper nodded
at that.  She grinned.  "Natasha thought I looked very hot and if I ever
lost the new ass I gained from Philip she was going to pout."


 


"She's not the only one.  The online story had a few
pictures of Clint staring at it too."  She smiled and pulled that up. 
Dawn blushed but shrugged and grinned, going back to her desk.  Pepper looked
at the story.  "I need to go back to the gym."


 


"You look fine," Dawn said from her spot sorting
mail.  "You're very toned and feminine at the same time, Pepper.  It's not
your fault the kids didn't give you a booty-worthy ass."


 


"Good point.  Or that I didn't keep the extra cup
size."


 


Dawn looked at her.  "I went up two.  I'm hoping I lose
them."  Pepper laughed.  "Really.  Buying bras is getting
annoying."


 


"You can switch him anytime now," she said.


 


Dawn blushed brighter red.  "He'll get weaned off me on
his first birthday.  That'll be his last night then they'll help me drain
them."  She walked off to deliver Tony's mail to him.


 


"Wow, I needed to do that," Pepper complained
quietly.  "They never do more than cuddle."  She pulled up security
footage of what the guys were doing right now.  Tony was picking on Dawn about
blushing.  Dawn finally swatted him and made him yelp.  Pepper smiled.  Dawn
handled Tony very well for her.  Steve was sparring with Bucky again but they
both looked odd.  She frowned.  "JARVIS, what's wrong with Steve and
Bucky?"


 


"I believe Mr. Barnes had a flashback or something
similar.  When he woke up he was not his usual self, but a bit colder.  Steve
spotted it and they've been sparring now for over an hour."


 


"Send Dawn to help him."


 


"I can do so."  The AI told her that.  She popped
over and attacked from behind, making Bucky lash back at her but she and Steve
got him corralled and worn out quickly enough.  Then Dawn had to slam his head
into the wall and then the floor because he tried to bite her.  Bucky shook
them off and went limp, staring at them.  Dawn backed off cautiously.  Bucky
came up off the floor and Dawn let herself go back into those same urges. 
Steve gaped but Dawn was kicking his ass and Bucky was smirking in a not nice
way.  


 


At least until Dawn nearly broke his jaw for him.  Then
spun-kicked him again on the other side to knock him down.  He went down
holding his neck.  "Infirmary staff to the Avengers sparring ring,"
she ordered.  They got there while Steve and Dawn were calming down.  Dawn told
them why she had been so brutal.  Bruce pulled her off to the side to stare
down at her.  She nodded she was fine.  Bucky had whiplash and a small fracture
in his jaw but he had been gifted with special healing skills by the Russians. 
Steve went with him.  Pepper went to check on him then on Dawn because Bruce
had her well in hand.  "He okay?" she asked Steve.


 


"He's fine.  He was in that same flashing state Dawn
has to spar to get rid of.  That's why I sparred but I think that was the wrong
thing with him."


 


Natasha ghosted in.  "It was not.  They had him longer,
Steve.  They did more work on him than they got to do on Dawn.  If they had her
for longer, we would see her having more of those.  Thankfully she got enough
fighting during her pregnancy to keep them down."  She patted him on the
wrist.  "He'll be fine.  You'll want to lock him down as a
precaution," she told the nurse.  "As you would myself, Dawn, or
Clint in that state."  They nodded and put on the padded wrist
restraints.  She guided Steve into a chair.  "Sit and wait.  Make sure he
comes out of it all right."  She looked at Pepper.  "Dawn's fine. 
She's still calm and safe."  She went to check on her.  Clint was at SHIELD
handling something today.  Dawn was back at her desk by then and looking like
normal.  Tony was staring at her.  "You're centered?"


 


"Yeah, I let myself drop then pulled myself back when
he hit the floor that second time."  She grimaced.  "I was a bit mean
to him."


 


"It was the right response.  They had him longer than
they did you and frankly, I don't know how many times they did that to
me."  Dawn got up to hug her.  She liked that Dawn was openly
affectionate, even if it wasn't a good time for it.  "Thank you." 
She whispered something in her ear in Urdu, getting a laugh and a nod. 
"We will spar later while you watch."  Dawn grinned and got back to
work.


 


"We forget how dangerous and deadly you can be, Dawn. 
You hold back a lot with us."


 


"I don't want to damage you.  Pepper would have my ass,
boss."  She stared at him while typing, grinning slightly.  "So yeah,
I do.  I don't with Natasha and Clint.  Most of the time I even pull them with
Steve so you don't have to baby bruises.  Though, you were meant to forget."


 


"I like that then."  He walked off.  "He
down, Romanoff?"


 


"He's hitched down.  Steve's with him to make sure he
comes back out of it."


 


"Good.  Any idea how to help him?"


 


"There's a few people that specialize in undoing
brainwashing.  One's in that clinic in Switzerland."  She looked at him. 
"We made sure Dawn came out the same way I did."


 


"Which is great of you."  He smiled and walked
off.  Natasha was a deadly woman and he had forgotten why she was so deadly. 
Dawn too.  Which was a good thing for his mind.  Scary women weren't really his
ideal to have to be around all day.  Or else he'd have more military people on
staff bothering him about ideas.  His phone beeped with a text message from
Beya so he had to head upstairs to take care of Callia.


 


Dawn took a quick kiss then got back to work.  "Make
sure they're not broadcasting at him like they did us?" she suggested
quietly.


 


"I can do that."  She walked off to make sure of
that.  It was dirty pool from their former masters.  They didn't need that in
their lives.


 


***


 


Dawn was going to the second tower for lunch when Wade
grabbed her arm and walked her off.  "Nope.  Nope nope nope nope. 
Sorry."


 


"What now?" she asked.


 


"Big general people."  He handed her to someone.


 


"Hunt," she said.  Though she was getting a
strange, tingly feeling.  And there was a low hum.  She blinked.  Then she
teleported out of the way.  That wasn't Wade, it wasn't Hunt, and it wasn't
Benji.  She summoned guards to help her and shook herself free.  The sonic hum
was there to distract her.  It wasn't going to work.  Guards descended on the
van.  The three 'agents' were taken into custody.  Dawn did a sound muffling
spell around her head.  That helped block out the hum.  She sent at Natasha,
who sounded confused but was upstairs.  She came down and found the general and
his staff lying in lurk.  She sedative darted them; Stark hated them to draw
blood in the building unless they had to.  It created a bad image and people
quit coming to shop and eat there.  


 


She walked over one of them and went to find Dawn.  She
could hear and feel the hum.  She sent a thought at Dawn about the person
sneaking up behind her, making her turn to defend herself while she got the
source of the hum through JARVIS and Stark.  Callia was throwing up so he was a
bit busy but he did what he could and Callia had him start something she had
planned in case someone came for her or the pets.  The anti-kidnaping defenses
were powerful and a bit scary.  Natasha stared at one laser then at Dawn.  Dawn
was ignoring the people babbling at her.  She snapped at her and pointed at her
ears.  Dawn sent over a thought.  She promised it was ended so Dawn undid the
spell.


 


Suddenly noise came back around Dawn and she blinked at the
reporter.  "You do realize that there was just an attack?" she asked
dryly.  The reporter frowned.  "Including a sonic one?"  The reporter
huffed.  "Sorry but I had to block it off and it's not really safe at the
moment." 


 


"No spouses?" the reporter sneered.


 


Dawn looked at Natasha, who shrugged back.  She pointed. 
"You mean like that one?"  The reporter blinked at her.  "Unless
you're seeing something I'm not, that's Natasha."


 


"No, she's not a redhead."


 


"You're clearly from somewhere or somewhen else,"
Dawn said.  She walked off looking at the guards.  They got someone down to
check over the civilians and the reporter.


 


SUV's screamed up with lights going.  Agents got out and
rushed at Dawn, who stared at them.  "You should not sedate generals, Mrs.
Barton," he sneered.


 


"I was out here.  There was a general for real?"


 


"I sedated him," Natasha said.


 


He sneered at her.  "I don't know who you think you
are."


 


"I think I'm Agent Romanoff of SHIELD," she said
bluntly.  "Which means I supercede your authority."  He backed down a
bit.  "Dawn was out here, not inside.  She was nearly taken by three
pretend agents.  What was your part in that?"


 


"We're here to arrest her for being so pushy with her
skills."


 


"I doubt that."  She looked at Dawn.  "Can
you summon someone?"


 


"Yes, I can."  She opened a portal to the meeting
where Fury was.  "Or I can do that."


 


"That works," Natasha agreed.  "Director, I
just had to sedative dart three soldiers and a general who were part of the
plan to stun and take out Dawn."


 


Fury looked down the table.  "This meeting was a bit
oddly timed."


 


"It doesn't matter.  It's just the newest charge,"
the agent in the lead said, grabbing Dawn.  He screamed when his hand burned. 
"That's another one."


 


"First, you haven't identified yourself," Dawn
said.  "That means for all I know you're another person out to snatch me. 
The SUV's aren't official and don't have government plates.  That proves it's a
hoax.  Secondly, even if that were true, I still have the right of self
defense.  Thirdly."  She snatched his dog tags, making the illusion drop. 
He yelled and rushed her.  She kicked him into the portal and through it. 
"Go talk to your masters.  My visit to the land of idiots is done with for
the day.  Put me into a situation where I have to kill, watch me do it
easily," she warned.  "They did teach me that too."  The agents
all backed down.  "Guys, who are they with?" she called to the
security team.


 


"No ID's, Dawn," the head of the security response
team said.  "Also, the sonic hum is what made Callia puke.  She quit once
it was shut off."  


 


Dawn nodded, looking at the people in the portal.  "So
you decided to attack a kid who's almost nine?  Congratulations."


 


"We don't need her.  Girls aren't soldiers," one
of them sneered.  "She'll never take over the suit."


 


"She might not want to.  Stark's not pushing it,"
Fury said.  "Though, taking out a potential slayer means that someday you
may wish there were more of them."  He got comfortable.  "Summers, go
inside.  Take your spouse."


 


"There's a reporter here who said I'm not myself,"
Natasha told him.  "She's muttering that Howard would correct this
problem."


 


"If she's a temporal problem, send her home.  If she's
a plant, arrest her.  If not, ignore her or send the ghost at her," Fury
ordered.


 


"I have done two of those," she said, walking off
with Dawn.  Another SUV pulled up, this one with government plates and spilling
out FBI agents.  "Gentlemen."


 


"Agent Romanoff, what happened?"  She pointed and
he walked with her.  She gave them a concise report and had the AI pull down
and copy the security footage.  He took it to view with the bosses over the
secure network in the back of the SUV.  He looked out at gunshots.  One of the
Stark guards had been killed and his weapon taken, the agent was now firing on
the others.  The head FBI agent shot him and killed him.  He checked his agents
then the security team.  The others got looked over for treatment and taken off
to the Federal building.  On the way there, someone shot at their transport
van, knocking it over with an explosive arrow to the tire.  The head agent
heard that and looked at Fury.  "Where is Agent Barton?"


 


"He's in Connecticut.  He's updating our agency files
with another group that we work with.  They have files we don't on various
threats and problems.  We're merging them today and as he sometimes works with
them, he's handling it."


 


"No way he could have shot at the van?"


 


"Ask one of his spouses where he is."  His phone
rang.  "Fury."  He put it on speaker.  "Barton, where are
you?"


 


"Connecticut, sir.  That arrow was shot by a young guy
by the name of Herman Hollitzer.  Russian trained archer that got injured
before an Olympics.  He's repaying them by taking out selected targets.  Calls
it dear hunting, spelled like your lover not the animal.  According to the
files I just pulled up, he's in the US under that name.  His main target was to
get Romanoff, Barnes, and Dawn into custody.  I've emailed you the plans the
people here have hacked, Director.  They're really cranked and Dawn's going to
go destroy a lot more people.  Especially since it looks like they may have
Deadpool hostage."


 


"The kids?" the head FBI agent asked.


 


"They weren't going to make a special effort to get
Philip but if he happened to be there, great.  Another generation.  There's
timid plans in place to breed them both by Barnes to get better super soldiers
and a higher powered witch on their side, sir."


 


"Do we have ID's, Barton?"


 


"Yup.  All six of the team.  The extra backup team was
through the group that took her in Romania.  They incorporated them into their
program.  They may also be what set Barnes off before he woke up today."


 


"Good to know.  Barnes fine?" he asked one of the
staring security guards.


 


"Summers kicked his ass and he's tied down in the
infirmary, sir."


 


"Good.   He doesn't need any more bullshit than what he
already deals with."  He saw Rogers storm out.  "Captain."  He
looked over and walked over.  "They wanted Barnes and Romanoff back and
Summers to join them."


 


"Over their dead bodies," he said bluntly. 
"Even if it is off-mission." 


 


"It's not.  Take Barnes if he's stable to make sure
they know how he feels about being bred to Romanoff and Summers."  He
looked at his phone.  "Barton, finish that then reappear in town.  If
Wilson's still captured we'll go find him when you get back."


 


"Am."  He hung up.


 


Fury looked at Steve.  "Save the ladies for backup or
your team if you need them.  You have three special task force units to back
you up if you need it and one may already be partially infiltrated.  Call
Coulson."


 


Phil leaned around Steve's arm to look in the portal. 
"They are infiltrated, sir, and are expecting Captain America and Agent
Barnes in a few hours.  We will be hearing a few claims of 'we did not order
this' but we have proof of who did."


 


"Give me a copy, hand the president one so they can
talk in a few hours, once the agents are done," Fury said.  Phil tossed
him a DVD.  "Go."  They nodded and left.  He smirked at the others. 
"So, you wanted what?"


 


"You to fail," one sneered.


 


"Too late.  We've been around since SSR fragmented
after World War II, boy.  You've failed for a very long time."  They got
up and stomped off.  Agent Hill was waiting to knock them out and arrest them. 
"Good to have you back, Hill."  He got up.  "Close the
portal?"  She texted and it shut.  "Nice."  He walked over their
prisoners, heading down to the SUV.  She could handle things for him.


 


***


 


Steve walked into the infirmary, undoing the straps.  Bucky
stared up at him, his eyes looking dead.  "That was a plot by your former
bosses to get you and Natasha back, with Dawn.  We're going.  You coming?"


 


"Yup."  He got up and grabbed his shirt and jacket
to put on.  "They do anything more to me?"


 


"They had something sonic going earlier according to
Natasha.  She thinks it may have set you off this morning." 


 


"I remember seeing some of that in action.  It's
incredibly nasty."


 


Steve smirked.  "Natasha has too.  They wanted future
agents too."


 


"I would've loved to have had Natasha as my wife and
mother of my brats but it's not going to happen now," he said bluntly.


 


"No, they were going to get you with both women,"
Coulson said, handing over the files.  "Your meeting time and the file on
who.  What we know so far thanks to Barton having someone hack and Natasha
helping just now."  He handed over something else.  "Clean ID's. 
Including passports."  He set off the beaming satellite once he had
targets on them.  They landed in Prague.  Which shocked the hell out of the
agents staring their direction. 


 


Bucky looked at it.  "The train will get us
there."  He walked off to handle that.


 


Steve nodded at Ethan and Benji.  "Someone just
pretended to be you two to capture Dawn."  He walked off.


 


Ethan jogged after him.  "Who?"


 


"Some Russians."  Ethan took the file from his
hand to look over, grimacing.  "You know them?"


 


"I know them real well.  These two were involved in the
bombing thing that got IMF shuttered."  He pointed.  "This one's a
double agent."


 


"They're on our infiltration team."  He pointed. 
"I'll make note of that though."


 


"Thanks."  He looked the other file over and
pointed.  "He's a weak link.  He's a heavy drinker and likes to get into
bar fights."  He handed it back.   "We're done and making our way
back to the UK.  If you need us, yell, Captain."  He walked off, telling
Benji in code what was going on.  Benji texted Dawn, who said she was fine. 
Clint said the same thing and gave them some orders.  They decided they were
okay with that and went with the flow.  That would let them take down some of
the power behind the orders.


 


Steve smiled.  He could like Agent Hunt when he wasn't
hanging off a wire, a wall, or bouncing off the walls like he had too much
sugar.  No wonder Clint had called him a flying squirrel.


 


***


 


Dawn looked up as an agent came off the elevator with a
scowling Phil Coulson.  "Bad news?" she asked.  "Am I in trouble
for defending myself this time?"


 


"No," the agent said.  "Though there's some
unhappy higher ups."


 


"I help whenever I can.  I volunteer to help whenever I
can.  Hell, I was pregnant and helping the team there for a while," she
said firmly.  "If they don't like that I help when and where I can then
they can blow my ass."  The agent flinched.


 


"Which is what we've pointed out," Phil said. 
"They said you might as well put on a suit."


 


"I don't want to put on a suit.  I have a nice mundane
identity and if we had more offensive-capable magic users you'd all see a lot
less of me."


 


Phil smiled slightly and nodded.  "We agree on that.  I
haven't found one."


 


"There's that batty sorcerer who thinks he's Dr.
Strange from the comics," she said dryly.


 


"I'd rather not make him get into battles," Phil
said.


 


The other agent looked at him.  "Who?"


 


"The guy who shows up now and then to nag Dawn about
being so open," Phil said.


 


"Oh, him.  Weird wardrobe guy."  He looked at
Dawn.  "Are you all right?"


 


"I'm fine.  I'm calm.  I'm not going to spaz out and
start going off on civilians.  My wife is here in case I get hit too hard with
an urge to go stop this shit myself."  The FBI agent smiled.  "They
did teach me that in Romania."


 


"Figures."  He put down a card.  "I'm
handling this investigation with SHIELD."


 


"Fury has a lot of people arrested," Phil said. 
"Including higher ups."  He looked at Dawn.  "Where's the
baby?"


 


"Andrew.  They're having a play date while he reminds
Caroline she doesn't want to be a Wells-Summers."


 


"It'd be a very interesting match," Phil decided,
then shook his head.  "Fury wants an inventory of all your weapons." 


 


"You ask like I keep track of what I win at kitten
poker, Phil.  You know that.  Most of the time I use descriptive names, not
proper ones.  Natasha and Clint haven't wanted to do one."


 


"Where's your storage areas?"


 


"The necklace ones are in Natasha's locker in the
sparring area outside the one I've got on."  She took off her necklace to
hand over to him then pressed their thumbs together to copy the key for him. 
"There's a few things in the closet up there and I have one started for
Philip."  She smiled.  "They're all ray guns and the like
though."


 


"Sure," he agreed.  "If and when our future kids
are born, Xander and I will have to add some of those and more swords.  Does
Callia?"


 


"Yeah.  I've got her one started.  It's in
Malibu."


 


"Good to know."  He smiled slightly.  "Thank
you for not making me ask twice."


 


She grinned.  "I know you'd only take stuff that didn't
work and you'll tell Clint so he can either brag or think I'm having a bad mood
so he'll make it better."


 


Phil walked off smiling.  "Quite possibly."  He
went to get the other ones so they could find a quiet spot to look things over. 
Tony joined them in the elevator on that side.  "How's Callia?"


 


"Better.  The sonic thing was what made her sick.  She
had a weapons cabinet from Dawn?"


 


"Apparently.  I'm not sure who started it, Buffy or
Dawn, but I think it has some minor things like a few swords."  He looked
at the worried father.  "It's in Malibu."


 


"Huh," Tony said.  "We'll have to look at
that, see what Dawn's put up for her, especially since we're all hoping she's
not called."  They got off and walked into the training area.  It was
empty.  Bruce was at SHIELD with Joyce.  Natasha's locker was easily opened
when she walked in and did it for them.  The other five hidden lockers got
handed over.  Tony stared.  "She had five."


 


"The blue one is Philip's until she can get him a cabinet." 
She smiled.  "He is going to have a lot of fun learning those."  She
went to get the babies and brought them over without the parents.  "Here,
learn weapons.  It's good for you, son, and your friends in case something
happens when there's no Roombas around."  She walked off happier.


 


Phil smiled at the three kids.  "Settle in.  We'll look
at weapons."  He unlocked all of them and started with the one Dawn had
been wearing.  She had clearly just grabbed one since it was all artillery.  He
found the switch to turn it full sized so they could walk into it and he sighed
in pleasure.  "Wonderful collection, Dawn."  There were handguns on
the walls and the artillery stacked in the center for easy grabbing.


 


Tony and the FBI agent both looked and Tony huffed.  The
babies crawled in and cooed, petting the weapons.


 


Jonathan leaned in.  "Allenetta is not allowed to learn
how to use weapons that are not sonic screwdrivers or phasers, people.  Nothing
like a regular gun or a RPG whatever that's not a role playing game."  He
pulled back to go back to the lab.


 


"If they can build a real phaser, I'd put it into mass
market," Tony quipped.


 


"We'll see if Dawn has one already," Phil shot
back.  They settled in to do a real inventory.  Though he did shoot a picture
of that one to Barton, who was proud of his wife's organization and taste.  All
of them had some artillery and some guns.  A broad range in case things
happened.  She needed better bullets and Barton said he'd pick those up on the
way home.


 


"She's not planning on taking over Guatemala,
right?" the FBI agent asked.  "I know she's got a home down
there."


 


"No, she's only concerned about the area around her
house being safe," Phil said.  He handed Stark a few things that clearly
needed to be repaired.  He could do that.  "So you can teach Callia."


 


He called her down to see.  She bounded in to go over the
weapons with them. She even took notes.  She was such a Stark geek.  Tony was
so proud of his clone.


 


The FBI agent wisely didn't say anything.  For all he knew,
Stark got the same education from his father.


 


***


 


Dawn was in Malibu that night, with Stark.  They had beamed
over at Phil's order and Tony's complaining that she had started a weapons
closet for Callia.  She ran into the guy who had played Clint in the movies and
was now playing a witch hunter.  She smiled and summoned a book, handing it to
him.  "About page eighty."  She smiled.  "Send it back when
you're done."  She walked off, getting Tony his coffee and picking up the
newest weapon she had found.  "Here, boss.  The newest ancient weapon I
found at auction for Callia."


 


He unwrapped it, looking at the multi-head crossbow,
blinking a few times.   It had a heavy wooden stock that came with a leather
strap to hold it around your forearm.  The head had a rotating seven-hole
cylinder.  Three holes were always covered but the others could be reloaded on
the fly.  He did a few test fires and it did slot his pen into position when he
tried it.  "Damn."


 


She smiled.  "One of the old time Watchers was a
weapons nut.  He created that for his slayer when she had to take down nests. 
I've gotten most of his collection."


 


He looked it over.  "Nicely balanced.  Wood's still in
good shape.  Metal pieces could use some cleaning up because it looks like some
water damage.  Wow."  He tested the metal string.  "I can update
this."


 


"If so, Xander would adore it.  He loves
crossbows."  She grinned.


 


"Yeah, I can do that."  They got into the car and
went to her storage area out here.  Which was at the gear shop.  Dawn walked in
and waved, heading for the storage areas.  "What's this?"


 


"Where I get some nice things and I'm storing Callia's
future weapons, boss.  He's doing an inventory."


 


"That's fine, Dawn.  You have some sweet antique
pieces."  She let them see the crossbow, getting a few moans.  She smiled
and went to open it for him.


 


Back at the café, the actor opened the journal - it was
Xander's journal by the first few lines.  He flipped through it, grimacing at
some things until he came to the one that she had mentioned.  "Hansel and
Gretel were demons?" he muttered, reading over that section.  That
explained a whole lot!  He took pictures for the producer and sent that back to
the office at Stark for her.  She had just tickled the producer, who was having
a few storyline quips.  It'd freak out a lot of people.


 


***


 


Tony and Dawn got beamed back and Tony went up to the
apartment to flop down next to Pepper.  "She went with antique demon
hunting equipment, Pepper," he said quietly.  "It's all so *sweet*. 
All original designs, a bit odd in a few places but she knows enough to teach
Callia how to use them."  She rested against his shoulder.  "Damn but
they're good.  Philip's future weapons closet for when he gets Dawn luck has
futuristic weapons and they're all so cool.  Andrew had a weapon-gasm over
them."  She patted him on the wrist.  "I need to make the slayers
some special weapons."


 


"You can do that."


 


"Yeah, I can do that."  He kissed her.  She kept
him from going to the lab right then by sliding into his lap.  "Later.  I
can do that later."  He kissed her again, making her moan.  It was a happy
sound.  He loved that sound and needed to hear more of it.


 


***


 


Xander got his journal back and looked at what had been
gotten into.  "Oh, that stuff.  With that movie I heard about they
probably needed to know."  He hid the journal again and decided to go play
with the kids.  Tara was pouty.  He stared at her.  "The adult thing to do
is to talk and see if it's really over."


 


"She hasn't even asked to see her son," she said quietly.


 


Xander stared then pulled over a tiny camera.  "She
watches over them all the time.  She's not sleeping because she's watching
them."  Tara nodded, taking it to look over.  She put it down facing the
kids.  It beeped and turned itself off.  He smiled.  "She still wants you
and them, Tara.  Talk about it."


 


"She hurt the family."


 


"Because someone had crackhead ideas and had power over
Fury's head.  They went around Fury to send them."  She slumped down
further on the couch.  "You two need to talk."


 


John walked over and stared at his mother.  "Are you
sad again, Mommy?"


 


"Just a tiny bit, John, but it'll be okay.  Your mommy
and I will talk tomorrow."


 


"Okay."  He hugged her but grinned at his uncle. 
"Can we borrow puppies?"


 


"Nope.  Your cat is scared of the puppies.  Sorry.  You
can come play with them."  John and Melissa both cheered, which made their
baby siblings happier and Mommy too.  Xander took them to play for a while,
leaving the doorway back to Phil's apartment open.


 


Phil appeared half-dressed until Melissa's squeal made him
flinch and manifest a shirt very quickly.  "Playing?" he guessed,
smiling at them.


 







"Kitty not play, Daddy.  We play doggies," John
said with a grin.


 


"I like the dogs too."  He hugged them.  "Did
we get dinner yet?"  Talsa came out with plates.  They ate and he got
bedtime duties then he came back to get naked and pounce Xander.  "I'll
check next time," he said with a grin.  "Just in case."


 


"He wanted to borrow a puppy."


 


"I'm sure he does."  He took a kiss and pushed
Xander against a wall.  "Have I mentioned that I find you utterly amazing
and yet so confusing?"


 


"The confusing part is usual but the amazing part is
new."  He smiled and took a kiss.  "Why am I amazing?"


 


"You have enough stamina to match mine when I'm in the
mood to ...work out."  Xander grinned and stripped them both with a bit of
power flexing.  "That's a very good idea."  He nuzzled Xander's neck
then licked over the bite mark on his shoulder.   Xander groaned.  "That's
pretty, Xander.  I need to hear more of those."


 


"We should go to bed then," he said with a point.


 


"Yes, we should."  He moved back a tiny bit and
smirked.  "If you want, I'll chase you."  Xander shivered but kissed
him and strolled off.  Phil watched and then pounced once Xander was near the
bed.  Xander yelped when he landed but it was all good.


 


Talsa looked up as the temple started to glow.  "They
need to quit waiting to do that."  She went back to the cookbooks she had
found in the local library.  They had a lot of interesting things she'd never
heard of.


 


***


 


Clint walked in and paused.  Dawn was walking the floor with
Philip, who was fussing at her.  "He have gas again?"


 


She smiled.  "I think he was waiting on you to get
home."


 


He kissed the baby then her.  Philip yawned and babbled baby
noise, reaching for him.  Clint took him to cuddle.  Philip fell asleep a few
breaths later.  "I think you're right."  He put the baby down and
came back to kiss Dawn again.  "Didn't we say to let us do an
inventory?"


 


"You haven't asked to get into those."


 


"Now we know."  He took another kiss, backing her
toward the couch.  She fell onto it and he laid down on top of her. 
"Nat's asleep," he said in her ear.  "Philip won't wake
up."  She grinned and wiggled out of her pajamas.  He stood up to strip
down and laid down overtop of her again, kissing her.  "I think you made
Stark hot."


 


"I'm pretty sure I did.  Callia asked him why he was
getting all panty over the lasers."


 


"You're the queen of dick teases," Clint said
before kissing down her throat to nibble on a spot that made her moan.


 


"Andrew had weapon-gasms according to Tony."


 


"Yup, that's how you roll."  He kissed there and
then her lips, staring at her.  "How many pages was the inventory?"


 


"You'd have to ask Phil or that FBI agent."


 


"At least he probably won't do anything about
it."  He took another kiss.  "We basically have the whole house to
ourselves," he said with a teasing grin.


 


Dawn smirked back.  "Want to pounce me then go pounce
Nat?"


 


"I'd love to pounce Nat with you."  They shared an
evil smirk and got up to go pounce their wife.  Natasha flailed at the first
delicate kiss to her neck but Dawn blocked the automatic strike and Clint
chuckled in that tone of voice that got them hot.  He stripped Nat down and
looked her over.  "Nice, sweetheart.  Newly waxed?"


 


"Earlier today."  


 


Clint laid down to kiss her and it was good.  Very good. 
Dawn was teasing them both.  "She gave Stark and Andrew both weapon-gasms
she said."


 


"She did.  Stark was so adorably flustered that Callia
was giving him concerned looks and tried to check his pulse once.  The babies
patted and cooed at the weapons.  Though our son did kiss a sword."


 


He licked up her throat to get near to her ear.  "We
can make sure he loves guns and bows just as much."  She shivered,
spreading out for Dawn to tease her lower half while Clint worked her into a
pouncing frenzy.  "Dawn and I agree, you need pounced."


 


"I like being pounced."


 


Dawn leaned down to lick over her clit then grinned at her. 
"And invaded?"


 


"I do like that as well but I must be able to sit in
the morning, unlike you."


 


"We have tomorrow off," Clint said happily. 
Natasha stared at him.  "Dawn has to work."


 


"She has meetings all day too," Dawn quipped.  She
wiggled closer to go back to her treat.


 


Clint smiled as he watched what Dawn was doing. 
"That's great foreplay, Dawn.  Tease yourself for me?  I'll lick you while
I'm riding her hard."


 


Dawn pulled off to grin and share a kiss with him. 
"She can if you get her on her knees."


 


"She can," he agreed.  "And I do like that
position."  Natasha started to move but they laughed and got her back into
it.  She liked it like that and they adored her for it.


 


***


 


Dawn walked in the next morning looking perky and cheerful,
running into the same FBI agent.  "More problems?"


 


"How do you get weapons?"


 


"Kitten poker."  She smiled.  "Why?"


 


"Half of that's illegal."


 


"We use it for demon apocalypses."


 


"Good point.  The guns aren't registered?"


 


"Do you know how hard people would freak out?"


 


"Yeah, I do."  He sighed.  "The higher ups
thinks they make you dangerous."


 


"I can sneeze and decreate humanity.  Weapons don't
make me any more dangerous than I already am."  He blanched.  She
grinned.  "Thankfully I have control of my magic.  I learned from watching
Rosenburg and running the other direction.  Outside a few battles I never open
all my skills up at once.  Mostly it's like an underground lake that spouts up
to a river.  I draw buckets from the river when I need things.  I plant a well
when I need to do bigger things.  Things like the battle out in Sunnydale, I
blast a bigger hole and then plant a well."


 


"Okay, that makes sense and means you're not dangerous
all the time."


 


She smiled.  "I'm not dangerous unless someone forces
me to be.  Once those sort of things stop then I don't have to be dangerous
outside protecting the family."


 


"That's a great thing.  That Romania thing?"


 


"I didn't gain skills, I gained knowledge.  Frankly,
half the stuff I can do I learned from Spike and Xander."


 


"Xander being Alexander?"  She smiled and nodded. 
"Who's Spike?"


 


"A master vampire who helped the team after the
Initiative bullshit.  He's helping the LA team right now."


 


"That's even better," he said.  "Is he a
danger?"


 


"No, not generally.  He used to date my sister."


 


"That's...."  He shook his head. 
"Okay," he decided.  He smiled at her.  "They want to make sure
you don't have bad plans for the US or anyone."


 


She shook her head.  "Nope.  Not unless they force me
to.  There's a few who want to force me to and I have to keep fighting back but
I'd like to quit having to fight back as hard.  I really would.  I'd love to
just be Stark's perky PA."


 


"We'd like that too."


 


She smiled.  "Empathic gifts mean we can tell when you
lie."  He slumped.  "Who wanted you to do what?" 


 


"They'd really like us to arrest you for having all
those weapons."


 


"Technically they're for the spouses."


 


"They're not allowed either, even as agents with
SHIELD."


 


"No," Tony said, coming off the elevator.  He
handed over something.  "Directly from the president.  Because Loki showed
up to talk to him about the next huge battle, which is in about a year."


 


Dawn read it over and handed the letter of permission to
hoard weapons to the agent.  She read the prophecy, frowning.  "That's
Glory, Tony."


 


"That's what he said.  We've pointed out Glory's
already happened.  He thinks she found a way to come back."


 


"No.  She had to insinuate herself into a newborn and
have him grow up.  So it won't be in a year."  She handed it back. 
"We'll see what's going on.  I haven't had any sort of vision."


 


Xander and Phil appeared.  Phil handed over a judicial order
to leave Dawn alone while Xander looked at the prophecy.  "That's not the
right one.  That's on Glory.  No, we're dealing with someone higher up but not
her."  He brought the book.  His father showed up to scowl at him. 
"We defeated Glory, Dad.  You were trapped in Sunnydale that
weekend."


 


"Are you certain?"


 


"She has to find a newborn and have her people put her
into them," Dawn said.  "Or at least that's what we were told."


 


"So unless they're growing up on Asgard or another
realm that has faster time," Xander said.  "Not this year.  Maybe
when Philip's of age."


 


"He'd better not," Dawn said.


 


Xander looked and held up the book.  "Is that what you
were looking for?"


 


"Yes," Loki sighed.  "Frankly, she scares
some of us."


 


Dawn took it to look over, nodding slowly.  "She's not
real nice.  Worse than Thanos, Xander?"


 


"No.  Probably at the level of Shiva in Destroyer
form."


 


Dawn uncovered her knife holster.  "That help?"


 


"A lot.  Who...."


 


She grinned.  "Natasha got them for me and Mom over the
holidays."


 


"Awww."  He hugged her, hissing in her ear.  She
nodded she had realized the agent was there to arrest her.  He kissed her on
the forehead.  "It looks like your husband can help more with this one. 
She's got a huge cult and we can't touch them.  They're in a protected area
that's basically inside a pocket realm."


 


"We can handle it," Tony said, taking it to look
over.  "She'll do what?"


 


"We're not sure if they aren't confusing her with
Shiva.  One of the other prophecies about her says that she'll play music to
lure victims.  This one says she'll dance to lure victims."


 


"Sounds like a super siren," Dawn said.


 


"We think so," Phil agreed.  "One with enough
grief that she's wanting to share."


 


"Then we'll handle it," Dawn agreed.  They nodded
and Tony called a meeting.  "Natasha might not be able to show up, boss. 
It's her day off and I'm not sure where she is."  She grinned.


 


Tony looked at her.  "You're not walking funny."


 


"I have meetings today."  She strolled off. 
"Let me hit my desk."  They all nodded.


 


The FBI agent looked at Coulson.  "Why?" he asked
quietly.


 


"Because you don't take out the adjunct protectors
either," Xander said bluntly.  "Or else there's no one there to
protect you when you need it.  She's the only offensive capable witch we have. 
Even under my people and Phil's people."


 


"What about when she's had to use her powers in an
abusive manner?"  They all stared at him.  "Little white mice."


 


"They were all trying to snatch her," Tony said. 
"She didn't just randomly pick agents to turn into mice.  Dawn's been the
focus of a lot of agents trying to get her to do what they want to help
them."  The agent slumped but nodded.  "You're being played."


 


"Clearly.  I'll look into that."


 


Xander produced a scroll.  "The agents that we've
background checked and made sure were good, reliable agents.  That's the list
for LA, Cleveland, New York, and DC."


 


He looked it over.  "Half of the agents I'd depend on
aren't on here."


 


Xander nodded.  "We know."


 


"The others would do their job, most likely in an
efficient manner, but they're either able to be used as a pawn by someone, have
something in their background that's worrying, or we've found evidence that they've
got dirty leanings."


 


The senior FBI agent nodded.  "I can see why you did
this."


 


"Dawn started it for the LA team," Xander said
simply.  "They needed it."


 


"Some of the best of the best are out there.  I see
most of them listed."  He walked off to call one of them to ask him to do
a behind-the-scenes investigation for him.  They had a long talk about why and
Stark had sent him a list of casefiles to look at about those mice agents and
other things.  It was not going to be pretty by any means.


 


Xander, Phil, and Tony went to the Avengers meeting area. 
Natasha was there but looked sweaty and she wasn't quite sitting right.  Tony
blinked at her and grinned.  She growled back.  "It's good that he makes
you as happy as he does Dawn."


 


"She's the one who made me so sore," she
complained.  "She was needy."


 


"She was cuddly too," Clint said with a grin. 
He'd be fixing her soreness later with some of the exercise that had gotten her
sore in the first place.  Philip was beaming at everyone from Daddy's lap and
babbling noise at them.


 


Bucky and Steve came in.  They had gotten back late the
night before and had handed over all the evidence and the ones they could
capture.  They were already planning another raid.  They sat down and Bucky
stared at the babbling noise machine.  "Kid, you're loud.  You need to
learn to be subtle."


 


"He will," Clint said.  "He's only six
months."  He looked at Tony.  "This looks like 'there's a bad thing
coming'."


 


"There is," Xander said, taking his godson. 
"Hey, kiddo.  Wanna help talk about a battle?"  The baby squealed and
patted him.  He smiled.  "Good boy."  He settled him in his lap.  The
baby beamed and babbled at Daddy now.  He spotted Bucky and leaned over to
babble at him.  He wiggled so Xander put him on the floor.  Philip stared up at
the big people who dared to put him down.  Steve laughed and waved at him. 
Xander grinned.  "If you want Bucky that much, go to him, Philip."


 


Philip pouted but no one handed him over.  He huffed and
looked at the really long distance.  He concentrated.  He couldn't move himself
like mommy did.  Damn.  Guess he had to do like the others did.  Chris was
crawling.  He had seen him chasing a cat.  He tried that but he wasn't going to
manage it and it frustrated him.  Xander reached down to pat him on the back,
getting pouted at.  Philip looked at Bucky again and decided he could do what
Christopher did.  He was just as good as Chris was.  He wiggled onto his
stomach.


 


"You flipped over," Clint said, staring at him. 
"When did you start doing that?"


 


"Last week," Natasha said.  "Freaked us out
when we went in to get him up and he was snoring on his side.  If you want him,
crawl to him like Christopher does, Philip."  He looked around until he
spotted her then grinned.  She smiled and waved back.  "Crawl to
us."  


 


He looked around, spotting Bucky again.  He shifted,
grimacing.  That didn't feel good.  He huffed, making the adults watching smile
at him.  Well, Mommy had told him there was a way to do anything he wanted.  He
finally figured out what Chris had done and used it.  He slipped a few times
and his arms were shaky but he managed to make it to the strange guy who felt
sad.  He patted him, sitting to stare up at his legs.


 


Bucky looked down.  "Why did you crawl to me?"


 


"Go ahead.  He's a bit empathic like Mommy is,"
Clint said quietly.  


 


Bucky picked up the baby and got hugged.  "Thanks,
kid."  He patted him on the back and Philip burped then babbled at him. 
He looked at him.  "You're so much like your mom."  The baby patted
him and grinned.  He smiled back.  Philip cuddled him some more until he fell
asleep on him.  He looked down at the first baby huff of sleep, then at the
parents.  Clint got up to take him.  "Empathic?"


 


"Yeah.  Dawn is.  Callia is.  Liz is but we're not sure
about Christopher yet," Clint said, sitting down with him.  "Your
mommy's going to be so proud," he said quietly.  "We'll have oatmeal
in celebration for that crawling stuff."


 


Tony smiled.  "I remember those days.  You have to put
things up at least twice their standing height."


 


"Most everything is thanks to the cat," Clint said
with a grimace.  Natasha took the baby from him, letting him rest in her lap. 
Clint stretched out.  "Okay, next big bad thing?"


 


Tony handed him the book.  "Conflicting accounts of her
skills."


 


He read it and passed it to Natasha, who read it then passed
it to Bruce.  "Sounds like Shiva," Bruce said, looking at Xander.


 


"I asked, she said it's not her or her alter ego.  It's
also not an offspring.  She thinks she's a higher up from another realm trapped
here."


 


"Okay," Bruce said, handing it on.


 


"I thought it sounded like multi-talented sirenic
gifts," Phil said, handing it to Steve.  "I'm not sure if that's
realistic or not."


 


"The one I dated sang to get victims for the witch but
she wove in her free time and for fun," Xander said.  Phil stared at him. 
"You knew I dated bad girls before, Phil," he said dryly.


 


"I didn't expect them to be that bad."


 


Xander shrugged.  "It was a nice thing while it lasted
for the eight months I was trapped there.  The witch wasn't going to touch me
because she had figured out who I was when I nearly killed her.  She told me to
go away so I did.  It was like a vacation fling."


 


"If you two have kids together, our heirs will make
sure they date normal people," Tony said.


 


Thor stomped in and nodded.  "Well met, my
brethren."  He sat down with a groan of pleasure.  "There are too
many storms right now that I could not end for fear of harming crops."


 


"We can understand that," Xander said, handing him
the book.  "The next apocalypse battle."


 


Thor looked at it then at Xander.  "Did you not date
her?"


 


"Not that I'm aware of.  Why would you think
that?"


 


"When you were but eleven or ten years of age, there
was an entity that showed up to talk to Odin All Father about your hand in
marriage.  Your father did protest greatly.  She returned when you were
nineteen."


 


"I had that fever that year," Xander reminded
him.  "I don't remember anything from that year, Uncle.  I remember a few
weeks before I gained that fever from that injury and that bite, then about a
year and a half afterward, at the festival with all the ribbons in
Greece."


 


"Aye, you were barely standing then.  I remember that
illness of yours.  She showed up shortly after you were injured but before you
were bitten to see if you would consent."  Xander slowly shook his head. 
"Call upon your father.  He yelled at her muchly."


 


"Dad?" Xander called.  Loki appeared.  "Thor
thinks that she was one who asked you for my hand when I was ill?"


 


"Back when he had that great fever but before he was
bitten," Thor said.  "The one who showed up when he was pre-manhood
as well."


 


Loki considered it, then shook his head.  "It shouldn't
be her.  She was destroyed, or so I thought, when she went to try to gain
Ismala's hand instead."  He frowned, creating a mirror to look at.  Xander
looked confused.  "You have no memories of that year?"


 


"Not a single one.  Not until the Greek festival with
all the ribbons."


 


"I should show your mate how you got bitten so he knows
that you have worse ideas than Love Goddesses, son."  He handed a mirror
to Phil with a smile.  "He heard there was an attack on one of the
villages he guarded.  He was greatly ill with something that came with a high
fever but no spots."


 


"Felt like ebola," Xander complained.


 


"It looked a tad bit like it as well," Loki said
dryly, shooting his son a look.  "So my son, who was literally talking
with his aunt Hel a few minutes earlier about what sort of job she'd have
waiting on him," he said with a scowl at his son.  "Gets up out of
bed, not wearing more than a loin cloth, grabs his favorite axe, and went to do
battle with the creatures.  Which then bit him and nearly killed him.  He
claimed he was naked to bring down his fever and that's why the thing was able
to bite him so easily."


 


"I've seen him go outside in a snowstorm in only
socks," Phil said, looking at the incident.  "Trolls?"


 


"Goblins," Xander said.  "They show up every
few decades.  I know it was goblins because Frigg nagged me for *ages* over
going into a battle against them while ill.  Which I usually turned back on her
as 'that's what a true warrior does' and huffed off.  Odin still thinks I got
bitten by a rat," he told his father.


 


"He would.  The man pays no attention to anything
that's not from his mangy birds or his ale stein."  He took the mirror
back when Phil winced and handed it back.  "Do be aware that some day
he'll probably do so again."  He left.


 


Xander shook his head, glancing at his mate. 
"Sometimes it's necessary."


 


"We have handcuffs," Phil said, smiling slightly
at him.  "If I must, I'll use mine."  Xander hugged him.  He shook
his head quickly.


 


"I thought that first fever might have come from
Dwarven food," Thor said.  "But you seemed to prefer it over your
mother's cooking most of the time."


 


"Hell yes!  Dwarves don't use spices."  Clint
snickered, grinning at them.  "For about ten centuries or so my mother
thought that her masala mixture went in *everything* like it was a
goddess-given right to have it in all food all the time.  We had curried egg
pie with coconut.   We had curried fish eggs and fish egg pie.  Mom totally
ruined caviar that way more than once.  Hell, there for a while I couldn't eat
*anything* because my stomach was always so upset from all the spices.  Then
Gaia took her aside and taught her how to cook before I starved to death. 
Dwarf's cultural food is a lot like cooking in the Bayou country down south. 
It's *really* good but you don't want to know what's in it."


 


"Dawn said that they had some amazing stews and stuff,"
Clint agreed, still smiling.


 


"Yup, they do.  They make fantastic unleavened bread
too.  They make ale that will knock a real Asgardian warrior on his ass." 
Thor nodded quickly.


 


Phil smiled.  "That bread and ale is the major lunch
and dinner at their special training academy.  It was good.  Strong, but good. 
After you got over the peppered dirty socks aftertaste it's great stout."


 


Xander looked at him.  "I remember the dirty socks
aftertaste but pepper?"


 


"Just at the first few sips on the tip of your
tongue."


 


"Oh, that taste.  It's from the shells of that little
blue lizard.  They ferment and grind it for spices."


 


"I don't need to know.  I'll take the mysterious
effect, Xander."


 


"Okay, sure."  He looked at Natasha.  "Do you
want me to sponsor him into the training camp?"


 


"Not unless he chooses to be a warrior of yours,"
she said.  "Otherwise, we will train him in how to follow our
footsteps."


 


"Sure, I can do that."  He relaxed, looking at his
uncle.  "So not her?"


 


"He thinks not.  I'm not certain.  If we had paintings
or pictures of her from either time we'd know for certain.  I will ask Mother
whence she came from so mayhap she'll have an idea."  He looked around. 
"There are days I wish my mother had a computer."





 


"Your mother would have to get it from Frey when he was
surfing for smut," Xander quipped.


 


"Mayhap," Thor agreed dryly.  "John
has."  Phil hid his smile behind a yawn.


 


"I think most of them need more to do," Xander
said.  "A garden, a hobby, something to take care of and do."


 


Thor looked at him.  "Thankfully your chaos charging
outburst has went by for this decade, nephew.  Though, I believe it
*mean*."


 


Xander smiled.  "But helpful."


 


"If you're sure."  He leaned back.


 


"What was it this time?" Tony asked.  "I
didn't see any tentacles."  Bucky opened his mouth then shook his head and
shut it.  Tony beamed the video to him.


 


"I made all the chaos gods work for the light for at
least a year," Xander said with a smile.  "Dawn's minor one made Dad
an alternate godfather to Philip."


 


Tony considered that then shuddered.  "Okay.  Does that
mean that the light side is screwed?"


 


"There's many things chaos can go to help the light if
they choose to," Phil said.  "Including using it to destroy villains
who might otherwise have gotten sided with."


 


"You two need the *long* vacation," Bruce said. 
"Did Loki like that?"


 


"No, he's still swearing that Dawn cursed him
unfairly," Xander said.  "Which is stupid since he started the shit
and therefore it's fair.  Even Frigg said it was fair and cooed about how good
he did with me."  Thor shook his head, taking off his hat to run a hand
through his hair.  "She did say that they gave you a reprieve and wouldn't
kick you out if you gave her grandchildren as ordered to."


 


"If I could find a woman that was suitable I'd already
be working on it.  Jane Foster does not want to be immortal with me."


 


"Artemis is two years too young," Xander said. 
Thor stared at him.  Xander stared back.  "What?  I'm not blind."


 


"She is very sweet and gentle."


 


"Yeah," he snorted.  "The same way her aunt
is."  Thor gaped.  Xander put up a mirror for him to watch.  It was the
twins sneaking home for cocoa recipes and stuff to make it with John in
transcended form.  They went back after a panting Dawn told them where their
next care packages were stashed until they could come up that weekend.  They
took them and somehow Artemis had gotten pounced by an infant troll.  She had
decided to hand the pack to her sister and took the troll baby back to the
enclave, which got her attacked.  She fought her way out, with a bit of help
from the Warrior Queen Sif.  Thor was blinking.  


 


She and Sif talked on the way to Atlantis.  Where John and
Rodney both threw an unholy fit but she said she would not have innocents
harmed for any reason, be it a human baby or a troll baby.  John and Sif agreed
it was good of her but dangerous since she didn't have weapons.  Sif agreed
that she'd do good in her warrior training and that she was not meant to be in
wars but to defend her home village when the menfolk were needed elsewhere. 
Diana had said she wasn't going to train in more than Midgardian ways because
she loved it down here.  Sif smiled and said that was reasonable and each twin
had to have their own lives.  Then she had walked off.


 


"I miss the Swordswomen and that Sif," Thor said. 
"My former wife Sif is not like her and I thought it amusing that so
different of women shared the same name."  He handed the mirror back to
Xander, who tossed it to Clint when he got given a pointed look by the archer. 
"She is a warrior born to warriors."


 


Xander smiled.  "She is.  She's also the sort to stand
beside her spouse and fight with him instead of pushing him behind her like her
mother did a few times to Hylal."


 


"She is beautiful," he sighed.  "But young. 
She would want years before children came."


 


Clint looked over and shook his head.  "Artemis is more
than looking forward to having kids, Thor.  She was nagging Dawn that she
didn't take film of the birth.  Even the gross one from lamaze class just made her
sigh happily.  Though she did want drugs for it.  They agreed it was a great
thing."


 


"There are drugs for birthing?" Thor asked,
looking confused.


 


"Pain killers, things to speed up the
contractions," Tony said, shifting to cross his legs.  "Dawn had light
versions of both."


 


"No, we begged the nurses to give her better IV
drugs," Clint said.  "Because we *hurt*."  Natasha nodded
quickly.


 


Tony smiled.  "She told Fury if you two were that out
of touch during the next one he was going to be doing her hand-holding for
you.  Even if she had to cuff him to the bed."


 


"I adore her in that mean mood," Natasha said
happily.  It made it so Clint pounced Dawn instead of her and made Dawn sore
instead.


 


Clint looked at her.  Then he smiled.  "I heard
that."  She nuzzled the baby and didn't look at him.


 


"Let's get back to business," Steve said. 
"Before I know more than I need to about anyone's relationship?  Or
childbirth?  Please?"  They went back to formulating strategies on how to
deal with her.  Beyond Xander going in to tease her into coming out of her
lair.  Because Phil growled loud enough that Philip squealed at him for it.


 


Xander grinned at his mate.  "He thinks you're a war
dog."


 


"I make an excellent dog of war," Phil said
dryly.  He was staring at his mate.  His mate was going to have more trouble
sitting than Natasha did very soon.


 


***


 


Dawn got home that night and grinned.  "Ha!  I made it
home without a single reporter."  Clint and Natasha pointed when she
started to take off her shirt.  "Hunt, is it super important or are you
just visiting?"


 


"I was going to steal your husband in about an
hour," he said.


 


"Make it three."  She pounced Natasha, who
squeaked and wiggled.


 


"Dawn, I'm still sore."


 


"That's cool, I can ease the ache, Nat."  She
kissed her throat.  "I thought about easing that ache all day long."


 


Clint moaned and helped the ladies into the bedroom. 
"Make it four hours, Hunt."   He shut the door.  "Callia
demanded a few hours of babysitting time."


 


"I know."  Dawn smirked evilly.  "She's
pushing for Steve to give her a sibling too."  She went back to teasing
her wife evilly.  


 


Natasha was grimacing and wiggling but mostly to get more
attention instead of to get away this time.  Clint took over again and it was
quite nice.  Though, Dawn using her strap-on set made her quite warm.  Dawn was
getting pounced later.  Finally she had to give up.  "Please?  No more
tonight?  I'm too sore."  They kissed her and Clint teased Dawn, taking
the strap-on from her.  Natasha would use it on Dawn but she was too sore to
move comfortably.


 


"Get loud, princess.  I want them to be echoing for
hours in my head," Clint ordered.  Dawn obliged beautifully by getting
very loud, very happy, and making Clint sore from all the work.  Clint finally
came with a moan.  Dawn pouted.  "I've gotta go."  He took a kiss
from each of them and got up to take a quick shower, which let him stretch his
sore back and thigh muscles.  He came out to get dressed, finding Natasha
fingering Dawn to finish her off.  Dawn finally came, staring at him in his
suit.  He winked.  Natasha was staring while licking off her fingers. 
"When I get back, you can strip it off me."  He winked and grabbed a
few things, checking the wallet for the correct ID.  He walked out. 
"Okay, let's go."


 


Hunt stared at him.  "What did you do to them?  My wife
never did that."


 


Clint smirked.  "Whatever they wanted, Hunt.  I'm
excellent to my ladies."  They left together, him getting a kiss from
Philip since Callia and Tony were bringing him back.  "You be a good boy
for the Mommies, Philip, and I'll see you in a few days."  He gave him a
cuddle, getting drooled on and cuddled back.  He kissed him on the head. 
"I'll call, kid."  He patted Callia on the head and climbed into the
car with Benji eating behind the wheel.  "Sorry, Dawn came home
needy."


 


"Meant I got supper and we're not on a tight deadline
here."  He drove them off.  He'd wonder how trios worked but he didn't
want those sort of thoughts about Dawn and Natasha.  Natasha would kill him for
having them and Dawn was sweet like a sister of his would be, which would be
icky to think about.


 


***


 


Natasha called Bruce the next day once she had everything
set up for a very long soak: chocolates, three guns and two knives within reach
but hidden under towels, something to nibble on, a few bottles of water in a
bowl of ice, a bottle of juice chilling with them, a bottle for the baby in a
pan of warm water, extra washcloths in case the baby needed cleaned up, the
portable dvd player in case she wanted to use it and a few movies, her phone
with netflix in case she wanted something different or music to sleep to or a
book to read instead, three hardcover and one softcover book sitting handily in
reach in case she wanted them instead, and a cranky baby waiting on her.  


 


"What herbs do I soak in to get less sore?" she
asked Bruce quietly.  "No, Clint had to leave for a meeting and Dawn
was...hyper last night."  She rubbed her forehead.  "That will work. 
Can the baby soak in it?  Thank you, Bruce."  She hung up and wandered
into Dawn's work area to raid her herb stash.  The ones she'd want were in
there.  She crushed them since they were dried and let them float on top of the
hot bath water.  Philip got brought in with her and it was nice.  Very
relaxing.  Someone came off the elevator.  "Who is it?" she called,
reaching for her handgun.  It had to be someone within the group or someone who
had their fingerprints.


 


"Just me," Tara said, smiling as she walked in. 
She looked at the herbs and tossed in a small cheesecloth wrapped bundle. 
"That's what I used when I had Danielle."  She kissed Philip on the
head.  "You're such a good boy for Mommy Natasha."  She grinned. 
"Dawn a bit hyper?"  Natasha nodded.  "Bruce asked about an herb
and the only reason it's used is for soreness soaking."  Natasha smiled
slightly.  "I'll let you two bathe.  Call if you need more."


 


"I will.  Thank you, Tara."


 


She smiled.  "We've all been that sore
sometimes."  She grimaced.  "Though I'm not looking at it anytime
soon."  She slumped.  "Do I give her a second chance?"


 


Natasha looked at her.  "I'm not well versed in real
relationships, but you might find out how she felt about having to do that. 
She might have been kicking herself."


 


"She put cameras all over the house but she won't even
see Craig."


 


"As I would do," Natasha agreed.  "Because
that gives someone a handle to try to harm us more.  If we're not there to
literally protect them then it's safer if we're not there."


 


"No one would harm us to get her."


 


"She is the executive officer of SHIELD, Tara.  There's
many people who would like to topple SHIELD.  There's agents who are ruthless
enough to want her out of the way.  I know she's stopped a few one night that
were going to kidnap her from her cab."  Tara grimaced and shuddered.  "I
would at least give her a chance to explain herself and talk about things. 
It's the only sensible action and it can have many outcomes, including a longer
fight that needed to be done anyway."


 


"I guess I can do that.  Thanks, Natasha."  She
kissed her on the head and left, going home to sulk.  She looked at the
cameras.  "If we're going to talk, we're doing it today while the kids are
at preschool.  I'm not going to have them hear us fight, Maria.  If you don't
show up today, then I'm removing all the cameras.  Real mothers do more than
watch."  She reached over to disconnect it then sat on the couch to sulk
with tea and ice cream.  Maybe she needed to bake.


 


Natasha looked at her son, who was cuddling but awake. 
"Some day you will hopefully have a woman that kind to your soul, son. 
Though I would wish one that could defend herself, Tara is an excellent female
role model for your future wife."  He turned his head to stare at her. 
She smiled.  He grinned back and pulled up a thumb to chew on.  "Comfortable?"
 He cooed.  "Good boy."   The phone rang and she answered it. 
"Yes?"  


She blinked a few times.  "Why?  No, I'm not able to go
on a mission today.  I'm in the tub because I strained my back.  Yes, with the
baby," she said.  "Though, I did just see your wife and perhaps you
two should talk like adults.  Tara was trying to figure out if she could or
not."  She hung up and looked at her son.  "Sometimes, people are
inconvenient.  You'll take your other mother's way of getting around them
instead of mine please.  It's generally much nicer."  


 


He giggled and cuddled, patting her breast with a damp
hand.  "No, those do not feed you.  Sorry."  She reached down to get
the bottle sitting in a pan of warm water.  "Want that?"  He moaned
as he sucked, happy with that.  She did adore the baby.  He was perfectly
normal and happy with it, yet some day he would be as good as his father and
other mother were.  Philip was falling back asleep and that was fine.  The
bottle went back into the pan of water and she pulled up her e-reader to read
something.  He grunted so she read out loud to him.  They said it made babies
smarter.  She was all for having a genius son who never had to pick up a weapon
outside of practice at the range.


 


***


 


Maria hung up and checked the cameras on her phone.   One
was blank so she ran it back to what Tara had been doing.  She nodded, walking
off.  "Sir, Agent Romanoff cannot go on that mission.  She stated she's in
the tub due to her lower back.  Let me pick another one after I get back from
lunch."


 


"Fine," he agreed.  He looked at her.  "Send
Joplins in to do it."  She smiled and called that agent up.  "Then go
take a long lunch.  I'm tired of Joyce scowling at your back.  She might just
take you out for upsetting her adopted daughter."  


 


Maria nodded, going over to their apartment to talk to
Tara.  She picked the lock, she hadn't wanted to before because that was an
invasion.  Tara had changed the locks for a reason and she had to respect
that.  She walked in and looked around.  "When did they start
preschool?"


 


"Last week.  They're four, it's about time.  They're
already mostly ahead."  She put down her empty ice cream bowl and sipped
her tea.  "How's SHIELD?"


 


"Cranky."  She sat down on the other end of the
couch, staring at her wife.  "Tara, sometimes we get given orders that we
don't like.  I didn't want to but the orders made sense and I have to follow
them."


 


Tara stared at her.  "You don't have a thinking for
yourself gene any longer?  Or a conscience?"


 


"I do," she said firmly.  "I've went against
orders more than once because they were bad."


 


"Yet, trying to destroy Stark was okay?"


 


"No, I wasn't trying to destroy it.  I was trying to
get it under SHIELD more firmly so it was protected."


 


"It would've destroyed the company, Maria.  Or Tony
would've destroyed SHIELD."


 


"I realize he would've hated it."


 


"He would've dissolved the company and restarted it
somewhere else.  He and Dawn both make a lot of emergency plans."  She
shifted to curl up more.  "Beyond that, it's not exactly something to be
proud of."


 


"No, but they need a guiding hand."


 


"I think that's what Tony and Pepper do.  That's their
job, not SHIELD's.  Tony's not making weapons for the general public.  He does
some for the Avengers.  He's helped upgrade things like body armor and the
like.  Why would you send him to the place he was before he got the arc
reactor?"  Maria flinched but grimaced and shook her head.  "It
would.  Guys like Tony are like artists.  They don't do well under firm
control.  They don't fit into any uniform, don't follow rules, and definitely
would've destroyed you from the inside out if you had managed it.  Then they
would've used one of their backup plans.  Tony's ready to dissolve the company
anyway and start over."  She sipped her tea.  "Beyond that, Tony is
like family.  So is Dawn.  You moved against my family."


 


"I....  If the orders came from a different source I
might not have followed them but these came from the highest desks, Tara."


 


Tara shook her head.  "If they order you to eliminate
your family are you going to do that?"


 


"No!"


 


Tara stared at her.  "Are you sure?  You nearly gave up
Craig to stay in SHIELD at one time," she said quietly.  "I love that
sort of loyalty but not if it's going to get us hurt.   Natasha said that
there's agents who nearly took you out one night?"


 


"There's some ambitious people who'd never make it to
the top spot I hold, Tara.  Even if they did take me out."


 


"Not the point."


 


Maria huffed.  "No, I would not.  I'd refuse those
orders.  Or to hurt any of the kids.  Stark can fight back against those
things.  So can Dawn."


 


"Yes, but we shouldn't have to," she said
quietly.  "And Dawn's very much at the end of her rope with all that
fighting back.  She's going to snap soon and prove someone right."  Maria
gaped.  "She wasn't nice about it the other day.  Each time she has to
defend herself and the family, things get harder and harsher.  She's going to
end up doing a 'cleaning up the mess behind the screen' sort of thing soon. 
Just to make sure her son is safe.  I would be and I'm mostly a pacifist."


 


Maria considered Dawn tactically.  Dawn was a wild card and
her training was shaky.  "Her spouses would never allow it."


 


"Her spouses would help her," Tara corrected. 
"If they're local."


 


Maria winced.  "She wouldn't."


 


Tara sipped her tea.  "You sure of that?"


 


"No," she admitted.  "I'll talk to Coulson
about it."


 


"What makes you think he's going to be able to stop her
if she falls back to what Spike and Xander taught her?"


 


Maria blinked a few times.  "She....."


 


"Spike was a Scourge of Europe.  There's still whole
villages that tell them as scary stories to get their kids to straighten up. 
He's the last one left since Angel ascended or whatever.  Well and if Dru's
still alive.  No one's sure about her."  She stared at her wife. 
"They taught Dawn how to survive and protect herself first.  I'm pretty
darn sure they taught her to make a mess if she had to.  Xander does do that
when you attack his pack.  So does Dawn.  Only she doesn't have an axe."


 


"She'd use guns."


 


"Dawn's been studying bomb manuals at Xander's for
years when she was bored."  She finished her tea and put the mug down. 
"Beyond that, Dawn's actually a pretty accomplished sword woman.  She took
lessons for that."  Maria gaped.  She smiled.  "She does a lot of
training each and every single Sunday."


 


"Oh.  I did not know that."  Tara nodded. 
"I've seen her doing sniper duty."


 


"While pregnant."


 


Maria looked at her.  "So....."


 


"She'd destroy you and offer me a shoulder to cry on,
then help me pick a second wife, Maria.  All of the Summers women are practical
and 'we'll handle it and move on' about stuff.  Joyce cried for all of a day
about Buffy's duty then jumped in to help where she could.  Her aunt and
great-aunt were both in costumes doing what they had to do when women were
barely thought of as more than animals to be bred to and look pretty.  One
fought beside Captain Rogers a few times.  We all forget that a Summers woman
devolves to 'fuck this, let's handle it and get on with it' when things happen and
then they fall apart or sniffle a bit and move on."


 


Maria looked at her hands.  That was something she hadn't
realized about Dawn.  She had seen Joyce do it.  She had seen the profiles done
while Joyce was in the cancer wards and how she had bolstered a lot of helping
there.  How she had never said to break down about things.  How she had
basically run the cancer into the ground by sheer stubbornness.  Buffy had
survived longer than any slayer, first due to backup then due to being a
stubborn young woman who refused to die, even when injured.  Or call for help
when injured a few times but she managed it.  She looked at Tara.  "Dawn
would've taken me out."


 


"She might have," she agreed.   "The family
pack's hierarchy would give her that right if Phil didn't.  Xander's the alpha
head of the pack with Phil as his mate.  Then Dawn's the top beta female in the
pack's hierarchy with her mates backing her up.  She's Xander's little sister
in all but fact.  Joyce is an older female pack member and Xander will listen
to her but she doesn't take charge unless it's something only she can handle. 
She lets Xander and Dawn do it.  If it's a family thing, Stark defers to her
about the demon stuff.  The business stuff he does better so she defers to him
on the job.  I'm on the lower end of the totem pole, and will probably take
over Joyce's wise older female post some year.  If the pack is attacked, think
about who reacts first?"


 


"Xander, then Dawn and her mates and Coulson." 
She frowned.  "Why are we a pack?"


 


"Xander's hyena."  She smiled.  "She's not
real bad.  She came out a few times and we had a talk.  She sniffed me and the
babies then laid down to cuddle them."


 


"When?"


 


"Way back when the twins were newborns.  He had gotten
a bit drunk.  He gets drunk, he loses the keys to his mind to the hyena or the
soldier.  She checked on all the pack, including the baby members, and then
made sure they were fine."


 


Maria shook her head quickly. "Okay, I didn't know
that."


 


"He can stop it.  Actually, I'm not sure if Xander can
get drunk without willing himself to."  Maria looked confused. 
"Godhood."


 


"I hadn't considered that."  That realigned the
family in her mind.  "Hyenas are male headed?"


 


"Female headed," Tara corrected.  "They're
all matriarchal."


 


"So we have the top two alpha level females in Xander
and Dawn, with Dawn's wife as a second to that."  Tara nodded.  "I
never considered it that way."


 


"The pack doesn't often show itself to the outside
fully.  Though you do see Dawn being the overprotective one of the pack."


 


"I have, yes."


 


"And she nearly destroyed you."


 


Maria nodded.  "She was going to.  I retreated instead
of pushing the issue."


 


"It saved your butt."  Tara shifted to curl up
better.  "Which brings us back to the point that they had you attack the
family group and you did it.  Which I don't like.  I won't accept because if
they can make you attack Stark then they can make you attack us."


 


"I'd never hurt the kids or you, Tara."


 


"If they wanted to take us out, they'd send someone
else, Maria.  I'm well aware of that fact.  They'd send you to take out Dawn
and you'd lose.  There might be more tragedy in that but you'd still lose.  I
love your loyalty to the ideals behind SHIELD.  I love your loyalty to Fury.  I
need to know where your line is.  Where is your higher loyalty?"


 


Maria grimaced.  "A few years back I would've said I
didn't have one but now I have the kids and you."  Tara nodded.  She
thought about it.  "If they sent me to take out the family again I
probably wouldn't.  I still think someone at Stark needs a leash on
Stark."


 


"That's Pepper's job and Steve's job."


 


Maria stared.  "That's not in the business."


 


"Pepper does, that's why she's the CEO.  She knows Tony
better than anyone because she helped him finish growing up.  She regrets some
of the time he lost to playing around and being a dick.  Being the playboy he
was that she couldn't help him change.  Though I'm pretty sure she rightly
blames that on Howard."  She tipped her head some.  "Guys like Stark
don't do leashes, Maria.  They break, they don't bend.  They don't bow.  They
fight back until they're put down or they break and do what Warren was trying
to do."  Maria shuddered.  "And you nearly made him go critical in a
way that would've probably sent SHIELD into the ashes too.  Did you not even
consider the orders?"


 


"You're trained not to."


 


"That's one reason why I'll never be military.  I like
thinking for myself and not having to be given orders about everything in my
life."


 


"That's my job."


 


"Yes, but is it your life?" Tara asked.  "If
the same order was given today, would you do the same thing?  Would you attack
the family to the point where it stressed the bonds and nearly snapped a few of
them?"


 


Maria huffed and slumped some.  "I don't know."


 


Tara nodded.  "That's one thing you need to figure
out.  Because I can't have a spouse who values their job over our family. 
Unless it's the fate of the world that we get taken out, then I can't.  I
won't.  I grew up with people who thought I was worthless outside my ability to
do chores they didn't want to do."  Maria winced.  "I need to know
that my spouse considers our family more important than anything like an
order.  I don't care if he gets you up in the middle of the night to handle
things, even minor things.  I care that you think that there's no line between
the two and that one's not more important."


 


"I do think they're more important.  I'd never let
anyone hurt the kids.  I've protected them for years now, Tara.  You know
that."


 


She nodded.  "When physical threats happened."  She
sat up more firmly.  "I even understood when you denied us to the press
that day, Maria."  Maria openly flinched and winced.  "But I need a
spouse that's there for us, that we're more important to them than anything but
the fate of the world.  Even if you can't understand artistic people like
Stark, even if you hated some of the family.  Whatever.  I can't have a wife
who only wants a trophy wife and someone to warm their bed."


 


"I want more than that."


 


Tara stared at her.  Then she pulled over her phone.  She
got into an email folder and showed her.  "Do you copy and paste
those?"  She let her see them.


 


Maria blinked.  They were mostly the same.  All mostly
calling off lunches.  She looked at Tara.  "You showed up anyway."


 


"I did.  Because otherwise we wouldn't have seen you
for days.  Phil manages to call from the middle of nowhere and you can't call
when you're staying late doing paperwork."


 


"I... my job is important to me, Tara."


 


"If it's more important to you than we are, then I hope
you find the trophy wife that'll be there to warm your bed and not say
anything, Maria.  I need a *wife*.  A real, living, breathing wife.  One who
does date stuff and talks to me and loves our kids like they're special.  Not
just one who comes home each night and maybe plays with them and might make it
to dinner now and then."


 


"The job's important.  Coulson...."


 


"Even before he could jump time, he still managed to
talk to the kids each night.  Yes, I'm basing it on what we had when we were
living together as a not-couple.  He was there and he helped around the house
and he loved on the kids until they wondered where he was until he called. 
Half the time, the kids don't ask why you're not at dinner.  Yet you do the
same amount of work."


 


"I do a bit more since I'm over him," she said
dryly.


 


"You have ten people who answer to you.  They all pass
on things that're mostly completed.  You have to pick agents for some jobs. 
Which is another point.  Whose bright idea was sending Clint out repeatedly
until he couldn't be with Dawn?"


 


"The same higher ups."


 


Tara nodded.  "Have they been dealt with yet?"


 


"I don't know."


 


"I'm sure Dawn will have to some day then."  She
curled her knees up to her chest, resting her chin on them.  "You work a
lot of pointless hours doing nothing that Joyce is supposed to be doing." 
Maria stared.  "Don't you?"


 


"I do a lot of the paperwork."


 


"That Joyce is supposed to be doing," Tara said. 
"That's her job.  I asked one day.  She said she's supposed to be making
sure that everything's in the folders for reports.  That all the forms are
filled out correctly.  That the ones that get passed back down the chain get
where they're going.  You're supposed to be reviewing files and signing off
then passing them to her.  Not filling in the reports and forms that the lesser
agents don't.  Not doing all the work that Joyce does.  She's noticed by the
way.  She wasn't sure if it was territorial or just habits."


 


"I wasn't aware she was supposed to be doing some of
that," Maria said carefully.


 


"Then maybe you two should sit down and work out where
your job and hers collide some day."  She stared at her wife.  "You
can do that while you make a few decisions."


 


"I...."  She nodded and stood up.  "I
do."  She kissed her, then hugged her.  "I'm sorry, Tara."


 


"I don't mind you being all work and little play, but I
need you here sometimes," she said quietly, staring up at her.  "We
need you.  Even the older two."


 


"I know."  She left, going to think at her desk. 
She had nearly ruined the best thing in her life and Tara was the most gentle
spanking she'd ever been given.  She slumped in the cab back to the office,
thinking hard.  Was she doing it on purpose so she didn't get close?  Normally
she'd go to someone like Joyce to ask that to.  Well, there wasn't a chance of
that this time since Joyce would kill her for upsetting Tara.  She had seen the
pointed looks at her knife and safety taser.  When she made it to the office,
she logged in and went to the gym to think.  She found Barton there.  "Why
aren't you home?"


 


"I had to do some range time and Natasha's sleeping in
the tub."  He stared at her.  "You look like you just lost your best
friend."


 


"I may have."


 


Clint nodded.  "Yup."  She scowled.  He stared
back.  "Want me to be blunt?"  Maria nodded.  "Tara needs someone
who puts her first, not the job.  So did Dawn.  They deal with too many world
ending things to ever consider not having someone who considered them more
important than anything but the end of the world.  Especially with Tara's
family's shit.  You're damn lucky she didn't turn out like me, Hill.  She
turned shy, sweeter, and has a steel spine instead of letting it ruin her.  It
took over a decade for Natasha to work me down to the point where I could stand
to have someone staring at me much less standing directly behind me."


 


She nodded.  "I remember those days."


 


"Think about where Tara could've went."  He walked
off.


 


Maria logged in her gun for the range time and wasted a lot
of bullets thinking.  Still spot on shots but the back of her mind was running
over things in her life like it was a mission file.  Looking for the weak
links, looking for the spots where she could niche herself to do what she had
to do.  By the end of an hour she had discovered that Tara could do it without
her, mostly had done it without her with as many long nights as she had worked
since they got together.  She had no niche.  She could remove herself from
Tara's life and nothing would change in hers or Tara's outside of the
occasional bit of sex and cuddling.  Or the times when she made herself go home
early to read to the kids.  She calmly logged out and put her gun in her locker
so she could shower.  If she was in the water, no one would notice her sobbing
that she had so fucked up everything in her life. 


 


When she calmed down, she changed the mission file into a
battle plan.  She knew what had to change.  She knew where the lines for fights
had to be drawn.  She just had to implement them.


 


If Barton and Romanoff could manage to not screw up a
marriage, she could too.


 


***


 


Tony was staring around the dining room table that night,
looking at his family.  Howard had been going to see Tara about school ideas
for the younger kids when he had run into Tara and Maria talking.   He had
nicely given them privacy and came back to praise Tony in making a steady,
stable family.  Which was something he never had thought he'd have.


 


Callia stabbed him on the hand with her fork.  "Daddy,
quit thinking so hard and pass the veggies please?" she asked with a grin.


 


He stared at her.  "Have I beaten manners into you
yet?" he asked but he did put the bowl in front of her.


 


"I asked twice then checked with Mommy Pepper
first," she said.  "You were lost in muse land."


 


"No, I was thinking about something else.  Something
Dad said after he accidentally ran into Maria and Tara having a fight." 
He dished himself up more vegetables too since there weren't any on his plate. 
Which meant he had probably skipped them first but it would get him scowled at
by Steve.  Steve and Pepper had set down the rule of there had to be one hot
meal in each and every Stark every day if possible.  One that hopefully was a
bit balanced and set a good example for the younger kids.  He looked at Pepper
and Steve.  "Dad congratulated me on having a stable family."


 


Pepper smiled.  "We do good making sure it stays
stable."


 


"You do.  I never expected to have a steady girlfriend
sort or boyfriend sort.  I never expected to have one kid, much less three
kids.  I never expected any of this.  It's a bit scary when you think about
what I was doing at Dawn's age and how much I've changed."


 


Callia stabbed him with her fork again.  "You forgot
some, Daddy."


 


"Dawn's your aunt, not a part of us," he said.


 


She snorted.  "Unless I'm really your female clone, it
takes two people to make babies.  Usually you call the other side in-laws but
they're still family if you're good at it.  Since you are, we have a *huge*
family.  Including Uncle Xander, who adopted me into his House, and the other
two too at the next banquet.  That means that we have Uncle Phil as one too. 
We have Auntie Natasha and Uncle Clint.  We have a huge family and just because
you're an adult doesn't mean they're not yours.  As Auntie Dawn says, we're all
pack."


 


Steve stared at her.  "Pack?  Why a pack?"


 


"Unclie Xander's hyena lady," she said with a
grin.  "She's nice.  He let her come out to sense the littler kids so he'd
always know to protect us all even if he lost himself to her."  She ate
some chicken.


 


"Why would we be considered pack members?" Pepper
asked.


 


"Well, duh, Mommy Pepper!"  Tony swatted her for
that.  "It still takes parents to make a baby so the parents are part of
the baby's family.  Even if they don't realize it sometimes when the extended
family descends on us kids to spoil us rotten."


 


"You are rotten," Steve assured her.


 


She grinned.  "Thank you!" she chirped then ate. 
"Daddy, eat before it gets cold and you violate house rules.  Mommy Pepper
might have to spank you for that."  She ate another bite.


 


He ate a bite and considered it.  "We're considered
pack members?"


 


Phil appeared, nodding.  "That's why I haven't promised
to taze you in the last few years, Stark."  He looked at Steve.  "If
and when you have one, Xander's going to adopt him into the house too.  It'll
lead to some better protection from his people without much chance of another
god retaliating."  He disappeared, going back to his own dinner with
Xander.  "Stark just found out he's part of the pack."


 


"Sometimes he's a bit slow about people things.  That's
why it took him so damn long to hook Pepper."  He ate a bite of pork chop
and grinned as he chewed.


 


"She has helped him become more well-rounded instead of
focused on his work to the point of them having to check to make sure he hadn't
died."  Phil dug into his own dinner.  "How did Tara and Maria's talk
go?  I didn't want to eavesdrop."


 


"Tara drew a line.  Including comparing it to what you
two had as co-parents.  Maria's realized she's screwed up majorly from what her
mind said.  She's not sure if she's working on it or not.  I almost went to
talk to her but I doubt she needs the talk today."


 


"Thank you."


 


Xander smiled.  "They're my kids too, Phil."  Phil
smiled.  Xander kissed him.  "But we're never having any between us
because I couldn't stand being pregnant and you'd look a bit strange."


 


"Probably true."  He took another kiss.  They dug
back in and ignored the huffing of certain love goddesses.  "We need some
weapons cleaning time tonight."  Xander moaned.  That always turned into
foreplay.  Phil smirked slightly.  "I think your axe needs polished.  I
caught a few trainees reverently stroking her.  Want me to work on her polish
and sharpening while you do my sword?"


 


Xander dropped his fork.  "We can finish this
later."  He teleported himself into Phil's lap to pounce them.  Phil moved
them to the bed to finish the pounce.  It was good, even if Phil did have to
mute the noises Xander was making him put out.  Xander was just that good but
the trainees didn't need to know that.


 


***


 


Artemis and Diana had picked their direction for their
adulthood hunts.  They headed in opposite directions to make sure that it was
them doing it on their own.  They had told John and Ronon where they were going
just in case something happened.   Both girls knew what they needed to do to
camp and all that.  It was going to be great.  Sean had brought in a large doe
with his bow.  All the bucks were young when he had went out and he had wanted
an older one to make sure he didn't stop the breeding process.  John still
hailed him and held the celebration for him.  Ronon was proud.   Even Rodney
was proud, even though he didn't understand why you did those things.


 


Diana found her ideal spot first and set up a camp, making
sure to pack snow around her tent to camouflage it.  She was near a river and
far away from all the villages in the area.  That would mean better animal life
so she could pick the best one to bring home to prove her prowess.


 


Artemis found a nice valley crevice that had signs of
animals grazing.  She set up inside a cave and waited patiently.  Still. 
Silent.  Just waiting.


 


***


 


Thor showed up with Xander and Dawn, her spouses appearing
with Phil's help.  They were bringing up the next supply shipment.  They were
also waiting.


 


"I can tell they're nearby," Dawn said.  "And
getting closer."  They settled in to properly wait on them.  Diana showed
up first with a proudly huge young buck.  "Nice work," she said. 
Single arrow through the eye.  It was a fine, strong buck.  She hugged her. 
"Nice job, niece.  Welcome to adulthood."  Diana beamed and showed
him to the others in the family.  As tradition, the deer was mounted to be
shown off and they started a good dinner in her honor.


 


Dawn was watching for Artemis.  She was nearby.  Slowly
dragging something huge.  She finally spotted her coming out of the trees. 
"Niece, did you shoot her?" she asked.


 


"No, Aunt, she was gored by the two things we drag and
I had to defend her from some wolves on the way here."  She handed her
burden to Thor.  "She was gored by them," she said with a point. 
"I field treated her injuries."  Diana was staring at her.  She
grinned.  "I wasn't going to leave her to die in the snow."


 


"Those are trolls," Xander said, staring at them. 
"Adult trolls."  Both had arrows sticking out of their throats. 
"Clean kills, goddaughter?"


 


"Nay, I'm sorry to say they took a few minutes.  I
needed them down to get to their victim, Uncle."  She stood straighter. 
"The wolves we took out were clean kills.  I could not bring them without
using magic, and I pledged to use no magic on this hunt.  I did skin
them."  She pointed at the bundles of fur.


 


Thor looked and nodded.  "Many male warriors would have
a tough time with that, Artemis.  Well done."  He patted her on the
cheek.  "Welcome to adulthood."  She beamed and bounced some. 
"Let us show the trolls and the wolf pelts."


 


Xander nodded.  "I think that deserves it."  He
looked at Diana.  Who was rolling her eyes.  "If you had run into
something similar I have no doubt you would have done the same."


 


"Aye, but she's still flashy."


 


"Wait until you see her in her formal armor,"
Xander quipped.  "Which Thor helped design."  Diana shuddered.  They
dragged the trolls and the wolf pelts in to put in the honorary showing off
position as well.  The warrioress went into the infirmary to be treated. 
Xander looked at the girls, smiling.  "Tonight, both of the twins have
completed their adulthood hunt.  They are now legal adults by *Asgard*
standards."


 


"You all still need to count for the human legal
age," Dawn quipped, cracking the soldiers up.  The twins hugged her. 
"Sit and celebrate with our family."  They all sat down to eat.


 


Sean was staring at the trolls then at his sister. 
"Diana...."  She pointed at Artemis.  "How and why did you bring
home trolls?"


 


"They were attacking a young warrior woman," she
said.  "I had to get them off her.  The wolves came because they smelled
the blood.  Sister, I saw Fenrir on the way back.  He congratulated me on my
hunt and sent one for you."  She grinned.  "He'll see us on our official
adulthood day."  She and her sister shared a smirk.  "Maybe I'll have
him escort me to the training camp."


 


Thor looked over.  "You're not supposed to be escorted,
even by friends."


 


"I know.  It's a pity.  They should see you off."


 


"They do so at home instead," Phil said. 
"Then welcome you home with a celebration usually."  She nodded,
digging in.  "Are you training?"


 


"Yes, Uncle Phil.  We both train with Ronon."


 


Xander and Phil shared a look then Xander nodded.  "We
can show them some."  Phil smiled and nodded.  He looked at the twins. 
"I was trained by Tyr and Heimdall, but also by the Dwarves.  They hold a
special training camp for warriors who will go to real wars and battles.  Those
called to not only lead but lead in the shiny armor so people stare at them in
the battles."  He ate a bite.


 


Artemis shivered.  "I am not one of those, Uncle."


 


He nodded with a smile.  "Good."  She grinned back
and they dug in again.


 


"Diana, how did you preserve the deer?" Rodney
asked.


 


"I packed the sled I built in snow, Rodney.  That way
he would not go bad."


 


"Excellent idea."  He dug in again.  The deer
would go into the kitchen stores.  The trolls would be burned and the wolf
pelts....  He looked at Artemis.  "What are you doing with the
pelts?"


 


"By tradition she would be welcome to wear them,"
Thor said.  "As a cloak or as decoration.  With four wolves I am not
sure."  He looked at her.


 


"I will have them made into a wall hanging or rug.  I
want to wear no pelt.  I like furry things to pet, not to wear."  Thor
smiled at her.  "Then when I have a home it will have a place of honor. 
As the head will for my sister and brother."


 


Thor nodded.  "That is reasonable and also traditional
of you."  She grinned shyly and dug back into her dinner.  Thor had some
serious thoughts.  She was nearly of age.  She was still the more pretty girl
he could stand to look upon and she was nearly made for his needs of a wife. 
She glanced up and blushed, smiling slightly before going back to her dinner. 
Clearly she felt nearly the same for him.  Though she was innocent and he was
not by any means.  That was a lot of heavy thinking to mead to get done soon.


 


***


 


Diana knocked on John's office door.  "Enter," he
said, smiling up at her.  "Problems?"


 


"Pouting.  My sister and I are about to be apart for
the first time in our lives."  She sat down.


 


"It'll be hard but you can write to her.  They do allow
letters at the training camp.  Also, with how Xander and Phil were working with
her, it may not take her a year."


 


"Still, we're growing further apart.  I like computers
and technology.  I even like math.  My sister wants to be a warrior wife.  I'm
not sure I want kids even far in the future when I'm fifty."


 


John smiled.  "You'd have to do it before then."


 


"Not the point."


 


He laughed.  "I know.  It's hard but you'll always have
your special bond of being twins.  You'll always be special to her.  You'll
always feel her and Sean."


 


"I know.  Though Sean's not sure where he wants to
fall."


 


"Like some of us, he can be both warrior and smart. 
He'd do good if he wanted to go military or train to be an agent.  I haven't
asked him and Ronon isn't because he'd pout like you are."  She swatted
him with a grimace but settled in again.  "It'll happen as it does,
Diana."


 


"I know."  She sighed.  "It's already bad though. 
I wanted to talk about cute boys and she walked off with her fingers in her
ears after stating she'd go to her marriage bed a virgin and didn't want to
know about most men's parts."


 


He laughed.  "Girls do that.  She's a bit uptight but
that is very Asgardian of her.  Whereas you tend to take more after the human
side of your heritage.  Though some people would expect you both to go to your
marriage beds virgins."


 


"Nay, I do not want that.  How do I know that any
future husband would be good for me?  I certainly don't want an arranged one. 
I need to get to know them and learn to trust them, not just submit myself to
his will.  I keep having bad dreams of her future husband tossing her down and
mounting her like wolves do even if she wanted something gentler."


 


"I'm sure any mate she takes will heed her needs,"
he said.  "If you want to date, go for it.  Around here it'd have to be a
hunting date."  She blushed.  "Are there a few you're interested in? 
I can give them the shovel speech as Xander calls it."


 


"A few," she squeaked then cleared her throat. 
"I don't know what to do about it.  They're...  I don't think they'd be
receptive to the idea."


 


"Sometimes guys are picky and like to make the first
move.  Some guys aren't.  Then again, most girls have crushes on guys that are
unattainable.  It's part of learning how to lust and love someone.  It also
lets you know where your creepy, stalker line is."  He grinned.  "You
might try asking if they'd sit with you at dinner a few times."


 


"I might," she agreed, standing up to kiss him on
the forehead.  "Thank you, John."  She went to her bunk to think. 
Her sister was clearly having nasty thoughts about Thor again under her sheets
but if that suited her, so be it.  She had some of those herself about the most
unattainable one there was.  She had a few about her aunt's relationship too
that were downright nasty and she had no idea why she thought of them
sometimes.  Even though Clint was *extremely* hot.


 


***


 


Sean walked up to Ronon.  "Can you help me design a
chastity belt for my sisters?"


 


"No.  All sisters must grow up and experience
relationships, even though brothers wish they wouldn't.  It's what growing up
means.  Even as you experimented with that one girl, they will too some
day."


 


"But... girls don't...."


 


"They do," Ronon assured him with a smile. 
"All girls do.  Some before marriage, some afterward, but they all do the
same thing you did."


 


"Not good women."


 


"Then the one you slept with was bad?"


 


Sean paused then huffed.  "That's no fair."


 


"It's a bad double standard that humans seem to have. 
Boys are to be impure but not the girls.  Then how do they get impure since the
greater majority that believe in that hate same-sex relationships?"


 


"I don't want them to look like sluts."


 


"They're never going to be sluts, Sean.  They're too
picky to be sluts.  They'll never go to a bar, get drunk, and take someone
home."


 


"I'd kill them."


 


Ronon looked at him.  "Humans don't have honor killings
and neither do Asgardians from what we know of them."  Sean pouted. 
"For that matter, they're the same age you were when you decided to try
someone out.  If it's time for them, then all we can do is scowl greatly and
make sure that they're safe when they do so.  As I did when you did the same
thing."  He clapped him on the back.  "Go meditate on them being
adults and you not being able to nag them any longer.  Adult women don't get
nagged."


 


"Bullshit.  Uncle Phil nags Auntie Dawn all the time
and she's an adult."


 


"Perhaps but not in the same way.  While you're meditating,
go over the belief that your sisters should wear that all covering garb that
they do in Muslim countries instead of their nicer clothes."


 


"Their hunting clothes make them look like sluts!"
he said firmly.


 


"Maybe but that's not your call and have you seen what
your warrior women wear?  Even Teyla was amused by how much of it looked like a
metal bikini."  Sean's eyes nearly popped out.  Ronon smiled and nodded. 
"They do.  It's not like they'll be wearing chainmail like your aunt."


 


He huffed but went to do as ordered.  He still thought his
sisters were looking like sluts and their father would be upset.


 


Ronon walked off to talk to the girls.  "You have laces
on those vests for a reason," he said when he ran into Diana.


 


"It just broke and I'm on my way to get another
one."  He smirked.  "Sean going off on us having bodies again?" 
He nodded.  "The boy's slept with two different women and we're still
pure.  If anyone's the slut, Sean is!"  She walked off happier.  Dumbass
brothers needed to have their heads rearranged.  Maybe they'd spar with him
later.  Artemis looked up from getting dressed when she walked in.  "Sean
needs to be reminded he's not Daddy."


 


Artemis nodded.  "Yes, he does."  They shared a
smirk and finished dressing.  Diana did get a new lace and did up her top. 
Artemis was in a t-shirt and leggings because she needed to do some time in the
gym.  They went to eat and then went to beat their big brother up for being a
jackass.  Sean was out of his meditation and doing some cooling down exercises
for focus that Teyla had taught him.  They waited and pounced, making him yelp
and try to beat them back.


 


Dawn, Thor, John, and Teyla all watched, shaking their
heads.  "I taught you better than that," Dawn yelled.  Sean took a
real swing at his sister.  She stopped the guys.  "They started it, they
can either finish it or learn not to piss their brother off.  The same as I did
Buffy."


 


Sean got Diana down and kicked her but she managed to trip
him.  Artemis took advantage of it to beat him until he begged for mercy. 
Artemis stared down at him.  "Real warriors learn that their body is all
that should concern them outside the bedroom or the storage shed.  Because only
their body is under their control.  If they worry so much about their sisters'
breasts then others wonder if they're perverts who want their sisters." 
She walked over him, helping her sister up.  "You're not Daddy.  If you
don't quit, we're going to start dressing like Mom used to."  Sean
whined.  She stared back at him.  "Next time I'll turn you into a girl so
you can be concerned about how much breast someone shows legitimately." 
She smiled and walked off.  She hugged her aunt.  "He really needs to be
reminded he's not Daddy."


 


"He does," Dawn agreed, checking them over. 
"Go get ice packs."  They walked off talking about clothes.  Dawn
walked out there to stare down at him.  "C'mon, nephew.  Let's have a
family talk."  He moaned.  "Yay!  I've done worse to Clint and
Natasha sparring.  If you're whining, maybe you should be more geek than
warrior."  He got up with a groan and she walked him off to talk to him
about how he wasn't the father, the uncle, or anything else.  How he was a
brother and it was normal to be disgusted by his sisters but he was taking it a
bit far and next time she'd kick his ass for it.  Then she opened up a small
viewing portal so he could talk to his father.  Clearly this was a guy thing. 
She went to talk to the other people in the family.  The three big brothers had
traveled to congratulate the twins on their new adulthood.  One's wife had even
brought them new clothes.  Which were a bit skimpy.


 


"How do you not freeze in that?" Ronon asked,
looking at them.


 


"True Asgardians have warmer blood," the eldest
brother said happily.  The girls came out and they looked them over.  "Bad
hunt?" he guessed.


 


"Nay, idiot brother," Artemis said with a smile. 
"Who thinks that breasts are evil."


 


"Our mother was a warrior wench whose armor was very
tiny after having me," he told them.  "She still wore it.  Even when
Father was staring at her chest.  Which is why I have siblings."  He
smiled at them.  "You two are fairly demure for warrior wenches." 
His wife handed over the new clothes.  The girls squealed and hugged them,
going to get dressed in the new deerhide outfits.  With cloaks over them.  The
brothers gathered Sean, greeting their father and mother.  Sean was pouty but
they could help him.  Hylal smiled at the girls, who blew kisses.  Dawn ended
the portal and they went to talk in a sitting area.  Sean didn't like their
skirts that opened up over most of their thighs or the tight, laced up vest
tops that they wore.  Their brothers coached him in how to handle it.  They
also shared accounts of the mother he hadn't had and her warrior gear.  She had
even went out in it *pregnant*.


 


Dawn smiled at John, patting him on the cheek.  "If you
hit on her, she has to be eighteen."  She walked off.


 


John blinked.  "Dawn, I'm not thinking that way."


 


She looked him over then smiled.  "You sure?"  He
gaped.  "You could do worse and so could she.  At least you're honorable
and a nice guy sometimes."  She strolled off, taking Thor to talk to him
about Artemis.  They had to come to a family understanding.





 


***


 


Thor sat down across from Clint that night, staring at him. 
"Your wife's mind goes strange places."


 


"Often," Clint agreed with a smile.  "Which
way did it go now?"


 


"She was telling me how to treat virgins."


 


"Gently, Thor.  Very, very gently.  It hurts a
bit."  Thor gaped.  "I remember Dawn's very well and then the damn renewal
potion that she was under for a few months.  If you do it wrong, you can injure
her.  Faster, harder and tossing her against the wall to claim her as a dick
trophy is for the *third* time, not the first.  The first you'll have to battle
her shyness and fears a bit.  Take her mind off it."


 


"I only know how to do that one way."


 


"I'll get you the book once we get back."


 


"There's books on how to woo women?"


 


"Yes, there are, and things about what interesting
things people have come up with to do in bed."  He smiled. 
"Just...take it gently and slowly that first time.  Make sure she is
ready, that you distract her from the momentary pain, and that you make it good
enough that she begs for more later."


 


"Women beg?"


 


"Yup.  If you're doing it right."  Thor blinked at
him.  "Dawn?"  She looked over.  "What do you have on your
e-reader for the girls?"


 


She smiled.  "I got them their own with books about
girl stuff and some stuff to read for fun reading.  Why?"


 


"Someone could use a manual," he said mentally over
their bond.  "Thor's apparently a pounce and have at it guy."


 


"You two talk muchly over the mind bond," Thor
complained, blushing slightly.


 


Dawn looked at her phone's books then got the girls'
e-readers to look at.  She found one on Sean's that would work and handed it to
Thor.  "I got that for Sean."  She hugged him around the shoulders. 
"Virgins are different than girls who have had a lover," she said
quietly.  "Penises are scary to them.  They have no idea what to do with
them, about them, or for them."  He nodded, blushing bright red. 
"Read that."  She walked off to talk to Teyla some more.  Natasha and
she were fairly good friends.  If Teyla came back to earth, she'd have to
introduce her to Bucky.


 


Thor read slowly but some of it was odd.  "You do
what?"


 


Clint looked over and nodded.  "Often.  It's one reason
why Dawn gets so loud.  The other is tongues."


 


Thor stared at him.  "Why would one do that?"


 


"For the same reason you'd expect a woman to do it to
you."


 


"Nay, we do not."  He slowly shook his head.  John
walked over to hiss in his ear, getting a fast nod.  "Those are
nice."


 


"Girls like it too," John said simply. 


 


"Oh.  I had no idea."  He went back to reading. 
There was much he was missing about girls.  Why had his former wife not told
him this?  Well, perhaps she had no idea about it.  She was a very sweet,
simple girl when they married.


 


Clint kicked back, smiling at Sean and Ronon.


 


One of Sean's brothers was staring at his wanted mate, a
female soldier.  He walked over and kissed her.  "May I claim you
later?"


 


Dawn looked over.  "If you're talking claiming in that
dick trophy way, that's a marriage proposal," she told the soldier, who
blushed bright red and stared at him.


 


"Aye, I could use a good warrior woman as both my
mothers were."  He carried her off.  "We will see if we are
compatible then I will claim you."  She proved herself worthy by pouncing
him in the hallway.


 


"I guess we can have him moved to the Mountain's
team," John decided, walking off to send that email warning.


 


Sean's other brothers were laughing at that one.  It figured
that one wanted something exotic and tiny.  He had always been a bit...slight
about the house.


 


Sean shook his head.  "I need a real woman who wants
what I want."  They soothed him and told him about the young women they
knew.  None of them would appreciate him using his mind but maybe one would be
talked into it.


 


Dawn went to talk to Diana.  "You're blushing."


 


"They're loud!"  She shivered.


 


Dawn hugged her.  "It's called voyeurism and it's a
slight kink but not a bad one.  You'll find someone who likes it too.  Like
Jonathan watching porn with his wife."  Her niece stared at her. 
"Really."


 


"Even if you think about ones who are very hot but you
shouldn't?"


 


Dawn grinned.  "Honey, even Xander's had thoughts about
us and sex," she said quietly.  "Just don't share any of it." 
Diana whimpered but nodded, going to hide with her big brothers.  Dawn sent
that at Natasha and Clint, who grinned at her for it.


 


"We are the hottest thing ever," he mouthed at
her.  "It's all good."  She ducked her head but was grinning
slightly.


 


Thor looked over and pointed at something on the screen. 
"That works?"


 


Clint looked and nodded.  "A lot."  Thor was
blushing again.  "Asgardian women expect simple things but human women
expect performance.  Thankfully, like any skill, a man gains better skills as
he practices."


 


"I'm fairly certain if we bring up women's magazines,
they'd expect more," Teyla said, coming over to join them.  
"Athosian women did when the soldiers shared theirs."


 


"Humans have it for fun and joy, plus breeding. 
Athosian women had it for breeding?" Clint guessed.  She nodded, smiling
some.  "Humans do it just because we're bored."


 


"Or we had dirty thoughts all day," Dawn quipped.


 


"That too."


 


Natasha looked at her spouses then at John.  "May I
perhaps find shelter up here?"


 


He grinned.  "You'd have to do something scientific or
soldierish to contribute."


 


"I may find one then."  Dawn and Clint both smiled
at her.  Maybe she'd find it soon before she was made too sore to sit again.


 


John hugged her.  "It's all right, Natasha.  They adore
you, even when you take control."  She smirked evilly at that idea.  It
would keep her from being too sore.  Dawn... well, she could take being sore. 
So could Clint.


 


Thor let out a squeak.  "Men do what?"


 


Diana looked over then at him.  "Auntie Dawn told us it
was great."  She shrugged at his continued blush.  "That's all I've
heard about it.  She almost wrote epic poetry about it, Thor."


 


He shivered.  "That is probably a good thing."  He
looked at Clint, who looked then nodded with a grin.  "Why?"


 


"It feels good, like the rest does.  Some women will,
some won't.  Some women will kick you out of bed if you suggest it.  Depends on
the woman and sometimes how uptight she is."


 


Thor nodded.  "I would never think of such things with
a woman."


 


Diana shrugged.  "I'll try it someday to find out but
not this week."  Sean glared at her.  She stared back.  "I am more
than allowed to date, Sean."


 


"Aye, you are," the eldest brother said. 
"Though we'd prefer that you went to your marriage bed a virgin."


 


Diana shook her head.  "Most human women don't."


 


"Really?"  He hummed.  "Well, that would show
how well they fit together, or not, but still."


 


"Some couples live together before marriage," Dawn
said with a smile.  "In all meanings of the word."  All three boys
and Sean stared at her, eyes wide.  "Some women date and get serious but
never move onto the living with or marriage stage.  They're happy with the
dating and casualness of what they have."


 


"You married," Sean said.


 


"We were living together before we found out Natasha
had done the paperwork to marry us months earlier."


 


John looked at her.  "You did?"  She nodded with a
smile.  "Sneaky."  She beamed.


 


"We had no idea for almost a full year," Clint
told them.  "She'll find whatever relationship suits her best.  As long as
it's a healthy, sane, consensual one we'll be happy for her.  If he's a bad
jackass he'll be killed."


 


Diana smiled.  "I'll let you back me up," she
quipped.


 


Sean looked at his big brothers.  "We can arrange one
for her," he offered with a slight grin.


 


Diana stared at him.  "If my brother wishes an arranged
marriage, then he is more than free to go for it.  His sisters will pick their
own lifemates.  Or else we would simply kill them when they upset us the first
time."


 


"Arranged ones are for girls," Sean said happily.


 


"Unless they're marrying girls to girls, boys are in
them as well," she shot back.  Sean blinked.  "I heard Father say
that he was thinking about one for you, that way you'd have a woman who would
put up with your confused viewpoints."  Dawn swatted her gently.  Sean
stomped off.  Dawn followed to calm him down.  "Sorry, but he has been
pushing his luck recently," she told her older siblings, who all nodded.  
"Including insisting he was Father and could dictate how we dress."


 


"He got over his bikini meltdown fairly quickly,"
John said.  "Both times."


 


"Bikinis?" one of the wives asked.  Diana took the
e-reader to pull up pictures from their vacations.  She showed her.  "Oh! 
Those are charming!  Like underthings for the warm weather?"


 


Diana grinned and handed the e-reader back to Thor once she
had the book pulled back up.  "For swimming in.  Or just getting a tan
in.  They're mostly comfortable but we inherited Auntie Dawn's when she outgrew
them.  Callia is looking forward to her first one."


 


Thor looked at her.  "I saw pictures in those trash
magazines."  Diana grinned and nodded.  "They stalk your aunt
fitfully and remark on her weight."


 


"We didn't get that."


 


"We hope you never get that," Clint said. 
"It drives us and Dawn batty when they do it to her.  Now they're all
staring at her stomach to see if she's going to get pregnant soon."


 


"I saw those articles too," Thor agreed.  "They
really are not nice to skimpy clad wealthy women."


 


"Most of them anticipate the attention because it gives
them attention," Clint said.  "Dawn's not one of them but the heiress
patrol are generally not real worthy of anything beyond being made fun of. 
Some do work, some do good things, the rest are worthless and sucking up the
world's supply of drugs and liquor."


 


"People should get attention for what they do, not
giving them attention for being drunk," Diana said.  "It's dumb but
some of them play up to it.  They even make sure of it by doing things like not
wearing panties."  Thor stared at her.  Clint nodded to back that up. 
"Then they're made fun of for years for it when they flash
themselves."


 


"That is truly stupid of them," Thor said.  He went
back to reading.  Earth women confused him greatly.  Thankfully Jane was not
like that.  Neither was Natasha, Dawn, Pepper, or the children.  They mostly
had sense.  A few things in this book were odd and gave him images he did not
want in a crowded room but it was very educational.  Sean came back out and
hugged his sister then sat down.  Thor closed the book and handed it to Sean. 
"Thank thee for the lending, Sean."


 


"Not a problem, Thor.  Some day you'll have a mate you
claim like our father did our mother.  Though I'm told he did it more than
once."  He shook his head.


 


Clint snickered.  "We used to joke about how often your
mom was a dick trophy for Hylal.  Any happy time and she ended up being
one."  Diana and Sean both blushed.  He nodded.  "The day she found
out she was pregnant with Sean, it took magic to get a phone call answered. 
Xander said your father answered the door with her on him like that at least
once.  Something about scaring missionaries."  Thor cackled, nodding he
had heard that too.


 


Dawn smiled.  "I found my stash of pictures of them,
including the wedding photos, kids."  She pulled them out of her bag. 
"I know you've seen Mom's."  She let them have the envelope full of
pictures.


 


They snuggled together to look them over.  Diana smiled at
one and pointed.  "I've never worn anything that short."


 


"I'd have beaten you if you did," Sean assured
her, moving on.  Their mother had been flirty like their aunt.  Their mother
did it for bait during patrols he was sure.  He stared at the wedding photos. 
"That is a dress even an Asgardian washer woman would say was too
massive."


 


"Hylal complained he couldn't get underneath it,"
Clint said.  "It was nice that the attack before the wedding was done with
by the time she got to the church."


 


"I don't think they have the celebration curse,"
Dawn said.  "None of theirs have been interrupted."


 


"Thankfully," John quipped.  "The one
birthday Buffy had while you guys were trapped on Atlantis in Pegasus was a bit
strange.  The Genii wanted the warrior princesses they had heard about." 
He walked off shaking his head to get a drink.


 


Dawn grinned at the kids.  "Every single happy event
your mother has been at has been attacked."  They all shook their heads. 
Artemis came over to get in the pictures with them.  Dawn pointed at one. 
"That's about what your mother wore the whole time we were in Sunnydale. 
That and low rise pants and heels."  She showed them another picture she
had in her wallet.  "That sort of outfit."


 


"Mother was a pretty woman," the youngest above
Sean sighed.  "I need one of those."


 


Diana grinned at him.  "Sean's offering to arrange
ones."  He swatted her but Sean nodded he'd help.  He got swatted too. 
They went back to the pictures.  Dawn waved a hand.  "Ours?"


 


"Yours.  That's the only copy made out of my pictures. 
Mom's having some made for you guys.  Then you can figure out how to split them
up or make copies for each of you."  They smiled and nodded.  She sat on
Clint's lap, looking at him.  "I finally went through that whole box of
photos and found some from our time outside the US."


 


"Which ones?"


 


"The ones we took in Paris.  The ones from China. 
Which has an odd thing you should look at.  The ones from Tibet."  She
grinned.  "I got a great picture of the yeti that wanted Natasha so hard. 
We have pictures from most everywhere."


 


"Huh."  He cuddled her.  "We can go through
those when we get home."  Dawn grinned and nodded.  He gave her a
squeeze.  "Are you cuddly?" he teased.


 


"Yup, I am.  I deserve to be cuddly."  He stared
at her.  "I'm not pregnant, just cuddly."


 


"Hmm.  Bit tired?"  She nodded with a yawn. 
"That's fine."  She snuggled in beside him on the large chair.  There
was enough room for her to barely squeeze in like their cat did to them on the
couch.  He put an arm around her and let her nap.


 


"The magic up here is different and her Keys are
probably trying to compensate," John said quietly with a grin. 
"Though it's adorable."


 


"Of course I am.  That's why _People_ has both you and
I on their sexiest man list again this year."


 


John winced.  "Where?"


 


"You're four, I've thankfully fallen to ten," he
said sarcastically.  "Stark's going to pout.  He's at fifteen and Bruce is
ahead of him by two."  John smiled.  "They put actors on top
again."


 


"Good!  What about Rogers?"


 


"Two.  Which made him go hide in a closet."


 


"Ahhhh, yes," John said dryly.


 


"Especially when Bucky heard."


 


John stiffened.  "Bucky?"


 


Natasha nodded.  "They found the Winter Soldier.  He's
undergoing healing."  John stared at her.  "Who was Captain America's
best friend."


 


"Wow.  Small world."  John hummed.  "Is he
okay?"  She nodded.  "Then good.  I'm glad he's happy.  How did that
work when he got introduced?"  Natasha blushed and said something quietly
in Russian that made John laugh and hug her briefly.  "I'm sure it was a
good thing."


 


"Very."  She looked over at Clint.  "Dawn's
having another one," she told him.


 


He looked down at her.  "That is a vision dream, yup. 
So maybe the nap was prompted."  She gasped awake a few minutes later and
looked around.  "What was it?"


 


"Paper.  Need paper."  She swallowed.  John got
her some and a pen, letting her scratch out what she had seen while she held
her head.  Clint worked on her tense neck muscles so she'd relax.  She finally
dropped the pen because she was back asleep.


 


John read it over, blinking a few times.  "That's going
to suck huge." 


 


Clint looked then at John.  "Why is it in
Chinese?"


 


"No idea," he admitted.  "Ask her when she
gets up."


 


Natasha took it from him to read over, frowning at it.  "The
upcoming problem does know Xander but is not the one Thor thought.  He'll
freeze because it's his ex, the one who committed suicide thanks to his
mother."  Clint grimaced.  "We'll have to show Phil."


 


Phil appeared with Xander.  "We felt a vision."


 


"From Dawn."  She handed it to Phil.


 


He read it and sighed handing it to Xander.  Who frowned. 
"I can't read this.  I can speak a few words but not read it."  He
touched Dawn's head and stiffened.  "Those mother fuckers," he said
in Latin.  "Cow fucking bastards."


 


Phil took him to hold.  "We will avenge her," he
said quietly, making Xander nod but stay stiff.  "It's good we know. 
Maybe we can get through it faster or easier."  Xander looked at him. 
"We will work on it together."


 


Xander hugged him.  "I'll freak out later," he
said quietly.  "Thank you."


 


"I would not let you go through this alone." 
Xander kissed his mark on Phil's neck.  "That's right, together." 
Xander nodded, relaxing against him.  He sat down and let Xander cuddle. 
"John, your mother's brother 'saved' her by having her taken as some sort
of shade.  That wasn't on there but he saw it from her mind."


 


"Which brother?  There's three."


 


"The one that's green."


 


"Then he can go to any version of hell he wants to
visit," John said bluntly.  "Xander was nearly destroyed when she
died thanks to Mom being a bitch."  He considered it.  "I should go
talk to him."


 


"That's our job," Phil said.  "You can help
us though.  Have you seen the newest battle coming up?"  John slowly shook
his head so Phil pulled up the book for him.


 


John read it, grimacing.  "That fucking sucks.  He did
it on purpose because he's always hated Xander."  He snapped it shut. 
"Tell me when you go."


 


"I will," Phil promised.  "Can you brief them
and us about what possible skills she'd have?  We have conflicting
accounts."


 


"Yup, I can do that."  He walked off with Thor to
go over what had been shown so he could tell the other demigods.  John got the
book he'd need and brought it out to show Phil.  "That's what she turned into. 
It's basically the shade of a torture victim.  You've seen some of them around
war crimes camps and refugee camps."


 


Phil read it over, shuddering.  "So the singing/dancing
thing?"


 


"She was an excellent one before she died.  She was too
high up to have a job but she performed for the various parties whenever they
had something."  Xander looked at him.  "We'll handle her, Xander. 
You don't have to be in that battle."


 


"I do.  She might stop for me."


 


"No, she'd probably attack you," John said.  He ran
a hand over his head and knocked him out.  "Peter?"  He came out of
the kitchen area with some tea.  He handed him the book.  "His almost wife
'Mina."


 


He read it, grimacing.  "I'll have the potions to
protect people made, John.  When?"


 


"About ten, eleven months," Phil said.


 


"Best done sooner," Peter advised.  "I'll
have them start on them tonight."  He went to the infirmary to send an
email to his cousin, who was the only other Celtic deity with a computer as far
as he knew.


 


John handed Clint the book.  Then he walked off.  He wanted
to have a talk with someone before his mother heard.  They'd need some
support.  He appeared in front of Krishna.  "I have a serious problem that
you're going to lose your calm demeanor about."


 


"Come tell me about it.  Is there a problem on Asgard,
Jonathan?  I know it has different powers."  John sat at his feet and
touched his hand to show him what had been seen and found out.  He saw
Krishna's blue skin go light sky blue instead of a darker, royal blue. 
"That is a problem."  He looked around the other gods staring at
them.  "Leave us."  They left.  He waited then looked at John. 
"What is going to be done?"


 


"We'll have to defeat her.  Phil's promised to help his
mate when they come discuss why that was done."


 


"I'm aware of the distaste her brothers bear for her
and her offspring."  John's mother walked in.  "This is a private
discussion."


 


"I wished to hug my son then will leave."  She
hugged him and kissed him on the cheek.  "Do you need cookies?"


 


"Dawn brought some up, Mom.  Thanks."  She nodded
and left.  John put up muting charms, earning a smirk for that.  "I know
eavesdropping is the national pasttime around here.  Especially when it relates
to bets."


 


"This will certainly start some."  Krishna
considered things for a moment.  "It would be better if it was handled
before Xander could work himself up to get there."


 


"He thought she might stop for him."


 


"It would be unfair but she would blame him.  I know
almost nothing of his mate.  How well trained is he?"


 


"He went to the same training school Xander did, with
the Dwarves.  They are very good against each other.  He got marked as getting
highest honors."


 


"Excellent.  Xander needed a warrior to help him with
things he never wanted to ask help for."  He rubbed his forehead marking
then looked at John again.  "It would be best if it was handled long
before Xander could handle it himself.  As we both know he would."


 


"That was my thought.  Phil was against it."


 


"He must think more of his mate this time."  He
wrote out a message.  "Make sure Roque and the others of your little pack
of demigods and immortals know."


 


"I can do so."  He bowed and left, going to hand
Phil that note then talk to Roque.  Roque looked up from his drinking, looking
pissed off.  "Xander thought he might talk her out of it."


 


"No way in fucking hell," he said quietly.


 


"Krishna thinks it'd be better if we who could and know
would do it."


 


Roque nodded.  "I'm with that plan.  Clay's getting
dressed and weaponed."


 


John smiled and went to his temple to do the same thing.  He
passed back up to Atlantis, looking at Phil, who nodded he had knocked Xander
out.  Phil pointed at Clint but John shook his head that they wouldn't need
him.  "I can do it with Roque and a few other demis," he said very
quietly.  "Just keep him calm.  Let him talk about her.  Krishna agreed
that you two could talk to our uncle."  He left after grabbing a few extra
weapons.  He, Clay, Roque, three other demigods and one immortal grandson of a
god all went to Arkansas to handle this apocalypse in the making.  John walked
in first.  "Mina."  She turned and smiled at him, floating over to
touch his cheek.  "You can't do this."


 


"I must."


 


"You must not.  They'll ask Xander to come kill you and
he can't.  It would kill him instead."


 


"He cursed me."


 


"No, our mother's brother cursed you and he'll be dealt
with by Xander.  Xander's sitting on his mate's lap, shut down so he can't
sense anything at the moment because he found out what had happened."


 


"He did not know?"


 


"No.  No one told him."


 


She huffed.  "Still, they cursed me."


 


"No, he didn't," Roque said.  "The only one
that cursed you was the one who resurrected you."  She stared at him. 
"Seriously."  She shrieked and went after him with her nails.  Clay
shot her a few times.  She started to cry.  Roque, John, and one of the demis
worked the spell to send her back to her rest while Clay and the others got the
people around her and the victims free.  A few more demis showed up but they
were healers from Peter's family.  One of the healers joined the spell to send
her on.  She shrieked and threw power at them, injuring them, but it was done
and she was gone with a sob.  


 


The healers pushed potions on them and got them back where
they needed to go.  Clay called in Fury for the cult and victims.  They got
there within thirty minutes on quinjets to handle things.  Roque looked at
them.  "Long story but that was the next apocalypse battle, people." 
He let himself and Clay be taken back to their temple.  Jensen had the soaking
tub run full of hot water and some herbal oil on top.  They climbed in with a
wince at the heat but it felt good.  Roque nodded his thanks and Jensen left
them alone.  Roque leaned his head back and shifted with a wince.


 


"How many of those are there?" Clay asked a few
minutes later.


 


"Most bad sites that had people dying have at least
one," he said quietly.  "We've banished most of the ones in Europe. 
You can still run into them in some of the jungle regions of Asia and Africa
has a few dozen left.  We send them on when we find them.  That one was
stronger because she was pulled back by a god, not out of anger or pain." 
He looked at him.  "That's what the Crow legends really lead to, not the
movie shit."


 


Clay nodded.  "Teach me how to handle those.  It's
clearly more than a one-man job."


 


Roque snorted.  "Women do it easier but damn it." 
He slipped deeper into the water.  "You have to have magic."


 


"Do I?"


 


"You can sometimes pull on mine.  We'll figure it
out."  Clay nodded, relaxing next to him but not cuddling.  They did not
cuddle.  Even if Roque had an arm around his mate's shoulders and Clay was
resting against his side, they did not cuddle.


 


***


 


Rodney helped John onto the infirmary bed, staring at him. 
"That was bravely stupid."


 


"It was necessary.  She would've tried to kill Xander
or Phil."  He stared at him.  "I'm fine."


 


"I'm sure you are.  We'll make sure of it."


 


John nodded, resting while Peter finished the potions he'd
need to finish healing.  "Hannah and her clan showed up," he told
Peter.  "I got most of the standard healing potions."


 


"S'good," Peter said, smiling at him.  "He'd
thank you for sparing him that."


 


"Krishna okayed them going to talk to him."


 


"Even better.  You rest.  It'll be a few days." 
Diana walked in with some tea and handed it over.  Peter sniffed and smiled. 
"Good idea, Diana."  She grinned and bounded off.  "She fusses
over you like a silly big brother."  He let John sip the tea then lay back
down.


 


"Yeah, she does.  She's a neat young woman.  Very sweet
and kinda sassy at times."  He grinned, yawning as he drifted off.  That
tea always knocked him out.


 


Rodney settled in and opened up his tablet's interface to
get into something he needed to do.  He'd sit watch.  Diana brought him
something to eat and drink, earning a smile.  "Thank you."


 


"You're welcome," she said quietly.  She bounded
back out to tell her aunt John was back.


 


Rodney smiled at the simple but efficient sandwich and apple
juice.  The girls had encouraged them to trade for them and they were
magnificent tasting.  A bit tart, a bit sweet, and somehow seemed to soothe any
craving for salty things they might have.  It made excellent juices but only
mediocre pies or cobblers.  Thankfully there was a green apple variety that
made good tart pies and cobblers that you could add to with maple syrup or
molasses so it wasn't as bitter as rhubarb.


 


***


 


Thor went to Valhalla that night, bowing to his father and
mother since they were on their thrones.  "The next great problem on
Midgard was solved."


 


Odin stared at him.  "I want no war with his mother's
people, son."


 


"He and his mate will finish this wrong they caused. 
Krishna already agreed it was the proper thing to do when Jonathan talked to
him."


 


"Good.  Then all is well?"


 


"They are recovering well.  They are tired and a bit
beaten up.  She was stronger due to how she was made."


 


Odin nodded.  "I have seen such made by mortals be
strong enough to take down Tyr."


 


Freya glided over, smiling at Thor.  "I have found your
mate."


 


"I doubt such," he said firmly.  "I have one
in mind.  I need not the help, only the patience for her to obtain her majority
and finish her training so she finds herself worthy of me.  I find her more
than worthy already," he said at his mother's opening mouth.  "She is
training herself as she feels she must."


 


Frigg smiled.  "Do I know of this young one?"


 


"You know of her mother because you complain now and
then about how loud she is."


 


"One of the twins?" Frigg asked with a smile. 
"Diana is a sweet child."


 


"Who is going to do human things, Mother.  Artemis and
I are interested and we will attempt to get to know each other as adults once
she is of age and out of her training.  She wishes to train with Sif and the
warrior women to protect her home and family."


 


"That is good," Odin said, nodding.  "The
twins are pretty young women."


 


"Who just had their adulthood hunts," Thor said
proudly.


 


"Girls don't need one," Freya sneered.


 


Thor glared at her.  "All need one to prove that they
have the ability to be adult and act like rational adults.  She took down two
trolls while saving one of Sif's handmaidens then wolves when they came for
them due to the blood."  Freya gasped and backed away.  Thor smirked. 
"I need not the help.  Even if the infatuation does not prove out in real
love I'd never take the help of those who do not know my needs well."  He
looked at his mother again, who was grinning, then at his father, who was
rolling his eyes.  "Her family have granted me leave to get to know her
when she is of legal age on Midgard.  Which is eighteen."


 


"Not a bad age and that will be next year," Frigg
said.  "She's an interesting choice, son.  I hope it works out well
between you."  He grinned.  "If you should find yourself needing
marriage advice just ask."


 


"I had a talk earlier with her aunt and her spouses. 
They do many different things than we do.   Now I understand why my sister had
herself married to that humming being."  He walked off happier.


 


Odin shook his head.  "I still say Alana is warped for
that."  Frigg shrugged.  "Freya, who did you have in mind?"


 


"His first wife's cousin.  She is pretty, red haired,
and a strong woman to bear many babies."


 


"She's a simpleton who cannot read," Frigg said
bluntly.  "I doubt they would be suitable as more than parents and I would
worry her mind was not big enough to take care of the children."  Freya
huffed off.  She shook her head.  "We need to teach people what makes a
happy marriage."


 


"One of the spouses hiding poisons so the other does
not disagree or peeve them overly much," Odin joked.


 


Frigg smiled.  "I added to the collection as
well."  She got up to walk off.  "Let me talk to Freya.  Mayhap it is
a new relative being grown that gives her such ideas."


 


Odin shuddered.  "I would hope not."  Loki
appeared.  "You needed?"


 


"My son's well being but I doubt I'll earn it this
year," he complained.  "As all chaos gods were cursed to work for the
Light for the next year, I must warn you that there is an invasion coming and
Alana is going to have to handle it."  He left, going to check on his
son.  Phil stared at him.  "What has happened?"  Phil pointed at the
paper so he read it.  His face turned stony and he stared at his son-in-law. 
"What is being done?"


 


"John and Roque handled it," he said quietly.


 


"Thankfully."  He found Jonathan and went to see
what had happened.  He was asleep so he touched his fingers to John's forehead,
freezing Rodney in place.


 


"He needs the rest, Loki," Peter ordered.


 


"I only wish to see what has happened.  That way I can
see where I need to help as I've been cursed to it."  He pulled his hand
back.  "They handled a very strong one on their own.  I'm pleased." 
He went back to his temple to seethe about that.  Someone needed to feel his
wrath.  A note slowly floated down from mid-air.  He caught it to read, smirking
some.  Jonathan had made sure that Phil and Xander could *talk* to the being
responsible.  Good!  It meant one less person he had to destroy this year.


 


***


 


The family finally went back to Earth, with the kids so
Grandma Joyce could hug them to death.  They landed in the middle of an issue. 
A huge issue.  A huge issue with walking furry creatures.  The girls and Sean
pulled out their bows and used them with Clint, facing outward in a circle. 
Natasha fired on them.  Dawn handed her explosive tipped bullets when the
regular ones didn't work and got her own bow out to use.  The creatures died
before the rest of the Avengers could get there.  Dawn looked around then
shrugged and put up her bow.  The kids put theirs up and Dawn got them a cab to
go see Grandma.  Clint and Natasha called in that it was handled and they were
back.


 


It looked like they were back to business as usual for the
Avengers.








43: Worrying About Your
Own Old Ones


 


Sometimes
you gotta get the fashionable body armor.  And sometimes you gotta deal with
the people that send you diseases at your desk.  ::planting an angst flag:: 
NC-17


 


 


Dawn came out for lunch with her spouses and ran into two
reporters.  Some days it really wasn't worth the effort to leave her desk. 
"Guys, I'm a bit cranky because I'm hungry.  Do we have to do this
now?"


 


"Just a few questions," one quipped.  "We saw
that calendar that's getting one of our people sued."  Dawn shrugged. 
"Is Clint still that well built?  We can't tell if he's gotten softer with
age and married life."


 


Dawn stared at her.  "No, he's only gotten harder. 
Years of gym work and us helping him work out has made him beautifully
ripped."


 


"He doesn't go to the beach with you?" the other
asked.


 


"He likes to sit in a room so he can watch us but not
have to beat the people I have to shoo off."  She walked around them. 
"He considers it really relaxing."


 


"Does that go with his habit of sitting in the ceiling
to watch over you?"  Dawn nodded as she crossed the street.  They
followed.  "Who was that woman?"


 


"Ask him.  I don't give out agent names."


 


"That picture showed that Clint was *modestly*
sized," the first reporter said.


 


Dawn looked at her, shaking her head.  "Not hardly. 
Clint's got heft there, ladies, and I jealously hoard it with Natasha." 
She smirked.  "Anything else?"  They pouted but shook their heads. 
She walked into the restaurant but Natasha said they were in the other one so
she went in there.  She flashed over the entire questioning session.


 


Clint smiled.  "Yeah, I got heft."  He winked. 
She grinned back.  They got down to lunch and talking about Philip's upcoming
baby shot appointment.  They hated seeing him get shots so Dawn did most of
them.  This time they'd have to do it for her, she had a meeting to attend with
Pepper that day.  Clint said he'd go if he was local.  Natasha agreed they
could do that together.  It was good until Dawn's phone went off.  She paid for
lunch and went back to work.  Clint looked at Natasha.  "Our outfits
really don't emphasize our good points."


 


"They make your arms look nice," she said with a
smile.  "Mine makes me look good."


 


"They're bulky and my vest is rubbing my armpit
again."


 


"We can talk to those who are doing body armor work for
Stark about it.  See if they can be thinned or whatever.  Stark would if we
asked."  She sipped her water.


 


He nodded.  "We need to ask.  SHIELD uniforms aren't
going to work either."


 


She nodded.  "I'd be interested in seeing the body
armor bras they're coming up with."  He grinned.  "No underwire to
pinch?  Most women would like that."


 


"I certainly would."  He winked.


 


"I'm sure you'll get to see the trials."  She
winked and they finished lunch so they could talk to Tony.  They walked in and
Tony glanced up from what he was tinkering with.  Natasha moved closer. 
"We have problems with the uniforms."


 


"I doubt Dawn's tailor could help them."  He
looked up, sitting on a stool to face them.  "What sort of problems?"


 


"One of mine is a tailoring one," Clint said. 
"The other is that they're bulky and I sweat outrageously during the
summer."


 


"As I do," Natasha agreed.  "I'm also looking
forward to what the people with the armor samples are going to do about
underthings."


 


"I've seen one of those.  They had Pepper model one. 
She said it's still a bit thick and it's not keeping her perky but it didn't
stretch out of shape and it was mostly comfortable."  Tony considered it. 
"There's a few things I've been meaning to get them to try."  He
pulled up records and got the fabric samples he'd had Dawn find for him, then
called that research team up.  "Three things."  He handed over the
box.  "Samples of spandex/bulletproof silk blends."  They smiled. 
"Second, Barton needs his suit tailored some and we have no idea who
could."


 


"It keeps cutting into my armpit but I need the
coverage there," he said.


 


"Third is that they're bulky and they tend to overheat
in the summer then freeze in the winter."


 


They considered it and looked at each other.  "We're
working on a few things we haven't noted yet."


 


"Anything new on that bra idea?" Natasha asked.


 


They smiled.  "Soon."  They led them down to their
lab and showed them the newest suit trial they were looking at.  "It may
not be as bulletproof.  We haven't tested that part yet.  It's mostly
genetically engineered silk so lighter and thinner when mixed with the teflon
and bulletproof strands."  Dawn brought in Clint's present vest for him. 
They had him try it on and decided they could cut down the area under the trim
to help ease that and maybe a quarter inch more.  Such tiny measurements could
make all the difference to the one in the suit.  


 


They had one in the silk/spandex class for Tony to use
inside the suit.  Tony thought it wasn't real practical but it would help him
regulate his body temperature during the hotter battles and the coldest ones. 
They were working on one for Natasha and took measurements to adjust it.  The
auto-cutter was happy with that since they had made it a bit big for tailoring
purposes.  


 


The new bulletproof test wasn't going to go as great but it
did stop arrows when they tried it.  It stopped knives.  They could work on
adding more bulletproof strands.  As workout gear and temporary or replacement
uniforms they'd do for now.  They made sure Clint's wouldn't bother his arms
any and had to have the one of them that had sewing experience fix it.  Tony
called in Dawn's tailor to work on that part for them.  That solved a real
problem for all of them.  He knew how to fix the armhole problem and compensate
for movement in Natasha's.  


 


They showed her the bra attempt, letting her give her
opinion as a woman who would need something like that.  That silk/bulletproof
spandex was a better material choice as it moved some but it was stiff enough
to keep one in place.  They quickly did a mockup of one for her and she nodded
it had good benefits.  It wasn't pretty at the moment but it was comfortable
and the fabric felt nice against her skin.  They could fix the cosmetic later
if the bra held up to use.


 


***


 


Tony smiled at the woman there to talk with him about a
job.  "Mr. Stark, you're not usually interested in fashion things,"
she said, sitting down.


 


"Well, I am and I'm not.  There's been some issues with
some of the agent suits."


 


"I've seen those battle suits.  They're not
very....pleasurable to look at.  Though they are better than comic book spandex
ones."


 


"They're a bit rough to the touch, which they said was
useful, but they also said they were thick, heavy, and made them overheat. 
Though, that's another project of the team.  The other one is that they're
working on firming underwear for under the battle uniforms.  Regular bras
apparently pinch when you're flipping around.  Not that I'd know because I've
never worn one but Agent Romanoff and my assistant both assure me it does. 
They've worked up a sample that seems to have merit."


 


"But they're men," she said with a smile.  He
nodded.  That explained why they were having lunch.  She had a lot of lingerie
design experience.  "I can see that.  How good is the new
prototype?"  He pulled up his briefcase and opened it, letting her feel
it.  "I've seen the informercials about the bras that supposedly fit
everyone in the right size range. This feels different."


 


"That's partially body armor and partially
spandex," he said with a smile.  "With some silk thrown in for
softness."


 


She handed it back.  "We can help them with that.  I'm
not really looking forward to taking on a new full-time job though."


 


"Reports are saying that someone's going to be buying
your design company."


 


"I've heard those same rumors.  They've flown around a
few times."  Tony handed her the filing to buy the company.  She
grimaced.  "They would probably cut our department as we don't make them
as much money."  He nodded.  "If that happens I'd gladly move from a
consultant to a full time position."  He smiled.  "How well does it
pay?"


 


"I drew up the standard contract for consultants and
for new employees."  He handed them over so she could look at them. 
"They're working on new uniform ideas right now to help with the other
problems.  So far they're not as tough as the originals but they're getting
good ideas from the first ones and having help from Agents Barton and
Romanoff.  Then, when they have something fantastic, I'll let them have
Steve."


 


She smiled.  "I'm sure he'd adore a new suit." 
She went back to reading.  She pointed at one thing.  "My husband is
French."  He shrugged.  She smiled.


 


"We had to take that one out for Dawn as well due to
her Russian wife."


 


"Okay."  She went back to reading, nodding at it. 
"I'll gladly take on the consulting job.  When can I meet with the team
over their ideas?"


 


"Anytime you want."  He handed over their card
once she had signed the preliminary contract.   He grinned.  "Thank
you."


 


"You're most welcome.  It's an exciting field to make
whole new fabrics that are useful, and the ladies in your life are right. 
Something like that bra idea would sell for millions."  He smirked.  She
and he talked about their expectations and how far they had gotten over the
rest of lunch.  She went back to the tower with him to meet with them and see
where they had gotten to this point.  It had a lot of promise.


 


***


 


Fury got tired of the moping.  He hated having entangled
agents under him.  It always led to problems.  Problems like his senior agent
sulking and flinching each time Joyce shifted in her seat.  "Hill,"
he summoned.  She walked in.  "Shut the door."  She did and stood in
front of his desk.  "Sit."


 


"If I'm about to be fired for following those orders,
I'd rather stand."


 


"That may cure some of your sulk but the next few in
line I'd never trust behind me while I was distracted.  Sit."  She sat
down with a grimace.  "What happened?"


 


"Tara kicked me out."  She looked at him.  "I
screwed up and I'm trying to figure out how to fix it, sir."


 


He sighed.  "I've had two wives that got killed thanks
to the job, Hill."


 


She nodded she knew that.  "That was barely a point she
made, sir.  Partially it was that I had hurt the family pack and that she
thinks I value my job over the family.  Which.... I can almost see her reasons
for.  I do honor my job to the point of never making it home for dinner or time
to play with the kids."


 


Fury nodded.  "So how are you going to fix that?"


 


"She pointed out that Joyce is supposed to be doing
some of the things I do.  We need to sit down and work that out."


 


"We can do that.  You could have some help but you've
refused to let anyone who's raised up to their highest rank of idiocy screw
things up worse."


 


She nodded.  "I usually end up redoing some of the
forms on them."


 


"Which isn't your job either.  Your job is to make sure
that your part of the report is filed.  The conclusion page, the summary and
wrap up portions.  Then you hand it to Joyce so she can make sure it's all
there and able to be read."  He smirked.  "Joyce?"  She came in with
some paper and a pen.  "Hill has just realized that you're supposed to be
doing half the work she does."


 


"I've filled in some when she was on maternity leave. 
Everyone was confused that it was my job to make sure that files were ready to
be handed in.  I can go back to doing that and reminding agents that they have
to have certain forms filled out legibly.  Though, some are grousing that
they're not on the computer?"


 


"With as insecure as ours are, I'd hate to see case
files on there," Fury said.


 


"We can put the forms up in a database so they can edit
then print."  She smiled.  "It'd save some work and we do it with
some forms."  She wrote out an idea.  "We can also organize them
because most of the agents come up to get paper copies of the ones they can't
readily find."  She let him see it.


 


He looked it over, nodding.  "That would be handy. 
What would we need to do that?"


 


"I'd say uploading them as files but I'm not absolutely
certain.  I called down to computer services and they blew me off."  She
smiled.  "I emailed that nice agent Benji that Clint and Dawn both worked
with.  I don't understand the one he sent back because it's not in
English."


 


"There's a translator," Hill said.  She went out
to get into Joyce's email.  She had it flagged for later work so it was easy
enough to find.  She translated it and brought it in.  "Right click on the
little book icon and select 'move to english,' Joyce."  She handed it to
her.


 


She smiled.  "That doesn't seem that hard.  Some may
need to be put in two categories since there's a form for car chases and one
for car chases with injuries of agents or civilians.  If they're good, we could
probably even put in a search box.  A few of the forms need to be retitled
though."


 


He nodded.  "I can see that saving a lot of
headaches."


 


"It'll save a lot of sloppy handwriting," Hill
said.  "Which I've had to redo."


 


"I gently take it back and poke them to get it done in
a fashion that means the director can read it.  If it's not back in two days I
go poke again," Joyce said with a smile.  "If it's not done in
another day, I go wait in their office.  Dawn said it worked wonders on getting
things done."


 


"It probably does.  I'd hate to be stared at over a few
forms," Fury agreed.


 


Joyce called computer services.  "The director needs
one of you in his office right now.  Or else he's going to fire your entire
department and subcontract the computer work to someone at Stark.  Thank
you," she finished with perky cheer and hung up.


 


Fury looked at the clock.  "It shouldn't take more than
five minutes."  When ten got there, he called down there.  "Did you
think my assistant was kidding?"  He hung up.  Still none of them.  He
called personnel.  "Fire computer services, hire me ones that actually
know their shit and are willing to do the job, and get me someone at Stark to
come help with some computer work."  He hung up.  Joyce was texting Dawn,
who said she'd send one over.


 


The geek from Stark's computer maintenance and tech division
snorted when he saw what was needed.  "I can do that in two weeks,
Director."


 


"That long?" he asked.


 


"It'll take me most of a weekend to do the inputting,
maybe into Monday for the rest.  The other two weeks will be curing your buggy
system that drives everyone nuts."  Fury smirked.  He knew that look. 
"Not for hire, sir.  Sorry, have a juvie pot bust."  He smiled at
Joyce, handing her the envelope.  "From your daughter."  He got
copies of the forms from Joyce and a desk to work at off in the spare meeting
room.  Most companies had done this years ago but it figured the government was
behind the times.  





 


When Stark himself wanted to know what was wrong over there
he told him it was a new database for forms and fixing his web of buggy,
interconnected problems, and slack as shit system.  They barely had any storage
space and what they did have was being taken up by their three hackers that
were trying to hack JARVIS and Stark International, plus their porn
collections.  Stark said he'd work on it from their end and he'd offer them a
great deal on a few servers and the like so they had a *real* system in place
instead of their weak one.  He sent that email to Joyce so she could talk to
the big guy.  It wasn't his job.


 


Fury walked in a moment later.  "We have porn on our
computers?"


 


He looked up at him.  "Sir, there's not a single agency
in the US and computerized world that doesn't have a few bits of porn here and
there.  Yours were using your faster connections for downloading porn." 
He grinned.  "You know, they're suing people for that these days."


 


"They are?"


 


"Like the music people do when you illegally download
their music?  Same stuff."


 


Fury walked off calling Legal.  "I'm told we have porn
on our servers from our hackers on staff and that people are getting sued for
illegally downloading it?"  He listened to the four suits from that. 
"Hell no, they're doing it, they're responsible!"  Joyce was
snickering.  "SHIELD only pays for porn if it's part of an op."  He
hung up and went to take something for his new headache.  He called Stark to
talk to him about computer things.  Which had to be translated by the geek they
were borrowing.  The geek gave him ideas and Stark had better ones so they'd
work it out and a payment plan.  He hoped.


 


***


 


Three weeks later, Joyce smiled at the people who had turned
up for her staff meeting.  Most of the agents weren't here.  She looked
around.  "First, we're here to announce we've fixed the computer system
and had to update a lot of things."  A few agents groaned.  "We
borrowed from Stark International and they set it up."  She smiled. 
"For those that aren't here, they don't have passwords."  She looked
around again, seeing the unhappy looks at the empty seats.  "Secondly, the
new computer system has all the forms on it."  They stared.  


 


She called it up for them on the brand new projection
system.  "This is where you input the old user name and password, where
you'll get your new first password.  The people who rebuilt it put in a time
code.  It will expire once a week.  You cannot use the same password for a
month."  They took notes on that.  That was important.  "Your
username should stay the same but if not, let me know.  Agent Hill and I can
both input new user names."  She paused to let them make notes about who
wasn't there.  


 


"Moving on, once you input your user name and password
on the fairly bland page, you'll be brought to a choice of sections.  One's
labeled 'paperwork'.  That is your forms database."  She called that up. 
"They're in clearly and easily understood categories now.  If they merge
two areas they're in both.  So the ones on car chases with injuries in both
under vehicle forms and under accident/injury forms."  


 


She showed them how that worked.  "You click on the
name of the form, and some have been renamed for easier interpretation.  It
opens it in the program where you type the things in.  That way we don't have
to nag you about your handwriting," she offered with a grin.  They mostly
smiled back.  "Then you print."  She moved the mouse to show that. 
"Hit that button."  They nodded, taking notes.  


 


She backed out.  "This second area is 'personnel'
forms.  This is your day off forms, your forms for injuries that you have to
file when you're shot on the job, ones to tell HR to change your withholding,
your personnel file due to change of status, and the ones to tell Medical you
need to change your identifying marks files due to new tattoos.  We'll be
redoing those next by the way since so few got noted."


 


She pointed at the empty seats.  "Those ones will have
to do the same thing."  She got into the third section.  "This is the
miscellaneous forms section.  Things that don't really fit under either one. 
This is your new weapons request forms, your report forms if you're in
Research, the ones to request new training, or maintenance in your offices or
desks."  She showed them.  "They all work the same way."  A few
more smiled.  


 


She backed out and turned off the system.  "Also, the
Director is handing out letters of having your asses spanked for the porn
problem that led to us having over ten serious viruses and a few minor ones on
the old system.  You can't do that now.  The major violators are missing this
meeting today because they're packing their desks and then will have to undergo
cavity searches to make sure they didn't bring home anything illegal."   A
few of the agents moaned.  


 


She grinned.  "We know you all work hard and play hard
but the director was not pleased that it had let the CIA get a backdoor into
the old system.  The last point of this meeting is a few administrative
changes.  Those of you who are not senior agents send your reports to them as
normal.  They sent them to Agent Hill, who does her few meager sections, then
they send them to me to make sure they're complete.  Which means from now on it
will be me nagging you for incomplete work, not her.  Understood?"  


 


They nodded.  A few were slumped down.  She smiled. 
"Those that have backlogged files, I would suggest you get to it today. 
The Director is grumbling about that backlog being so high.  He said we've had
files that haven't gotten done from over a year ago."  One of the guilty
winced.  "He'd expect them to be done soon please."  She smiled. 
"Any questions?"  No one said anything. 


 


"Then you can go nag all the people who think that I'm
just a pretty face with a taser and slingshot about not having passwords. 
They'll be getting reprimands for missing a mandatory staff meeting. For all
they knew, it could have been on the next apocalypse battle.  Also, Agent Hill
said that it is time for the quarterly evaluation and reading of the invasion
policies and if you do not, we will be invaded.  Last time's was a fluke with
planned attempts the next day."


 


One agent raised his hand.  "Where, on the chain of
command for battles, do you fall, Mrs. Banner?"


 


She smiled.  "I don't.  I'm on the administrative side,
not the field agent side.  I only handle the reports from all the field
agents.  So if you see a need around the office or the hell carrier, I handle
it.  For battle and field agent issues, Agent Hill still does.  You might say
I'm his personal Metatron and she's his battle one."


 


He nodded with a grin for the movie reference.  "Can
you please tell them to order more condoms in the infirmary?"  He got a
few pens thrown at him.


 


She smiled.  "I ordered them two extra cases after I
had to file reports for three different agents that listed different VD's.  You
guys can't do your best work with Herpes."  She smiled.  He laughed and
nodded.  "They are available.  They're probably in a closet because half
the infirmary staff doesn't believe you need sex at all, even when it's part of
the operation.  Fury's had it with them as well."  They nodded. 
"Dismissed. I'll be at my desk after I get some tea."  They filed
out, going to tell the people that missed they were in deep.  She did get some
tea and went back to her desk.  She made a list of all agents that needed new
passwords.  Fury was already copying and pasting the reprimand forms from it. 
It did make things so much easier.


 


***


 


The next morning, Fury looked at his staff.  The entire
staff.  "It's nice that I had to write up every single staff member but
seven yesterday."  A few got looked at.  "No, Coulson got it for
being late due to the twins puking on him then having to leave early."  He
stared at them.  "First, Joyce is my mouthpiece.  If she calls a meeting
it's because I wanted a damn meeting.  You're to attend if you're summoned.  If
not, she has my permission to make sure you get there by whatever motherly
means she has at her disposal.  Secondly," he said, glaring at a few.  


 


"The porn stops, people.  SHIELD only pays for porn,
sex toys, whips, chains, collars, leashes, and pony saddles for *some* goddamn
reason when it's related to a mission.  Unless it was your mission and you
filed for those, those have now been charged back to you."  He gave them a
smug look.  "That with the agents who were blatantly fucking up means that
we now have room in the budget again."  A few slumped down.  "Third,
we still have field missions.  I have *no* idea why we haven't had files on
them.  I have no damn clue why I'm still waiting for ones from a year
ago."


 


"I finally got mine done," one agent quipped.


 


"I had to look up what they were it'd been so long.  I
can take a reasonable length of waiting.  I'm not that patient.  In the future,
within a month."  A few agents looked ready to cry.  "If you're that
busy and have to hit the field again immediately, we'll teach you how to remote
log-in so you can do it while you're flying around," he said dryly. 
"Coulson?"


 


"I only have two that are over that month deadline,
sir, and both are waiting on the other agency's reports to be included.  The
ones from the junior agents I have a week turnaround to nag them about missing
forms so Joyce doesn't have to."


 


"Call them, nag them, have the war dogs bite them if you
have to.  We have to justify our budget next month.  I want the *full* backlog
of files cleared up.  Even if you work overtime and have to bring your kids
here to help you type.  I'm told it's one reason why Callia Stark is so smart;
her aunt taught her to type while babysitting."  He looked at his agents
again.  "Any stupid questions?"


 


"A non stupid one, sir," one agent said. 
"Who do we call when our computers go down?"


 


"We're hiring new ones next week.  For now we're
subcontracting with two different types of computer geeks.  One at Stark for
major issues, like a few of you never filing to have your computers upgraded. 
The other is a Geek Squad like service for agencies.  By the way, who in the
hell decided not to have their computers upgraded from the nineties?  Are you
that desperate to cling to them?"


 


"They usually have programs that won't work on the new
ones," Coulson said.  "I have an older laptop in my filing cabinet
for that purpose, sir."


 


"Some of it was files we couldn't figure out how to
copy off.  Things like film files of missions and former agents, sir,"
another one said.  "I can't copy them and I've tried."


 


"We can get them off for you and get you a new system. 
Yours is being changed while you're here and I'll make sure they got those." 
The agent nodded, looking calm.  "Coulson, your backup laptop is noted and
reasonable.  If you, personally, want to buy one that old for the old programs
go for it.  We won't for you but have fun on ebay off-duty."  He looked
around again.  "Anything else?"  Nothing got said. 
"Dismissed."  That one agent hurried off to talk to the geeks
replacing his system so Fury didn't have to.  That was nice of him.  Coulson
handed in his medical excuse to erase the reprimand.  "Flu?" he
guessed.


 


He shook his head.  "They found some cat food in their
system.  Apparently they wanted to see why the kitty liked it so much he
cleaned his plate.  They said Talsa's gravy tasted better when asked." 
Fury snorted, but smiled and shook his head.  "We were not amused." 
He walked off.


 


Fury filed that medical excuse for him.  He couldn't wait to
see how the twins did as agents.  Melissa might even take his seat some day.


 


***


 


One agent slinked off the elevator looking sheepish and
handed Joyce a file.  "I cannot find my senior agent to give that to him,
ma'am."


 


She looked it over.  "It still needs his forms and
Maria's.  Who do you usually give them to?"


 


"Agent Coulson and he's in the field again."


 


She smiled.  "I'll have someone do them for you." 
He nodded and left.  She emailed Phil to see who handled that and how.  Maria
walked over to take it.  "Do they switch off?"


 


"Most of the time.  We really could use an agent who
just did forms."  Fury shook his head from his office.  "Whoever's on
the disabled list, sir?"


 


"That would drive them to get better faster," he
quipped.  "See if Panderson can sit at his desk to fill in for
those."  She called him.  He had been a lower level SHIELD agent for over
a decade but he had never wanted to move up.  His last mission had resulted in
a permanent back injury that kept him out of the field so they were trying to
find him a new spot since he was so efficient and effective as a field agent. 
That might just drive him insane but it would keep him on the payroll.


 


He grumbled but the senior agents all agreed that he could
handle it for those who were not available.  That file got handed over first. 
Joyce got him into various offices to steal files and then relocked them.  She
also sent notices to those agents that they had someone to cover paperwork so
they had stolen it from them.  Most of them sent back loud thanks and a few
e-cards.  One grumbled that some of the stuff on his desk was for his kids'
school.  She promised she'd help with that if he wanted her to.  She had helped
Tara with theirs.


 


That solved a huge problem in the paperwork chain's backlog
issue.


 


***


 


Tara smiled at Phil when he showed up for her 'family
meeting'.  Maria was there too.  John rushed over to hug Maria, getting a
cuddle back then Phil, who cuddled him.  Melissa crawled up into Maria's lap to
cuddle her and waved at her father, who smiled and patted her on the foot. 
Tara smiled.  "School."


 


Phil nodded.  "I know you've had it narrowed down to
three."


 


"I've decided."  She put down the brochure. 
"It is about six blocks away.  It is a fairly good school.  One that
they'll have to make the most of to get into an ivy league college but good on
all the various problems they might have.  It does have automatic admittance
into their associated middle and high school.  Again, not a rich kid,
automatically get you into Harvard school, but if you work hard you'll get
there anyway and any other college would be thrilled with you."


 


Phil smiled.  "I like the looks of their academy.  I
drive past there most days when I drive in."


 


Maria looked at her.  "How are we affording this?  I
haven't even thought about setting aside money for school."  Apparently as
soon as she got back to the office, she had to hit HR to see how they did that.


 


"Well, right now they're admitted for next year,"
Tara said.  "And I have a small one started though the agent credit
union."


 


"I have a school fund set up for them," Phil
said.  "It's with my investment person.  I'll go over it with him this
week."  Tara grinned.  "It should at least get them to middle
school."


 


"That school is only five grand a year.  The other one
nearby that's any good is eleven."  Maria nearly grabbed her chest. 
"The best in the city is two but it's across the bridges and we don't have
a car so out of the question, plus it has a four year waiting list."  Phil
shuddered.  "Or there's a few good religious schools but I don't really
want to go there."


 


"I doubt a catholic school would do them good
anyway," Phil said.  "I'm not, you're not, and Maria's nominally
christian."


 


Tara nodded.  "Teachers at some of those can be snotty
to those in alternative faiths.  With the way John shouts out 'thank the
goddess' when his sister quits picking on him sometimes they might not like
that."  She smiled at the kids.


 


"Okay, so the best option is this one?"


 


"Unless we can somehow come up with eleven thousand a
year," she agreed, getting comfortable.  "We can figure out how to
get them there in a while."


 


"You could use a car," Phil said.


 


"I haven't driven in nearly four years, Phil, and
traffic in this city scares me."


 


He nodded.  "I can agree with that.  Maybe we can find
another parent nearby who can take them for gas money or something."  He
looked at his son, who beamed at him.  "Are you going to like
school?"


 


"He hates preschool," Tara said when her son
nodded.  "Absolutely loathes it because they make him quit hanging on his
sister, they make him hang out with boys who don't like to read, they have toys
he doesn't like."  Phil smiled.  "It's a decent preschool
educationally but they're very separate genders for part of the day and he
hates that.  He hates that they make him take a nap too."


 


"My sissy is mine," John said.  "They can
blow me."


 


"Excuse you, what was that?" Phil asked. John
pouted at him.  "Don't say that."  He nodded and snuggled in better. 
"Have we talked to them?"


 


"Yes.  They said we should've broken that dependence on
his sister earlier."


 


"We can talk to them," Maria said.


 


Tara smiled.  "They won't allow you to bring a sidearm
into the center, Maria.  It's above the martial arts place that you sent me to
for self defense."


 


"There has to be better placements," Phil said.


 


"That's where the school board sent us.  There's so
many slots and they randomly assign them.  I had to protest when they sent me
to a catholic run one across the city."  Phil grimaced.  "If you two
want to talk to them, they've agreed we can hold a family meeting.  They do
*not* like that you're a biological dad, Phil."


 


"Can't we home school them?"


 


"No.  The city said that they had to have preschool
unless we plan on home schooling them for the next few years."


 


"None of us have the patience for that," Maria
said.  "I'll see where the other SHIELD parents are going."


 


Tara shook her head.  "It's random assignment in the
public preschools.  You're allowed one complaint unless it's a critical problem
like they're going to hurt the kids.  Even on religious grounds because we had
huge blow up over that because they tried to send them to one run by one of the
hardline churches."


 


"I don't see why they're listed as public
schools," Phil said.


 


"Open enrollment and they take city funds and
bussing," Maria said.  "Some of them aren't what I'd want for my kids
at all."  She looked at Melissa then called HR.  "It's Maria Hill. 
We're having discussions about preschool for the twins.  She did, and they're
not liking that they're twins."  She made notes and nodded.  "Thank
you."  She hung up.  "These ones will take SHIELD agents' kids at a
highly reduced cost."


 


"Two are highly religious and one was the one I threw a
fit about," Tara said with a point.  "That one's nowhere near here. 
Again, needing a car."  She looked at Maria, who grimaced.  "But
thanks."  She smiled at her.  "The other alternative was a private
preschool, which are mostly expensive, none near here within ten blocks, and
really expensive.  Some are kinda snotty too."


 


"Are they going to kindergarten next year?" Phil
asked.  She nodded.  "They won the cutoff lottery?"


 


"They'll be five six weeks before school starts."


 


"Hm."  He and Maria shared a look.  "What's
closest in private preschools?"


 


"Ten blocks past that school is a private one.  It's
probably full.  I didn't ask past the ten thousand a semester for
tuition."  Phil grabbed his chest with a moan.  "Yeah, that was mine
too."  Maria shuddered.  "The next nearest one is in the other
direction and it's seven a year."


 


"Why are they so expensive?" Maria demanded.


 


"There's one in the city that's nearly thirty a year
for pre-school, then fifty a year for grade school.  It's meant to get you into
any school you want to go to."


 


Phil shook his head.  "Even if all of us made senior
agent money we couldn't swing that."  Tara nodded.  "So...."


 


"We can go talk to them in an hour. They have open
meeting spots today.  I made sure yesterday."


 


Phil and Maria shared a look then nodded.  "We can talk
to them," he said.


 


Xander appeared, leaning over to kiss him on the forehead. 
"Stark needs to start a school.  Callia could use it too."  He
grinned at the twins.  "Want to come to the temple?"


 


"They can show us their favorite things," Maria
said, looking at Tara.  She was happy to be included in this talk.  It meant
that she still had chances to unscrew things between them.


 


"Why can't I wear a skirt?" Melissa asked.


 


"Because the school said you can't," Tara said. 
"And I agree, you need to be in pants so you can get down and play.  So
please go put some on."  She wiggled down to do that and ran into her
room.  She caught John and handed him back to Phil.  "She doesn't need your
fashion sense, son.  She can dress herself."


 


Phil hugged him.  "You don't need to help your sister
dress."  He looked up at Xander, who smiled.  "Thanks."


 


"Welcome.  The one that wanted K-9 dogs?  Ares had four
that washed out of their training and two of the winged ones are up too. 
They're going up to highest bidder for them tomorrow through the guy that Ares
usually uses.  If SHIELD wants one, let me know before then."  He waved at
John and disappeared.


 


Tara grinned.  "That's good to know."


 


"Very."  Phil called that in to Joyce, who said
she'd tell Fury when he was finished with his headache induced nap.  Apparently
a case file had driven him to a migraine.  He put his phone up and looked at
his son.  "Go change your shirt.  It's sloppy."  He ran off to do that
when Melissa came back dressed better.  "Thank you, daughter.  Very nice. 
Though, matching shoes?"


 


"Can't find them, Daddy."  She blew kisses and
giggled, crawling up to cuddle her favorite mommy again.


 


Tara smiled at them.  "She's missed stalking you."


 


"I've missed her stalking me."  She hugged her. 
"Where's the two younger ones?"


 


"Sleeping!"


 


"Mommy, Craig 'wake," John called.  Danielle
fussed.  "Her too now."


 


She sighed but got up to change them since John had been so
helpful.  They got brought out and put into their stroller.  John took Phil's
hand.  Maria took Melissa's, and they were off the preschool to make their
feelings known.


 


Melissa walked in and saw the security guard.  She pulled
her ID.  "No guns allowed in the building, ma'am," he said firmly.


 


"Unless you have a gun locker, tough shit.  I'm a
federal agent.  Their father is a federal agent," she said quietly and
calmly.  "Do you have appropriate lockers?"


 


"No, ma'am.  You can lock them in your car."


 


"We didn't drive," Phil said.  The man blinked at
him.  He smirked slightly.  "Beyond that, our guns are lesser weapons to
how we're trained.  That's why we're SHIELD agents."  He walked around the
metal detector.  Tara passed the younger two to him then the stroller got
hand-wanded.  She walked through it and had to be hand-wanded because she was
wearing jewelry.  John and Melissa huffed but walked through it separately. 
Then Maria walked around it.  The guard called that in.


 


"By regulations, no agent is supposed to be without
their sidearms unless it is a direct problem," Maria told the huffy woman
about to yell at them.  "We can get fired for that, ma'am.  So unless you
have correct storage for sidearms, we are not allowed to surrender them." 
She gaped.  Maria stared her down.  "Melissa, is this your teacher?"
she asked with a smile.


 


"No, she's principal," she said with a smile for
her.  "Teacher in his classroom."  She ran off.  "I get."


 


"Thank you," Tara said.  She smiled.  "I told
them but that is their regulations.  I'm required to carry at least a knife and
a can of pepper spray whenever I'm on SHIELD property working with them.  They
have very stringent rules."  John smiled at her.  She smiled back. 
"You have spelling words to go over later."


 


"We can do that," Phil promised.  He smiled. 
"We've just found out that they're in preschool.  How are they
doing?"


 


"You're her spouse?"


 


"No, I'm their father.  This is her spouse," he
said with a point at Maria.  The principal glared.  "Tara wished children
and so did I so I volunteered as she is like my sister.  I'm also the father
one of the younger set."  He smiled. "The other they did some DNA
work to make him her theirs.  Is that a problem for you?"


 


"No," she said stiffly.  "My office is this
way.  Melissa, leave your teacher alone."


 


"He's coming," she huffed, glaring at her. 
"Wanted to meet my other mommy."  She took Maria's hand with a grin. 
"He thinks I'm neat."


 


"I think you are too so that's a great thing." 
She smiled.  John took her other hand and she grinned at him.  "Do you
need to get yours?"


 


"He not here now.  He leaves early for doctors most
thursdays."  They walked into the office together and they both climbed
into Maria's lap to cuddle her.  Phil smiled.  "I cuddle you again later,
Daddy.  Mommy's been missing bedtimes."


 


"I know, and we're working on that," she promised,
giving him a squeeze.  He grinned at her.  She did the same to Melissa, who
cuddled in better.  The teacher came in and nodded at her.  "Graham
Chapman."


 


"Agent Hill."  He smiled.  "It figured that
the Mommy Maria was you."  He shook her hand.  "They're delightful
twins."


 


"He does love to overprotect his sister," she
said.


 


Phil shook his hand.  "Agent Phil Coulson, their
father."


 


"I've heard of you, Agent Coulson.  My little brother
runs the shelter on Fifth and he's said some nice things about you."  Phil
smiled slightly and nodded.  "Tara, they're still struggling with a few
things."


 


Tara nodded.  "That's the process of learning.  Though
I don't like the gender segregation."  She sat down next to him. 
"How did you know my wife?"


 


"She was working a case a few years back with my
brother and I when we were both still agents."  Tara smiled and nodded. 
He settled in to go over where the kids were in their learning.  They were
ahead by a bit but hated math.


 


"Can we have Carrot help us?" Melissa asked Tara.


 


"Who is Carrot?" the headmistress demanded. 
"If that's a stuffed friend, you know they're not allowed here,
Melissa."


 


"Carrot is Callia Stark's pet rabbit," Phil said
dryly.  "He's very much alive and likes to help her study as well.  We'll
see if we can go over some of the math work with you later, kids."  They
grinned.  "Then we'll see if you can go visit Callia and Carrot this
weekend for a few hours."  John got up to cheer and dance around.  Tara pulled
him over to hug him.  Phil took him to hold.  "You dance better than I do,
son."  John beamed and hugged him.  He patted him on the back, hugging
him.


 


"Carrot might know math since Joyce said Callia was
doing algebra at the moment," Maria said.


 


"He might," Tara agreed.


 


"She's eight?" Mr. Chapman asked.


 


Tara smiled and nodded.  "Tony has her doing three
classes at a time at her own pace, though they've introduced the topic of
deadlines and promises to do things recently.  She's doing Algebra 1, Robotics
2, and Circuit Design 5 this time."


 


"She's always said she wanted to turn the older Iron
Man suits into animal hospitals," Phil agreed.  "He's letting her
figure out what she'd need for that because she asked me what mobile units for
field agents needed to see if anything was similar to a mobile animal
hospital."


 


"She's a brilliant little girl," Chapman said.


 


"She bonded well with the twins and she likes to read
to them and help them learn things," Tara said with a smile.  "Which
is why they both read so well."


 


"They do.  They're fully a few grades above their age
level.  The only thing holding them back is math things.  That and Melissa has
an upcoming section on food and household things."


 


"I would hope *both* children did," Tara said
firmly.


 


"I have no idea when he's doing his nutrition
lectures," Chapman said.  "Though we go into how to cook.  That's up
to him."


 


Tara shook her head.  "No, they get the same
education.  I'm sorry but Melissa may not be one of those who likes to cook,
even though I do.  John loves to help in the kitchen.  He's already a champion
cookie maker."


 


"Can Brother make some later?" Melissa asked with
a grin.  "I could use cookies, Mommy."


 


"You sure can and we'll see if we have what we
need."   She smoothed down her hair.  "We need to change your shampoo
to something better."  She looked at the headmistress.  "Both
children would get the same lessons, correct?  I don't like the stereotype that
boys don't cook and girls do all the housework that I've seen a few
times."


 


"We think traditional...."


 


Tara laughed.  "Traditionally, all chefs have been
male."  The headmistress blinked.  "Females weren't cooks outside the
family table in any time period.  All head chefs were male and females might
have been minor cooks and maids but they didn't cook for restaurants, castles,
or travelers at inns.  That along with the bias that girls didn't need to read
so therefore men had to handle those things and the keys to the spice cabinet. 
Personally, being thought of as frivolous and too female to read was one of the
best things we've broken since women's liberations started."


 


"John's helped Talsa cook a few times at
Xander's," Phil agreed.  "He loves to cook and Melissa loves to
organize.  Xander was having her help shelve the library since someone had done
it in Library of Congress order on him and he hates it."


 


Melissa grinned.  "Books go in alphabetical order by
author sorted by subject."


 


"That's right, they do," Phil agreed with a smile.


 


The headmistress looked at him.  "She has access to a
large library?"


 


"Alexander has a fairly large one at the temple."


 


"A religious library then," she said dryly.


 


"No, his is mostly science fiction and fantasy with a
lot of paranormal and other problems.  Then again, he is Alexander."


 


"That is a myth, sir," she said firmly.  Phil let
his godhood out and she swallowed.  "What are you?"


 


"God over heros."  He smiled.  "His mate
actually."  He looked at the kids, drawing it back in.  "You two are
coming with us Sunday, right?"  They grinned and nodded.  "Good.  You
can use the smaller sections of the training areas to climb on.  You need the
exercise."


 


"We make them do yoga," the headmistress said.


 


Phil looked at her.  "How do you do that since John
still falls over due to an ear problem?"  She gasped.  "We've had
problems for years with his left ear."


 


"He gets botox shots in it to help with the
vertigo," Tara said, patting him on the arm.  "It's helped a lot. 
Though I like yoga, I'd rather they had more playing energetically time.  They
need to run around again."


 


"If we could get the old building rehabbed, we could
move back so they could have the gym," Maria said.  "Phil, can you
ask Stark?"


 


"I will."  He looked at his son, who grinned at
him.  He smirked back.  "You and your sister can chase Thor's goats around
for a few hours.  They've missed you like the war dogs have."  John beamed
and nodded.  "You're a good boy."


 


"Most of the time," Tara said.  "He got his
first swat the other day for trying to lunge in the parking lot to pet a pretty
car that was moving."  She sighed, looking at him.  "He did not want
to listen."


 


"He was bad," Melissa agreed.  "Not touch
moving cars," she said at her brother's pout.  "You make mommy sad
and she'll have to cry."  He shuddered and whimpered some.


 


Tara looked at her.  "That's my job.  Quit making your
brother feel bad."


 


"Yes, Mommy."


 


"You physically punish?" the headmistress asked.


 


"For life threatening problems, yes.  He was going to
get hit by a car.  That deserves more than a time out and more than a
grounding.  The same as he doesn't play with the guns because he knows better. 
If he tried to, he'd get a single one for that.  I'm *well* aware of the
difference between abuse and a single swat on the butt for doing something that
could get him killed."


 


"We agreed, that's a reasonable time for that,"
Phil said simply.  He looked at his son.  "You're not going to do that
again, right?"  He shook his head.  "Good."  He smiled at the
headmistress.  "He's been stood in the corner many times in his life.  He's
had a lot of groundings too.  Both of them have.  We have firm fencelines of
expected behavior and whenever they try to go through them they're gently
punished and corrected.  However, my son has little sense at times.  Petting a
moving car would be dangerous and too big for grounding or anything else like
that."


 


"It's pretty much adopted pack wide," Tara
agreed.  "Though I've seen Xander kick one of the trainees in the butt for
doing something stupid."


 


"The SHIELD trainees are adults and should know better
by then," Phil said dryly.  "Some don't."  He smiled at Maria. 
"Fury told one the other day he was going to shoot him for being an
incompetent moron that had made a problem worse."


 


"Was he the one that nagged the pregnant agent trying
to hide her morning sickness into crying?  Or the one that tried to jump on a
retreating car and landed on top of an injured civilian because he thought he
was in an action movie?"


 


"Same trainee."


 


"Ah.  Well, yes, he should probably be put out of my
misery too then."  Phil smirked.  "He's passing?"


 


"He's second highest in the class."


 


"Then perhaps I'll wing him in the leg."


 


"I have the feeling he'll have the same sort of luck
that Barton used to in the field.  He just needs common sense."


 


"Then give him a mentor so Barton can beat common sense
into him before he gets more agents killed."


 


Melissa poked him.  "Common sense isn't a virus you can
get a shot to get.  Mommy said so when she told Brother he needed some."


 


"I did, yes," Tara agreed dryly.  "That would
have been after the car thing."


 


"Even if there was, most people who needed it would
still complain about it being a vaccine," Phil quipped.  Tara laughed and
nodded.


 


"I don't think that the children are fitting in well
here," the headmistress said.


 


Tara looked at her.  "They do well enough.  I have very
few complaints outside of the gender stereotyping.  The kids have made decent
enough friends."


 


"Your religious preference really isn't acceptable to
the other parents.  A few have complained that they call on the goddess."


 


"And yet, your handbook of rules states that you do not
discriminate on the basis of religion," Tara said bluntly, staring at her.


 


"They could probably pass the tests now," she said
stiffly.


 


"They can't pass the math part and John's ear held him
back on the physical at the time."


 


"I still think a less structured placement would work
for them."


 


"Then please write the school board since they sent
them here," Tara said dryly.  "They said you were a good school.  I
think some of your teachers are good.  Though I do have problems with my son's
teacher because of his 'all boys are macho' BS attitude."


 


"Some kids are artistic," Phil agreed.


 


"Yes, but we don't encourage gay behavior here,"
the headmistress said.


 


"There's many artists that aren't gay," Phil said
dryly.  "Though that stereotype could have just put you in a
lawsuit."  She flinched.  He gave her his most evil smirk.  "That may
depend on if the city's school board does something to you or not."


 


Mr. Chapman cleared his throat.  "Please don't, Agent
Coulson.  There's already over five hundred too few preschool spots in the
city.  It's forcing the private ones to admit more kids."


 


"Which yours will now be," the headmistress said. 
"You have a great day."


 


Tara smirked back.  "You as well.  Though, we really
are going to have to talk to the other parents about the Nazi insignia behind
your desk."  She looked then gaped at Tara.  She smiled.  "I was a
history major in college."  She stood up.  "C'mon, guys, let's go. 
We need to see the school board."  She walked the stroller out.  "Mr.
Chapman, you've been excellent to my children, thank you."  She shook his
hand with a smile.  "I hope they can turn this into a really good
preschool." 


 


Maria and Phil did the same thing and walked out together. 
The placement board over preschools wasn't happy to see them but they only
sighed at the complaints.  There weren't any open placement spots for non-paid
preschool left.  They did take the complaints, including the one that the
headmistress had complained about a single swat for trying to run at a moving
car by her son.  They said they'd investigate and gave them ideas of where to
look at private preschools.  A lot of parents were switching at the moment due
to problems with the school they were sent to.


 


***


 


Phil and Maria walked papers into Fury's office.  "We
need time off to visit preschools," he said.


 


"That bad?" Fury asked, signing off on them and
handing them back.


 


"The headmistress complained that we wanted John to
learn how to cook if his sister was," Maria said.  "She complained
that Tara had to spank him once for something dangerous.  Called a social
worker on her and when it got explained and Phil showed her what had happened
during the meeting she closed the file and put in a complaint against her
because this wasn't the first time she'd used social services as a punishment
for parents that weren't her sort."


 


"She decided John was gay because he's a bit artistic,
no matter how many times he's flirted with Pepper and other women," Phil
added.


 


Fury shook his head.  "The city's a mess for
schooling."  They nodded.  "Good luck."


 


"Thank you, sir."  They left to take the forms to
HR, then head home to talk about school funds and how to handle it.  Phil
popped in on Stark to ask him for his list.  "Where did you look at for
Callia's education?"


 


"Honestly, I didn't," he said, turning around to
look at him.  "She's too vulnerable with her health issues, plus the whole
kidnaping possibility.  I wasn't planning on letting her out until high school
and that might not be for a while even though she's nearly there.  Why?  The
kids need a list?"


 


"For preschool.  Tara has them accepted into a good day
school next year.  This preschool thing was a problem since she went through
the public system.  They were trying to teach John lessons like he's some macho
cowboy wannabe.  The headmistress said he was going to be gay."


 


Tony snickered.  "Your son flirts with every single
woman he can find pretty enough, which is most of them if they have breasts.  He's
worse at it than Chris is."


 


"He is," he agreed.  "We have no idea where
to send them.  They had gender segregation there."


 


Tony shook his head.  "It won't turn your daughter any
less tough."


 


"They were about to teach the girls how to cook."


 


"Ah.  Well, your daughter hates the kitchen so I doubt
that would've went over well."


 


"Which might've gotten her held back," he said
dryly.  "I asked.  They said they could've held her back for not liking to
do girly things."


 


"Great!" he said dryly.  "Hell no that
wouldn't hold water.  You'd sue."


 


"I would.  Tara's threatening the last preschool.  Does
Pepper have a list?"  He shook his head.  "I guess we'll get the
handbook out.  Thanks, Stark."  He left, going back there.  "They
didn't even consider it."


 


"They'd have to have a very secure school to even be on
the radar for Stark's kids," Maria said.  "Then have a great, open
educational system.  I can agree with the security needs."


 


"Which automatically adds at least five grand to the
tuition," Tara said.  She looked at the rankings she had saved out of the
papers and looked at a few.  "There's almost nothing nearby that's not
crap."


 


They settled in to go over it.  Phil sent an email to Stark
about the Avengers building.  He got back 'the mayor won't approve of it
because it'll draw problems to that neighborhood'.  He showed it to Tara, who
rolled her eyes.


 


"We can move," Tara offered.  "This area has
better schools.  It's a bit closer to their future school but on the other
side."


 


Xander appeared with a carpet bag, pouring it out. 
"Melissa, can you please sort those for me?"  She grinned and settled
in to do that with her brother.  The younger set cooed and cheered them on.  He
flopped down.  "We can sell some of it to pay for education stuff." 
Phil smiled at him.  Xander bumped shoulders with him.  "It's important to
their futures."


 


"Thank you," Tara said with a smile.  "We'll
find some way to pay you back, Xander."


 


He stared at her.  "You are still like my sister and
they are my stepchildren," he said firmly.  "Don't even think about
it unless you win the lottery."  She smiled and ducked her head.  Maria
smiled too.  He looked and pointed.  "I know someone who went there.  One
of the agents was complaining about it having fallen down because his brother
wasn't doing near as much homework as he used to.  Called it a fairy hippy
place now."


 


"I wouldn't mind if they were," Tara admitted. 
"As long as they had a decent education system."  Xander shrugged, he
hadn't asked.  "That's fine.  We can look there."  She added that to
her list.  They had a preschool option.   The short list was  pretty long but
they had a few days to narrow it down.


 


***


 


Xander walked the bag of stuff that Phil had decided was
hideously ugly into the demonic pawn shop.  He grinned.  The owner moaned. 
"Found it when I let out Nyama."  He put the bag on the counter. 
"Phil's twins need a school fund."


 


"It came from a dragon's hoard?" he demanded.


 


"Yeah.  I claimed the bounty on myself.  Then again, I
could've let her out anytime since I'm the one that talked her into going in
there."


 


"That was some god, Harris."  Xander let out his
radiance and the pawn shop owner blinked a few times.  "What the hell ate
you?  I clearly lost my bet on it being a vampire."


 


Xander laughed.  "You didn't realize I'm also
Alexander, son of Loki?  God Protectorate of Humanity?"  The demon
whined.  He laughed.  "Yeah.  But anyway," he said, pulling it back
in.  "Phil's twins need a school fund.  Their public preschool hated them
and kicked them out for parents who had *ideas* and *thinking*."


 


"I've seen a few of those.  Some of the public schools
here in the city might as well be sewers."  He looked in the bag then at
him.  "Why these?"


 


"Phil didn't like them."  He held up two things
from his pocket.  "Melissa thought they weren't pretty enough for her
mommy Tara."


 


He took them to look over.  "Better.  The rest I can
give you gold salvage weight."  Xander pulled out something to hold up. 
"That's a magical artifact.  That'll have to go to auction."  Xander
created a portal and held up the artifact.  They took it to look over and
offered it to their client.  Who snatched it up and paid them in gold bars,
which Xander handed to the pawn shop demon after closing the portal. 
"Okay, that works too."  He gave him weight value on those.  It'd
bankrupt him but the gold bars were precious and would bring huge profits when
he sold them.  


 


Xander walked out happier and he called someone he knew on
the west coast.  "Harris is a God?" he demanded quietly, glancing around. 
"Yeah, just saw him!  Something about son of Loki.... protector of
humanity....  Oh, shit, that's him?" he demanded, standing up.  "I
never connected those two.  So he's Coulson's mate.  Huh.  Interesting.  Though
the 'son of Loki' part seems to fit him very well with as much chaos as he's
caused.  By the way, he just sold a magical artifact for gold bars.  Yup, so I
have five available."  He hung up and thumped his fin on the table a few
times.  It was good luck to thump his fin.  Even when it did give him watery
eyes and the sniffles.


 


***


 


Phil found a preschool that wasn't on the list.  It was well
rated.  It was creepy looking.  It was non-religious.  It was very creepy
looking.  It had high scores, wouldn't mind John clinging to his sister or calling
out for the Goddess, but it was fairly creepy looking.  He called Tara and
Maria to join him.  They got there with the twins, Dawn was off today to
babysit, and stared at the school.


 


"I want to start humming a tv theme song," Tara
said.  Phil handed over the information.  "Okay, still...."


 


He looked at her.  "I pre-interviewed and they were
pleasant.  Even if it does look like a very old gothic castle in
miniature."


 


John blinked then at his sister.  "Ooh?"


 


She nodded.  "Ooh."  They hurried up the stairs,
making their parents chase them.  The growling thing overtop of the doorway got
a smile and a wave.  "Hi!" she chirped.  "Not a war puppy?"


 


It stared down at them then at the humans.  "This is
mostly a school for demons, Humans."


 


Tara smiled.  "I'm Tara Maclay."


 


"Enter and be recognized then.  You have status and
needs."  They walked in together.  Phil gave him a pointed look.  "I
would never talk to a god.  It is above my rank."


 


"That's fine.  They're my twins."  He smiled as he
walked inside.  "Headmistress."


 


"Agent Coulson."  She smiled at the twins hugging
her.  "You two are adorable."


 


"They're my twins with Tara before I got
appointed."


 


She nodded.  "I've heard rumors of the twins within the
community."


 


"There's not a prophecy, right?" Tara asked.


 


"No, dear.  Not in the least."  She walked them
back to her office to talk to the parents.  They were delightfully honest and
the kids were already cheering.  It was relatively close to the house too so
they could easily get there every morning.  It was a good hike, about ten
blocks, but they could do that.  The kids would get used to it.  Tara didn't
care that it was mostly demons and half demons, plus a few other human magic
users.  The kids were open minded and having funny looking friends was great to
them.  


 


They even had a daycare for the younger set if she wanted
and needed to drop them off for a day of doing important witch things.  Maria
was hesitant but the kids went to visit the classrooms and they adored the kids
in there.  The teachers were a breed of nanny demon who could block magic if
necessary.  They would be accepted by their next school.  Tuition was cheap.  


 


This was their preschool.


 


Even if it was a bit creepy looking.


 


***


 


Dawn opened up the fancy looking envelope, expecting an
invitation.  The one she saw was not what she was expecting though.  She sent a
cautious thought at Natasha since she wasn't sure if she was busy or not.  No,
she was busy.  Clint's mind was blank because he was focused on a target.  She
walked it in to talk to Pepper.  Who blinked at it then at her.  "That was
my feeling but they're busy right now."


 


"The 'we'll protect your identity' part is nice,"
Pepper decided.  "Though it's a bit weird."


 


"I suggested masks somehow."  She shrugged when
Pepper stared at her.  "I was pregnant."


 


"Oh, then.  Well...."  She sighed.  "Stark
probably wouldn't if he couldn't be told to be himself."


 


"Steve would blush himself to death," Dawn agreed.


 


"Over?" Steve asked from the doorway.  Dawn handed
over the invitation.  He stared at it.  "We're not really that sort of
dream team," he said dryly.


 


She smiled back.  "Totally without showing who you
are."


 


He nodded.  "Some of them might need the extra
cash."  He handed it back.  "Ask Bucky and Clint?"


 


"Busy."


 


"Bucky's not."


 


"Sure."  She gathered a few things she needed to
deliver over there anyway and headed to the other tower through the walkway. 
There were always reporters outside these days.  She swiped her card to get
into the Avengers area and walked in.  Bucky was sitting staring at his hands. 
She dropped the card printed side down on his hands.  He gave her a dirty look
but she had walked off to deliver things to the various businesses.  They had
to redo leases soon.


 


Bucky flipped the card over and burst out laughing. 
"That's not really what I'd expect from Stark's assistant," he said,
shaking his head.  Steve walked in.  "Did you see this?"


 


"Yeah.  I told her to ask you.  They've done an illicit
and illegal one with some of us.  I wasn't in that one."


 


"You never really were a naked kid," Bucky said
dryly.


 


"True."  He grinned.  "They said they'd
protect your identity."


 


"I'd be rather noticeable with my arm, Steve."


 


He shrugged.  "Maybe long gloves?"


 


"Women wear those."


 


"No, as I accidentally found out, there's guys that do
for some kinky things.  I really need to quit googling things that I'm
wondering about and just ask."  He sat down next to him.  "It'd be a
bit of pocket change."


 


"Yeah, maybe."  He looked at it then at his
buddy.  His best friend since childhood.  Who had just suggested he get naked
and pose for drooling women.  "I have way too many scars."


 


"There's ways to cover those.  Dawn does with some
makeup stuff.  She can even do bruises."


 


Dawn walked back in with a bloody nose, heading for the
changing area to get some towels.  "It's nothing," she said at the
dual stares when she came out.


 


"The black eye too?" Steve quipped.


 


She nodded.  "Yup."  She walked off.


 


Tony walked past her on the walkway.  "Security threw
out the woman who hit you because you had Natasha and she didn't."


 


"Thanks," she quipped.  "They want to do the
heros calendar with masks."


 


"Uh-huh.  Not my thing."  He walked in there. 
"Someone wanted Natasha, she was jealous that Dawn had her."


 


"Nothing poisoned, right?" Bucky asked.


 


"No, nothing poisoned.  Just a pissed off teenage girl
who thinks she's *special*."


 


"I've seen some of those on tv," Bucky
complained.  "Steve was right, we lost a few of them in the war."


 


Steve nodded.  "They'll expect Callia to party like her
father used to."


 


Tony nodded.  "And Grandfather used to and
great-grandfather used to," he said dryly, putting his hands in his
pockets.  JARVIS cleared his throat.  "What's wrong?"


 


"Your daughter was doing her plant science lesson of
taking pictures of various plants and their bugs in the atrium when that same
delusional young woman stomped up to her.  She complained that Callia would
never have a good social position and never get a good boyfriend because of
it.  Your daughter very wisely said that if that's all that mattered in her
life, she was pathetic because Callia had a career ahead of her doing great
things like you have, sir. "  He cleared his throat again.


 


"Who hit who?" Steve sighed.


 


"The older lady tried to slap the young miss.  Who promptly
hit her back and sent her into a cactus.  We may need some gardeners over
there, should I call in the regular ones, sir?"


 


"Please," Tony said, heading down there with
Steve, and Bucky following looking amused.  He looked at his daughter.  Then at
the young woman who was sobbing.  "Didn't I have her thrown out for trying
to start a fight with Dawn?"


 


The security team all nodded.  "She snuck back,
sir."


 


"She's still a stupid bitch because all she cares about
is a *boyfriend* and status," Callia said with a hand wave.  "If
that's all that's important to you than you might as well already be dead. 
Because, yuck, grody, all that nonsense.  Some of us have shit we have to do to
quote my aunt, and you're in the way."  She stared at her.  "I'll be
thinking of you when I get my first scientific award in a few years,
sweetheart.  Maybe by then you'll have pushed out a trophy heir you lose in the
custody dispute due to your drug habit."  Steve covered her mouth. 
"Hey!"


 


Tony stared at her.  "Having a bad day, dear?"


 


"Yes," she mumbled behind the hand.  "Dumb
bitch tried to hit me and ruined my homework.  I'll have to do it all over
again, Daddy."


 


"I think it'll be okay."  He looked at it. 
"Steve can show you how to erase that line from the pencil."  Steve
looked and nodded, sitting down with her to go over her drawing, and lack of
skills for it.  He could teach her art class.  She needed one anyway.  Tony
looked at the young woman.  "Why are you so concerned about all that when
you wanted Agent Romanoff earlier?"  The guards snickered.  "Then
again, she'd never give you society status.  She hates society events."


 


Dawn walked over looking perky.  "Okay."  She
clapped her hands, making Callia flinch.  "You, young lady, move to the
other area so they can get in here to clean it up."  She nodded, taking
Steve and Bucky with her.  "Agent Barnes, please make sure my niece is in
super special shape."  He nodded.  Dawn hauled the crying young thing up. 
"Oh, please!" she said sarcastically.  "I've had worse than that
and had Natasha tell me to suck it up.  You're not woman enough for her.  You
never will be woman enough for her."  


 


She stared at her.  "And if this is like your
livejournal page stated and a planned suicide by stupidity, you've already
lost.  We'd only kill you if we needed to."  She handed her to the
security team.  "She gets arrested.  JARVIS printed that page at the
security desk, guys."  They nodded, walking her off.  She looked at the
mess.  "Isn't that a rare cactus?"


 


"I know nothing about that," Tony said.  "I
let people tell me what they are and how good they're doing."  He looked
at her.  "She was?"  Dawn called up the girl's livejournal page and
he read it, grimacing.  "I agree with my daughter.  She's a dumb bitch that
needs help."  He handed it back.  The gardeners who took care of the
atrium came in and moaned.  "Tried to hit my daughter so Callia punched
her.  Sorry, people."


 


"We can probably save the cactus and the nightshade
next to it, sir."  They got out of the way.


 


Tony walked over to talk to the officers responding about
her getting help and yes his daughter was going to press charges.  The young
woman tried to get free but Tony grabbed her by the hair when she reached for
an officer's gun and handed her back.  "We're not going to do it for you. 
If you want to die that much, do it yourself."  He walked off.  
"We're also going to be filing for compensation for the destruction of the
garden area."


 


"That's not our job, sir," one officer said with a
smile.  "You have lawyers for that probably."  He walked the young
woman off.  She'd have to spend a few minutes in the ER getting some cactus
spines removed from her back but that was fine too. Gave them a break from
patrol and let them have lunch while they did the reports.  The DA was not going
to be happy about this.


 


***


 


Clint and Natasha got called in for their updated personal
identifying marks file update.  They both showed up together.  The doctors in
there smiled.  "Agent Romanoff, there's a female nurse who'll be in with
us so you don't have to feel uncomfortable."


 


"Outside of one mole on my back, I don't really have
any.  That has not changed."


 


"We had to scrap the old one and start over
completely.  It was simpler than updating it would be."  Clint snickered. 
"Agent Barton, I know you have some tattoos."  He nodded.  "Any
present bruising we'll have to disclude on either of you?"  They shook
their heads.  "Excellent."


 


"How do we know these won't be hacked for another
calendar?" Clint asked.


 


"We now have a lot better security.  When they upgraded
all the systems, ours got the standard and then some additional security
work."  The doctor smiled.  "We heard that they had done that to you
two.  We're sorry."


 


Clint shrugged, taking off his shirt.  "It happens when
they stalk you that way."  The nurse handed over the camera.  He took a
full chest shot then a picture of each tattoo.  "I've got one on my hip
and one noticeable scar on my thigh."  He dropped his pants, smirking at
Natasha's open stare.  "Not like you haven't played with them."


 


"Dawn was thinking about coloring that one on your
thigh in with a permanent marker.  She said it's faded."


 


"It is."  He let them do a lower body shot and
then take a picture of those two things.  Another scar got a picture.


 


"There we go, Agent Barton.  Agent Romanoff?"  She
stripped off her shirt and undid her bra strap.  "Thank you."  He
took the pictures quickly.  "No other large scars?"


 


She considered it.  "I'm in no mood to pose lewdly so
you can get the one on my inner thigh."  The doctor blushed and nodded,
making note that she had one.  Clint took the camera and her into the bathroom
to get a shot of it.  And to tease her a bit.  When he came out a few minutes
later the nurse was blushing since Natasha had moaned.  Natasha came out doing back
up her shirt.  "Thank you, Agent Barton."


 


"Welcome, Agent Romanoff," he said with an evil
smirk.  "You remember it's your turn to make dinner, right?"


 


"I know.  I'm hoping I can trade with Dawn."  She
looked at the staff.  "Anything else?"


 


"No, ma'am," the doctor said with a smile. 
"Unless you need travel vaccinations?"


 


"No, I got those recently.  Thank you anyway." 
They walked out together.  "Are you going to get those recolored?"


 


"Maybe.  Not sure yet."  They passed by Coulson. 
"They're making it painless."


 


"As long as this one doesn't send me to Psych," he
said dryly.  He walked in.  "We'll need to draw a curtain.  I'll have to
get fairly explicitly naked as one's on my hip."


 


"Of course.  Do you want a second person in here for
your modesty and protection, Agent Coulson?"


 


"No, I know you won't pounce."  He stripped
carefully out of his suit down to his boxers.  He let him do the upper chest
one.


 


"That bruise?"


 


"My mate put it there.  It's permanent."


 


"A bruise?"


 


"A marking."


 


"That's wonderful.  I'm told he's Asgardian and that's
probably something that warriors do so they can find their mate even in the
middle of a battle."  Phil smirked slightly.  "I heard about the last
one, Agent Coulson.  I don't care what you two get up to unless I have to treat
whip or handcuff marks."


 


"No, that is not our style."  He stepped out of
his boxers, letting him get the one on his hip and the few other scars. 
Including the long one down his cock.


 


"Surgery?" he guessed.


 


"Knife fight in a bar with a target."


 


"Ow."  Phil nodded.  "Any others on your
backside?"  Phil turned, letting him get the scars back there.  "All
done, Agent Coulson.  Get redressed.  I'll need to upload these and ask if you
need any travel vaccines or anything."


 


"I'm not sure if they'd work on me," he admitted. 
"They used to but my status has ...changed."  He slid back into his
undershirt and boxers then all the way up from there until he was doing up his
tie.  He looked at the staring doctor.  "They made me immortal so my mate
would not be left alone.  They did that before they told us we were getting
married."


 


"That's really weird.  I didn't think Gods would go for
arranged marriages.  Huh."  He added that to his file.  "We can take
some blood to see if they'll actively harm you."  Phil let him do that
from his wrist.  "I'll let you know what I find out.  Any other
needs?"


 


"Not at the moment.  Thank you.  Oh, whatever the
Director says about the one on his thigh, it was from a war dog puppy that
mistook him as someone hostile."  He left, walking off happier.


 


"I'll ask him about that when I do his."  He
uploaded those files and made sure they were all locked down before sending out
the next batch of appointments.  He decided to add the director into that one
so he wouldn't forget that.  Fury came in first, already grimacing.  "It's
not a long process, Director.  Simply a few photos."  He pulled the
curtain.  "I can call in a male nurse if you want a bit of security."


 


"I'd beat your ass if you tried to jump me," Fury
assured him dryly.  He took off his leather jacket and then his shirt, letting
him take a picture of his two tattoos.  The scars got more looked at and a bit
of better lighting since some of them were now faint.  Fury groaned but undid
his pants so they could fall.


 


"Agent Coulson said that was the result of a war
dog?" he asked, taking a picture of it.


 


"I should've skinned that mutt but it was a bad
day," he said sarcastically.  "Done?"


 


"Yup," he said, handing the camera to his nurse so
she could upload them.  "Any vaccinations needed, Director?  They've
updated the travel ones."


 


"No.  Thankfully no one asks me for any."


 


"You've had your Hepatitis ones?"


 


"There is?"  The doctor nodded, looking at the
medical records.  He made a list and Fury nearly got sick.  "Why so
many?"


 


"This one is to prevent shingles, which comes in people
who have had chicken pox.  There's a whooping cough epidemic in a few areas so
they're recommended.  By agency policy you have to have these," he said
with a point.  "We can do them next week."


 


"I'll try," he said dryly, walking off once he had
his clothes back on.  He passed by Joyce.  "Your turn?"


 


"Probably."  She walked in and smiled at the
doctor.  "I don't know why I need one."


 


"In case something tragic happens and they bomb the
building," the nurse said, smiling at her.  "I know you have a few
marks, Joyce."


 


"Yes, but thankfully the surgical scars are hidden
under my hair."  The doctor looked at her.  "I had two bouts of brain
cancer."


 


"Oh, dear.  How long have you been in remission?"


 


"Three years now," she said with a smile. 
"Full remission.  Still doing checks though."


 


"That's fine.  I can have a nurse sit in with us, Mrs.
Banner."


 


"Fine.  If you must."  The curtain was closed and
she took off her blouse, letting them take pictures of the little stars to
denote where radiation was focused on her neck and the scars on her arms from
the PIC line and other IV's.  He looked at her hair, taking a picture of one
scar that could be seen.  She shivered when he touched it.  "Still a bit sensitive."


 


"I understand that fully."  He handed the camera
off.  "I'm sure your regular doctor is making sure your vaccines are up to
date?"  She nodded, putting back on her shirt.  "Any other scars to
note?"


 


"I have that one on my lower back."


 


"I got that one.  Claw?"  Joyce nodded with a
grimace.  "Have your doctor call us if he's having problems scheduling
your scans and we'll see if we can work you in here."  He patted her on
the hand.  "Tell your spouse he has to get one as well.  He's been avoiding
it for two days."  She texted him and got him up there.  She smiled and
kissed him on the cheek.  "Dr. Banner."


 


"Must I?"


 


"Yes.  In case something tragic happens so we can
identify you.  Unfortunately it's a risk, even with your special other half protecting
you."


 


"Fine."  He took off his shirt.  "I don't
have many scars."  Joyce ran a hand over his bicep, making him shiver and
smile at her.  "You're being distracting."


 


"I am."  She grinned.  "You're making
dinner."


 


"I'll order.  Thai?"


 


"Spaghetti and you cook tomorrow night?"


 


He smiled.  "I can make something less spicy for you,
Joyce."  She kissed him then walked off.  The doctor had gotten all his
pictures done while he was distracted.  "That went better than my last
exam."


 


The doctor smiled.  "I do need to ask if you need any
vaccines."


 


"We have no idea if they'd work, much less if they'd
cause harm.  I'll look into that this week sometime."  He put back on his
shirt.  "Are we done?"


 


"We are, Dr. Banner.  Thank you and have a good dinner
with her.  She's a charming woman."  Bruce smirked as he walked out.  The
Dr. looked at his nurse.  "How many do we have left?"


 


"We've done all the ones in the building and most of
the ones that roam.  We have to do the other Avengers members.  We have to do Summers. 
We have to do the auxiliary offices."


 


"Call the other Avengers in to do theirs today or
tomorrow."  She sent those notices out.  "Don't forget Summers. 
She's in the database files."  She nodded, adding her.


 


***


 


Dawn looked at her email.  "Pepper, SHIELD's doing the
updated identifying marks files."


 


"You're both adjunct members.  No," Pepper said. 
"It's not safe."


 


Dawn wrote that back and then to her mother to tell her
Pepper said they couldn't.  It was against Stark policy.  Then she got back to
work.  Pepper's phone rang and Dawn snickered since that was the SHIELD
ringtone.


 


Pepper huffed.  "He said that you both have to do
it."


 


"I can refuse.  I'm not paid by SHIELD," Dawn
said, looking back at her.


 


"It's got a good reason.  Do you have any identifying
scars?"


 


"Three."  She smiled.  "I'm wondering if they
caught the tattoo that Clint has hidden."  She sent a text at Tony to tell
him.


 


"Hell.  No," her phone said a minute later. 
"We are not paid by SHIELD.  We are not members of SHIELD.  SHIELD has no
need to see my scars, my chest, or anything else.  But I'll tell Cap and
Bucky."  He hung up.


 


Dawn smiled and sent that back to her mother.  She did say
she could tell them she had three identifying marks.  One on her shoulder, one
on her inner thigh and the one on her neck.  Also that it should be pretty
obvious who Stark was with the hole in his chest that glowed from the energy
creation unit in it.  She got back to work.


 


Steve walked past her desk.  "Director Fury
said...." he started.


 


She smiled.  "They don't pay me, Captain Rogers.  They
never have."  He grimaced.  "Nor do they need to see my inner thigh. 
Thanks though."  She grinned.  "I told them where they were so they
could input them, that should be enough.  They also aren't getting dental
records, which they've asked for, or anything else.  Even with the newly
upgraded security there's morons out there who want my files more than anyone
else's."


 


"Good point I guess.  Let me take Bucky over there. 
Clint and Natasha?"


 


"Did theirs."


 


"Thanks.  Stark?"


 


"He said no.  Though it should be obvious thanks to his
chest."  Steve nodded that was true, taking Bucky with him.  She smiled
and sent that to Stark, who sent back a 'thank you' and 'come make me coffee
please'.  "Pepper, Stark wants coffee."


 


"Make him eat too."


 


"I think he made lunch for a change."  She went
down there to do that for him.  "Pepper said to make sure you've eaten in
the last six hours."


 


He waved his fork since he was eating a salad.  "You
hid my coffee grounds on me."


 


"No I didn't."  She looked in the container. 
"You're out.  You had half a container last night."


 


He looked over.  "Really?"  She nodded, showing
him.  "JARVIS, who stole my coffee?"  He ate a bite of his salad.


 


"Your daughter.  She was using them to teach herself
how to distill things."


 


"I'll get you some tonight."  She went up to get
into her personal stash, bringing it down to make him some.  He grinned. 
"Clint's coffee stash."


 


"I'll thank him later."  She poured him the first
cup and started a second one then left him to eat.   He had clearly missed
breakfast.  "Tell her I want to know what she's doing, JARVIS."


 


"I already have, sir.  She's cleaning up after the dog,
who threw up a minute ago."


 


"Sick?"


 


"I believe he ate some grass the last time he went
out.  She'll be down in a minute."


 


"That's fine."  He put down his salad to sip his
coffee.  She ran in a few minutes later and jumped up into his lap to hug him. 
She moaned and grabbed his salad to inhale.  "You have to not follow me in
that bad habit," he told her.  She looked up at him while she chewed. 
"If you have to set an alarm so you remember to eat, so be it.  You're
still growing and you could end up stunted or something."


 


"I'll set an alarm, Daddy.  Every five hours?" 
She finished his salad and drank the dressing from the bowl.


 


He put her on her feet.  "We'll hit the caf."  He
took her down there to talk to her about what she had been doing all day.  He
hadn't paid attention to her yet today.  Liz ran in squealing and headed right
for the cookie tray.  "Liz?"  He waved his cookie.  She ran over to
pounce him and steal it with a grin then ran off.  "Does your mother know
you're wandering?"


 


"Probably not," Callia admitted.  "JARVIS,
does Beya have Chris?"


 


"Andrew has Chris.  They lost Liz for a few minutes but
Jonathan just intercepted her," the AI said dryly.


 


"Great," Tony agreed.  They went back to going
over what she was doing.  Distilling was coven work and the rest was not making
her happy but she was trudging through it at an acceptable rate.


 


Maria Hill walked in and sighed.  "Mr. Stark, even as
an unpaid adjunct member, we have to have the identifying marks file or you
won't be allowed back in the building." 


 


"Sure, I can not show up," he said with a smile. 
"No way in hell.  I have marks that I don't want anyone to see.  I don't
want anyone taking a picture of the arc reactor, and there's been plenty noted
on Dawn as well.  So no."   He smiled.  "Nicky can blow me."


 


"Daddy, you told me saying that was rude," Callia
said.


 


"Yeah, it is."  He grinned and nibbled on a
cookie, looking at Maria.  "Anything else, Agent Hill?"


 


"Director Fury said I was to use force or coercion if I
had to."


 


"You can try if you want.  My daughter will applaud
when I kick you around."  He ate another bite of cookie.


 


Dawn walked in with Clint.  "No!  Hell no!  He doesn't
need to know and the other two I keep hidden so not everyone knows they're
there.  They're in my file here and if it was that critical to identifying my
dead body they can call the Stark infirmary and get it."  She got some
juice and took a kiss, smiling at him.  "Did it capture your hidden
one?"  She strolled off.  "Beyond that, I still have a few faintly
showing in henna from the last rite I had to help with.  They're not staying."


 


Clint shrugged at his senior agent and grinned. 
"Nope.  Sorry."  He looked at Callia.  "You've lost
weight."


 


"I noticed," Tony said.  "Got it handled,
Barton."


 


"Okay.  Want me to find her an alarm?"


 


"She has a program on her tablets and her laptop,"
he said.


 


"Do you?" Clint asked.  "Because you've
dropped at least ten pounds again.  You're looking like an addict."


 


Tony rolled his eyes and waved the last of his cookie before
eating it.  "I'm an adult.  I'll deal with it."


 


"Thanks.  Dawn would cry if she had to start
teleporting food into your stomach so you didn't get sick."  He left.


 


Maria Hill huffed.  "We really must insist, Mr.
Stark."


 


"Like Dawn, mine's here in the infirmary and it's
needed for something tragic, it can be sent over.  That's not getting out.  The
same as the rest of our medical files aren't.  There's a reason I erased mine
and hers.  Mostly due to the idiots that have happened in the past."  He
stared at her.  She gave a tiny shudder of understanding.  "Thank you for
your visit today."


 


"I'll let him know that."  She left.  The director
was not going to be happy.  She walked into his office when she got back. 
"They have ones at Stark and their files here have been erased due to the
past idiot Dawn wanters."


 


Fury flinched and grimaced.  "I forgot about
them."  He looked up at her.  "Their infirmary has a good one?"


 


"More than enough probably, sir.  Stark's pretty
identifiable due to the arc reactor.  Summers says she only has three scars and
she routinely hides two."


 


"Fine."  He waved a hand.  "Put that note
into their files."  She nodded, texting that to Medical so they could do
that.  Fury went back to his paperwork from hell.  "Summers, this one's
not complete."


 


She looked in.  "That was passed on from Maria,
Director, and the agent that had been doing it died recently from being hit by
a drunk driver."


 


"Oh.  I didn't realize."  He looked at the
others.  "From his desk?"  She nodded.  "Hill saw them?"


 


"Yes, sir."


 


"Fine."  She went back to work. "Hill?" 
She came in.  "No one could finish these?"


 


"Those were mostly solo assignments.  We have what we
could and I turned his notes into what little I could fill in, sir."


 


"Fine.  Make a note in his file about that in case it
intersects any other agents' reports."


 


"I already have."  She went back to her desk.


 


***


 


Dawn sat her son on the kitchen table at home and looked at
him.  He was happy.  "What do you want for your first holiday season,
son?  I have no idea what to get you since you hate every single toy I've ever
bought you."  He was still smiling.  "I know, you like me sometimes. 
If I could stay home and be your toy, I would."  She cuddled him. 
"We'll need stuff for you to crawl over."  She put her tablet on the
table, letting him help by patting it.  "Let's see, baby toys for a
year-old-guy."  She pulled up a toy site and selected by age.  Then by
'boy'.  "Let's see.  I see a lot of walkers."  She looked at him. 
"You'll do that on your own."  She looked again.  "I see some
activity centers, including on the walkers."  


 


She made a note of that.  Her mom had asked for a possible
list.  "I see Baby Einstein stuff," she said with a grin for him. 
"Want to learn stuff and be really smart like Uncle Tony and
Callia?"  He squealed and threw up his hands, beaming at her.  Then he
went back to sucking on his finger.  "You have not a clue what I'm talking
about, do you?"  She shrugged.  "How about we put on the language DVD
and let you veg for a bit?  You've been stimulated today by the other
kids."  She turned it on and let him cuddle up to her on the couch.


 


Clint hated the baby language systems, mostly because he had
fallen asleep to one and woken up repeating it while their son stared in awe at
the daddy talking like the DVD.  Natasha thought he'd pick it up naturally around
them.  Dawn wasn't so sure since they only used Russian and English around the
house.  Plus, Dawn could use the brushing up on her language skills.


 


***


 


Clint walked past Joyce's desk with a file.  "Mission
report," he said when she held up a hand.  "Already finished."  


 


She took it with a smile.  "That's good, and you used
the new forms.  Thank you."


 


"Welcome, Joyce."


 


She grinned.  "When is Dawn getting the christmas list
done?"


 


"What list?"


 


"Every baby gets spoiled on their first christmas, Clint."


 


"Not all of us," he said dryly, putting his hands
in his pockets and shifting his weight some.  "I guess he'll get some
toys."


 


She stared at him.  "If yours were still alive I'd kill
them for you so hard you'd beg for them to have some mercy, sweetheart." 
She stood up to kiss him on the cheek.  "Your son is getting
spoiled."  She grinned.  "What do you want to help him play
with?"


 


He shrugged.  "As long as it's not Dora or something
educational, I don't care.  I don't want to have a kid as smart as Stark.  I'd
hate feeling dumb next to my kid."


 


"I did that many times, even next to Buffy.  It's a
natural thing and then you sigh and ground them for something stupid."  He
snorted, grinning some.  "So no Baby Einstein?"


 


"No.  Please no.  Dawn's gotten him some kiddy language
systems.  We hate those things.  I feel stupid.  Natasha said he'll pick it up
from us, and Dawn thinks she's full of it because we don't use them at home,
only on the job.  Get him toy toys."


 


She laughed.  "At his age it's all activity centers,
walkers, and that sort of thing."


 


"I think I had a walker.  My brother said I did once. 
I guess it kept me out of the cabinets and stuff."  He shrugged slightly. 
"I know Dawn said he'd do it naturally."


 


"I'll find something then.  We can shop
together."  He relaxed and nodded that was a good idea.  "Though,
you'll probably still get some educational things from Tony or someone."


 


"That's fine."  He walked off.  "I'm going to
talk to the wife."


 


"What's happened now?" Joyce asked.


 


He rolled his eyes as he turned to face her again. 
"She's decided the baby hates her."


 


"Sometimes it seems that way.  Buffy preferred Hank for
a few weeks until she realized he hated to change her."


 


"She's not seeing it like we are."


 


"It's a motherish thing to do."


 


"As long as I don't find out the hard way," he
quipped, getting on the elevator to go to the garage level.


 


Joyce snickered.  "I can't see you using the machines,
dear."  She sat down to go over the file for completeness then put it into
the 'need signed off on' box.


 


"They make learning systems?" Maria asked.


 


Joyce smiled and nodded.  "From the pre-verbal age to
help them learn how to talk on up."


 


"Huh.  I'm glad Tara's not pushy about that."  She
shook her head.


 


"All three of them put down how smart they are,"
Joyce said blandly.  "I almost wanted to spank that out of Dawn a few
times." 


 


"Do it for the bikinis instead," Fury called from
his desk.


 


Joyce leaned in there.  "I have no problem with her
flaunting her natural gifts, Director.  I have problems with her not flaunting
her non-physical natural gifts."  She sat back up.


 


"Someone wanted to know if Dawn wanted to be a First
Lady again," Fury said, tossing out the paperwork.  "The agent kindly
told him no."


 


Joyce took it to look at, her laughter making all the agents
on the bridge area look at her.  "She'd never go for something so
disinteresting.  He couldn't keep her attention in any manner."  She put
it on top of the files to go back in there.


 


***


 


Clint came off the elevator and turned off the baby Spanish
DVD with an eye roll.  "He likes those," Dawn said.


 


"No he doesn't.  He's asleep."  She looked then
shrugged some.  He sat next to her head, letting her inch up to rest on his
leg.  "So I heard rumors that you think our genius there hates you?"


 


"He does.  He doesn't like a thing that I buy him.  He
never plays with the toys, he hates the food I picked out.  He doesn't like the
clothes, even when Natasha tries to dress him.  He hates me.  Today's he's in a
cuddly mood but otherwise he usually won't even do that."


 


"He doesn't hate you."  He looked down at her. 
"I know for a fact if he hasn't seen you in about ten hours, he'll start
refusing to eat.  Even a bottle of expressed milk. That day Nat was in the tub
with him she said he refused to take anything, even water, until he saw
you."  Dawn blinked up at him.  "I think the toys are just above his
range.  He's not a Stark and I'm not that smart."  She pinched his leg. 
"You are but I'm not."


 


"You're very bright, Clint, you just hate getting it
out of books."


 


"Fine, whatever."  She pinched him again. 
"That's going to get you spanked."


 


She looked up at him again.  "You need a vacation from
your bow that much?"


 


He grinned.  "I could yeah."  She huffed but
cuddled his thigh.  "The clothing thing is because he hates clothes."


 


"Natasha manages to get him dressed."


 


"That's because she talks him into it.  She's got that
way with guys, even tiny guys.  She's talked me into a lot of things over the
years."  He stroked through her hair again.  "The educational DVD's
can wait a year."


 


"Fine."


 


"Thank you."  It was a small victory but his son
wasn't going to be a nerd like Andrew.  He got up to toss all of those DVD's
into the stairwell.


 


"Those are expensive," Dawn complained.


 


"I know.  That's why they're in there."  He sat
down again, letting her have his thigh for a pillow again.  Philip woke up and
blinked then cooed at him.  "Hey, little man."  He patted him on the
head too.  "Cuddle the mommy."  Philip fussed until he picked him
up.  "See, that's Mommy."  Philip cuddled into his shoulder and fell
back asleep.  "Uh-huh."


 


"It's a guy thing I guess," she sighed.  She sat
up.  "I'll start worrying if our future daughter does it."  She stood
up.  "Did you get that invitation?"


 


"No, what invitation and where are you going?"


 


"To make dinner?"


 


"You're going to be dinner."  She blushed and
shook her head.  "Why not?"


 


"It'd be kinda nasty since I'm on the last day of my
period?"


 


"Oh, that reason.  Well, maybe later in the tub
then."  She kissed him and went to make him something to keep his energy
up.  He looked at their son.  "Want to lay down?"  No answer so he
got put down.  He didn't even wake up.  He loved naptime.   He came out to help
make dinner, mostly by cuddling Dawn while she stirred, but she snuggled back
into him.  "Do you want me to do that calendar?"


 


She looked up at him.  "That's totally up to you,
dear.  They said they could keep your identity a secret.  Steve handed it to
Bucky."


 


"Bucky could probably use the money."  He gave her
a squeeze.  "You sure you're not done with your cycle yet?"


 


"Nope, sorry."


 


"Shoot."  He nuzzled her throat.  "Your mom
wanted to know about the present list," he said in her ear.


 


"I just started on it today.  He needs more clothes. 
He's outgrown most of them.  I'm not sure about things like an activity center
that he can walk around or not.  A few were car shaped.  One was musical."


 


He smiled.  "That'd be good."  Natasha came off
the elevator.  "Joyce wants a present list."


 


"He only needs a few things.  He wouldn't appreciate it
this year."


 


"Not the point," Dawn said.  "The point is to
spoil him because it's his first.  The same as the tooth fairy pays more money
for the first tooth and the first day of school is so special, all that." 
She looked at her.  "All first things are considered special."


 


"I can understand that but we are not going overboard. 
He doesn't need a ton of toys."


 


"He won't get a ton of toys.  Shirts," Dawn said
dryly.  "Because he's drooling through three or four a day right
now."


 


"More teeth," Clint joked.


 


"Yeah, ow," Dawn joked back, grinning at him. 
"He might be weaned sooner if he keeps biting."


 


He shrugged.  "If that's what you want, we can do that
and help make sure that you dry up."  He kissed her neck again, making her
shiver.  "Burning it."  She stirred and took the pan off the heat. 
Natasha came over to take over while he took Dawn to tease on the couch again. 
Getting off helped with cramps and was a great thing for Dawn to have for
dinner.  Natasha rolled her eyes but smiled at their antics, going to get
Philip when he decided to be awake.  He decided to stay with her instead of
Mom.  Which made Dawn pout some more that the baby actually hated her for some
reason.


 


***


 


Dawn sat down at her desk with Philip, staring at him since
she had sat him on the desk.  "Okay, kiddo.  Let's talk."  He
fussed.  She stared at him.  "I gave birth to you, that means you have to
spend time with me, even if you do want the Daddy and other Mommy more.  Keep
it up and go on the bottle full time, little ungrateful one."  She
adjusted his shirt, making him whine.  She stared at him.  "Really?" 
He pouted.  She pulled him over to cuddle, even if he did fuss.  Pepper came
out to stare at them.  "He so hates me."


 


"He doesn't.  I get that from Chris and Liz sometimes
too."  She took him from her and Philip beamed at her, stopping the fussy
whining he had been doing.  "That's the Mommy.  She gave birth to you and
she feeds you.  You should appreciate her more."  She handed him back. 
Philip complained some more.  Dawn sighed and put him in the carrier.  That
helped.  He didn't fuss as much if he didn't realize it was her holding him. 
Pepper patted Dawn on the shoulder.  "He'll grow out of it."


 


"We hope."


 


"He will.  They all do."  She went back to her
desk with the mail Dawn held up.  She looked up when the slap of a hand hitting
the emergency alarm went through the admin area.  "Dawn?"


 


"Stay."


 


"Okay."  She called Tony.  "Was it biological
or something else?"


 


"Yup.  Not sure what it is but I'm going to beat
whoever didn't scan the mail this time."  Security teams came off the
elevator.  Dawn held up the envelope full of powder.  They nodded and called
the infirmary to come get her and the baby, which made them wince.  "He'll
be fine, but I'm going to kill one of you," Dawn assured them.  "We
didn't need this today."  They got her into a quarantine bubble and down
to the infirmary.  This was not good but the scan of the powder was even worse.


 


Tony came rushing in with Clint and Natasha behind him,
wincing at the baby on the second bed, fussing his butt off because he was
alone.  "Guys, can we get near the baby?"


 


"No," the nurse said.  "Not without a lot of
decontam gear and it frightened him."


 


"I can take getting sick," Clint said.


 


"Still no, sorry."  The nurse looked at the baby,
then at the parents.  "We're putting him into a baby incubator style bed
soon.  It'll have waldo gloves so you can touch him, Agent Barton.  Right now,
worry more about Mom, okay?  She inhaled it directly, he only got exposure
through the carrier and her shirt."  He nodded he was.  The doctors came
out after calling someone.  They pulled Clint and Natasha into the office to
talk about things.  Tony could put on a suit for the moment and pat the baby to
calm him down.


 


***


 


Dawn woke up from being sedated, finding someone staring at
her.  Not who she'd expect.  "How's my son?" she asked, sitting up
with a wince.


 


"He's fine," Fury said.  "You're not."


 


"I noticed the bubble was still up and that this is
Malibu's center instead."  She stared at him.  "Who?"


 


"No idea yet.  We're still searching."  Dawn
nodded once.  "The kid's fine.  Natasha has his fussy self upstairs. 
Barton's in the range blowing off steam."


 


"Okay, so why are you here?" she asked.


 


"I need a statement."


 


"Can't you get the security footage?"


 


"I have, we still need a statement."


 


"All I did was open the mail.  Then threaten the lives
of whichever guard didn't scan things.  The sensor in the mail room should've
hit on that much of anything that wasn't paper to have it scanned."


 


"They said it's broken."


 


"Uh-huh.  It wasn't broken last week," Dawn said.


 


"It blew a fuse, Summers.  You're a bit paranoid."


 


"I'm allowed!"


 


"You are," he agreed.  He got out of Clint's way. 
"We still need a statement, Barton."


 


"She's alive and going to watch while we happily kill
someone, sir.  Need more of one?"


 


"Fine."  He walked off to put that into the file. 
Summers was generally paranoid for a reason.


 


Clint sat next to the bubble.  "You'll be dried up by
the time you get out of there."


 


"I'm getting out of here?"


 


"Yeah.  You got a really light case, Dawn."  She
relaxed and nodded.  He grinned slightly.  "Philip will *not* quit
screaming no matter what we do."


 


"He misses me?"


 


"He does.  He won't settle down for a bath, he doesn't
want to eat.  They were about ready to put in a feeding tube until Joyce showed
up and took him over for a few hours.  That barely helped, and Callia.  And the
cat.   We've tried *everything*."  She smiled.   "So apparently he's
fussing just to be fussing at you so you talk to him more or whatever." 
He shrugged.  "It's not going great but we're upstairs in a visitors
suite."  She nodded.  "You've got at least another week in
here."


 


She looked.  "No IV?"


 


"You yanked it out earlier on them.  They'll give you
pills now that you're awake and can swallow.  The first two days they had you
sedated?  You didn't swallow."  She slid back down, flipping onto her side
to face him.  He grinned.  "It'll work.  I promise it will.  Stark's gone
icy cold and clinical.  Steve too.  Even Callia has.  She reprogrammed a few of
the attack Roombas to attack whoever did this."  He patted the bubble,
letting her touch the other side.  "Few more days, princess."


 


"I can handle that.  Visit a lot?"


 


"I can do that."  He grinned.  "We got you
the cheapy e-reader so you have something to read in there since you'll be
destroying it later."


 


She nodded.  "That figures."  She looked at her
hands.  "My ring?"


 


"Been professionally cleaned.   Necklace too.  We took off
the storage cabinet on it and we're letting the people at the gear shop clean
it for you."  She nodded, relaxing and yawning.  "You rest." 
She nodded, falling asleep again.  He leaned back, watching her sleep.  He
hated lying to her but she was in such bad health that she didn't need to know
that.  Natasha brought in Philip, who was crying again.  He took him and
pointed.  "Look, Mommy's taking a nap."  He whined and reached for
her.  "If I could, I'd bring us both in there, kiddo.  For now, all we can
do is watch."  He took the bottle and held it up.  "Baba?"  He
turned his head and fussed some more.  "You need to eat or we need to drop
a feeding tube."  He got onto the floor with his back against the bubble
so Philip could stare up at Dawn while he ate.  That seemed to help.  At least
he ate.


 


Natasha took the chair to take her turn watching over
them.   This was not a good time in their lives.


 


***


 


Dawn woke up again and blinked.  It was awfully bright.  She
groaned and pushed at the light magically, sending it flying.  "Ow,
people."


 


The nurse looked over at her.  "I take it you're
awake?"


 


"Were you trying to blind me?"


 


"It was a sun lamp so you got some vitamin D.  You were
low again."


 


Dawn shrugged.  "I don't get much playing in the sun
time these days.  Am I out of quarantine?"


 


"Barely."


 


"Where's my son?"


 


"Finally asleep.  Let him."


 


She sighed but nodded.  "The spouses with him?" 
The nurse nodded.  "What did I have?"


 


"Smallpox."  Dawn stared at her.  "This is
now week three of you being sick."  She stared back.  "You're damn
lucky."


 


"Okay, when was it that Fury was here with Clint?"


 


"That was a few days ago.  We resedated you because
your fever went up again.  Thankfully you're no longer able to pass it
on."  She took her temperature.  "Not bad."  She made notes of
that and the machines around her.  Then she looked at her again.  "They'll
be down soon.  It's the middle of the night.  Sleep."


 


"I need stuff to do."


 


"No, you don't.  You need to rest.  Before I hit you
with another sedative."  Dawn grumbled but laid back down and got
comfortable.  She wasn't asleep but she wasn't being fussy or active.  Though
she did have to scowl at the mirror being floated over.  "You won't scar. 
We made sure of it."


 


"Thanks.  Except for that huge sore on my chest?"


 


"Yes, probably.  Maybe one on your hip."  Dawn
nodded and let that go.  She could cover them.  The mirror got put back and she
yawned but stayed awake.  She checked her bonds, they were napping.  She heard
Phil and Xander's voice in her head and thought at them, and they gave her
updates on how she really was, where she was, and how things were going.  She
yawned again but said it was nice of them and she'd see them soon.  They
promised it'd be tomorrow if the nurse let her stay awake.  Dawn said to make
sure she stayed awake, even if she was dying.  They agreed and they promised
they'd tell Clint in the morning.  Dawn drifted into some meditation.  She
wasn't really tired, just physically muscle tired.


 


The nurse huffed but the doctor came in so she couldn't
sedate her again.  "She's been awake."


 


"Good!  We wanted her awake a few days ago!"
Doctor Pigalli said dryly.


 


"Then quit sedating me," Dawn said.


 


"I haven't."  Dawn pointed at the nurse. 
"You have been?"


 


"She needed to rest.  She wasn't resting."


 


"So?  We needed her awake."


 


"No more sedatives, even if I'm fucking dying,"
Dawn ordered quietly.  "I'd rather die awake, thanks."


 


The nurse huffed off.  "That's not good
procedure."


 


Dawn looked at her.  "Yay.  Patient's wishes,
dear."  She looked at her favorite doctor, who smirked back. 
"Philip?"


 


"Was not affected, only had a tiny fever from cutting
teeth.  He's fine, if cranky."  Dawn nodded.  "Your milk has dried
up.  We gave you the shot to help make sure."  Dawn nodded once.  "No
restarting it.  You'll have medicines for the next few months that he shouldn't
get."


 


"Will it affect them?"


 


"No.  Just some strong antibiotics."  Dawn
nodded.  "It's four."


 


"Damn."


 


"Though the baby's probably awake.  I'll send someone
upstairs to slide a note in."  She sent one of the guards to do that. 
They had all been really worried about Dawn.  The ones in New York were less
worried about Dawn but Steve had a talk with them about how fuses got blown and
not repaired.  Because even the medical staff had decided that was suspicious.


 


***


 


Clint looked over when the note went under the door, then
down at Nat, who he had been fooling around with to relieve both their stress. 
He got up to get it and nodded.  "She's awake." 


 


"Excellent."  She sat up.  "We should go down
there."


 


"We can do that."  He looked at Philip, who was
awake and scowling.  "Son, you look like Chris.  Are you sure you're not a
Stark?"  He picked him up, changed him, then took him down there.  Dawn
was awake.  They had blocked off the bond so she couldn't hear anything bad
from them.  He climbed up next to her with the baby, letting him rest on her
stomach.  She smiled and patted him on the back.  He finally quit fussing and
fell asleep.  "Thank you."  He kissed her.


 


"It says you're asleep."


 


"Dawn, you nearly died three times before they got you
back here," he said honestly then sighed.  "We decided not to stress
you out.  That way you wouldn't have to hear us worrying on top of the bad
fever dreams you had."


 


"Oh."  She nodded.  "Then why does it still
feel like you're asleep?"  They smiled and let the blocking go, making her
relax.  "Nat, I can shift over."


 


"No you can't.  They can take turns on your free
side," Dr. Pigalli said from the desk.


 


"Okay.  Change in an hour?" she offered with a
grin.


 


Natasha sat down on that side.  "This will work for
now."  She held her hand across Clint's body.  That let Clint cuddle her
and the baby.  


 


The nurse came in and scowled.  "The baby should not be
with her.  She's still sick!  And you should not be on the bed.  Move, now.  Or
I'm having you thrown out."  Clint pulled his gun and pointed it at her. 
"What are you doing?" she squeaked.  "You can't do that!  I'll
have you thrown out of the complex!"  She hurried off.  Clint put back the
gun and grinned, kissing Dawn on the head.  She came back with security. 
"Him!  I want him gone!  He threatened me!"


 


"Agent Barton, please don't shoot the nurse," the
guard said, staring at them.  "Even if she is a bit huffy, she's good at
what she does."


 


"Then next time she probably shouldn't start making
demands."


 


"Probably true," Doctor Pigalli said, handing the
nurse a book.  "The protocol for having those three in here due to
injuries.  If we were at home, they have an expanded bed."  She looked at
them.  "No weapons on the hospital bed unless they're concealed and can't
get in the way."


 


"Philip was helping me clean it earlier," Clint
said with a grin.  "Take a nap, Doc.  You sound exhausted."


 


"I am."


 


"When can we take her back to the one in New York?"
Natasha asked.


 


"Few more days.  Then she'll have a few days there
before she can go home."  They nodded.  She looked at the sulking nurse. 
"Yes, they're allowed on the bed on her free side.  Yes, the baby's
allowed on the bed with them because he's been crying non-stop for the last
three weeks because he missed his mom.  Read the protocol, and thank you,
security team."  She smirked and they left with a wave at Dawn, who waved
back.   "We need these guys in New York."  Dawn nodded, yawning
again.  She fell asleep on Clint's shoulder.


 


Natasha smiled and got comfortable.  "I can wait until
she wakes," she said quietly.


 


Clint grinned.  "Thanks, Nat."


 


"We will hover to protect her and the baby." 
Philip cooed in his sleep and they smiled.  It was nice he wasn't fussing.


 


***


 


Dawn was finally allowed out of the bed long enough to
shower, going to do that.  She found her hair had been trimmed and glared. 
"Is there a reason why someone did a hack job on my hair?" she
bellowed.


 


"They did?" Doc asked, coming into the bathroom. 
"Oooh, they did.  We've had it up under a cap to keep it off your
skin."  She glared out there.  Dawn huffed.  "You can get it styled
in a few days, Dawn.  It won't take that long to grow out."  She nodded,
going into the shower.  "Hold it."  She looked at a sore on her
back.  "That might infect."


 


"Can we put stuff on it to help heal it?  Or would a
healing spell help?"


 


"You're too weak to do a healing spell and we have some
great stuff to put on them."  She went to get it.  Dawn took a fast shower
and came out, letting her put on the cream for her.  The last few sores all got
some.  Dawn looked at them and grimaced.  They'd probably scar and Dawn hated
scars.  "You can have them bleached out."  Dawn shook her head and
did a healing spell, getting smacked on the head for it.  But they had all
healed.  Even the one between her toes.  Dawn was shaky and got helped back to
bed.  Thankfully, Natasha was turning it down after changing the sheets. 
"She healed all the sores."


 


"I felt."  She helped tuck her in.  "Clint's
getting you some juice and dinner."


 


Dawn smiled.  "They cut my hair."


 


"I can see that.  Whoever did it obviously just
gathered it and cut it."  She smoothed it back.  "We'll handle
it."  Clint came in with the baby and a tray.  "That was fast."


 


"I ran into one of the geeks who asked how she was.  I
asked how to get to the caf the fastest, easiest way.  There's tunnels,
Nat."


 


"I heard."  She smiled and took the tray so Dawn
could eat.  She got to curl up with Dawn, getting snuggled into while she
inhaled her dinner.  Then Philip got handed over since he was fussing.  And he
still fussed.  "She's the one you wanted for the last few weeks."


 


"I don't smell like myself," she said, patting him
on the back.  "Calm down."  He still fussed.  "Doc, is there a
way to see if he's having sensory problems?"


 


"I can try."  She took him, which made Philip
flinch and stare at her like he was horrified.  She smiled.  "I know but
yay."  She took him into the exam area with Clint to see things.  "He
can hear, he's just not listening."  He followed her finger like he should
at his age.  The sniff test came back off.  "Cold?"


 


"Could be.  He's been hyper fussy about things,"
Clint said.


 


"We can check."  She got a nasal sucker and tried
to get some out.  "No snot."


 


"So... sinus pressure?"


 


"Probably."  She gave him something for that,
making Philip grimace and lick his lips to get the nastiness out.  "Sorry,
kiddo."  She checked the other ones.  "He's got slow reflexes in that
right foot."


 


"We've noticed," Clint said.  "It hasn't
stopped him any."


 


"Okay."  She handed him back.  "Have fun with
Mr. Fussy."  He grinned and walked Philip back out to Mom.  She made notes
in Philip's file on the computer system and sat down to watch over the few
people in there.  Someone had gotten burned earlier by some overheating acid
they should've paid more attention to.  The nurse was nagging him about being
more careful.


 


Clint looked over at her saying Dawn had the same sort of
stupid things going on.  "Um, no.  She's Pepper's and Tony's assistant,
not a scientist.  She got it sent to her desk.  It wasn't a lab
accident."  He looked at the guy.  "Reading smut?"  He nodded
with a grimace.  "It happens.  Email Tara, see if her healing syrup can
help with those."  He pulled over his phone to find her email.  It was in
the directory.  Tony looked at the huffy nurse.  "Dawn had it sent to her
desk up in the admin area.  That's why she and the baby got exposed.  Beyond
that, accidents happen sometimes.  Even Stark's had accidents.  Nag less. 
People run from those who nag."


 


"Even me," Dawn agreed.  "If it's after nine
on the east coast, it'll be tomorrow.  The twins are in bed so she's cleaning
the house."


 


"That's fine.  I can wait a day," he complained. 
"I thought my lab partner was watching it but it turned out he was out to
lunch."  Dawn grinned.  "You'll be fine and whoever sent you the
smallpox deserves to be shot repeatedly, then killed."


 


"Don't tempt us," Clint said with a grin.


 


He smirked back.  "I'm sure you can make them really
miserable, Agent Barton."


 


Dawn looked up at them.  "If they move back here, I
might need to find us a place to live."


 


"Stark's said a few times he hates New York at the
moment.  Mostly because it's getting cold and stuff."  He smoothed over
her hair.  "Who did that?"  Dawn shrugged but pointed at the nurse. 
He glared at her.  "Why did you chop her hair that way?"


 


"To help with the fever!"


 


"I'll get that hair growing charm from that one
Xander," she said, then snuggled into Natasha again.  Philip blinked up at
her, patting her on the hand.  She smiled and kissed his fingers back.  He
giggled and smiled, waving at the guys walking in.  Dawn looked over. 
"Hey, Happy, Tony."


 


Tony leaned on the footboard.  "Someone did a number on
your hair."  Dawn pointed at the nurse, who stomped off.  He looked at
Doc, who shook her head.  "Deal with that," he muttered, knowing she
could read lips.  She nodded she would.  He looked at her again.  "You're
on medical leave for three weeks.  That way you have time to regain strength. 
The twins showed up for a few hours with their sister and step-siblings.  
Callia spent it all babbling about you."  She smiled, letting the baby
play with her fingers.  "Beyond that," he said, straightening up. 
"Pepper and I are thinking about snowbirding this winter."


 


"That's not going to bother me but we have to find a
place out here.  I gave up my hidey hole."


 


"We can do that," Tony promised, smiling at her. 
"You need one anyway.  Do you have one in North Dakota?"


 


"Yeah, about twenty miles away from yours, where we had
hidden."  She smiled.


 


"You bought the farmhouse?" Clint guessed.  She
smiled and nodded.  "That's cool."  He kissed her on the head.
"Good hunting, nice yard.  We have to fix the whole 'no heat in the
bedroom' thing and find a room for him."


 


"I had a second story put on with two kid rooms,
another two bathrooms so they don't have to share, and a playroom.  Your
nesting place is just higher up now and still over the living room.  The rooms
are only over the kitchen and the back area."  Clint smiled at her for
that.  "I was going to put up a Tackleberry yard."


 


"When they're older, they can have one," Clint
promised.  He grinned at Tony.  "How long are you guys out here for? 
We'll have to put in paperwork."


 


"Probably until April."


 


"It's barely starting into October.  We can find
somewhere," Natasha said.  She looked at Dawn.  "Tara has the
cat."


 


"I figured she or Callia did."


 


"I've got to have all hers moved," Tony
complained.  "I forgot about that."


 


"Private plane, boss.  We can lock them in the bedroom
with their litterboxes and things," Happy said.  He smiled at Dawn. 
"I'm damn glad you're better."


 


"Me too."


 


He patted her on the foot.  "We can have someone out
there pack the clothes and stuff for the move."


 


"They'd have to be careful of a few things, like the
weapons cabinet," Dawn said.  "We can arrange it this week,
Happy."  He nodded.  She grinned.  "That way we can sneak things out
from under SHIELD's watch."


 


Tony snickered.  "If you do I want to know how." 
He patted her foot too.  "So... few days back there to arrange things? 
Then back here?"


 


Dawn nodded.  "I can do that.  Phone?"  He handed
his over.  She dialed Faith's number by rote.  "Faith, Dawn.  Yes, I'm
still alive.  I'm even awake.  Can you have Gunn find us a place to squat out
here?  Thanks.  No, few weeks at the most.  The bosses are moving back here. 
At least three bedrooms, four if possible so they have work areas.  Yeah,
that'd be good.  Thanks."  She hung up and tossed the phone back. 
"Gunn will look."


 


"He has decent lower level taste," Tony said.  He
smirked.  "Nothing too fancy."


 


She snorted and waved a hand.  "This means I get to buy
a few new bikinis for beach time, right?"  He walked off laughing.  Happy
winked and followed.  She looked at Natasha.  "We would, right?"


 


"We would," she agreed.  "I'll ask around as
well."  She kissed her on the forehead.  "Thankfully the insurance
covers most everything in here."  Dawn nodded, squeezing the baby.  He
shifted and pooped for her.  "Clint?"


 


"I know, it's my turn."  He got up with a groan to
grab him and take him to change.  "I've gotta remember not to bet against
you, Nat."


 


She smiled.  "We bet for the next dirty diaper." 
Dawn laughed and squeezed her for being so devious.


 


***


 


Dawn was on her last day in bed and she was not happy.  She
was exceedingly unhappy because she couldn't be beamed back and there had been
an attempted attack last night in the compound by a demon, which took magic to
beat.  So not only was she exhausted but the demon had clawed her pretty well. 
Which meant she had to go through the airport and flight tomorrow with an open
wound.  They'd have to go to a specialist to get the slime cleaned out and the
wound closed.  Thankfully the plastic surgeon she had went to before could do
it for her.  Though she was having a lot of bad thoughts about the TSA people. 
They seriously tried to piss her off each and every time she had to fly
commercial and she could see them trying to make her take off the sterile
dressing to prove it was an injury.  Which would be gross.  


 


Maybe it wasn't too late to charter a flight?


 


Clint walked in and stared at her.  "They're not that
stupid, Dawn."


 


"Yes they are.  They had some elderly lady take off her
adult diaper to prove it was one.  They had a cancer patient take off her
sterile dressings in the middle of the airport and wouldn't even let her have
any privacy."


 


He blinked.  "Okay, that's bad."  She proved it by
finding the article on her phone.  He grimaced.  "Private?"


 


"I can stretch out.  Not have to sit up the whole
time."


 


"How about we fly him in?" Tony asked from the
doorway.  "Because we did."


 


Dawn smiled.  "Love you too, boss."


 


"Welcome.  I needed him to look at the other injuries
we had too.  Steve is not happy."


 


"Maybe the new body armor stuff will cure that."


 


"Maybe."  He got out of the way.  "The rest
are in the other ward."  He walked off.  "Barton, Fury's here with
his army of lawyers over the suits."


 


"Fine."  He kissed Dawn then grinned.  "Let
me go handle that."


 


"You can bring Nat.  She's missing mean time."


 


"I can," he agreed.  "The sprout loves her
being mean."  He shook hands with the doctor.  "Thanks."  He
left them to talk.  Dawn's injury made even him wince.


 


The doctor looked at her.  "Why are you out here?"


 


"They moved me back here when someone thoughtfully
decided to send smallpox to my desk."


 


"Interesting."  She nodded.  "Let's see this
wound."  Dawn shifted and winced, letting him peel off the bandages once
he had on gloves.  "That's not that hard but I know the slime residue is a
pain."  He looked at her.  "Healing spells?"


 


"Once you get the insides stitched, the skin's being
healed."


 


"I can agree with that.  I remember how you felt about
scars."  He looked over.  Dr. Pigalli was staring at them.  "Let's
take her in to clean this mess up."  She nodded, taking them into the
surgical suite and getting the stuff he said he'd need to clean up the residue
of the slime.  It wasn't going to take long.  It was going to take longer to
stitch her muscle groups back together.  Then he'd have to do the same for the
other ten people who had taken on the demon to give her time to get up there.


 


***


 


Dawn looked up, sending a prayer at Xander for that hair
growing spell.  She was not going to have a chin-length bob, she looked dorky
in them.  A paper floated down a minute later and she smiled.  That would
help.  She did the spell, which made her hair grow very long.  "Okay, so
now we have it trimmed."  She got up off the bed, gripping it a bit because
she was still tired and exhausted.


 


"Remember, nothing too strenuous, Dawn.  No sitting if
it hurts, nothing like situps."


 


"Sex?" she asked with a grin.


 


"As long as you don't have to use those stomach
muscles, sure."


 


"Well, we've played with bondage before," she said
dryly, cracking Doc up.


 


"Have them use hand and foot restraints but keep your
middle loose," she said with a grin.  "And be gentle for the next few
weeks.  It should take a few for those stitches to fully be absorbed."


 


"Yup."  She carefully picked up her phone, all she
had down here, and put on the robe that had been left for her.  She signed the
forms and went up to the guest quarters slowly, wandering that way but stopping
every now and then to rest.  She finally made it and one had a glowing dot over
it thanks to JARVIS.  She walked in and shut the door, smiling at her mates. 
"I'm free!"


 


"I can see that.  We would've come got you," Clint
said, stroking over Natasha's bare stomach.


 


"I'm good."  She walked over and took kisses. 
"I'm not allowed to do anything that would make me use those muscles.  Doc
said you'd have to tie me down so I couldn't bend."


 


He grinned.  "I can definitely do that."  He gave
her a kiss, then she gave one to Natasha, who was languidly relaxed and happy. 
"Let's shower.  Nat?"


 


"I can help."  They glanced at the sleeping baby
in the front room then went in to take a shower together.  "Why is your
hair suddenly longer?"


 


"Hair growing charm."


 


"Wonderful."  It was a lot of washing and then
conditioner but it did give her extra playing time.  By the time they were done
playing, Dawn was shaking again so they tucked them all in and cuddled in. 
They could have sex to make sure she was all right later.  Clint got up to get
the baby, bringing him back.  He wouldn't care if they were naked at the
moment.  He just wanted to cuddle.  Natasha gave him a pointed look.  "In
native areas, the whole family shares one bed and they're mostly naked, plus
they manage to have kids with them in there.  He's not even a year old, Nat. 
He can cuddle our shoulders.  Not like he hasn't seen breasts."  She
sighed but let him cuddle them.  He wanted Clint this time so Clint got him and
the ladies cuddled around him to play with the fussy thing.  Dawn fell asleep
but that was fine too.


 


***


 


The head of Stark Legal smiled at Fury's lawyers and him
when they came in.  "You dirty little jackass, Fury.  You tried to slide
in something lowball while her spouses were distracted with her getting
sick."  He winced.  "Dawn still hasn't found out yet and that lowball
ten mil offer?"  She snorted and waved a hand.  "I can tell her if
you want."


 


"You probably should."


 


She called her.  "Dawn, busy?"


 


"Nope, not for three weeks.  Just trying to decide if
we're doing a house or a condo out here," she said from the speaker. 
"Oops, maybe I am.  Philip, why are you puking."  She clearly picked
him up because the sound of vomiting came through.  


 


The SHIELD lawyers all looked sick so she took it off
speaker.  "Let me know when you can hear their interesting offer." 
She listened.  "Ten total."  Even without the speaker they heard the
laughter.  Fury was groaning and rubbing over his eye patch.  "Sure, I can
do that.  JARVIS, do you have the full list of the incidences in question?"


 


"I do," the AI said.  "It's printing in your
office."


 


"Thank you."  She put the phone on her shoulder,
looking at Fury.  "Ten each incident."


 


"That's a hundred million," he said.


 


"No, Director, those ten counts were categories, not
individual incidences, and she should charge for the one she just went through
since the Feds finally arrested them according to her."  Fury looked at
his phone, sending a text to someone.  He got back one and nodded. 
"Related?" she asked with perky cheer.


 


"Definitely."  He put his phone up with a sigh. 
"I don't have that sort of room in my budget and the insurance people are
going to slam us.  Can we try for reasonable?"


 


She stared at him and slowly smiled.  "Dawn was feeling
reasonable.  Especially since this last one nearly killed her and her son.  Not
to mention all those times that they tried to kidnap her and/or her son, or
tried to blow up her and/or her son, or shoot her and/or her son.  Dawn isn't
an agent and that's not an acceptable risk in her life."


 


"Most mothers wouldn't consider it so, but she can't
really change the parameters."


 


"You clearly did not read the full suit, just the
summary," she said with a smile.  She pulled up the full filing for them
to read on a virtual screen.  Fury went pale.  Her assistant brought in the
printed forms.  "Thank you, Dara."  She nodded and left.  She put the
stack on the table.  "Built like a D&D sheet, gentlemen."  They
looked at the very thick stack and Fury suddenly got a sudden, sharp pain in
both his chest and his wallet.  She smiled.  "I'll be generous.  Five each
incident or it goes back up to at least ten tomorrow.  Because the safety and
health of her son is priceless."  She stared at Fury.


 


"How many are there?"


 


"I didn't count.  You can if you wish."  He
slumped, taking it to look over.  He could challenge a few of them but
most....they had happened because SHIELD had let out her identity.  They hadn't
wanted Dawn as hard before that.  The few he wanted to challenge he put aside
as he counted them.  His agency's insurer was going to throw fits about this. 
"I need to talk to them.  Leave that offer on the table for the rest of
the week?"  She asked Dawn and then nodded, hanging up.  "Thank
you."  


 


He left, going to talk to his people.  That night, they came
back to redo some of the settlement.  They would not directly imply that they
had been the cause of it, that SHIELD's hacked databases and information files
had been the cause.  That let them off the hook with the insurance people.  The
rest...  The agent had cheered that they were going for a lowball like that so
they had expected it to be *huge*.  Fury needed to hire some insurance people
because they were totally ruthless.  He had agents he had considered borderline
psychotic that weren't as hard as these guys.


 


He had to put down his foot at the idea of them messing Dawn
up with the paperwork.  This last time had been way too close to her death and
they did not want that.  Especially since it meant they had no one on call for
magical emergencies, which was all the insurance people understood of why he
didn't want her or Philip dead.  Maybe humanity wasn't worth saving sometimes. 
Or maybe it was just insurance agents.


 


***


 


Dawn walked into their guest suite and looked at her spouses
after a visit with her financial guy at the bank to see where things stood. 
Which reminded her, she had to pick a new investments guy.  Happy had insisted
he could drive her since Tony wasn't doing anything.  She loved the 'family' at
Stark.  "Okay," she said, putting forms on the table.  "This is
my current net worth and our budget.  It will be changing next month because
two payments will be done with."


 


Clint looked at them.  "We took out a mortgage?"


 


"To build a credit history.  He suggested I should.  As
of next month, that will be paid off fully."  He grinned at her.  She
smiled back.  "We have to decide about housing things.  Renting versus
buying something out here.  Also high rise versus house."


 


"It could be our training but owning a house leaves a
huge papertrail," Clint said, looking at Natasha, who nodded it did.


 


"There's every chance we'll be bouncing back and forth
to the various offices," Dawn said.  "We can rent one long term but
we'll have to have some specific insurance added on that would usually be
within the homeowner's."


 


"Insurance?" Natasha asked.


 


"Natural disaster, for things like earthquakes,
renter's insurance for break-ins, flood insurance.  We'd also have to get
permission to install a security system with a house we rent."


 


"What about a condo?" Clint offered.  "We're
used to crappy apartments."


 


Dawn looked at him then pointed at the baby.  "Are you
going to take him to the park all the time to play outside?  If so then we can
do that."


 


"Hm," Clint said, staring at the napping baby. 
Then at her.  "That's a point to consider."


 


"How far from the office are we looking?" Natasha
asked.


 


"Twenty-five miles at the most.  That can turn into a
three hour commute depending on which road you're stuck on but if it's not on
the major roadways that'll cut that down."


 


Natasha nodded.  "That could conceivably lead to
Beverly Hills."


 


"Nope," Clint vetoed.  "I'm not a yuppie. 
Not Bel Air either."


 


"The problem really is how expensive things are in that
area," Natasha said.


 


Dawn nodded.  "They are.  I went through Yahoo's real
estate search as a casual tool.  If I lower it to 15 miles around Malibu, then
there's just over 1400 listings."  Clint moaned, shaking his head. 
"I actually found one that was only 319 thousand," she said dryly.


 


"Seriously?" Clint said.







 


"It hadn't been updated in over fifteen years by the
wallpaper," Dawn said.


 


Natasha patted him on the arm.  "We are in one of the
few areas in the country where a house like you grew up in would be close or
over a million dollars."  He stared at her then at Dawn, who pulled up her
earlier search pages.


 


Dawn pointed.  "I like the looks of this one's outside,
with the gate.  I think we need a fence for security purposes, and a
garage."


 


"Why four bedrooms?" Clint asked.


 


"I should put it higher for when at least one of the
twins comes back and Sean," she said.  "But work areas, bedroom for
us, bedroom for Philip.  Six bedrooms drives the costs up tons though."


 


"Out here, only mansions have more than three bedrooms
usually," Natasha agreed.  Clint looked at them again.  Dawn nodded. 
"North Dakota is often cheaper," she said with a smile.


 


"It's like New York real estate, Clint.  Each
additional bedroom adds on at least a hundred thousand, if not more, and so do
bathrooms.  A lawn is even beyond that."


 


He stared at them.  "Condo?"


 


"Sure," she agreed, modifying the search.  He
stared then shuddered as he walked off.  "We're going through a realtor so
they'd have more options but I'm paying for it."


 


"We can pay for it," Clint promised.  He got them
bottles of water and came back.  Philip fussed but flipped over and went back
to sleep.  "Or at least part of it."


 


"Fifteen miles around the center is better,"
Natasha said.  "Malibu itself is one of the most expensive zip codes and a
bit exclusionist."  She opened and sipped her water, glancing at their
son.  He was yawning but not awake yet.


 


"At that fifteen mile limit are places that are under a
million," Dawn said.  She looked at Clint.  "I'm casually surfing to
find things I like.  I want a kitchen of some sort that works.  Doesn't have to
be totally upgraded to stainless steel.  We need at least four bedrooms, if not
more.  We need at least two bathrooms, if not more."  He nodded that was
true.  "If we're going for a house we need a fenced in yard.  We need a
garage at the very least.  If we only get two cars and I find a three-car
garage you guys can have that for work space."


 


"Why two cars?" Natasha asked.


 


"We can't share one.  It'd become a logistical
nightmare," Dawn said with a smile.  "We need at least one for
errands.  If I have to I can hire a driver again to get back and forth to
work.  Doc said she doesn't want me driving for probably a month so that means
you guys having to get up to take my ass to work."  They smiled at her.


 


"So, two to three," Clint said.  "Though we
can have the Lotus brought out."  She smiled and nodded.  "Yard for
the kid to crawl around on.  I hate mowing so someone else gets it this
time."


 


"Yard service," Dawn quipped.


 


"Yuppie ideas," Clint countered.


 


Dawn smiled at him.  "You hate mowing and they're cheap
out here."


 


"Fine.  I can agree to that expense but not a pool boy
if we end up with one."


 


"Out here, the smaller homes it's usually a pool or a
yard," she said.


 


He looked through the first few pages.  "None of these
really look like a home a Barton lives in," he said.  "They look like
the rich kids' in town's homes."


 


"They can be but we don't want something run
down," Dawn said.  "Or that we need to upgrade so we can use
it."


 


"No, I don't.  Eeww, manicured bushes," he
muttered.  She patted his wrist.  He looked at her.  "I don't want some
grand estate.  If you have to pay two mil," he started.


 


"Then you usually get a yard," Natasha put in. 
Clint slumped.  "We can go for a condo.  Perhaps even on the beach."


 


"We can do that," Clint agreed, looking at Dawn,
who shrugged.  "You're going to leave it up to us?"


 


"Within reason.  We have to think about the twins and
Sean coming back out with us, or future kids.  If it was just us, there's a
killer condo I've drooled over a few times about ten miles from the company
compound."


 


Clint grimaced.  "Single bedroom?"


 


"Great views, on the beach," she said with a
grin.  "Adults only building."  He grinned back.  "But..." 
She pointed at Philip.


 


"Good point."  He went back to searching.  He had
noticed the ones Dawn has pulled out to put into separate tabs to look over. 
Most had some sort of fence, even if it was more decorative.  They could
upgrade that easily.  Most had a good yard.  "Why does this one look like
it's built into the ground?"


 


Dawn smiled.  "It's a nice looking house.  Has a great
yard, old trees for him to climb.  It's a single story house."


 


He nodded.  "Okay."


 


"There is a hobbit house," Dawn said with a grin. 
"It's a beautiful house.  The house is mostly built into the hill's top
and the back doors lead to the back yard and stepped pool system."


 


"It's for sale but it's outrageously expensive and
outside your stated area," JARVIS said.


 


"I know.  Which sucks.  I like that house."


 


Clint shook his head.  "I'm too tall to be a Hobbit, Dawn." 
She pulled up pictures of that house, showing him.  "It's cute, but
cutesy.  The kid would grow up warped and might turn into a mime or
something."  He closed out a few more.  "Okay, of your ones pulled
out for consideration, I left the two castley looking ones, that really
expensive one with all the old trees, and the one that's a bit further
away."  He looked at her.


 


"You do call her a princess," Natasha said with a
smile.  She took the computer to look at those four.  "Let's remove the
older castle."   She looked at the other ones.  "Is this the one with
the old trees?"  Clint nodded.  "It's outrageously expensive."


 


Dawn reopened it when she closed it.  "It's perfect for
what we need, has a real lawn and a pool, has privacy.  We can put up a swingset
for him.  It's a single story."


 


"It's highly expensive."


 


"Yeah but that's real estate in southern Cali,
Nat."


 


"I know."  She grimaced.  "I would have to
see it."  She read the description and sighed.  It did sound nice. 
"We don't need the adjoining lot, right?"


 


"Not unless we're getting a horse," Dawn said
dryly.


 


"I don't think so," Clint said.  "A cat is
enough."  She nodded.  "You can take lessons for the next agent
olympics."


 


"Hell no.  I'm not going to be in any shape by
then."  She pushed her hair back.  "What about that spell?  We have
to be out there to do it."


 


"I've been emailed by Wade twice," Natasha said. 
"The first time I told him you were quite ill.  The second time I told him
why and he sent back to tell him when you got better so he could stalk you
again.  I've since told him we have to move out here for a few months due to
your job."  She stared at her.  "He said he'd tell the others, who
probably realized you were ill with the way the coverage of the stomping around
happened."


 


"There was coverage?" she asked with a wince.


 


"Blood hunters aren't going to come like they are for
Xander.  They can't make a new strain," Clint said.  Dawn relaxed and
smiled.  "So, the last few houses are in Pacific Palisades or Hidden
Hills."  She nodded.  "Yours is just up the coat to Malibu.  So's the
castle.  The other one is across a busy highway by the included map; I'm not
sure if it's an overpass or something like that."  Dawn shrugged, she
hadn't been out there.  "Though, the castle's a bit odd looking."


 


"I thought it looked interesting."


 


"Let's eliminate the one above the highway we'd have to
somehow cross," Natasha said.  "That can lead to morning traffic jams
and it looks further out."


 


Someone knocked then Tony and Pepper walked in together. 
"Hey, kids, it's the landlord," Tony joked.  He looked at the things
pulled up, nodding.  "I like the one in the Pallisades but it's going to
be a commute."


 


"It's within fifteen miles and there should be
backroads," Dawn said, switching it.  "I liked that one."


 


"I know someone who lives out there.  Most days for
them it's about a half hour," Tony agreed.  He grinned.  "Renting,
owning?"


 


"Open to it," Dawn said.


 


"Good."  He patted her on the head. 
"Gloria's here from Legal."  Dawn started to get up but Tony pushed
her back down.  "No, you sit.  You have stitches."  He had her
brought down.  "We were making sure you weren't in the middle of sex or
something important."  He grinned.


 


"Not yet," Clint said.  "We're going to get
dinner from the caf in a bit then have sex."  Gloria tapped then was let
in by Pepper.  "Hey."


 


"Clint, Natasha, Dawn," she said, with a hug for
her.  "From Andrew's wife.  Caroline's missing her Philip time." 
Dawn grinned.  "This is the settlement we've reached."  Dawn looked
it over frowning at something.  She looked and nodded.  "We had to leave
that in there.  Fury demanded."


 


"He wants first right if our kids want to become
agents," Dawn said, looking at them.


 


"Yeah, we can handle that.  As long as they're not made
to be agents," Clint said.  "If so, I'll teach the kid how to fake
asthma if he doesn't want to."  She let him see it.  "I know nothing
about legal language, Dawn."  Natasha took it to decipher.  Gloria settled
in at the table to go over what each thing meant.  They agreed and Dawn signed
it.  Tony and Pepper signed as witnesses.  "When do we have to deal with
that?"


 


"Next week.  He said he expects to see you both by next
week."


 


"We'll be going back to get the clothes and
stuff," Clint said.


 


"And the cat," Natasha said.  Dawn smiled.


 


"You guys know you can live here," Tony said. 
"That way she's safer."


 


"It'll take a month to close on the house if we buy
it," Dawn said.


 


"Good point."  He patted her on the back and they
left with Gloria.


 


Dawn looked at Clint.  "You were going to feed me? 
Really?" she asked with a grin.  "Like real food?"


 


"As long as it won't make you work your stomach muscles
too much," he teased back.  She leaned over to kiss him.  "Lap, Dawn,
that way you don't have to bend."


 


"That will give me urges that I'd have to ignore
because of my stomach."


 


He pulled her over, noticing she was thinner again. 
"No you won't.  I'm fantastic and Nat can hold you down while I make you
wiggle."  He kissed her.  She moaned into it.  "Missed you too,
princess."  She slid down his lap and onto her knees, making him moan. 
"I was going to do that to you later, after a long bath," he said,
spreading out for her.


 


"She and I can have a bath while you get dinner,"
Dawn said, unzipping his pants.  He groaned but let her do whatever she
wanted.  He was just happy she was around to tease him.  Anything else was a
bonus right now. Especially since she was so good at sucking him.


 


Natasha smiled, watching them play.  "I will get us
dinner then she and I will play in the tub," she said.  She walked off
happier.  Dawn was definitely feeling perky due to her painkillers.  It was
good to have her back.


 


Philip fussed some.  "Son, I'm getting your mom's best
gift ever, so you're going to have to wait for five minutes," he moaned. 
Philip fussed more.  "Son, c'mon."


 


"Philip, Daddy's getting some Mommy time.  You can have
Mommy time in a minute," Dawn said, hurrying him up.  No one could have a
great orgasm with their kid fussing.  Clint came with a moan, gripping the
table instead of her head.  Dawn smiled up at him as she licked him clean then
tucked him back into his clothes.


 


"That was great Mommy time," Clint said, pulling
her up to kiss her.  Philip whined so they grabbed him to put between them
while they kissed.  He liked that, it gave him both parents.  Though he would
fuss until his other mommy got back.


 


***


 


Pepper looked at her son a few days later.  He had one of
the mini farm animals from his play set and was saying 'frog hump' as he hopped
it around.  "Chris, honey, frogs *hop*, not hump."


 


He grinned at her.  "Frog hump hump."  He bounced
it around a few times.


 


She got down next to him.  "No, see, it's hop hop. 
Frogs hop.  Though that's a pig but still, frogs hop, dear."


 


"Frog hump hump."


 


"Dawn, why is my son insisting that frogs hump?"
she called.  Dawn had watched him earlier and frogs hadn't humped before then
so it had to have come from her assistant.


 


Dawn leaned in from her desk.  She was only pretending to be
back to check her email.  "Because someone tried to take Philip from me
and hand him to someone else while complaining I'm probably contagious.  The
evolutionary dead ends are idiot frog humpers."


 


Pepper sighed.  She had thought it was something like that. 
"JARVIS?"


 


The film got pulled up and she got to watch as Dawn took her
son back from the chemist.  "Are your idiot species named Frog Humpers? 
Because I'm pretty sure that's as close to homo sapiens as you'll ever get! 
You evolutionary dead end, you don't take my kids from me, especially not to
hand to someone the fuck else!"   Callia clapped at that.  "You,
no," Dawn said.  "They'll beat you if you have to name a new species
of idiots."  The chemist huffed off.  The one who had been handed Philip
was backed in a corner.  "What did you think you were doing touching my
son without my permission?"


 


"You were sick!"


 


"I know that," she snapped.  "That doesn't
mean you need to touch my son!"


 


"You could be contagious!"


 


"Smallpox isn't transmitted that way and it's been long
past the incubation period.  Beyond that, he was there when I got exposed to
it, so if he was going to get sick it would've been then.  Beyond even that,
you don't touch a person's kid without their permission!  And what were you
planning on doing with my son anyway?"


 


"Blood tests to make sure he wasn't sick then I was
going to hand him to Stark."  He turned and ran.  "I'm reporting
you."


 


"You do that, sweetheart.  Watch me kick your ass, even
in my tired ass state."  The video cut off.


 


"Dawn, you're no longer allowed to teach the kids
anything that's not new english words," Pepper called.  "Especially
not swears or about idiots."


 


Tony strolled in.  "I saw that.  I think it's great the
Queen of Nag and Mean is back."


 


"Only partway, boss.  Still tired."  Dawn yawned. 
"And I feel like I'm slowing down again."


 


"Your speech is getting a bit slow," Tony agreed.


 


"It's the stupid meds.  Can't I take regular
antibiotics?"


 


"They said no," he quipped.  "Sorry.  But
only two more weeks of it."


 


"Yay, two weeks of being stuck on a slower speed than
anyone else," she said slowly, starting to blink.  "I was waiting on
something from the realtor."  She blinked again.  "Okay, let's go
back to bed, Philip."  He whined.  "Sorry!"  She got up and
walked off slowly and carefully.


 


Tony followed to make sure she got there.  That reminded
him, he had to talk to those chemists.  They should know viruses didn't work
that way.


 


***


 


Tony watched Pepper fight the 'humping frog' epidemic and
smiled.  "He only does it around you so you pay more attention to him,
Pep.  I heard him going 'frog hop' all up and down the hallway with the new
stuffed one we got him."  She looked up at him.  "He likes it when
you teach him things.  He's a Stark.  You're special to all of us."


 


"I knew it had to be the Stark genes," she
complained, looking at him.  "Honey, I'll pay attention to you whenever
you ask, even if you don't need taught anything.  You don't have to manipulate
mommy."  Steve was snickering.


 


"Why is it always the Stark genes?" Tony quipped. 
"Some of the best things come from Stark genes."


 


"Yes, but they'll all manipulative like the giver of
the Stark genes," she said dryly.


 


"Oh my god, that's so wrong!  That's so wrongity wrong
wrong fucking hell wrong!" Callia shouted.  "You're such a frog
humper and you clearly floated through the moron signal tower until some of it
got stuck in you!"  She slammed the door from the lab and stomped off.


 


"Daughter, language," Tony quipped.  "And who
sent you into that swearing fit?"


 


"We really have got to fix her mouth sometimes,"
Steve said quietly.  She came out to glare at him.  "Good girls don't
swear."


 


"I don't give a goddess damn and if I'm not a good girl
then am I a bad boy like Daddy was said to be since I'm his clone?"  She
looked at her father.  "Grandfather just wanted me to become a brainless
bimbo debutante.  That's the ones on E!, right?  That's who he was talking
about?"  Tony nodded slowly.  "Then we really need to do something
about Grandpa before I find Andrew's ghostbusty things!  Because eww!  I wear
panties, thank you!  I'll never be a drunken slut like them!  I'll never crash
my car into innocent people for shits and giggles, and I'll be damned if I'm
not going to use my brain as more than something to keep my ears from being
sucked together!  If he wants girls like that, he should reincarnate into
one!"  She stomped off again and slammed her bedroom door, making Liz and
Chris both jump and fuss.


 


Pepper hugged them both.  "I think it's time we had a
talk with your father," she told Tony.


 


"I'm all for finding Andrew's ghostbusty stuff,"
Tony said.  "Then soaping her mouth."


 


"Yes, that needs to be done and I'll have a talk with
Howard," Steve said, getting up to go find him.  Howard was fuming about
his granddaughter swearing at him.  "She might need her mouth soaped but
she's right.  She's not going to be the brainless bimbo trophy wife like you
turned yours into."  Howard gaped.  Steve stared back.  "Your
granddaughter is just as much of a genius as you were and as her father is.  


 


"You just insulted her horribly by trying to make her
turn into one of the drug using, liquor abusing girls she shuns on tv.  She
won't even watch shows about them."  Howard floated backwards.  "For
that matter, leave her alone!  She doesn't need this stress.  She's already got
stress from the temporary move, Howard.  Please quit making it worse."  He
walked off.  Maybe Dawn could stick him in one place so they could show him
what debutantes today did.  No sane parent wanted their kids like that.  He
walked back up to the living room, finding her sulking.  He stared down at
her.  "You swear like that again and I'm soaping your mouth," he said
quietly.


 


"What's that?"


 


"Just like it sounds."  He stared at her. 
"Good girls do not swear."


 


"Then I must be a bad boy in girl disguise since I'm
just like Daddy."


 


"I got my mouth soaped a few times by my mother,"
Tony admitted.  "Didn't stop me much but it wasn't like she had consistent
rules.  You do."  He looked over at her.  "Still grounded."


 


"But....  I'm starting to feel my brain going numb from
boredom, Daddy."


 


"Good, then that makes it two months," he said
with a smile.


 


"That's not fair!"


 


"There's no such thing as fair in life or
science," Tony said with an evil smirk.  "Especially not for girls! 
Most scientists are old white guys and they don't really appreciate girls in
science.  So, yay!  Have fun breaking that ceiling too, sweetheart."  He
grinned and waved at her.  "And you're now doing a paper on that gender
stereotyping."


 


"That's discrimination."


 


"Yes it is," he quipped.  "And it's all over
science.  It's all over business and a lot of other fields.  Thank the Goddess
you pray to that you were born in the US instead of in some of the rest of the
world, and add a paper about gender discrimination around the world to your
list." 


 


She pouted.  "That's mean.  It's probably against that
Geneva Convention thingy that I can't remember what it's for right off but I
know I did a paper on it while I was half asleep."


 


"That's only for prisoners of war," Steve
quipped.  "And yes, the paper on it showed you were half asleep so you're
due to hand in the revised copy next week.  Did you forget?"  She whined. 
He grinned.  "Yay.  Things are tough all over.  When I grew up, girls
weren't in science at all.  They sometimes had factory jobs, or worked for
families like yours, but mostly they had babies."


 


She growled.  "That's why we fought for equal rights. 
I remember that paper."  She stared at him.  "If you think so highly
of girls like that then you shouldn't have gotten frozen for ninety years. 
People looked for you like you were Waldo and they worried."  He winced
and backed up a few steps.  "You didn't tell anyone where you were so they
couldn't get the bomb thingy you iced yourself for.  You didn't even say goodbye
to people."


 


"Enough!" Tony snapped.


 


She stared at him.  "You do that again and I'll make
you one of Chris's frog humper people."  She stomped off to her room.


 


Tony started to get up but Steve held up a hand.  "Let
me.  It's a problem with me."


 


"I think it's more a problem that she's worried you'll
both do the same thing," Pepper said.  "We all have that worry,
guys.  It's what family of people who dress up in spandex suits do when we wait
at home."  She stared at them.


 


Steve nodded.  "I get that.  I really do."  He
went to talk to her.  He even knocked first.  She didn't answer so he walked in
and sat beside her on the bed.  "I did not mean to do that, but it was
necessary at the time," he said quietly.


 


"There were thousands of other soldiers."


 


"Yes, there were but I was the only one there." 
He stared at her.  "Sometimes, you do what you have to do, Callia.  Even
if it hurts others."  He looked at the pets then at her again.  "The
same as sometimes vets, like you want to be, have to put down animals because they're
sick, guys like me have to fight the bad guys because they have sick ideas. 
There was a lot going on and if there had been another way, I would've taken
it."


 


"You could've gotten help."


 


"We were mid flight."


 


"We had planes back then.  You could've parachuted out
and let it crash by itself."


 


He stared at her.  "If I hadn't piloted it, it would've
taken out New York.  Which is why I jumped in to take it somewhere else.  I
didn't want to.  I wasn't happy to.  I was swearing so much I'm pretty sure the
God I believe in was scowling at me for it.  Which I hate to admit but it
happens.  Though, you're still getting your mouth soaped the next time you spew
that way.  Good girls, like you are, do not swear."


 


She wiped her eyes off.  "Bite me."  He took her
into the bathroom and did soap her mouth, no matter how much she struggled.  He
got done and backed off, staring at her.  "That's evil."  She was
spitting and rinsing out her mouth, trying not to cry.


 


"No, that's being a parent who has to deal with a kid
that does things to get punished.  Punishment's not supposed to be fun." 
He stared down at her.  "If you worry about our jobs, you can come talk to
us," he said quietly.  "You really can."


 


"No I can't.  You're always doing things." 


 


"Most of the time, Bucky and I are just sitting and
talking.  You can interrupt that."


 


"He scowls at me."


 


"He scowls at me.  Big deal."  He stared down at
her.  "You're not that delicate and if you can interrupt your father
talking to the president, which should've gotten you spanked and grounded, then
you can interrupt us."


 


"He's scarier than the president, who's a woose."


 


"Want more soap?"


 


"That's not a swear word."  He stared at her,
smirking slightly.  "Even when you were my age it wasn't."


 


"Yes it was.  My mother would've gotten me for that
word."


 


"Thankfully we moved on."


 


"You're still going to have manners like a real lady,
even if you do end up being a vet or in science.  My daughters, which you are
one, will have *excellent* manners.  I grew up with them and so will you and
your sister and your brother."  She slumped.  "Now, do you want to
talk about things?"  She shook her head, looking down.  "If you do,
all you have to do is come talk to us.  Pepper has some of the same worries. 
So does your aunt."  He picked her up to hug her.


 


"I'm not a baby."


 


"Doesn't mean you can't be hugged."


 


"I don't need picked up."


 


"You're short, I didn't want to bend."


 


"You wouldn't do it to Little People," she
quipped.


 


"I've never met a Little Person from the fairy community
and the only one I know that's a human probably wouldn't have minded all that
much at times.  Then again, that's part of being in the middle of a war
zone."  He stared at her.  "You're not that big yet."  She
huffed.  He smirked.  "Keep it up.  Make it three months and another
paper."  He put her down.  She hugged him once she was standing. 
"Thank you, Callia.  Now, go revise that paper and start on your other
two."  


 


He grinned.  "If you get them done early we *might*
consider moving your grounding back some.  Maybe.  If you're good."  He
walked out to sit down again.  Tony had clearly been hovering because he was
smiling.  Pepper was too.  "I know she's starting to assert her
independence and testing her limits. She's still going to have manners."


 


"I grew up with them and then promptly forgot them at
college," Tony quipped.


 


"You're not a girl," Steve said with a smile. 
"She will keep hers."


 


"I can find someone who can teach her," Pepper
said.  "I never grew up with rich kid manners, just regular kid
ones."


 


"They should be good enough," Steve said.


 


"Slight differences," Tony admitted.  "We can
work on that too."  He picked up Liz, who squealed and beat him with her
stuffed pig.  "Do I deserve that?"  She grinned and nodded. 
"Fine.  Want cuddled, Liz?"  She snuggled into his arms, humming at
her pig.  "Great, you hum.  That's cool."  He patted her on the back,
making her belch.  "Manners."


 


"'Scuse," she said cutely with a grin for him.


 


"Good girl, thank you," Steve said.


 


Callia opened her door.  "What's an evolutionary
deadend?"


 


"You know how many ways of looking stuff up?"
Steve quipped without looking.


 


Callia huffed.  "One of them is asking my parents,
who're supposed to be smart enough to explain things to me."  She slammed
her door again.  "I'll ask Jonathan.  He's probably not mad at me anymore
for using his computer to find out why some boys have hanging skin and some
don't."


 


Tony called Dawn.  "Your niece is grounded again."


 


"You need to cut the papers for punishment stuff,
boss."


 


He looked up.  "Why?" he asked dryly.


 


"Because...  You haven't been paying attention to her
ones for school, have you," she said dryly.


 


"No...."


 


"Then perhaps someone should give her some advice on
how to explain the differences between Newtonian physics and whatever other
version is out there to make guys like Rodney hot," Dawn said dryly. 
"It's due next week and I know she's stuck."


 


"She's not taking physics," Tony said.


 


"They wanted it for chemistry and with some of the
stuff she's doing, I didn't get that in college."


 


Tony got up to get her assignment sheets, looking them
over.  "I didn't get some of this in college," he said, handing them
to Pepper and Steve.  "Huh."


 


"Beyond that, it's teaching her a lot but wearing her
out.  She could probably use a spring break."


 


"Yeah, she could," Tony agreed.  "Thank you
for telling us.  How many of these have there been?"


 


"You know that C she got last year?  There's a reason
for it."  She hung up.


 


Tony got into the files she had sent over for that class. 
"That's college thesis level work and a crappy paper," he said,
reading it over.  "My teachers would've laughed about that."


 


"I couldn't help her with that one," Steve
admitted.


 


"I tried.  It was too broad of a topic," Pepper
said.  "The teacher had her cut it down, which meant a total hatchet job. 
Though, I never would've turned in the original because it was a bit
flighty."


 


Tony went in there to get the original from her system.  He
took it to his office to talk to her teacher advocate in the New York school
system.   He had no idea why they had wanted such hard work done but accepted
such weak papers on it.  Yeah, she was getting a spring break.  Dawn was right
about that.


 


Back in her room, she smiled at the pets.  "Hey, no
typing tonight."  Her dog pounced her to lap her.  She giggled and petted
them all, spending time with them.  "We need to redo my bedroom.  It's for
babies."  They curled up around their human to stare at her/get petted.


 


***


 


Clint and Natasha had to reappear back in New York to pack and
hand in 'change of office' papers. He walked in first, with her following after
a quick stop at Joyce to drop something else off.  "Here," Clint
said, handing his over.


 


He looked at it then up.  "Hell no!  We need you two
here."


 


"That's going to suck since our wife's out there with
Stark," he said dryly, staring at him.  "And Pepper and the
kids."  Fury glared.  "Stark wanted to snowbird."  Clint
shrugged.  "Cap's out there too, sir.  The only one that isn't is Banner."


 


Natasha nodded, handing hers over as well.  "We'll be
there probably until April."


 


"Which works out well since Faith said the next huge
thing is going to be a takeover attempt of LA from what they're hearing." 
Clint crossed his arms over his chest.  "Other than that...."  They
ducked as the window got blown in and Deadpool slid in.  "He's going to
make you pay for that.  Dawn just screwed their budget for screwing with
her."


 


"Is she better yet?"


 


"It'll be April before we're back out here and there's
no way she can do the spell for another few months.  Not until she's a lot
better.  She barely made it through the banishing the other day and has over
three hundred internal stitches thanks to it.  Which we threw a fit over."


 


"Good!"  He pouted.  "The others agreed that
her having smallpox sent to her wasn't her fault.  Can I help with that?"


 


Clint shrugged.  "No one's told us who it was yet. 
Sir?"


 


Fury looked at him.  "The FBI took it over."


 


Clint snorted, looking at Natasha.  She texted another
agent, who sent back a file number.  She pulled it up and printed it for him. 
"Aww, they're in Singapore.  Great!  Next time I'm over there we'll handle
them."


 


She looked over his arm.  "Is that not the robotic
people?"


 


"That is.  Which was a plot."  He looked at
Deadpool.  "You know, there's a realistic robotic company that sells a
version of Dawn."


 


Wade looked at him then sighed.  "It wouldn't be the
same.  LA?  Really?"


 


"Until April and we may be having an apocalypse battle
out there then."   Clint grinned.  "A demonic takeover event."


 


"Cool!  I always wanted to see one of those."  He
considered it.  "We can do it around July or August probably then.  Give
her time to recover and build back up energy stores.   By then the baby might
even squeal my name too.  Who's the weird sorcerer guy?"


 


"He wants to be like the Dr. Strange comic,"
Natasha said.  "He's got some light skills and likes to try to nag
Dawn."


 


"Figures.  He tried to nag me too until his nose
exploded thanks to my fist."  He looked at Fury.  "Do you have
anything I can go kill for you?  Even the Roombas are bored."


 


Fury looked at him.  "I can offer you a nice
room."  Clint smacked him on the head.  "Barton!"


 


Clint stared at him.  "He doesn't need a room.  That's
what got him into the shape he's in," he said with a light sneer. 
"So don't start.  Dawn's considering him a buddy."  He looked at
Wade.  "Talk to the people in Cleveland.  They can always use another
fighter on the hellmouth.  The swords will come in *very* handy down there. 
It'll also give you more demon hunting experience.  Just don't hit on the
slayers or Xander will rip your head off."


 


"I can do that," he agreed happily.  "They
cute?"


 


"All three are under eighteen," Natasha said.


 


"That's fine."  He shrugged. 
"Cleveland?"  Clint wrote down the address for him.  "I can do
that.  Thanks, man."  He left through the window, heading to pack his
Roomba boxes and go down there.


 


Clint grinned at Natasha.  "The girls have needed
backup according to Coulson."


 


"They have."  They stared at their boss.  "We
have to figure out housing later this week and pack.  Who is the agent in
charge in LA?"


 


"You can't go," Fury said.  "We need you
here."


 


"Thor's out there," Joyce called.  She walked in. 
"Phil just called.  The backup team is ready for a trial and they're going
to handle the minor skirmishes here, plus he said to remind you Stark does have
that beaming satellite, Director.  So if something huge happens they can get
here."  Fury scowled at her.  She stared back.  "I'd kill them both
if they stayed here while Dawn was in LA until April."


 


"We'd sneak away anyway.  We'd miss her and the
sprout," Clint said with a grin.  "Did Pepper complain yet about
Chris and frog humpers?"  Joyce burst out giggling, nodding and patting
him on the arm as she walked off.  He grinned at Natasha.  "We're going to
let you make the decision.  House or condo?"  They walked off together.


 


"House.  I like the one that has the older trees.  It's
highly expensive but the worth will grow and it's in a safe area.  It has a
nice yard for him to run around in when he's walking.  We can even put up a
play area for him."


 


"Dawn wanted to put up a Tackleberry yard."  They
waved at Joyce and went back to their present apartment to pack the clothes,
weapons, and the cat.


 


"I don't think he's old enough to play with his Uncle
Xander in one yet," Natasha said after considering it.


 


"Maybe."


 


***


 


Pepper was out with the two youngest kids to get them
clothes that fit.  Chris was in a mood.  Pepper sighed, looking at him. 
"No, sweetie.  Frogs hop with Mommy, frogs hump with Daddy.  And that so
came out wrong but okay.  Okay?" she asked with a smile.  He grinned back
and switched to hopping because Mommy was upset.  "Thank you."  She
kissed him on the head then Liz.  "Liz, please don't pick out dresses that
don't fit you."  


 


She took them and got her the same thing in her size.  Liz
whined.  "It's the same thing."  She grabbed the dress she had picked
again, hugging it.  "Fine, put it into the cart."   Liz did that with
a grin then ran off.  Pepper checked before switching them to the right size
and moving on.  Chris wasn't going to tell her they weren't her picks.  She
found Liz on the other side of the small boutique staring at a dress and
sniffling.  "Liz, do you like that one?"


 


"No!" she shouted with a point at the lace dress. 
"Bad, eww!  Callia say no!"


 


"No, you don't have to wear a lace dress and your
sister would be upset by it.  That's very smart but a bit loud.  Indoor
voice."  Liz scowled.  She stared back.  "Manners."


 


"'Scuse," she chirped with a grin.


 


"The other manners.  Indoor voice," Pepper said
firmly, staring at her demented offspring.  She wasn't even a Stark and already
acting like her stepfather.  It had to be osmosis from Tony.  Pepper found a
few things she thought were cute and held them up.  "Which one do you
like?"  Liz scowled, hands going to her hips.  She smiled.  "You look
like Grandma Joyce when you do that."  Liz beamed at her for that
complement then ran off.  "No, stay here," Pepper said patiently. 
"Come pick out three more outfits then we'll look at pants."  


 


Liz brought back one, making Pepper sigh.  She squatted
down, taking the outfit from her.  "Okay, see this?" she said with a
point.  Liz smiled and nodded.  Pepper got one of the ones from the cart. 
"Yours should say *this* *here*," she said with a point.  "See,
they're different.  You need ones that have this number."


 


Liz stared then at her.  "No?"


 


Pepper smiled and held them together.  "See how yours
is smaller?  It's too small for you.  We need to get yours with the right
number size.  So let's go look then we'll come back to pick up some stuff for
Chris."


 


"Dress?" she asked with a point at the lace one. 
She grinned.  "Pretty."


 


"It'd be very pretty on him but I doubt his father
would let him wear a dress this week, Liz."  The sales girl was laughing
behind the counter.  She helped her by showing her the numbers on the outfits. 
Liz got the point and grabbed a whole bunch of stuff with the right number. 
"Good job," Pepper said, looking at the hideous pile.  "Let's look
at things you want to wear."  Liz stared.  "What ones do you
like?"  She pointed at the pile.  "Ten things, Liz."  Liz
pouted.  Pepper sighed.  "That's cool."  She got them into the cart
and let Liz help her look at Chris's clothes once she knew what his number
was.  The salesgirl smiled at her.  "They have to learn.  We'll work on
fashion sense later," Pepper quipped.


 


"She did pretty good.  She matched most
everything."  She checked them.  "Wrong number."  Pepper went to
get it in the right size then came back.  She paid and Pepper walked out with
the kids and their bags.  The saleswoman tweeted how great Pepper was with the
kids.  She was really patient with her daughter and the Stark heir.


 


***


 


Tony walked out to help Pepper grab bags.  "Are you shopping
like Auntie Dawn?" he asked Liz with a smile.


 


"Chris dress pretty?" she asked.


 


"No, we didn't pick Chris up either of those dresses. 
We'd have to make sure Tony wouldn't mind if he wore a dress."  Liz batted
her big, green eyes at him with a smile.


 


He hugged her.  "He's small enough that if he wants to
wear a dress he can wear one of your older, pretty ones, Liz."  She beamed
and ran to find him one.  He looked at her.  "Callia needs more too."


 


"Not tomorrow.  Please?"


 


"Sure."  He helped her carry in the bags and Steve
helped by showing Liz how to fold clothes.  "Did she buy the whole
store?"


 


"She finally got the point of the right size so she
picked most everything in it.  It wasn't a war I was going to be able to win
today," Pepper sighed.


 


Steve looked in Chris's bag.  "The salesgirl got things
mixed up," he said, brining it to Liz's room.  He noticed how much smaller
it was and looked at Liz.  "Why does Chris have a dress?"


 


"He be pretty."  She grinned.


 


"Oh, that reason."  He went to hang it up in the
back of Chris's closet.  They could give it to the next daughter in the family
or Danielle.  His son really didn't need a dress.


 


***


 


Dawn looked up at her spouses as they came in.  She was on
her back on the floor doing her leg lifts on the edge of the couch with Philip
giggling on her stomach.  "Hey, guys.  Philip, look, Mommy Natasha and
Daddy are back."  Philip looked up and squealed, crawling over to them to
pounce.


 


"Hey, little guy," Clint said, prying him off his
leg to hug.  "Are you happy to see us?" he asked with a grin.  Philip
slobbered all over his cheek for him.  "That's a great welcome
home."  He sat down next to Dawn's feet.  Natasha took the other side of
them.  "Want me or Mommy 'Tasha?" he asked the baby.  He pointed when
the baby pouted and she got squealed at instead.  He handed him over.


 


Natasha smiled at him.  "You are quite loud today,
son.  Did you miss us that much?"  He snuggled in and patted her on the
chest, cooing at her.  "We love you too."  She cuddled him and he
grinned at Daddy.  "You are a little flirt."


 


"I think that's his 'I have her and you can't'
look," Clint quipped.  He stroked over Dawn's ankle.  "Why are you
doing those?"


 


"Had a slight leg cramp earlier."


 


"Then that makes sense."  He grinned down at her. 
Philip was cuddling with his favorite mommy so he should get the other one. 
"We have a residence."


 


"We do?"  She quit moving to stare at him. 
"When are we moving?"


 


"Two more weeks.  Everything went through well and we
signed the papers today."  He stroked her ankle again.  Dawn tipped her
head, looking confused.  "We do have a salary we're not really using,
Dawn."  She pounced him to kiss him.  He moaned and held her against him. 
"You're welcome."


 


"You bought us a house?"  She smiled. 
"Wow."  He grinned and let her fuss over it.   Even when she called
her mother from his lap.  "Mommy, they bought me a house."  She
grinned.  "I don't know but not the point.  They bought me a house,
Mommy."  She smiled at the baby.  "Grandma said hi."  She listened. 
"Yup.  Thanks, Mom."  She hung up.  "Fury's still fussing at
her."  She plucked the baby from Natasha to cuddle him.  He stared up at
her.  "I'm a happy mommy.  You can cuddle me too."  He grinned and
pooped.  "Gee, thanks."  Natasha laughed but got up to change him. 
Dawn kissed her husband again.  "Thank you."


 


"You're welcome, princess."  He stroked up her
back.  She grinned.  He knew that look and it was going to get him pounced. 
"Let us shower."  He winked.  She went back to her leg lifts with the
baby while they showered together.  Though, the baby followed them a few
minutes later and squealed happily at the naked water time he was going to
get.  They stared down at him.  "Are you that happy, son?"


 


"Apparently," Natasha said, handing him the baby. 
"At least you're a boy," she said at his look.  She moved behind him
to scrub his back while he bathed the baby so he'd quit squealing loud enough
to be heard all over the city.  That made him a happy crawling drool factory. 
She was happy to help Clint scrub down so that was a bonus for all of them. 
When they got done, and the baby was rediapered, Dawn took him back to give him
some oatmeal.  


 


Natasha smiled at him trying to avoid the spoon.  "Eat
for me, Philip.  We'll be very proud."  He looked around until he spotted
her then smiled and almost-waved, but Mommy took the opportunity to stick the
spoon full of oatmeal in his mouth.  "I don't think he liked that,"
Natasha quipped when the baby glared at Dawn.


 


Dawn grinned at him.  "Eat or you can't cuddle Chris
later, son."  He pouted but she fed him because the other parents helped. 
"I still say he likes one of you best."


 


"He might," Clint agreed with a grin.  "For
now.  He'll go back and forth on favorites depending on who's doing what with
him."  He stretched out.  The baby fussed and avoided the spoon some more
until Dawn finally sighed and put him on the floor again.  He crawled over to
Daddy and patted his leg until he picked him up.  "Need some guy time?  I
can understand that.  I'm surrounded by girls."


 


"That used to be Xander's line," Dawn quipped with
a smirk.


 


"He was surrounded by bitches.  I have two beautiful
women who like to make me brainless and beg.  So much better."  He
grinned.  Natasha kissed him.  The baby grunted at her and pushed.  "I
think he wanted some guy time."  He kissed him on the head, getting
grinned at.  "Don't want Mommy Natasha to kiss me?"  Dawn kissed him
and he grinned at her, getting the same treatment from the baby.  


 


"Okay, so we'll have some guy time," he said. 
"What did you want to do?"  Philip stared at him.  "Hmm, baby
ESP time.  Want to go for a walk?"  Philip squealed and bounced so he got
up with a groan and pulled on the baby snuggler.  "C'mon, maybe we'll run
into your buddies."  He walked off with the baby.  The girls could
entertain themselves and him.  Which was always a great thing, that and walks
tended to wear Philip out so he napped for a few hours.


 


Dawn smiled and pounced Natasha, making her laugh and cuddle
back.  That was good and Clint could get happy with them later.


 


Clint walked the baby through the tunnels and outside to the
really overdone 'lunch garden' as it was called.  It was way too rigidly
manicured for his tastes but the baby liked it.  He saw press people and
winced.  "Oh, crap."  Philip flinched.  "Not you.  You won't
while we're out here or we have to go in to change you because I didn't grab
anything, little guy."  He stayed out of the way of the press, even if a
few did catch sight of them walking.  Philip was nice enough to tease them by
waving when one shouted their names.  


 


"No, you don't need to flirt with reporters, son. 
That's a bad habit because then they'd stalk you all over.  Which would make
all your parents very upset."  He heard the explosion and looked.  That wasn't
a lab accident.  He considered it but there was a giant robot stomping out. 
"Shit."  He ran over, handing the baby to a reporter he recognized. 
"Watch him for ten please.  Stark, need my bow!" he shouted when he
spotted him running in.


 


"Barton!" Andrew called, tossing him one. 
"Not yours but good enough?"


 


"Yeah, I can use that."  It was a nice compound
hunting bow.  With spikes for some reason.  It worked, that's all that
mattered.  That and he had explosive arrows.  Jonathan tossed him some of those
and he started to distract the robot.  "Get the kid from the reporter,
'Drew."


 


"Yup."  Jonathan ran to do that while Andrew set
up something to help.  The sonic wave generator worked, which was good since
they hadn't tested it yet, and the wave of noise hit the robot, which gave
Clint's explosive arrows an opening to blow the guy up.  Stark came out to
finish it off.  Andrew looked at Jonathan and the squealing baby.  "He
needs to make putting on the suit and taking it off faster, huh?"  


 


He took Philip to hug since he was being squealed at. 
"Caroline missed you, little guy.  You still can't date her though,
please?"  He sniffed and looked at him, walking him down there. 
"Diaper needed and I have no idea how to change little boys."  He
handed him over and took the bow and quiver back.  "Have fun, we'll see
you tomorrow, little guy."  He ran off before the diaper started to
overflow.  With the way his face looked, Philip's butt was going to have an
epic eruption.


 


Clint looked down at him.  "Didn't I ask you not to do
that since I didn't bring out a diaper bag?"  He walked off.  "Let me
change him."  Natasha walked past him.  "Want to change him,
Nat?"


 


"Not with how he's still going.  I might have to change
clothes."


 


"Me too," he complained, holding him out at arm's
length.  Even if he fussed, it was nice not to have to do laundry tonight for
more than the baby.


 


Natasha walked out there.  "Stark, do you need
help?"


 


"No, we've got it dead," he said.  "I have no
idea who was working on that."


 


Jonathan walked over and shrugged.  "It looks like
someone got our girl-fetching robot and updated it, Tony.  Sorry."  He ran
off.


 


Tony looked over.  "Aren't you two in New York?"


 


"Caroline missed her Philip and Chris time,"
Andrew said with a grimace.  "I'm still reminding her they can't date so
they can't make a non-geek baby.  Because with that much brain power it'll be
too delicate for anything but a living computer brain or a non-geek."  He
walked off, following where Clint had went.  "They in Guest Suites,
boss?"


 


"Yes."  He shook his head, looking at Pepper when
she came out with Liz and Chris in a stroller.  "Andrew and Jonathan are
here."


 


"Wonderful."  She smiled.  "Chris keeps
scowling because he can't flirt with Caroline."


 


"I agree with the boys.  If there's kids between them,
they'll either be non-geeks or too smart to do anything but lay there and
think," he said dryly.  She cackled, patting him on the arm as she walked
past him with the kids.  "Okay.  Clean up on aisle six, guys."  The
security team and his robotics team gathered the parts together to look over. 
Tony went to take off the suit and check on the kids.  On the way he ran into
Pepper with all the kids.  "Problems?"  He patted Allenetta on the
head since she was fussy.  "Where's your parents, young lady?"


 


"Jonathan told her where the original robot came from
so Patty pounced Jonathan so hard they dented a wall," Pepper said with a
smile.  "Chris, being a Stark, decided he wanted to help by trying to undo
MB's shirt buttons.  Philip was pouting that he got left out with Caroline so
they were cuddling and sucking on each other, which made Andrew horrified.  So
we're going to teach them all about paperwork today.  Maybe one of them will be
Callia's assistant when Dawn has to retire."  She smiled and walked them
off. 


 


"That's a scary thought," Tony said, following
her.  He paused when he heard a squeal.  "Wow, I didn't know MB was a
screamer like Dawn."  She tugged on his arm so he went with Pepper,
smiling at the kids.  They found Steve up there and the kids pounced him,
getting hugged.


 


"Hi, Caro, hi, Allenetta."  He hugged them then
Philip.  "Hi, Philip."  Philip wiggled free and crawled over to
pounce his fascinating older girl friend.  Caroline gave him a dirty look but
cooed and patted him when he cuddled.  He laughed.  "You two are
adorable."


 


"Andrew and I agree, Caroline and my kids can't date. 
They'd probably make a non-geek."


 


"Or a really dysfunctional version of you," Pepper
agreed with a smile.


 


"Or that, one that never did anything but lay on their
bed and think."


 


"There's nothing wrong with that," Callia said
firmly.  "I enjoy the hell out of it."  Steve glared at her.  "I
do!"


 


"Swearing," he noted.


 


"This is all family."  She grinned.  "I don't
in public and if Daddy can I can."


 


"Faulty logic," Pepper warned.  "He's an
adult, you are not.  Slight change of variables."


 


"I hate variables," Callia complained.  "I
hate math too."


 


"You used to like math," Tony said, staring down
at her.  "What happened?"


 


"It makes no sense!  It doesn't even make Uncle Rodney
without coffee and sleep sense!  How can anyone do something with an
unabsolute, varies by whim variable!"


 


Tony hugged her.  "I promise, if you go into physics
instead of engineering, it'll be okay and I'll let Rodney and Radek mentor you,
sweetheart."  She huffed and stomped off to call her uncle to complain
about her daddy malfunctioning again.  Clearly he needed guy tinkering time to
cure it.  That's what usually did it.  Or him getting really loud with Mommies
Steve and Pepper.  She pouted when Diama appeared.  "I suck."


 


Diama hugged her.  "You don't suck.  It's confusing. 
Even I get confused.  I had to ask Radek why math had so many things that
weren't numbers."  Callia smiled because if her future goddess was
confused it was okay if she was.  "We should go see Rodney and
Radek."


 


"JARVIS, tell Daddy I'm going with Diama to see Uncle
Rodney."  They disappeared to the lab to pout at him.


 


Radek looked over at the door opening.  "You two are
not scientists," he said with a smile.  "Not until have first college
degree."


 


"It makes no sense," Callia pouted.  Diama nodded.


 


Rodney looked over from his desk.  "What makes no
sense?"  The girls ran over to climb on his lap and tell him about math
not making sense to them.  He grabbed some paper and a pencil to go over how
you handled those freakish non-absolute things like infinity and symbols that
changed value based on the surrounding matter.  The goddess got it faster but
Callia did get it and she snuggled him.  He smiled at them. 
"Better?"  They nodded.  "Then you two should probably check in
with your parents."


 


"I had JARVIS tell Daddy we were coming to see
you," Callia said with a smile.  "Daddy's malfunctioning again.  He
needs guy tinkering time or whatever he does with Mommy Pepper and Mommy Steve
to get giggly.  Can you come back to do that?  We won't let Philip or Liz or
Chris pounce you."


 


He looked at her.  "We only tinker in the lab.  Your
father's mood afterward isn't the same as when he's spent time with his all-but
spouses."


 


Callia shrugged.  "It seems the same and he's just as
happy.  That way he could be happy and make squealing noises back when Chris
made them at him.  And it'd help him calm Mommy Pepper down when Chris insists
that frogs hump again.  You can even talk down to Grandpa because he wanted me
to be a *debutante*.  I got so punished for yelling at him," she sighed,
hugging Diama.  "There was soap and extra papers too.  Daddy even said
that girls weren't appreciated in science."


 


"Some of the older scientists aren't used to having
women in science," Rodney agreed.  "There's not a lot of you, even
today."  He gave her a squeeze.  "Which grandfather?  I can't imagine
Bruce wanting you to be a debutante of all stupid things."


 


"Grandpa Stark and I know!  I mean, I wear panties and
I don't drink, or do drugs, or drive into innocent sidewalks while doing either
of those.  How could he expect me to have yappy dogs!  I need better
conversation than yappy dogs.  Most of them don't even know how to spell science,
much less do it, and he wanted me to have *babies* to do the science stuff.  I
don't care if I do get my mouth soaped again, he was a stupid frog
humper."


 


"Frog humper?" Diama asked.


 


"Dawn called some idiot scientists that tried to take
Philip from her that.  That and evolutionary dead ends.  And when I asked,
Daddy gave me *another* paper to figure out what that meant!"  She looked
at Rodney.  "You need to remind Daddy why science makes him happy so he's
not as mean, Uncle Rodney.  He hugged me earlier and said it was okay if I
wanted to follow you instead of him.  He's going weird."


 


"He clearly is, yes," he agreed with a smile for
the girls.  "Though, I may have to use the frog humper nomenclature later
on."  He blinked a few times.  Then he hugged them.  "I'll call him
after I have done all my work for the day."


 


Diama snorted.  "You'll never get done because you keep
adding to your list.  You need days off to remember why science was fun and not
work too, Rodney."  He stared at her.  She smiled.  "I'm your goddess
and I said so," she chirped.


 


"He can tinker with Daddy for that," Callia said
happily, cuddling her.  "That'll help them both.  They can even figure out
what someone did with Warren's girl fetching robot to make it mean.  Or he can
help them make new roombas for the army."


 


"Army like Ares'?" Diama asked.  Callia grinned
and babbled about the roombas.  Radek and a few others tried not to laugh but
had to leave to cackle outside.  Callia waved a hand without looking. 
"They'll understand soon.  Deadpool might bring some of them to the demon
apocalypse this spring in LA."  She beamed.


 


Diama patted her on the head.  "You need a vacation
from science too.  That way you have fun."


 


"It's my spring break but I'm grounded so no one's
going to take me anywhere except to get new clothes because mine are too small
again.  Daddy said I looked like a streetwalker in my favorite shirt yesterday
because I nearly flashed some nipple."  Rodney groaned and shook his
head.  She cuddled him.  "It's okay.  I put it up because boys are icky
and if they try to touch me I can beat the shit out of them like I was Auntie
Dawn.  Even if I'm in a future bikini."


 


"Yes, I'm sure you will," he promised, giving them
both a hug.  "Let me call your father, make sure he's not worried."


 


Diama looked up then shrugged.  "He's letting Philip
play with his hair while he teaches Chris colors."  She looked to the
east.  "Brucie is bored."  She grinned.  "Meet you in the labs. 
'Lantis, Rodney needs to visit Uncle Tony in the labs here please.  He needs
vacation time."


 


"I can do that," the AI said happily.  "It
would make him calmer and sleep better for a bit."


 


Callia looked up.  "Did we forget the rolling boxes in
New York?  JARVIS hasn't talked to you in a few days."


 


"We've integrated more so we only have to connect by a
slight surge of power through the connection to the Bifrost Bridge that Colonel
Sheppard helped Baldr create, Callia, but thank you for thinking of our
happiness."


 


"Is that like making babies for computers?" Callia
asked, making Radek change his mind and walk out again.  "It sounded like
it," she called after him.  "You need a vacation to color and stuff
too!"


 


"I'm sure they're more chatting as they don't have the
physical apparatus for such pursuits," Rodney said quickly.


 


Callia looked at her.  "There's that robot company that
pisses Auntie Dawn's spouses off in Singapore.  I found their video by accident
when I was looking at the trashed files on the Stark company system.  Or Andrew
and Jonathan could build one probably.  The robo-Mommy Pepper and robo-Auntie
Natasha are both great, even if they were built by Warren for his nasty boy
needs."


 


Diama looked at her.  "Robot people?"  Callia
nodded, telling her about them.  She looked and frowned.  "Who did
that?"


 


"Warren.  He was friends with Andrew and Jonathan but
he had a bad brain leak so he's in the hospital until he quits trying to kill
others and sleep with robots.  He had been visited by the bad idea fairy."


 


She grinned.  "That's Ares' new job."  She cackled
and took them to the labs in Stark.  Then she grabbed Bruce and brought him. 
She went back to tell Joyce and get a hug, because Joyce gave great hugs, then
went to teach Tara's twins about science stuff and balloons.  She loved her
balloon geeks.  They explained *everything* to her.


 


Bruce looked around then at Tony.  "Isn't this your lab
at the house?"


 


"Yeah."  He looked at his daughter.  "What
did you do?"


 


"You needed the happy times like you get when you
tinker with them or when you have giggling, loud time with Mommies Pepper and
Steve."  She grinned.  "I'll get someone to pick me up."  She
ran upstairs to measure her room while waiting on Happy or someone.  She'd have
to redecorate whenever they moved back here.  It was even more for babies than her
one at the company compound.


 


Tony shook his head.  "I have a great lab at the
company.  Grab her, Bruce."


 


"Problems beyond the remodeling?" Bruce asked,
looking around.  He hadn't been here before.


 


"Dawn had a vision that this house was going to be attacked."


 


"Oh, charming."  Tony got them a ride while he
went to help Callia with her simple thing until it got there.  He could protect
her while Rodney and Tony talked about how to calm Callia down.  Because his
daughter was now incredibly warped and he had no idea how he had done it.  They
needed to fix her before she outdid Warren and made herself robotic friends or
something.  Or turned into Deadpool with the way she babbled and liked weapons.


 


***


 


Dawn looked at her niece, shrugging some.  "We both
need some clothes."


 


"If you'd gain back those five pounds you wouldn't need
some," Callia said with a smile.  "You need to make Unclie Clint feed
you."


 


"He did last night."  She took her to shop.  She
had to hire a car for the day, Happy was busy and she wasn't allowed to drive
for a few more weeks with the way the meds were slowing down her reaction
times.  But that was fine.  They were half-demon owned and they respected her
and Callia so they'd be safe enough.  Dawn checked the upcoming schedules.  "Do
you want to go to the theater with the parents?"


 


"What's the theater?  Like movies?"


 


"No, like plays."


 


"I've never seen a play."  She considered it. 
"Is that a date for them?"


 


"No, they've put a notation on there to see if you
wanted to go.  If so, you'll have to dress up."  She looked over at her. 
"That means slightly formal clothes."


 


"Pretty dress?"


 


"Pretty dress, jewelry."  She looked her over. 
"We might want to talk about getting your ears pierced soon too."


 


She touched her ears.  "For earrings?"  Dawn
nodded with a slight smile.  "I might like that."  She considered
it.  "That would hurt, huh?"  Dawn nodded.  "Fine.  We can do
that."


 


"You sure?  That means you have to take care of
them."


 


"They'd have to take less work than the pets," she
quipped.  "Can we look at things to redo my bedroom?"


 


"Yup.  Though, I saw your ideas.  That won't work
because of your dog."


 


"That's true, Xander puppy can't get up onto a raised
bed.  I'll have to fix that.  Maybe a ramp.  He can jump but he doesn't like
to."


 


"That's because he's getting chubby," she told
her.


 


"Yeah, kinda."  She shrugged and smiled. 
"But that's okay.  We can start to go for longer walks since it's not
chilly out here."  The car paused and they got out, going into the store. 
Dawn was checking her accounts.  One was suspiciously not working so she had to
switch to the cards from her main draw account.  That helped and she sent an
email at Natasha to find out why the bank was down.  Callia got outfitted for
the next few months.  Dawn took her up to a fancier store to get her that
important first semi-formal gown.  She smiled at the curious looking
saleswoman.  "This is my niece, Callia Stark.  She's going to the theater
with her parents in a few weeks.  So it's time for the first semi-formal nice
dress."


 


"Of course.  This way, Miss Stark."  She smiled at
her.  "You'll probably want something nice but comfortable?"  Dawn
nodded.  "Which show?"  


 


Dawn checked then shrugged.  She looked that up and found
it.  "The opening on the eighth."  She smiled at the saleswoman. 
"Which is in French."


 


"I'm learning French," Callia said happily,
smiling at the saleswoman.  "Do I get to be twinkly?  I sometimes like
twinkly.  I'm getting my ears pierced later on."


 


"That's a great thing," the saleswoman said with a
smile.  "It'll help when you have to pick out jewelry."


 


"Sometimes a good pair of earrings is enough or a
necklace, that way you don't have to wear a ton of jewelry at once to show
off," Dawn agreed.  She looked at something and shook her head. 
"Nothing that kidish please.  She's nine."


 


"Sure.  Let's see."  She found the flowergirl
dresses and pulled out a few.  "These we have in a size near hers.  It'd
have to be tailored."


 


Dawn considered it, staring at them then her niece. 
"Let her try on the blue one.  If we need to, we can get her a belt to
make it look less like a party dress."  The saleswoman nodded and took her
to help her try it on.  Dawn looked up kid clothiers in the area and smiled. 
One of her more favored shops might have some and they were only a few blocks
away.  Callia came out.  "It'll have to be hemmed.  You're not allowed to
wear heels yet."  She made 'turn around' motions, shaking her head. 
"That's going to take a ton of tailoring and we only have three
weeks."  She considered the other ones.  "Let's look at hair things
for now."  She let Callia pick out a few things and went over why she
liked them.  Including a little cap/veil fascinator.  "Those are
fashionable right now."


 


"They are," Callia agreed happily.


 


"That and that purple dress might work.  It had black
trim, right?"  The saleswoman got it for Callia to try on.  Dawn smiled. 
"That should work for the theater."


 


"It should," the saleswoman said.  "It fits
her tolerably well.  It could use a bit of tailoring but nothing too
huge."  Dawn nodded and they looked at her.  "Do you like that, Miss
Stark?"


 


She looked at herself.  "What shoes would I wear,
Auntie?"


 


"Your black suede flats probably.  Or black ones.  Your
accessories should probably pretty much match."


 


"Huh."  She twirled a few times in the mirror. 
"Then I like this."  She smiled.  "Do we have someone who can
fix where it's a bit big?"


 


"We can ask my tailor back in New York for
recommendations," Dawn assured her.  Callia beamed and bounced a bit, going
to change and let the saleslady wrap things up.  She stared at her card. 
"It just worked."


 


"The bank may be down.  One of mine's not working and
it's through the same bank."  


 


Dawn handed over her other one, getting it run.  That worked
and she smiled, taking the card.  "Okay, let's get your ears
pierced."  She walked off, hugging her.  "You have very nice taste,
very young and yet still pretty."


 


"Think Mommy Pepper will like it?"


 


"I think she'll adore it."  They shared a smile.
Their driver was more than happy to give them time to get frozen yogurt on the
way to the jewelry store Dawn liked.  Dawn showed them the dress and
fascinator.  They had a nice pair of amethyst that would go with it.  Dawn
bought them and let them pierce Callia's ears.  Callia winced and teared up but
got hugged until the ouching stopped.  She even took notes on how to care for
her ears.  The saleswoman there was more than happy and Callia found something
she liked, getting it for herself.  It was young and a solitaire on a chain. 
So good for her jewelry box.  They went home.  Dawn smiled as they walked in. 
"She is going to the theater with you."


 


"You got her ears pierced?" Pepper demanded.  She
pulled Callia over.  "Where did you go?"


 


"To the jewelry store," Callia said with a grin. 
She showed her the new earrings.  "That will go with the pretty dress and
hat, Mommy Pepper, and I got this because it was pretty."  She showed her
that necklace.


 


"That's very good taste," Tony agreed. 
"Classic and goes with a lot of things."  He looked at Dawn.  "I
think you may have stepped on some toes."


 


She kissed Pepper on the cheek.  "It's a semi-formal. 
You still get to get her the first fully formal special dress."  They
shared a look.  "She got a hat too."


 


"A hat?" Pepper asked.


 


Callia nodded with a grin.  "I look good."  She
twirled around and pounced her father to hug him.  "Earrings hurt."


 


"They do, yes."  He cuddled her.  "What else
did you get?"  Dawn handed over the other bags so she could show him.


 


"By the way, her bank card quit working
mid-trip."  Dawn sat down and looked at Pepper.  "This way we both
get one of the special outfits."


 


"Good point and the first formal is usually for
something really special."  She stole Callia back to hug her.  "I
want to see first.  That way we know if you need shoes or a slip."


 


"Slip maybe," Dawn said.  "But it's nowhere
near see-through."  Pepper smiled and nodded.  "Go ahead." 
Callia took that package into her room to change.  "It needs a touch of
tailoring.  We did not go couture by any means."


 


Callia came out pinning her fascinator on and smiled at
them, twirling around.  "See, pretty neat, huh?"


 


"Very," Tony said, staring at his little girl. 
She clearly wasn't so little anymore.  She was turning into a teenager way too
soon.  He wasn't ready for this yet.  Pepper was sniffling too.  He tipped his
head to the side.  "Those new earrings will go very well."


 


"They will," Pepper agreed, pulling her over to
hug her.  "You did good, kiddo."


 


"Thanks, Mommy Pepper."  She grinned at her auntie. 
"We picked the hat first."


 


"Sometimes you need the great thing to go with the
accessory."  She winked at her.  "Go change back."  She ran off
to do that.  "Those shoes are too tight."


 


"We can fix that," Pepper said, wiping off her
cheeks.  "She looks like a young lady in that."  Dawn nodded with a
grin for them.  "Wow."  She looked at Tony, who sighed but nodded. 
Pepper hugged Dawn.  "Thanks for leaving me the extra special one."


 


"For her coming out or her prom probably," Dawn
agreed.  "Both super special things."


 


Pepper smiled and nodded.  "They are, yeah." 
Callia came out in a leotard and shorts, pouncing her for a hug.  "You
showed excellent taste today.  You get to help me teach Liz and Chris how to
match clothes later."


 


She laughed.  "That's fine.  Make sure they can't play
with my earrings?"


 


"I can do that."  She cuddled her.  "You're
getting so big."


 


"No I'm not.  I'm only nine.  You have *years* yet
before I'm a big girl and boybands in between," she joked.


 


"We taught you better taste than that," Tony
joked, taking her for his own hug.  Dawn gave them some privacy to figure out
what to do with a tweenager.  They had to mourn the little girl times that were
past them now and the future teenager years that were ahead.


 


***


 


Dawn looked up as music came on over the loudspeaker.  She
sent out a building-wide memo that if they were having a theme song day to pick
something that would not get complained about.  It got switched from _Weird
Science_ to _White and Nerdy_.  She shook her head.  It was a goofy day in the
Stark compound.  Philip chirped and cackled.  She looked down at him. 
"Some day that'll be you, yeah."  She handed him a teething biscuit,
making him a happy boy.  Tony walked up the hall with the speakers around him automatically
switching to _Have a Drink On Me_ by AC/DC.  "Appropriate," Dawn
teased with a grin.


 


"Yes it is."  He looked down at Philip. 
"Hey, little guy.  Why aren't you with the other kids?"


 


"He actually likes me today.  He can sit with me,
Tony."


 


"Fine."  He went into the office.  The music cut
off because Pepper had JARVIS stop it.  He kissed her and winked at Liz. 
"Are you liking the mommy time too?  I thought you were with Beya."


 


"She was until Beya got a sudden nose bleed."  She
pointed at where Chris was staring at the painting on the wall.  "I have
no idea why but he's been doing that all day."


 


"It's probably the Stark focus.  Or we'll have him
checked."  He walked over and Chris stared at him, smiling.  "Hey,
Son.  Want closer to the pretty thing?"  He picked him up to let him stare
at the picture better.  That made Chris happier.  "We're having your eyes
checked."


 


"He has an upcoming baby doc appointment in three
days," Dawn called in.  "Then Liz has one the next day so you don't
have to wrangle them both together."


 


"He can refer us to a good eye doc if he thinks it's
necessary," Tony decided, looking at his son.  Who grinned back at him. 
"Then we'll see if it's the Stark focus or not."  He sat down and put
him on the carpet with Liz.  Who smirked at them.  "Is that your 'I need a
diaper badly' look?" he teased.


 


"She's almost two so we need to start the potty talks
soon," Pepper said.


 


"Lizzy, run for the potty," Dawn said.  Liz
squealed all the way in there and climbed up to stand on the toilet and pee. 
She grinned.  "Steve caught her doing that the other night and could not
figure out what she was doing."


 


"She's mimicking the daddies," Tony said, looking
awed.  "Will she do both?"


 


"Do not know.  We know she'll go when prompted but it's
not her idea," Dawn said with a grin at Philip.  "Some day soon
you'll learn how to do that too.  Though, you are learning to sit down at
first.  It's easier."  She smoothed down his hair.  "Almost time for
the first haircut, son.  Your daddy's looking forward to that."


 


Clint strolled up the hall reading a book on parenting. 
"What?"


 


"First haircut needs to happen soon."


 


Clint grinned.  "It is getting a bit long in
front."  He hugged his son, earning a happy grin and some slobber.  Clint
gave him another teething biscuit.  "Natasha wanted to know how you potty
trained."


 


"They have to be old enough, usually two or
three," Dawn said.  "You prompt them to go, then treat the hell out
of them for it."  She smiled.  "He's learning how to sit down first. 
It's easier and we can put up a potty seat."


 


"He's a guy, Dawn.  We don't usually sit down."


 


"He's got no aim yet," she countered.  "He'll
need to sit down until he can aim it."


 


"That may be a point," he admitted, considering
it.  "We'll see."  He kissed her and walked off reading.  "Is he
going to walk soon?"


 


"He's not standing up so no."


 


"Wonderful.  Wade wants him to squeal his name."


 


"I'll get to work teaching him once he starts to babble
more than noise," she said dryly.  She smiled at him.  "Say
mama?"  He babbled everything but that.  "That's okay.  It's a bit
early, son."  She got back to work.  He fussed so she pulled him into her
lap to watch her type.  That made him happier because he got Mommy time and he
got to see things magically appear for her.  Dawn finished up her task and
printed it, carrying it and the baby into the office.  "Did you hire
another assistant?  I haven't gotten anything from you in a few hours."


 


Pepper shook her head.  "I've sent you three things to
proofread and polish for me, Dawn."  She considered it then looked up. 
"JARVIS, what happened to those files?"


 


"It's clear that Dawn should not be back at work yet. 
She's exhausted and not up to her perky self," the AI said. 
"Therefore I put them in holding until she got some rest."


 


Dawn sniffled.  "I love you like a fussy uncle,
JARVIS."


 


"If I had true emotions I'd probably feel the same,
Dawn.  Now go take a rest."


 


"I can't.  I have to earn my paycheck.  I don't want to
set a bad example for Philip by slacking."


 


"I doubt you are," Pepper said, smiling at her. 
"We know you're not one of those who earned their paychecks on their back
or their knees, Dawn."


 


"Yeah but it's still my job and I'm taking less hours
right now.  I can do typing stuff, JARVIS, really."


 


He huffed.  "I'll release them singly so you can handle
them as you're able.  You should have waited another week before coming back,
Dawn."


 


Tony leaned in, staring at them.  "JARVIS, Dawn can
handle it."


 


"She was doing some in bed last night," the AI
said firmly.  "She should have been doing other things, like
resting."


 


"I couldn't sleep anymore," Dawn said with a
slight shrug.  "Really, I'm okay, JARVIS."


 


"You are not.  Your biorhythms say that you're
tired."


 


"It's nearly lunch and I was going to eat and rest for
a half hour," Dawn said.


 


"Then I'll release those to you afterward.  Your mate
is picking up your lunch anyway."  He hung up.


 


She smiled at Pepper.  "He really is the greatest AI
and fussy uncle ever."


 


"Yeah, he is."  She smiled.  "See you in an
hour."


 


"Yup."  She looked at Philip.  "Lunch
time?"  He stared at her.  "C'mon, let's eat with Daddy."  She
smiled at Tony.  "He backlogged my work on me."


 


"I heard."  He smiled at the happy baby. 
"Have fun with your food, Philip."  He babbled baby noise and flung around
his soggy teething biscuit all the way back to their suite.  "I agree, she
came back early."


 


"She wanted to," Pepper said with a smile. 
"She only came back at part time for that reason."


 


"I know.  The only thing she hasn't fully managed is
her rounds to collect everything and fuss over people."  He smiled as
Natasha strolled up the hallway in a nice outfit.  "Out for a date?"


 


"No, we've found evidence that one of your people is
selling their time to other countries as well so I'm going to pretend to be
Dawn for a bit."  She smiled.


 


"They all know you're not her."


 


"Yes, but they'll still talk to me."  She strolled
off.  "I'm going on her gathering and nagging rounds."


 


"Start in building four, she hasn't gotten to them in
days," Pepper called after her.


 


"I need to do building seven."


 


"She hasn't gotten there since Monday," Tony
quipped.  "She's got a chart made for right now."  Natasha came back
to get it and look it over.  Then she went back to fill in for Dawn while
checking up on that group.  She'd go tease them in a few minutes for
information stuttered at her chest.  Most of the scientists here in the
compound did.  Those ones though, they were the married, straight, not even
looking at her sort.  So she'd have to work around that.  And Caroline trying
to claim her for some  auntie time when she ran into them.  She smiled at the
baby cheering at her.  "Philip is having lunch."


 


"She just ate," MB said with a smile. 
"Dawn's on lunch?"  Natasha nodded.  "Shoot.  I needed to know
how she made that thingy she gave to Jonathan when you guys didn't make it home
in time to eat it."


 


"Which thing?"


 


"The mushroom thingy."


 


"Put mushrooms into a baking dish or a casserole dish,
add italian seasoning, the dried kind, and a bit of garlic powder but not too
much.  Add cheese on top then cover with breadcrumbs.  Bake at 350 until brown.


 


"So that's how it came out crispy.  I need cooking
lessons."


 


Natasha smiled.  "There's a great many ways of doing
that.  Including trading recipes among the labs."


 


"We might have to do that.  I'll have Dawn send out a
memo.  Thanks, Natasha."  She looked at her daughter.  "C'mon, we'll
go sit outside in the sun.  You haven't seen the sun today.  Or yesterday.  And
possibly not all week thanks to Daddy being busy."  She walked her off
talking to her.


 


Natasha smiled and went back to her finding of information
and gathering of things.  Dawn really did have a very unusual job with all the
fussing she did but it had gotten out all her maternal instincts before she had
the baby.  Now....  The geeks liked the baby more than they did anyone but
Callia.  She ran into her.  "I'm gathering reports for your aunt."


 


"Okay.  I can help."  She looked at herself. 
Jeans, band t-shirt her Uncle Phil had gotten her.  Hair up in a ponytail. 
"We can do that."


 


"Shoes," Natasha ordered.  She huffed but summoned
some to put on and they went together.   They could probably visit all the
labs.  Callia smiled as they walked into the first one.  "I'm doing Stark
rounds," she quipped with a grin for them and a hug for one she knew. 
"To make sure my future geeks are all like family."  They smiled at
her and talked to her about what they were doing while Natasha made coffee, got
them new pastries sent up since their plate of them was empty, and gathered
reports.  By the time they were done with the buildings Dawn had not gotten to
yet, Callia was about hoarse but happy.  Natasha did that one building, earning
a look from the little genius.  She smiled back.  "I have need of talking
to one of them," she said quietly.


 


"That's fine.  That's kinda your job sometimes." 
She took the reports they had gathered and went to the office.  "Here,
Mommy Pepper.  Auntie Natasha did the rest of the rounds for Auntie
Dawn."  Dawn grinned from her seat on the couch.  "Hi, Philip." 
He beamed and waved.  "Good boy."  She hugged him.  "C'mon, it's
time for me to brush the dog.  Want to help me brush the doggy?"  She
carried him off.  "You're so heavy.  You must've just eaten."


 


Dawn smiled.  "Bring him back when he needs
changed."


 


"Beya's with us."


 


"Okay, that's fine."  She looked at Pepper. 
"Which one in building seven?"  Tony shrugged.  "I'll ask her
later."  She got up to look over the reports.  "I'll pop around to
make sure on the food thing.  Those buildings never eat."  She went back
to her desk to go back to work, thankfully JARVIS and Clint had talked and
Clint had convinced him to release her work back to her since she had rested.


 


Pepper and Tony shared a grin and got back to the company
stuff -  after Tony had kissed her stupid and got in a bit of groping.


 


***


 


Tony was staring at the front of his house.  He loved his
house and missed it.  He looked at the trees out front.  One looked like fall
foliage.  The other....  Did it in the spring.  He realized that and texted
Dawn to see which one it was.  She sent back a question mark so he reminded her
of the vision.  She told him and he stared.  That was bad.  It probably
should've happened already.  So maybe.....  No, probably not.


 


Xander appeared, looking up at the house then at him. 
"The bomb's there.  It's got a motion sensor stuck on a wall in the
stairway down to your lab."


 


"When did it get put there?"


 


"No idea," Xander admitted.  He showed Tony the
motion sensor.  Tony huffed and disconnected it.  Xander had to move him when
the house exploded.  Tony was a bit injured but not as badly as it could have
been.  Xander put them both into the infirmary, handing him to Dr. Pigalli
since she was there.  "He went to check on the house since that vision should've
happened by now.  He disconnected the trigger sensor wrong."


 


"Good to know."  She checked him over, handing him
some tylenol and doing the few stitches he needed from shrapnel. 
"Could've been a lot worse, Mr. Stark."


 


"The vision had the house falling off the cliff with
all of us in it."  Pepper stomped in.  "Xander found the trigger to
the bomb for that vision."


 


"Wonderful!  Why did you set it off?"


 


"I was trying to disarm it," Tony said.  He looked
around.  "JARVIS, has LAPD responded there yet?"


 


"Yes, sir, and the fire department.  They are not
pleased that you tried it yourself."


 


"Well, I do know most bomb types by rote," he said
dryly.  He looked at Xander.  "Can you go tell them?"


 


He sighed but took him with him.  "Guys, owner?" 
He gave him a nudge and left again.  Tony could get a ride.


 


Stark took the tylenol.  "There was a vision that the
house would go up," he told the officers staring at him.  "That's why
we 'remodeled' for the last year."   That got a single nod from the
officers.  "Alexander, who dropped me off, found the trigger."


 


"You should've called for SWAT, sir," one said.


 


Tony stared at him.  "I'm Tony Stark.  I built bombs
for a living, kid."  The officer slumped a tiny bit.  "I wasn't even
near the bomb.  I was removing the stuck on motion detector when it went
off."  That was still in his hand.  He had been holding onto it when
Xander had moved him.  He held it up to look at.  "That's not fully motion
sensing though.  That's a sensor on the side I did not see."  He looked at
it better.  "Huh."  Coulson appeared so he tossed him the sensor. 
"That's the motion sensor Xander found."


 


He looked it over.  "That's one of the new DNA sensors
from that company in England."  He looked at Stark.  "You good?"


 


"Bit sore.  Ringing ears."  He looked at the mess
of his house then back at his oversight agent.  "Bit pissed off."


 


"At least you had the warning to move everything,"
he said bluntly.  "Agent Coulson, SHIELD."  He pulled his ID case.


 


"Why weren't we informed of the vision?" one of the
officers asked.


 


"Because I'm not sure if the guys who did this might
have a janitor or someone who can get into your systems," Tony said. 
"I told SHIELD."


 


"It was deemed too much risk of getting out of out
sight," Phil told them.  He was staring at someone.  "Barton?"


 


"No, that's not him, and I've wondered a few times if
there's a few hidden Barton kids around," Tony said dryly.  "No, he's
not Clint."


 


"Huh.  Looks like him."


 


Tony nodded.  "He does."  They looked at the
officers again.  "He does look just like Hawkeye."  They nodded they
knew that, and had probably teased him over it.  Tony smiled a bit.  "I
don't think anyone's told Barton that yet."  He shook his head to clear
it.  "Anyway, that was stuck on a wall, no string, cord, or wire to it.  So
I pulled it off and that set it off.  If I had seen that sensor I wouldn't have
done that."


 


"Still, if you had told us, we could've had people here
waiting," one of the officers said.


 


Tony nodded.  "Which would've alerted them and if they
had a shut off set up they probably would've.  Like I said, guys," Tony
said as he put his hands into his pockets.  "I've built bombs for
*years*.  This thing is probably weaker than what I used to build back in
college when I got bored and frustrated."  He shrugged slightly.


 


Phil looked it over.  "You had structural issues from
the shifting cliff line after that last slide anyway," he noted.  The head
of the SWAT bomb response team came over.  Tony got walked off by him.  He
tossed back the sensor.  "I can help do the paperwork."  The officers
smiled and handed it to him while they reported to their boss.  Stark's
insurance person was not going to be happy that he hadn't called in a
professional to help.


 


Then again, he was Tony Stark and he built weapons so maybe
they did rate him as a professional.  Who knew.


 


***


 


Pepper looked up as Tony strolled into the office later that
afternoon.  "So, they had it already there?"


 


"Probably in the last wave of workmen," Tony
agreed.  He flopped down, taking the coffee and advil Dawn handed him. 
"Thanks, Dawn."  He gulped them both, letting her refill the cup. 
"I had warned the insurance agent that there was one, which is why there
was 'remodeling'.  He quipped about needing the hole in the floor fixed anyway." 
Pepper smiled and nodded.  "The scary thing is that sensor.  I looked
those up.  If you had gotten within a foot of it, it could scan you.  Anything
near mine would've set it off.  So Callia and Chris could've."  She
grimaced but nodded.  "They're scary, Pepper."


 


"That company is not real healthy anyway," Dawn
said, pulling up what Phil had told her to look up.  Stark looked it over and
they nodded that it was in a prime takeover spot.   It would mean Stark went
back to selling weapons though.  Not that Tony had anyone he'd trust to take
them over.


 


Tony looked at her.  "I saw Clint's twin."  She
looked confused.  "There's a SWAT guy that looks *just* like him."


 


"Huh.  Didn't know that."  She sent that thought
at him, getting a 'not that I'm aware of' back.  She pulled up the film people
had taken of the clean up and found him, printing it in their suite for Clint
to see.


 


Clint came in a minute later.  "What the fuck?"


 


"Either you went back in time," Dawn said dryly. 
"Or your doppleganger is a slightly cranked SWAT agent," she said
dryly.  "Relative?"


 


"Probably not."  He stared at the enhanced
picture, shaking his head.  "Yeah, he looks just like me.  If I had
relatives to ask, I'd do that.  Can you find his name for me?"  Tony
nodded he had it.  "Is he related?"


 


"Coulson was looking at that since he thought it was
odd too," Tony said dryly.  "He found one that looks just like Dawn
in New York being a deb."  He sipped his coffee.  "None on Natasha
yet though."


 


"Huh."   They shared a look and shrugged then got
back to things.  Clint took Liz with him.  "C'mon, you.  It's more than
time for Beya to change that low hanging thing.  Diapers are not hip huggers or
gang boy pants."  Pepper laughed and smiled at him for that kindness.


 


"Have Beya tell her to do the P-thing," Dawn
quipped.


 


"I can do that."  He looked at her.  "What
P-thing?"  She cackled.  "Sure, we'll both see."  He walked her
up to the Stark suite and handed her to Beya.  "She said to tell her to do
the P-thing?"


 


"Potty time," Callia quipped from where she was
doing her homework.  Liz ran for the bathroom to stand up on the toilet and pee
for them.


 


Clint and Beya both stared then Clint nodded.  "She has
to teach Philip that when it's time."  He walked off.  That would
definitely help his son learn to pee standing up instead of sitting down like
his mother wanted, and hey, no aiming issue if you were standing on the toilet
itself.


 


Beya took care of Liz once she was done.  "That's very
helpful, Liz.  Thank you."  She got her cleaned up and rediapered, sitting
down to talk to her about potty things.  Potty training was a great thing. 
Diapers were horrible.  Even with the disposables that they had here on
Midgard.


 


***


 


Dawn looked at her son.  This was going to be their first
real separation.  They were spending two human days on Asgard so she could have
some accelerated healing time.  Which meant a month for her and a weekend for
Philip.  Thankfully, Auntie Tara and Grandma had decided to descend and take
him in for the weekend instead of his namesake uncle.  Uncle Phil and Xander
needed some non-kid time too. This would mean he'd have the whole weekend free
with Xander at their special cabin while Clint, Dawn, and Natasha had one of
the others, nearer to Atlantis so they could check on the kids.  


 


Artemis should be done with her training about now.  Diana
was probably coming back with them if she wasn't staying on the city for a
while, and Sean was still struggling with his balance of warrior to geek.  Dawn
kissed him and stared at him.  "You be good for the Auntie and Grandma. 
No being fussy."  Philip was grinning, he loved Tara.  He wasn't paying a
bit of attention to Mommy.  Dawn smiled.  "Thanks, Tara."


 


"You need to get better faster before the geeks take
over the city with robots or something."  She smiled.  "We'll be
fine.   We're staying here so Tony can talk Jonathan into science too." 
They grinned and let Xander take them up to Asgard with their shared bag of
weapons and clothes.  Tara smiled at him.  "You and the babies will get
some cuddly time together.  You haven't seen Craig and Danielle recently, have
you?"  She put him down between them.  They were a year old now.  Ancient
by Philip's standards.  Which meant he had more fascinating older girls to
stare at in awe.  Melissa was too because Philip was adorable.


 


***


 


Dawn looked around the cabin, doing a cleaning spell to get
the dust off.  Xander rolled his eyes but took Phil to their cabin for the
weekend.  Dawn tossed their bag onto the couch and pulled down her hair.  Clint
kissed her and she smiled.  "Thank you, kind sir."


 


"You're most welcome."  He kissed her again then
Natasha, who was going to steal Dawn from him.  When she did, that was okay
too.  Clint enjoyed them together just as much as he enjoyed his time with each
of them.  "When are we checking on the kids?"


 


"Tomorrow," Dawn said.


 


"Good.  Plenty of time to rest and let you get
cuddly."


 


"I'm cuddly?" Dawn teased with a grin.


 


"Yes, you are."  He cuddled her and she leaned
against him.  "See?  You're very cuddly."


 


"I could like being so cuddly."  They climbed into
the queen sized bed covered in quilts.  It was just large enough for all of
them but small enough that they had to cuddle together for more than warmth. 
Which was just fine with them.


 


***


 


Hades appeared, looking at Xander.  "Thank you for
giving me more work."  Xander grinned and ate a bite of dinner that Phil
had made.


 


"Was there an incident I wasn't aware of?" Phil
asked, staring at his mate.  "I would've helped."


 


"No, each pantheon has to have someone to handle their
dead," Hades said, creating a chair and sitting down with a groan of
pleasure.  "It's good to be off my feet."


 


"I could've named a new god of the dead for our House,
but I decided I liked Hades and he said he was bored."  He ate another
bite of dinner.


 


"So I've spent the last few months setting up an area
for all of your sort of dead."  Hades smirked at Xander.  "It meant I
had to do some rearranging but that's great according to 'Seph.  She had fun
decorating for them."  Xander smiled.  "Also, I finally got around to
locking off your ex's field."


 


"His ex's have a *field*?" Phil asked flatly,
looking from the God of the Dead to his mate then back.  "Why do they have
a *field* instead of individual things?"


 


"Because it's just easier," Hades said bluntly. 
"Before I gave them their own area, they used to sneak out.  A few went to
help with other punishments.  A few went to break some of their friends out of
punishments.  A few started an orgy or sixteen," he said dryly, shooting
Xander a dirty look.  Xander shrugged one-sidedly.  "You're not going to
comment?"


 


"They were good at it.  Of course they wanted to
continue that trend after they died."


 


Phil stared at Xander.  "I'm aware of what you used to
date."  Hades burst out cackling, nodding some.  "How many are
there?"


 


"Um....  No clue," he admitted.  "I never
kept that sort of track, Phil.  One at least every few years.  Is
Anya....."


 


"I'll let her in when she gets there.  They were trying
to spread out to the new area to invite the new ones under you into their
present orgy."


 


Phil shook his head as he cut a bite of chop.  "Want a
plate, Hades?"


 


"No thank you, Phil.  I already ate."  He smiled. 
"There's 612 people in that field."


 


"That's less than I would have expected."  He ate
a bite, staring at his mate.  Who was still grinning but now blushing a bit. 
"Anyone notable he should've told me about?"


 


"There's a few warriors there.  There's a few
assassins.  There's a succuba for some reason."


 


Xander shook his head.  "Not my doing."


 


"Yes she was.  She was human when you two dated then
she decided she wanted to change careers from a washer woman."  Xander
stared at him, fork halfway to his mouth.  Hades nodded.  "Alina,
yes."  Xander shook his head and ate that bite of dinner.


 


"Alina?" Phil asked.


 


"Late Greek, taking a vacation, she was the cleaning
woman I hired for the villa I rented.  Kinda happened a few times when we got
drunk, and it was not just me.  Thor was there.  So were John and Roque.  I'm
not sure if they saw her or not."


 


"She didn't remember them but you made such an
impression she decided she wanted to be a succuba," Hades said, showing
Phil a picture of her.  Phil blinked at the slinky looking brunette with gold
ribbons in her hair and a skimpy, low backed black dress over her pale skin. 
Hades banished the picture.  "Both sets of twins are taken with each
other."


 


"Only two sets?"


 


"The other one is in punishment and won't be coming
out, Xander.  They're a bit evil," Hades said dryly.  "If they had
gotten their way, and hadn't been sidetracked with your dick, they would've
taken over the Roman Empire, expanded it, and still been like Caligula most of
the time.  Thankfully Jonathan sent you to sex them up so their plans got
interrupted.  They're not coming out of punishment."


 


"Three sets of twins?" Phil asked.  Hades showed
him the two sets in that field, which were playing with each other.  "I'm
very glad my twins will never learn to play with each other that way."


 


"No, Tara would freak out," Hades agreed,
banishing that picture and putting up another one.  "That's Helleta. 
She's a former warrior and I might give her the option of moving to your new
one but she's a bit...rough."


 


"She's the one that taught me how to get out of
bondings," Xander agreed.  "And why I can't stand to be in really
tightly enclosed spaces anymore."


 


Hades looked at him.  "Thoth's still pissed off that
she took the bindings off that mummy, wrapped you in them, and *stored* you in
his sarcophagus."


 


"Really?" Phil asked.  Xander nodded quickly and
stuffed his mouth, not looking at him.  "Why?"


 


"She had to go beat some incoming problem army and
wanted him safely stored for her return," Hades quipped with a smirk for
the younger god.  "Totally pissed Thoth off.  Isis nearly wet herself
cackling when we rescued you because you were complaining so loudly but no one
else could hear you."  He grinned at Phil.  He liked Phil a lot. 
"They took him in for a few days to feed and help him calm down.  We
couldn't figure out where Xander was having his hissy fit and panic attack for
about a week and when we did find him, he had finally calmed down enough to
tell us, because she had drugged him to get him in there and wrapped properly. 
He woke up and was struggling with the bindings while having a swearing
fit."


 


"I'll have to remember that so you can't get too
enclosed," he said, blinking at his mate.  "Anything else I should
know might cause a reaction, Xander?"  He ate a bite of chop.


 


Xander shrugged slightly and stuffed his mouth, still not
looking at him.  "Not really."


 


"No, there's really not," Hades sighed.  "He
had a lot of pretty, slightly sinister ones in there.  They're still holding
orgies every Saturday because it was his favorite day for *years*."  He
rolled his eyes and looked at the younger god.  "Also, as a note, you will
have to do some planning, young man.  Some of us do realize, even if the more
hidebound don't.  Or her."


 


Xander nodded, looking at his mate.  "Do you want to be
the Consort of the Gods?"


 


"Better than Queen of them I suppose, especially with
your hyena matriarch taint," he said blandly, stuffing his mouth. 
"But I'm not putting on the pretty gown and tiara."


 


Xander smiled.  "I'd never expect you to, Phil." 
He looked at Hades.  "We don't want to upset things."


 


"You're not.  No one who's not had to be picked
realizes, Xander."  He stood up and sent his chair back to his house. 
"You still need healing gods."


 


"'Sclep."


 


"You need messengers."


 


"We have a lot of people with visions and I'll find an
official one from the military.  Maybe Jensen."


 


Hades considered it.  "How would he be a
messenger?"


 


"Anytime I need to contact everyone, he sends out the
text messages," Phil and Xander said together.  Xander grinned at him.  


 


Phil smirked slightly.  "Does this mean we're not a
House, we're a Pantheon?"  Xander nodded.  "Because of us?" 
Xander nodded again.  "Okay.  Why didn't you tell me?"


 


"Because if he says it out loud, other Gods will
hear," Hades said bluntly.  "Which might freak some out.  Especially
since you guys hang out up here on Asgard."


 


"Some of them would, yes.  And hey, I have to appoint a
love goddess.  So if the trio somehow get made immortal, that's my head of
love, my head of war, and I'll find something for Dawnie."


 


"If so, ask Stark."


 


"I thought about that but he'd freak out without the
others.  And having to watch the kids would suck, Phil."


 


"It will."  He stared at him.  Xander gave him a
slight grin.  "We'll talk about that later, after I paddle you for having
had three sets of twins."


 


"A few of them, Jonathan set up because he was our head
of demigod intelligence gathering.  He picked them specifically so Xander could
screw up their missions and goals."  Xander nodded quickly.  "Though
they were some of the most *interesting* ones."  He disappeared.


 


Xander shrugged.  "There should be double that, not
that few."


 


Phil chewed slowly.  Then swallowed and sipped some of his
ale.  "I knew you were alive for a long time, Xander, and I knew you had a
lot of sexual partners."  Xander grinned.  "I don't mind that. 
Twins... maybe."


 


"The stamina I built from them helped a lot with
Anya."


 


"I'm sure it did."  He ate another bite and
pointed with his fork.  "Eat, you'll need the calories in a bit." 
Xander beamed and dug in, wiggling some.  Phil slotted that into what he knew
about Xander.  "What about the ones that John set you up with?  Did you
mind that?"


 


"Kinda but he usually had reasons and he usually only
asked if it was something he couldn't do himself and they were already
attracted to me.  Usually I was willing because I was alone anyway."  He
looked at him.  "Sometimes you gotta do the sexpionage thing to save the
world."


 


"I have a few times."  Xander growled.  He
smiled.  "Back in my much younger days, Xander.  Not anytime in the last
decade."


 


"That's good."


 


Phil smirked slightly.  "I'm not exactly pretty enough
for it.  Barton still is and there had been a few he would've been asked to go
on if Fury wasn't certain it would've gotten him killed by Romanoff or
Dawn."


 


"Huh."  He ate a bite.  "Yeah, I'd help her
destroy him for that.  Then Barton."  He dug in again.  "So we have
to make a few decisions."


 


"I really am not wearing any sort of ostentatious
crown."


 


"Not my thing either.  What about a circlet?  They can
be simpler."  Phil stared at him.  "It might have to be done."


 


"Who do we have as God of Forging Things?"


 


"Stark if he's somehow made immortal.  If not, Hephie
or one of the Celtic ones might for us."  He grinned.  "If they get
turned immortal we can find things for all of them to do."


 


"That might keep them out of trouble but I doubt anyone
would make them immortal."


 


"Dawn is until she has a daughter to soak up a
Key."


 


Phil considered that.  "They're not actively trying but
that could be good to know.  Do they?"


 


"Dawn does.  I'm pretty sure Clint figured it
out."


 


"Hm."  He ate another bite and pointed with his
fork.  "You're still getting it later."  Xander smiled and dug in. 
"How many positions do we have to fill?"


 


"Not that many.  We have people to do a lot of it. 
John's my head of intelligence.  Roque my House's Protector and Hunting
God."  


 


Phil nodded that was reasonable as he dug into his
vegetables.  Xander was trying to ignore them.  "Eat the green things
too," he ordered with a smile.  "You need the healthy stuff,
Xander."  Xander nodded but dug in.  "Who's our Chaos god?"


 


"I don't know," Xander admitted.  "I can
appoint someone.  I wouldn't want to appoint Dad.  I'd have to pay too much
attention to him.  I like Janus.  He's done good with me in the past.  His
whole costume thing was super helpful to me then.  Coyote's nice."  He
shrugged.  "We'll figure it out."


 


"Sure."  They finished eating and Phil put the
dishes in the sink so the automatic spell could happen.  He turned and found
Xander naked on the couch.  "Bed, Xander.  I'm too old to have sex on the
couch and so are you."  Xander grinned as he ran up the stairs.  Phil
banked the fire and went up there to find Xander naked on top of the covers. 
It was a bit cool in the house.  Xander's body was reacting to it.  Phil did a
warming charm on the room and stripped off.  "Cold will make you not get
as hard and that would be a shame when I make you scream, Xander."  Xander
moaned.  Phil smirked a tiny bit and moved closer.  He kissed him and suddenly
pulled them both into elemental forms.  They went from two balls into one ball
and Xander did indeed scream in pleasure, many times.  When they separated out
to two balls again and then back into humans, Xander was panting, clutching the
sheets and Phil was licking over his cock that had just spewed like a volcano. 
"Very nice.  Let's do more of that."


 


Xander looked at him.  "That's evil."


 


Phil smirked slightly.  "No it's not.  It's stamina
building and exercising off the excellent dinner I made."  He slid into
his mate's body, he had prepped him during their elemental time.  Well, really,
touching one of them was like touching them both so they were both open and
slick.  Which could come in handy later.  He hauled Xander up, kissing him. 
"Ride me."


 


Xander smiled.  "Like a pony ride?" he teased. 
Phil thrust up and Xander moaned.  "Oh, that's a good pony."


 


"I'm not a pony, Xander.  I'm not a short anything. 
Tease me like that again and I'm going to make you extremely sorry."


 


"You'd leave me hanging?" Xander pouted.  Phil
nodded.  "That is really mean, Phil."


 


"Yes, it is, to both of us.  So be a good boy."


 


"Yes, my stallion."  He kissed him as he started
to ride his mate's cock.  "I was having a cock needing day anyway,"
he teased.


 


"I could tell.  It was like an empty cavern that needed
filled."  Xander moaned and rode him harder.  Phil stroked down to his
hips, holding him firmly.  Xander shifted nicely for him.  It was good.  Xander
was good.  Xander was panting and swallowing air so Phil kissed him. 
"Slow down, Xander.  I'm not nearly ready for you to come yet.  If you do,
we'll have to go back to elemental form."  Xander moaned a deep, rumbling
moan that Phil felt through his own chest.  He smirked.  "I think you like
that."


 


"Do," he panted.  He pulled them back together
that way.  It was like he was fucking himself on his own cock but he was also
surrounded by Phil's essence.  It was everything and not nearly enough at the
same time.  He needed physical *touch*.  He needed the sound of Phil's heavy
breathing, he needed to be both at once.  Phil had no idea how to do that for
him but he could manage it.  He had seen something that had said they could do
that.  It was a different form of elemental form.  Xander slowly merged them to
do that and his scream of pleasure when he managed it was loud enough that the
local village heard.  When he came, it was so hard, his magic flashed out and
lit up the surrounding area with it.  The locals could feel it was pleasure and
a few got the same urge to celebrate.  It was good for them.  It was great for
Xander and Phil. 


 


Of course, they were slightly stuck but they could handle
that.


 


Now Xander understood when Dawn said that Clint had
redefined religious for her.  Phil had done it for him.


 


***


 


In Valhalla Odin slowly put down his mead mug, looking at
the other gods.  "Who be that?" he demanded calmly and quietly.


 


Loki appeared, buffing his nails on his vest.  "That be
my son, All Father."  He smirked up at him.  "They have managed that
secondary elemental form.  Of course, they're using it for sexual
relations."  He gave Freya a smug look since she hadn't even managed a
single version.  Frigg was sobbing over that.  Loki smirked.  "He makes my
son *very* happy."  He disappeared, going to wait on them to wake up. 
Because that, more than anything else he had seen of their powers, told him
that Gaia was no longer in the head of all Pantheons spot.  Somehow his son had
changed the entire world order around.  And he wanted some of that.


 


Odin cleared his throat.  "Tyr?"


 


"Yes, All Father, that is Xander's powers I feel."


 


"I knew not that they had merged."


 


"They had merged way back when they got deathly
ill," John said, appearing with a smile.  "I hereby declare that
Xander, God Protector of Humanity, and Phil, God of Heros, are eternally mated
and none shall sunder them."  Gongs rang out in all the pantheons.  He
smiled at the ruling couple.  Freya looked horrified.  "I hereby declare
that Xander now elevates his house from House to Pantheon.  Long live the
Pantheon of Humanity's Protection."  Bells and gongs rang again, in each
and every pantheon's meeting area.  Even the dead ones were hearing ringing
from their afterlives.  John bowed to Odin and Frigg.  "Thank you for
letting him continue to use his cabins for their vacation time, Odin All Father." 
Odin grunted but waved a hand for him to go.  He disappeared to the cabin.


 


"Why are bells ringing and gongs too?" Xander
shouted.


 


"Because you got too obvious, dumbass.  We just had to
announce that you had elevated to a pantheon."


 


"That's fine.  You're my head of intelligence."


 


"Like intellect?"


 


"That too if you want it.  If not, Diama's getting a
position in it."


 


"That's fine.  What about the trio?"


 


"If they become immortal, Barton's my God of War. 
Natasha's my Goddess of Desires, and we'll find a spot in your house for
Dawn."


 


"Cool."  He went to check on them then back to
Atlantis.  In a tiny room up in a tower most of the people on the city couldn't
see, those that weren't at least demigods, bells and gongs were ringing.  He
found Dr. Peter looking up then at him.  "They flashed *so* hard into that
second elemental form during sex."


 


"Interesting.  There's going to be a shit storm
coming."


 


John smiled.  "That's why we had to announce it, before
they could nag."


 


"Might help, yeah.  That means we'll have to have a
banquet."


 


"The next one is going to be very interesting but we
don't have to throw it.  The Goddess Tea Society will probably be getting ansty
soon and call one."  He strolled off.  His mother appeared. 
"Mom."


 


"Son, Krishna wanted to talk to you about why you
prompted such noise."


 


He grinned.  "I'll go visiting in a few minutes, Mom. 
I have to get someone to help with something first."  She huffed but
disappeared.  He went to talk to Mari and Rodney.  "Mari, you know he'd
probably have a spot for you."


 


"I know."  She smiled.  "I wouldn't care one
way or another but I need this curse taken off.  I'm sick and tired of my own
hand."


 


"I'll talk to him about it, and Krishna since he just
called."  He smiled and disappeared, going there.  He bowed before Lord
Krishna, who was lounging on his pile of pillows with his wife demurely sitting
beside him playing a sitar.  "Sire."


 


"Jonathan."  He stared at him.  "There was
much noise just now and it felt as if you proclaimed something.  Should not
that happen in front of your natal families?"


 


"I did it in front of the other natal family of who it
was about, Lord Krishna."


 


"What did Xander do this time?" he asked with a
smile.


 


"He managed a second elemental form with Phil during
sex."  Krishna sat up, staring at him.  The music stopped.  John smiled at
him.  "I announced the elevation of the House."


 


"I figured that's what the bells were.  What was the
first set?"


 


"The eternal mating announcement," he said
quietly.  Gods all around them went nuts.  "Since it couldn't be hidden
due to that flash of power they let out."  He shifted his weight as he
sent a thought at Xander and Phil.  They were still having sex and were working
on another elemental form.  He held up a hand and everyone went silent.  They
could barely feel it when Xander and Phil managed the last elemental form, the
one that took them into Creation.  John smiled at Krishna and his wife. 
"I believe that shows that the gongs were correct."


 


Krishna sensed that way and nodded slowly.  "They do. 
Gaia will cry on someone."


 


"She set them up.  Even if they fought it, she did
start it."  He shrugged.  "As once upon a time, a Titan ate his
children to start their downfall, so has she created one that would mean some
day she'll have to go back to being the Goddess of Earth."


 


"So the new Pantheon of Humanity is elevated," his
mother said. 


 


"The Pantheon of Humanity's Protection, Mother."


 


She swallowed.  "He has adopted many of the demigods
into it for their protection."  John smiled and nodded.  "Are they
shifting powers toward them?"


 


"The only one that has asked for a boon is Mari so that
curse of hers can be taken off and she can finally find a mate without losing
herself."  He looked at Krishna.


 


"I always thought that was stupid anyway," he
admitted, glaring at the one who had done it.  "Remove it.  Today."


 


"I shall, Sire," she said, looking down.


 


Krishna stared at John.  "You glow with a new marking,
my scion."


 


"I am the head of the House of Intelligence for Xander
when he gets around to naming positions.  So far he has only named Hades to one
for their honorable dead.  Which I believe means that Hades told Phil about
some of Xander's ex's, which prompted the pouncing that drew them that
close."


 


Krishna swallowed but nodded.  "Some of his ex's I'd
want to make him forget as well."  His wife giggled and patted his hand. 
He smiled at her then at John.  "Roque?"


 


"God of Hunters, as ever he has been."


 


"Interesting.  The others?"


 


"I know not.  He hasn't discussed that with me.  He has
discussed what to do if some of the ones under Phil ascend to immortal status. 
Other than that, they're acting like nothing has changed."


 


"I see."  He looked around the room then at John. 
"Atlantis is doing well?"


 


"She's doing quite well, Sire."  He grinned. 
"She's adapted beautifully to the snow and lake she's on."


 


"Excellent.  How long?"


 


"Few more months."


 


"Even better."  He swallowed again.  "Xander
should come talk to us."


 


"I think they're still busy, Lord Krishna.  Considering
I can hear him chanting for mercy from Phil's tongue, I'd say it's going to be
a while."


 


"I have had a few nights like that," he admitted,
stroking over his wife's hair, earning a smile.


 


"Xander was realizing what Dawn meant when she said her
husband had redefined religious for her."


 


"Then it is good for them.  I wish Mari much health
when she is able to find hers."  He smiled at John.  "What of
yours?"


 


"I have no one I'm interested in, Lord Krishna, and am
actively avoiding love goddess and motherly urgings."  He rolled his eyes
then smiled and disappeared.


 


"The head of such a major house should not be
single," John's mother complained.


 


Krishna looked at her.  "Unlike Xander, who
accidentally found his perfect mate, I don't think it will happen with
Jonathan.  He does not have your other son's luck issues.  His would probably
turn unsuitable."


 


"Fine," she complained.


 


***


 


Steve, Bucky, Pepper, and Steve were meeting with Gunn,
Faith, and Connor at their headquarters.  They had to talk about the upcoming
problems in LA that spring.  Steve smiled.  "Faith, Connor, Gunn, this is
Bucky Barnes.  He served with me during the war and then the Russians made him
a super soldier."


 


Faith shook his hand.  "Welcome to demon hunting."


 


"I've seen a few vampires but nothing like this." 
He shook the other two's hands.  "Stark pulled up footage from the
invasion a few years back."


 


"Yeah, that one sucked monkey ass," Faith agreed,
leading them to the work area.  "This is all we've been able to find out. 
We could use Dawn's kitten poker skills but she's been banned locally because
she caught a few cheaters that have status."


 


"Which we enjoy since it nearly got her in trouble a
few times," Tony quipped.  He settled in to look over what they had. 
"How much of this has hit SHIELD?"  He looked at them.


 


"None," Faith admitted.  "The liaison agent
out here is a bit creepy.  If we had seen Phil we would've told him."


 


Connor nodded.  "I'm going to beat the local guy to
death soon with a club.  He kept asking Faith if she'd volunteer some blood."


 


"Why?" Pepper asked.


 


"Not sure," Faith admitted.  "I'm not sure if
he's going to try something or if he's trying to figure out something."


 


"I'll have that checked into," Steve said.  She
grinned at him.  "Just yours?"


 


"The ones in Cleveland had a creepy agent but he
managed to get bitten," Gunn said, settling into a chair.  "I'm not
sure if it was arranged or by who."


 


"That'll be stopped.  Phil will throw a fit,"
Steve said with a slight grin.  "I'll talk to him when he's back from his
weekend on Asgard."


 


"Thanks," Connor said.  "Can we get the local
guy changed before I'm tempted to have him eaten?"


 


"We can try," Pepper said, patting him on the
shoulder.  "You need a haircut."


 


Connor looked at her.  "Not my mom, Pepper."


 


"So?"  She smiled.  "Dawn would say the same
thing."


 


"Probably but she's not my mom either.  Even if Philip
is adorably scowling like I do."


 


"We've figured out that Philip has his favorite parent
but if he doesn't check in with the other two he'll throw fits," Pepper
said with a smile.  "I'm hoping Tara doesn't have a huge problem with him
this weekend because they're taking the weekend off too."


 


"She shouldn't," Tony said.  "They'll all
cuddle him when he gets back.  Her kids are more than enough distraction for
Philip."  He tapped one page.  "How reliable?"


 


"Very," Faith said.  "Which sucks because
that's bigger than the invasion was if I remember right."


 


Tony nodded.  "It is."  He handed it to Steve, who
read it and handed it to Bucky.  "Okay.  So we're talking a city ending
event.  How can we stop it before it happens?"


 


"It's all there," Gunn said.  "We can't get
there to take out the head people, and they're not going to listen to anyone
even if we did.  Even with the idiot emperor that Xander took out, we'd never
get it stopped."


 


Tony nodded.  "Okay.  Is this in retaliation for
that?"  The three demon hunters shook their heads.  "Good.  I'd hate
that."  He took the sheet back to go over it again.  "Any idea
where?"


 


"There's not many places to put a steady portal in the
city," Faith said.  "Most of it's blocked by the Sunnydale radiation
problem and a few blessed areas.  So like the invasion, there's only so many
places they can put it, unless they move it to the Valley.  Or the desert. 
Either one's a good place for it.  Palm Springs is a possible but not a likely
because there's no support there for a permanent portal.  The desert has a few
of those rock arch things."


 


"Which we can't really break," Pepper said.


 


"Could they make a traveling one?" Bucky asked. 
"Send it through first and switch the portal to it?  I have no idea how
magic stuff works," he said when Connor stared at him.


 


"I don't know," Faith admitted.  "And I can't
get hold of Giles.  He's in Bermuda doing something."


 


"Research conference," Pepper said.  "I
called."  She tapped out a message to Tara to please ask someone in the
coven about that.  "If we have to, we can ask that Magus-wannabe.  He said
he's dealt with some interdimensional portals before."


 


Tony nodded.  "We might have to, or have Coulson ask
one of the higher beings."


 


"The PTB won't answer," Faith snorted.


 


Pepper smiled.  "Xander and Phil can ask others that
do."


 


"I totally forgot about Boytoy being godly," she
admitted, staring at Gunn.


 


"It can help."


 


She nodded.  "Could, yeah."  She looked at Pepper
again.  Then at Bucky.  "Any other ideas that they might have?"


 


"Can we get some sort of surveillance?  Even by
whatever that staring in the water thing Callia was practicing is?"


 


"Scrying," Connor said.  "I don't know if you
can scry other realms or not."


 


Tony looked at him.  "What was she watching?"


 


"Her pets.  She said she had to practice.  The coven
had taught her and told her to practice."


 


"Is there part of that coven out here?" Pepper
asked.


 


Tony shook his head.  "There's a few out here that they
trust to guide her.  They're of the strong, uptight, backbones of steel, women
don't do things like science sort though."  He leaned back in his chair. 
"One of them had a fit at her daughter for daring to want to be a veterinarian. 
They're supposed to be Mothers of the Earth, not women who serve those that
live on earth."


 


"Should've heard it when one of the local kids with
healing gifts didn't want to become a nurse or a doc," Faith snorted. 
"Not even one of their kids."


 


"There's plenty of ways to heal people without using
magic," Pepper said.  "Plus healing people magically is dangerous
from what we've seen."


 


"It can be," Gunn agreed.  "That one hates
the sight of blood.  She wants to work construction."


 


"You need to do what makes you happy in life,"
Tony said.  "There's going to be plenty of opportunities for her to use
any special gifts she might have with accidents and if she has a family some
year.   Plus, not everyone considers having gifts like that a blessing.  Even
Callia hates hers sometimes.  There's been plenty of times she wanted to be
normal."


 


"There's been a few times I wanted to be normal again
too so I could do things that normal guys could do, like get drunk after really
bad battles to forget how bad they were for a few hours," Steve said. 
"We had a talk about that."


 


Bucky nodded.  "I'm glad she's got those too.  It means
she's a lot more normal than she thinks."


 


"Which means we've done a pretty decent job,"
Pepper said with a smile for him.


 


"You have.  She's the most normal, centered geek in the
whole compound.  One of the most moral too."


 


Steve smiled, that was a lot of his and Pepper's doing. 
"She's a good girl."


 


"She'll have her moments when she wants to destroy
humanity, like the first time she's dumped," Tony quipped with a grin. 
"I nearly built a genetic based bomb."  Pepper swatted him. 
"Mom heard about it from a friend in the press and she came down to make
me talk about it instead.  I had a few pretty volatile years in there.  Most
teens do."


 


"No, not us," Bucky and Steve said together.


 


"You two had each other to calm the other one
down," Pepper said dryly.  "I had a few girlfriends.  Tony was pretty
well stuck in the house those years."  Steve shuddered and hugged him. 
Tony smiled and patted his hand.  "Why did Howard change so much about
Callia?  He went from 'you'll do' to 'you'll give me a legacy'."


 


"Dawn had a 'this is your hell' talk with him according
to JARVIS," Tony said with a smug look.  "She also had a talk about
how long slayers lasted now instead of how long they used to last."


 


Faith nodded.  "I've lasted over a decade."


 


Bucky blinked.  "Slayers used to last a few
months," he said, looking at Steve.


 


"Then Callia's mom, Buffy, was chosen," Steve
said, grinning back.  "She had backup from Xander, who was stuck on the
hellmouth with radiation poisoning, and Willow, who we do not speak of.  She
was a witch."  Bucky nodded slowly.  "I'll go over all that later. 
But the backup helped Buffy.  Then they ended up taking down the Council when
they tried to take out Buffy due to the NID making her pregnant with Callia. 
Since then, the girls get backed up by SHIELD, they get treated as soldiers and
get training.  The one girl/one watcher system was fully broken for good."


 


"I didn't know Callia was on the list," Bucky
said.


 


Tony nodded.  "Really far down but yeah, she is." 
He looked at Faith.  "Dawn found out that most slayers are
infertile."


 


"Yeah, I am," she said, nodding slightly.  "I
wondered about that."


 


"Dawn had a vision where Callia was going to have a
teenage pregnancy," Pepper said.  "She's only the fourth slayer to
give birth."


 


"So prompting from on high?" Gunn asked.  Pepper
nodded.  "Huh.  So maybe they'll go into demon hunting when they're
older.  Take our places," he told Connor.


 


"Could be," he agreed.  "That might be
nice."  He looked at Tony.  "You okay with that?"


 


"Hell no," he snorted. "If there's a reason I
might like to know why it has to be her."


 


"Genetic advantages," Pepper said. 
"Pre-slayers don't have any gifts but Callia is a bit stronger and faster
naturally."


 


"That one guy Robin who was after Spike for taking out
his slayer momma wasn't a slouch either," Faith said, looking at Gunn.


 


"No, he wasn't.  He wasn't really on par with a slayer
or a vampire but he was better than average."


 


"I'm wondering if that ATA thing might matter,"
Steve said.


 


"No, Dawn found out Callia doesn't but Liz does,"
Pepper said.


 


"If the Ancients knew about slayers then they probably
wouldn't have wanted them activating any of the tech," Tony said. 
"We can ask Atlantis through JARVIS."


 


"It might be something to find out," Pepper
agreed.


 


"ATA?" Bucky asked, followed by Gunn.


 


"The stuff Stargate found from the Ancients takes a
gene sequence to activate," Tony said.  "That came out a few months
back."  They shrugged, they weren't paying attention to that.  "Well,
anyway, they named it the Ancient Tech Activation gene or something.  In normal
people it can make them a bit better fighters."


 


"But slayers don't show it?" Gunn asked.


 


"Callia doesn't," Pepper said.  "I don't
think we tested Buffy's before she died."


 


"Yes I did," Tony said.  "I kept a reference
sample on hand and when I heard that I did have it tested.  She didn't.  I
doubt Faith or the others would since the ones in Cleveland don't.  I had
Coulson check."  He looked at her.  "We're pretty sure Ancients hated
demons."


 


"Good point."  She shifted.  "That might
explain that then, yup."  She looked at Bucky then at Tony.


 


"Yeah, he does.   He shows a lesser level of the warrior
levels."  He looked at Bucky.  "There's two basic groups of levels
we've seen.  One lesser one that seems to go into scientists and the like and
one higher level version that goes into warriors and the like.  They have
differing levels between the two groups but most of the scientists that have
one are weaker in it and most of the soldiers that have one are higher in
it."


 


"On purpose?"


 


"Don't know," Tony admitted.  "It's just now
showing back up in our DNA.  We ran some ancient DNA samples they've pulled
from burial pits.  It stopped showing up for the most part in ancient Egypt and
Greece, and a few in Central American cultures, then suddenly returned in the
last fifty years."


 


"How prevalent?" Bucky asked.


 


"The SGC did some testing from samples at a few blood
banks.  They have to pull samples to test for diseases and typing so they added
in this test with those.  They found less than one percent had it."


 


"So elite of elite," Steve said.  Tony smiled and
nodded.  "What about the higher levels of scientists?"


 


"O'Neill leaked the ATA stuff accidentally but it let
them look at the scientific community.  I let him talk to our geeks to see if
they'd volunteer those few drops of blood needed.  At the top levels, the ones
that are Nobel quality, five percent.  It's about seven or eight at most
graduate programs they looked at.  A lot of them drop out though or get taken
in by shadier corporations or the government.  In soldiers, the top levels
based on physical testing and abilities like skilled pilots and the like, that
was about ten.  Just over."


 


"Which makes sense," Steve decided.  "They
wouldn't have wanted just anyone activating it.  The best of the best breed,
make more mini ATA babies, and slowly it comes back while those that can
teach."


 


Tony nodded.  "That's what we figured.  Interestingly
enough, Liz shows it, Dawn shows it, and Barton shows it.  He's got a top level
warrior version.  Dawn and Liz's are both subdued but not too low into the
scientist levels."


 


"So, stronger genes than geeks but less than
warriors," Steve said.  "Is that because....."  He waved a
hand.  Tony nodded.  "I remember that day.  I had forgotten about it
because it didn't really seem relevant.  Then we can maybe use that as a test
for future Avengers members."


 


"The ones on the backup teams mostly are," Tony
said.  "The few that aren't, are actually exceptional in other
ways."  He smiled.  "They did it unconsciously."


 


"Does Clay?" Pepper asked.


 


"No clue.  The Yellow Fur genes and virus overwrote
their DNA.  Presently no.  Before, no clue.  Jensen doesn't.  His whole people
don't."


 


"That blond computer geek in the glasses at the
temple?" Bucky asked, frowning some.  "He's not human?"


 


"Dragon people," Steve said with a grin.


 


"What's a Yellow Fur?" Gunn asked.


 


"Pegasus werewolf," Connor quipped.  "Buffy
told us but you were out when she was complaining about it."


 


"Huh.  Are they moon phase?"


 


"Emotion," Tony said.  "They're very pack
oriented too.  If one goes into heat, the whole pack fixes it."  Faith
shivered, hugging herself.  He grinned at her.  "Yeah.  Especially since
Colonel Clay was put into heat by Roque's mother wanting grandkids.  Thankfully
they stopped it before any of that was needed."


 


"Damn, I didn't need that happy thought tonight,"
she complained.  They all laughed.


 


Pepper looked up at the gongs going off.  Then bells and
gongs.  "What's going on?  Is that an alarm?"


 


"The last time we heard gongs like that, Xander and
Phil were bonding," Steve said dryly, looking up.  "Must we hear that
too?"  It didn't stop.  "Apparently we do," he sighed.  They
faded out.  "Phil said that they seemed to happen whenever they bonded or
something huge got announced."


 


Faith nodded.  "That's another dirty thought I did not
need, Cappy."  She walked off rubbing her arms.  At least she had a
boyfriend she could break at the moment.  One of Gunn's guys who appreciated
her stronger/faster/better stamina skills in the bedroom and out.


 


Gunn texted his buddy to let him know Faith could use a
helping dick and hand then put his phone up.  "She's dating one of my
gang."  Pepper smiled at him.  "How're the ones in Cleveland
doing?"


 


"Two are still there and one's roaming with an agent
backing her up," Steve said.  "There had been a few problems that
agents had run into and needed to call on them to help with.  They switch off
doing that every six months."


 


"Wonderful," Connor agreed. "Means they get a
vacation and get to use the exceptional weapons now and then."  He
grinned.  "That's gotta be fun."


 


"Keep it up, we'll send you to San Diego to deal with
theirs," Gunn joked.


 


"I'd probably end up busting into that comic con thing
they showed on tv with all the demons hiding as people."


 


"They do?" Pepper asked.


 


Gunn nodded.  "Some cosplay in costume, some go as
their normal self since they can hide in plain sight.  Some cosplay as
humans."


 


Bucky shook his head.  "I saw that.  I'll never
understand that."


 


Steve smiled.  "There's an Avengers fandom
convention."  Bucky shuddered, heading out to the car.


 


"Did you get invited to speak too?" Tony quipped
with a grin for him.


 


"Nope."  He followed Bucky to calm him down.  That
was a nasty thought.


 


Tony grinned at Pepper.  "I accepted for you, Tony, and
Dawn's already got it on your schedule."  He rolled his eyes but they got
back to business.


 


***


 


Phil woke up to the feeling of a slick cock sliding into his
body, smiling sleepily at his mate.  "Good morning to you too." 
Xander grinned, leaning down to kiss him.  He finished sliding in, making Phil
arch up and moan.  "That's nice, Xander.  Do more than that?"


 


"It's my turn to turn you as brainless as I got turned
last night," he said, taking another kiss.  He joined their hands,
pressing down on Phil's hands to hold him in place while he slowly and gently
rode him.  In and out slowly, pausing often at the apexes of the thrust line to
let Phil savor that spot.  He was sweating hard and Phil was trying to get him
to go faster and harder but it was good.  It was driving them both nuts.  Phil
moaned and arched up.  Xander smiled and nibbled on his mark on Phil's throat. 
"All mine."


 


"All yours," he panted.  "Please, Xander? 
You're being an evil tease like Dawn is."


 


"Yes, I am where she learned it from," he said in
his mate's ear, making him shiver.   He pushed in all the way and let himself
rest there while they kissed.  Phil was a great kisser and it was always good
with him.  Phil tried to get him to move, and when that didn't work, to flip
them around.  Xander laughed and pulled him closer.  "You are my
home," he said in his ear, nibbling on it.  "The home for all of me
to rest."  Phil moaned.  "Pray for mercy, Phil.  I love getting your
prayers.  They make my whole body clench and yearn."  Phil sent up a
prayer for mercy and Xander shivered.  Xander sent one back and Phil whimpered,
pulling him around to kiss him properly.  "We're each other's high priest,
do you realize that."  He grinned and pulled back to thrust in again,
slowly and carefully.  Phil groaned, clamping down on it.  Xander smiled,
letting him have some say in how things would go.  "Want more or
less?"


 


"More, much, much more."  He flipped them over and
held Xander down so he could ride him at the speed and depth he wanted.  He
could finally ease the ache that the slow, steady thrusting had caused.  He
*needed*.  Xander let him for a while then started to distract him by stroking
Phil's cock off-rhythm.  Which broke his steady pace and changed it without
Phil realizing.  Phil moaned and tried to speed up but Xander knocked him out
of it again with his cock.  


 


It was frustrating but it was so *good*.  All he wanted
right now was *more*.  It had to be *more*.  He shivered and changed to the
rhythm Xander changed to, which gave him more of what he wanted - a little bit
faster, letting him go a bit harder.  Then Xander was evilly slowing him down
but he whimpered and kept it up.  The stroking was nice but he was going to set
the pace for this debauching.  All he wanted was harder and faster and deeper
and he was going to take it.  Xander flipped him onto his back suddenly and
pounded into him for a few minutes, making Phil shriek with pleasure as that's
what his body was craving, but then the slower pace returned.  Inching in and
out slowly, patiently, until Phil was losing his mind and he was going to stop
that.  


 


He needed more.  He needed Xander to do more.  Xander
clearly read his mind because he added more force to the slow thrusts but it
was still too slow and it was a horrible time to tease him.  This might make
him turn evil, it really might.  He didn't want to be evil to Xander to get
what he wanted but if Xander didn't quit teasing him then he was going to have
to get creatively evil.  Xander chuckled in his ear, so he knew he had said
that out loud.  Or their minds were connected again.  He didn't care!  


 


He rolled them over, taking over again, leaning down to kiss
Xander so he couldn't distract him this time.  Phil was hydroplaning on
Xander's sweaty chest.  His own sweat was dripping off him to add to the puddle
on Xander's body.  It was incredibly sexy and Phil wanted more of it too. 
Xander suddenly grabbed his hips and thrust up hard, just once, hitting his
prostate.  Phil shouted and came hard, going to elemental form without
realizing it.  He came back panting, staring at Xander, who was still hard and
smirking.  "Damn."


 


"Yes, you're damned to an eternity of me," Xander
said quietly, stroking through the sweaty hair.  "But I'll make it a great
forever whenever I can, Phil."  Phil stared at him.  Xander smiled and
flipped them back over to go back to riding Phil until he was mindless, acting
on instinct, just letting it all go again.  Phil was shivering, the sweat
trying to dry as he built back up to the state of brainless.  Xander smiled
because Phil was very vocal today.  Usually he wasn't.  He'd find some way to
mute the noises.  This time, he wasn't able to and it was glorious sounding. 
It drove him higher and harder than even the connection with his mate was.


 


"Fuck!" Phil shouted when he was trying to come
and Xander changed rhythm to stop it.  "Xander!"


 


"I am, Phil."


 


Phil kissed him.  "Not that meaning of the word and
we're not fucking.  We're making love, Xander."


 


"We are."  He kissed him, grinning at him. 
"Fucking takes a quick thing and this is anything but fast."  Phil
nodded, staring up at him.  He smirked evilly and changed how he was thrusting
again.  Phil tensed up and wrapped himself around Xander's body, making him do
more.  "That's no fair."


 


"Neither are you."


 


"No, I'm a tease today."


 


"Xander, come for me," he begged hoarsely. 
"Please?"  Xander moaned and sped up again, doing as his mate had
begged for.  He loved Phil being brought to begging.  Xander finally came and
leaned down to lick across the head of Phil's cock to bring him off that last
time.  Phil moaned and came, going limp in a sweaty heap of flesh, bones, and
hair.  Xander laid down next to him but Phil pulled him closer and kissed him
hard.  "Mine."


 


"Your's," Xander agreed, cuddling with him.  It
was great how Phil liked to cuddle.   They could deal with all the petty shit
later.  Right now, all he had to worry about was Phil.








44: Na-Uh, Old Ones Say
No


 


You'd
think by now John and Xander's mother would've learned not to mess with her
boys.  But nooooooo.....   Someone's always got plans, whether they're family
or not.


 


 


Dawn got her family to Atlantis, looking at the city.  She
looked good in the light snowfall.  Dawn smiled at the guards on duty. 
"Hey, guys."


 


"Summers," the guard in charge said with a nod. 
"The twins coming back soon?"


 


"With Sean.  He's visiting his big brothers."   She
walked them onto the city from the boat and smiled at the guard.  "We're
up on vacation."


 


"That's always handy.  This is the most cherry
assignment I've had in the military to date.  All I have to do is pet the lake
monster and help load stuff now and then."  She laughed, handing over a
bag.  He checked the tag.  "I'll get it to her, ma'am."  He walked
off.  "I'll tell Sheppard you're here too."


 


"I already know," John said with a grin as he
walked past him.  "Hey, Dawn, Natasha, Clint."  He shook hands with
Clint and hugged the girls.  "They should be back soon."


 


"I can feel Artemis," Dawn agreed.  "That's
why we showed up now."  He laughed and led them inside to catch up with
what had happened.  Natasha was blushing about Xander appointing her as a love
goddess if she became immortal.  Thankfully she wasn't interested in that.


 


Dawn felt Artemis walk onto the city and walked out to meet
her.  She was in her semi-formal armor.  Which was basically a platemail bikini
with a cloak and a hat like Thor's only with wings.  "Niece," Dawn
said, looking her over.  The just-below-the-knee boots were silver.  The cloak
was black.  "You spilled blood in a battle?"


 


"Aye, Auntie."  She smiled slightly.  "The
training camp was attacked by men with little sense and desire for warrior
women.  Otherwise I would still have a white cloak."  She fluffed it out
some.  "Do I pass inspection?" she teased with a grin.


 


"Yes, you do," she said, giving her a hug. 
"I didn't want cut on the armor, dear."


 


"It's amazing because I do look much different,"
she sighed, cuddling her aunt.  "Hi, Uncle Clint and Auntie
Natasha."  They hugged her too.  She smiled at John since he was staring. 
"Do I pass muster?"


 


"Apparently you graduated well since that mark on your
shoulder is only given to the best of the trainees in their class."  John
smiled and hugged her.  "Congratulations, Artemis, and welcome back."


 


"Thank you, Uncle John."  She smiled at Ronon and
Rodney when they came out.  "Hi."


 


Ronon looked her over.  "You'd think with all the snow
they'd make you wear more clothes that wouldn't chill you."


 


"That's why we have the cloak," she quipped with a
grin.


 


Rodney nodded slowly.  "Yes, I can see that."  He
cleared his throat.  "Is that for special occasions or everyday
wear?"


 


"This is everyday battle armor.  The dress armor has a
slight skirty feel to it and it's chainmail."  She grinned.  "I look
incredibly hot in it."


 


"You already do," Rodney admitted.  "That may
blow some of the tiny minds we have pretending to be scientists."  He
walked off rubbing his forehead.  "Your brother will complain."


 


"I doubt that.  Not even he can complain about official
duty armor."  She grinned at her aunt, walking them inside to talk about
the training camp.  Sean showed up during it and got his hugs.  He stared at
her.  "It is my everyday armor."


 


"I saw other swordswomen who graduated from
there," he said with a scowl.  "I still see much too much of your
body, sister."


 


"If you keep staring at it, people will start to wonder
if you're into sisters instead of girls," she quipped with an evil smirk.


 


He snorted.  "I'd never touch you two.  I helped change
your diapers."  He settled in beside Clint so he wouldn't have to stare at
his sister.  "Where's the other brat?"


 


"Somewhere," Artemis said.  "We're not that
sort of twins."


 


"She's not on Atlantis."


 


"She got called to someone for a meeting about some
future training," John said, relaxing again.  Sean stared at him. 
"College stuff."


 


"That's fine then.  At least she'll be wearing
clothes."  Artemis snorted and waved a hand.  "Why the cloak change? 
The last time I saw it you were wearing white."


 


"There was an attack on the training camp," she
said.  "Which started on my end."


 


Dawn shuddered.  "I would've killed them all."


 


"I got three," she admitted.  "And injured a
few others.  Without magic, which I got praised for."  Dawn smiled at her
for that.  She looked up.  "I think that's Diana.  I felt someone teleport
in."


 


They got up and walked out there to meet her.  She saw her
aunt and burst out crying, running up to hug her.  "What's happened?"
Dawn asked, soothing her.  "Who hurt you?"


 


She looked up.  "You don't believe in arranged
marriages, do you?"


 


"Hell no!  Who tried to say I did?"


 


"John's mother!  She thinks I'm Artemis and she said
it's already arranged."


 


"Fuck no," John said.


 


"Hear that," Dawn agreed.  She looked at him. 
"Shall we?"


 


"Yes, we shall."  He hugged her.  "No, Diana,
I'd never take your sister.  I think she likes them blonder than I am." 
He grimaced and took Dawn with him.  "Hell no I'm not marrying Artemis,
Mother.  She's already got an interested party."


 


"I am your mother....." she stared.


 


"There's no way that I'd let either of my nieces or my
nephew enter into an arranged marriage," Dawn said.  "My family
doesn't believe in it." 


 


"It would be a great insult to your house," she
sneered.  "You are but an uppity mortal anyway."  Dawn blasted her
back, making her shriek and try to attack, which Dawn held off easily. 
"What are you!"


 


"I'm the same as I've always been.  Xander!"  He
appeared in a pop of light and noise.  "Your mother decided Artemis is
marrying your brother.  Our house does not do arranged marriages, do
they?"


 


"No, they do not," he agreed.  "Especially
since she has a demigod that is interested in her already.  I appreciate them
together."  He stared at his mother.  "There's no arranged marriages
in my House, Mother.  Not since everyone went so pushy over mine."


 


"I'm not ready to marry yet," John said.


 


"You will marry.  I'm your mother and I said so.  You'll
marry her niece."


 


"My niece is an adult and has the right to pick her own
spouse," Dawn said bluntly.  "The same as your son is.  The puny
*honor* gained from marrying my niece isn't worth the stress on either side. 
Beyond that, Artemis is already spoken for and I won't have that broken
up."


 


"Mother, you have no standing in *my* House,"
Xander reminded her.  "John is of my house, not yours.  He gave up his
status here and in the Greek Pantheon outside his job there.  There will be no
wedding."  Goddesses streamed in and he shook his head at their happy
talk.  "THERE WILL BE NO WEDDING!" he announced, making everyone shut
up and stare at him.  "My House does not believe in arranged marriages. 
John's a full grown man.  He can and will decide on his own spouse on his own. 
If others don't like it, they can blow me."  He stared at the head love
goddess.  "Am I clear?"


 


"Artemis is a charming young woman."  She smiled
at Dawn.


 


"Who is already seeing someone and we don't believe in
arranged marriages, ma'am."  The goddess gasped.  "We consider that a
failure, not an advantage.  Beyond that, I'm not going to tell either niece who
they will and won't marry outside of them dating some shitbag.  Period.  Their
mother would hate it.  Their father would hate it.  My mother will destroy all
of you over it."  She smiled slightly.  "I'm sorry for your plans
being lost but it will not happen."


 


"You are but a mortal," the love goddess sneered.


 


"Actually, I'm not," Dawn said, opening her aura
up to them.  They gasped and stepped back.  "I'm no more a mortal than you
are."  Xander snickered.  "So shut the fuck up about my nieces.  You
have no way and no method of forcing my niece to marry anyone and should you,
it will start a war with my family.  Since I can pretty well destroy humanity
by sneezing....  Well....."  She smiled and pulled her aura back in. 
"No, Artemis is spoken for and Diana wants to do mortal things like
education.  Sorry that you decided your grown male relatives can't make their
own decisions."  She walked off with John.  "Have you talked to Diana
about college choices?"


 


"I have.  She's picked a few ideas for her future
studies and a few colleges that sounded good when she talked to people who went
there."  He smiled.  "Thank you."


 


She pinched him on the cheek with a smile.  "If she
wanted you I wouldn't care but I'll be damned if she's going to be forced,
John."


 


He smirked.  "You're a fierce mom, Dawn.  We like that
about you."  They went back to the city.  Then he went to talk to Hera to
get her on his side.  Xander was throwing a fit at his mother.  "Lady
Hera...."


 


"Congratulations," she said with a smile.


 


"I'm not taking Thor's future bride," he said
bluntly.  "I'm a grown man, Lady Hera, and Dawn said that we do not
participate in arranged marriages in our House."  He stared at her when
she gasped.  "Beyond that, Artemis and Thor have a liking for each other
they're trying to figure out."


 


"There is the other twin," Artemis said smugly. 
"My namesake is quite a warrior.  I checked on her."


 


John smiled at her.  "She got the top honors marking as
well."


 


"Congratulate her for me.  I care not for Asgard and
all the snow."


 


"I can and shall."  He looked at Hera. 
"There's no wedding."


 


"It is appropriate for your house to make
alignments," Hera said.


 


"Within it?  If I had an interest in the twins I
would've already spoken up, Hera.  I've seen them since they were teenagers.  I
have no interest in either of them."  She groaned.  "Beyond that,
Diana's got to go through college yet.  She might find someone she likes."


 


Aphrodite cleared her throat.  "They wanted Artemis,
John."


 


"Who's crushing hard on Thor and he's crushing back. 
Stay out of it.  The House's displeasure at Love gods still stands," he
said, glaring at her.  She huffed off.  He looked at Hera.  "Modern beings
don't usually believe in arranged marriages outside of some cultures, which I
was not brought up in."


 


"Most peoples do," Hera said.


 


John shook his head.  "No they don't.  Outside a few
religions, they don't."  He smiled.  "And most of them believe in
childhood marriages."  Hera grimaced.  "So, no."  Xander
appeared.  "Mom sobbing?" he asked, pointing at the wet spot.


 


"Mom thought she had status in our House and I had to
abuse that notion."  He looked at Hera.  "No one in my house is going
to be forced into another marriage.  Just because Phil and I worked out,
doesn't mean others will or will be forced to.  I don't care which ditzy blonde
goddess thinks it."  Hera glared.  He stared back.  "Perhaps we
should have a ruling party summit."  Zeus nodded and sent the others
away.  


 


Xander let out his radiance.  Zeus gasped and nearly tipped
his chair over to get away from him.  Hera was crying.  He pulled it back in. 
"John is my House's God of Intelligence.  He leads his group.  He is a
grown God and he does not need the fixups.  I don't believe in it and we nearly
killed each other before we got sick and Dawn equalized the powers between us
helping Phil not die," he said quietly.  "Or else we wouldn't have
made it through all this.  There are no arranged marriages.  If someone has an
interest, they can state it like big gods and do their own courting."


 


"It leads to much stress," Hera said, gathering
herself back together.  "How long?"


 


"The same day I marked Phil," he said honestly. 
"Which was a bit ago.  We have no interest in changing things but it will
not be forced on anyone under my roof.  We have made a few choices, like all
our honorable dead go to Hades.  I'm going to have 'Sclep be my head healer
with Dr. Peter underneath him."


 


"They would make good choices," Zeus said. 
"You don't really need a war god with how many soldiers you have."


 


"If Dawn's mates become immortal, her spouse will be
and her wife will be our head of Desires."  He grinned.  "Dawn's
immortality will go into her daughter with the next Key child being born."


 


Zeus nodded.  "That is what we thought would happen. 
What of Roque?"


 


"He's my God of Hunters."


 


"Which is his duty anyway," Hera said, plucking
her toga to make it lay better.  She looked at him.  "I will support you
not being forced but Krishna likes it."


 


"He just wants a party," John said.  "Lord
Krishna, I need to speak to you."  Nothing.


 


Xander summoned him and he appeared, glaring at him.  Xander
let out his radiance again, making Krishna gasp and back up.  "*My* House
doesn't believe in arranged marriages," he said quietly.  "No matter
that our mother has plans.  If you want a party, we'll have a party.  John's to
be my Head of Intelligence."


 


Krishna straightened up and nodded.  "Artemis is a
beautiful girl."


 


"Who has a thing for Thor," Xander said bluntly. 
"Not John.  She wants to be a traditional wife and mom to a warrior,
Krishna.  Diana wants to do mortal things and go to college.  Beyond that, you
nearly made Dawn start snapping locks."


 


"I was not aware that she was the same one."


 


"Yeah, which is why Mom's sobbing that she had gotten
her ass handed to her," Xander quipped.  "Before I paddled it for
her.  She tried to attack Dawn."


 


Krishna sighed and shook his head.  "She worries much about
the family legacy."


 


"That's our job," John said.  "I'm sorry
she's upset but I'm not being married off like some child.  I'm a full grown
man and I can make my own decisions, Krishna.  Please stick up for this before
it becomes a family war."


 


"I can see that happening," he agreed.  "Very
well actually."  He sighed.  "Fine.  We will host a party
instead."  He smiled.  "My wife is looking forward to more children
in the pantheon."


 


"Then they should probably uncurse Mari," Xander
said.  "She's got her eye on a geek of her own but can't because she'll
lose herself and become an unthinking robot wife."


 


"I ordered them to," he said.


 


"Sometimes you gotta kick someone in the butt to
motivate them," Xander quipped.  "I have a few times."


 


Krishna smiled.  "I have as well.  I will remind them
today, boys.  Your mother?"


 


"Not of my House," Xander said.  "I'm sorry
but no.  The older, wise woman role is Joyce's.   My mother has proven she's
not wise, she's not tolerant, and she's downright ugly at times.  There's no
way I want that in my house."


 


He nodded.  "So be it.  I can agree with that. 
Jonathan, are you satisfied there?"


 


"I am.  I love my present duties and I'll come if you
need my help.  The same as I keep my job here with the Greek pantheon, Lord Krishna,
but I cannot abide by being thrown to the lions by women who should have my
best interests and happiness at heart."


 


"Agreed.  Is that well known, Xander?"


 


"We don't want to take over or anything," he said
bluntly.  "We're busy.  I don't have time to deal with all the BS you guys
do.  Or she does."  Krishna smiled.  "Or the patience," he said
blandly, earning a brighter smile.  "We're quietly making arrangements for
things like our head healer and the like."


 


"Very well," Krishna agreed.  "Thank you for
that kindness of less stress."


 


"Unless I have to step in to stop something huge or
something stupid, it'll stand," Xander said.  Krishna nodded and left. 
"Asclepias, I summon thee," he called.  He walked in a moment later. 
"Shut the door so the others can't hear," he said with a smile.  He
did that and walked over.  "You are hereby appointed as the head healing
god of my House and pantheon," he said quietly.  "Your secondary
healer is Healer Peter."


 


Asclepias gasped.  "I'm what?"  Xander nodded.  He
looked at Hera.


 


She smiled back.  "It is fitting and you did get them
to listen to you when they were sick, Asclepias.  Congratulations."


 


"Thank you."  He looked at Xander then at John. 
"When did this happen?"


 


Xander grinned.  "When I marked my mate." 
Asclepias tensed up and moaned.  Xander grinned and nodded.  "Yup.  We
want nothing to change anywhere, but we had to make some decisions.  So you've
got extra time on earth if you want it."


 


"I'll enjoy that."  He hugged them both. 
"Thank you for thinking of me, boys."


 


"Like Hera said, you baby us very well," John
quipped with a grin.  "I'm going to have a hangover now."  He
disappeared.


 


Xander grinned.  "Mom tried to arrange a marriage for
him."


 


"Oh, dear."


 


"Yeah.  So anyway, we're keeping it really quiet. 
Hades is our God of the Dead.  I'm going to talk to the smiths when they have
their competition soon.  I'm not sure if anyone's that bored or not."  He
grinned as he manifested a scroll.  "All those that are officially in our
House."


 


Asclepias looked it over.  "I've treated most of you
for being too stubborn to Dad's orders.  Thank you, Xander."


 


"Not a problem.  Let me help John have his
hangover."  He winked and disappeared.


 


Asclepias looked at them.  "It's an interesting side
job and I've always liked Healer Peter."


 


"He is a good healer," Zeus agreed.  "They do
not want to have it known."


 


"That's fine.  It would definitely hinder Phil's
job."  He walked out happier.  The other gods were staring and he
grinned.  "Xander appointed me head healer for his house."  His
father smirked and patted him on the shoulder in sympathy.  "Healer Peter
is under me."


 


"He's a good choice.  He can treat them like the
children he usually treats."  He walked off looking smug.  That had meant
he didn't have another job.  Thankfully!


 


Asclepias went back to his temple to celebrate.  He was a
happy god today.


 


***


 


Dawn appeared in front of Thor, staring at him.  "We
must talk.  John's mother is trying to screw up majorly."


 


"That is not our pantheon but we may speak," he
said, pushing out a chair with his foot.


 


"I figured you wanted to talk about this in
private."  He nodded and got up, walking her out to the hall.  "John
and Xander's mother just tried to set up John and Artemis in an arranged
marriage," she said quietly, staring up at him.  "Which we've already
told her hell no about and it won't go through."


 


He took in a deep breath.  "Thank you for sticking up
for my interests, Dawn."


 


She smiled and patted him on the arm.  "I know you'll
take good care of her if you end up together.  I know John would but they'd
grow to hate each other."


 


He nodded.  "John is much too wordly for a girl like
Artemis."


 


"She's back from the training camp today.  Xander's
mother thought Diana was Artemis and told her.  We have ended it."


 


"I will come visit with her on the morrow."  He
smiled.  "Thank you for the warning."


 


"It's not a problem."  She hugged her sister when
she walked up to them.  "Xander's mom is trying to marry off your kids but
we had a hell no fit."


 


She smiled.  "Good!  Why is my baby girl wearing
hoochie mama armor?"


 


"Official training armor," Thor said.


 


"Thor, she passed," Dawn said with a grin. 
"With high marks."  He grinned.  "Come see her.  She's an adult
now so you may court her to get to know her."


 


"Thank thee, Dawn.  She is..."  He ran a hand over
his hair.  "It is like she is fascinating yet very confusing at the same
time."


 


Buffy smiled at him.  "Welcome to love, Thor.  I had
the same feeling over Hylal."  She pinched him on the bicep.  "If you
and she make a go of it, she will be happy and I'll consent to it."  He
beamed and nodded.  "She had  better stay happy."


 


"I shall make it so."  Buffy smiled and walked
off.


 


Dawn looked at him.  "She has some fears, especially
about her sister," she said quietly.


 


"I can see thus.  A twin bond is a fragile, special
thing.  I would not rush her."


 


"Though she is mortal at this point," Dawn
quipped.


 


"Then I will rush some but be cautious."


 


Dawn smiled.  "That's what I'd hope you'd say.  Mom
would say the same."  He nodded.  "Go eat.  We'll see you when you
show up."  She left, going back to the city.


 


Thor went back to his seat and sat down again.  His father
was staring at him.  "She was informing me that John's mother is causing
troubles that may mar the family a bit and cause stress.  They had a hell no
fit as she called it."


 


Odin nodded.  "The one you want to court?"


 


"She tried very hard but it has been denied and my
rights to court her have been established and granted, All Father."


 


Odin nodded.  "I saw her at the training camp, Thor. 
She is more than worthy of your skills."  He dug into his own dinner
again.


 


Thor ate and considered things.  He should probably bring
her something to commemorate her passing her training.  He had no idea what
though.


 


***


 


Dawn appeared before her nieces.  "You're safe,"
she said.  They smiled and relaxed. "You're probably getting visited
tomorrow."


 


Artemis blushed bright red and ducked her head.  "That
would be nice."


 


Dawn tipped her face up.  "He has the right to court
you from both your mother and my family.  Mom agreed he could court you.  We
will not make silly demands of him if he makes you happy but I will end him if
he doesn't.  Understood?"  Artemis hugged her.  "Good."  She
cuddled her then Diana.  Diana calmed down finally.  Sean got one too even
though he huffed.  "Even boys get cuddled."


 


"Men don't, Aunt," he complained.


 


"Bullshit," John said from his seat.  "I get
cuddles all the time from girls, even my mother when she's not in a strange
minded place."  He sipped his beer.  "Girls in Pegasus used to kidnap
Ronon for him to give them cuddles and sex."  Sean squeaked.  He grinned. 
"Welcome to manhood, Sean."


 


"Thanks.  I guess."  He relaxed.  He tapped into
his senses, using them on his sisters.  Artemis was in a tizzy over Thor
possibly showing up.  Dawn thought it was sweet he was going to court her. 
Maybe he would slip Thor some ideas about his sister.  He wrote out a note and
sent it magically to his mother.  She could deliver it.  She'd want the twins
happy.  Dawn and John both gave him a pointed look but he grinned and flapped a
hand.  So they went back to fussing over the twins.


 


***


 


Buffy looked at the note that landed on her plate, plucking
it off before it got nasty.  She read the name on the front and smiled, walking
over to him.  "This was just banished to my plate, Thor."


 


He smiled and took it.  "Thank thee, Buffy.  From
whence did it come?"


 


"I think my son.  He's trying to be sneaky again and
that's his handwriting."  She smiled and went back to his seat.


 


Thor opened it and read it.


 


//Thor.


 


My sister Artemis is highly looking forward to your next
visit.  As I know you have not gotten to know her yet, I will give you some
things about her as I want her to be fully as happy as possible and you seem to
be the one who may do that to my very weird baby sister.  My sister Artemis
loves purple, she gained that love from our uncle.  Any shade of purple, light
to dark.  Most shades of blue are also welcome.  Do not give her pink or
yellow, as she makes grossed out faces at them.  She does like flowers but
likes earth crystals, the sort that you find in fields, the most.  She says it
goes well with her earth magic skills.  Also, she has a thing about playing
with her hair and having to put it up all the time.  Right now, she has it tied
up under her helm so she can not twirl it or otherwise knot it.  The one time
Aunt Dawn had it done professional she swooned for days.


 


I hope this finds your pleasure and I hope you much luck
with my sister.


 


Sean.//


 


Thor smiled and tucked the note inside his vest.  He knew
where to find such crystals.  They were all over a few valleys nearby.  It
would be a good present to commemorate her finishing her training if she liked
them.


 


***


 


Thor showed up the next day at lunch.  It was a respectable
hour.  Not too early or too late.  He had found a pretty quartz crystal that
was purple with streaks of blue.  He landed on the city, looking at all the
scowling faces.  "Has another attack happened?"


 


"Only from one's mother, Lord Thor," the head
guard when John wasn't there said.  "She has kidnaped both twins and John
Sheppard for her demented plans."  Thor scowled.  "We cannot find
them.  Even Dawn can't."


 


"Oh, Dawn can," she said, coming out in her
armor.  "Dumb bitch."  She looked at him and smiled.  "She'll
love that."


 


"I would go with you if you wished," he said. 
"To rescue Artemis."


 


"I'd enjoy that."  Xander appeared, looking at
them.  "Can we go now?"


 


"Yes, we can.  It's about time."  He looked at the
crystal and smiled.  "Artemis will coo and pet that like it's one of the
pets in the family."  He took them with him.  Phil appeared in a nice
suit.  Xander had on his leather pants for battles and a nicer than average
shirt thanks to Phil.   They walked into the meeting area.  "Lord Krishna,
you have stolen someone from my house."


 


"His mother has stolen someone from your house.  We
advised it was not wise," he corrected.  "Thor."


 


"Artemis is my intended.  I come to stake my
claim."


 


"It is very welcome I'm sure."  He looked at Dawn,
who smiled.  "She has chosen him?"


 


"They blush a lot at each other.  We've given them
permission to get to know each other so they can tell if they're fully suited
or just in lust."


 


"That is admirable."  He waved a hand and created
a portal.  "Where they are, Xander."


 


"Thank thee."  They walked in and Xander pulled up
his radiance, making everyone gasp.  "Give me back my people!"


 


"They are wed!" his mother said with a happy
smile.  "They're so cute.  John and Artemis....."


 


"I'm still Diana," she said bluntly.  "I
wouldn't have my sister, who has an interest, taken unfairly from him." 
John smirked at her.  "Then again, the last time you pulled me too. 
Apparently we confuse you as twins."  She stood up and hauled John up. 
"We will have it dissolved if possible," she told John.  "If
not, you can help me go to college?"


 


"I can tutor you," he agreed.  "We'll have to
see if it can be undone."  Xander undid the locks on them.  "Diana,
you look nice in your sister's armor."


 


Artemis was found by Dawn, she was beating up a few soldiers
who were trying to stop her from getting to her sister's side.  Thor walked
over and smacked one on the head.  She looked up at him.  "Thor." 
She pounced him to hug.  "Thank thee for coming to save me from the most
vile thing, a forced marriage to someone I could not love."


 


He gave her a squeeze.  "I am most happy to rescue you,
even though I know you could do so yourself."  He pulled back to stare at
her shoulder.  "You got Highest Honors?" he said with a smile.  She
blushed some but smiled and nodded while twirling a bit of her hair.  He handed
her the crystal.  "I heard you liked them."


 


She cooed and smiled at him.  "I adore this."  She
kissed him on the cheek, making him blush.  "Thank thee, Thor." 


 


"You are most welcome."  He walked her over the
bodies she had left, taking her out there.


 


"I have no idea how you stand this armor shit,"
Diana said in a huffy tone when she saw her twin.  "It's tight, it itches,
and it's heavy."  They moved to change in a corner while Dawn shielded
them.


 


Artemis came out of the shielded area putting up her hair,
the crystal going under her helm.  "I feel better, less exposed now."


 


"You do look nice in that," Thor said, staring at
her cloak.  "When?"


 


"The camp was attacked by boys with delusions of being
warriors and having swordswomen."


 


Thor nodded.  "I heard of thus.  I had no idea you were
hurt."


 


"Nay, I was not hurt, Thor.  I spilled three bodies
worth of blood before help arrived in our sector."  He relaxed and
smiled.  She smiled back.  "The young maidens were helpful in their
defense of their tents but Sorentha and I defended them."


 


"Then I congratulate you on your first battle
win," he said, bowing slightly.  She blushed again.  He walked over to
her.  "We will get you out of the way.  John?"


 


"I'm good and we'll see if the binding can be
undone," he said.  "Even if Diana was to be mine, she has a lot of
things she wants to do before settling down and it's not right to stunt her
growth for a quick marriage full of regrets."


 


Diana blushed at him.  "I would have no regrets, John. 
You are a man of many fantasies and many naughty dreams but I do not equal up
to what you need in a wife.  I may never equal up as you need someone as smart
as you are.  Though you're a fantasy of mine, I never would act on it because
you never showed any interest."


 


"I watched you grow up and I tend to like my women a
bit older," he admitted.  "And you're right, I'd need a wife who
could keep up with me.  Some day you may equal up to it, but you're too young
and have too much to do."  She nodded, agreeing that was true.  He looked
at Xander.


 


"As far as I'm concerned, she's not your wife, there
was no marriage, no binding, nothing.  Though it seems like they have made her
immortal."


 


"Both of us," Artemis said with a grimace. 
"Sean's going to throw fits."


 


"Sean?" Dawn snorted.  "Your grandmother is
going to destroy people."  The twins shivered.  So did Xander and John. 
She looked at Diana.  "I think that's very wise, dear."  She smiled. 
"I'll accept it if it does happen or if it does not and you find someone
who interests you as more than a nighttime fantasy."  She walked her off. 
Artemis walked off beside Thor.


 


Xander looked at them.  "Do not bother my people again,
family or not."  They gasped.  "We do not allow such things.  They're
the *old* ways."  They walked out, Phil beside him.  "Artemis really
does look good in her official armor."


 


"She does," Phil agreed, making her grin at them. 
"Congratulations.  I know how special that sort of mark is."  She
grinned more brightly.


 


"You were marked as highest before your final
test," Xander agreed.  "I was super happy that you made it that high,
Phil.  You're a great warrior."  Phil smiled at him.


 


"It's nice our godfather is still mushy after a few
years of marriage," Diana teased him.


 


"Yes we are," he said happily.  They went back to
Atlantis.  Artemis sat and played with her crystal, seeing how it glowed with a
tiny bit of magic.  They smiled and let Thor tell her about the valley where he
had found it.  Dawn even agreed on a picnic with him.  Without a chaperone
because they trusted Thor to be honorable and honor her wishes to go to her
marriage bed a virgin.


 


Xander and Phil relaxed and let Diana figure out what she
wanted to do and where she wanted to hide on earth for a bit.


 


***


 


Dawn fell onto the bed that night after stripping off her
chainmail, looking at her spouses.  "The fit earlier means I don't have to
go to the next dinner or they might huff off."


 


"Even better," Clint said with a grin.  "The
girls okay?"


 


"They're fine.  Xander had the marriage annulled. 
Diana's coming back with us to look at colleges.  The city's coming home in a
few weeks."  She took kisses as she crawled in next to Natasha, snuggling
up to her since she had held the sheet up for her.


 


"You're chilled," Natasha said.


 


Dawn shrugged.  "You're warm and comfy."  Clint
laughed, pulling her into the center so they could both warm her up.  She
sighed in pleasure, grinning at them.  "Artemis got highest honors."


 


"That's wonderful," Clint agreed.  He cuddled
her.  "Nat had naughty ideas for tomorrow."


 


"I have not a single plan for tomorrow."  Dawn
grinned.  "I only have to figure out how to tell Mom that Xander's mom
made the twins immortal."


 


"Hulk sedative," Natasha said.  "And
chains."


 


"Many chains," Clint agreed.  "Plus a lot of
clearance for when she goes off."  Dawn hugged him then Natasha. 
"So, dirty thoughts?"


 


"I love dirty thoughts from both of you."  She
winked back at him and kissed Natasha's throat, making her moan and tip her
head back.  "We have ten more days."  Natasha chuckled, giving her a
cuddle.  They could go to sleep early tonight to rest up for the morning.


 


***


 


Tara had the kids grocery shopping for when Dawn and
everyone got home.  She smiled because Jonathan was helping by 'protecting'
Philip.  Melissa was bossing the younger two around.  She stared at her but she
huffed and picked up some bananas, getting a nod to put them in the cart.


 


"Oh my god, that has to be Philip Summers," a
woman said in awe.


 


Tara looked at her.  "Do not make me call Stark
Security please," she said quietly, getting in the way of her seeing him. 
"Dawn would be really upset."


 


"Is she going out tonight?"  She looked at Tara. 
"I know you're the witch she works with sometimes in New York, miss."


 


Tara smiled.  "I am and they're off for the weekend. 
Please don't take pictures of the baby.  It'll upset them horribly and you know
Dawn's been sick."


 


"I do.  He's adorable!"


 


Melissa looked at her.  "You're too old for him."


 


Tara scowled at her.  "You're not a Stark, you have
more manners than Callia.  Use them please."


 


"Fine, but she is."  She scowled at the old woman,
hands on her hips, one foot tapping.  "You leave Philip alone!  You're a
stranger and they're *bad* and usually bad for kids."  The reporter
flinched back.  "If you try to hurt one of us I'll have to tell Mommy
Maria and she'll kick your butt all over LA.  Even if she does have to fly out
to do it."


 


"No, I don't have to fly out," Maria said, walking
up to them.  She stared at Tara.  "I came over to see if you wanted dinner
last night.  It took me three hours to figure out where you had went," she
said quietly.


 


"I didn't even think about telling you I was
babysitting Philip," she said very quietly.  "I didn't think you'd be
upset."


 


"No, I'm not upset, Tara."  She kissed her,
earning a smile.


 


"Mommy, kissy me," John said with a pouty look. 
She did that then the twins then Melissa, who beamed at her.


 


"Mommy, she's a scary stranger sort who wants to flirt
with Philip.  Kick her butt for me?" she asked with a grin.


 


"Of course I can if she proves to be a threat." 
She stared at her.  The reporter huffed off.  "Thank you for your
cooperation and have a nice day," Maria called after her. 
"Fruit?" she asked.


 


"Dawn needs fruit and they're coming back to move into
their house."


 


"She bought a house out here?" Maria asked, taking
the cart to push.


 


"No, Clint and Natasha bought a house.  It's
*beautiful*.  It has trees and a lawn.  It's got a natural rock looking pool
out back.  It's so pretty."  She sighed and smiled.  "Dawn bragged to
Joyce that they had bought her a house."


 


"That's sweet of them."  She looked at her. 
"If New York real estate wasn't so ridiculous," she said quietly.


 


Tara smiled.  "We'll see how things happen.  It's
premature at this point."


 


"It is," Maria agreed.  It was a good bit of hope
though.  Making future plans meant that she was on the right path to
straightening things up between them.   "John, we have to pay for the
grapes before you eat them.  Remember, they get bought by weight, not by how
many we have."  He pouted but finished the one he had snuck.


 


"I usually have her add on another half pound,"
Tara admitted.  "It solves that problem and the gimme-i-wants."


 


Maria looked at her.  "I didn't know they could do
that."  One of the store workers nodded he could and smiled at them. 
"Huh."  They went to finish the shopping for Dawn, taking it back to
the house.  Maria looked around and sighed in pleasure.  "This is
gorgeous."  She smiled at Tara, who grinned back.  They looked over the
house.  It was perfect for the family.  It was big enough plus had a lot of
playing places for the baby.  The pool area had a fence around it already with
a gate.  The gate around the property was monitored and could be upgraded
further.  They ran into Stark, who was supervising the guys hefting the clothes
and stuff that Dawn had in storage.  "They did good," Maria told him.


 


"They did real good.  They're on Asgard this weekend
though."  He took Philip, who grinned at him.  "Morning to you
too."


 


"Melissa ran off a reporter," Tara said, handing
him the applesauce tube.  Tony settled in to feed the baby a snack, making him
happy.  "He hasn't realized that they're gone yet.  Melissa's been fussing
over him like she used to do to Sean."


 


"That's good.  Better than when Dawn was sick." 
Philip smiled at him.  "You need changed, don't you?" he said with a
grin back.


 


Melissa smiled.  "That smile means he pooped." 
Tara scowled again.  "It does!"


 


"Still not polite conversation," Tara reminded
her.


 


"So?  Manners are for *girls*."


 


"You are a girl," Maria said.  "The same as I
am and I have manners."  Melissa huffed outside.  "Stay where we can
see you and away from the truck."


 


"Yes, Mommy Maria," John chirped, following his
sister.


 


Tony took the baby to his new room to change him. 
"It's the first trash and the first diaper in the house," he said
happily.  "It wasn't even that nasty."  He looked outside. 
"Maria, John's crying and screaming!"  She ran outside.  He handed
the baby to Tara and followed.  That was clearly something wrong.  They found
Melissa had fallen down the small incline to the pool area, stopped by the
fence and a rock to the head.  "No, don't move her.  Didn't you take basic
first aid?" he demanded.  He called it in.  An ambulance showed up a few
minutes later.  "Down here, guys." 


 


"Yours, sir?" one asked.


 


"No, hers and her wife's," he said with a point. 
"John, what happened?"


 


"We were playing tag," he sniffled, reaching for
her.  "Don't you dare hurt my sissy!" he shouted.


 


"We're not," the paramedic said.  "Did she
roll down the hill or slide?"


 


"She rolled."  He hugged her.  "She banged
her head and won't talk to me."


 


"It's probably just a big bump but we'll take her in to
see," the paramedic said.  He looked at Maria.  "Biological?"


 


"Other."


 


"You have the papers to treat?"  She nodded. 
"Okay, we'll load her and take her."  Tony took the other baby. 
Maria and Tara went with the ambulance.


 


Tony looked at the kids.  "She'll be fine."  John
was crying on his shoulder.  "Hey."  He made him look at him. 
"Your sister is going to be just fine."


 


"She not wake up!"


 


"She'll wake up when she's ready.  Just like most
mornings."  John calmed down, staring at him.  "She'll be
*fine*."  He cuddled him, then went to get Philip from his room.  Tara had
put him into his crib for a few minutes.  Philip hugged John and he let the
other two hug him too.  Tara's kids were all good at hugging because Mommy
taught them.  He sent a text to Pepper and Joyce but settled in to wait and
watch the kids while the movers got the rest of the stuff.


 


***


 


Pepper looked at her phone.  "What happened?" she
asked, flicking the button with her thumb.  "Excuse me for a minute.  That
explains where Tony is."  She sent one back but got a simple 'head bump'
answer.  She put her phone down.  "Mr. Stark is presently babysitting some
friend's children while they're in the ER with one who just bumped her
head."


 


"Is there a bomb there?" the head of LAPD SWAT
asked.


 


Pepper smirked.  "You do realize that Mr. Stark has
built bigger bombs than that for fun?"  He scowled.  She stared at him. 
"I'm sorry but he's built better and bigger when he was half asleep and
wanted to tinker.  He was showing his eldest daughter how to build one the
other day to explain power flows to her."  That got a bigger scowl.  She
smiled.  "We did used to design weapons."


 


"He's still not Bomb Squad."


 


"Yes, but if we had told you then it could've gotten
back to the idiot who put it on there.  Who are terrorists.  They're part of
the same group that captured him in Afghanistan."  The officer shuddered. 
"Additionally, Tony had no idea that sensor was more than a motion
detector.  That company hasn't really put anything on the market that we
could've looked over.  Frankly, we're a bit worried about them because their
head person is a flake and his mother is involved in a peace at any costs group
out of Asia.  


 


"We did tell the insurance agent to warn him.  We did
clear out everything from the house and made sure no one else could get in
there.  We did have workers in there doing some minor remodeling he wanted to
have done anyway but they stopped a few weeks back.  We're fairly certain that
the bomb got put on at that time.  The scary thing is that his daughter walking
past it might've set it off and they accidentally went there for a few
minutes."


 


"The proper procedure is to still call Bomb Squad
before you start to touch the bomb, Miss Potts."


 


She smiled.  "Tony wrote half the manuals you study to
be on the Bomb Squad.  You can't tell me that they might not have set it off
the same way."


 


"No, I can't," he admitted.  "It's still not
done."


 


"I'll remind him of that in the future."


 


"Is he buying a second property?"


 


"No, our personal assistant's spouses bought her a
house for when we have to be out here.  They're moving her stuff into it while
she has a weekend off healing.  Tony was doing that when the one babysitting
our PA's son had her daughter roll down a hill and bang her head."


 


"The witch one?" he demanded.  She smiled and
nodded.  "Should we worry about protestors?"


 


"Only if she calls.  Right now, almost no one knows
where she'll be living.  They'll have security.  They'll guns because her
spouses are both agents."


 


"FBI?"


 


"SHIELD."  She smiled at the man walking in. 
"Phil, Melissa fell down a hill."


 


"I heard, that's why I showed up to check on her. 
She's fine.  Has a good concussion but nothing too tragic or bad."  He
smiled.  "Artemis is done with her training.  We had to defeat the evil
mother-in-law who tried to force John and Diana to wed, though she thought she
was Artemis, and Diana's coming back to go to college."


 


"I'll have some information on the local ones
pulled," Pepper said with a smile.  "I'm sure she can pass the state
test?"


 


"And then some.  The geeks up there were playing
tug-of-war about them being warrior geeks."  He rolled his eyes. 
"Anyway, Philip is happy with Tony for the moment.  I got John settled in
again."


 


"Good.  Aren't you off this weekend?"


 


"We are."  He smiled.  "We're just having sex
and the kids are important.  Xander's comforting her and reminding her it'll be
okay even if she does have a headache.  She wanted him."


 


"Awww!  That's sweet."


 


"It is."  He looked at the head of SWAT. 
"We'd like to talk to your person that looks like Agent Barton to warn him
of a few things, including reporters."


 


"Who?"


 


"Gamble," Pepper said.  "Looks just like
Hawkeye."


 


"Oh, him.  Yeah, we've noted that.  They picked on him
until he beat one pretty badly one day.  We have no idea."


 


"We'd like to see if they're related," Phil said. 
"Plus to make sure that the press people that stalk Barton don't hit
him."


 


"He's already rebuffed a few of them with snide
remarks.  The DA really does want to charge Stark, Miss Potts."


 


"I'll talk with him tomorrow."  She smiled. 
"And apply some motherly logic since clearly he forgot what his was when
he hatched from the egg."  The SWAT commander laughed at that, shaking his
head.  "We've had words in the past.  He hates Tony for many reasons. 
Including that his wife used to want to have Tony, even though he never went
for married ones.  It's why he had her shot by that bimbo assassin."


 


"Can we prove that?  It's been rumors," the
officer said.


 


Phil pulled up her file and showed him.  "Noted by bullet
that it came from one of the rifles we pulled from her tacky condo.  I can have
the report forwarded, Captain."


 


"Please do, Agent...."


 


"Coulson.  Over the Avengers Initiative."  He
smirked slightly.  "Most of them are out here for the upcoming thing in
April."


 


"It's looking slightly worse than the invasion,"
Pepper said, handing him Tony's notes.  "We talked with the local team the
other night.  Bucky took more notes if you need them."


 


"I'll get them from him in a few."  He read it
over, grimacing.  "That is bad.  I'm not sure if we can scry another
dimension or not."


 


Xander appeared, shaking his head.  "Not likely as far
as I know but I can ask."  He looked it over.  "Those idiots again. 
Great."  He handed them to the SWAT commander.  "Okay.  Melissa's
fine.  She's snuggled with her brother fussing over her new headache.  Dawn can
put a hedge there to make sure it can't happen again."  Lt. Colonel Rhodes
walked in looking smug.  "Rhodey, here about the thing in April?"


 


"No, looking over whatever Stark's been doing on the
shielding issue."


 


"Not a thing for the last two weeks," Pepper
admitted with a smile for him.  "Between Dawn being so sick and all the
other stuff he hasn't had time to do much of anything.  I did remind him of it
but he just hand waved and taught Callia more about body armor."


 


"That'll work too.  Where is the head geek?"


 


"Watching the movers getting Dawn's stuff to her new
house."


 


Rhodey nodded.  "She can't?  She's still sick?  What is
it, flu?"


 


"She got sent smallpox to her desk," Pepper said. 
Rhodey stared, mouth slightly open.  His eyes narrowed and he breathed in
through his nose.  "She's fine.  She's healed greatly.  She's mostly back
to full Dawn peppiness.  She's having a weekend on Asgard to check on the twins
and Sean.  Tara's watching Philip and they're at Dawn's house."


 


"Okay," he decided.  "I can wait until he
gets back.  Can I bum a bed?"


 


She smiled.  "Sure.  Then please go over the security
protocols with the head of security?  Tony's been meaning to and then sending
him to New York to beat them to death for it."


 


"It got sent there?"


 


"Yeah.  The machine supposedly blew a fuse the week
before," Xander said dryly.  "They're *damn* lucky I didn't go find
out the root cause and kill them in the most messy manner possible." 
Rhodey shuddered.  "Oh, yes, we were not pleased."


 


"Sure, I can do that," Rhodey agreed.  "It
could probably be updated here and there."  He went down there to log into
a guest room.  JARVIS had one with his name over it ready for him. 
"Thanks, JARVIS."


 


"You're most welcome, Lt. Colonel Rhodes.  Mr. Stark
said that he'd be back after 8 tonight and if you wanted to, please look at
Callia's paper on the Korean war?"


 


"Sure, I can look at his clone's work."  He went
to find her once he had dropped his bag in there.  "Super short stuff,
what paper on Korea?" he asked when he found her in the caf.


 


She kicked out a chair with a grin.  "Hi, Uncle
Rhodey."  She opened her paper to show him.  "I have that so
far."


 


He looked it over.  "Nothing on the current DMZ?"


 


"It was to be on the beginning reasons beyond greed. 
They sent it back because I outlined the greed reasons without the other
complicated political yuckiness."  She grimaced.  "It was still a lot
of greed."


 


"It was."  He smiled.  "We can go over that. 
My old man was in that war."  She beamed at him for that.   "Finish
up."


 


"Where's Daddy?"


 


"He's helping baby Melissa's new concussion from what I
overheard when I was signing in."


 


"Why?" she demanded, looking pissed off.


 


"Something about a hill and rocks.  Send him a
text."  


 


She did that from her tablet and he sent back she was fine
and he gave her a hug for Callia.  "Fine.  I'll see her tomorrow." 
She put her tablet into her backpack and grinned.  "Daddy's good at
fussing when he wants to be.  He is whenever I get sick."


 


"That's what Dads do," he agreed with a grin.  She
smiled and took him to the lab she and Tony worked in on her ideas.  She had a
table in the corner and cleared it off to go over her report assignment.  He
helped her lay out her reasons better and helped her find sources she hadn't
thought of.  That was great of him.  One less paper to get done.


 


***


 


Deadpool looked at the dead demon then at the guy who had
done it.  "She's out by LA.  She won't be back until after the demon
invasion."


 


"We heard.  She sent us emails."  He grimaced,
looking around the mess.  "This is active."


 


"It is," he agreed.  "It's stupid.  Even the
Roombas think it's stupid."  They beeped and shot at a vampire that was
coming their way.  "No, that's Spike."  They huffed but quit trying
to destroy him.  "Hey, Spike."


 


"Weird guy," he said with a nod then looked at the
other guy.  "I saw you guys got pulled.  It's a mini thing.  Hellmouth's
ready to spew for a bit."


 


"Great.  The girls need help?  I've helped a slayer or
two before," Wolverine said dryly.


 


"Could, yeah," Spike said.  "Could also use
the agents beaten to death again.  Two want to do tests."  He lit up and
took a deep puff off his cigarette then let it out.  "Ladies," he
said with a nod for them.


 


They smiled at him.  "Spike," they said in
unison.  One hugged Deadpool, getting one and a grin back.  They stared at
Logan.


 


"Ladies, this is Logan.  He came through the same
portal," Deadpool said.  "He's a very accomplished fighter."


 


"Cool."  One grinned at him.  "Watch out for
the zombie cat behind you."  Logan turned and sliced it up.  "Oooh, I
saw that comic."  She bounced some, babbling at the others.


 


Logan smirked slightly.  "We can help.  We're a bit
bored."


 


"Sure.  We're building up to LA's thing in April,"
they agreed, walking off with them.  They had to keep stepping over the Roombas
because they were ranging ahead to find more things for their human to play
with.  He loved to play swords with demons.  One beeped frantically that it had
found a victim so they checked her over and got her help, waiting on the
ambulance.  Logan did have a ...talk with the agents who were nagging the
girls.  One was being fatherly but the other two were creepy and that wasn't
allowed near slayers.  Dawn might have to destroy them.  Which would push
sending them home back again.


 


***


 


They came back and Tony smiled, handing over the whining
son.  "He's been fussy all day.  Melissa has a concussion so she can't
play with him."


 


"How?" Natasha asked.  "Do we have a
sinkhole?"


 


"That small incline.  She fell down it."  The
three parents nodded, cuddling the fussy one to make him stop.  Nope, he wanted
Melissa apparently.  She got handed the baby, and he cooed, cuddling her and
patting her to make her feel better.  Then he wanted Mommies and Daddy.  Tony
shook his head.  "He's very picky."


 


"Sometimes," Natasha agreed.  She smiled at the
baby.  Who grinned back.  "Good boy."  She took him to cuddle. 
"We should get you ready for bed."


 


"It's barely two," Tony joked with a grin. 
"Everything's here, unpacked outside the weapons, and Tara went grocery
shopping, which is how someone else spotted Philip."


 


Dawn smiled and hugged him.  "Thanks, boss."


 


"Welcome.  Come to work Monday wearing something
fabulous."  She nodded so he left.  Tara and the kids went back to the
compound too.  They wanted some Callia and Liz time.  Who could say that was a
bad thing since his kids were so amazing.


 


Dawn yawned, looking at the baby.  "We should nap. 
Daddy and Mommy Natasha wore us out."  Phil grinned from his spot.  Clint
led Dawn to their room while Natasha fed their happy little chaos source.


 


"I could not believe even my ex would be stupid enough
to take my brother's wanted one from him," Loki said as he appeared,
staring at the baby.  "We should feed you something nasty so you crap
since you haven't in two days."


 


"That arrow to the brain offer still stands,"
Clint said from the hallway.  Loki stared back at him.  He smirked and waved. 
"Our house."


 


"He is my godson," he said blandly.  "I'm
merely checking on him."


 


"Your brother sent you a scroll.  It's in Dawn's
bag."  Clint got it and tossed it to him.


 


Loki opened the seal to look it over.  He snorted.  "I
should give him advice on how to woo a virgin properly."


 


"If he scares her, she'll fight him and probably injure
him," Natasha said.  "We have had a talk with him about how to be
kind to pure young women."


 


Loki gave her an odd look.  "That's never worked for
me."


 


"It works well for most women," Clint said dryly. 
"Hell, I had to break in Dawn something like ten times thanks to that
potion."


 


"Nine," Dawn called.


 


"Okay, nine."


 


"If he's mean to her, I expect her to kill him,"
Dawn called.  "She's never even seen a guy.  Leave them alone please. 
They're even more mushy than I am or your son is."


 


Loki gagged and shuddered, grimacing.  "That's a
disturbing thought.  His father must be so pleased."  He disappeared still
shuddering.  He could taunt his brother for ages over being *mushy* but as soon
as his brother saw him he blushed.  He stared at him.  "Human women are
apparently much different than the godly sort.  Want some of my books?  I'm
told if you scare her I'll have to find someone else to annoy."


 


"Nay, thank thee though," he said, sipping his
mead.  "It will work out as it does."  He looked at his brother. 
"They apparently like things more gentle."


 


"I've never even thought of that.  Then again, most
younger goddesses have seen the male form at least six times a week their whole
lives thanks to how often we run around naked."


 


"True," Thor said with a smile.  "Dawn had
books she leant me."


 


"That's sweet of her.  Which gags me still."  He
smirked.  "When are we hearing the banns published?"


 


Thor took another sip and shrugged.  "We've barely
talked so far.  She's just finished her training."  She came out cooing at
her newest crystal, making Thor smile at her for it.  He had taken her out on a
picnic there and she had found it.


 


Artemis looked up at Thor then at Loki.  "Uncle Clint
gave me a new bow I should try out."


 


He smirked.  "It won't hurt me much."


 


"Uncle Tony created the special arrows for it.  Yes it
will."  He huffed.  "You have to be nicer to Thor.  After all, even
adopted brothers are family and what is one without family except lonely."


 


"There's surrogates for that."


 


She blushed.  "If latex surrogates for dicks do it for
you, have at it, please.  Just don't share those thoughts.  I'm not my sister
to want to know."  Thor choked, shaking his head.  "Some of us are
*good* girls."


 


"Yes, you clearly are.  That's why I'm nearly breaking
out in hives, child."


 


She smirked, tossing her hair back over her shoulder. 
"I'm no child, Loki, even if I am younger than you."  He lunged and
she kicked him in the nuts, making him groan and wince.  "Women do fight
differently and many men underestimate it."  She put her crystal down with
a pat and helped him up and into a seat.  "There, sit and rest your icky
man parts.  I'm sure you never clean them, unlike men who bathe daily for their
women's pleasure."  She strolled off with her pet crystal.


 


"If the hot water heater in Valhalla worked better we'd
all take more baths," Loki said once he had caught his breath.


 


"Some of us can bathe even in a cold stream," Thor
said with a smirk for his brother.  Loki was so annoyed and it was great. 
Though he'd have to spank Artemis later for being mean to him.  She came out
with a ribbon, trying to do her hair.  Thor watched her.  "There has to be
an easier way."


 


"I have no luck with my hair."  He moved her
closer to braid it for her.  She kissed him properly and smiled.  "Your
father called.  It's why I was doing my hair."


 


"Hmm.  We'll talk to my father in a few moments." 
She skipped off.  "Put on something other than armor?" he called. 
"Mother might get upset or Freya, who thinks women should never have to
pick up a sword."


 


"Half the time, the men are off fighting something. 
Who else protects the house?" Loki snorted.


 


"Aye," Thor agreed.  "Which is a great point
and one I appreciate.  Though I hope I never have a son who has to prove
himself like yours have."


 


"The best way of avoiding that is to make sure your
father never sees it," Loki said quietly.  "That was my mistake with
all my children and if I should have more, I'll never do so again."  He
stood up.  "Good luck, she seems sweet yet complicated."


 


"Aren't most women?" Thor quipped with a smirk.


 


Loki nodded.  "Often, and that tends to make them more
entertaining when you play with them."  He left.   He wanted to see what
was going to happen.  He landed at Buffy's table, staring at her.


 


She stared back.  "You need to wash that greaseball
hair if you expect to flirt," she said then sipped some water.


 


He rolled his eyes.  "It's product."


 


"Yeah," she snorted.  "Still looks like motor
oil."  He smirked evilly.  "What do you want?"


 


"I'm waiting to see what happens when my brother is
called here with your daughter."


 


"I'm hoping that Dawn helped her find a dress that
covers the armor," she said, looking at Hylal.


 


"She should have at least one that's not her hunting
vest and skirts," he agreed.  Thor appeared with Artemis.  "Someone
finally taught her to braid."


 


Loki snorted, shaking his head.  "Thor did it for
her."


 


"She likes to play with her hair but she has no skill
at doing more than brushing it.  Neither did I," Buffy admitted.


 


Odin looked at his son.  "Thor, who is this?"


 


"This is my intended, Father.  We have permission from
her family to court and she is very good to me.  Her family appreciates my suit
and have not set down anything unreasonable in demands."


 


Odin stared at her.  "What would you know about helping
him rule, child?"


 


"That is Senior Swordswoman, All Father."  He
gasped.   "Trained as one of Sif's handmaidens."  She smiled. 
"I thought it inappropriate to wear my armor the first time we've formally
met.  Though you have seen myself and my sister a few times over the
years."


 


He stared at her.  "You're not scared of me, are
you?"


 


"Nay, All Father.  My mother in an unhappy mood is
worse than any man's moods and my aunt and grandmother have their own
versions."  Frigg laughed but nodded.  She bowed to her.  "Lady
Frigga, I did not see you.  I apologize for not properly bowing to you."


 


"It's fine, child.  You're Artemis, correct?"


 


"Yes, ma'am."  She smiled.  "You raised a
very sweet, strong son.  Thank you for all the hard work you put into
him."


 


Frigg beamed at her.  "It was not that hard."  She
winked at her son, who was blushing and looking down.  "He is a very
strong warrior."


 


"Yes, ma'am, and I appreciate that.  Once we have
children I'll guard them for him while he does what he must.  Until then I'll
follow him into any battle he chooses as his own." 


 


"If we agree," Odin warned.


 


She looked at him.  "Would you really be cruel enough
to deny happiness because a woman is able to defend herself?"


 


"Yes."  He smirked.  "To marry you must be of
proper lineage."


 


"I'm the daughter of the warrior Hylal, who never lost
a battle until the one he fell in, in over fifty years of them, and my mother
is the Slayer Buffy.  They both reside in your halls."


 


He blinked at her.  "You must be of proper lineage in
other matters.  Thor could make a very good political match with another
goddess."


 


"Thanks to your grandson's mother, I was made
immortal.  Would that count?"  Buffy choked.  "Hi, Mom."  She
waved without looking.


 


"It may," he said, staring at her.  "You must
have done something spectacular to get our notice."


 


"Aye," Alana said.  "Her adulthood hunt ended
with her killing two trolls to save another swordswoman who was being attacked
by them.  Not cleanly but it was more important to get them off her than to
make it a clean kill during an emergency.  Then she brought down four wolves to
protect them; all killed with clean, single shots.  I attended her and her
sister's adulthood hunt dinner myself,  All Father."


 


Odin blinked at Alana then at Artemis.  "That was
you?"


 


"Aye, All Father, that was my adulthood hunt." 
She smiled.  "My sister brought in a very pretty buck while my brother
chose a doe because they were all young bucks in breeding frenzy when he went. 
That way they would not lack males for breeding."


 


Odin humphed and grimaced.  "Fine, you may be worthy. 
We do desire grandchildren."


 


She grinned.  "I'd love to have four children some
year, All Father.  Not all at once like some of the Greeks did, but spread
out."  Frigg sighed in pleasure and hugged her.  "Thank you,
ma'am."


 


"Call me Mother, dear."  She looked at Thor, who
was smiling at her new daughter-in-law.  She might like this one more than her
son.  "Freya, can you see aught wrong with this mating?"


 


"No.  It seems Thor picked well for himself."  She
sipped some wine.  "Even though we had not a thing to do with it."


 


Odin nodded.  "There is a test before you two can
marry."


 


Thor coughed and shook his head.  "I will not allow it,
All Father, and you are too late on that."


 


"What?" Buffy called.  "Daughter?" 
Artemis bounded over to hug her and whisper in her ear.  She looked at her. 
"Why?"  She blushed a deep red.  "You could've tried to fool
around first, dear.  That'd still lead you to being a virgin when you married
as you wanted to."


 


"Nay, Mom.  It would not."  She cleared her
throat.  "It nearly did not."  Buffy gaped.  She shrugged slightly
and grinned, hugging her father.  "Daddy."


 


"I welcome him into the family.  He's a strong,
honorable warrior."  Buffy stared at him.  "Though it will be at
least a year before she has a child, Thor."


 


"It may take many months to do that," he agreed. 
"Especially with her training so recently."


 


Hylal smirked at him.  "Good.  I expect to see the
grandchildren as well."


 


"Aye, that can be arranged."


 


"Good."  He kissed his daughter on the forehead. 
"Go to your spouse, daughter."  She walked back to him, taking his
hand.  Her ring suddenly got unhidden.


 


Odin stared at them.  "You eloped, son?"


 


"Aye, Father.  She wished to go to her marriage bed
pure and we could not wait."  He smiled at her.  She grinned back, giving
his hand a squeeze.  He looked at his father again.  "Her natal family
does not know yet."


 


"Dawn won't fuss.  Mom might but Dawn'll point out that
Natasha married them without them realizing it."  Buffy sipped her water. 
Artemis grinned at her.  "Congratulations."


 


"Yes, the Warriors should congratulate the First Son on
finding the warrior woman that he needs to back him up in his battles,"
Loki said smugly.  Thor had been sneaky.  How droll.  He had taught his idiot
adopted brother something after all.


 


Odin stared at him.  "When did you get back?"


 


"A few minutes ago."  He stared at her. 
"Make it official, Artemis."


 


She pulled her dagger and cut her thumb, using it to drip a
few drops on his lips then kiss him.  "I am your wife and sworn to help
you, defend you, and aid you in whatever you do."


 


He grinned and kissed her better.  "Aye, we'll talk
about how to do that later."  She giggled and cuddled him.


 


Frigg sniffled.  "I'm so happy!"  She hugged them
both.  "Girls, bring out the special wines.  We'll hold a
celebration."  They did that and the whole Hall got happy.  Even if Freya
was mad that she couldn't brag about setting them up.  Odin was a bit peeved
that he couldn't cow his daughter-in-law and she wasn't the sweet simpleton he
had wanted him to marry but Odin was set in his ways.  Any of his children
would tell him that.


 


***


 


Jensen got the text message from an unknown number and
frowned.  "Xander, why am I the herald?" he asked.


 


"Because you have everyone's email and text message
numbers," Phil quipped with a smile for him.  "It means you get to
chat with everyone in the House."


 


"That might help.  Someone anonymous, or who I don't
know at least, said that Thor and Artemis just announced they had eloped."


 


Xander choked.  "What?"  He took the phone to send
one back.  He knew that number.  "That's Dad's number."  His father
sent him a more concise report.  "I'll be damned.  They did so they could
jump each other."


 


"At least they'll be happy," Phil said.


 


"That means one of us has to tell Joyce."  They
looked at Jensen.


 


He took his phone back to email the whole temple mailing
list.  Then he got back to his ribs for dinner.  Talsa was a great cook.  Even
his sister and Jolene had said so.


 


***


 


Bruce looked at his phone when it rang.  "From the
temple."  Joyce pulled out hers to look at.  They were at a very fancy
restaurant.  It's why Bruce could only huff and keep calm.  Joyce was going to
Hulk out for him this time.


 


"She did what?" she snapped.  She sent back a
message to Jensen.  She got one back from Xander.  "I'm going to paddle
that girl."


 


Bruce patted her on the hand.  "At least he's honorable
and he'll treat her well, dear.  Calm down."


 


She stared at him.  "She's barely nineteen."


 


"Yes and many girls chose their spouses at that
age."  He smiled at her.  "I'm sure they'll have plenty of fun,
dear."  She was growling.  "Diana's coming back soon.  Probably with
Sean.  We'll see her all the time thanks to Thor being on the team."


 


Joyce sipped her wine, shaking her head.  "She should
have waited."


 


"Up there, she said girls usually married at
sixteen."


 


"Fine.  I'm sure her mother knows by now."  She
took another sip and put the glass down.  "I should yell at her."


 


"We can ask her about her decision process later, when
we're both calmer."  He fed her a bite of his dinner with a smile. 
"Isn't it usually my temper that's the problem?" 


 


She smiled at him.  "Mothers are always more fierce. 
We beat people to death with a shoe instead of our fists."


 


"That is often more mean," he agreed with a
smile.  They got back to their dinner.  The staring people got a dirty look
from him and paid more attention to their own meals.  He tipped the waiter for
not saying anything and took her home to calm her down.  He might even 'calm
her down' on the couch tonight like they were teenagers.  He was feeling really
frisky.  Joyce squeaked when she landed in his lap, then smiled and kissed him
but swatted him on the shoulder.  "I feel like a teenager tonight."


 


"Does that mean you have the lasting ability of
one?" she teased.  "Or are you going to recover faster?"


 


"Let's find out."  He got her out of her clothes,
him out of his, and got to work on her temper problems.  He hoped there wasn't
an emergency soon.  He had problems pulling up enough anger after a few hours
with Joyce's body.


 


***


 


Natasha looked at her phone, then blinked and showed Dawn. 
Dawn looked up at the ceiling.  "The shovel axiom of aunt-hood still
exists, Thor, and I'm going to use it on you since we didn't get to see the
wedding."  She dug in again, shaking her head.  "Did Tony get
that?"


 


"It came from Jensen so probably."  Dawn's phone
rang.  Natasha got it off the counter where all three phones were, looking at
it.  "Pepper said not to kill him."


 


"I'd never kill Thor.  Just make sure he knows I will
if he mistreats her or hurts her."


 


"I doubt he would," Clint said.


 


"I know.  Still, the threat has to be used."  She
stuffed her mouth.  "Xander and Phil both knew you wouldn't hurt me but
I'm pretty sure you got the shovel talk."


 


"I did from Xander, not from Phil.  I got a few
warnings from him instead."  He squeezed her hand.  Philip squealed and
reached for it.  "I can't hold her hand, son?  How do you expect to get a
little sister?"  Dawn blushed but grinned at him.  "I love the Barton
Birth Control method.  It means we get a lot of practice on the 'if it happens
it does' principle."


 


"It does," Dawn agreed with a grin.  She gave his
hand a squeeze.  "It'll be okay.  I'm sure Diana and Sean will appreciate
it.  Though we really need to teach her how to do her hair."


 


"I'll show her that little bar that you can use to put
it up," Natasha said with a smile for Dawn's calm acceptance.


 


The baby scowled at them so he got some more food.  He still
pouted until Daddy fed him the new stuff he had been sucking off his fist. 
That made him happier.  Especially when they all cuddled together with him in
the middle.  That's how it was supposed to be.


 


Clint's phone rang and he looked at it.  "No, I'm not
in New York so you can't pop around to have me look someone up," he
muttered as he typed that back.  He got a description and a crude drawing
instead.  He told him who that was and showed Natasha the email.  She rolled
her eyes.  "He was yours."


 


"He'll learn when he's eliminated."  She cuddled
the baby since she had the middle spot.  Dawn was cooing at him to make him
quit scowling at the daddy.  "Sometimes even he has to work, son."


 


"I do a lot of work," Clint huffed.  He took the
baby to hold, making him crap himself.  "Did you have to do that, son? 
Couldn't you have waited on Mom having you to do that?"


 


"He does it so much because he likes how you clean
him," Dawn quipped.  "He howls and struggles whenever I change
him."  Natasha nodded she got the same.  Clint sighed but took him to
change.  The ladies shared a smirk and cuddled better.  Clint could have all
the baby changing he wanted.


 


"Yuck, son.  Eww."  The girls giggled and got all
smug.  Clint came back out.  "If that's how he shows he loves me, he
should love me less."  He sat down and the baby crawled off him to Mommy,
trying to latch on again.  "Sorry, kiddo.  Those aren't yours
anymore."  He got him a bottle, earning a pout.  "Tough, kid."


 


"Sorry, baby, but the medicines mean I can't feed
you."  She kissed him on the head and cuddled him to let him feed.  It had
to be good enough for now.


 


Natasha smiled, patting his stomach so he'd eat the whole
thing.  It made him happy to have the mommy attention.


 


***


 


Clint and Natasha got Dawn out of bed the next morning,
taking her to get coffee, so she'd be fully awake, then look around the house. 
It was a good house, single story, master bedroom on one side, all the others
on the other end.  The garage's indoor entry was between the master suite and
the kitchen.  The living room took over a good portion of the middle section
and part of that was also the dining room area.  Off to the master suite side
there was a game room and a study.  Out of the kitchen was the nice, large
wooden deck that had stairs leading down to the pool area it overlooked.  The
pool was surrounded by natural looking rocks and was supposed to look more like
a pond, except that it was a large rectangle and had a diving board.   It had
some nice seats around it, which Clint realized they hadn't had.


 


Dawn looked where he was staring and grinned.  "I
bought those."


 


"That's a good idea."  They took her to look over
the house, this was her first time in it.  It had been her pick on the realty
site but it hadn't had a floor plan or anything.  They had looked it over
without her since it was a surprise.  Dawn cuddled as they explored.  Until
they got to the garage.  Clint opened the door and stared.  "We didn't bring
the Lotus out."


 


"I knew I forgot something," Natasha complained. 
She frowned at the two cars in the joined part of the three car garage. 
"What are those?"


 


"Well, I'm not sure about the sedan but I bought the
truck for you guys," Dawn said.  "As an anniversary present." 
She smiled and walked them over to it.  "Seats four but if we need to we
can add a seat to the space between the back ones or change it for a bench
seat.  Has semi-decent gas mileage and I had them put in the bigger gas tank. 
It's also a hybrid so if we want to we can run it on electric around town for
errands."   She patted the dark cherry red pickup.  "Has backup
cameras, a great radio, and I had something special made for the
toolboxes."  She climbed up.  "Spray in bedliner to avoid scratches
and rust."  She found the key taped under the lip of the box and pulled it
off to open it.  "See?"


 


Clint stared.  It had guns behind the shallow front doors. 
Four handguns and two semi-automatic rifles packed in a foam holder.  He looked
inside the box portion.  There were two ammo boxes, one for the guns and one
for the rifles.  There was a detachable winch.  There was some climbing gear. 
There were a few other odds and ends like a first aid kit.  He grinned at her. 
"That's a spoiling present."  She kissed him with a grin then
Natasha.


 


"I do like that."  She smiled and patted it. 
"It is nicely not shiny but a deep red darker than my hair."


 


"I thought you two might like that."  She closed
it up and handed him the key.  "Keys should be in the visor."  He
found them and started the engine, moaning at how it sounded.


 


Natasha looked up.  "There's an automatic fan?"


 


"Yes."  Dawn grinned.  "They sent that in an
email in case I didn't know."  Clint got out and gave them a hug. 
"You like?"


 


"I adore.  It's got enough room for us.  It's practical
for the most part."


 


"Four wheel drive."


 


"Even better, makes it more practical.  What's
that?" he asked with a point at the sedan.


 


"I have no idea," Dawn admitted, staring at it. 
"Beyond the fact that it's a hybrid.  It's a Tesla hybrid.  Those are hot
but 'spensive."  They stared at her then glared toward Malibu.  She walked
over to look it over.  There was a tag inside the windshield so she opened it
and settled in the driver's seat.  "It doesn't look right if my assistant
doesn't use a hybrid car when we're doing alternative energy research,"
she read.  "Tony."  She grinned and checked the gauges.  "Fully
charged."  She popped the trunk, finding the window sticker with the
options listed, but the price had been blacked out.


 


Clint held it up to the light, staring at the numbers hidden
behind the marker.  "That was just over a hundred grand."


 


"Wow, the pickup was only fifty," Dawn quipped. 
Natasha stared at her.  She shrugged.  "It was!"  She took the
sticker to look over.  "Aww, we have a removable top!"  She moved
back to look how that happened.  There was a button.  Clint stared.  It was a
four door hardtop convertible sedan.  They had the hookup on the wall for the
car or truck.  The glovebox had the promotional materials that said it could go
about 260 miles before it needed to be recharged.  It had all the greater
features and it was a luxury sedan in all meanings of the word.  Black with
slate leather interior.  Clint moved Dawn and slid behind the wheel, moaning at
how the seats cradled him.  "Those are nice, like the ones in the Benz SUV
I looked at."


 


Clint smiled at her.  "That would be less than
practical and get us carjacked."  He pulled her down for a kiss. 
"I'll thank Tony when we bring you to work tomorrow."  She grinned at
him.  They heard the fussing from the whole house audio system.  "Thanks,
JARVIS," he quipped.


 


"You're most welcome, sir," the AI for Stark
said.  He had a small kernel installed here so they could watch over Dawn.  Natasha
went to get their son changed and brought him out to look at the cars.  He
liked the bed of the pickup truck.  It let him crawl around it to play.


 


Clint put back up the roof of the sedan and locked it back
up, putting the keys on the hook by the door with the pickup's.  "We'll
have copies made tomorrow."  He kissed Dawn hard and fast, winking at her
as he went to look at the separate single garage.  It had their work benches
and vises set up for weapons customizing work.  That would work for them. 
Clint came back.  Philip was beaming at him from the place he was patting. 
"You look good in the pickup, son.  Let's go eat breakfast?  Your mom's
hungry."  The baby squealed and crawled back to pounce him so they could
go eat. 


 


Dawn and Natasha followed.  They loved it when their babies
were happy.  Clint was a huge kid at heart and their son was like a squealing
little monster today.


 


***


 


Clint walked up to Tony after dropping Dawn at her desk,
slugging him on the arm.  "Usually presents that expensive mean you want
to sleep with someone," he said dryly, staring at him with a smirk. 
"I'm open to that but the ladies aren't so you'd have to arrange it with
Pepper.  But thanks, Tony.  Great car.  Did great on the way here today and it
goes well against the pickup Dawn bought us."


 


Tony rubbed his arm.  "I'd never fuck you, Barton. 
You're too used to squealing."  Clint laughed.  "It was her early
birthday present."


 


"That's fine.  We enjoy it.  It's a great ride." 
He grinned.  "She's here, in something slightly fabulous.  We made sure
she regained the weight she lost while sick.  Atlantis is doing good.  The box
to have them slide into made it up there all right to be charmed.  She's out of
meds."  He walked off.  "Have a good day.  I'm going to find all the
hiding spots around here in case I feel like she needs stalked again."


 


"Avengers only areas are in the buildings 3 and 5.  5
has the gym."


 


"Cool."  He waved over his shoulder.  "Nat'll
be here later with the baby."


 


"That's fine."  He went back to rubbing his arm. 
They had apparently really liked his present so that was a great thing.


 


***


 


Tuesday night, Dawn opened up her earring box to get a set
out, staring at what had been inside the silver box.  "Where did those
come from?"  She picked up the tangled mess and sighed.  "JARVIS,
please alert Tony that somehow some of his mom's jewelry made it into my
box."


 


"I have and removed the electronic tag alert as well,
Dawn.  I hate to say it but do we know how?"


 


"Callia helped me pack them," Clint called,
walking her in there.  She was over to play with Philip before they dropped
them both off at home so they could go out to dinner. 


 


"They'd look better on Auntie Dawn," Callia said.


 


"Sweetie, you can't just give away family heirlooms. 
Especially the expensive ones," Dawn said.  She sat on the bed to stare at
her.  "You'd have to get permission from your dad and all that
first."


 


Clint went to answer the knock on the door.  "Sorry,
guys.  The kid put them in there."  He let the officers in.  Stark got there
ten minutes later.  Dawn wasn't in trouble, though the officers were talking
with Callia about bad things being done.


 


Dawn walked out to let Tony in.  "Hey, boss.  She
decided they were ugly."


 


"They're old fashioned," he sighed.  He walked in
there to see what she had 'given' her aunt.  Then he looked at his daughter,
who was slumped and pouting.  "Thanks, Officers.  I'll have a long talk
with her about getting permission and all that stuff."


 


"It's not a problem, sir.  We're glad it's not a
theft," one said.  He finished the form and had Tony sign it.  That got
them out of legal trouble so Callia wasn't going to be arrested.  Dawn signed
hers too.  That let them go back on shift.


 


Dawn shrugged.  "That's a pure silver box and I know I
put a bug jammer in it because of those bronze ones I used to like that had
gotten the sticker thingy put on them."


 


"It did a great job.  I had no idea they had left the
main jewelry box," Tony said.  Dawn smiled and got her earrings and dress,
going to change in the guest bathroom.  He smiled when Philip came in to cuddle
them.  "I know, you're being babysat tonight," he said, picking him
up to put him onto the bed with them.  Philip laughed and pounced Callia to hug
her.  She cuddled him and they talked.  Clint checked before they left but Tony
waved them off.  He could handle it with her.  They needed to finish this talk
anyway.


 


He agreed, a few of those pieces no modern woman would wear,
but she still shouldn't try to give them to her aunt.


 


***


 


Dawn got a special invitation to a females of SHIELD event
and sighed but Tony told her to go and tell him what had happened because Fury
was once again causing mischief like Loki in their lives.  So she went.  She
watched them for a few minutes, then shook her head.  "Goddess, you all
argue like teenage bimbos over who gets the guy with the biggest dick." 
They stared at her.  "Really, we're doing work on the side of *good* with
that issue?"


 


"Who are you?" one of them demanded.


 


"Dawn."  She smiled.  Natasha told her who that
one was.  "Oh, you're Fury's ex.  Cool.  Dawn
Summers-Romanoff-Barton," she said with a smile and a slight bow to her. 
She snapped power at the others growling at her.  "Down, bitches!  This is
my city and I'm the head bitch here."  She stared at them.  "Make me
banish your realms."  They backed away and Dawn looked behind her. 
"Who're you?"


 


"I was going to ask you that same question, child.  I
know not of anything like you."


 


Dawn smirked.  He looked like something she had seen in one
of Xander's comics.   "You must be the Agamotto of this realm."  He
nodded.  "Congrats.  I'm Dawn."  She shook his hand with a smile. 
"And you don't concern me either."  She walked off.  "So,
anyway, why the meeting?" she asked Fury's ex, Countess Valentina.


 


"We are resurrecting some of the Femme Force."


 


"That's cool.  I'm an adjunct member of the
Avengers."  Valentina gaped in horror.  She smiled.  "There's not
that many combat capable witches around this realm.  I wouldn't mind if there
were.  I like being Stark's perky assistant sort instead.  Combat does really
bad things to my temper."  She looked at the hissing 'heros'. 
"Ladies, my son listens better than you do and he's not even a year old
yet.  Let's try for some intelligent conversation, please."  She pointed at
the tables.  "Though, I'm not sure if we should have a makeover event for
some of you as a girl's night out."  She walked around the higher being
staring at her.


 


"Dawn, what are you?" Agamotto asked.


 


She smiled at him.  "Guess."


 


"I can sense immortality."


 


"Temporary, thank you.  And if that Dr. Strange wannabe
is yours, you can ask him.  He found out."  He looked toward the east
coast and then glared at her.  She smiled.  "I'm perfectly nice until
someone pisses me off."  The higher being fled.  "Thanks."  She
smiled and waved at his where he had been.  She sat down and put her feet up. 
"Okay, so Fury's current plans means that he wants to restart some special
girl group of fighters," she told Valentina.  "Great.  We could use
some more here and there."


 


Valentina blinked.  "You could have come in
uniform."


 


"I was at work, Countess.  Some of us have real jobs in
addition to our occasional bout of spandex and chainmail."  Valentina
gasped and backed up a step.  Dawn grinned.  "I like to keep it rare but
if it's magical it's partially my shit to handle."


 


Phil appeared, frowning at her.  "Don't touch his
current assistant, Countess.  We'd hate to have to kill you."


 


"Yeah, touching my mom is a bad idea," Dawn
quipped with a grimace.  "Really, really bad idea."  The others were
staring at Phil.  She smiled at him.  "What's up?"


 


"That's what we were wondering."


 


"She said Fury wants to start his special girl army
battalion."


 


"That's news to Agent Hill," he said dryly. 
"Or the rest of SHIELD, including Fury himself."  The Countess threw
something at him but Dawn froze it in midair.  "Thank you, Dawn."


 


"Welcome."  She looked at the others.  "Were
you duped or part of it?"  They stared.  She smiled and stood up, changing
into her chainmail.  "Well?"


 


"Who made you that?" one asked.


 


"Dwarves.  Alexander had them make it for me." 
She smiled.  "I need to oil it again.  I think I missed a spot."


 


"You missed a few on the back too, but I'll help you
get the slight bit of tarnish off, Dawn," Phil said.  She smiled at him. 
"Banish the armor before normals worry."  She did that and
stretched.  He looked at the ladies.  "I'm Agent Coulson, over the
Avengers Initiative.  If you wish to help us, we could use it this spring with
another demonic issue coming."


 


"And fucking Doom's trying something," Dawn said,
staring over his shoulder.  He looked and groaned, calling someone. 
"Screw it.  Nat's got the baby."  She walked out there and summoned
weapons.  The two Doombots dissolved when she shot them.  "I've had enough
for the day, thank you!  You can tell your leader to leave my city
alone!"  The remaining one beeped and fired on her.  She blew it away. 
"No thanks."  It fell from the sky and landed in the middle of the
street.  "Phil, they need a street cleanup team," she called, walking
off shaking her head.  People screamed and came at her.  "What the
hell?"  She moved herself out of their range then back into the meeting
area.  "Phil?  Rabid mob?"


 


He looked.  "Anti-hero and mutant mob."


 


Dawn looked at him.  "When the hell did that
start?"


 


"Last week.  We sent you that memo in warning."


 


"No you didn't."


 


"I told Joyce to send it over."


 


"No."  She texted her mother, shaking her head. 
"She said she never got it."


 


"You'll all be ours or be ripped apart," the
Countess said.


 


Dawn looked at her.  "I've destroyed people for less,
sweetheart, so you and your tacky hairdo can just suck me."  She looked at
Phil.  "How often are they forming?"


 


"There's a new church."


 


She stared at him.  "I'm so moving us to Asgard if we have
to."  She walked out there and flashed harmless magic at them, making them
back off.  "I want nothing more than to live in peace, people.  Until
someone forces me to act, I don't do a single thing against anyone.  Then
again, you just tried to attack me as a mob.  What did you want me to
do?"  They were starting to look pissed off.  "If you don't like it,
then *you* take on Doombots and the other stupid things.  Like the demonic
problem coming once again this spring."  They rushed her and she managed
to get a few down then moved herself again behind them, shaking her head. 
"I only attack if you start it," she reminded them.  "Quit
acting so childish."  She turned and found officers.  "They started
it."


 


"I saw that, ma'am.  Are you all right?  Need medical
attention?"  Dawn had to avoid one trying to grab her and froze the whole
group.  He swallowed.  "Can you undo that?"


 


"Once I'm safely outside."  She smiled.  "I
don't go for harmful things unless I have to."


 


"We can agree with that.  Are you known to the local
demon hunting team?"


 


"Yes, actually, I'm former Slayer Summers's little
sister."  She grinned.  "I know them pretty darn well actually."


 


"That's good.  This spring?"


 


"We're finding out information.  We'll be doing a brief
for the LAPD the month before so you have time to make plans on how to help us
surround the area so we can fight it most effectively."  They smiled. 
"Other than that, most things are okay right now."


 


"Good to know.  Can you....."  He pointed at the
crowd.


 


"Gladly, it's nearly my son's dinnertime."  She
smiled and walked off, unfreezing the mob.  A few came for her but she was
brutal in her defense.  They were crying when she was done.  "I'm not the
bitch to fuck with," she said bluntly, staring at one.  "Ever.  Learn
that.  Before I have to go after your church too!"  She walked out and got
a cab back to the compound, going to tell Stark.  "It was a cluster fuck
and a trap, boss."  She smiled at Fury.  "You dated someone with hair
like that?  Were you fully blind?"


 


"She had other skills, Summers," Fury noted.


 


Dawn smiled and snapped, removing the illusion.  "I
don't care who you are.  That's a bad precedent around paranoid people."


 


He smirked.  "You're adorable."


 


"I'm married."


 


"Most people like me."


 


"First, I'm not most people.  Second, your little
pheromone issue?  I've seen worse versions.  I've met a few GHS members from
other realms.  Thirdly, illusions always make me want to protect people, not
like the person doing it.   Now, anything else you wanted to discuss?  If not,
have a nice day and thank you for visiting Stark International."


 


The guy burst out laughing.  "You're great, young
lady."


 


Clint walked in and paused.  "Starfox," he
growled.  "Get away from my wife."


 


Dawn looked at him.  "Even if he was handsome, I
wouldn't touch that.  I have greatness, why would I want to dip my toes into a
shallow pond."  She took a kiss from him and smiled.  Starfox spanked her
so she turned and decked him.  He didn't fall down.  She attacked instead.  


 


He laughed and fended her off but magic was coming up and he
was blinking when he went crashing through a window and outside.  "What
are you?" he demanded, standing up.


 


She smiled and pointed at Clint.  "His wife."  She
stared at him.  "You have energy signatures like that purple
motherfucker."  He flinched.  "Why?"


 


"He's my brother."


 


"Oh, great.  The bad guy has a brother too.  Isn't that
a theme?" she asked Clint, who nodded.


 


"Yeah, it is.  Loki and Thor.  Thanos and that
guy."  He hugged her.  "The baby is not happy."


 


"Why?  Usually he loves Natasha."


 


"I have no idea but he is not happy.  He cried all
morning.  She's on her way here."


 


"Did you get something on flash mobs of idiots from a
church?"


 


"No.  I hadn't.  Why?"


 


"One showed up there.  Phil told us he had Mom send out
a memo but she didn't know anything about it.  Though he was a bit busy with
Countess Valentina."


 


"Fury's old flame?" Clint asked, looking
confused.  "She went HYDRA."


 


"She said if we aligned with her, she'd save us from
the mob," Dawn said dryly.  "I'm not happy.  Oh, three Doombots
down."


 


"Great!  Though, nagging is coming," Clint said
with a grin.


 


She took another kiss.  "Phil was busy.  I wasn't going
to expect the arguing other three bimbos in spandex to handle anything."


 


"What three bimbos?"  She shot pictures. 
"Commander Doom, looked like someone I might've heard of, and Ms.
Danvers."  He looked at Stark.  Who shook his head.  "Weren't they
banished to another realm?"


 


"Yeah, the first attempt to make a superhero team back
in the late 80's all ended up being displaced to another reality.  Frankly the
two scientists working on that gave me a headache.  I left them to it after
they said 'no, we can't get them back' when I asked a few months back after
running into the files."


 


"So, wait, there was an Avengers before the
Avengers?" Dawn asked.  Tony and Clint both nodded.  "Did anyone else
know this?"


 


"They had some bigger battles but nothing too
huge," Clint said.  "Then one bad guy displaced them all and
himself.  Drunk disco loving idiot."  He grinned at her.  "I wouldn't
mind if they could call someone like the Scarlet Witch out."


 


She looked at him.  "Andrew's been in the other realmal
comic book collection at the temple again.  Did you know that in the last few,
she's sleeping with her brother?"


 


"Doesn't really shock me any," he admitted with a
grin.  "There's a whole lot of screwed up people in spandex in comics,
Dawn."


 


"Good point."  She took a kiss and grinned. 
"Andrew wanted to talk about some of the machines he found in them, boss."


 


"I have him penciled in for breakfast so I'll make sure
I have coffee first."  He looked at Starfox.  "And you
wanted....."


 


"What is she?"


 


"It should be obvious," Dawn said with a smile. 
"I'm their PA," she said with a point at Stark and Pepper.  "And
his wife, with Natasha."  She smiled at Clint, who smirked back.  She
heard the fussy thing.  "Son, stop it please.  You're making a bad
impression."  She took him when Natasha walked in.  "Hi." 
Philip squealed and beamed at her, leaning forward to suck on her nose. 
"So you like me again?  That's cool.  We appreciate that."  She put
him on her hip, smiling at him cuddling her.  "That's a good boy.  Why
were you so fussy for Mommy 'Tasha?"


 


"He refused to do anything today," she complained,
staring at the otherworldly being in the hole in the wall. 
"Starfox."


 


"Black Widow," he said respectfully.  "What
is she?"


 


"Mine," she said with a smile.  "If she threw
you through that window for trying to pinch her, good."  She kissed Dawn,
getting a grin back.  "In trouble for the Doombots however."  She
strolled off.


 


"The other bimbos in spandex were arguing," Dawn
complained after her.  "I kinda had to, dear."


 


"Yay."


 


Stark shook his head.  "Someone's getting tied down
tonight," Tony quipped.


 


Dawn smirked.  "Not like I mind when they do that,
boss.  Really."  She walked off.  "Come help me check the
mail."  He screamed at the envelopes.  "Yeah, I get that.  We'll work
on that phobia, son.  I don't really like them either after the smallpox
thing."   Xander appeared, looking confused.  "Huge problem?"


 


"Yeah, he's precognitive."


 


"Excuse me, what?" Clint asked, coming out.


 


"He fusses whenever there might be a problem."  He
handed over that envelope.  "Anything that might upset the three of
you."  He took him to hold.  "That's very good but you need to learn
how to talk so you can tell them why you're crying," he said with a
smile.  "Such a good boy."  He cuddled him.  Philip stared and
wiggled, making huffing noises.  "Aww, are you barking like a war dog puppy? 
That's so cool!"  He checked and threw power at the person trying to hurt
one of the dogs.  He locked off the temple again and let Phil handle them. 
"Thank you, little Phil."  The baby grinned.  He grinned back. 
"We love you.  You're such a good boy."  He cuddled him.


 


Dawn looked at that envelope.  "Boss, that church of
mutant haters.  Apparently we're born this way as an affront to their
God."  He came out to get the threats.  Phil appeared to take it and left
again.  She took her son.  "Just tell me and I'll gladly not open anything
dangerous, Philip.  Okay?  Tell the parents?" she said with a grin.  He
grinned back and cooed, reaching for Daddy, who took him to cuddle.


 


"Huh, so your magic and his skills combined to be a
mutant," Xander said with a smile.  "That's absolutely cool.  I
thought it was just Allenetta and Caroline."  He disappeared.


 


"They are?" Tony and Pepper called.  


 


Pepper called down there. "Andrew, Xander just said
that the babies may be *special* in that wearing a spandex suit in a comic book
way?"  She listened, wincing and making notes to hand to Tony.  "Any
idea how?  That's good to know.  Thank you."  She hung up.  "Where's
the subspace portal in the New York building, Dawn?"


 


She considered it.  "Right above Bruce's lab."  She
smiled.  "There's that portal Rodney had to shut up the hall too."


 


"Why the people above Bruce?" Tony asked.  "I
thought they were computer geeks."


 


"They are, who have a lot of computer issues with EMP's
and the like.  Nobody, including you, has figured out how to stop that so I'd
say that's the most likely cause."


 


Tony texted Rodney as he walked off.  "Let me go check
on that."


 


"Sure, boss.  Have fun."  She looked at Pepper. 
Who smiled.  "Let me get back to the mail."  She took her son back,
making him whine.  "Yes, you have to spend time with me yet again, son. 
It's part of being my kid."


 


Clint stole him back, earning a squeal.  "C'mon, we'll
go to the range so you learn to love weapons.  Your parents all really like
weapons so you should too."  He walked off talking to him.


 


"See if my knives are down there please.  I can't find
them."


 


"They're in my closet," Clint shot back.


 


"Okay.  Thanks, dear."


 


Tony got beamed back to the office.  "There's two ten
centimeter little holes in the New York building."  Pepper stared at him. 
"Just enough to emit a slight bit of radiation.  Andrew and Jonathan were
right."


 


"They get a bonus?" Dawn quipped.


 


"Hell yes."  He got a drink and walked down to
talk to them.  Rodney got beamed back to talk to them too.


 


Dawn chuckled, going back to the mail.  She brought one in
for Pepper, pointing at something.  "They still think you're sexy,
boss."


 


"I am."  She read it over then looked at her. 
"Is this the Saudi prince?"


 


"Yup."  She smiled.  "At least you got stalked
by a rich guy who doesn't take women hostage."  She went back to her desk,
texting that to Tony, who came back to get it so they could have a chat about
how he wasn't getting Pepper.  "Was that a possessive growl?" Dawn
teased as Tony walked off.


 


"Yup," Tony agreed.  "I do a good
impersonation of Barton's version he uses whenever you're too flirty."


 


Dawn grinned.  "He likes me being flirty, boss.  He
hates it when others want me because of it."  She finished up and handed
Pepper the other things that needed to get done for the day.  Pepper moaned at
the calendar update.  "Sorry."


 


"That's fine.  Thank you, Dawn."  She grinned and
went back to her desk to do the weekly looking up of Avengers things.  Pepper's
head thumped on the desk then she lifted it to look at their guest.  "Let
me call Director Fury for you."  She did that.  "We have someone here
named Starfox?"  She hung up on his swearing.  "He's not happy."


 


Dawn's phone beeped and she went to get him and bring him
back.  Fury stared at him.  "Are the others back?"


 


"I saw a few spandex whiny things," Dawn called. 
"Your ex called a support meeting."


 


"Fuck," Fury said, staring at her back. 
"When?"


 


"Phil arrested her."


 


"Coulson!"


 


He appeared, staring at him.  "Sir, I've already handed
the Countess over to Agent Hill for processing and arrest.  I've gotten
Commander Doom and the clones of the other two to a meeting area back in New
York for you, and now I'm dealing with that anti-hero church."


 


"What anti-hero church?"


 


"I could've sworn I handed Joyce that memo," he
complained, going to get it.  It wasn't on her desk.  Maybe he had just
imagined he had from all the long hours he worked.  No, there it was under her
desk.  He brought it to his boss then went back to dealing with that church.


 


Dawn leaned in.  "I'm going to put up a statement on
that idiocy," she said.  Pepper smiled and nodded it was fine.  Dawn got
back to it.  Then she put it up.


 


Tony came back.  "I don't think they meant that sort of
mutation, Dawn."


 


"Still a mutation, boss."


 


"Yeah, but that's probably going to get us yelled
at."


 


"Being born a true blond is a genomic mutation.  A
recessive one.  Being born with something like Down's Syndrome is also a
genomic mutation, is it not?"  He nodded slowly.  "Then they should
be against all of them instead of the really useful ones.  Otherwise that makes
them hypocrites.  I also added at the end that I supported people no matter
what their genetic mutation status was, because we each have some mutation or
else we'd be clones.  I made sure I stated that I supported the kids with birth
defects and those born blonds, as well as any that might be born with special
skills like magic or anything else."


 


"If you get flamed, we'll make you take it down."


 


She smiled and nodded.  "That's fine.  I can do that. 
Want me to reword it?"


 


"Not yet."  He went to show Pepper.


 


"That's very true, but a bit chilly.  We'll see how
well it's taken."  She smiled at Tony.  Fury huffed.  "Sorry,
Director."


 


"Don't be."  He looked at Starfox.  "Just
visiting?"  He nodded.  "Problems?"


 


"What is she?"


 


"Dawn.  She's always been Dawn since she got
created."  Starfox scowled and looked at her then gasped.


 


Dawn looked over at him.  "Shut up, don't say a word. 
I like being the super assistant sort."


 


"Sure," he said weakly.  "I won't flirt with
you."


 


"Good.  I'd hate to shoot your ass."  He laughed
but walked off with Fury.  Dawn grinned at her staring wife.  "You don't
like the statement?"


 


"I do like the statement.  It's very practical, very
succinct.  We need to make t-shirts for protests saying that we're not
clones."


 


"I know someone who can do that," Tony quipped. 
"They do have counter protestors already."  He drafted his idea and
sent it to the head of that group with a link to Dawn's statement since they
had tried to attack her earlier.  By that night, shirts were being worn that
stated: human dna means you're either a mutant or a clone and I AM NOT A
CLONE.  Simple, effective, got the point across.  Wonderful of Dawn really.


 


***


 


Agamotto appeared in front of his usual realm's Sorcerer
Supreme.  "We have to look at someone."


 


"Why?" he asked.  "Is there a new witch going
rogue, Lord Agamotto?  I have not sensed anything."


 


"I am not sure what she is, though she does use her
skills in battle.  We must skip realms."  He nodded and let himself be
taken out of his body for the astral travel.  They stared at the perky young
woman who was babbling at her son as they walked into a grocery store. 
"That one."


 


The Sorcerer Supreme scowled.  "She is clearly a witch
with that aura, and a powerful one."  They waited and watched how she
taught her son about vegetables.  "She seems to be an interested mother at
least."  She came out and put the baby in the car, then stared at them. 
He floated over.  "Who are you?"


 


"Dawn Summers-Romanoff-Barton."  She stared at
him.


 


"Is that your true name?"


 


"I have no need of hiding my name, though I can tell
what you are.  I've dealt with your wannabe here often enough, Strange." 
She closed the door and stared at him.  "What's your issue?  I need to get
my son home."


 


"Most witches would be more circumspect."


 


"Yeah, and then we have to defend ourselves here,"
she said dryly.  "Including in huge, world ending battles."  He
winced.  "Frankly, there was a Knight that told everyone who I was because
they couldn't kill me.  Not much use hiding it after he went on the national
news," she said dryly.


 


"Knight?"  She nodded, waving a hand around as she
leaned on the car.  "I only know a few orders of knights that would bother
with witches."


 


"Or mystical artifacts?" she said dryly. 
"Because clearly, aura reading, not your strong suit."  He pulled up
the Eye of Agamotto to look at her and gasped, floating backwards.  She stared
at him.  "And what did you see?"


 


"You should not be in human form," he said firmly.


 


"Well, they were keeping me away from Glory so they
made me human.  Then a friend got worried about the ones in nearby realms that
were being tortured by Glory so summoned them.  And two from the battle with
the Chitarui."


 


He blinked, staring at her.  "You should still not be
in that form."


 


"Bite me," she said bluntly.  "I'm human
now.  Get over it.  I help with the Avengers.  I help Stark.  I do a lot of
good for humanity even if I have to put up with people who think they know
best.  Hell, I've had to put up with goddesses that think they know
best."  Xander appeared, smiling at her.  "Hey, Xander."


 


"Dawn."  He looked at him.  "You're on the
wrong realm."


 


"Who are you?"


 


"Alexander, God Protectorate of Humanity." 
Strange blinked and floated backward.  "All-but adopted big brother of
Dawn."  He smirked.  "Why does this concern you?"


 


"She's very powerful in the wrong hands."


 


"Who says my hands and judgement is wrong?" Dawn
demanded.  "Excuse you?"  Strange glared at her.  She attacked him,
doing a true sight spell.  He yelled but panted through it.  "Now, what do
you see?"  He looked and flinched, looking down.  "Do you still think
I'm mean and evil and have no sense?"


 


"No, apparently I was wrong.  Someone has taught you
ethics."


 


"Yeah, my mother's a great woman.  The only time I lose
ethics is in a battle.  Which happen all too often around here because I'm one
of the few combat capable witches on this realm."  She put her hands on
her hips.  "Is there anything else you want to discuss about my life,
which is none of your business?  It's not like I'm breaking laws or
anything."


 


"No," he said, staring at her.  "There are
other witches who could help."


 


"In other realms," she said dryly.  "Why
would I want to pull them?  We have a few people that got pulled here already
and I have to work on getting them home."  He slumped.  "Now,
anything else that does not concern you?"


 


"No, child."  Dawn flashed her full aura, making
him stare, mouth slightly open.  "I see."


 


Dawn smirked slightly.  "I'm just fine the way I am
unless I totally lose it on a mob of anti-skill people and have to take them
out when they're not bothering anyone.  Do you have any other insults to my
mother's skills or my made-family's needs?"


 


"You're fine.  We were worried that most powerful
witches go rogue."


 


She snorted.  "That's so damn sexist, dude.  There's
plenty of witches that don't go rogue who you never look at.  The few that you
do are all women, you never stop the male ones, and you use your powers to push
your weight around.  If you're really interested in the ones going rogue, the
male contingent go there more often to supposedly right wrongs," she said
dryly.  "They tend to start with bullies and move up.  And yes, there's
males that practice earth magic," she finished blandly.  "For that
matter, I never worry about my skill levels or those of my skill levels.  I
worry about ones at your skill levels because they always want more powers and
go looking.  Which leads to the dark path of magic addiction."


 


"I have seen thus.  I have also seen those that got
lost in the power."


 


"Yeah, and yet you never touched any of them that
weren't female," she said dryly, staring at him.  "Plenty of males at
that level going bad too.  Remember, women are mostly patient.  We have to be
because many men are immature."  He winced but nodded.  "Now, you're
in the wrong realm and if you're staying here, you can take my battle magic
spot with the Avengers for a few weeks if you want."


 


"No, we simply came to make sure that a being of your
power level is not doing harm."


 


"I have all the power I could ever want.  Why would I
go searching for more?"


 


"That is a good point.  What of the others that you
carry?"


 


"A few will go into my future daughters."  She
smiled.  "Key Children are wonderful future daughters."


 


He swallowed and nodded.  "I have seen that
prophecy."  He looked at the baby then at her.  "He is clearly
not."


 


"No, he is clearly not."  She smirked. 
"Anything else?"  He shook his head.  "Then you have a nice day
going home and if you want to relocate the four heros that're presently stuck
here, then go for it."


 


He looked then shook his head.  "I cannot feel them.  I
will check on my end if they come from my realm."  He bowed.  She nodded
and he left with his overseeing Lord and Master.  They settled back in his work
space.  Strange looked at him.  "She was the Key.  Many Keys but the
Key."


 


Agamotto took a deep breath.  "Things must have went
badly wrong on that realm."  He read the encounter from him.  "Then
she is doing good."


 


"She thinks so.  She is not going rogue.  She could use
more help on the magical front."


 


"There is no one there that is near Magus Surpreme
level.  That is why I came for you."  He considered it.  "I will see
if any of them want to go over there."  He floated off.


 


Strange relaxed, poured himself some brandy, and went limp
in his chair.  She was powerful but dutiful to the side of good.


 


***


 


Dawn looked at Xander again.  "What bitches."


 


He nodded.  "Clearly."  He looked at the staring
people, smiling and waving at one.  "Some realms get people who take out
those with magic addictions and some of us have to do it on our own.  Those
realms, they tend to think all women with powers are weak and stupid.  It's a
gender divide that's really past time to get over."  He kissed Dawn on the
head.  "I love you."


 


"You can't have the baby tonight."


 


"I know."  He grinned.  "First
birthday?"


 


"Christmas?" she countered.


 


"His birthday's first."


 


"Natasha said to get him clothes.  He doesn't need too
many toys."


 


He snorted.  "Hell no!"  He grinned manically. 
"Puppy?"


 


"No, we have Loki cat."


 


"Good point.  He's a bit mean to the puppies
sometimes.  Stuffed puppy of war?"


 


"Yeah, he can have a stuffed puppy of war."  He
beamed and went to find one.  She smiled at the watching people.  "Some
people in other realms worry about the *wrong* things."  A few of them
laughed.  "I mean, women's lib didn't show up there to prove that women
can do the heroic jobs?"  She shrugged.  "Let me get the baby home,
he's probably hungry."  She got into the car and looked at him.  Philip
was asleep.  "Cool, son.  That's a great thing."  She grinned at him
and backed out, going home.  Clint and Natasha were waiting on her.  "I
was pleasant to him."


 


"It was on the news and you were."


 


"Are they going to mob me?"


 


"No.  The reporter said you were downright polite
compared to a few battles and if higher witches were jealous about your powers
then they were probably going to be evil."  He hugged her and grinned. 
She grinned back and took a kiss.  "They did wonder about the Key Children
thing."


 


"They can keep wondering.  Or we'll let slip it's a
prophecy about a few of my granddaughters after I've passed on.  Total BS but
safer."


 


"We can do that," Natasha agreed.  She helped get
the groceries in.  "Dawn, why did you buy wrinkly looking squash?"


 


"It was the best they had."


 


"Hm.  It will do I suppose."  She took her own
kiss and cuddle.  Philip woke up during it and cooed, hugging her back. 
"Have a good nap, son?"  He grinned, showing off a new tooth. 
"You cut another one."


 


"He's got nearly a full mouth," Dawn quipped,
putting him down.  He crawled off.  "Be a good boy."  He went into
their bedroom and giggled.  Clint went to put him on the bed so he could crawl
around it.  He liked doing that.  Dawn and Natasha fixed dinner and talked
quietly about the upcoming week's stresses.  It was a good, quiet night off.


 


***


 


Fury came out to reporters.  "What the fuck do you
people think you're doing?" he demanded.


 


"Just a few questions, Director," one shouted. 
"That being that showed up to nag Dawn?"


 


"Know nothing about that."


 


Joyce came out and put on her scarf over her hair to keep
the wind from messing it up.  "People, that was that Strange guy from
another realm.  His higher being saw a girl with power that he wasn't over and
got a bit fussy about it so he had his minion come check her."


 


"That Key Children thing she mentioned?" another
asked.


 


Joyce smiled.  "Some day, she'll pass on and it's
possible that the Key will splinter and go into a few of her daughters or
granddaughters.  Thereby making some later stronger witches."  They took
pictures.  "It's a prophecy and we're seeing how big of a pile of crud it
is.  Not all prophecies come true.  Many of them exist because someone had
heartburn."  A few more pictures got taken.  "Anything else?"


 


"That mark on your face?" one asked.


 


Joyce touched it.  "I was uncapping a sharpie with my
teeth because my hands were full and it was on too tightly, but I flinched when
someone dropped a box of weapons on the floor.  I'll scrub it really hard
later."  They smiled.  She smiled back.  "Anything else?"  They
dispersed.


 


Fury looked at her.  "I did paddle him for you for
dropping those."


 


"Good!  He should know not to drop the box of
weapons."  She smiled at Bruce when he got out of the car. 
"Dear."  She walked over to kiss him.


 


He grinned.  "I've done that more than once with a
marker."  He helped her into the car and got back in to drive, waving at
Fury as he slid behind the wheel.  He grinned at her.  "Nice work."


 


"Thank you.  Though, if that idiot sorcerer who thinks
girls are weaker comes back, can we send him to deal with Willow before she
died?"


 


"If you change the past, things change in the present,
or else I'd say yes."  He drove them off.


 


Fury shook his head.  His assistant was mushy and that's
where Dawn got it from to make him sick with how she cooed over her spouses. 
He looked at Coulson as he came out.  "Anything new?"


 


"The two clones were made by someone in Russia.  I was
going to talk to Barnes tomorrow.  Your ex is in custody and not getting
free."  Fury nodded.  "Other than that, nothing huge is happening at
the moment.  We're gathering intel on the spring demon apocalypse battle in
LA."


 


"I want preliminary on that."


 


"It's on your desk.  I dropped it off on the way down
here, sir."


 


"Good.  Let me know how many I have to shift that way,
Coulson."  He clapped him on the arm and walked off.  "Have fun with
the kids."


 


He smiled.  "We're taking them shopping for my
namesake's first birthday."


 


"You're a braver man than I am to take kids into a toy
store."


 


Coulson smiled.  "They listen to me."  He went to
gather them and take them to the one by the temple with Xander so he had some
help.  Xander grinned and held up the stuffed dog.  "One of the winged
ones even.  I didn't know that someone made stuffed winged dogs of war."


 


"They do."  He grinned at the kids, who were
staring in awe.  "Melissa, John?"  They looked up at him.  He handed
them each a twenty dollar bill.  "That is yours.  It is twenty
dollars," he said with a point at it.  "You can get something with
that but that is all you can spend.  Okay?"  They smiled and nodded. 
"I know Mommy's been working on money and numbers so we're going to do
that tonight."


 


"I think we can do that," Phil agreed.  They found
him something for Philip fairly easily.  John ran over to point at something,
waving his money.  He squatted down.  "What's that number say?"


 


He looked and pouted.  "That's a four.  Four is bigger
than two?"  Phil smiled and nodded.  "So I can't?"


 


"Not this time.  Maybe next trip."  John smiled
shyly and went to find something else.  Xander was doing the same with Melissa.


 


"It has to be two numbers on the price that start with
1 or just one number, Melissa," Xander said, squatting down to show her. 
"See, this has two numbers before the dot?"  He looked at her and she
smiled and nodded.  "Well, whatever you're getting has to have a one here.
Or it has to be one number, not two."


 


"Oooh, like sizes on tags?"


 


"Yes, just like sizes on tags," he agreed with a
grin.  She found something and looked at it then at him.  He came over to
look.  "That's ten dollars so you can buy that and have a bit
leftover."


 


"I got balls!" John shrieked, running back with
one.


 


"That's a huge ball, son," Phil agreed, grinning
at him.  "How much is it?"


 


"Four but it's a single four!"


 


"That's wonderful.  That means you have some left.  Put
it into the cart."  He did and they ran off to find something with the
rest of their money.  Melissa found a stuffed horse that had a belled harness. 
Phil stared at it.  Then at her.  "That has three numbers."  She
pouted.  "We'll put it on your list for Santa."  She grinned and
hugged him, petting the horse before moving on.  He took a picture and sent it
to Tara.  She sent back a groan.


 


"Okay, Melissa.  You have three dollars left after that
book," Xander said.  "That means you can get one of these."  He
pointed.  She pointed at a box.  He smiled. "I love slinkies but you need
stairs for that to play with it.  We don't have any stairs."  She pouted
but got a coloring book.  John got one and another thing from the cheap rack,
then got a stuffed friend.  "John, that's a bit over.  Here, let's count
it up."  He showed him how much each one was and it was over twenty, they
could both count that high.  John pouted.  


 


"You have to put one thing back."  He put back the
cheap toy.  "That's a few cents over but we can put in for tax."  He
patted him on the head, getting hugged.  He did the same math lesson with
Melissa, who hugged him then Phil.  He grinned.  "Let's check out." 
They ran that way.  The kids bought their own toys by handing over the money. 
The cashier smiled at them for being so smart.  Phil kicked in sales tax and
the few extra cents they both had went over.  They got Little Phil's presents
too and it was good.  They could teach the kids how to wrap presents too.


 


***


 


Tara walked into the apartment and nearly got bowled over by
the kids chasing a large ball.  "Wow, you got a ball?"  She smiled. 
"Daddy spoiled you two rotten."


 


"They each got twenty dollars and spent it," Phil
said from the kitchen, stirring some soup he was warming up.  He smiled at
her.  "They got a few other things too.  Show Mommy what you guys
got."  They quit chasing the ball and the cat to show her.  The younger
two were crawling after the ball but that was fine with them for now.


 


"That's great math work, guys."  They grinned and
hugged her.  


 


Phil brought over soup and sandwiches, which made all the
kids happy.  The younger set loved sandwiches and Melissa loved soup so she
traded with her brother to get his for her sandwich.  Tara smiled but let them
for now.  Phil kissed Tara on the head and smiled at her.  "We got Little
Phil's presents."


 


"That's right, his first birthday is coming."  She
smiled.  "That horse is *huge* though."


 


"She liked it."  He shrugged with a grin. 
"That or a live pony."  She scowled.  He grinned and disappeared.


 


She looked up.  "No spoiling them with a live
one," she called.  "The puppies might not like it."  She settled
in to help the kids eat and talk about their trip today.  John loved to talk
about things and Melissa grunted while she drank.


 


***


 


Tara walked into their classroom the next day to pick up the
twins.  She saw the unamused look.  "What did she do this time?" she
asked with a slight smile.  Melissa really was the hellion in the family.  John
just followed along to protect his sister.


 


"She only had soup last night?"


 


"We had soup and sandwiches, made by Phil.  Melissa
hates sandwiches so she traded her brother for his soup and stole the younger
two's when they didn't want it all," she said with a grin.  "Before
then I'm pretty sure she ate a snack.  She usually does."





 


"Oh, good.  I was worried that she wasn't getting
enough to eat."


 


"No, we're good on that."  She smiled at the twins
actually behaving.  "How did you do that?" she asked with a point. 


 


"Bribery."  She smiled and held up to small bags
of apple chips.  John ran over to snatch them and bring them back to their
table.  "They do seem hungry."


 


"Did we not eat lunch, guys?" Tara asked.


 


Melissa looked at her.  "Did, Mommy.  Just
nibbly."


 


"You're growing again, aren't you?" she asked with
a smile.  Melissa smirked back.  "Or you have tapeworms, one of the
two."  The teacher in the preschool class laughed. "I'll keep an eye
on that and make them bigger dinners.  Usually they don't want to eat."


 


"We've seen that.  That's what got me wondering." 
She smiled.  "Math lessons at the toy store?"


 


"They got given twenty bucks by their dad and they had
to manage to spend it and not go horribly over.  The receipt said they went
over about a buck-thirty total."


 


"Awww.  That's great."  She smiled.  "You two
go home."  They cleaned up and tucked their coloring pages into their
bookbags, nibbling on their treats on the way out.  "She's traded with a
few other children for their soup too."


 


"I know," she sighed.  "She hates bread for
sandwiches.  I've tried tortillas and other things; it's the texture I
guess."  Tara shrugged.  "I try."


 


"We all do."  Tara smiled and followed the twins
out so they could go home.  She made a note that the sudden hunger was because
of growing things, not because they were starving at home.  That was good for
them.


 


***


 


Dawn looked over as a familiar looking imp showed up.  She
sighed.  "Who died?" she asked.


 


"I am not aware, Mrs. Romanoff-Barton.  Do you have
time today?"


 


"Tomorrow."  She pulled up her schedule. 
"I'm free from one to three."


 


"That would be acceptable," he said after noting
that on his sheet.  "Thank you."


 


"Should I call Xander again?"


 


"I'm not sure.  If so I will alert him for you." 
He bowed and left.


 


Pepper leaned over to look at her.  "Was that the
scheduling demon from that law firm?"  Dawn nodded.  "That kinda
sucks."


 


"It does," she agreed.  "But who knows what
happened."  She sent a text at her mates, who were at the west coast
SHIELD office for the day doing reports.  They agreed they could be there for
her and told Coulson for her.  She sent over a wave of affection and got back
to work.  She had a meeting in twenty minutes with Pepper and they had just
changed the topic of it so she was redoing the minutes and other things she'd
need.  She finally finished when Pepper was standing beside her, proofreading
it quickly and loading it onto her tablet so they could go.  "They changed
an hour ago."


 


"I heard."  They shared a look.  Dawn opened the
door for her and they walked in.  The other team was already there. 
"Sorry, Dawn had to finish the updated minutes."  She sat down and
Dawn sat beside her, pulling up what she needed.  She had to remotely log into
her computer, one hadn't transferred over.  That was quickly solved while
Pepper was greeting people then Dawn smiled at them.


 


***


 


Dawn put her mug of tea on the meeting table and sat down
across from the demons from the law firm.  Natasha and Clint walked in together
and sat around her.  "Good afternoon."


 


"Good afternoon, Mrs. Romanoff-Barton."  The head
lawyer smiled.  "It is not exactly a will but there is a problem in
another realm and the Xander there is extraditing some materials that would
cause issues with the upcoming angelic apocalypse they have to solve."


 


"Do they need help?  I can help him get more
weapons."


 


"Actually, that's one thing they have to move.  The
angels creating the apocalypse tried to have him arrested for it so that Xander
beat a few of them fairly badly."


 


"Hunter Xander then."  He smiled and nodded. 
"He's a really nice guy but he's been taking down magic dealers," she
told Clint, who nodded once at that.  She smiled and patted him on the hand,
then tested his pulse.  "You're chilled."


 


"I'm fine, Dawn."


 


Dawn concentrated and then blasted both clones. 
"Sorry, not my spouses."  She sipped her tea.


 


"I wasn't sure if you realized they were approximate
humans," he said with a smile.  "He needs to remove his stored
artifacts and weapons.  He may need some of them back but he's been talking to
one of the GHS Xander's about how to hide them easier."  Dawn grinned. 
"He did not want to send them near one of the hims that had
children."


 


"I do have a son."


 


"You also have the magic to make sure that they cannot
hurt someone."


 


"Yes I can.  How much is there?"  He slid down a
list.  She looked it over.  "A what skeleton?"


 


"He found it from a magic dealer."


 


"Ah."  She nodded, then finished reading over the
list.  "I can find a good storage area for it here."


 


"Some of them are fairly ....odd artifacts and we would
like to make sure that they're going to be firmly safe."


 


"I have a storage area out here in a well secured
facility.  Is that good enough?"


 


"I believe they've changed their policies recently to
disclude magical artifacts."  He sent that down to her.  "Sorry to
inform you of that." 


 


She read it over.  "I did not know they were part of
the bigot patrol.  I'll have to tell the boss, he has some there."  She
smiled.  "I can find somewhere.  The books can go into Xander's temple
library.  The artifacts can probably be stored there as well."  She sent
him a text and he appeared, sitting down.  "Can I store them there?"


 


"Yup, not a problem.  I've got the shield up at full
again because of the bigot problem."


 


"I'm about to say if they're so hyper to have us not
protect them, they should probably show up this spring," she said.


 


"Not nice, but practical.  You know they won't. 
They'll blame us for not being there."  He shrugged.  "Humanity is
cranked that way."


 


"I know."  She slid the list over to him.


 


He grinned.  "He brought the magic 8 ball to a
meeting."  The demon laughed.  "It's a really neat thing.  But yeah,
you can store them at the temple.  I could use the weapons anyway."  He
grinned.  The demon smiled back and handed over the small box.  "Will it
unpack itself?"


 


"It should, Lord Xander."


 


"Thank you.  We'll gladly protect this for him.  Have
him tell me if he needs some of it back."


 


"I shall."  He nodded at Dawn.  "Thank you
for the help."


 


"Not a problem.  I'm always willing to help any Xander
that's not fully evil and torturing people."  He smiled and left.  She
looked at him.  "I want to see."


 


"Come help me unpack it tonight."  He kissed her
on the temple before disappearing.


 


Dawn took the updated codes to Tony.  "Our storage
areas are in jeopardy."


 


Tony read it over and nodded.  "Yours was mostly
emptied."


 


"The stuff from the house in Sunnydale."


 


"Joyce could probably take care of that," Pepper
said, taking the form.  "That is really bad of them."


 


"The bigot patrol," Dawn said.  She smiled at
Tony.  "One of the other Xander's sent some magical artifacts to us to
help protect thanks to an angelic apocalypse."


 


"As in calling the angels down?" he guessed.


 


"No, as in angels starting it.  Like that prophecy that
got Atlantis moved."  He rolled his eyes.  She smiled.  "We're going
to be unpacking them later.  Oh, and I dissolved the two clones of my mates."


 


"I heard the pop."  He sipped his coffee.  Dawn
got him some more and he grinned.  "Thanks."


 


"Welcome.  We want your brain to be working today since
you have an interview about the bigots later."


 


"I forgot."  He went to change.  Beya had all the kids
in the living room having them pounce each other.  "Beya, they could go
play in the lunch garden.  It's fairly well protected."


 


"We did that earlier."  She smiled.  "They
got very happy when that one scientist brought out her tiny dog."  Tony
snickered, coming out pulling on his shirt.  "Your eldest is in the
library."


 


"Good.  She has some homework to get done."  He
went to set up the area for the interview, which Dawn already had.  Comfy couch
for him to lounge on and a chair for the reporter.   Muted lights in the
window.  There was a faint incense scent that smelled pleasant yet not too
disturbing.  It smelled like apple and raspberry incense.  The bathroom in
there was clean and stocked.  The mini-fridge in there had water and apple
juice bottles.  She had even changed out the throw pillows on him.  These were
more fluffy and softer.  He could prop himself up easier.  The reporter got
shown in by Dawn, who smiled and left them alone.  Tony got some water and sat
down, using one of the new pillows behind his back to ease the ache in it from
bending over all day.  "Sit, please," he said, opening his water to
take a sip.


 


The reporter smiled and set up her recorder on the table,
plugging it into the provided plug.  She settled into the chair and they got
down to talking.


 


***


 


Clint woke up with a wince, pulling the sensors off his
forehead.  "Ow, Dawn was mean."


 


"We didn't warn her," Natasha said from where she
was lying, eyes still shut.  "Though I agree, she was a bit harsh."


 


The geeks came over to help them up, handing them juice
bottles after doing a check of their vitals and eyes.  "We were hoping
that they'd pass," one said.  "Why did she destroy them?"


 


"They weren't us," Clint said, taking a drink. 
"If you have to only go on physical sight, it might work.  It didn't smell
like us, it didn't sound like us mentally as she's got a tether into us.  We
told you guys that," he said when the researchers all scowled. 
"Dawn's a sharp cookie."  He stood up and wobbled.  Natasha helped steady
him.  "Try it with someone else that isn't as well known.  That might work
better."  They walked out together, going to get a shower.  They were
shaky and sweaty from that.  Using the psycho-kinetic connections to move that
other body was hard!  Even if all you did was lay there.


 


Natasha looked up.  "Magic 8 ball?" she demanded.


 


"We might not want to know but sure, we can go to
Xander's temple tonight."  They got glared at for heading to the same
shower.  He stared at the glarers.  "Not like I don't get to wash her back
at home, people."  She swatted him but it was weak.  He grinned. 
"Who better to find all the little sweaty spots than the ones who cause
them."


 


She smiled at him.  "Dawn's at work."


 


"I make you sweat just as much as she does," Clint
quipped with an evil grin.


 


"Yes, but not today.  Please."


 


"I'd never do that here.  People might want to watch,
Nat."  They went into the shower together.


 


The agents that had been glaring went to complain about
married agents.  The head of the branch looked at them and told them to grow up
then called up Maria Hill to tell her about the complaints.  She told them to
grow up and assigned them diplomatic duties.  Which was so mean of her.  That
would get a lot of people wondering if she was pregnant again.  The branch head
did send out a memo to both spouses reminding them that sexual relations, even
between married agents, was forbidden in the building, but that a hosing off
shower where nothing sexual happened was borderline so he'd forgive it this
time.


 


***


 


Dawn and Phil got Clint and Natasha to the temple that night
with the baby, who squealed and lunged at Xander, making him smile and grab him
to cuddle.  "So, these things," she said dryly.


 


"We created a new room just for them," Xander said
with a point. "Right after I put up a forever redirect for people who want
to hurt the temple, it's contents, trainees, or residents."


 


Dawn grinned.  "Like the Everglades in Xanth?"  He
smirked and nodded.  "Cool!"  They walked into that room.  Dawn
opened the box, watching as everything popped out for them.  She picked up the
magic 8 ball.  "That skeleton pinches, Nat."  Her wife stepped away
from it.  "When is the best time for us to get a daughter?" she
mumbled, letting it answer after she shook it.


 


Clint read over her shoulder.  "Isn't the Barton Birth
Control Method in effect," he read.  Then he shook his head.  He took it. 
"Are we going to be injured before or during the demon apocalypse this
spring?" he asked, shaking it.  The 'yup' he got made him groan. 
"Before the battle?" he asked, shaking it again.  "Yup." 
"During the battle too?"  He shook it again.  "You won't be
there.  Broken arm, dude," he read.  "Damn."  He handed it to
Nat.  Natasha carefully put it onto a shelf.  Even though it flipped over to
ask if the pretty one didn't like him.


 


Dawn smiled.  "He said he got it from a magic dealer,
like the one Willow used to go to.  One of his addicts had charmed it with
chaos magic."


 


Loki appeared, staring at the ball.  He picked it up to
stare at and shake.  It popped up a ::cackling:: at him.  Loki sighed and put
it down, looking at his son.  "How?"


 


"Magic dealer, Dad."


 


"Ah."  He nodded and left, going to bang himself
on the hardest wall he could find.


 


Phil was looking over the skeleton.  "Maybe we should
uncharm this and bury it."  He swatted at the pinching fingers again.


 


Xander smiled.  "It might pet the dogs for us." 
He put a brush in its hand and whistled.  Hellion ran in and barked at the baby
until he cooed and leaned down to get sniffed.  "Hellion, pet the
brush," he said with a point.  Hellion walked over to sniff at the
skeleton, sneezing on it, but he did rub his head against the brush.  The
skeleton did brush him.  Xander beamed.  "Thanks.  They all need it and my
arms are sore."   Dawn put up all the magic books into the locked
cabinets.  


 


Phil had found a new book on herbal poisons through the
ages.  The other boxes of sealed artifacts mostly had cards on them.  Though,
the two imp things and the leprechaun was a bit weird.  Xander released them
and banished them, sending the leprechaun home and the imps back to their
dimensions.  They were Asgardian anyway.  Even if a piece of scroll floated
down complaining that they didn't need any more of them in Ireland.


 


Clint made sure he wasn't touching a single storage box as
he looked at them.  "He found some really weird stuff."


 


"He's a demon hunter."  Xander smiled at the
baby.  "You're so good, even if you did just pee all over me." 
Natasha took him to change, making Xander grin as Dawn followed.  The baby
squealed.  "Yes, the mommies can kiss, little guy."  He looked at one
and pointed.  "That might be a problem some year but not if it's kept in
there."


 


He read the card on the artifact then looked at Xander. 
"If we have another interstellar invasion, we'll come looking for
it."


 


"Sure."  They shared a grin.  The ladies came back
with the baby.  "So, now what?"


 


"Now, we see what else they have in those books,"
Phil said.  "Just in case we need them."  Xander nodded that would be
a good idea."


 


"I didn't see anything that would lead to a
revolutionary level of spells," Dawn said.  Phil nodded at that. 
"But a few might interest Tara."  She looked at the baby, who was
cooing at the dogs staring at them.  She looked at the dogs.  "No, sorry. 
You can't play with him.  He smells like our cat and you three hate cats."


 


"Out, kids," Xander ordered with a point.  They
slunk out.   "Most of them wouldn't hurt him," Xander said.


 


"I know, but those three would because he'd taste like
the cat."


 


"Yeah, they would."  He took the baby back,
grinning at him.  "We should have dinner."  They went to eat and talk
about the other possible problems that might be dropped on them.  Xander was a
bit worried about GHS Xander losing a battle sometime.  Or him having to
liquidate things to protect himself.


 


"How does he get so many gems?" Clint asked. 
"There's no way that even a full planet of mines puts out that many."


 


"A few very rare dragon species crap out jewels,"
Xander admitted.  "They're religiously hoarded by the families that own
them.  It's also a long term investment.  They have to be over a thousand years
old to start with even the most small seed gems."  Clint slumped, staring
at him.  Xander nodded.  "The one in Miami was talking about the demon
clan that asked him for a loan to invest in a newborn one.  He had to make sure
they had plans for the long haul that it'd take."


 


"Nyama's not that sort, right?" Phil asked.


 


"No, she just hoards, dear."  He grinned. 
"There are two on Asgard.  Both lay jeweled eggs, not jewels themselves
being crapped out.  They're jealously guarded by the Dwarves."


 


"That's good to know," Dawn agreed.  "Would
that be like that tiny gold egg in there?"


 


Xander went to look and came out shaking his head. 
"That's a phoenix egg."  He sat down and got back to dinner.  Talsa
was being stared at by little Phil.  "That's Talsa.  She cooks for
us," Xander told him.  "Would you like to say hi?"  He took him
from Dawn to hold him up so he could grin at the nice cooking lady.


 


Talsa smiled and smoothed down his hair.  "You're
adorable but clearly you'll cause mischief like a normal child.  Unlike Lord
Phil's children who are much too polite."  Phil nodded, trying hard not to
laugh.


 


"She should meet Callia," Clint said, taking the
baby back.  Dawn handed over his bowl of mushy veggies.  "We needed to
bring your high chair, kiddo."  The baby pouted at him until Natasha held
up a spoonful of mush.  He grinned and ate for her.  "Ah, you've already
been netted by the allure of your Mommy Natasha.  She's very good at getting
men to do what she wants."


 


"I'm glad I can use it to keep him from peeing on me
when I change him," Natasha said dryly.  "Thankfully Beya showed me
that trick."


 


Dawn nodded quickly.  "It's very handy."


 


"Next we get to teach him how to pee off the
porch," Clint said happily.


 


Dawn looked at him, shaking her head.  "He can use a
toilet."


 


"It's easier to teach them off the back porch,"
Natasha admitted.  "Though a bit gross."


 


"Outhouses on Asgard," Phil reminded them.


 


Dawn looked at him.  "Yes, because then I have to go in
and clean out the spiders."  Xander laughed, nodding he'd had to do that
too.  "Then again, Liz is standing on top of the toilet to pee into it. 
He learns to sit first and when he is capable of aiming you can teach him to
stand up, Clint."


 


"Fine."  He looked at the baby.  "You'll get
the hang of it.  You're smart like the Mommies are."  The baby grinned at
him and accepted more food from Mommy Natasha but not him.  Dawn took him back
to feed.  He pouted at her too.  She huffed but handed him to Natasha, who
smiled and fed him.  "Yeah, he clearly loves her best."  He dug into
his dinner.


 


Natasha smiled at the baby.  "They'll understand some
day."


 


Clint kissed her on the ear.  "We both know how well
you train and tame men, Nat."  He winked and got back to eating.  Dawn
smiled and nodded at her to show she agreed since she was chewing.


 


Xander heard the car pulling up and went to talk to the
local sheriff, who had somehow heard about the skeleton because he asked about
it before he even got out of the truck.  "It's from another version of me
in another realm.  They had charmed it with chaos magic for their magic
dealer."


 


"Like addicts?" he guessed.


 


"They sell things like black magic, which makes you
high like you just snorted some meth.  That was one of Rosenburg's problems and
why she destroyed Sunnydale."  He led him in there to show him.  The
skeleton was brushing the dogs for him.  The sheriff blinked then stared at
him.  "Phil and I have been talking about uncharming it and having it
properly interred."


 


"How long would that take?" he asked.


 


"Few hours to uncharm.  Then a decent enough hole in
the ground somewhere."  He shrugged.


 


"Was it human?"


 


"Don't know," Xander admitted, picking up the
magic 8 ball.  "Was the skeleton living and do you know his name?" 
He shook it and the answer popped up his name and where he was from.  The
sheriff gave it an even odder look.  "Same chaos sorcerer in that
realm."


 


"Followed your father?"


 


"Followed Janus I think."


 


"Ah."  He nodded.  "Okay, so let's work on
getting him properly buried?  Please?"


 


"Sure.  We can work on that tonight."  The sheriff
nodded and left, going to tell the person who had told him what had happened. 
"Cremation or burial?" he asked the skeleton.  Who shuddered.  The
dogs barked at him so he went back to brushing them.  "We'll talk about it
later."  He went back to dinner.


 


Hades showed up and went to look at the skeleton. 
"Okay," he decided, taking the soul stuck in it.  It fell to dust. 
"Cremation, Xander."


 


"Sure.  Thanks, Hades."


 


He came out to stare at the baby giving him awed looks. 
"Hi, Philip."  He smiled and patted him on the head.  "You're a
good boy."  He left to have a drink and cuddle his wife.  That other
Xander was pretty weird, even compared to theirs."


 


"I'll get the dustbuster," Phil offered.  Xander
smiled and nodded.  "You deliver it."


 


"I can do that."  They got things set up to put
him into a vase and Xander delivered it down there.  "Here.  Hades took
the charm off for us and it turned to dust.  This is who he was on that
realm."  He handed over the card with a grin.  "Laters."  He
went back to dinner.


 


The sheriff looked at the mayor.  "At least they're
nice, decent sorts."


 


"They are," he agreed.  "And they never argue
when we make reasonable demands.  What did they do to the road?"


 


"Diverted it for those like that church's mobs."


 


"I think that's reasonable as long as it doesn't bother
anyone else."  He went to hand the ashes to the local coroner so he could
do something proper with them.  He came back.  "Did you see those dogs
with wings?"


 


"Agent Coulson said they bred under the wing spell they
had to use against those elves."


 


"Interesting.  So a new mutation?"  He nodded. 
"Huh.  My daughter would adore one of the winged chihuahuas."


 


"Most of the war dogs are pretty decent.  A few are a
bit aggressive.  Then there's the momma wolf."


 


"She is?"


 


"Yeah, she is.  Coulson joked that Hellion was like his
father, he only liked them dangerous."  The mayor snickered, walking off
shaking his head.


 


Up at the temple, Loki appeared with a smile.  "Son,
can I borrow some of the winged dogs?"


 


"Not if they're going to get injured," he said
blandly, staring at his father.  "I don't want them hurt.  They're mostly
very good in their training."


 


"I was going to introduce them to Freya.  Give her
something to do beyond plot mischief."


 


Xander looked then smiled.  His father clearly couldn't find
one of the flying purse dogs for the love goddess.  "Ruby."  She
trotted over.  "Get him Hava."  She ran off and brought the puppy
back, presenting him.  "Good girl, thank you."  He held him up,
staring at him.  The wings sprouted and the puppy barked a few times, his tail
going madly.  He grinned.  "You're a bit weird and you like flowers. 
Freya will adore you and if she tries to harm you I'm going to kill her." 
He handed him over.  "He was fixed because he came out with that tail
problem."  He ate another bite.


 


"That's fine.  Thank you, son."  He took him up to
Valhalla.  Frigg smiled at the puppy.  "Xander said this one will not
train as a war dog.  It has a problem with his tail so he's been
neutered."  He handed him to Freya.  Who stared at the dog.  "He's
giving you the honor of raising one of the dogs of war to protect yourself and
your family."  He smiled.  "He did say that Hava likes
flowers."  He disappeared.


 


Freya petted the dog carefully.  "I've never had one of
you before."


 


Tyr looked over.  "They're generally good, smart dogs,
Freya.  We can help you with his training."  The dog barked and lapped
her, making her laugh and hug him.


 


"Why does it have wings?" Odin asked.  "Dogs
don't usually have wings."


 


"Thanks to that battle, Xander had to give them wings
so they could reach the elves, All Father," Tyr said. "Some bred
while under it."  The puppy had glorious blue/black wings that were a bit
big for his frame.  They kept flopping over whenever he sat down and wagged his
tail.  It was absolutely adorable.


 


"Our grandson needs his mind rearranged," Odin
said.


 


"Phil does a very good job of that," Frigg said
happily, petting the puppy when he came to sniff her.  "Good day,
Hava."  The puppy lapped her, making her smile and pet him.   "You
are quite adorable.  We should see if he has another that will not go to
training."  Hava ran back when Freya dropped her fork.  He sniffed her
plate then stared at her.  She created some meat for him, which he sat down to
eat for her.  "He's a healthy dog of war."


 


"Aye," Tyr said with a smile.  "Very."


 


Odin looked at him then at his wife.  He was not going to
say a word.  Frigg would poison him again.  His understanding of that is why
they had such a happy marriage for the most part.  It was good his grandson had
a poison-master for a husband and would learn the same lessons.








45: Old Ones Managing
Emergencies


 


More
people with plans.  A lot of plans. Yeah, it gets that bad. ::plants another
angst flag::   Slightly NC-17


 


 


Dawn found Clint cleaning guns on the couch and pushed him
back to sit astride his lap, kissing him with a grin.   "Technical
question."


 


"About guns?" he teased.  "We taught you
everything we know."


 


"Not about that.  About your birthday."


 


"I don't usually celebrate."


 


She stared at him.  "Yay?"  He rolled his eyes. 
"Would you rather I give you a certificate so you can pick your own version
of the present I have in mind or would you rather I pick it out?  I'm in no
means an expert on the subject and I'm not sure if you'd rather I try and you
might not think it's the best version or if you'd rather be picky and pick it
out since I'm not near an expert."


 


"I think that I'm still not celebrating it."


 


"Bull.  We're celebrating it.  I even found both the
chokers," she said with an evil smirk.  "We've been practicing so you
won't be able to tell us as fast."  Clint moaned and she could feel him getting
hard.  She took a kiss.  "Which would you prefer?  I can pick it out but
you can't pout if you don't think it's the best version."


 


"New laptop?  I could use one."


 


"You're getting one of those from Tony I think."


 


He blinked at her.  "Pick it out for me, Dawn.  I want
to see what you're talking about and even if it's not the best I'll still like
it."  She grinned and kissed him again, settling herself more firmly into
his lap.  "Still have to get the guns done."  She took the one he was
working on to swab the barrel for him.  He moaned and flipped them over so she
could be pounced.  A short, fast, hard pounce and then he'd get back to
cleaning the guns.


 


Of course, their son was their son and he came out to 'help'
them.  Dawn looked at him.  "Do you really hate me having sex that much? 
Or is it just because I'm touching the Daddy again?" she asked when the
baby's wet hand patted her with a giggle.  "That's nearly as bad as the
cat glaring at me for touching him, son."  Clint snickered, hugging their
son so he could crawl off.  "Go find Mommy 'Tasha, Philip.  She wants to
be cuddled."  He squealed and crawled off quickly.  She kissed Clint. 
"I told you he hates me."


 


"He doesn't hate you."  He kissed her, staring
down at her.  "I'm suddenly not as much in the mood."


 


"Yeah, me either.  Want help cleaning the guns?"


 


He smiled.  "Could yeah."  They sat up to clean
guns while Philip pounded on the bathroom door and squealed at the other mommy
to make her let him in.


 


Clint looked around.  "Are we sure he's not really the
cat in disguise?" he asked.


 


"Yeah, Loki's back in my closet of clubbing
clothes."


 


"There goes that explanation."  They heard the
baby finally get let in because the pounding stopped.  Then the baby started to
cry.  "Nat?" he called.  "Did you just yell at him or
something?"


 


She brought him out to hand over, then went back to her
bubble bath.  "The bathroom door can be forced open by repeated
shaking."


 


"Okay," Clint decided.  "Let us show you how
to clean a gun, Philip."  Philip sat between them to watch them, staring
while he sucked on his first two fingers.  He reached for something but Mommy
shook her head and kept it from him.  He whined at her for being so mean. 
"You don't need that.  Just watch.  When you're older we'll teach you."


 


Dawn kissed him on the head.  "We have to make beds in
a while so Grandma has somewhere to sleep when she comes in next weekend.  You
can help me with that."


 


"I forgot his birthday was that close," Clint
admitted.


 


Dawn nudged him.  "I'm putting a calendar in the
kitchen so you and Natasha both quit forgetting things like birthdays.  She
hasn't shopped yet either."  He rolled his eyes.   She wouldn't even point
out that she had celebrated their anniversary and neither Clint or Natasha
had.  They were like that sometimes.  Philip climbed up in her lap so she
cuddled him while cleaning around him.  He grinned at Clint.  "That's
right, you stole the mommy from him."


 


Clint looked over at her.  "He'll go to bed long before
we will."  She grinned but got back to cleaning things.  He considered
it.  What had he missed this time?  He thought at Nat.  Who had no idea.  He
got up to go to the kitchen, finding the calendar already up.  Yup, they had
missed their anniversary, which was when he remembered Dawn had said the truck
was their present.  Shit!  Which also meant he had missed Dawn's birthday.


 


"Clint, you never remember it.  It's not like I was
heartbroken," Dawn called.  "Bring us some water?"


 


"That's what I was doing originally."  He brought
out a bottle for her to share with the kid and one for him.  "I'm lousy at
that stuff."


 


She looked up at him.  "I've known that for years
now."  He huffed but sat back down to go back to cleaning things.  "I
don't really expect anything."


 


He looked at you.  "You deserve better."


 


"Yes but I love you so unless you're going to suddenly
change a whole hell of a lot, I've got what I want and need."  He blushed
but ducked his head with a grin.  She kissed him on the cheek before opening
her water to take a sip.  Philip made begging noises so she helped him drink
out of it then drank the rest.  Philip pouted.  "We can get you a sippy
cup, dear.  Want a sippy cup?"  He grinned at her.  Dawn took him to get a
sippy cup of water.  He still tried to pour it all over his stomach but he did
get to drink most of it this time.  She refilled it and brought it out so he
could help them some more.


 


Clint ruffled his hair.  "You're a good boy and you'll
grow up remembering things like birthdays and anniversaries.   We'll make sure
of it."  The baby smiled at him and leaned over to look at what he was
doing.  Clint saved the couch from the water he was pouring out.  Still a wet
spot but not the contents of the entire cup.  Natasha could complain later when
she sat on it.  Clint had to find a way to remember those things.  He
remembered Nat's.  Why couldn't he remember Dawn's or Philip's?


 


***


 


Dawn walked into the store that she had found online.  She
smiled at the guy with long hair behind the counter.  "My husband used to
play.  Casually not in a band sense."  He nodded.  "I'm looking to
get him a really good birthday present.  Good sound quality, acoustic model,
not horribly overly expensive because he'll complain if I spend that much on
him."


 


"How casually?" the salesguy asked.


 


"More for thinking time but he was good at it.  Had to
use it on a few missions too."


 


"Okay," he said, leading her to a wall. 
"What's more important to you?  Professional quality?"


 


"Sound quality over everything.  I didn't even have to
take music appreciation in school but I do appreciate it when he does
play."


 


He nodded.  "That's a wise choice," he admitted,
smiling some.  "Budget?"  She snorted and waved a hand.  "The
one I'm thinking of is pretty rare."


 


"Not over a grand?  He'll complain."


 


"No!"  He shook his head.  "It's not
autographed or anything."  He pulled one down to show her.  "This is
one that professionals like to teach their own kids on."


 


She ran a hand over the wood around the sound hole. 
"That thin?"


 


"It's got a higher pitch.  How does he sound when he
sings?"


 


"Tenor, mid-range according to a few people.  I'm told
I'm tone deaf."


 


He nodded, pulling down one.  "Bit expensive but good
model."  She nodded, taking it to look over.  He showed her how to hold
it.  "That plus a good case would be at about your budget of 'he'll
complain'."


 


She smiled.  "If there's no tag will he know?"


 


"No.  A lot of those are considered starter guitars
that end up in pawn shops when guys in bands get desperate.  They're good
musically, they're structurally sound, and they have a good range.  I wouldn't
record an album with it but it's got good sound for sitting around
playing."  She nodded and he helped her pick out a case.  She included a
store card in the bag.  He smiled.  "When is his birthday?"


 


"Two days.  He's trying to say he's not
celebrating."  He laughed and nodded, taking her card to run.  For once
that week it was working.  She signed the slip and took it to the car.  He
smiled at her back.  She had some good priorities for having no knowledge.


 


***


 


Dawn looked at Natasha.  "How are we doing his
presents?"


 


"I was going to leave his on his plate."


 


"I can leave his in his closet then."  She smiled
and kissed her.  "What did you get him?"


 


"A new necklace with the newest tracker on it."


 


"That's cool."  Dawn grinned and walked off.


 


Natasha watched her walk off.  Dawn had clearly spoiled
Clint.  She hoped it wasn't too expensive or outrageous.  She had no idea where
she was hiding it.


 


***


 


Clint came out to breakfast on his birthday, finding a
present on his plate.  "Thanks, Nat."


 


"Welcome."  She smiled.  "Dawn's is
hiding."


 


"I saw a box with wrapping paper in my closet.  A big
box."


 


"It's something I think you'll like and size does not
equate with expense," Dawn quipped as she came out.  Philip was still
asleep so that was great.  She sat down.  Clint opened his new necklace and
Natasha got a kiss before he put it on.  They made breakfast and ate then went
to the bedroom to see what Dawn had gotten him.  He pulled out the box, which
made Natasha glare at Dawn.  "It wasn't that expensive."


 


He looked at her then at the box.  "Are you sure?"


 


"Yeah."


 


"Okay."  He opened the top of the box and stared
at the obvious guitar case.  "No wonder you couldn't wrap it."  He
pulled it out and stared at the black padded nylon case.  He laid it on the bed
and opened it, running a hand over the guitar.  "I used to have one of
these."


 


"I saw that."  Dawn flipped onto her stomach to
watch him stroke it.  "That's why I asked if you wanted to pick out one
you'd like."


 


"No, I love this."  He kissed her and tested the
strings.  "Needs tuned."  She looked confused.  "I can do that
later."  He took another kiss and grinned.  "Thank you."


 


"You're welcome.  You used to seem to enjoy it by what
got dug up for me."


 


"I did.  I haven't played in years."  Dawn hopped
up and kissed him then got dressed and headed for work.  He sat down, staring
at it.  Natasha cuddled him.  "That I did not expect."


 


"She's always said you sing very nicely.  I have no
idea who dug up that film."


 


He shrugged.  "Maybe Coulson?"


 


"Perhaps."  She smiled and kissed him again. 
"Tune her and see how she sounds."  She went to shower and get
dressed for the day.  They weren't due anywhere today unless Dawn or the world
ran into trouble.


 


He settled on the bed to pull out his new guitar and tune
her by ear.  She sounded good.  A bit deep but not real deep.  It wasn't a
'pro' guitar that you'd see in a studio but it was a good one.  His E string
was going to annoy him to death so he had to fix that.   He found the card for
the guitar shop and decided to get that new string today.  He could even bring
the baby.  He'd like music, they all did and they'd make sure he got exposed
often to it.  He and the baby took the pickup with the guitar.  Philip loved
being in the truck.  He patted it like it was a pet and cooed at the color. 
Clint got out at the shop, picking up Philip one-armed and taking the guitar
in.  The salesguy winced.  "No, I love it.  Whoever helped her has great
taste, but I need a new E string.  It's stretched."


 


"We can do that," he agreed, smiling and waving at
the baby.  "Hey, kid."


 


"Say hi, Philip?"  Philip smiled and waved like
Mommy had taught him.  "Good boy."  He let the salesguy take the
guitar to get him a new string.  Clint pointed at something.  "That's a
trumpet," he told his son.  "It's loud but you have to blow really
hard.  It's what that guy on Mommy Natasha's record plays."  His son
stared at the shiny thing his other mommy liked.  Clint smiled and took the case
back, paying for the string.  "Thanks."  He took them back to the
car, ignoring the reporter trying to hover.  "Go.  Away," he said
finally.


 


"You play?" she asked with a happy grin.  He
stared at her.  She huffed.  "We're trying to be nice to you."


 


"If you were nice to me, you'd leave me alone so I
could do my job now and then but you don't."  He put the guitar in beside
his son, who was petting it, then closed the back door and got into the front,
locking the doors so he could put on his seatbelt and head home.   He even gave
her a smile and a wave as he drove past her poutiness.  "Son, always
remember, reporters are like bugs.  Some are helpful to the environment but
most likely they're still going to get stomped on by your mothers."  He
adjusted the mirror.  


 


The baby was cooing and petting his guitar case.  Clint
grinned, turning on some music.  The truck had a huge Sirius collection of
stations so he could find something he liked.  Of course, on the way someone
tried to run him off the road.  He stared over at them for a second then sped
up.  Which got him stopped for speeding.  He realized he didn't have his ID on
him and thought at Dawn, who sent it magically as the officer got to his
window.  "Trying to avoid the idiot, Officer."


 


"I saw them."  He stared at him.  "What was
that twinkling thing, sir?"


 


"My wife sending my ID case," he said, holding it
up with a grimace.


 


"Huh.  Okay.  Got anything I shouldn't hear
about?"


 


"Few spare guns?" he offered with a grin.


 


"Yeah, I don't want to know about those," he
decided, taking the ID case to look at.  "SHIELD, huh."  He looked at
him.  "You're that archer guy."  The baby let out a loud squeal.  He
glanced back then at him.  "Sitting?"


 


"Mine actually."


 


"They never showed that in the movie."  He handed
it back and wrote out a warning.  "Did you forget your license too?" 
Clint shifted to pull out his wallet to hand it over.   The baby was starting
to fuss.  "Son, I'll let your father go in a minute."


 


Clint looked back at him.  "Quit."  Philip pouted
and stared at him.  "Thank you."  He looked at the staring officer
again.  He grinned.  "Mommy Natasha taught him that."


 


"She's good."


 


"Yes she is."  He took the warning and the license
back.  "Thanks."


 


"Welcome.  Be more careful please."  He walked
back to his cruiser, watching him pull off.  He shook his head and rolled his
eyes.  He hated dealing with agents.  It was a pretty well held opinion in all
law enforcement circles.  The ones from SHIELD were just a bit more weird than
they were used to.  He saw twin looking cars go speeding up the highway and
called it in.  Yup, they were after the agent.  He added that to the call in. 
They'd need more cruisers for that, especially if they endangered that kid. 
Because according to a lot of magazines he had stared at by the registers, that
agent was married to that scary witch sort.  She could probably cause a lot of
damage if they hurt her son.  


 


He saw the truck get off the interstate by cutting someone
off.  The two cars tried to follow.  One went over the side of the overpass
onto the highway below.  The other cut across the grass to turn around.  He
moved his cruiser to block him.  Which meant he got hit and jammed against the
bridge.  Thankfully he had help coming since someone got out shooting.  Nope,
help was not faster than Iron Man.  He had thought Stark would be taller in his
suit.  The guy that got out to shoot at him got knocked stupid with a blast
from whatever hand-weapon that suit had.  Then Iron Man flew down to check the
other car's stupid humans.


 


Dawn helped him out.  "Morning, Officer," she said
with a smile.  "I hope you have some handcuffs."


 


"Yes, ma'am, and please don't make me use them on
you."


 


"You won't."  She walked over to the one still
trapped in the car, tapping him on the head since he was spaced out from
hitting the airbag.  "You do realize that you just tried to hurt the truck
with my son in it?"  He slowly shook his head.  She smiled and nodded. 
"Yeah, you did.  Why?"  He whimpered, starting to cry.  She patted
him on the shoulder.  "If you tell me I won't make it a messy
death."  She smiled.  He mumbled something in Greek.  She rolled her
eyes.  "No, that was Clint, not Natasha.  Clint has the baby today.  It's
his birthday."  She smiled.  The whimpering got louder and the guy started
to shed tears.  She smiled at her wife since she was strolling over.  "Hi,
dear."


 


"Dawn."  She stared at the man.  "Do I know
of you?"  He burst out really crying.  "I see."


 


"He thought you were in the truck."


 


"No, Clint needed to get another string."  She
helped him out and over to the officer.  "SHIELD will probably want
them."


 


"Please," the guy begged the officer.  "I'll
take warring gang members in the same cell.  Please!"  He hugged his arm. 
"I'll be a good boy and you'll get to deport me anyway!"  He grinned. 
"I'll be a good boy."


 


Dawn cleared her throat.  "No.  I'm not that nice. 
It's SHIELD or me."  The guy's eyes went wide and he started to shake. 
"Now, which do you want?"


 


"SHIELD," he said, staring at her.  Dawn grinned. 
"Thank you, ma'am."


 


"You're welcome.  Do you have ID on you so we can do
the reports?"  He nodded, handing his wallet to Natasha, who smiled at him
for being so scared of Dawn.  She called that in and Stark said something
sarcastic back that only she heard, but it did  make her laugh.  Dawn grinned. 
"I think they like you."


 


"I'll beg for mercy," he offered.  "Without
prompting."


 


Dawn smiled.  "That's very nice of you.  We like that
sort of initiative."  The guy sat down and let the officer cuff him.  Dawn
smiled.  "You have a better day and remember, the baby's often with one of
us."  She disappeared.


 


Natasha looked down at him.  "That's very wise.  We
forgot our anniversary again."  The officer tried not to laugh but he
couldn't help it.  "She did say it was all right but ...  She's
young."


 


"She's not all that young," the officer said,
smirking at her.  "Young girls faint at things like this, ma'am."


 


"Perhaps.  She's still very young."  Stark landed
and walked over.  "He said he'd nicely beg us for mercy."


 


"Great," Stark said, staring at him.  "Why
did you want Romanoff?"


 


"She's the one who assassinated our group's
leader."


 


"No, I was not," she said.  "The Winter
Soldier did and *he* is probably not going to be pleased to see you either as
we've recently rescued him as well."  The Greek agent stared at her, eyes
wide.  She smirked.  "I took out your head anarchist's wife, not him.  She
was torturing the families."


 


"Oh."  He slumped.  "I won't fight."


 


"That's a good thing," Stark agreed.  He looked at
Natasha.  "You forgot your anniversary again?  Aren't women supposed to be
better at that stuff?"


 


She looked at him.  "I would not take off the armor
today were I you," she said dryly.  He laughed and flew off.  SHIELD SUV's
showed up with lights and sirens.  "Stark made sure they're all very ready
for pickup," she told Coulson.


 


"Wonderful.  Who is this cooperative person?"  She
handed over his ID.  "Interesting.  Wasn't his father part of that
anarchist group that rumors say you took down?"


 


"We took down."


 


"We?" Coulson asked.


 


"It was a joint project between myself and a certain
Soldier."


 


"Ah."  He nodded, looking at the staring man.  He
smirked slightly.  "Welcome to being in SHIELD custody."  The man
fainted.  "Wonderful."  He snapped and pointed.  "And
him."  They picked him up and tossed him into the back of an SUV with the
others.  "What did she get him?" he asked quietly.  "I don't
want to duplicate and I'm shopping today."


 


"A guitar."


 


He smiled.  "I knew finding that film for her to brag
about was a good thing."  He walked off.


 


"It figures it was you who sent it to her.  We could
not figure out who told her."  She walked off to help clean up the mess.


 


***


 


Natasha made it home to find the boys in the bedroom.  Clint
was slowly learning his guitar's quirks while he played.  Philip was staring at
him, sucking on his fingers, laying on his stomach while Daddy played him
music.  He wasn't making any noise.  He wasn't even fussing that he needed
changed.  Natasha took him to change, making him squeak when she grabbed him. 
"Let me change you."  He hugged her and babbled noise at her.  She
smiled.  "He is very talented.  It's good that you're learning that from
him."  Clint laughed and sent a warm thought at her but kept playing.  She
got him changed and brought him back.  He laid back down to watch Daddy, on his
side this time.  Natasha sat against the footboard, letting Philip curl up
against her knees.  Clint finally stopped to wave his fingers to get feeling
back into them.  Philip crawled over and nudged the guitar out of the way to
cuddle him.


 


"I love you too, little guy."  He kissed him on
the head.  "Are you sure you're not the cat?"  Natasha pointed at
where the cat was sitting and staring at them.  He smirked at the cat. 
"Not hiding anymore?"  The cat hopped down and then up onto the bed
to sniff the guitar.  Natasha pulled him away, getting scratched.  Clint got
him with the training can of air.  That made Loki cat leave the guitar alone. 
Clint put it into the bag and zipped it shut, cuddling the baby since he was
falling asleep.  "Dawn not done yet?"


 


"She's having to do some extra work tonight for a
sudden board meeting that got called.  Apparently they're fussing over Stark
being in Malibu, having the suit with him, and there having been something
minor he helped with earlier while he was bored."


 


Clint rolled his eyes.  "They do it after each and
every single time Iron Man's sighted doing something."  He carefully laid
the baby down beside him.  Philip snuffled and curled against his hip to
snuggle.  "You're a good boy, Philip."


 


She smiled.  "How long was he staring at you?"


 


"Since we got back.  I think I forgot to feed
him."


 


"He would've fussed if he was hungry."  She leaned
over to kiss him.  He grinned.  "Why can we not remember her
birthday?" she asked quietly.


 


"I don't know.  I was wondering that."


 


She sighed, sitting back up.  "We really have to fix
that."


 


"She put up a calendar for things.  Including his
birthday."


 


"I bought him a few new outfits."


 


He grinned.  "I did too but I think mine's too small." 
He looked at him.  "I'm starting to wonder if during that tampering thing
something got switched."


 


"Maybe.  I'm not sure."  They laid down to cuddle
together.  The baby got Clint's back, which he liked to nap against anyway. 
Anytime they brought him into the bed to stop his fussing, he ended up against
Clint's torso somehow.  They thought about dinner but they were tired.  They
hadn't done much all day but they were tired.  So they could rest and wait on
Dawn so they could order something.  Natasha sent a small thought at her,
getting that it was going to be late so eat without her.  They groaned.  But
still weren't hungry.  Maybe Philip was being extra supportive of them being
sleepy.  They needed a nap too.


 


***


 


Dawn finally made it home about midnight, looking
exhausted.  She had been driven home because she was too tired to drive.  She
took down her hair on the way to the bedroom, spotting the trio on the bed. 
Philip was trying to nurse off Clint, who was asleep.  Natasha was asleep too. 
She sent a thought at Natasha, making her blink awake.  She smiled and kissed
her then Philip on the head.


 


Natasha slowly ran a hand up Clint's arm, waking him
slightly.  "Don't move too fast.  You'll startle the baby."


 


He blinked down at his son, grinning.  "Son, those
aren't like the ones that fed you."  He petted over his hair, waking him
up.  "Hey, no sucking on me.  Those don't work."  He pulled him off,
making him fuss.  "Hungry?  We'll feed you if you're hungry."  He
looked at the clock then at Dawn.  "Bad day?"  She nodded, stripping
down and climbing into the bed and pulling the covers over her.  "Let me
feed him and I'll come cuddle."  Natasha moved closer to cuddle her. 
Clint took the baby to feed.  He found his phone flashing a voicemail and
listened to it, then stared at the bedroom.  "He'd never allow it,"
he called.


 


"They're going to try something stupider than paying a
frustrated, slightly failed chemist to blow up a lab.  I had to calm Andrew
down because MB had been in there with the fire," Dawn called.


 


He sent a text to Steve.  Rogers was the most non-sleeping
Avenger and would probably be up.  Stark might be in the lab but he'd never
hear his phone.  He got a situation report back and Steve said Dawn had been
right to deck a few people.  That she wasn't in trouble with Pepper or Stark
but she probably did feel miserable.  The fire had made her cough for a few
minutes too.  He went in to check her over.  She was asleep.  He showed Nat the
message and she grimaced, nodding slightly.  He went back to feeding the baby. 
Philip was more than happy to eat for him and then wanted to play.  Clint
checked the security system's readout.  "We have to drop Mommy off at the
office tomorrow, little guy.  She apparently took a cab home."  They went
onto the back porch to play so the baby cackling wouldn't wake Mommy up.


 


***


 


Stark looked up as Barton walked in looking nicely dressed
up, and had the baby.  "Hey, Philip."  He took him to look at. 
"Are you all right?"  The baby grinned and squealed at Chris since he
was running up the hallway.  "Yup, he figured that out last night.  Woke
us up to it."  He handed the baby to Chris.  "Take him to
Beya."  They crawled off together.  "JARVIS."


 


"I am watching them, sir," the AI promised.


 


Clint stared at him.  "I saw the paper."


 


"So did I and withdrew all our advertising from it.  It
was factually correct.  Dawn did administer corporal punishment to the idiots. 
They deserved it and the person who paid them I spanked last night with a
lawsuit."  He smirked slightly.  "Is she not coming in today?"


 


"I dropped her at her desk."  He looked back
there, she wasn't at it.  "Dawn?"


 


She came out of the head office with paperwork. 
"Synching the calendar.  Adding a few new things to the board meeting's
minutes just in case, boss."


 


"They're going to be bitchy," he said dryly.


 


She grinned.  "That's fine.  Clint can do my rounds for
me during it."


 


Clint stared at her.  "I think I can help more than
that."  She stared at him.  So did Tony.  He grinned.  "Dawn does
have a majority stock of the company that's available.  There's 8,000 shares up
for sale, right?"  Tony nodded slowly.


 


"We own seven of those," Dawn said.  "I
wasn't going to take them all.  It'd look bad."


 


He stared at her then smirked.  "Don't you get some
stock options due to the job too?"


 


"That is part of my benefits package," she
quipped.  Tony walked off snickering to talk to Pepper.  She kissed Clint. 
"So you're going to be sitting in as a major stock holder?  I was
wondering why you were in the suit."  She winked and strolled off. 
"Going to check on MB, boss."


 


"She's still in the infirmary," Pepper called.


 


"That's fine.  I know where it is."  She walked
off on the right floor a few minutes later, walking in there. 
"Hey."  She helped MB sit up since she was coughing.  "It helps,
trust me."  MB nodded, still coughing.  "Doc?"  The one she
didn't know came out.  "Oh, hey, you're the new doc aren't you?"  She
smiled.  "Oxygen?"


 


He came over to listen to her lungs.  "Yes, you could
use some, Mrs. Wells.  You should have told us."  He looked at Dawn. 
"It's not visiting hours."


 


She smiled.  "Yay."  The doctor huffed.  She
grinned at her.  "Seen Caro?"


 


"Andrew brought her in so she'd eat breakfast.  She's
pouting hard," she gasped.  Dawn helped adjust the oxygen mask for her. 
She breathed and relaxed.  "Ow."


 


"Yeah, it does suck when you can't stop
coughing."  She helped her get comfortable.  "Philip's probably
already hugging her.  You know he considers her fascinating."


 


"He does.  Though the kids can't date.  I'd hate to
have Caro learn scary girl things from her parents-in-law."  Dawn laughed
and hugged her.  "Thanks, Dawn.  Make sure Andrew eats lunch?"


 


"I will."  She patted her.  "Want a puzzle
book or something?"  She pointed at her Starkpad.  "Cool.  Let me
know if you need anything.  There's a huge board meeting later but other than
that I'll have my phone on."  She nodded.  "And Stark keeps his on
during it so JARVIS can find him."


 


"That's cool.  I think I'll nap."


 


"That's a great idea."  She tucked her in and
walked off, going to check on Andrew.  He was growling.  "Hey."  He
jumped and turned to stare at her.  "I just got her back on the oxygen. 
She's napping.  She said I had to nag you about eating."


 


"I will so Caro will."  He hugged her.  "Thanks,
Dawn."


 


"Welcome, 'Drew.  If you need to talk, Clint's here for
the board meeting."


 


"I'm going to be there too."  He grinned meanly. 
She fussed at his shirt.  "I'll change."


 


"You have about an hour.  Wear the blue button up with
the striped tie."  He grinned and went to change.  She looked at Jonathan,
who smirked evilly.  "Phil's interrogating people today."


 


"Wonderful."  Dawn walked off and he got down to
some evil plans in case they needed them.  Andrew might be nice but he'd go
fully Dark Side if his wife was that hurt.


 


Dawn walked back up to her desk, finding the doctor
complaining to Pepper.  "Andrew is coming in to the board meeting."


 


"That's fine.  He has the right to make a statement
against them, Dawn.  Did you give him an idea of what to wear?"


 


"I did."  She grinned at the doctor.  "Yes,
I'm nosy and into everything around here.  It's my job."  Pepper snickered
but nodded.  "Speaking of, where's my son, JARVIS?  Has he found Caro
yet?"


 


"Yes, he has," the AI reported.  "He's
presently hugging her even when she's whiny.  He's cooing and humming.  It's
adorable how he's taking care of her.  Liz is on her other side doing the same
thing."


 


"Great," Pepper agreed.  "They're both very
sweet kids to make her feel better."


 


"I'll let you know if there's a problem during the
meeting.  The erring board member just showed up with his lawyer."


 


"Gloria's going to need to be there," Dawn said,
texting her.  She was handling a staff meeting.  She sent over her protege. 
Dawn got that young man, who felt evil to her, the forms.  "That's what
happened.  This is the present doc on shift so he can get the records."


 


He read it over, snorting.  "They're very
screwed."


 


Dawn stared at him.  "Where did you graduate?"


 


He smirked.  "Berkeley and Stanford.  My father was
Wolfram and Hart but I have *some* ethics."


 


Dawn smirked.  "Some of my sister's friends fought
against your father's people."


 


"I saw.  Your sister usually needed weight added to her
figure."  He smirked.  "The injured party?"


 


"Infirmary.  Bed two," Dawn said.  "Her
husband's going to be at the meeting."


 


"Wonderful."  He went to find him and talk to him.


 


Pepper stared at Dawn.  "I didn't know we had some evil
lawyers on staff," she said quietly.


 


"Gloria said he's her protege."


 


"Huh."  She nodded.  "We'll have to make sure
he's got a great career on our side."  Dawn and she shared a grin. 
"Are you wearing that, Dawn?  You look sweaty."


 


She looked at herself.  "It's the fabric.  I need to do
some dry cleaning runs.  I have two things in my locker."  She went to
find something better and a jacket.  She came out putting up her hair again. 
The lawyer walked past her.


 


"I liked the other one."


 


"This one's less shiny and crinkly.  Plus I look more
professional."  She buttoned up the jacket.


 


"That is better then," he decided. 
"Him?"


 


"I told him what to put on."


 


"Even better."  He found the meeting room thanks
to her.  She counted chairs so she could put a few more into place then a few
against the wall by the head of the table.  She put name tags on them and cups
out.   She started some coffee and made sure there was water in the mini
fridge.  That worked and she smiled at the set up.  "Stark's back
there?"


 


"That's the head of the table and the room controls are
behind him.  The other end gets sun glare."  She smiled and adjusted the
drapes.  "It's by rank of influence and annoyance."  She strolled
off.  Andrew walked up with Caro.  "She has to be quiet."


 


"She will be.  I'm saving her from being mobbed." 
He rolled his eyes.  "The kids are all great little empaths."  He
walked in there, finding his seat thanks to Dawn.  Clint strolled in to play
with the baby and keep him calm.  "Thanks, Clint."


 


"Welcome, 'Drew."  He waved at the baby. 
"Hey, Caro."  She smiled at him.  "Did Philip cuddle mob you
again?"  Andrew nodded.  "That's good then."  He took her to sit
on his lap.  She cuddled in, playing with his tie.  "That's a good girl. 
Learn to like ties.  Maybe whenever we find Callia a nice guy from a spy he'll
have a nice younger brother for you."


 


"You are?" Andrew asked.


 


"That way she's safe and it works like ours does,"
he said smugly.


 


Andrew nodded.  "Could be."  His daughter waved. 
He grinned and waved back.  "You're so silly."  She cackled and
patted the tie again.


 


Dawn handed him some water.  Caroline got helped to drink
some and not spill it all over Clint.  She left, going to tell Tony and Pepper
the room was ready.  Pepper got off her current call while Tony came back to
lounge around while they waited.  The lawyer settled into his spot, talking to
Andrew about what had happened.  Dawn found the board members pulling in. 
"The room is ready if you want to join us."  She walked off.  She
grabbed the minutes and headed in there.  She poured Tony some coffee and made
some more.  He inhaled it like some people drank water.  She settled herself in
her seat, smiling at Caro and Clint.  She set up the recorder and it was
working when people came in.


 


"Thanks for calling a meeting," Tony said dryly. 
"I think we need to talk about a few things."


 


"We need outsiders?" one asked.


 


Andrew looked at her.  "Your fellow board member tried
to have my wife killed.  Yes, you do."  She gasped and looked at the
others.  He took his daughter back to keep himself calm.  She smiled and patted
him.  He cuddled her.  "It's all right and we'll go see Mommy in a few
minutes."


 


Clint smiled.  "Yes, some of us are holders of the
biggest chunk of publically available stock.  I think this concerns us as well
as it affects the company so strongly."


 


Tony smirked at him.  "With the publically available
and her stock options, you two have about as much as each of the kids.  Which
works since she's their next in line for custodianship."  He looked at
them.  "Sit.  Let's get started, people."  A few were missing.


 


Dawn looked.  "Should I call the two missing ones to
see if they're on their way?" she asked.


 


"They have five minutes to the stated time or they're
not here," Pepper said.  "We can note they were absent."  She
crossed her legs and sipped her tea.  "We need to switch this maker to a
two-pot maker, Dawn.  That way we can have hot water."


 


She smiled.  "The spigot on the side will dispense hot
water, Pepper."  She got up to refill it from the bottled water stash. 
"There, that way if you run out of tea you can make more."  She sat
down, crossing her legs again.  She set up things to take notes.  She sent a
thought at Clint, glancing at him.  He smiled and took Caro back since she was
fussing at her father.


 


Tony checked his watch.  "It's time."


 


Dawn texted security.  "One's here, they just came
through the gateway, boss.  No sign of Abigail Glanner."


 


"That's fine. Make a note she didn't show up and this
one was tardy."  She did that.   The missing member walked in and sat down
quickly.  Tony looked around.  


 


"We had a problem yesterday.  Let's talk about
it," Pepper said with a cold, icy smile.  A few started to open their
mouths.  "We had a board member pay a chemist to blow up their lab, which
endangered others' lives.  Including a very promising chemist, who is the wife
of one of our engineers."  She pointed at Andrew.  A few looked at him. 
"It also disturbed three other labs.  Including virology."  She
sipped her tea while the ones who flinched could.  "So let's go over what
happened."  Dawn was making notes about the goings on.  The recorder was
taking the verbal.  Dawn was taking notes about what the people were doing and
who looked guilty.  "I've never seen a company that's had as many problems
from their board as Stark International has with ours," Pepper said dryly.


 


"I agree," Tony said.  "No one else has to
deal with this level of bullshit.  Frankly, my father would've had you all
taken out."


 


"He is floating around the penthouse still," Dawn
said quietly.  "I can summon his spirit out here."


 


"No, he's pissing off my daughter again," Tony
said dryly.  "He should stay out there."   His father faded in and he
looked at Dawn.  She shook her head.


 


Howard looked at him.  "Callia did the summoning.  She
thought they should be paddled."


 


"They should," Tony agreed dryly.  "But I can
handle it, Dad."


 


"Fine."  He floated over to settle next to Andrew,
looking at Caroline.  "Hey, kid."  She smirked at him and waved. 
"She's cute, Andrew."


 


"Thank you, Howard," he said quietly.  He was
staring at the reason his wife was in the infirmary.


 


"What, exactly, happened yesterday?" one of the
board members asked.  The lawyer got up to give the official report.  Then
Andrew interrupted him and got up to talk to them about how his wife was trying
to stop him because she walked in from lunch to find him trying to blow up the
lab.  Dawn got up to hug him and he calmed down.


 


"She'll be fine, Andrew," Tony said calmly and
quietly.  "If we could get Dawn over smallpox, we can help MB heal her
coughing from smoke inhalation."  He nodded, letting Dawn help him sit
down.  He took Caro to hug.  Clint patted him on the arm.


 


The lawyer stared at the errant board member.  "I have
the feeling he did not come up with this plan himself."


 


"Why?" Tony asked.


 


"Because I believe that he would not have the money to
do that on his own," Dawn said.  "Unless his financial records were
forged, he paid the guy most of his net worth to do that?"  She printed
the file Natasha had sent from her desk.  "That's his public filings, boss."


 


Pepper and Tony looked it over and nodded.  "No, that
would've meant he had to raid all his funds to pay him."  He slid it down
to the lawyer, who looked it over.


 


"Things like this never have just one person
involved," he said smugly.


 


Dawn and Clint shared a look.  Dawn cast a silent spell to
let her see through illusions and found the reason that smugness looked so
familiar.  The 'lawyer' looked up at her.  She quirked up an eyebrow but he
went back to smugging the board to death.  She sent a thought to Natasha, who sent
Tony a quick text.  Apparently Loki's present influence group was a bit upset
with the board.  They had stumbled into a war of influence.


 


"There's no way the company will ever be as good,"
that one board member sneered, standing up.  "What're we going to do?  Die
as we sell minor tech?  We need to go back to weapons!"


 


"So we have things stolen from military units and used
on them?" Tony asked sarcastically.  "No thanks."


 


"A few lives is nothing," he sneered at him. 
"Including yours."  Dawn punched him again, knocking him into a
wall.  "You'll pay, Summers."


 


"It's Summers-Romanoff-Barton," she said dryly. 
"And you want it, bring it."  He yelled and rushed at her.  She
stopped it with a gun to his chin.  She stared at him until he whimpered and
slumped away from her.  "That won't save you," she said quietly. 
"As a matter of fact, it probably doomed your whole conspiracy."  She
smiled.  "You'll tell us about it.  Won't you?"  He shook his head,
looking scared.  "Agent Barton, can I please have your tie?"  He took
it off and handed it over.  She flicked it at the idiot and magically created a
rope from it to tie him up.  He tried to run but Dawn tripped him and tied him
up.  She smiled, putting her gun back in her holster on her thigh, which got rehidden. 
"Now then, you wanted to make a statement?" 


 


"I won't!  You won't win!"


 


Dawn chuckled a warm, pleased sound.  "Really?" 
He swallowed, shaking his head, trying to wiggle away from her.  "Keep
going.  Remember, I get more effective at a longer range."  He stopped
moving and she walked closer.  "Now, what, exactly, was the bright idea,
sunshine?"  She smiled slightly.


 


Tony shivered.  "Dawn, interrogations should be
private."


 


Natasha walked in.  "I believe I can handle
that."  She hauled him up.  "Interesting rope pattern, Dawn."


 


Dawn smiled at her.  "I'll change it back into Clint's
tie later.  Caro really liked that one on him."


 


"So do I."  She walked him off.


 


The lawyer who was Loki playing dress up stared at Dawn. 
"Very interesting."


 


She smiled.  "I'm trained to be the last line of
defense for the bosses."  She sat down and smoothed out her skirt before
crossing her legs.  She smiled at the board.  "You do realize that with
the children being minors, the vote for them goes to either their parents, or
their next in line for guardianship?"  They all moaned.  "Which means
*I* hold the proxy for Liz, Callia, and Christopher."  She smiled. 
"Plus mine from my benefits package.  The extended family still holds
ninety-three percent of all stock in the company."


 


"Dawn's benefits package and the ones they bought are
about twenty percent," Tony said with a grin.  "Plus the kids each
have fifteen until they're eighteen or get their first degrees."


 


"So let's talk about this plan going on," Dawn
said with perky cheer and a happy grin.  "Before we have to heal more
people."  A few got up and stomped off.  She smiled and waved at their
backs.  "I'm sure you'll love being arrested by agents.  Thank you for
outing yourselves."  She looked at one.  "I wasn't sure about
you."


 


"Natasha said she is," Clint said.  "Or her
husband is and is using her."  He got comfortable, smiling at Caro and
wiggling his fingers at her.  She pouted, patting his chest.  "She'll give
me back my tie in a few minutes, dear."  She grinned, cuddling her daddy.


 


"I'm what?" she demanded.


 


Clint looked at her.  "JARVIS, please pull up what
Agent Romanoff was looking up?"  It was projected over the table.  That
board member gasped, shaking her head.


 


"Bad second marriage, ducks?" the lawyer asked
with a smirk.


 


"Clearly.  Stark, I had no intention of moving against
the family."


 


"I know.  You'll fix that later on I'm sure."  He
smiled at her.  "Your family has sat on the board for years."  She
nodded, getting up to go handle that.  "Any other comments?"  No one
said anything.  "Then meeting dismissed.  Thank you for helping us find
the matter's truth."  The few remaining ones left.  He looked at Pepper. 
"We deserve frozen yogurt."


 


She smiled.  "We do."  They got up.  "Dawn,
type that up for us and I'll get you some strawberry?"


 


"I'm not really in the mood for froyo, Pepper, but
thanks."  Clint and Andrew both stared at her.  "Slight
headache."  She glared at Loki.  He appeared in his usual form. 
"Which group's plan did they step on?"


 


"My own.  While having this most amusing group making
weapons for the stronger militaries is useful I'd rather not deal with the
consequences of others trying for it through robotic or other means."  He
disappeared.


 


"We have robots getting in the way again?" Tony quipped. 
"Did I build them?" he asked Pepper, who shook her head as she walked
off.  Tony smirked back at Clint.  "She's got a break coming."


 


"Wonderful."  Andrew blushed and strolled off with
the baby, who wanted Clint's tie back.  Natasha gave it to her on the way past
to the board room.  Andrew was bright red.  He had an idea what 'breaks' with a
spouse meant.  He took plenty of them with MB.


 


Natasha walked in to stare at her.  "Since when do you
not want frozen yogurt?"


 


"Since I'm having one of those 'not real hungry
days'?" she guessed and shrugged some.


 


"Sure, we can make lunch tempting."


 


Dawn walked over to kiss him.  "You're a great
lunch."  She grinned and did the same to Natasha.  "And you're a
special one because you always take longer."  She strolled off to go back
to work.


 


Clint and Natasha shared a look then a kiss. 
"Chinese?" he suggested.


 


"I could go for that.  Or Thai."


 


"She doesn't want the spices.  Korean?"


 


"That works."  They went back to their various
things, pretending to do something so no one would ask them to babysit or
anything.  Clint loved that Philip adored seeing Beya for hours on end.


 


Natasha had to file a supplemental report on the idiot board
member so she could have him arrested.  Then she could go back to making sure
nothing else got near Dawn to hurt her.


 


Dawn enjoyed them being this way though.  So it was all
right if they were a tiny bit overprotective.


 


***


 


Clint had watched Dawn for about a week.  Something was off
about her.  He wasn't sure what.  He was pretty sure she wasn't pregnant.  The
baby wasn't upsetting her by having a preference for Natasha over her.  Which
amused him but he could see Dawn's pouty point about the baby hating her
sometimes.  Philip did like Natasha more.  Maybe it was because Natasha was
more subdued?  He'd figure that out later.  No, Dawn was hiding something. 
This was her 'hiding something huge' behavior.  So he went to talk to someone
that his wife would tell.  "Hey, guys," he said as he walked into
Andrew and Jonathan's lab.  They stared at him oddly.  He grinned.


 


"Aren't you two telepathic with her?  I thought that
meant it'd be easier to read your wife's mind," Jonathan said, looking at
Andrew.


 


"I would've figured it was too.  And I'm too tired to
beat his ass with the battle suits," he told his best friend.


 


"Can it, 'Drew.  I know she's hiding something.  The
reason for the something is the issue.  Any idea?"


 


"How is she able to block out having visions from
you?" Jonathan asked.  Clint stiffened slightly.  "Especially when
you're in the gym in the next building and she ends up in the infirmary for two
hours?"


 


"We tend to keep it separate most of the time," he
admitted.  He considered it, thinking at Natasha.  She was busy at SHIELD's
west coast office.  The head of the office was being nagged.  He looked at
them.  "Any idea what the topic was?  She's gotten back into that
pre-battle tired mode."


 


"Then there's probably a battle coming?" Andrew
guessed.  He shrugged.  "Beyond us and Stark getting into the other
realmal comic books so we can make sure nothing huge is going to be started,
like him doing something that gets the earth invaded, or making a sentient life
form that's going to kill you all, we haven't been paying that much attention
to otherworldly things."


 


"Crap.  Well, I can do it the usual way then.  Thanks,
guys."  He walked off.  He knew where to find those Godiva bars.  He
paused in the office.  Dawn was working on Pepper's neck. 
"Headache?"  Pepper nodded.  "Do I need to go shoot someone for
you?"


 


"Only if you can shoot one of the kids for knocking her
down the stairs this morning," Dawn said dryly.


 


"No, probably not a good idea.  Chris?"  Pepper
nodded again.  "Take a nap, Pepper.  You probably need one and I'm sure
he's sorry."


 


"He cackled as he ran over me," Pepper said,
looking up at him.  "No, he wasn't.  Daddy has him to talk to him."


 


"Take a nap," Dawn agreed.  "That way you
give the advil time to kick in.  You have two free hours for a lunch
date."  She walked around the desk and gave Clint a kiss.


 


"Want to tell me what the vision we didn't know you had
was?" he asked quietly.  "Or should I find the straps and Godiva
bars?"


 


"What vision?" she asked.


 


"For some reason I got that little 'lies feel tingly in
my head' feeling," he said, staring down at her.  She was wearing ballet
slippers today so she barely came up to his chin.  She huffed.  "Tell me? 
That way we can handle it?"  He stopped her from moving.  "Remember,
Dawn Summers-Romanoff-Barton is not allowed to handle things all on her
own," he said calmly.  This was clearly bad.


 


"Even if it leads to having to arrange custody
agreements?"


 


"Whenever you get stressed, that whole 'leaving you'
thing comes into them," he said.  "So what was it?"


 


She considered it, glancing at Pepper, who nodded to tell
him.


 


"So she knew?" Clint asked.


 


"She found me having it and debriefed me."  She
walked over to get an envelope from her desk then came back.  "Even if
it's so bad you're going to be curling up in a corner for a few hours?"


 


"Even then; we can't handle it if we don't know." 
He stared at her.  "Though I'm not really the curling up in the corner
sort, Dawn."


 


"Even if someone from your past is now looking for
you?"


 


"My past?  Like way back when I was a new SHIELD
agent?"  This was looking like a personal apocalypse.


 


She bit her bottom lip then handed him the envelope. 
"Like your brother's still alive?"


 


He flinched.  "He's what?"  She nodded.  He looked
at the envelope, opening it to read the statement from the vision.  Behind it
was Stark's hacking work to find him.  "Okay," he decided, swallowing
the nauseous feeling.  "I can accept this was a really good reason not to
tell me.  Were you going to hunt him down?"


 


"And warn him."


 


"He'd do it just to piss us both off."


 


"Yeah but it'd be a more open one than just trying to
get into the house."


 


"Good point."  He read back over the account of
Dawn taking over the fight with his brother to spare him the pain of having to
beat his brother's ass again.  He hugged her.  "You cannot take battles
from me."


 


"No one deserves that sort of pain and you'd do it for
us," she said against his shoulder.


 


"I would.  This one, not exactly the same as the pact
we made if our loved ones turned into zombies."  He felt her relax.  He
cuddled her, looking over it again.  "How far away is he?"


 


"He got recruited into that new company up the coast
that's a wannabe hero breeding and training ground."  She pulled back to
look at him.  "They have a few dangerous assholes up there."


 


"What do we know on them?"


 


"Not a lot.  I know that they were started by a douche
from Tony's past."


 


"Okay."  He realized he was repeating himself but
he could handle this.  Dawn gave him a squeeze.  "I'm not going into this
alone, Dawn.  I'll let you and 'Tasha both back me up."  She nodded, giving
him another squeeze.  "Fuck!"


 


She pulled back to look at him.  "I can...."


 


"No you can't."


 


"Yeah I can."


 


"No, you can't.  That's for me to do."  He kissed
her.  "Maybe I'll sit and stare at you for a while."


 


"I have an hour lunch break penned in," she said
with a smile.  "I was going to invite you out for pizza."


 


"I'm not hungry."


 


"Yeah, I haven't been either.  Let's go to one of the
guest rooms and spend some time sitting?"  He nodded, taking her down
there to cuddle up with her.  She pushed him onto the couch and curled up
against his side, just cuddling and letting him think.  He had always thought
his brother had died after their last fight.  Sometime after it.  Now, he knew
better.  Which sucked but he got why Dawn was hiding it from him.  He was going
to have to shut down and process for a few minutes to get his brain back on
track.  


 


Dawn stroked a hand up his chest under his sleeveless
t-shirt and scratched his chest hair with her nails.  He shivered.  The hand
casually drifted down to take his mind off things with a fast and dirty hand
job.  Which got his mind to white out for a few minutes.  He needed that.  He
looked down at her.  "You are the best thing that's ever happened to
me."  He kissed her.  She smiled, cuddling better.  Now he could think, he
could make plans.  He could stop Natasha from going up there to kick Barney's
ass for him.  


 


She opened an investigation on that group for him.  That was
helpful and they could handle it together.


 


***


 


Clint was sitting surveillance.  He was really good at it
and no one had recognized him yet.  Though he was being very obvious.  He
looked to his left as Coulson appeared with a muted flash.  "Finally got
that under control?"


 


"I have to concentrate very hard to not flash.  At
least I don't leave glitter like some love gods."  He crossed his arms
over his chest.  "Want some backup?"


 


"Yup."


 


"We can do that."


 


"We can't take them all out yet."


 


"I'm not worried about them yet."  He looked at
him.  "Just the one."


 


Clint smiled.  "Thanks, Coulson."


 


"Welcome."  He gave him a slight shoulder nudge. 
"How do you want to play this?"


 


"I want to summon him out.  Make him come out of his
own free will."


 


Phil considered it, asking Xander a question.  Xander set
the spell so Barney would notice him and come out.  They saw him look out a
window and pause then disappear.  It took about a half-hour but he did come
out.


 


Clint stared at him, he looked thinner and harder.  He
didn't look as happy to see him as he had expected.  So no trying to smarm him
this time.  "Barney," he said quietly.


 


"If it isn't the national media hero," Barney
Barton said dryly, sneering at him.  "What are you doing here?"


 


"I never wanted them to follow me around.  I fight with
the press all the time about that."  He relaxed.  "Beyond that, I
thought you had died.  What, no holiday cards?" he sneered.


 


"I doubt they would've made it through the hellhole
that you ended up in."


 


"SHIELD doesn't read the mail or else Fury wouldn't be
getting panties again."  He shifted his stance some.  "So, what are
you doing out of jail?"


 


"The time of your team is over with."


 


"Um, no.  We have things we have to do this spring with
another demonic invasion of LA.  Fighting the good fight and all that." 
He shrugged slightly.  "It happens as part of the job."


 


Barney sneered.  "You do things like that?"


 


"Fight huge demon threats and alien invasions? 
Yeah."


 


"I saw you had a son."


 


"Phil's a cool little guy.  He's going to be smart like
his mother.  Already likes music," he said with a grin.  "He's going
to walk soon."


 


"You sure you're not going to *change*?" he asked
dryly.


 


"No, I'll never turn into our parents.  Dawn would kick
my ass."  Coulson nodded that was possible.  "Beyond that, he's a bit
spoiled because I overcompensate."  He shifted again.  "So."  He
stared at him, man-to-man, eye-to-eye.  "Your bright idea came from a
really dim bulb."  Barney took a swing at him and Clint paid it back then
kept going after him for the last time they fought.  He finally pulled back, staring
at him.  "Don't come near my family, Barney.  At all," he said
quietly.  "Not the wives, not the son.  They see enough evil shits." 
He walked off.  "And if you think about pressing charges, so be it.  I'll
get probation."  He smirked.  "There are a few benefits to being an
Avenger."


 


Coulson stared down at him.  "I'll second the not going
near any SHIELD member or adjunct member, or their children.  We do tend to
get...vindictive on those that do.  Have a better day."  He walked off,
taking the keys to the SHIELD SUV.  "I'm driving.  You can pick the radio
station."


 


"Sure."  They climbed in.  "Did we tell that
you Dawn got me a guitar for my birthday?"  He buckled up.


 


"I did hear."  He looked at him.  "My
namesake?"


 


"He laid on the bed, didn't even fuss at the dirty diaper
or being hungry, to watch me play," he said with a grin.


 


"Wonderful.  Maybe he'll be a musician instead of an
agent."


 


"I'd like that."  They sped off.  "He's going
to press charges."


 


"Possibly.  Then again, he's a wanted felon." 
Clint shook his head and rolled his eyes.  "You good?" he asked
quietly.


 


"Yeah.  Did you guys hear Dawn's vision?"


 


"Xander may have.  He didn't mention it however."


 


"We really have got to get them to remember that they
have backup."


 


"That would be nice.  Xander was beating a few bigots
earlier that tried to attack Tara and didn't leave me a single one."


 


"Pity.  There's more wanna-be villains back there if
you want a few."


 


"I'll get plenty when it's time."  They pulled
onto the highway and headed back to SHIELD.  If he was going to be arrested,
it'd be at the office, not at home and not at Stark.


 


***


 


Dawn smiled, coming out into a reporter ambush. 
"People, annoying," she noted with a grin.  Philip was scowling from
her hip.


 


"He's only getting prettier, Dawn.  What was your
husband thinking when he went to beat that agent?"


 


"First, his brother's not an agent.  He's actually a
wanted felon."  They all shut up to stare at her.  "Secondly, I have
the feeling that if you looked at Barney's present *job* there's probably a
problem.  Considering I had a vision."


 


"So that was his brother?  We thought he was
dead," one of the reporters said.


 


"So did Clint."


 


"Oh, dear."  That reporter winced and waved at
Philip, who was scowling.  "He doesn't look happy."


 


"You're keeping him from his daddy time.  Daddy's been
playing music for him each night before bed."


 


"Aww," the reporters said.


 


"Clint was at a music store with a guitar," one
reporter said.


 


Dawn grinned.  "It was my birthday present to
him."  That got another coo.  Philip glared and laid a nasty diaper.  She
looked at him.  "Eww, son.  Must you, really?"  She walked around the
reporters.  "Let me change him and go home, people."


 


"Why did you buy a Tesla?" one called.  "Why
not a more standard hybrid?"


 


She smiled.  "It was a present."  That got another
coo.  She got Philip into the backseat to change him then put him into his car
seat.  She tossed out the diaper and used a diaper wipe to clean her hands
before getting in and driving off, carefully around the reporters to not hit
them.  No matter how much they'd all like her to.  She turned on some music,
making Philip happier.  He liked rock music.


 


The reporters stopped Pepper when she and the kids came out
for their planned picnic for dinner.  Pepper stared at them.  "People, get
away from the children."  They backed up.  "Liz?"  No answer. 
She looked around.  "Security, find Liz."


 


"She's heading for the limo," one called, pointing
at her.  


 


Callia jogged after her to pick her up and bring her back. 
"You silly thing, we're going to eat here on the grass.  It's called a
picnic and even Daddy's out of the lab for it."  She handed her back.


 


Liz pouted and pointed at the reporters.  "I know, we
usually get into the car really fast when they're around but this time they're
going to go back beyond the gate," she said with a stare at them.  They
complied.  "Then we're going to have dinner, Liz."  She smiled at
her, walking her and Chris that way, with Callia helping.  Caro and Allenetta
ran out to help them.  "Hi, guys.  Are you joining our picnic?"


 


Andrew walked MB out with a grin.  "We think a
geek-wide picnic is a great idea, Pepper.  Do you mind?"


 


"No!  It's a good idea.  A lot of you could use a tiny
bit of sunlight now and then, 'Drew."  She smiled at Allenetta.  "Where
are your parents?"


 


"Having fun since she found out earlier she's pregnant
again," MB said.  "We're babysitting."


 


Pepper smiled.  "That's a great thing too."  Tony,
and Bruce, came out together.  "Bruce, when did you get here?"


 


"Two hours ago."  He kissed her on the temple and
smiled at the kids.  They all mobbed 'grandpa' and it was good. "Joyce is
coming out tomorrow," he said when Liz demanded her.  "We're out for
Philip's birthday."  They squealed and dove in to eat with their friends
and relatives.  A few other geeks came out to join them.  It was good for
them.  The reporters said it was 'a great team building' thing and went to file
reports on what had happened to Barton earlier.


 


A few even took the hint and investigated that company. 
When one got killed for it by them, others took notice and stepped in.  Without
prompting by SHIELD at all.  By the next afternoon, the reporters had gotten
the FBI into it and all sorts of neat things.


 


***


 


Dawn looked at the judge.  Clint's bail was trying to be set
very high.  "Your Honor, is that a cash or a property bond?" she
asked.  He stared at her.  She smiled back.  "That way I know who to call
to get his bail through."


 


"Cash or property, miss.  Are you related to him?"


 


"I'm his wife."


 


"Oh."  He grimaced.  "What was this
over?"


 


"His brother beat him and left him for dead, twice. 
He's also a bit bad."  She handed over the reports from the reporters. 
"That's a preliminary but the FBI is investigating their group at the
moment."


 


He read it over, grimacing.  "Sounds like a real
winner."  He looked at Clint.  "You do this?"


 


"No, sir, I'm a Federal Agent."


 


"FBI?"


 


"SHIELD."


 


The judge blinked.  "SHIELD?  It's not just a movie
thing?"  Clint shook his head with a slight grin.  "Huh.  I did not
know that."  He considered it.  "I can release you into your boss's
custody but I'm not sure what he'd do about all this."


 


Dawn looked back at Fury.  "I'd send his ass home to
play with his infant son," Fury admitted, standing up.  "Though we do
pay a lot of attention to him and their activities are already pretty
monitored."


 


"Is he going to get into trouble for this?" the
judge asked.


 


Fury shook his head.  "I would've shot him for Agent
Barton if I had heard he was alive. Most of my agents who are aware of the background
would say the same thing."


 


"Me too," Dawn said.  She looked at him.  "We
can pay bond, Your Honor."


 


"Are you an agent as well?" he asked.


 


She smiled.  "Personal assistant."


 


"Oh.  To an agent?"  She shook her head. 
"To...."


 


"Not involved," she said dryly.  "They don't
want to be in the middle of this incident.  They consider it a family matter,
that my spouse acted in the best possible way, and offered him a few new guns
if he wanted to go shoot him, but they didn't want involved in the court case."


 


"I can understand that."  He looked at him. 
"You have a lot of very fierce defenders."  Clint nodded that was
true.  "Are you going to beat him again?"


 


"Only if he comes near my family."


 


"That's reasonable I think."  He sighed. 
"One million, cash or property."  He banged his gavel.


 


Dawn smiled and pulled out her checkbook, making it out and
handing it to him.  "Do I make it out to the courts?"


 


"You do," he said, staring at her.


 


She smiled.  "Thank you.  He'll be notified when his
court date is?"


 


"Yes.  In addition, I want him in the local area.  No
missions to other countries," he told Fury.


 


"Not an issue.  We're working on the one for this
spring."  The judge moaned, shaking his head.  "Yet again, yes."


 


"Fine.  I'll try to have this done by then. 
Dismissed."  They left together.  He had the check handed to the right
office and it was good.  Which meant he had just stepped on someone's toes. 
What sort of personal assistant made that sort of money?


 


Dawn looked at the reporters out front.  "People,
move," she said quietly.  "Don't touch the spouse."  They got
out of the way.  "Right now, we have no comment and it'll stay that way
unless something else happens."  They still shouted questions.  She got
them into the hired limo and went to the office.  Tony patted Barton when he
walked past him.  Dawn kicked Tony out of her desk chair.  "I said I'd be
right back, boss."


 


"I was playing tetris."  He grinned at her. 
"You just turned into the high society bitch that Pepper does when she
gets mad."


 


"That's how I learned that."  She smiled.  


 


He walked into the office laughing.  The office door got
shut.  He looked at Clint.  "You okay?"


 


"Yeah, I'm good.  Are they going to try to
retaliate?"


 


"Not unless they can get out of FBI custody," Fury
said.  He lit his cigar and took a puff.  Pepper snatched it and put it out. 
"Fine."  He looked at him.  "Feel better?"


 


"Yeah, as long as he doesn't come after the baby or the
wives."


 


"I doubt he would.  He's more a sideways thinker,"
Fury reminded him.


 


"If he comes for someone here to get my attention he'll
get it in the worst possible way," Clint said firmly.


 


"No, he comes here and he gets *mine*," Tony
assured him.  "And possibly Rhodey's."


 


"And ours," Pepper reminded him with a smile.


 


Tony looked at her.  "Where's the original
Pepper?"


 


"She's talking to MB.  She's been sobbing all day for
some reason."  She shrugged.  "Our original source is very
caring."  Fury gaped, staring at her.  She smiled and waved. 
"Hi."  She looked at Tony.  "We'd like to visit Warren.  His
original one wants to stay with him but we'd get sad about where he's living. 
Can we do that?"


 


Tony nodded.  "I'll have Coulson arrange the visit. 
I'm not sure if she can stay or not."


 


She smiled.  "Thank you, Mr. Stark."  She stood up
and kissed him on the tip of his nose with a grin.  "I'm going to make
cookies for the kids.  They need cookies and my fellow girlfriend is already
doing that."  She strolled out.


 


"I kinda wish that Nat could bake like that
sometimes," Clint admitted.  He relaxed.  Dawn and Philip came in.  She
sat in his lap, cuddling the baby between them.  He held her and smelled
Philip's hair.  This was a great thing.  Natasha walked in and took his side. 
He included her in the family cuddle.  This was what family was supposed to be
like.  Not what he had grown up with, not what his brother had shown him, but
this.  Including the little pooping monster.  He looked down.  "Thanks,
kiddo.  Glad to know you love us."  He grinned.  "I'll change you in
a minute."  Philip wiggled free and ran off.  "Hey!  When did you
start doing that?"


 


"I think earlier," Dawn said, watching him. 
"Philip, where are you going?" she called, getting up to follow him. 
Natasha shook her head with a moan.


 


Clint kissed her on the head.  "He's a lot more mobile
now."


 


"I'll never get another bubble bath without his
help."


 


"We'll distract him."  He cuddled her.  Dawn and
Philip came back once he was changed and they cuddled in again.


 


Tony grinned.  "Aww."  He took a picture.  Clint
flipped him off before he ran a hand into Dawn's hair.  He and Fury left to go
talk somewhere there wasn't mushiness.  "By the wire we had planted on
Dawn, the judge thought SHIELD was just in the movie?"  Fury nodded. 
"Good."


 


"I like that too."  They passed by Steve and
Bucky.  "Where are you two going?"


 


"To get Philip," Steve said with a smile. 
"Liz is chanting for him.  She won't do a single thing without him right
now."


 


"They're family cuddling," Tony said. 
"Coulson, Warren's girlfriends wanted to visit," he told him when he
appeared from an empty office.


 


"They're allowed to go up next weekend because I
heard.  She may not stay."  Tony nodded, letting Coulson tell them.  They
watched as Philip ran past them cackling and Steve following, trying to catch
up to him.  "Wow, he's fast," Phil said.  "I've got to teach him
to jog like I did his mother."  Fury snorted, walking off shaking his
head.


 


***


 


Tara looked at her kids.  "What do you want to do this
weekend?"  They pointed out the window.  "What's out there?" 
She hugged them.  "You two need to talk more."


 


"Ponies," Melissa said, staring at her. 
"Ponies please?"


 


Tara smiled.  "You can talk in complete
sentences."


 


"Mommy Maria likes me to be little," she said with
a grin.


 


"She does but not that much."  She smiled. 
"Did you want to go watch the horses in the park?  We do that but it means
getting up early."


 


"We *ride*?" John asked, looking awed. 
"Please, Mommy?  Ponies are fun!"


 


"They are."  She smiled.  "We can see if
there's any pony rides this weekend."  They grinned and hugged her, going
into the kitchen.  "An apple or an orange, kids."  They pouted and
held up the strawberries.  "Fine."  They settled in to color and
nibble on them.  The younger two were pouty so she got them some jelly
sandwiches.  It was safer than handing them fruit.  Them with berries would
mean berries over all the walls and the couch.  She texted Maria to let her
know they were going to park that weekend to watch ponies and see if there was
a pony ride.  Maria sent her a link that she looked at.  She vetoed riding
lessons.  Way too expensive.  Apparently they gave SHIELD discounts.  Tara said
they could have *one* to try it if it wasn't too expensive.  Maria agreed so
that was a good thing.


 


***


 


Warren Meers looked up as his room's door was unlocked that
Friday afternoon.  "Visitors, Meers," the attendant said.  He got out
of the way.  "Nothing too bad.  No violence and we'll be watching." 
Once the trio was in there, he walked back to the cameras.  He had no idea why
women as classy as those three were visiting that geek but some women had no
taste in his opinion.


 


Warren stared, mouth open.  "Ladies," he
breathed.  His original girlfriend pounced him with a squeal, sobbing on his
shoulder.  "I'm sorry I left you there.  Do you two want hugs too?" 
They came to cuddle him.  He got his first girlfriend calmed down and it was
better.  He'd have to find a way for them to stay with him.


 


His therapist came in to talk to them.  "Ladies, I
didn't know Warren had a girlfriend.  He never told me that."  He smiled
at Warren.


 


"They've very good women," he said, glaring at
him.  "Leave them alone."


 


"I was going to see if they were going to stay nearby
to help with your rehabilitation."


 


"Yes, they're moving up here."


 


Robo-Natasha kissed him and nodded.  "We're going to be
in New York but Natalie's staying.  We set up her apartment for her
yesterday."  Warren smiled and nodded, cuddling them.  "We'll be up
each and every weekend.  It's a very short train trip."


 


"It is," he agreed, kissing them.  He glared at
his therapist again, making him leave.  "Are you guys okay?  Your power
cores are good?  All that?"


 


Robo-Pepper held up a finger.  "I burned my finger
making cookies for Stark's babies because they were being adorable."  He
kissed it and she cooed, kissing him on the nose.  They cuddled until someone
came to pull them off him.  The original girlfriend zapped the attendant,
giving them another ten minutes.  Then they got a guard in there to walk them
off.


 


His original girlfriend smiled at him.  "I'll be back,
Warren.  We'll be together again."


 


"I can't wait."  He sighed, smiling at her. 
"Stay local?"  She nodded, walking out in front.  The other two took
their kisses and walked off.


 


"They seem very nice and personable," his
therapist said with a smile.  "I would've expected someone a bit more like
you, Warren.  A bit more fandom oriented."


 


"No, they're great.  They're perfect the way they were
made.  I was so brilliant when I made them."  His therapist paused to
stare at him.  Warren sighed.  "I need a conjugal visit.  Damn!"  He
got up and went into the bathroom.


 


"Warren, were those some of your design?" his
therapist asked.


 


"Yup."  He moaned and came out a few minutes
later.  "I needed that.  Thank you."  He smiled.  "They always
inspire me to do great things.  Stark was keeping them from me until I was
healed.  Now I know I need them to heal me."


 


"They seemed very realistic."


 


Warren stared at him.  "They're a lot better.  They
don't have the complicated girl things like bad hair days or periods."  He
smiled.  "She'll never cheat on me.  And I'll kill whoever keeps them from
me."


 


"Sure," he agreed.  "I'd like to get to know
them. It could help if they joined you in your sessions."


 


"Natalie, my original girlfriend, she'll be up here."


 


"Wonderful."  He smiled.  "We'll include her
when we can."  He left, going to call Agent Coulson.  "They're
robots?" he demanded quietly.  Coulson told him more about the girlfriends
and how realistic they were.  How they were a bit scary too.  He hoped that
they could straighten out Natalie so she'd be less jealous as well.  He sent
him all the files he wanted on them.  The therapist decided that Warren was
scary and very talented.  He definitely wanted to know more about these very
realistic robotic women.


 


This was a serious best seller book for sure!


 


***


 


Clint met with the DA the next week.  With the head of Stark
Legal.  Because Tony said he needed a lawyer.  "Why are we meeting?"
he asked as he sat down.


 


"We're going to offer you a deal, Mr. Barton." 
The ADA smiled at him.  "Six years of probation."


 


Clint laughed.  "No.  Thank you anyway."


 


She stared.  "You can be facing serious jail time for
that assault."


 


"Which would be my first offense since I was seventeen,
which got me into SHIELD.  So, no."


 


"You have a noted history for violence.  You're a
sniper."


 


"Yes I am.  I'm also an agent.  Before I was an agent,
I was handling some minor problems where I was."


 


She swallowed.  "Really?"  Clint nodded. 
"You really shouldn't give us new things to look up."


 


"With the way they stalk me, some reporter would tell
you," he quipped.  He grinned.  "Beyond that, I'm pretty sure that my
brother is not going to keep things going."


 


"That's up to the DA," she corrected.  She smiled
her best icy smile.  "They won't give you leniency for being an
agent."


 


"So I've heard."


 


"We go to trial in six months."


 


"That'll be right after the invasion."


 


"You're not allowed to participate," she said.


 


"The judge did not say that and it'll be about as bad
as the invasion so my boss overrules you.  The fate of the world supercedes
things."


 


"I doubt that.  I can have it determined."


 


"You do that."  He smiled.  "You still can't
stop me being at the battle, lady."  She glared.  He stared at her. 
"I'm sorry but that's not going to work and I've seen scarier street
mimes."  He stood up.  "Anything else, miss?  You seem busy since you
got me confused with someone else."  She glared.  He walked off putting on
his sunglasses.  The lawyer was staring at him.  "Sorry," he said once
they were in the elevator.  "I channeled Dawn."


 


Gloria smiled and patted his hand.  "That's fine.  The
first offer is never the best unless it's the only one for a murderer."


 


"No, I'm not unless you're a PETA member.  Then they
consider me one for going deer hunting."


 


"They sent me death threats because my car hit one and
they saw it happen."   They walked out and drove back to the office.


 


***


 


Dawn opened the door to the officers.  "Yes,
Officers?"


 


"Ma'am, the judge over your spouses's release said that
we were to remove the weapons from the house."


 


"I'm sorry, that's not possible.  By federal orders
he's to have weapons around and so am I."  She got that letter to hand
over.  "You can tell him it's still in effect, we checked after the
election and he does not supercede the president."  She smiled slightly. 
"Beyond that, most of the weapons in the house are registered in my name,
not his."


 


"Oh."  He called that in to the DA.  Who was
swearing.  "Ma'am, he said that's not a legal order."


 


Dawn smiled and opened a portal, pulling the DA over.  She
handed him the letter.  "You do not overrule the president.  That's signed
by the current one.  Also, all the weapons in the house are *mine*.  They're in
my name."


 


"We don't like you," he said.


 


Dawn shrugged.  She smiled.  "Then save your own ass
this spring when something slightly bigger than the invasion happens.  I don't
*have* to be there."  The officers went pale.  "Nor do my spouses.  I
can travel to anywhere to avoid the mess."  She tipped her head to the
side.  "Then again, you're a halfie, aren't you?"  He shook his head
violently.  She laughed.  "Dear, my sister was a slayer.  I know how to
spot demons."  He took a swing at her.  Dawn glanced at the officer.  Then
she flattened him.


 


"You still hit awkwardly," Natasha said from
behind her e-reader.  "Clint, catch the baby."  He did that.


 


Dawn smiled at the officers.  "Want me to ask the
judge?"  They nodded.  She opened another portal.  "Your Honor, this
half-demon just tried to hit me for me pointing out that if he didn't like *me*
having registered weapons then he could save his own ass this spring. 
Also."  She got the letter to hold up.  "I believe that overrules the
wish to take weapons registered in my name."


 


He let his bailiff take it to look over then handed it
back.  "Why must you have weapons, Mrs. Barton?"


 


"It's Romanoff-Barton, and it's because I've fought off
a lot of kidnaping attempts over the years.  I've had to make a royal mess a
few times to get away from some of them."


 


"I see."  He stared over her shoulder at Clint. 
"Do you have things that are not registered?"


 


She smile.  "I do hold a slayer's arsenal in case the
need happens.  Also, you do not register swords or battle axes."


 


"No, you don't," he agreed, grimacing.  "They
thought he might be a problem."


 


"Yes, I heard that the half-demon there decided that my
spouse should not be able to be at the battle this spring.  At which time, the
invitation to let them handle it themselves is open.  We'll probably need more
fighters anyway.  We did during the last one and I was too young to have
helped."


 


The judge considered that.  "They offered a deal."


 


She laughed.  "Six years of probation, really?" 
He grimaced.  "Not likely, I'm sorry."  She smiled.  "Beyond
that, the Wolfram and Hart rejects," she said, staring down at the
half-demon.  "Should probably not bother the sister of a slayer."


 


Xander appeared and grinned at the demon.  "I killed
your brother one night for trying to hit on Willow."  The demon flinched. 
"Wow, small world.  You were one of the lawyers in Sunnydale too." 
He grinned.  "Don't recognize me?  The hair's getting a bit long."


 


"No, I do," he said, glaring at him.  Then at
Dawn.  "I'll press charges."


 


"You swung first so if you do, so be it and I'll do it
right back, baby."  She patted him on the head with a smile.  "I'm
only mean in retaliation.  Then again, we *do* have to liaison with the local
community over the invasion."  She looked at Xander.  Who shook his head. 
"We should."


 


"Connor is."


 


"Great."  She smiled.  "Kitten poker?"


 


"I could use a good hand of kitten poker.  Sure." 
He grinned.  "Guys, coming?"


 


"Babysitter," Clint noted.


 


"Talsa?" Xander called.  She got sent by John. 
"Can you babysit Philip?"


 


"Of course!"  She smiled and took the baby. 
"I've missed my own grandchildren and Beya never shares the babies." 
He grinned at her. "Come, we'll teach you how to cook, young man." 
Xander sent her back to the temple.  Natasha sent a diaper bag with her.





 


Xander kindly banished the DA at the judge, letting him
appear there.  "There you go.  So he can whine."  He grinned at the
judge.  "You know, with this recent thing, there's been a few goddesses
that want to turn Clint immortal to stay with Dawn.  Then he'd get to be my god
of war."  He closed the portal and hugged Dawn.  "Go put on something
comfy and not slinky.  You can't compare with the succuba."


 


She winked.  "Yes I can.  I'm hotter than all of
them."  She smiled at the officers.  "Anything else?"  They got
a text and shook their heads, going back to their office.  "Have a nice
night, Officers.  We know it puts you in an uncomfy position."  She smiled
as she shut the door.  "Bags?" she suggested.


 


Xander nodded.  "Could."  They did move all the
weapons into a more hidden area.  Dawn's necklaces were a bit full but that was
fine.  They changed and went to play some kitten poker.  It was a good night
for it.


 


One of the demons in there moaned 'Key' when they saw Dawn. 
She smiled and waved.  "Hey, Freddie."


 


He stared at Xander, who grinned and waved.  "Are you
playing tonight?"


 


"Yeah.  We're bored," Xander said with a grin. 
That got another moan but they did get to play.  Dawn made sure what currency
was being used on the tables she played at.  Her spouses helped and learned how
to play.  Xander looked over at a few hissed whispers of questions, shaking his
head.  "No, she's not."


 


Dawn smiled at them.  "No, Natasha's not part succuba. 
She's just really hot."  The demons nodded, staring at her.  "She's
all mine, guys.  Clint and I do not share."  They looked away.


 


"Key," one of the elder demons in the room said,
walking over to her.  "A few did not want to ask, but they feel
something...different about you.  Something..darker?" he asked, wincing
some.  If he had asked Rosenburg she would've killed him.


 


She smiled.  "I was helping Andrew bleed off the magic
he had accidentally pulled up when his wife was hurt.  I'm still bleeding it
out of myself."  He smiled and nodded.  "I'd never follow in Willow's
bad footsteps, really."


 


"I didn't think you would but some of the younger ones
remember her a bit too well," he said quietly.


 


"I know.  So do I.  I had to make sure no one compared
my niece to her too."  He nodded and went back to his table to tell them
that.  She looked over.  "I'm not Willow and I've never been Willow.  You
can ask me things."  They smiled and nodded, getting back to their hands. 
Xander was staring at her.  "That whole thing that got MB hurt made Andrew
snap into magic again."


 


"That would be what he could call on by his family's
known gifts."  He went back to playing.


 


Clint leaned over to watch her play.  "I'll never get
the hang of this."


 


She kissed him and winked.  "I'll teach you."  She
looked up at the funny feeling coming her way.  "Spike, what did you
eat?" she asked, frowning at him.  "You feel funny to me."


 


"Sorceress doing a spell," he complained, sitting
at her table.  "Whelp."


 


"Hey, Spike.  Did you get her name when you looted her
wallet?"


 


"Not really.  No ID or money.  Pretty but dumb."


 


Xander looked back at him.  "Asgardian?"


 


Dawn tested Spike and shook her head.  "Doesn't feel
like Asgard magic, Xander."  He tested then shook his head and sent a note
at Tara.


 


"When are the kiddies coming back?" Spike asked
with a grin.  "Should be adult now, yes?"


 


"Yup.  Artemis will come back with her new husband when
he comes back."  Spike stared at her.  "They eloped."   She
smiled.  "Artemis did great in her swordswoman training.  Got marked as
highest honors."  Spike grinned and nodded.  "Diana's coming back
soon for college stuff, with the city when it gets back.  Sean's going to be
taking a few classes but not going full time.  He wants to finish his training
with his mancrush on Ronon.  Not that I blame him.  He's very pretty." 
Clint growled.  She grinned at him.  "He is."


 


"Yeah, but still taken."


 


"Me or Ronon?" she teased.


 


"You.  Definitely you."  He kissed her bare
shoulder, making her shiver.  Spike smirked at him.  "How's the local
team?"


 


"Good.  Been a bit bored."  Xander let out a
whining moan.  "Sorry, boy."


 


"Not a good sign."  He looked around.  "Where
are they building?"


 


"It's the holy week," one told him.  "We're
all peaceful."  Xander grinned at him for that thoughtfulness.  "We
heard your brother married?"


 


"Mom tried *really* hard to marry him off to Diana, who
she thought was Artemis.  We had a weasel stomping sort of talk with
Mom."  He looked back.  "Dawn, can you summon the 8 ball?"  She
nodded and brought it, letting him come get it.  He stared at it. 
"Anything going on tonight we have to handle?"  He shook it and
looked at the answer of 'probably but keep them from making Dawn too loud so
they don't bust in on her'.  "Aww.  If you make her squeal too hard,
they'll come try to get you for it, Barton."


 


"They'd be over an acre away and they do not have a
wiretapping or other listening device warrant," Natasha said, sending an
email at the local office. 


 


"This is going to suck until it's completed,"
Clint said.  "I can't make you squeal or anything too loud."


 


She swatted back at him.  "Yes you can.  I'll shoot
them if they try to interrupt my naked squealing time with either of
you."  She leaned back to get a kiss then sat back up with a grin for the
staring demons.  "What?"  They sighed and mostly folded.  Dawn took a
card on the next round and chuckled.  The other demon folded.  "Thanks,
guys."  She pulled over the money.  "Tell me if we change
currencies."


 


"That's next hand, when the big guy gets here,"
one said.  "We don't play with him either.  We'd hate to be
bankrupt."


 


"Me too," Dawn agreed.  He stomped in halfway
through their hand and Dawn won that one.  Then they went to talk to a few
demons about this spring.


 


"Afraid of playing with me?" the demon taunted
with an evil smirk.


 


"I don't like your chosen currency.  Too big of a gap
on the translation to human money.  So I'll sit here and look adorable while
Xander's playing for a few hands."  The demon huffed.  She smiled. 
"I've had someone try to cheat me before."


 


"I heard.  Could you make that potion for us?"


 


"I gave the court two huge jugs.  Don't they have any
left?  If not, I can."


 


"Thank you, Key."


 


"I have a name," she reminded him.


 


"Sorry, Summers....."  He stared at the ones
around her.  "When did you marry?"


 


"Years ago."  She smiled.  "You should see
our son Philip."  He moaned and shook his head.  She grinned.  "Have
fun playing."


 


"Yup."  He sighed and sat down at his usual
table.  A flash above the table that wasn't visible to anyone at it said that
the currency had just changed.  "So that's how that flash happens."


 


Xander looked and nodded.  "You have to be at least ten
feet away to see it though.  Which really is unfair."


 


"Poker's all about luck anyway," one demon
quipped.  He lost and ended up pulling off his ear to toss onto the table. 
"I'm out.  The wife will kill me, guys."  He trudged off to get a
drink for his way home.


 


"I'd have to ask Phil but I might buy that ear,"
Xander said, sending a thought to Phil, who was doing paperwork.  Phil wondered
why so Xander told him what it was used for and how much they usually went
for.  Phil sighed and reminded him they did have separate accounts and that
he'd straighten up Xander's so his wasn't just the temple's funds, that some of
it was his.  Xander grinned and paid for the ear, petting it so he could go
home and make pretty explosive snot bombs with it.  He knew Phil would give him
that look again but oh well.


 


Dawn grinned at Clint.  "You need to have him teach you
how to make that explosive snot bomb."


 


"Explosive snot bomb?" he asked, smiling at her. 
"Is it useful at work?"


 


"That's how I took out that dictator in Central America
that had me captured.  I did apologize for taking that one demon's ear without
his permission though.  That's why I detoured to that bar on the way back to
the hotel."


 


"Yeah, I want to know how that works," Clint
decided.


 


"Dictator?" Xander countered, looking at her.


 


"Wannabe dictator," Dawn said.


 


"Drug lord who wanted to be king," Natasha said. 
"Another time we lost track of her for a few hours."  Dawn nodded
with a grin.  


 


Xander just shook his head.  "You guys need a pretty
leash set.  I'll see if I can ask the jewelry creating Xanders to make you
one.  But yeah, I'll teach you how to do that, Barton."


 


"Thanks, Xander."  He put an arm around Dawn's
shoulders.  "You never told him?"


 


"Um, no.  I didn't even tell Mom."


 


"Your mom would've worried.  I thought you would've
told Xander about that and the cliff thing and maybe even the tree thing to
make him look at you in awe."  She elbowed him.  He grinned. 
"Payback for making your mother nag me."


 


"I didn't make Mom nag you.  You earned that one.  I
didn't even mention it to Mom."


 


"Phil did," Xander quipped.  He looked over. 
"Cliff thing and tree thing?"


 


"Kinda had to play flying squirrel to get away from the
cannibals trying to cook me?" she offered.  "Had to jump a small
ravine to catch the bridge on the other side."


 


"She made it too," Clint said.  "We were
flying in to help her."  Xander moaned, shaking his head.  "The tree
thing?  She found a living, cannibal tree and had to fight it from the inside. 
We had *no* idea where she was.  Same day by the way."


 


Xander nodded.  "I know that tree.  How did you guys
get there?"


 


"Dawn was going through a market and pulling me
along," Natasha said.  "Clint was following looking amused at her
enthusiasm.  When I saw what she wanted me to see, I got happy too.  Then Clint
grabbed onto my arm to keep me from touching the pretty purple diamond looking
crystal."


 


"I knew they had made another access key.  I should go
smash it," Xander said.


 


"Too late," Clint said.  "I blew the fucker
up in the middle of the market when we got back."  Xander smiled at him
for that.  "Then I got to nag for *hours* about touching magical pretty
things."


 


"And we got in a nice 'didn't you yell at us about
that' about a week later with the dragon's egg," Dawn quipped with a grin
for him.  He stroked over her hair.  "At least you didn't bring it
home."


 


"You know, that's how they find out who's a great curse
breaker to be," Xander quipped.  "They find impossible shit to
handle."


 


"Well, if we end up in a Harry Potter world, we'll
contract out with the bank," Dawn quipped with a grin.  "I'm sure
that other Xander can give us tips."


 


"Probably, yeah."


 


"There's a Xander that's a cursebreaker?" Clint
asked.


 


Xander grinned at him.  "Dumass.  Huge booknerd too. 
Likes to go on library jobs because he has all the books he finds copied.  Has
a great castle up on the northern most leyline point."


 


"I know that castle," Dawn said.  "You guys
couldn't see it."  She looked at Natasha.


 


"It probably houses another sorcerer."


 


"It's empty here," Xander said.  "Or a shadow
of Dumass' house.  He said there's an emergency shadow copy floating around but
he thinks it switches realms every few days."


 


Clint shook his head.  "Even the thought of that theory
hurts my brain."


 


"Yeah, mine too," Dawn agreed.  "But if we
have, can we name him the God of Magic for the new house?"


 


Xander nodded.  "I might do that."   He shook his
head quickly.  "He'd have to bring his Draco snuggly consort though."


 


One of the demons at his table looked at him.  "You've
met other versions of yourself?"


 


"They hold a convention yearly," Dawn quipped with
a grin.  "I had to go one year to get help with a potion problem."


 


The demons in the room stared at the trio then at Xander. 
"Seriously?" the high one in the room asked.


 


Xander smiled and nodded.  "Lavelle wanted to hold a
convention for all of us.  He talked the three GHS us into hosting.  We take
over a small made realm for it.  It's really neat.  Some of them bring up their
spouses or boyfriends.  A few have kids they bring up.  A lot of us don't have
kids.  I have to bring Phil this year.  Last year he was on assignment and
couldn't go."  He put down two cards and the dealer gave him two.  He
grinned.  "Thanks."  The others in the room folded and went to the
bar to have a migraine.  "C'mon!  It's not like it's that bad.  I mean, we
did get to share some information, like when one's realm got turned partially
into a D&D world.  That's how Barton got his cold arrows.  They use them
against fire breathing dragons in Hawaii."


 


"I do like those and they mean less bikini times
sometimes," Clint said happily.


 


Dawn looked at him.  "We need some beach time."


 


He looked at her.  "No way in hell are we going to a
public beach so I have to beat off little college guys who think you're hot,
Dawn.  Find us a private beach and I'll go with you."


 


She kissed him.  "Of course you will, or lurk and
watch."


 


"That is also possible."  He cuddled her.   Xander
was snickering.  "It's very relaxing watching her brush people off her ass
on the beach."


 


"It is," Natasha agreed.  "We get to
appreciate the view and her in action."  Dawn blushed but kissed her.  A
few of the demons moaned.  Natasha looked over.  "She has done hotter than
that in the past."  Two officers walked in.  "I think they followed
you."


 


"Probably," Clint said.  "Problems,
guys?"


 


"Sir, is this a legal gambling establishment?" one
asked.  Xander pointed at the demons.  They looked.  "Never mind.  We
don't need to know."  He walked out and reported it was a demonic poker
hall.  That meant they weren't going to touch it and their target wasn't
playing poker, he was cuddling with his wife.


 


Clint kissed her on the head.  "That's going to get
really annoying."


 


"Yup."  Dawn grinned.  "And I doubt it's
legal to harass you that way."


 


"I don't know.  I'll ask."  He settled in. 
"So, snot bomb, Xander?"  Xander showed him via air drawing how to
create one.  He studied it.  "How much range does it have?  Hers had about
a room this size's."


 


"For that sort of range you need to open the aperture
wider.  It'll mushroom up and spread like a fountain."  He adjusted that. 
Dawn added her version underneath.  "Oooh, fiery snot bomb.  Cool,
Dawn."


 


"Thank you.  He deserved it."  She grinned.


 


"Write that down for me," Clint ordered to his
wife.  She smiled and nodded she would.  He looked at Xander.  "Are there
manuals?"


 


"No but Phil just said we're all sitting down this
weekend to learn those."


 


"Can't.  Meeting with the people in Brazil Thursday.  I
won't be back until Sunday," Dawn said.


 


Clint moaned.  "We can do it next weekend,
Xander?"


 


"Sure."  He grinned.  "Going to bring the
kid?"


 


"Yup.  Or else he'll complain a lot."


 


"He and Chris will fuss at each other like last
time," Dawn quipped with a smile.


 


"Uh-huh."  Clint kissed her and smiled.  "You
don't get to go to Brazil without a bodyguard.  Just in case someone wants to
snatch you again."


 


She rolled her eyes.  "I guess.  Clear it with
Pepper."


 


"I can do that."  He watched as the demons came
back.  Dawn watched what tables got which currency.  She went to join one that
moved to american dollars.  "Dawn, that flashed to Bullion?"


 


"No, I'm not betting gold," she sighed, going back
to her seat.  She passed Natasha what she had won, letting her tuck it into her
pocket.  Xander came over to talk to the few demons around them about this
spring and what had been heard.  Faith came in and they made room for her by
Dawn sliding onto Natasha's lap to cuddle her.  She grinned at the dirty look. 
"I'm making room for Faith and you didn't get to be cuddly."


 


"I'm not usually cuddly in public."  Faith slid
into the empty seat with a sigh.  "Bad night?"


 


"Long night.  Huge amount of vamps downtown doing the
whole exercising in the park thing.  LAPD said to please remove them."


 


Xander looked over.  "Need my help?"


 


"Nope.  Though they're a bit mean."


 


Dawn nodded.  "I can see that.  Need my help?"


 


"Nah.  Flame throwers."


 


Dawn hugged her.  "Good job."  She went back to
being cuddly.  The demons were paying more attention to them than they were
their hands.  A few were swearing when they lost games.  Even the non-breeders
were staring slightly.  Which amused Clint and Natasha to no end.  "So,
Xander, do I need to concentrate my powers on some higher entity this
spring?"


 


"Yes and he's an idiot dick."


 


"Sure, I'll show up in something flashy," Dawn
offered.  "Twinkly or not?"


 


"Show up in your niece's armor and some jewels.  He'll
stare at you instead of giving orders," Xander offered.


 


"Hell.  No," Clint said firmly.  "Or the
formal armor we saw."


 


"I like her formal armor," Dawn admitted. 
"The slightly slouchy chainmail top was lined in silk for comfort.  The
cleavage area had just enough room to slightly fold for emphasis," she
told Faith with a grin.  "Then like their usual skirts only in chainmail. 
The sides came about four inches down her thigh and the front and back panel
were longer and over a woven tabard sort of piece of fabric."  Faith
shivered.  "Knee high boots I didn't like so much but we got her some with
heels she could fight in."  She smiled.  "Buffy would've *loved* that
outfit."  She found her wallet and showed her a picture.  "That's her
every day and her formal is behind it."  She pulled it out to show her.


 


"Wow.  Fantasy girl armor.  Bet geeks love that."


 


"Thor helped design them," Xander said dryly.


 


"Figures."  She handed them back.  "That's
very hot."  Dawn grinned as she put it back.  "How's she doing?"


 


"Eloped with Thor.  Spike, wanna see?"  He came
over to look.  She hadn't known vampires could sweat with the lower body
temperature.  He walked back to smoke another cigarette.


 


"Thor?  Big blond guy?" Faith demanded.  Dawn
smiled and nodded.  "Huh.  Guess they'll have blond babies then."


 


"Some year.  Buffy so cooed."


 


"Wonderful."  She shook her head quickly. 
"Any of Sean so I can clear my mind of the dirty girl thoughts?" 
Clint showed her the one he had.  It was Sean working out with Ronon on the
pier shirtless one Asgardian morning.  Faith moaned.  "That'll work to
clear out the bad girl thoughts and give me whole new ones.  Thanks,
Barton."  She got up.  "Let me handle things."  She walked off,
going back to the hotel as fast as she could to pounce her boyfriend.  He
groaned when she pounced.  "The kids," she said between kisses. 
"Damn!"  He helped her up to their room.


 


Gunn looked at Connor.  "Guess they're at the poker
hall."  Connor nodded, grabbing his jacket so they could go talk to them
too.


 


***


 


Dawn looked up as a SWAT team moved in, starting to put up a
smoke screen.  "No," Clint said, grabbing her hand.  "Those are
officers, not more of the bigots, Dawn.  Sorry, guys, but the poker hall just
got attacked by anti-demon idiots."  He pointed at where they were knocked
out.


 


The head of the team looked around then nodded. 
"Efficient.  How?  That smoke stuff?"


 


"Sleeping spell," Dawn said.  "Xander and
Natasha got the demons out of here before they got injured."


 


"That's fine."  He and his team checked them then
looked around.  One table meowed at him.  He stared.  "Someone left their
pet."


 


Dawn looked then shrugged.  "That table's kittens only,
guys."  They stared at her.  "Demons play kitten poker.  It lets the
flesh and blood eaters do it without eating people."


 


"Eww," one said, then shook his head.


 


"Well, yeah," Dawn agreed.  "But kittens or
homeless people?"


 


"Cats," the team agreed.  They got the people
cuffed with plastic cuffs and the leader walked over.  So did another one.


 


Clint stared at him.  "I heard I had a near twin in the
local PD."  The guy smirked and took a swing at him.  Clint grabbed his
arm and used it to force him down with an evil smirk.  "Thanks.  I haven't
sparred in a few days."


 


"We can do that tomorrow.  I scheduled it," Dawn
quipped.  "You, me, Stark, Natasha, Cap, and Bucky."  She looked at
the head of the team.  "I used the most non-lethal yet fastest method I
could.  I didn't shoot any of them."


 


"We like that."  He smiled.  "Demon poker
halls are still illegal."


 


"Well, technically, City Council ignores the peaceful
demon community.  There's a law on the books that says that the Council is
going to ignore them as long as they do stay peaceful and out of sight."


 


"That's a good point, they haven't rescinded it
yet," a higher official said as he walked in.  He walked over the bodies. 
"Knockout gas?"


 


"Sleep spell.  Same effect, lasts about thirty, forty
minutes on most people.  No chance of side effects."


 


"Wonderful."  He smirked at them.  "Gamble. 
Barton."  Clint grinned at him.  "We want to see if you two are
related."


 


"I think someone was more than willing to run the DNA
for us," Clint admitted.  He let his near-twin up.  "Like bows?"


 


"No.  I like guns."


 


"So do I," Clint agreed.  "But I love my
bow."  He grinned.  Gamble smirked back.  "If you're not against it,
I'll gladly let them run the DNA at Stark."


 


"I can do that."  He looked at the higher up. 
"Sir, this hall?"


 


"Looks deserted.  Do we have to take the cat to
someone?"


 


Dawn shrugged.  "That's a kittens only table. 
Nat?"  She came back.  "Someone forgot their bet."  She pointed.


 


"He's adorable but our cat would terrorize him." 
She looked back there.  "Finish that hand to claim that bet before it goes
to the pound."  They ran out to do that.  The one that won snuck out and
headed home with it.  She smiled at the official.  "We made sure none of
the peacefully playing citizens were bothered."


 


"That's fine, ma'am.  You're...."


 


"Agent Romanoff, SHIELD."


 


The higher up nodded.  "I've heard some of your agents
aren't idiots like the ones we get who come to help from the FBI at
times."


 


"Some are, some aren't.  I did the safe list for the
local team," Dawn said, sitting back down.  "Sorry, sore."


 


"That's fine, ma'am."  He looked around. 
"They might want to move this somewhere less well known.  They used
MySpace to gather their mob of pitiful beings."  He looked at Natasha, who
got the bartender out so they could talk about that.


 


Dawn looked at Clint.  "We should go repossess the son
anyway," she said quietly.  "Talsa's probably getting pouted
at."


 


"Possibly.  Unless she fed his oncoming cookie
addiction."


 


Xander appeared, nodding.  "She did.  He's happily
napping with a mouth covered in chocolate.  Phil's staring at him."  He
grinned at the SWAT team.  "Hey, guys.  Are we going to see you this
spring?"  They all nodded.  "Great.  We'll need all the help we can
get unless the idiot leader gets stupid and goes for Dawn."


 


"I can be twinkly if you want," she offered.


 


"Hell.  No," Clint told her.  "Your chainmail
is fully covering, Dawn."  She smiled at him.  He shook his head.  Natasha
came out to kiss them both.  "Let us go home."  He looked at the
higher up, who waved a hand.  "Thanks."  He helped Dawn up, tucking
her under his arm.  "C'mon."


 


"There's a few of those anti-talent people
outside," one of the officers by the door said.  "You might want to
guard her better, sir."


 


"She's the more dangerous one," Clint said. 
"I'm good with a few things.  Nat's good with a few things.  Dawn's good
with more things." 


 


"Please be non-lethal unless you have to be," the
official said.  "Guys, help them to their car."  They went out to
shoo off the humans causing problems.  Two got past them to attack Dawn and
Clint.  Dawn gusted one back while Clint got his gun.  Dawn kicked the other
one back, making him scream as his ribs broke.  Then she broke his arm to get
his gun.  


 


"That's non-lethal," the lead officer said in awe.


 


Dawn handed over the gun with a smile.  "I try to be as
gentle as I can but I was trained to take out any targets that were trying to
harm myself or those I'm protecting."  She grinned at them.  "Shoo. 
Now."  They backed up.  "I can sleep spell you guys too.  Or mice
you."  They ran.  A few tried to come back to attack as they got to the
truck but Natasha slammed one's forehead into the side of the bed.  The other
ran off sobbing.  "Thanks," Dawn called with a smile and a wave. 
"The offer to protect yourselves this spring stands."  She got into
the driver's seat.


 


"My turn," Natasha ordered.  Dawn got into the
back.  


 


Clint got back there with her.  Natasha looked at them. 
Clint smiled.  "It's her turn up front."


 


"It is."  Dawn got up there and they drove off,
going home.  Phil brought his namesake back when they walked in, handing him
over.  Clint took him to change and clean up so he could finish his sleep.  Nat
and Dawn went to bed to cuddle and maybe grope a bit.


 


***


 


Dawn walked into Andrew and Jonathan's lab, grinning at
them.  Jonathan grabbed the table.  Andrew subtly reached behind him for a
weapon.  "I'm looking for help, guys."


 


"That grin means that it's probably a wicked
thing," Andrew said.  "MB said I'm not allowed to be wicked."


 


"Ditto from Patty," Jonathan agreed.


 


"I'm going as an anime or fantasy warrior for the
halloween party.  Who better to help me find the perfect image to base the costume
on than some of our bigger geeks?"  Andrew whimpered, shaking his head. 
"That means you can find one for MB, 'Drew."


 


"She's got hers picked out."  He stared at her. 
"What's the limit on trashy?  Because some of them are...explicit."


 


"Tastefully showing just enough."


 


"Sure, we'll start looking," Jonathan said. 
"We have a huge collection of them on our home system."  Andrew
nodded that was true.  She hugged them, made them some iced tea in their
pitcher, and took their reports before going on.  He and Andrew shared a look. 
"I'd love to see her in some of the World of Warcraft or Final Fantasy
armor."


 


"Clint wouldn't want her too exposed."


 


"True.  There's a few that're more covering on
top."  They settled in to look at what they had on their home systems. 
Patty would go if Dawn was.  And hey, it'd definitely top the evil empress look
from a few years back.


 


***


 


Andrew walked up to Clint, walking him off down a side
hall.  "Dawn's having us help her look up pictures for her halloween
costume."


 


"I haven't heard a thing about that," he
admitted.  "How bad?"  He felt that 'slutty, playful Dawn' feeling
coming on.  It usually came with a headache, a backache, and a really hungry
aftermath.


 


"Fantasy warrior woman?"


 


"Some of those are chainmail bikinis and overly large
phallic swords."  Andrew grinned and nodded.  "It has to cover her
breasts almost completely, can have cleavage but not much else.  Has to be more
than a bikini bottom and tasteful if possible.  There's going to be a lot of people
there in Tony's social circles.  If you'd blush at seeing her in it, she can't
wear it."


 


"I blush at her in her blue suit, Clint."


 


"She does look nice in it.  Nothing that would get
people to start praying or going 'oh my god, I want that'."


 


"So like that movie with the vampires and the hot
chick?"


 


Clint considered it.  "I've only seen pictures.  Run
them by me first?"  He nodded, handing him a USB keydrive.  "Thanks,
'Drew."


 


"She had that grin that made me reach for weapons
because it was going to be evil, Clint."  He walked off.  "We have
more for her but those were the most trashy."


 


"Great."  He went down to Tony's lab to pull his
spare tablet over so he could go over the files. 


 


Tony looked over.  "Has to be more covering than that
but I would suggest you distract her, Barton."


 


"She asked Andrew and Jonathan to help her find the
right picture.  I'm setting the bottom limit."  He flicked through the
pictures, grimacing.  His wife, so getting it.  He shared a few with Natasha. 
She wondered when he started to like fantasy artwork with trashy armor.  He
told her why and she moaned out loud in the meeting she was in.  Fortunately
Fury and Phil were in there so they understood.  The other moron, not as much. 
Clint erased all the ones that gave him ideas about Dawn wearing them for him. 
Some things had to be private.  Though a few he made a new category of that for
her.  That way she'd get one done for just their enjoyment.  Tony erased more
of them on him.  "How trashy is the lowest level?"


 


"Bikini top and covering bottom."  Clint showed
him one and he nodded.  "She'd look really nice but no.  I doubt she'd go
that trashy to that event.  We taught her better than that."  He went back
to work.  "Make it something you wouldn't be ashamed to see her wearing at
the mall, Barton."


 


"I'm trying."  He had found three he didn't mind. 
Six he'd like to see in private, but not in public.  He took the keydrive back
to Andrew.  "Has to be seen in public in it."  He walked off shaking
his head.  Sometimes his wife worried him a lot.  He clearly needed to fix that
filthy mind and he was tired.


 


***


 


Dawn walked an envelope into Tony's office since he was in
there.  He opened it and stared at it, then burst out laughing.  "If we
have to pay you a grant to do such an in-depth exploration of your husband's
penis, something's seriously wrong in your life," he said with a smirk at
her.


 


"No, I have one of those.  It's called vacation time,
Tony.  That's from the research grant people.  Someone filed for that.  They
thought you'd want to answer that one in person.  That and the one from someone
else who wanted to study cherry skins."


 


He looked at that one, nodding.  "Yeah, I want to
answer those.  Thanks, needed the laugh.  Oh, halloween party since I've
heard."  She grinned.  That smile usually made Pepper need a drink. 
"Something your wife wouldn't mind you seen in if you were wearing it at a
mall in the middle of the afternoon."


 


"That takes half my fun," she complained.


 


"Yeah, it does."  He smiled.  She grinned and
left.  "Don't you have a few days of vacation time coming up?"


 


"For his preliminary hearing."


 


"Never mind," he complained.  "Maybe they'll
get some pre-trial stress relief."  He took those two to Pepper so she
could giggle.  Pepper was looking at fantasy armor to.  He blinked.  "Are
we all going in fantasy armor?  Because I can shine my suit."


 


"If you want," she said with a grin.  She took the
requests and burst out laughing.  "Oh, dear."  She looked over as
Clint leaned down at Dawn's desk to kiss her.  "Aww," she cooed.


 


He grinned at her.  "I'm reminding her to bring dinner
home tonight.  I'm going to go home and take a nap so I have some energy when
she gets there."  He strolled off.  Dawn was cackling.


 


"She was thinking trashy fantasy armor for the
halloween party, Pepper," he said with an evil smirk.


 


"I was thinking about going as Xena but I think I'm a
bit too old for that."


 


"Go as Aphrodite," Dawn called.


 


"That's a bit more scandalous," Pepper
complained.  Tony had to look that up and he blushed.  "See?  Not at my
age."  He let her see.  "No, the one from tv's Hercules show,
Tony."  He adjusted that search and showed her.  She smiled and nodded.


 


Tony stared at it then at her.  "Yes, you are." 
He walked off to show Steve.  "Bucky, the halloween party is mandatory for
all Stark employees.  That day we do dress up, that night we host a huge
party."  He looked at Steve, showing him the picture.  Steve's mouth
opened then he shook his head with a sigh.  "For Pepper, not me."


 


"I was hoping it wasn't yours," he said, staring
at him.  "I think it's a bit risque for Pepper's usual taste."


 


"She was thinking Xena but she thinks she's too
old."


 


Steve shook his head.  "Never saw that show."


 


"I have," Bucky said with a slight snicker. 
"Pepper would make a great Aphrodite, Stark.  The pink bikini and
see-through cover up would go great on her.  Pretty crown in her hair?"


 


Xander appeared, handing Tony something.  "Aphrodite
said she needs to change her style.  She found hairs and cellulite this
morning."  He disappeared with a head shake.


 


Tony looked and grinned, taking it to Pepper. 
"Aphrodite said you could borrow something."


 


She looked at it then at him.  "I'm not in shape for
this, Tony."


 


"Yes you are, Pep.  Trust me."  He winked and
strolled off.


 


"Dawn, how did you talk me into going as a fantasy
woman?"


 


"It's a good theme?  We are women that make many men
create fantasies."


 


"I guess."  She took it to try on.  She did look
hot.  But at her age....  Then again, she looked hot.  She paged Steve.  He'd
give her an honest opinion.  "Steve, I need an honest opinion."  She
walked out in it.


 


Steve had been accompanied by Bucky.  Steve quickly shut the
office doors.  "If you weren't taken, Miss Potts, you'd find yourself
taken," Bucky said with a hot blush.  He wasn't going to stare.


 


Steve blinked at her.  "Um..."  He cleared his
throat.  "Bucky, can I have a moment?"


 


"Sure, Stevie."  He patted him on the back as he
walked past him.  "Lucky bastard."


 


"Yeah, I am."  He locked the office doors and
walked over to kiss her.  "At home, not in public," he moaned into
the kiss.  "I'd have to pounce and that would probably embarrass us
both."  He walked her to the couch and she was more than happy to go along
with his pouncing.


 


Dawn stopped Tony, shaking her head.  "She tried it
on.  Steve's pouncing."


 


"I can help," Tony complained.


 


"Let them have some pouncing time, boss, then go
help."


 


He leered.  "That's a great idea."  He checked his
email and the cameras in there.  Yeah, they were definitely pouncing.  Steve
was growling.  He finally popped the lock and walked in there, relocking the
door so he could help Steve pounce her.  Or she could help him pounce Steve. 
One of those.


 


Dawn smiled and rearranged his schedule.  "Dr.
Philipina, Stark's running just a bit behind.  No, talk about the halloween
party.  Give him a half-hour?  Thank you."  She hung up and made that
change to the schedule.  Stark would appreciate the extra twenty minutes and
clean up time.


 


***


 


Dawn smiled at her chosen seamstress. 
"Halloween."


 


"What were you thinking about going as?"  Dawn
showed her the pictures she had chosen.  "Hmm.  Interesting."


 


"I'm going as a fantasy warrior woman.  That's for the
daytime."


 


"Are you planning on wearing it later for
battles?"


 


"No.  Leather in battles gets sweaty and you swim in
it.  It's also too heavy.  There's a special bulletproof thingy that I'm
working on getting made for this spring.  They have to heat seal the seams and
all that."


 


"Sounds interesting.  I'd love to see it when you get
it done."  She smiled.  "These aren't that hard.  Are you putting
these over a skin-colored bodysuit?"


 


"No.  I'm going to be sticking them on.  The bikini
bottom will be going over one for comfort."  She nodded.  "As a
backup and for playtime, the husband liked those."  That got a giggle from
the older woman.  She grinned.  "I deserve to be pounced that way."


 


"You certainly do.  Anything you wanted to add?"


 


"I'll need knife holders sewn on the daytime one.  I
have a shoulder harness and one for a sword on my back.  On the nighttime one
I'll be carrying a few things over my back.  If that's not going to make it in
time I have this one," she said.  "I was going to ask to add blood
red wings.  That one looks more like a bodysuit sort of thing."


 


"I can do that on a clear one and the fabric stripes
and spears can be covering.  Wings?  Big ones?"


 


"Graceful, matches the blood red, feathers I was
thinking but not *hugely* huge."


 


"I can do that."  She smiled.  "That way you
have three choices for that night?"


 


Dawn grinned.  "That'd be fine.  It'd probably get me
pounced anyway."  The seamstress drew up the contract for those pieces. 
The trashier ones were easy enough to do.  They were basically body harnesses
with decoration.  The one with the wings was a lot like a Wonder Woman costume
only mostly in dark, gothic red with gold trim and a gladiator style skirt. 
The purple one was basically a long corset like what showgirls used to wear
with a short skirt in purple leather with fancy, stylized arm guards.  The
jeweled ones without the bodysuit they discussed colors and how to stick them
on - double sided tape or spirit gum, or as the last resort magic.  They agreed
they could do that and Dawn could find some boots to go with the emeralds
crystals it would look like were growing out of her skin in designs.  Not all
that hard and she could do them all within a month.


 


***


 


Clint smiled as Dawn walked in.  "Where were you? 
You're late."


 


"Seamstress for the halloween outfits."  She
kissed him with a grin.  "Thank you for helping the boys."


 


"Welcome."  He stared at her.  "What did you
decide on?"


 


"The hip huggers and sports top picture for the
daytime, the one with all the weapons and sunglasses.   I can wear those trashy
six inch heel black leather boots with them.  For that night, I'll have three
choices."  She smiled and kissed him.  "Then we'll see.  Natasha can
use one maybe."


 


"What am I going as?" he asked with a grin.


 


She  smirked back.  "Some sort of fantasy warrior? 
It'll mean you can find those leather pants from Helsinki again."  She
went into the kitchen.


 


"Dinner's right here," Clint called.


 


"I'm getting us drinks."  She came out with water
to kiss him and settle in beside him to eat.  "Natasha?"


 


"Getting Grandma with Philip.  Her plane was delayed
and Bruce couldn't stand the airport anymore."


 


"That's fine.  She can cuddle later."


 


Clint stared at her.  "I'm going to be taking all the
bad idea plans out of your head, Dawn."  Dawn chuckled.  It nearly made
him shiver.  That was a bad sign.  He had a lot of work to do.  They could eat
dinner later, after he was done."  He pulled her into his lap.  The fork
she had been eating from got tossed onto the plate, and he missed for once, but
he was busy doing other things.  Dawn's ear got teased as he stripped off the
extra layers she was wearing.  Finally she was down to a bra and panties.  That
was what he needed.  She banished his clothes on him.  That was even better. 
Thankfully her panties moved easily because he needed in her.  Right then. 
Right there.  He didn't care if his son and Joyce walked in on them in the next
few minutes.


 


***


 


An hour or so later, Joyce walked into the house first and
paused.  "I think someone started the celebration without us.  Let me put
Philip down for you, Natasha."  She took the baby but he wiggled away from
her and got down to look at the food.  He picked up the fork from the floor to
suck on with a grin.


 


"That's right, that's a fork and you eat off it,
son," Natasha said, taking him from the table.  She showed Joyce her
room.  They put Philip down, even though he fussed.   Then she came out,
pulling down her hair.  "Could we not make it to the bedroom?"


 


"No," Clint moaned.  "Nat, she's teasing
me."


 


"She likes that and you taught her you like that
behavior," she said dryly.  Dawn pulled her down to kiss her.  She moaned
into it.  "Your mother and son just saw you having sex."


 


"Mom knows I have a lot of sex," Dawn said with a
grin.  "And the son doesn't care yet."  She went back to it.  Clint
was teasing her.  "Nat, he won't speed up!"


 


Natasha sighed and settled beside them to help them both get
off.  It was good for them.  Bruce knocked and came in, then blushed and
paused.  "Um, Joyce?" he asked.  Natasha pointed. 
"Thanks."  He ran that way.  She was reading on the bed.  "You
made a very pretty daughter but I did not want to see that much of her."


 


"Me either."  She took a kiss and smiled. 
"Though it is a great idea."


 


"Not tired from the flight?" he asked, stripping
off his t-shirt.


 


"No, I napped most of it."  He grinned and it was
good and loud for them too.


 


Clint pulled back to pant.  "She is where you got the
loudness from."  He kissed Dawn again, working harder and faster.  Dawn
was still in happy, slutty wife land.  Natasha saved him by pulling Dawn off
and taking her to their bed.  Clint gulped both bottles of water and ate his
whole plate on the way in there.  He swallowed the last bite and put down the
fork and plate on the hallway table.  He walked in there.  "Let me brush
my teeth."


 


"You'll clean up anything you left," Dawn said,
teasing herself while teasing Natasha's nipples.


 


Clint moaned and dug in again.  It was dirty in this trench
tonight but he'd win this war.


 


Even if it killed them both.


 


***


 


Joyce smiled at breakfast as Philip got carried out by
Natasha.  "Good morning, Philip, Natasha."  She smiled at the baby
and waved.  "Morning."  He yawned but grinned and let her hold him to
cuddle.  He fell back asleep on her shoulder.  "That's fine.  You need
your sleep."


 


"He just started to walk," Natasha said quietly.


 


"That's wonderful."  She looked at him.  Then at
her daughter-in-law.  "Dawn and Clint?"


 


"Barely got to sleep an hour ago."


 


Joyce giggled like a schoolgirl.  "That's
wonderful."  Natasha shook her head.  "Yes it is.  It's a great thing
in any marriage."  She sat down with the baby still on her shoulder,
sipping her coffee.  "Sit and eat, Natasha.  I'm good and Bruce will be
out of the shower soon."


 


She made them all breakfast.  Bruce came out looking smug. 
"Dawn's up."


 


"They only got to sleep an hour ago," Joyce said.


 


"I heard."  He grinned.  "Clint actually
missed when he threw something at me."  Natasha paused then went in to
check him.  "He's fine, just tired."


 


"He's not fine."  She tested.  "Clint, you're
going to the infirmary."


 


"They can't save me either," he moaned.


 


Natasha made him look at her.  "You're running a
fever."


 


Dawn tested then nodded.  "You are."  She got up
and limped into the shower.  Clint looked smug but she had wrecked his back
just as much.  She came out showered and wrapped in a towel.  Natasha helped
Clint in there while Dawn got dressed and laid out clothes for the rest of
them.  Dawn was dressed by the time he got out.  "Okay, I'm driving."


 


"Like hell," Natasha said in Russian. 
"You're exhausted."  She took Clint out.  "Joyce, he's running a
fever."


 


"I can drive her and Philip in later," Bruce
said.  "Feel better, Clint."


 


"Yeah, I will.  I probably just need some sleep,
Doc."  They got him out to the car, he could stretch across the backseat
once the carseat was out of the way.  Natasha did drive.  She cut nearly ten
minutes off the trip with how well she drove.


 


Dawn walked Clint into the infirmary.  "Doc, he's
running a fever."


 


"We're not an ER, Miss Summers."


 


Dawn looked up and sighed.  "JARVIS, can you please
call Dr. Pigalli?  Clint's got a pretty good fever and his aim's off."


 


"She's coming out in ten minutes," he reported a
second later.  "Are you feeling all right?"


 


"I'm fine.  Tired but it's not because of that.  Tell
the boss we're down here?"


 


"I have.  He's still mumbling over coffee so he sent
back a 'get well soon'.  Here she is."  The other doctor appeared and took
over from Dawn.  Clint got laid on a bed and tested.


 


"We're not an ER," the other doctor said.


 


"Yes we are.  For people here, especially the SHIELD
members, we are," Doc told him.  "We got Dawn though smallpox a few
months back when it got sent here."  She tested Clint's blood while she
checked him for anything.  "This looks familiar."


 


Dawn was staring at him.  "Doc, check it against all
ours?"  She got blinked at.  "This looks really familiar.  It looks
like how I felt."  She grimaced and ran that test.


 


"If we're checking against the family's accumulated
diseases we've been exposed to, run a DNA check," Natasha said quietly. 
"It would be hard to get yours, Dawn, but not Xander's version."


 


"True."  Doc nodded and sent that to genetics for
them.


 


A few hours later, Clint was being kept cool and having his
forehead soothed by a cool cloth when an irate geneticist stomped in. 
"What is that strange genome!" he demanded.  "No human has
that!"


 


"Mermaid," Natasha said.  "They exposed
Alexander to it back when he was in Sunnydale during an incident."  The
geneticist stared at her, mouth open, making squeaky noises.  She nodded. 
"Is it changing much?"


 


"No.  Not in the least.  We can weed it out so it
won't.  It looks like it's focused inside a muscle.  That's where the infection
is sitting," Doc said.  Natasha nodded at that.  "Whatever they did,
it's either not the right blood type and it's caused that blockage, which
probably saved him, or it's something else in his blood.  You'd have to ask him
or Coulson."


 


"Philip Coulson!" Dawn yelled from the doorway. 
"Here, now, Mister!"   Doc had sent her to handle minor things and
then come back after she had vented.  Coulson appeared, looking startled. 
"Someone injected my husband with your husband's blood."


 


"What?" he demanded, looking at the doctors.  They
showed him.  "That is Xander's mermaid taint.  Doctor Reynaldo has
that," he told the geneticist, who ran off to call him.  "Clint's the
wrong blood type for Xander."  Doc sighed.  "How bad?"


 


"We can remove a lot of it with some filtering and with
the lump in his thigh."  She pointed.


 


"Go for it, we trust you," Dawn said, looking at
Natasha, who nodded she agreed.  "How many treatments of dialysis?"


 


"Maybe three or four.  It's not going to be permanent
as far as I can tell, Dawn," Doc said calmly.  "Go prep the surgical
suite," she told the nurse, who nodded and went to do that for her. 
"Coulson, I need to know exactly what your husband has."


 


"We're not sure.  Xander won't let anyone take his
blood."


 


"But SHIELD's infirmary treated his foot the other day
when it got cut," Natasha said quietly.  Phil looked at her then
disappeared.  "We should probably warn Fury."


 


"Nope," Dawn said.  "I want to know who had
this horrible idea.  Because killing is too good for their ass."  She
stomped off to tell Stark.  "Someone injected Clint with Xander's
blood."  


 


Tony paused in his flirting to stare at her.  "Xander
wouldn't even let me run a sample," Tony said quietly.  "Or
Bruce."


 


"He cut his foot the other day sparring with Phil. 
Someone had thrown a piece of broken necklace onto the mats while
fighting."


 


Tony took a calming breath.  "That's not good."


 


"He's having some muscle that's infected
removed."  Bruce got up and went down there to help.  "Doc's doing
it, Stepdad."


 


"That's fine.  They could always use another
hand."


 


Dawn looked at him.  "We told Phil."


 


"I'll help Coulson find out who."  Dawn smiled
weakly and went back to the infirmary to wait.  "Because you deserve the
right to fuck them up," he said quietly, looking at Pepper.


 


"If so, I don't want you back at SHIELD's HQ, the hell
carrier, none of it, Tony," Pepper said.


 


"No, I don't either."  He looked at Steve.  Who
nodded he'd stay with Pepper and the kids.  "Thanks."  He took kisses
and left.


 


Pepper sighed, looking at Steve.  "I don't know what's
going on over there."


 


"I think it's the same infection that's in the
Board," he admitted.  "I'm not sure who's above that since you said
Loki got pissed off at their last thing."


 


"Could be."  She considered it.  "JARVIS,
tell us when Clint's out of surgery."


 


"It won't be a long one.  He'll have a while to heal
from what I'm seeing."


 


"We can cover for him," Steve promised.  He got
up.  "Let me tell Bucky."  She nodded.  Security came to hover near
the office since Dawn wasn't at her desk.  He found Bucky being mobbed by the
kids.  "I need you to do the fill-in spot like we talked about."


 


Bucky looked up at him.  "Who got injured?"


 


"Clint.  It was a plot."


 


Callia hopped up.  "It was a what?" she demanded. 
"I'm going to help Auntie kill someone!"


 


"Sit," Steve ordered with a point.  She huffed and
started to stomp off but he caught her and picked her up to look at her. 
"That's our job, not your job.  We can do it better than most people,
princess."  She snorted, glaring at him.  "Your job is like Dawn's. 
You're the last line of defense in front of your siblings.  We're ahead of you
on that list but if they make it through us, you're to protect your siblings
and yourself.  That's it.  We adults have each other covered."


 


She nodded once.  "I can do that.  Call Sean?  They
have healing stuff up there."


 


John appeared with a machine in his hand.  "Healing
wands you mean?"  He smiled.  "Infirmary?"


 


"Next building, third floor," Steve said with a
smile.  "Thank you."


 


"Welcome.  Xander just threw an explosive fit with the
infirmary there.  The people who were trying to pull strings planned it from
getting him injured on."  He moved himself to where Dawn was, smiling at
her.  He walked in and let the nurse help him scrub in, bringing the machine
closer.  "This is a healing wand, Doctor Pigalli."


 


"I've heard of those."  She finished sucking out
the infected nastiness.  "Can you now?"


 


He tested it.  "I think so."  He got Doctor
Keller, letting her come to help.  He didn't fully understand the readings.


 


"Doctor Pigalli, I'm Doctor Keller, head Doctor on
Atlantis."  She nodded at her.  "I'm also a trauma surgeon." 
Doc grinned at her for that.  "Let's see what confused John."  She
read it and nodded.  "You have some infection left."  They excised it
together and got it out of there then she used the healing wand.  "That's
good."  They relaxed when it was healing better.  John frowned, going to
talk to the mini Stark.  He brought back something.  "What's that?"


 


"She said it's a wound sealer."


 


"I've seen the testing on that," Doc said, taking
it to work on the edges of the wound.  She'd leave a spot for drainage.  It did
heal the muscles and the skin.  They all relaxed.  The removed stuff was very
little.  The filtering was already going.  Clint would be fine.


 


Dawn's temper....  Well, she had a spouse to calm down.


 


***


 


Dawn appeared in New York an hour after Clint got out.  He
had blinked at them and went back to sleep.  "Guys?"  They turned to
stare at her.  "How's it going?"


 


"The new idea is great but too thin.  It can rip too
easily for armed combat."


 


"I can put a vest over it."  They smiled.  She
pulled up a picture and they moaned.  They could make it from the armor-grade
stuff easily enough.  The machine started to work from her measurements.  She
came over.  "Good?"


 


"Great actually, Dawn."  They helped her into it
to test the fit.  It was snug but moved with her.  It was comfortable but not
too warm.  It wasn't heavy, bulky, or upsetting.  Though it was fitted wrong
around her armpits.  Her tailor got called in to fix that part and they
adjusted the pattern for the vest based on what he did.  Dawn kissed them all
on the cheek and went home.  She'd be back in a few days for that.


 


Natasha looked at her.  "Where were you?"


 


"Checking on something in New York."  She took a
kiss.  "Want something to drink?"


 


"I could use lunch."  Dawn nodded, going to get it
for her.  She watched her go.  "That was a lie," she called after
her.  Dawn just shot back a grin.  "Oh, dear."  She looked at Clint. 
Dawn came back with a simple, soothing lunch for them.  "What were you
checking on?"


 


"My new outfit for under my chainmail."  She
sipped her broth, staring at her wife.  "I'll need one."


 


"You will," she agreed.  "Your last one was
plain spandex."  She dug in.  That made much sense and the thread of 'lie'
meant that it was a bit more than that.  Bucky leaned in.  "He's fine and
out, Bucky."


 


"That's great.  Callia's finally not vowing death for
whoever did that."


 


Dawn snorted and waved a hand.  "That's my job." 
She smiled.  Then she sipped more broth.  Clint moaned and woke up, holding his
head.  "Hey."


 


"Ow.  What?"


 


"Someone stuck you with Xander's blood," Dawn
said, getting up to help him sit up.  She maneuvered the bed for him.  "I
got some broth."  He nodded, letting her hand him the half-mug.  He drank
it and Natasha's.  "I would've gotten you some but if I had you wouldn't
have woken up until tonight."


 


"Probably," he agreed, licking his lips. 
"Okay."  He looked at his leg, which was bandaged.  Then at Bucky. 
"We all okay?"


 


"Only you got stuck."


 


"We're all fine," Natasha said.  Dawn helped her
up and over to him.  "I'm fine, Dawn."


 


"Your leg's been cramping from sitting too long." 
She smiled at Clint.  "You'll be okay.  Just a bit of physical
rehab."


 


He nodded.  "That's good.  Why does my arm hurt?" 
He looked at it.  It had a huge bruise.  "Bad IV?"


 


"Dialysis," Dawn said.  Clint stared at her. 
"Mermaid taint."  He let out a muttered swear.


 


"Basically," Natasha said with a smile. 
"They say it'll only be a few treatments."


 


"That's fine.  As long as it's not permanent." 
They shook their heads.  "Good."  He looked at Bucky.  "The kids
and them?"


 


"Callia's barely quit swearing vengeance."


 


"Hug her.  That stops her aunt's moments of that."


 


"Steve tried that."  Clint waved a hand and Bucky
called for her to come down.  She ran in and Bucky helped her onto the bed. 
"You be gentle," he warned.


 


"I know!"  She made 'shooing' motions.  "Go,
shoo.  My uncle."  She snuggled in.  "Are you all right, Uncle
Clint?" she cooed, cuddling him.  "You have to be okay.  No one else
could teach me fun things like you do."


 


He cuddled her.  "I'm fine as far as I've been
told."  She grinned and calmed down, nearly falling asleep on him. 
"Thank you for worrying so much, Callia."  She mumbled something.  He
grinned and kissed her on the head.  "I think you're neat too."  He
let Bucky take her.  Dawn kissed him on the cheek.  "Thanks."  He
kissed her then Natasha.  "Doc?"  She came out of the office from
talking with the other one.  "How long am I hopping for?"


 


"Probably about a month, until it heals and you get some
rehab to make sure the muscles weren't damaged or the nerves."  He
nodded.  "Your bloodwork after dialysis came out great.  We'll take it on
a case-by-case basis.  You'll get one more and we'll see if you need
more."  They all nodded at that.  "The wrong blood type meant that it
caused a holy infected mess in there.  No stressing it too much, Barton."


 


"I won't, Doc."  She smiled at him for that sense
and went back to the office.  "Home?"


 


"Tomorrow."


 


"Okay."  He kissed them.  "Can we have the
sprout's birthday tomorrow?"


 


"Mom said we are," Dawn agreed with a grin. 
"She said Saturday actually."  Clint grinned.  That'd give him an
extra day of being home.  She took another kiss.  "Let me handle things
and you two cuddle.  It's her turn."  She winked and strolled off.


 


Clint looked at her.  "It's your turn to be worn
out," he said once Dawn was done.


 


"I enjoy her in slutty, bad idea moods."  She did
climb up to sit next to him on the bed.  She'd never cuddle in public unless it
was part of an operation.  He rested against her side anyway.  She ran her
fingers through his hair.  "We'll manage it."  He nodded.  "You
had a very high fever.  Did you not realize it?"


 


"I was already sweating."  Doc laughed. 
"Sorry, Doc, but Dawn's been in a slutty, bad idea land sort of mental
place."


 


"We all like her in those around the office.  It means
that things get arranged in a social way."


 


"She arranged parties?" Natasha guessed.


 


"Things for the interns and other staff.  Special
viewing parties for the geeks."


 


"Aww," they said together.  They hadn't heard
about those.


 


***


 


Dawn handed MB the list.  "Arrange those in proper
series order please.  Viewing party's next weekend.  The DVD's are already
ordered and in the mail."  She walked past her.  "Patty, you're in
charge of the _Time Warp_ during the halloween lunch."


 


"Okay," Patty agreed happily.  "I love the
_Time Warp_ dance."


 


MB looked at it.  "She even included the movies. 
Wow."  She settled in with her best friend to go over the order they
should go in.  The guys came over to hug them and help.   "Dawn's
arranging things."


 


"Clint's in the infirmary," Andrew said. 
"Someone stuck him with Xander's blood." 


 


"Didn't Xander have like smallpox or something?"
Patty asked quietly, glancing around.


 


"They're testing to see if the antibodies got passed
over," Jonathan said with a grimace.  "We don't think they
did."  That got a nod.


 


"We'll handle it if they do come."  They finished
the arranging and getting it back to Dawn.  Patty told the chemists about the
dance during the halloween lunch.  They all smiled because Dawn did fun things
for them.


 


***


 


Clint came home and flopped down on the couch, his crutches
going beside him.  Philip stared from where Grandma was feeding him. 
"Hey, kiddo.  Missed me?"


 


"Horribly," Joyce said.  "Finish your lunch
and you can see Daddy."  Philip wiggled until she had to let him down.  He
ran over to Clint and got pulled up to cuddle him.  Joyce smiled.  "He's
good."


 


"I can feed him."


 


"He's supposed to eat at the table."


 


"We don't," Clint admitted.  "Usually." 
She rolled her eyes.  "We do make him sit down and eat though.  Wherever
we're eating."


 


"That's good."  She came out to sit in the chair. 
"Philip, food?"  He looked at her, grinning and waving.  "I
know, you missed Daddy."  She held up the bowl.  "Lunch?"  He
got down and came over to sit in front of her on the table to eat.  She smiled
when he looked back at Daddy.  "He's not moving for hours, Philip." 
She finished feeding him and wiped his mouth off.  "Good boy.  Thank you. 
Go cuddle."  He ran back to pounce Clint, helping him nap.  Joyce smiled,
arranging things in the house for later.  The girls would be home soon. 
Natasha got home first, she heard the truck.  She came in with the bag from the
pharmacy.  "Long wait?" she teased.


 


"Slightly."  Joyce hugged her and Natasha froze.


 


Joyce smiled at her.  "You're my daughter-in-law and we
hug, dear.  It's not an attempt to kill you or cuddle you that way." 
Natasha relaxed and Joyce patted her on the cheek.  "I should kill the
people that taught you hugs were evil."  She walked off.


 


Natasha looked over at Clint, but he was asleep.  Natasha
let it rest in her mind for now.  Joyce had never grabbed her to hug her
before.  It felt nice.  Motherly.  Which was very strange to her.  She put
Clint's medicines on the table next to him.  "They have childproof
caps," she said when Joyce came back from the bathroom.


 


"That's fine.  He'll probably use them to make noise. 
Babies love noise.  I almost thought Buffy was going to be musically inclined
with how many times she woke me up out of a sound sleep by banging pots."


 


"Callia gets up at least twice a night as well,"
she said.


 


"It's the 'rounds' as Faith calls them.  You get up to
check your perimeter and your tribe."


 


"Ah."  She settled in to wait.  Philip woke up
from his nap first and squealed at Daddy when he spotted him.  Clint moaned and
cuddled him.  Philip babbled baby noise at him until Clint blinked at him. 
Then he crawled up to slobber on his nose.  "That's a very good kiss, son. 
We'll have to teach you how to do it without drool," Natasha said with a
grin for them.


 


"He'll learn soon," Clint promised.  He cuddled
him.  "I have to go potty, kiddo.  Wanna help?  That way you learn how big
boys do it, no matter what your mom wants."  He grimaced as he sat up.  He
spotted the bottles and took his antibiotic and pain pill.  "Thanks,
Nat."


 


"Welcome.  Dawn will be home soon."


 


"Dawn has other things to worry about beyond me.  Let
her worry about the kids and Pepper."  He grabbed his crutches and stood
up, letting Philip down.  "Follow me."  He hopped.  "Don't get
underneath them, Philip.  It'd hurt if I stepped on you."  They went to
the bathroom together.  Philip came out giggling.  "I know, I look different,"
he was telling him as they came back.  "That's because your mommy and
cousin Callia won on the circumcision thing."  He sat down and put his
foot back up on the coffee table.  Philip pouted so he pulled him up next to
him.  Still pouting.  "What?  I don't read your mind like I do your
mom's."


 


Natasha got his guitar and brought it back.  Philip beamed
at her and babbled, trying to take it to cuddle.  Daddy took it and made sure
it was in tune before playing.  Philip curled up against his thigh, letting the
guitar rest behind his head.  Daddy didn't mind and it was comfy.


 


"Come cuddle me," Joyce said, taking him. 
"That way you can listen to it."  Philip didn't mind being cuddled by
her or Natasha while Daddy played.  When Mommy got home, he minded the cuddling
but she just sighed and took him with her to change.


 


"Yes, it's me again and you do have to spend time with
me, son."


 


Natasha looked at Joyce.  "She still claims he has a
favorite."


 


Clint nodded.  "He does.  A lot."  He went back to
playing.  Philip came running back out without his shirt.  "Why are you
half-naked?"


 


"Mommy was going to make him take a bath," Dawn
called, coming out in shorts and a t-shirt.  "Bath, son?"  He pointed
at his father and grunted.  "Sure, we'll sit down and let Daddy play us
pretty things."  She got the other end of the couch and let him watch
Clint play.  Philip stared at Daddy.  He was doing neat things.


 


"I think that's the same look Callia used to give her
father in the lab," Joyce said with a grin.


 


"It is," Dawn said with a smile.  "Means we
get to give him music lessons though."


 


"Stark needs to put music lessons in for all the
kids," Clint said as he played.  He finally put his guitar up, even though
his son pouted.  He patted his lap.  Philip crawled over and cuddled.  "I
love you too, little guy.  We'll teach you how to play sometime."


 


"I'd like to watch him learn," Dawn agreed with a
grin for Clint, who smiled back.  "Mom, Bruce will be home at about
eight.  What'm I doing for dinner since Philip's dinner is tomorrow?"


 


"I picked up his cake earlier but it's in the
fridge."  She considered it.  "Pasta?"


 


"You'll have a mooch," Clint and Natasha said.


 


"That's fine.  We can fix bowties or something big so
he can't choke."  She and Dawn got up to look at what was in there.  It
was pretty easy to pull out some chopped up meat and make noodles.  Dawn even
had a stir fry sauce she liked.  It was good and Philip came over to see what
they were doing.  Mommy showed him and he liked that.   Clint and Natasha
shared a look and grin.  They'd cure Dawn's braless needs later.


 


***


 


Dawn showed up ten minutes late.  Tony looked out at her. 
"Sorry, boss."


 


"Traffic?" he quipped.  "Since you pulled in
twenty minutes ago?"


 


"No, picking up the new outfit for under the chainmail
this spring."


 


He sighed.  "From the special group?"


 


"Yup.  More comfy and armor-like for the battle this
spring."


 


"Not a bad thing," he said.  She grinned. 
"Going to show us?"


 


"Nope."  She hung it up and got into her chair to
log in and start handling the mundane things she did every day.  Tony was still
staring.  "You'll see it soon, boss."


 


"Uh-huh."  He walked off.  It was a practical
thing and they could use Dawn as a tester model.  He came back. 
"Halloween costume?"


 


She smiled.  "It'll be good but tastefully inappropriate,
like the evil empress one was."


 


He groaned, going back into the office.  He still had nasty
thoughts about Pepper in that outfit.


 


***


 


Dawn was on her way to the car a few days alter when the
alarms started.  "Shit," she muttered, tossing her purse into her
trunk and putting in her earpiece. "It's Summers, what happened?" 
She listened.  She growled.  "Who?"  She nodded.  "Handling it. 
Give me ten.  Stall."  She flashed to the locker room and pulled out
something to put on.  She pulled out a few hidden weapons too, making them
expand.  She flashed up there and took a good stance.  "Yo,
brother-in-law, let MB and her baby go."  He laughed.  She shot him with
an arrow, making him gasp and hold his chest.  She stared him down.  "Hi,
nice to meet you, Barney."  She moved closer, using her handgun to shoot
his two 'friends'.  "Welcome to Stark International.  Thank you for
visiting us today."  MB was trying to laugh and cry at the same time. 
"MB, did they have anyone else?"  


 


She shook her head.  "They got us heading to the
park."  She wiped her cheeks off.  "Thanks, Dawn."


 


"It's what I do."


 


MB noticed the outfit.  "Is that going under your
chainmail?"


 


Dawn grinned.  "It is, yeah."  She looked over
when Phil appeared with Hill hanging on his arm.  "I think it's about time
my brother-in-law and I had a talk.  Can you handle the other two?"


 


"I think that's your spouses' job," Maria said.


 


"They've had a talk."  She grabbed Barney, making
him whine because the arrow in his abdomen moved.  "Be right back.  Caro,
go find Daddy."  She ran off with a squeal.  MB smiled and chased after
her.  She took him to Xander's temple, tossing him down.  "I need a
ring."


 


Xander looked her over.  "I like that."  She put
on her new leather/armor vest.  "I like that even better.  Covers up the
panty line.  Have a sparring ring, Dawn."


 


Dawn grinned and hauled him out there.  She pulled the arrow
and healed it, mostly.  She tossed the arrow back at her hairthing she had
taken off as she dragged him.  "So, let's get to know the older members of
the family."


 


"You're not shit, little girl."  He took a swing. 
She cleaned his clock.  He landed on the ground so many times he was dust
colored within a few minutes.  "You're using magic, aren't you?"


 


"I don't need magic, dumbass.  I'm fairly well trained
in my own right."  She smiled.  "Are you going to get up again to
prove the inferiority that clearly missed Clint?  I know the second baby got
all *good* genes in the family but you keep seeing it like a fated sentence." 
He got up with a yell and lunged at her.  She jump-kicked him in the jaw, then
let her other foot hit him as she spun.  He landed and started to cry.  She
stared down at him, smoothing down her vest.  


 


"Better?"  She smiled. "I'm barely breaking a
sweat and I'm wearing leather.  So yeah, I was right, all the good genes hit
Clint.  Pity you got all the pathetic," she said sarcastically.  She
kicked him over onto his back.  "If you wanna be a super villain you gotta
be worthy.  Since I'm the baseline to beat to become an Avenger, you're not
worthy.  You can't even beat a girl.  How do you expect to beat your brother or
Iron Man?  Or hell, Hulk.  Stepdad would rip your head off and use it as a
baseball against others."  Barney was frantically pushing something on his
side.  "Xander, I think he has a 'come help me' switch."


 


"Yeah, he does."  He let them in. 
"Hi."  He smirked.


 


"Who're you?" one demanded.


 


Dawn called her bow and shot them all.  "Hi, welcome to
Alexander's temple.  I'm Dawn, this idiot's sister-in-law.  Thankfully, we're
better than you'll ever be.  Because I'm the baseline to be an Avenger and
you're too pathetic to even make the cut to try me in sparring."  One
rushed at her.  She dodged one hit, kicked one, then flipped and dropped her
bow to shoot him.  He died.  "You have a better day," she said as he
died, staring down at him.  "Don't fuck with my family."  She looked
at Barney.  "MB and her daughter are like a sister to me."


 


"She's a geek," Barney sneered with a slur.


 


"So's Iron Man.  And look what he could do with just a
pile of junk in a cave in Afghanistan.   You'll never make that level." 
She checked her clip then put it back in.  "I have two left."  She
looked at the 'heros' then at Barney.  "I'll let you pick which one lives." 
His eyes went wide.  She strolled over.  "You fucked with my family.  Some
of us consider family more important than anything.  You, technically, are
Clint's family, which makes you mine.  I guess you're this family's bad
apple," she said bluntly.  "Every family has one I'm told."  She
stared down at him.  "Which one did you not want to mourn?"


 


"I...."


 


"Dawn," Clint called.  "Put the scary bitch
back please."


 


Dawn glanced back, smiling at him.  "Why?"


 


"He's mine."


 


"I'm not going to kill him.  I should since he had MB
and Caro hostage."  She looked down at him.  "Aren't you so lucky
today."  He moved back away from her.  "Did you have a choice?  If
not, I have knives and they don't run out of bullets."  He was starting to
cry.  "You sure that's your answer?"  He shook his head frantically. 
"Xander?"


 


"They're defeated.  They might cause later problems.  I
think we should eliminate them to solve future problems."


 


Phil appeared.  "No.  That's SHIELD's job."


 


Dawn looked at him.  "He came to Stark to take
hostages, not SHIELD, Phil."


 


"Still, we're taking over now."


 


"I can handle it."


 


"I know," Phil assured her.  "You and Xander
both handle things very well when you have to.  Right now, this is now my scene
to clean up."  She grimaced.  "If they make it out of custody, you
can have them then because SHIELD has failed.  You can be the sword of
retribution."


 


Dawn and Xander shared a look then Dawn looked at Clint.  He
nodded.  "That works for me."  She nodded, grabbing her stuff and
heading back to change and check on Caro and MB.  Clint leaned on his
crutches.  "Every now and then I forget that Dawn's actually really
fucking mean when she has to be and someone threatens the family," he told
his brother.  "You can thank the Romanians for that."  Xander
smirked.  "And him."  He pointed at Xander.  He looked at him. 
"I hate it when she has to fall that far."


 


"Sometimes she's gotta because no one else is
there," Xander said.  "Stark's guards would've ended up hurting the
hostages."


 


"True."  He looked at his brother again. 
"Are you done now?"  


 


Barney flopped backward, holding his stomach.  "You
taught her how to use a bow?"


 


"She already knew how to use a crossbow.  She grew up
hunting vampires with her family.  Her sister was a slayer, Barney.  She knows
more morally questionable people than I do as an agent and from the circus. 
Hell, one of her favorite sitters used to be a vampire that was named a Scourge
of Europe."


 


"Angelus?" Barney asked.


 


"Spike."  Clint grinned.  "He's not a bad
sitter.  She trusts him with her nieces and nephews."  Barney slumped. 
"The bad things we saw, she laughs at.  You just made her go back to that
dark spot.  You're damn lucky you're alive."


 


"She's dark," he sneered.  "She'll turn on
you."


 


"Some day Natasha's going to kill me.  I'll take it at
that time."  Barney gaped.  Clint stared back.  "Que sera
sera."  He let Xander take him back to wherever Dawn was.  Dawn was
finishing her changing back.  Clint slammed her locker and stared at her. 
"Did we maybe slip?" he asked, staring at her. 


 


"Yes I did.  He was threatening a child that was under
two years old who he had no reason to even have hostage."  Clint shivered
at the iciness in her voice.  "You're damn lucky I left him living
then."


 


"I am."  He sat down next to her.  "Need to
talk?"


 


"Nope.  I felt it was justified."


 


"It was.  Telling him to pick which two friends to
mourn...not so much."


 


She shrugged.  "I could've just killed them."


 


"It probably would've been kinder, Dawn."


 


She looked at him.  "Sorry."


 


"No, don't be.  I would've tortured his ass too." 
He took a kiss and smiled.  "That outfit goes in the closet.  In the
locking closet."


 


"It's for under my chainmail."


 


"I don't care!"  He smiled.  "You're
backup."


 


"And you're limping, sweetheart."  She smiled. 
"Which means the backup team has to front a player."  He gaped. 
"Just like when you're on assignment.  Bucky's great at being Cap's
backup.  I can fill in for either of you two."


 


Clint considered that.  "I get that but no.   Not this
time.  Sniper duty only."


 


"I'm not pregnant."


 


"So?"  He grinned.  "I want you
unbruised."  He kissed one.  She healed them.  "And none of that to
hide it from us either.  We want to know these things.   We're just as
possessive and protective over you as you are of the rest of the pack."  He
took a kiss and stared her in the eyes.  "Unless it is critically
necessary, your backup spot is in my sniper spot.  Got it?"  She nodded,
sighing at the end.  "Bucky does a good job pretending to be Natasha.  He
helped train her."  She slumped, looking at her hands.  "No, you're
not going to have to fight about it.  Just....  Send up a warning shout.  Take
the high spot that I'd usually take unless you have to get down and dirty like
I would, and you're my backup on the team."  She looked at him.  "Not
Nat's.  Bucky's hers or Cap's.  You're *my* backup player."  She nodded,
hugging him.  He cuddled her back.  "Thank you for leaving Barney
living," he said quietly.


 


"It's his only chance and if he comes after Philip,
I'll make it a nice funeral."


 


He gave her a squeeze.  "I'll kill him myself for that,
Dawn.  If I had been here, I would've saved Caro and MB for you."  Andrew
stomped in.  "If I had been here I would've done it for her."


 


"How would you use a bow and crutches?"


 


Clint shrugged.  "I've limped through assignments
before."


 


Andrew snorted, taking Dawn to hug.  "Thank you."


 


"Welcome, 'Drew.  Are they okay?"


 


"Caro thought it was a play.  Mommy told her
that."  He let himself shake and let Dawn calm him down.  "Why did
they do that?"


 


"They were in the most open spot," Clint said. 
"One of them was my idiot asshole brother."


 


"Is that like Thor and Loki's thing?" he asked.


 


"I used to idolize him and I'm the younger one,"
Clint said.


 


"He got all the great DNA.  All the bad got worn
out," Dawn said.


 


"Hey," Clint said.


 


She smiled at him.  "It did.  You're more handsome,
you're better, you're more athletic, you're better built because when he lunged
at me he was pitiful in more than one measurement."  Clint shook his
head.  Andrew was laughing and gave her a squeeze then left.  She helped Clint
up, handing him his crutches.  "I'll be there in two.  I need to do my
hair."


 


"Leave it down.  I'm putting down the top on the way
home."  She shrugged and took her bundle of clothes with her.  "I
want to look at that vest later."


 


"The guys working on the new uniforms made it.  When I
get pregnant again, I'm going to switch to vests like this full time."


 


"Sure, it looked nice on you."  They avoided Stark
having a fit by the office.  Dawn got her purse out of the trunk and got in to
drive them home.  He turned up the music, put down the top, and they were off
before Stark saw her.


 


***


 


Tony was waiting the next morning when they came in. 
"I'm in for x-rays," Clint quipped with a grin.


 


"That's fine.  Miss Summers, may we have a word?"


 


She looked at him.  "Does that mean I should clean out
my desk?"


 


He glared at her.  "Shut up!"  He pointed. 
"Office, now!"


 


"No, she's not," Clint said, getting between
them.  "She did what we trained her to do, Stark."  He stared him
down.  "Dawn's our backup.  Did you expect her not to rescue part of her
pack?"  Tony glared at him.  "Going a bit darker afterward wasn't a
great thing but it was handled.  That's what I want her to do, Tony," he
said more quietly.  "I want her to be my backup on the team, not Nat's. 
That's exactly what I would've done."


 


"We have security teams."


 


"Who couldn't have handled it without hurting MB or
Caro," Clint said.  "Any gun play that didn't silently take them down
would've endangered her and the baby.  Dawn wasn't totally silent but they were
a bit freaked out I bet."  He blinked and stared at him.  "That's how
I would've played it.  That's probably how Nat would've played it.  Cap
would've jumped between them and used his shield to cover them then knock them
flat."


 


"It's my job and my people," Stark said.


 


"Then make getting into the suit faster," Clint
said dryly.  "Because it apparently didn't happen fast enough yesterday. 
Sometimes a sniper is the best thing there is during a situation."


 


"It is," he said.  "I'd like her to not fight
as much."


 


"Me too," Clint agreed.  "Unfortunately,
someone had a *brilliant* idea."  Tony snorted.   "Until I'm not
hopping, we need someone to take the up-high sniper spot.  Which Dawn does
well."


 


"She doesn't do the tactics you do."


 


"None of us have taught her tactics and Coulson
probably does it with her."  Dawn nodded that usually had happened. 
"Sometimes you do what you gotta do."


 


"The DA is pissed off," Stark said.


 


Dawn snorted.  "There wasn't time to get a tactical
team here.  They would've killed MB and Caro.  And if they push it, MB's suing
his ass," Dawn said.  "Period.  I've had fucking enough of that
man." 


 


"Really?" a male voice said.


 


Dawn looked at the officer.  "Could you have actually gotten
here in time to save the baby and her mother?" she asked Gamble.


 


"Local tactical team would've taken at least ten
minutes just to make it to the gates," he admitted.  "If not fifteen
or twenty."  Tony shuddered.  "We think she did the right job."


 


Dawn smiled.  "Thank you."  She looked at Tony. 
"If you're that mad...."


 


"Shut up, Dawn," he ordered.  She huffed and
rolled her eyes.  He looked at Gamble.  "We're doing the DNA swabs in a
few minutes."  He looked at the couple.  "Next time, warn me you're
handling it, Dawn."


 


"Boss, you weren't even on site," Dawn reminded
him.  "I was on the security channel when I noted I was coming."


 


He grimaced.  "I wasn't."  He looked at her. 
"Like when you were pregnant, backup is way up high and out of
touch."


 


"Unless it has to be different, it is," she
agreed.


 


"Good!  Steve nearly had a heart attack."


 


She sighed.  "What did he expect me to do?  Steal his
shield?  I don't know how to use a shield.  A sword, a crossbow, a regular bow,
guns, artillery, my hands and feet, knives, all sorts of shit, but not a
shield.  I'm sorry I pissed you two off."  She walked off. "I'll go
pick up your antibiotic, Clint."


 


"Dawn, no," Tony said, following her to the car. 
"No.  No, you're to leaving to pout.  Not at all.  Go talk to
Pepper."


 


"I'm not going to be bitched at like I'm fucking
seventeen-years-old again!" she said hotly.  "To quote some hoochie
thing at the club a few months back 'I'm grown'.  I have more than enough
judgement and experience to make the call of when I'm the best thing to handle
a situation.  I took *how* many years of defense classes?"


 


"That was to protect you."


 


"And others," she said bluntly.  "Because I'm
well aware that people take others to get me sometimes."


 


"I've seen that."  Tony stared at her. 
"You're still the backup."


 


"And you were *where*?" she asked, waving a hand,
the other going to her hip.  "You, Steve, Bucky?  No one else was on the
security channel when I heard the alarms start."


 


He grimace.  "We were out."


 


"Great!"  She nodded, staring at him.  "That
meant I was here to handle it and I was the best trained on site to handle it! 
I don't know why in the hell people bitch at me when I handle things that I can
handle and should handle.  I'm more than the damn magic or my skills at typing." 
She walked off.  "I'll be back after I calm down."


 


"Dawn," Tony said.  "Let's talk since we're
all being adults."  She flipped him off.  "Now."


 


"Boss, I'm going to take a swing at you in a
minute," she said, turning to look at him.  He gaped.  "Seriously. 
You haven't treated me like a brainless bimbo since I proved I wasn't one when
you put me into a real school."  She stared at him.  "Why do I want
to go back to being treated like a braindead bimbo?  Do I look like the bimbo assassin
bitch?"


 


"You dress better."  She glared.  "Not what I
meant."


 


"Then let's just call today my day off this week,"
she said calmly.  "Because it's probably a good idea."  She
disappeared.


 


Tony sighed, looking at Clint.  He shrugged.  "I'll
calm her down later.  I know what you were trying to do."  He shifted on
his crutches.  "Though your dad did tell her she was adorably perky and
young the other day.  Apparently he doesn't consider experience."  He
stared at him.  Then up.  Natasha said she'd calm her down.  She was tinkering
with weapons in the garage with Philip.  "At least she's at home teaching
Philip how to disarm bombs."  He hopped inside.  "C'mon, Mini-Me. 
We'll go take cheek swabs."


 


"Why am I the mini me?" Gamble demanded. 
"And how did she disappear that way?"  He followed.


 


"You're younger," Clint said with an evil smirk. 
"And that was magic.  Dawn's pretty strong in that and other skills.  That
whole fight was because Dawn had to prove once again that she had
training."  They hopped into the infirmary.  "Hey, Doc?"  The
local one came out.  "You said to come in today for scans."


 


"I thought we made you an appointment at the local
hospital."


 


"Doc, none of the SHIELD agents, none of the Stark
people go to the regular hospital," Clint said.  "There's too much
risk of our injuries getting magnified when people try to take us or take us
out."  Tony stomped in.  "Are we not doing the scans here?"


 


"Doctor Pigalli said you were.  You know we do all the
scans and things for everyone here, Barton."


 


"That's what I thought."


 


Tony glared at the doctor.  "Don't start.  It's a
shitty day today."


 


Clint looked at him.  "I'm staying out of it until I
explain to her what you meant."  He grinned at the nurse.  "We're
also doing a DNA swab to see if we're related."  It was the same nurse
that had cut Dawn's hair and had kept sedating her but oh well.  Dr. Pigalli
came out with a bagel in her mouth while she put on her jacket.  "Hey,
Doc."


 


"Clint."  She looked at the other one.  "Mini
Clint."  He glared.  "DNA?" she guessed.


 


"Please, and scans," he said dryly.


 


"I can do that and send the results to Dawn."


 


"Tomorrow, Doc.  She's off today."  He hopped up
onto the scanner's bed, letting her do his leg.   She got the swabs to take
Clint's then Gamble's.


 


"I'll call you tomorrow with results."  She
smiled.  "Unless you want me to push them and wake you up tonight around
ten?"


 


"No, I'm off today so I'm going to sleep and get a bit
drunk."  She smiled and took his card.  "Thank you."


 


"Not a problem.  We like Clint.  I'm sure we'd like you
too."  She grinned.  "As long as you're not as bad of a patient as he
is."


 


"I probably am," he admitted, grinning back.


 


She patted him on the cheek.  "For those, I have a
taser."  Gamble laughed all the way out to his car.  She looked at Stark. 
"Since when does she take days off?"


 


"She stomped off.  I tried to nag her about
yesterday."


 


She smacked him on the forehead with the palm of her hand,
saying something in Elven.  "Idiot," she finished.  He glared.  She
stared back.  "What did you expect her to do, cry?  You've seen Dawn
handle *how* many things?"


 


"I could've."


 


"You weren't here.  Even you deserve some time off,
Stark," Clint reminded him.


 


"I do.  Fine.  I'll be out later to talk to her."


 


"I'll talk to her.  You two talk tomorrow.  That way
she doesn't have to wear Nat out tonight.  Joyce is already blushing since she
walked in on me and Dawn before I got sick."


 


Tony shook his head.  "I've seen too much of that
thanks to the security protocols."  He walked off.


 


Dr. Pigalli smiled at Clint.  "You can't ride her and
she can't ride you until your thigh's healed, Barton."


 


"I know, Doc.  It'd hurt like a bitch."  She
nodded.  "That leaves oral sex though."  He grinned.


 


"Which is a great thing.  My spouse is very good at it
too."  She smiled.  "Give me a few hours.  I'll call."


 


"Yup.  Can I drive?"  She laughed.  "Dawn
left the car here."


 


"Yay."


 


"Sure, I'll spend billions on the cab back home."


 


"We have a car service on call."  She called them
and sent him home.  She sent an email to Pepper about that and looked at the
other doctor.  "Let's talk."  She pushed him into the office to talk
to him about how things were run at Stark.  Clearly someone had
misconceptions.  The same as that nurse did and she thought she had fired her.


 


***


 


Joyce walked into the tinkering garage.  "There's days
I wonder if they made you of Xander."  Dawn grinned at her but went back
to what she had been wiring.  "Want to talk?  Pepper called and said you
had a blow up at your boss."


 


"He treated me like I'm a dumbass bimbo," she
said, looking at her mother.  "And I'm not.  I'm well aware of when I can
and should handle things."


 


"You are, though I hate that you do."  She sipped
her tea.


 


"If I hadn't, MB or Caro could be dead right now."


 


"Which is why I only worry when you do the right
thing."  Dawn relaxed.   "Doesn't mean it's not a parent's job to
worry."


 


"There's worry and then there's 'how dare you fix that
situation' nagging.  I seem to hear a lot of that."


 


"Sometimes guys are like that."


 


"Pepper just scowls until I feel bad for saving
people."


 


"I'd be doing the same while making you clean the
house."  Dawn grinned at her.  "You've said a lot that they were like
your parents at times."  She sipped her tea.


 


Dawn nodded.  "I have.  Still doesn't mean I deserve
that level of bitching."


 


"Ladies don't swear."


 


"I hardly ever approach ladyhood, Mom.  Womanhood I
have down.  Lady-like behavior isn't really my first or second language."


 


"I should probably blame that on seeing the hell your
sister went through."  Dawn stared at her.  "I know.  You weren't
exactly a young lady at home either.  I let you get away with a lot." 
Dawn grinned.  "I suppose it kept you alive during all that you've been
through."  Dawn came over to hug her.  "I've done the best I
could."


 


"You did great!  Even when you had to phone it in, you
did great, Mom.  Quit stressing.  Philip's going to have more manners than I
ever did."


 


She smiled.  "Good.  Though you swearing in front of
him will mean he'll swear."  She gave her a pointed look.  "Are you
nearly done tinkering?"


 


"No, I'm fixing something that I won in a poker game
the other night.  It'll take me about an hour."  She looked back at
Philip, who was snoring in a deck chair they had in there for sitting needs. 
"How did I make something that innocent?" 


 


"All kids, even you, were born innocent," she
reminded her.  "It's what their parents expose them to and what they see
around them that ruins that.  Yours will grow up just as strong as his other
parents and you are without being as hurt as Xander is."


 


Dawn nodded.  "Yeah, he will.  He'll never be as hurt
as Xander or Clint were when they were little."  Joyce hugged her.  She
grinned at her.  "They'll probably come to nag later."


 


"I'll help if I can.  Though, be more subtle, Dawn. 
Wear a mask or something so no one knows it's you."  She went back to the
living room to catch up some trashy news programs.  A few minutes later Dawn
swore loudly.  "Did it bite you?" she called.


 


"Yes."  Philip came out sniffling and hugged her. 
"Cuddle him, Mom."


 


"I can do that."  She cuddled the baby, smiling at
him.  "You're a very good little boy, Philip.  You're Grammy's only young
baby.  At least until you get a sister."  She helped by explaining what
was going on with the news.  "You don't want a girl like that one.  She's
a trashy ho.  They'll never make good wives."  He laughed.  "I know,
some day you'll try to run away from a good girl.  We'll help you figure it
out."  He grinned at her.  She smiled back.  "You're such an angel,
Philip.  I'll miss you when you're here and I'm back in New York.  You'll have
to learn how to call me sometimes."  Dawn came out pulling the scarf off
her hair.  "Done?"


 


"Yup.  It's ready in case we need it this
spring."  She picked her son up to stare at him.  "Wanna help mommy
take a shower?  You can babble at the bubbles because you need one."


 


"Dawn, he's too old to shower with you."


 


"He is not!  He's barely a year old, Mom."


 


"He is.  If it was a little girl."


 


"He's going to be in the bathroom with me for the next
few years too."


 


"Good point."  She shrugged.  "Try to keep
him out of the shower."  Dawn grinned, taking him in there, babbling at
each other.  She settled in to watch the news.  She heard Clint's guitar make a
noise and snuck back there to look.  She pulled her phone out to capture it on
video.  Philip was staring intently at the strings while trying to make them
move like daddy did with his fingers.  He was plucking at them so they'd make
pretty noise.  Every now and then he'd pat the fret board.  He grinned each
time he made it make noise.  He noticed her and grinned, waving with his free
hand while he tried to pluck them.  "That's very good, grandson.  Your
daddy will be so proud," she said quietly.


 


Dawn leaned out of the bathroom, staring at him. 
"Great job, son.  Show Daddy when he gets back."  She went back to
her shower.  He squealed and ran after her to chase her bubbles.  He slipped
and fell but got up before they could help him.  Not a single cry for it. 
Joyce smiled and sent the film to the family.


 


***


 


Bruce smiled as he watched it, rerunning it for Tony. 
"Awww," Pepper cooed.  "That's so cool!  Philip is so smart
sometimes."


 


"Liz could play music from more than her butt if you
taught her," Callia said.


 


Tony looked at her.  "Farting isn't music, Callia. 
You're all getting music lessons this spring."  She grinned at that.  He
watched the video on his tablet.  "He's good."


 


"He's very good," Steve agreed.  "That's why
Liz keeps squealing for him."


 


Bucky nodded.  "I like the little guy.  He stares
through you like you're an idiot when you do something stupid, just like his
mother."


 


The others at the table nodded.  They had seen his mother
and him do that.


 


***


 


Fury looked at the video.  "I doubt she meant to send
that to me," he said.  He watched it anyway, smiling.  "Barton's
kid's going to be talented.  Hill."  She came in to watch it over his
shoulder, smiling at it.  "He's good."


 


"Got good hand strength too," she agreed.  She
smiled and went back to her desk.  That was adorable and her kids needed music
lessons some year soon.


 


Phil came off the elevator, looking at her.  "They hate
music.  John won't even dance when it's on at the temple."  Maria
grimaced.  "What about riding lessons as a joint big present for
them?"


 


Maria smiled.  "The older two would adore that." 
He smirked back.  "I think we can clear that with Tara.  Though she didn't
answer her phone last night."


 


"She had dinner with one of the other witches in the
coven."


 


"She had a date?" Maria asked, turning stiff and
suddenly not calm.


 


"I don't think it was a date.  Tara said it wasn't a
date when John asked if it was."


 


Maria relaxed.  "I'm trying."


 


"You still haven't made it to visit," he pointed
out.  "Outside the one in LA."  She slumped.  "It takes work and
commitment, Maria.  You have to make room in everything else.  Being a parent,
especially a working parent, is a full time job juggling everything."


 


She nodded.  "I'll go over for dinner tonight."


 


"We were going to have dinner tonight.  It can be a
group dinner.  I'll tell her."  He patted her on the arm.  "Maybe you
should have an assistant."  He walked off, leaving her to think about it.


 


She sat down behind her desk to consider things.  She did go
home every night to turn on her new monitor array so she could watch her family
on the hidden cameras.  Though a few had been turned off recently.  Tara hated
them.  She understood why.  Maybe she should manufacture something so she had
to stay on the couch for a few days?  Though that would mean she'd have to get
home long before dinner time.  Which had been her problem.  She was very
attached to her job and it came first.  Which was the wrong priority when you
had kids.  Howard Stark faded into view.  "Problems at Stark?" she
asked professionally, pushing the thoughts aside.


 


"You and I are a lot alike, Agent Hill.  Though you
never drank, never brought home bimbos, never turned your genius wife into an
alcoholic who had no desire to use her brain, we're a lot alike where it
counts."  He stared at her.  "Thankfully my son made surrogate
parents and hired Pepper for the other one until he grew up enough to deserve
her."


 


"It's not like that," she hissed.


 


"I never really wanted to do that either.  It just
happened.  Science grew more important.  Searching for Captain Rogers. 
Breaking the stress I gave myself with something easy and who didn't ask me
about things.  Or want to come to the lab to do some work."


 


"I..."


 


"Dawn once said that this is my version of hell. 
Having to watch my family do it better than I ever did and watching them screw
up where I never would've allowed.  Maybe she's right.  We do make our own
hells at times.  Living and dead."  He gave her a pointed look.  "Not
like there's a sappy movie with ghosts and each time I check on your wife she's
crying.  I can't stand to see women cry."  He faded out.


 


Maria looked at her empty desk.  "Sir, I'm going home
early today."  Fury was in his doorway.


 


"About damn time, woman," he said, staring at
her.  "I expected you to fix this shit months ago."  He went back to
his desk.  "Drop the two last folders on Joyce's to me."  She did
that and headed out.  Maybe Howard had finally found what had always pissed off
the ones who knew him whenever he missed it.  Fury had known Stark for years. 
Knew him for about ten years before he had died.  If he had known his son had
needed a role model he probably would've stepped in so Stark would be more
normal.


 


***


 


Dawn was at home, having a slight headache.  Her mother had
flown home earlier with Bruce.  He had taken a light calming drug so he
wouldn't get too irritated at the airport.  LAX was a bit less busy than La
Guardia.  They also had fewer incompetent idiots in the TSA booths in her
experience.  So she had no idea why she had a headache.  She dropped herself into
a meditative state.  Something had to be wrong.  She felt along her magic
lines.  Nothing wrong.  Nothing wrong with any of her links to others.  She
checked the automatic updating spells on people.  Nothing.  


 


She came out and checked the physical health monitors.  That
showed a problem.  Bruce's was fine.  Her mother's....  was showing a death
soon.  She concentrated, sending her mind toward the flight path the plane
would have to take.  She'd made the flight a few times, she knew which way they
went on the non-stop route.  They were having problems.  She sent a thought at
Natasha to call the local airport to alert them so they could pass that on. 
She was trying.


 


Dawn found some shoes and a jacket, because it was colder
where the plane was over.  She scried a spot nearby and went there.  Clean,
national park land.  Plane with a smoking engine overhead.  She blew open her
magic, waiting.  It was starting to lose altitude.  She felt her mom panic and
grabbed on, putting up a cushion.  It slowed the descent so maybe the pilots
could do an emergency landing more safely.


 


Someone appeared.  "I knew you would break out."


 


Dawn turned and hit him.  "My mother's on that goddess
damned plane and they're going to crash.  Now either help or fucking
leave!"


 


"It may be their time."


 


"That's funny, Hades said she had *years* yet." 
He blanched.  "Help or leave me the fuck alone!"  He cast at her. 
"Xander!  Help!"  He appeared and hit the guy.  She went back to
helping the plane.  Too fast, too steep.  Clint was helping her.  She
concentrated, pushing the nose up.  She went to her knees, holding onto it. 
Her arms went around herself.


 


"Dawn, pull from me," Xander said, kneeling beside
her.  "Pull from my magic and my powers."  She grabbed his hand when
he put it around hers.  He concentrated, merging their powers.  The plane
slowed again.  "Unlock the wheels.  It'll help."  She did that. 
"Aim for an open area.  Like a road.  Not water."  She nodded,
concentrating.  He called out to Phil and the others.  Roque went there to spot
an area and help when they did crash.  John too.  Xander calmed his anger and
fear.  This was not supposed to happen to Joyce.  He had to push it down.  He
pushed more power at Dawn, letting her absorb it.  Letting her use it.  He felt
a small spark get snuffed and winced but it had only been a few days old.  She
had miscarried before.  


 


John was calling in orders to the local EMS people when he
spotted where the plane was going to be landed.  It was going to overshoot it. 
He grabbed onto the magic and Dawn had to let go.  She had passed out when he
had grabbed on.  That was fine, he could land it.  It was rough.  It crashed
into a few trees.  By then his nose was bleeding and he was about to pass out
from the power.  "Roque."  He came over to steady him as he went to
the ground.  Then he rushed off to help.  Clay had gotten there with Bia and
the trainees to help.  John passed out, automatically sending himself to
somewhere safe, somewhere home.  His city welcomed him back with an alarm and a
medical team waiting on him.


 


Roque forced the door open and looked at the stunned
stewardess.  "You're on the ground.  Get those who can move out." 
She nodded, helping him up so he could deploy the slide.  Bia and the others
got inside to help.  Roque headed to Banner.  "Doc?"


 


"I'm calm.  I'm okay.  Joyce is okay."  He
squeezed her hand.  She whimpered.  "I knocked her out so she
wouldn't...."  He shook his head. 


 


"It's the right thing to do.  Let's get her out of
here.  Some fresh air will help."  Bruce nodded, getting up and helping
Joyce outside.  Bia had one of the war dogs sit with her since she was only
knocked cold.  They all thought of Joyce as the head bitch of the pack so they
watched over her.  Bruce had to be a doctor for a few minutes.


 


Bruce looked back as sirens started to be heard. 
"People, we have fire teams coming.  Let's get more people out if they're
mobile but slightly bent or broken."  They got more people out of the
plane.  He nodded at the first fireman.  "The engine on the right side
started to smoke about twenty minutes ago."


 


"You were damn lucky you made the clearing, sir."


 


"Doctor Banner."  He nodded, letting him handle
the triage situation they had with the paramedics.  Though he kept looking at
one.


 


"Sir, where is she on the list?" one paramedic
asked.


 


Bruce went to check her.  Still out but breathing well.  He
almost wished for some touch healing but she was fine.  "Make sure she
stays stable.  I knocked her out so she wouldn't know."  They nodded. 
"That's my wife."  That got another nod and they covered her.  They'd
ignore the dogs standing guard over her.  A few had recognized them.


 


Bia came over to check on her.  "Bruce, she's got a
blood clot."


 


He looked.  "Where?"


 


"In her arm so far."


 


"I need...."  He took a breath to calm himself. 
"I need medicine for that."


 


"I'm taking her to Stark, Bruce.  Right to
Pigalli," Bia said.


 


"Thank you."


 


"Not an issue.  We'd miss Joyce too."  She
disappeared with her.  "Doc, she's got a blood clot that's about to move. 
Bruce knocked her cold so she wouldn't know she was in a plane crash."


 


"Okay, where?" she asked, coming out to check on
her.  "Good catch, Bia.  The plane?  Do they need more help?"


 


"They've got first responders and people.  I have to
find Dawn.  I know she was making sure it wouldn't crash."  She
disappeared.  She found Phil trying to separate Dawn and Xander.  She found an
unconscious sorcerer.  She kicked him on the foot.  "What the fuck did you
think you were doing?" she demanded.


 


"She was trying to change history."


 


"She's living in her correct moment.  You're out of
your realm, idiot.  Go home.  Before I destroy you."


 


"I'm the Sorcerer Supreme of my realm," he said.


 


She snorted.  "I'm the Titan Bia, over Force." 
She blasted him into a ghostly state and sent him home.  "Dumbass."


 


Phil nodded.  "That's why Xander knocked him out.  He
was trying to stop Dawn.  Take her."  They gently separated them.  They
were unconscious and holding onto each other.  Dawn's nose and one ear was
bleeding.  That was a bad sign.  Xander was very pale and barely breathing. 
His nose was bleeding too.  "Right to Stark."  She nodded, taking
Dawn.  Her magic was burnt right now and wouldn't try to interfere with the
transport.  Phil brought Xander, putting him onto a bed, focusing his power on
him.  He had been too far away, checking on the hellmouth in Jordan, when he
had felt the magic starting.  He had linked in to keep them from dying.  He
looked up, realizing he was on Atlantis.  "He was on the same spell that
John was.  He took the first part to slow the plane."


 


"They were preventing a plane crash?" Keller
demanded.


 


"A jumbo jet actually," Phil said blandly. 
"That Joyce Banner was on."  Keller shuddered.  "They caught the
plane and John took it the last few miles to the clearing."


 


"Okay.  Let's get Xander scanned, people.  We know what
he should look like when he's normal or in backlash."  They brought a
scanner over.  Phil was feeding him energy.  "Is that helping?"


 


"Yes.  He might fade if I don't."


 


"Okay.  Stay out of the way."


 


"I am."  He shifted for the medical personnel.


 


***


 


Dr. Pigalli looked over as Bia appeared with Dawn. 
"Shit!  What the hell!"


 


"Helping the plane not crash.  She took first, then
Xander joined with her.  John ended the not-crash."


 


"Damn it!"  She tested.  "Anything huge I
should know?"


 


"She just miscarried.  Less than two weeks along."


 


"Okay."  She got her into the CT first.  That was
not a good bit of bleeding.  Brain was slightly swelling.  Heart beat was
off.   Pulse was too slow.  Non-responsive.  She called Stark.  "Tell
Barton and Romanoff to see if she's in her head somewhere."  She hung up
and started an IV.  "If you're not a worthless lump, help me," she
ordered.  The other doctor moved to help.  She missed her staff in New York. 
"JARVIS, I need Shivs and I need my staff.  It should be closed for the
day."


 


"The day shift is about to leave.  Give me two
minutes.  Do they need anything?"


 


"I need a clot buster for Joyce.  I need anti-swelling
for Dawn.  The whole backlash kit we have set up."


 


"As you wish, Doctor Pigalli."  The staff showed
up with a few bottles of medicine and a tackle box of specific things.


 


"There would've been a plane crash.  Banner knocked
Joyce out so she didn't have to see it.  She's got a clot in her arm, marked
with the marker.  Dawn was helping land it."  They moved to help her. 
Shivs took over Joyce's care.  She knew Dawn's care better.  Clint hopped in. 
"Not right now."


 


"She's not in her head.  She's fully not there.  We
think if she still had that forest she's back in that state.  Give us an
hour."


 


"You may have it," she admitted.  He stared at
her.  "That much magic created some swelling, Barton.  I'm not one to lie
about it."


 


He nodded.  "We'll try, Doc."  He settled on
another bed, concentrated on Natasha.  She linked in with him and he touched
Dawn's mind.  She flinched on her bed.  He stroked to soothe her, telling her
that she had managed it.  Joyce was in the bed beside her with something
minor.  Asleep but not really injured.  Dawn started her automatic healing
spell but he told her to have it stop.  She had major backlash.  She did and
the swelling stopped.  That helped and she was kept unconscious for a while.


 


***


 


Bruce looked around.  "Where's my wife?"  No
answer.  "Roque, where's Joyce?" he called.  No Roque.  He kept his
temper, he really did.  He might be a bit green though.  He realized that and
made himself calm down.  "Where did my wife go?" he asked a staring
fireman.


 


"The tall brunette lady in the pink t-shirt took her,
sir."


 


"Bia," one said.  "That was the Goddess
Bia."  They stared at him.  He shrugged.  "I've seen them at the
temple.  My grandfather's out there and he got sick a few months back."


 


"Thank you."  Bruce finished calming himself
down.  He was still green.  He rubbed his forehead because it ached.


 


"Doctor Banner, you have a concussion," one of the
paramedics said.  "We're going to take you to the ER if you think it's
safe."


 


He looked at him, nodding slightly.  "It should be. 
I'm just worried about Joyce and a bit out of sorts."


 


"You were in a plane crash, Doc, I'd be out of sorts
too."  He led him to the ambulance.  "Doctor Banner has a
concussion."


 


The paramedic nodded.  "Is the green something like
gold poisoning?"


 


"No, it's my temper," he admitted.  "I'll
calm down.  I'm trying, guys.  I won't Hulk out."


 


"My brother thinks you're really neat.  Then again,
he's six and he likes to smash stuff too," the paramedic said calmly,
helping him lie down.  "Once you're stable you can call around to find
your wife, Doctor Banner."


 


"Bia took her so she's probably with Stark or on
Atlantis."  He rubbed his head.


 


The paramedic checked his pulse.  "Doc, your pulse is
up in the one-eighty range.  Can you meditate?"  He nodded.  "Wanna
try?"


 


"I can do that.  Give me the two shots and start an IV
with Ringers please."  The paramedic nodded and did that.  If it kept him
calm, he'd go for it.  No matter who complained later.  The ER doctors said it
was a good idea and they put him in the most quiet corner they had for now.


 


***


 


Xander blinked up at Phil.  "What happened?"


 


"You and Dawn helped save a planeload of people."


 


"Who're you?"


 


Phil sighed.  "Damn it."








46: Handyman Old Ones
Fix Things


 


A bunch
of fixing things.  Fixing the time flip, fixing the angry pantheons, fixing it
so the kids are safe.


 


 


"Who're you?"


 


Phil sighed.  "Damn it."


 


Doctor Keller walked over.  "It's got to be temporary,
Agent Coulson."


 


"Do I know you?" Xander asked.


 


Phil nodded, leaning on the footboard.  "I'm your
spouse."


 


"Oh, that's cool."  He drifted off again.


 


Phil looked at her.  "He had some swelling," she
reminded him.  "It's only half down.  Once it's fully down it should be
better."  Phil nodded, standing up.  "Sit beside him, Coulson.  It
can only help.  Sheppard's waking up too."  She moved to look at him. 
"Colonel, do you remember why you're here?"


 


"Plane crash," he said weakly, eyes barely open. 
She nodded.  "Backlash?"


 


"Yes."


 


"Wife?"


 


"You're not married."


 


He blinked at her.  "Yes I am."


 


"No, you're not."  She patted him on the foot. 
"Rest, Colonel.  You have some brain swelling and I'm pretty sure a
migraine on top of it.  We'll talk about that later."  He fell back asleep
when the nurse hit his IV with a sedative at her motion.  She looked up. 
"Why me?"  She made notes and got things ready for when they woke up
next time.  She heard McKay coming.  "Oh, no."  She went out to stop
him.  "He has backlash like Xander did the second time he came up here
with it.  He's got a migraine and he woke up long enough to ask for his wife. 
He doesn't need your bitching."  She stared at him.  "You will not
bitch, whine, or cause me problems.  Am I clear?"


 


He nodded, swallowing.  "I can do that."  He
walked in there.  "What happened?" he asked Phil. 


 


"Joyce's plane home had an engine failure," Phil
said quietly.  "John finished the landing when Dawn and Xander ran out of
power."


 


"Fuck," Rodney muttered.  Keller glared at him. 
"What?"  He settled himself next to his best friend's bed.  "Are
they okay?"


 


"Last I knew yes."


 


"Good.  He'd probably never forgive himself if he
didn't manage the unmanageable."


 


"Xander too."  He let his mind rest.  He had a
light headache himself.  One of the nurses got him some water and tylenol. 
"Thank you," he said quietly.  


 


She nodded.  One of the other nurses had a shoe that
squeaked each time she walked.  Xander threw a power ball at her, but Phil
stopped it before it got near her.  The nurse  smiled.  "He did that the
last time right before he started to float all the time.  It's a great
sign."  She helped her fellow nurse out of the infirmary shoeless so she
could go change.  And her panties since they were a bit wet.


 


***


 


Joyce wouldn't wake up, no matter how often Clint stared at
her.  Dawn was barely trying to wake.  It wasn't a good thing.  Stark was trying
to hover.  Clint finally looked at him.  "Find Banner."  He nodded,
going to do that.  Clint went back to staring at his wife and mother-in-law. 
He had been told about the two-week miscarriage.  He wasn't upset.  Someone had
sent him a message saying that Strange had showed up to try to stop her.  That
he wasn't going to take.  If he showed up again, he was a dead bastard.  He
linked back into Dawn's mind to check on her.  She was in there arguing with
someone.  He faced the guy.  "What is your problem?"


 


"She was blasting onto the other side of the light
field," Dr. Strange said.


 


"She was saving the plane her mother was on.  No one on
this realm considers that any bit evil."  Strange backed off.  He stepped
forward.  "For that matter, fuck the hell off!  This isn't even your
realm!  Unless you move here to take over a shitload of her battle duties, it's
not your business!   If you come back again, be prepared to have your brain
pierced."  Strange faded out.  He looked at her.  "Hey, you okay?" 
He wasn't sure if that was her figment and worry or the real one.  Didn't much
matter.  He pulled her into his arms.  "Hey."  She looked up at him. 
"Your mom's in the next bed.  She's sleeping.  They said she had a small
clot in her arm and they're busting it up.  Could've been there for months they
said."


 


"I can't feel her.  I can't feel you or Tasha or the
baby."


 


"That's because you've got a brain that's swelling
hard," he said.  "You have backlash like Xander did."  She
shivered.  He wrapped his arms around her tighter.  "I'm warm.  Warm up
against me."  She did.  He sent a thought at Natasha.


 


She came out of her meditation to look at the doctors. 
"Dawn's chilled?"


 


"We're hoping it helps the swelling," Shivs said
quietly.


 


"She's cold."  He smiled and put a blanket over
her torso, arms, and legs.  That would keep all but her head warm.  After a few
minutes they turned the chiller down so it was warmer for her.  Joyce was
trying to wake up.  Natasha walked over, pushing her hair off her forehead. 
"It's all right, Joyce.  You're safe."


 


She blinked at her.  "Bruce...."  She raised her
hand to the side of her neck.  "He ...he hurt me."


 


Natasha nodded.  "You were about to be in a plane crash
and he didn't want that to be your last memory."  Joyce relaxed and
nodded.  Natasha got her some water.  "We know he's in a hospital and
Stark's calling there to get him moved here.  He's got a concussion."


 


"Why am I on an IV?"


 


"They found a small blood clot in your arm."


 


"Like the one I got from that medicine?"


 


"I'm not sure.  Possibly."  Joyce nodded, letting
Natasha help her sit up to sip some water.   "He was being kind."


 


Joyce looked at her.  "Of course he was.  I would never
fault him for that reason, Natasha.  If it was for some other reason you'd need
a new teammate."  Natasha smiled.  She looked over.  "What happened? 
She wasn't on the plane."


 


"She and Xander slowed the descent."  Joyce
groaned.  "She has some pretty heavy backlash.  Clint's buffering her mind
right now."  Joyce laid back down and got tucked in by Natasha. 
"Your worrying grandchildren are upstairs.  I'll have them come down after
dinner, in a few hours."


 


She smiled.  "Thank you, Natasha."


 


"You're welcome, Joyce."  She frowned.  "Doc,
her face just went stiff."


 


They came over to check the clot.  It had moved without them
realizing it.  It was in her upper neck.  "Clot buster, now," Shivs
ordered.  The nurses handed it over.  "We need to move her to a bigger
center with a real neurosurgeon."


 


"I'll consent if it matters.  I'm her daughter-in-law." 
They nodded and called it in.  An ambulance was there within minutes.  Shivs
rode with them so he could keep track of her.  Natasha sent that at Clint, who
could tell Dawn.  Natasha got to tell Stark.  She went to their present suite,
knocking so they'd let her in.  Callia opened the door to stare at her.  She
stepped in.  "Let the adults talk for a moment, Callia."


 


"It's my grandmother."


 


"They will tell you once they have sworn."  Callia
grimaced but stomped off.  She looked at the trio of adults.  "The clot
moved.  Shivs had her moved."


 


Tony nodded.  "Good.  Is she going to be okay?"


 


"They caught it as it was moving.  She woke up then
slightly froze."


 


Pepper smiled.  "So that's a good sign?  Even with it
moving?"


 


"I do not know.  He rode in with her."


 


"I'll send someone to pick him up," Tony said,
calling that in.  "Dawn?"


 


"Still some swelling.  Clint's keeping her calm." 
That got a nod.  "Let me go back down there."


 


"Eat something," Pepper reminded her.  "You
can't be passing out."


 


"I'll take Clint's place.  I had lunch, he
didn't."  She went back down there.  She got Clint a meal and sat down
beside him to link herself in and walk over there.  She took Dawn from him. 
"Take a break and eat."  He nodded, moving to do that.


 


Dawn looked at her.  "You look grimmer than
usual."


 


"Your mother's blood clot shifted so they moved her to
a regular hospital in case she needed surgery."


 


"Stroke?"


 


"No.  Just shifted."


 


"Okay, I can handle that.  Stepdad?"


 


"Still not rescued from wherever.  We're working on
that."  Dawn nodded, cuddling her.  "You are chilled.  They said it's
to help with the swelling."


 


"Its from the links," Dawn said quietly. 
"They're blowing cold air."


 


"We'll fix that."  Dawn relaxed and fell asleep
against her shoulder.  She stayed there to help her.  She did not usually have
the patience for waiting like this but her wife needed her and she had to help.


 


***


 


Bruce looked up as the curtain on his cubicle opened,
blinking at the man standing there.  "Fury."


 


"You ready to go?"  Bruce nodded, sitting up with
a wince and a rub of his forehead.  "We can put you in the same hospital
that your wife's in."


 


"Why is she in the hospital?  I would've thought Stark
infirmary."


 


"They were taking down the clot and it moved." 
Bruce groaned.  "She's fine.  Not a stroke.  They went in to suck it
out."  Bruce nodded as he slid off the bed to put his feet into his
shoes.  The nurse brought him paperwork.


 


"Thank you," Bruce said quietly.  "You're a
very good, efficient hospital.  Better than a lot I've worked in."  She
grinned at him.  He walked off with Fury.  "LA or New York?"


 


"LA.  Shivs knew a neurologist out there that he called
on personally to help her.  Told him about her former cancer and all
that."


 


"That's good.  Hopefully he's good."  He got into
the car, closing his eyes once he was sitting down.  "I hate concussions. 
I'm glad I didn't Hulk up during the crash though."


 


"Yeah, about that.  What happened?  The pilot said all
his instruments were working right and they said nothing was wrong.  Then the
plane started to list and fall?"


 


Bruce shook his head.  "The right wing outer engine was
smoking.  We were behind it."  He opened his eyes to look at him.  Then at
the person next to him.  "Who're you?"


 


"I'm the investigator going to the plane crash site,
Doctor Banner.  Where were you sitting?"


 


"Row 36."  He made that note.  "We could see
the engine from the window seat.  Which I had.  Joyce said it makes her
nauseous to watch the clouds go past."  He leaned his head over again and closed
his eyes.  "I noticed it started to smoke and felt the plane react.  I
knocked her out with a nerve pinch because I don't want that to be the last
thing she remembers."


 


"I would've too," Fury said, swallowing hard. 
"The clot was in her arm."


 


"That's good.  Means I didn't make it worse."  He
yawned.  "The plane started to list to the left, not sure why since I
couldn't see that side.  There was a huge guy there.  Medium skin tone, looked
Malaysian.  I was there a few years ago."


 


"How many rows back from the wing were you?" Fury
asked.


 


"Four.  Window seat in front of us was empty but aisle
had someone working on a laptop.  He kept muttering at his trackball mouse
while he was working on a spreadsheet."  Bruce yawned again.  "Not
sure about before that or if they could see."


 


"That's fine.  You saw smoke, knocked your wife out,
and the plane listed left?" the investigator asked.  Bruce nodded. 
"That doesn't seem right."


 


"The plane was trying to descend too but something or
someone was holding us up."


 


"Dawn has backlash from what I understand," Fury
said quietly.  Bruce stared at him.  "She realized it, popped somewhere
closer to handle it, got into a fight with Dr. Strange from another realm, and
then helped you guys with Xander's help.  Sheppard took the last bit from what
Coulson emailed when I asked if he had been involved."


 


"There were a few lurches that I remember," Bruce
said.  "I was trying to control the fear response that would've made me
change.  That is not what we needed right then, even if I could've saved
Joyce."


 


Fury nodded.  "Which is a good thing."  Bruce
smirked slightly, eyes still closed.  "Did the pilot make any
announcements?"


 


"He said that something was wrong with the steering and
they were going to try to make the nearest airport.  How far away were we?  He
said Bethesda?"


 


"You're in lower Oklahoma," the investigator
said.  "You might've made it to the nearest airport locally but it
would've been in the woods outside it.  It would've been a worse wreck. 
Whoever picked that clearing did a great job."


 


"Sheppard's a pilot," Fury said.  "One of the
SG people."  That got a nod and a note made.  "He's Alexander's
half-brother.  They share a mother."


 


"Wonderful.  They certainly lived up to helping
humanity if they were involved."  He closed his book.  "You rest, Dr.
Banner.  We'll be by in a few days to take a better statement.  Once you're not
half asleep."


 


"Thank you."


 


"You're most welcome and thank you."  He shook his
hand and got out when the car paused.  He watched the car be beamed off. 
"SG people?" he guessed.  "Or aliens?"


 


Fury walked Banner into the ER.  "He has a concussion. 
He was on that plane earlier.  His wife was brought in a while ago from Stark's
infirmary."


 


"Yes, sir, we remember her," she said.  "Does
he need evaluated?"


 


"An alarm clock," Bruce said.  "Concussion. 
Medium strength.  Pounding little men dancing in pointy toed shoes."  He
blinked at her.  "Is her daughter here yet?"


 


"No.  She's still in the infirmary from what I
overheard, sir."  She handed him the forms.  "I'll let you fill out
hers and yours while we check you over."  Fury nodded, taking him to a
room.  She called down that neurologist.  He wondered why he was being called
about another patient but when he heard it was the husband that was fine with
him this time.  Usually he was more touchy.


 


***


 


Dawn blinked awake, eyes watering.  "I'm
freezing."  The doctor turned down the machine keeping her body
temperature low.  "Thank you.  Baby?"


 


"With Stark I think.  I'll make sure, Dawn."  She
nodded.  She called.  "Stark, do you have Philip?"  He yelped and got
beamed over.  "Okay."


 


"I didn't even think," Dawn moaned.  "It was
an emergency."


 


"I didn't either," Clint said.  "I totally
forgot about him."


 


Stark came back alone.  With a note.  He held it up. 
"I'm going to handle this."


 


Natasha looked at it.  "No, I'll handle this.  I need
to relieve some stress.  I'll check on Joyce on my way."  She strolled
off, getting into their car to go.  She adored the truck but it didn't send the
right message this time.  She went to the officers.  "If it had not been
an emergency...." she said as she walked up to them.


 


"We heard why," he said, handing over the kid. 
"The plane crash was covered."


 


"Her mother and stepfather were on it."  She
cuddled the baby.  "I'm sorry, Philip."


 


Gamble smirked from his seat.  "I would've run off and
forgotten I had a kid too.  The officers had some sense and called it in.  Boss
told them to bring the baby here and we'd come to Stark after dinner.  We
figured someone needed some stitches or something."


 


"She's barely conscious.  Her mother's in the hospital
here for a blood clot.  Clint's been trying to hold her steady."  They
stared.  She nodded.  "She's not the only one from what we've been told. 
Thank you."  She half-bowed and took the baby with her.  "I'm sorry
we forgot, Philip.  It will not happen again."  He was cuddly and playing
with her hair.  Why hadn't she and Clint thought about him?  This was not
right.  She took the baby to talk to an older friend of hers.  She walked into
the bar he ran and up to his office, tapping gently.  He let her in and stared
at the baby.  She smiled.  "Clint and Dawn's.  Something is blocking Clint
and I from remembering her or the baby at times."


 


"I can have you scanned, Natasha."  He stared at
her.  "How bad is it?"


 


"I cannot remember our anniversary, her birthday, his
birthday, yet I remember mine and Clint's.  Even when prompted I don't remember
them."


 


"That's bad," he agreed.  "Let me call
them."  He did and took her to that underground lab.  They smiled at the
happy baby that squealed at them.  "Spent some time at Stark?"


 


"Yes, often."  She looked at one.  "Do not
remove him from my sight."


 


"I won't.  He's safe with me.  I have two."


 


"I saw the spitup marks," she said.  Natasha laid
down on the bed so they could scan her.  Then did another one with the baby in
the control room, just out of her sight range.  That was different.  The
scientists looked troubled when they let her out.  "What is it?"


 


"You have a total brain chemistry change when he's out
of sight," the head scientist said.  "I don't know why."


 


"Magic, science, nanobots, radiation, or other?"
she asked.


 


"I'd say other.  Maybe some magic since your brain
shows the same signs that we've seen from the single magic user we have on
staff.  Do you use magic?"


 


"My wife does and we're bonded mentally."


 


"Oh."  He blinked a few times.  "That's
actually very interesting."  Natasha stared at him.  "It may be
important."


 


"Right now she's got extreme backlash from the plane
she was helping not crash."


 


"Wonderful of her.  I know that means she's got an
extreme headache though."  He took her to a chair.  "Let's work on
that.  We can strip layers of programming off you."  She nodded. 
"Just you?"


 


"Dawn seems harder out here.  Less playful than she was
in New York.  Clint shows the same symptoms I have."  She cuddled the baby
when he fussed.  "Mommy has to do this.  Then we will cuddle again." 
He fussed.  "It will be fine.  I promise it will be.  All of your parents
are fine."  He sucked on his fingers and refused to be moved without
throwing a massive fit.  "Fine."


 


"We can work around him but you do have the possibility
of seizures, Agent Romanova."


 


"I know.  I've been through this three times."


 


"Fine."  He started the process, letting his
assistant keep the baby occupied.  The machine beeped faster than he expected. 
It had hit on a lot of recent programming to undo.


 


Loki appeared, staring at the woman in the chair then at his
godson.  "I should bring you to Asgard."


 


"You touch him and she'll kill you," the head
scientist assured him, moving away from him.


 


"I'm his godfather."


 


Clint appeared in a flash of light.  "And I'm his
daddy."  He shot at Loki, making him yelp and leave.  "Thanks for the
help though!"  He smiled and waved at the ceiling.  "Come back when
we're not in bad shape.  Unless you know who's doing this."  He looked at
the head guy.  "I need the same thing."


 


"We can do the scans, Agent Barton."


 


"Please."


 


"Your leg?"


 


"Someone tried to infect me with blood from
Alexander."


 


Loki reappeared.  "Why would they?"


 


"Mermaid, smallpox, things he caught over the
centuries?" Clint prompted.


 


"He's never been that sick since he was twenty."


 


"He said he left his last life and went to Sunnydale so
young because it felt like he had ebola."


 


"Mermaid?"


 


"High school.  Undercover.  He has a journal." 
Loki grimaced and went to look at that.  "My life is insane," he told
the scientist.  "I'm still going to put an arrow through Loki's eye one of
these days for putting me under compulsion."


 


"Good," the scientist said happily.  "That's
a reaction we like."  He got him scanned.  The same brain changes.  
Someone had seriously screwed with them and he was sure it wasn't their wife. 
No matter what a 'bond' meant.


 


***


 


Clint and Natasha walked into Stark's infirmary the next
morning.  They looked healthier.  Stark stared at them.  "You two look
peppy."


 


"We had to undo some programming that's been going
on."  Clint nudged Dawn, making her wake up.  "Morning.  We should
talk."


 


She blinked at him.  "I can't hear you anymore.  Who
fucked with your minds?"


 


"They removed some programming and it blocked it
off," Natasha said.  "It also cured that memory problem."


 


Dawn blinked hard and nodded.  "I've been looking at
that when you two were asleep.  It was godly done but not Loki.  I wasn't sure
who."


 


Clint stared.  "That's not what they found."


 


Dawn nodded.  "That might be because you have new
programming?"  They shook their heads.  Dawn grimaced.  "Fine." 
She sat up and touched their hands, opening their minds to them.  "What
you'd get from meditation.  Natasha's done it before."


 


"Lay back down," Shivs told her.


 


Dr. Pigalli walked over and grabbed their heads, doing the
same thing.  "That."


 


Clint frowned, looking at it.  "What's those
shadows?"


 


"Cloaked memories," Natasha and Bucky said.  Him
from the other side of the infirmary where Tony was helping his arm with an
upgrade.


 


"Fuck!"  Philip squealed.  "Sorry,
kiddo."  He looked it over.  He settled on the bed next to Dawn.  Natasha
sat on the one on her other side.  Stark took the baby from him.  "Thanks,
shouldn't take long."


 


"It'll take days," Pigalli said.  Once they were
down, she dropped an IV and an NG tube.  Then one into Dawn.  "Follow as
long as your head doesn't hurt."  She nodded, going back to it.  She
sighed and looked up.  "Really?  Must you?"


 


"Apparently," Tony quipped.  "C'mon, Philip. 
Let's learn about rewiring things."  He grunted and pointed, looking at
him.  "Yes, those are wires.  You're very smart."  He and the baby
grinned at each other.


 


"Are we sure he's not a Stark?" Bucky asked,
staring at the baby.  Who grinned and waved at him.  "Hey, Philip." 
He patted him on the head.  Clint started to swear.  "Your son is in the
room!" he yelled.


 


"What son?" Clint demanded.


 


"Fuck," Stark said, making Philip cackle. 
"Doc, is there an easy fix to that?"


 


"I think that's who screwed them up," Bucky said. 
"Cognitive readjustment?"


 


Dawn waved a hand and they both got hit by something heavy
that hadn't been in the room before.  "Ow," was said quietly from her
bed and she let herself go back to sleep.  Bucky laughed.


 


"Like that?" Tony quipped.  He finished the
upgrade to Bucky's arm and let him go pick on Steve again.  Beya took the baby
from him before he could ask.  "Sure," Tony agreed.  "I'll go
play with science."


 


***


 


After two days of feeling miserable and hearing a lot of
snarling from Clint and Natasha she'd finally had enough.  She blasted magic at
both of their minds, knocking them out.  Then she stripped everything out of
them that wasn't theirs originally.  Clint moaned and curled up in a tiny ball
on his bed.  Natasha was nearly crying.  Dawn growled.  Someone needed her foot
up their ass.  Even if she was a child.  That was an insidious curse from Hecate. 
It grew each time Dawn used her magical skills. She snapped the curse, which
brought Hades.  The doctors in there gasped, staring at him.


 


Hades looked at Dawn, touching her hand.  "How did she
do that?"  Dawn let him take that spell and blinked at him. 
"When?"


 


"Looks like over two years ago.  It grew each time I
used my magic," she said quietly.  "I fucking ache."


 


"I can see that."  He grimaced.  "That's
going to suck when they wake up.  They're going to yell."


 


"They forgot they had a son."


 


Hades winced.  "Good.  Have fun with that, Dawn." 
She waved.  "Let me call 'Sclep."


 


"He's probably helping Xander and John.  I'm okay
enough.  I can wait."


 


"Okay."  He took it back to show to Hera.  Who had
Hecate permanently banished to his world.  She had no outside access any
longer.  Neither did her bond mates.  Someone else would be named to take over
Hecate's place.  Hades called in Asclepias.  "How are Xander and John
doing?"


 


"I've checked on them.  They're healing fine."


 


"And Dawn?" he asked.


 


"I did not know she was involved."  He went to
check on her and her mates.  Dawn made him go check on her mother first.  Which
Xander had worried about.  She was...in a touchy spot.  He removed all the
blood clots that were forming and healed the reason for it.  He looked at
Bruce, waking him up.  He touched his hand to show him what he had healed.


 


"We had no idea.  They scanned that."


 


"They should've seen that."  He disappeared, going
back to Dawn.  Who was indeed miserable but healing.  Her mates looked wiped
out.  He got Mnemosyne down.  "What happened?"


 


She looked.  "Dawn blasted all the built up fake
memories they had implanted over their lives."


 


"They forgot they had a son," Dawn said.  She
blinked and moaned, starting to stutter.


 


"Seizure," Pigalli said, coming over to administer
some medicine.  "She's had a few of these."


 


"She shouldn't have tried to use any magic," he
told her.


 


"She's like that.  She was helping them heal and her
mother heal, everyone but herself."


 


"She's a selfless young woman."  They got Dawn's
healing straightened out.  She was in worse shape than Alexander.  Then again,
she had pulled a godly spell as a mortal.  Usually you died from that. 
Mnemosyne got him into their heads, where they were arguing.  "Do shut up
now, thank you."


 


They stared at him.  "What happened?" Natasha
demanded.


 


"Dawn blasted all the fake memories," Mnemosyne
said with a smile.  "Her only statement before her seizure was that you
had forgotten you had a son."  They slumped.


 


"Hades showed me the curse she removed from you two. 
It was built to grow each time she used her magic."


 


"From?" Natasha asked.


 


"Hecate."


 


"That whole trying to do what Xander and Phil managed
bonding with Rosenburg," Mnemosyne, the Greek Goddess of the Mind, told
them with a smile.  "They couldn't even manage what you've done." 
They stared at her.  "By the way, she's sedated again."


 


"She shouldn't have tried to heal you two while she was
so exhausted.  I had to stabilize her form."  Natasha stiffened. 
"Then again, Dawn's a very selfless girl."


 


"I'd say more selfish," Clint said.


 


"No, I'd think saving the love of your lives, even
though it might kill you isn't all that selfish."  Clint flinched and
winced.  "Nor pulling a godly spell while mortal to save one's mother and
stepfather, and the other hundred or so people on that plane.  I'm sure if she
had been healthy she could've more gently removed it."


 


"She said she had been searching it out," Natasha
said.  She considered things, looking at Clint.  They were back to fighting
like they had when they were both younger.


 


He stared at her.  "I have no clue and I hate it when
you two make me make the hard decisions."


 


Natasha snorted.  "Since when do I want you to make any
decision except occasionally dinner?"


 


"Did she accidentally flip on the bitch switch with you
two?" Mnemosyne asked.  They stared at her.  She walked over to test
them.  "Hmm.  That one that tried to stop her from helping her mother cast
something at her.  It's presently killing her."  Asclepias felt then went to
stop it in her.  "I thought I was related to the biggest bitches ever. 
Proved me wrong, children."  She stared at them before disappearing.


 


Clint looked at her.  "Why is this our fault?"


 


"Because we're cranky with the headache."  They
went back to their own minds and woke up.  They both pulled out things and
moved to look at Dawn.  Their links to her were shut off.  "We can help
her."


 


"Frankly, I don't think she needs you two right
now," Asclepias said bitterly.  "She's already having enough problems
and your bitching can wait."  Apollo appeared.  "Thank you," he
sighed.  "Another idiot tried to stop her from saving that plane and cast
an illness curse at her."


 


Apollo grimaced, testing it.  "Yeah, he did."


 


"Dad!" he growled.


 


"Not really my job," he pointed out.


 


"So you're going to hurt her just because you're on the
rag?" Asclepias demanded.


 


"I am not," Apollo said.


 


"Damn, is there a bitching spell on this
infirmary?" Shivs demanded.


 


"Maybe," Natasha admitted.  "Where is our
son?"


 


"Safely somewhere he can't see his mother dying,"
he told her bluntly.  Apollo flinched and shook his head.  "You might
wanna check again.  Her brain waves just paused for a few seconds."  They
looked and Apollo swore.  He had looked at the wrong thing.  Asclepias had been
right and they needed to work on this.


 


"You do whatever you have to do, even if it means
changing her," Clint said, sitting on his bed, pulling Natasha next to
him.  This was like his worst nightmare at the moment.


 


"She's already immortal," Apollo complained.


 


"No she's not.  She burned it out with the plane
saving," Hera said as she appeared.  She looked at the apple in her hand
then fed it to her.  Dawn seized again and settled down, going limp.  "Her
brain is not working at the usual speed."


 


"She had some backlash left," Shivs said.  They
groaned.  "You know what?  No.  No, no, no way in hell!  Father!"


 


He appeared, blinking at him.  "What!"


 


"Shut the fuck up and fix it!" he said with a
point.  "I've had fucking enough of all this shit.  Whoever's acting
against that family is now on my shit list."


 


"You're not a god, son."


 


He stared then smirked.  "But, Dad, I am."  He
loosened his necklace to prove it.  "Now fucking fix whatever petty shit
this is.  Before I'm forced to."  His father blinked at him.  "Now! 
Unless you want to tell Alexander how two healing gods and Hera have made it so
she was dead twice.  Bad enough I had to end the plot with the smallpox by
healing her.  I'm shocked none of you noticed that.  Though, that's when her immortality
left," he told Hera.  She was still staring at him.  He stared back. 
"You did leave some down here."  She groaned.  "Father!"


 


"Fine!" Ares complained.  "It wasn't my damn
plan!"


 


"I can tell my own father's markings and doings,"
he said bluntly.  "Same as I could before when you and Loki were pulling
your shit then!  Now fucking fix it!"


 


"That wasn't me."


 


"Dad, so help me Mother."  He stared at him.


 


Xander appeared with Phil, holding his head.  "Xander,
I need to remove two things," Phil said politely.  "May I?"  He
nodded.  "Thank you."  He took off both their shields.  Then the
others.  Including one that even Hera had believed was still not able to be
done.  He smiled.  "Who did what to Dawn?"


 


Ares blinked at them.  "When did you do that?" 
Phil touched his neck marking.  "Fuck!"


 


"Ya think?" Xander asked.  He looked at Phil. 
"Well, that made the headache worse but now I remember."  He moved
them all out of the way.  He pulled up power and healed what had been done,
blasting it back at the people responsible.  Even Hera flinched when some of it
hit her.  He passed out afterward but Phil caught him.  He knew he was safe.


 


Shivs helped get Xander into a bed and started an IV. 
"Adrenaline help?"


 


"No.  They had him on this."  He wrote out what he
had seen on his IV.  That got a nod and found some to get started.  He looked
at them.  "How about this?  The last plot between Ares and Loki was
stopped by Dawn and somehow that got her punished for finding out the stupidity
that nearly destroyed humanity.  Then that got her punished somehow?" he
asked Hera.


 


"You are an upstart."


 


"You wanted me this way," he said bluntly.  She
gasped.  He looked at them again.  "I'm going to have to declare that our
house has serious diplomatic issues with yours.  All the way to moving you out
of the way."  Gaia appeared.  "Gaia."


 


"Philip.  When did you do that?"


 


"When we accidentally bound."


 


"Not that, the third one."


 


"Few weeks later.  There were all these gongs."


 


"Oh, dear."


 


"We were perfectly wiling to let things lie until
this.  Harming someone for protecting humanity, which is our job, isn't really
going to fly with us.  Especially not them."


 


"They're mortal," Gaia said.


 


"Maybe," Phil said.  "We're still discussing
that."  She grimaced.  He sighed and looked over, spotting Jonathan. 
"Yes, it's a problem."


 


"We know.  It's not going to be any longer
though."  They all stared.  He grinned.  "You leave it to the geeks
to solve since the other side of the smart coin can't.  I guess that's why
Ethan called us."  He pushed the button in his hand.  He was back when
Dawn was sick.  He walked into the infirmary and looked at Pigalli. 
"Doc?"  She woke up.  "Dawn's going to shed her immortality to
heal herself."  She shook her head.  "Yeah, she is."  Andrew
walked in and touched her hand.  She flinched and looked over then fixed that
problem.  Shivs appeared.  "Hey."


 


"I remember."  He fixed Dawn's underlying
problem.  Too much energy eating at her physical form.  He released some of it
since she hadn't been able to for a few days.  Andrew shook his head and fixed
it.  "Why?"


 


"Because she uses magic differently than we do.  It's
closer to chaos magic.  Remember what the Key is."  He groaned and went
back to tell himself about how to fix it.  That fixed her when he showed up,
creating a tiny paradox.  But that was solved.  Then they went to find Bruce. 
They found him awake and staring at the stars on the back porch.  "We're
not really here," Andrew said.


 


Bruce looked at him.  "I saw the small fluctuation
earlier when I was monitoring the local telescope system.  What's going on,
boys?"  They sat down to tell him.  He considered it.  "So why tell
me?"


 


"Because there's going to be a plane crash,"
Jonathan said.  "And Dawn's going to nearly die thanks to saving it.  And
you."


 


Bruce nodded.  "I've always wanted to take the
train."  Andrew wrote down the flight information.  "We got
bumped?"


 


"Don't know."  He unclicked the pen and put it
into his pocket with a grin.  "We need an anchor back to here in
case."


 


Bruce took it.  "It'll be fixed.  Let the higher power
of geek that you two are growing into finish fixing it."  They grinned and
hit the button to bring them home.  He called Stark.  "I need you to pull
a string and get a plane looked at."  He read off that flight information. 
"It's for when we were coming out for Philip's birthday and going home. 
That was our return flight.  That would've crashed if Dawn and Xander didn't
nearly die with John Sheppard being in really bad shape."  The porch door
opened and Clint walked out.  "Thanks, Tony."  He hung up and looked
at him.  "Andrew and Jonathan were playing with time."


 


"I heard."  He sat down with a sigh.  "How
can I help?"


 


"You can....use some of Dawn's magic for her for the
next few days.  That could help with what Shivs was solving."  He nodded
at that.  "Secondly.....  I'm not sure why she was trying to heal you two
while she was so sick then."  He looked at him.  "They didn't
say."


 


Natasha came out.  "I realized it.  I was in touch with
her mind to keep her calm.  We must get that nurse to not sedate her." 
She sat down, touching their hands to let them see it.


 


Bruce nodded.  "We'll handle Barney, Clint.  Don't go
there."  He nodded that was fine with him this time.  "You guys
handle that curse."


 


"I have no idea how," he said.  "But I can do
that."


 


"You could promise your son to my service," Loki
said smugly as he appeared.


 


"That offer to shoot you stands," Clint offered
back.  "Our wife is presently about to die, do you mind?"


 


"I can fix that curse.  It's not that hard.  Even you
could if you wanted to."


 


Clint and Natasha shared a look.  Then nodded.  They knew
not to go somewhere.  They knew a few other things.  "We can't go right
now.  Not while she's sick.  I'd never forgive myself if this changed it that
far," Clint said.


 


"Beaming satellite," Bruce reminded them.


 


"Or...," Natasha said.  "We pray."  They
shared another look with Bruce, who grinned.  Loki huffed and disappeared
before his ex appeared.  She looked at Xander's mother.  "We were just
involved in a temporal movement."


 


"Humans do that."


 


"No, as in people had to change it before your sons
both died from helping Dawn save a plane full of people.  Due to a curse by
Hecate and Athena for managing what they couldn't."


 


She frowned.  "Why would they die?  They're gods."


 


"And each time Dawn has to use her magic it grows in us
and it's spread from us to Xander and from Xander to John," Natasha said. 
"Also, we know what very bad idea you've had that will mean your sons will
no longer claim you."  She glared.  Natasha opened her shields. 
"Read them if you wish."  She did and gasped, backing up.  "All
we wish is the curse removed so we can save your son and our friend."


 


"I cannot remove that.  It's not really my calling. 
Unlike a healing god...."


 


Thoth appeared.  "That's because you never cared to
study.  It's a cultural weakness and why you don't celebrate your female
warriors."  He removed it from them.  They sighed, bowing to him. 
"Thank you for fixing it, children.  If one of you hadn't told Ethan, he
wouldn't have called the boys."  He smiled and looked at them.  "It
will mean that your near twin is not a time flip back to avoid the biggest pain
you could imagine," he said quietly in Russian.  They stared at him. 
"You and Dawn would end up going back to take up new lives to die in since
you can't do it any other way if you're together."  He disappeared. 
Xander was at a boring family dinner with his paternal family.  He appeared and
nodded at Odin, who opened his mouth.  "Hush," he ordered. 
"Xander?"


 


"Please find me a battle to be in?" he begged.


 


"Not likely, at the moment."  He checked and
removed the curse.  Xander shivered as it was pulled out.  He pulled it out of
Phil too.  "Your mother knows."


 


"Mom's playing bimbo?"


 


"Yup," the Egyptian god said with a smirk. He
looked at Loki.  "Philip is going to probably be a healer or someone
artistic, not yours.  He doesn't have the mind of one of yours."  He
disappeared.  He found the infection in John from when Dawn had been up on
Atlantis thanks to Xander moving the whole group.  John looked at him when he
was done.  He showed him.  John nodded.


 


"They will punish her or I will punish her," he
said quietly, sipping his beer.


 


"That's fine."  He went to show Hera and Hades. 
Hera was frigid.  Thoth stared at her.  "You nearly let all of humanity
die for someone's arrogance.  Just because she's your sister."  Zeus
glared and started to get up.  "You did not remove their powers when they
got sent down there.  You did not end the curse, though you had to have seen
it.  What would happen when humanity died, Hera?  You'd fade like others?"


 


"I would not.  I have ties that do not require
humanity."


 


Xander appeared, shaking his head.  "No you
don't."


 


"Not now, boy," Zeus ordered.  Xander opened his
shields.  Zeus yelled and backed away looking scared.  "How?"


 


"You wanted me to marry," Xander said, staring at
him.  "You ordered it done."  He smirked. "How's that working
out for you?"  He looked at Hera.  "I'm not sure if we're going to
stand you guys or not.  Some of you I like.  Some of you I can do
without."  She slumped, looking down.  "That fake humility is not
going to work either."  Phil appeared, laying a hand on his arm.  He
looked at him, sharing a thought.  "Thoth, you have done my pantheon a
great service.  I thank you and owe you one."


 


He bowed with a smile.  "I'll call that in
sometime."  He went home to watch how this happened.


 


"We'll have to do something," Phil said.


 


"We are.  We're holding a dinner."  He looked at
Zeus.  "You're to attend as well."  He nodded.  "You can warn
her or not, as you see fit."  He took Phil to their cabin to work on that
third form.  They had gotten it a few times.


 


***


 


The next night, Xander stood up in front of the dinner. 
"You might notice that there's been some rearranging of tables."  He
opened his aura, making a lot of people gasp.  He held out a hand to Phil, who
stood up and did the same.  A few goddesses started to cry.  "We were
going to leave things as they stood but then there was a subdued, long acting
curse by Athena on our House.  There was a plot by Ares to get humanity ended
when Dawn lost herself trying to save her and others.  


 


"There was something that cursed Asclepias and Apollo
into not being able to do their duties correctly.  Frankly, we've had
enough."  He clapped his hands and humanity changed as it should.  Dawn
was getting better.  She was back to normal.  That whole 'Clint being charged'
problem wouldn't happen.  Barney was going to be handled by Phil.  The later
problems were solved.  There was no fight.  There was no plane crash.


 


"As we are the house over Humanity's protection,"
Phil said.  "We feel it appropriate to call on people from all pantheons
to help us.  There's already many younger immortals, demigods, and younger gods
who are all but members of our house."


 


Xander nodded.  "We're going to keep it that way. 
While we respect the older ways, we're not going to put up with things. 
There's no arranged marriages in my house unless I want one.  Not with anyone. 
No forcing John or anyone into one."  A few people shuddered. 
"There's no more playful batting at us.  We're busy, people.  Do you think
humanity's figured out how to handle their own shit yet?  You'd be wrong."


 


"I still have a full time job," Phil reminded
them.  "Plus my duties to humanity as they go together."


 


"Therefore, let me make some announcements.  Roque, you
are our God of Hunting."  He nodded, smirking some.  "You're one of
the best hunters I know, even though you have hidden that quite often.  You and
your accompanying pack of Yellow Furs are more than welcome to be in the temple
and your dragonling is our Herald."  He looked around.  "Hades is our
God of the dead and Asclepias is our head healer, with Healer Peter Jennings as
his second."  They both bowed to them.  "Bia is our Goddess of
Homemaking.  She's the one who fusses over everything there anyway,"
Xander quipped with a grin for her.


 


"John is our God of Intelligence," Phil said. 
"He's smart enough to be over intellect but we're going to put that with
someone who does what Diama does, only is more experienced.  Miri, with Diama
underneath you?"


 


"I would be honored," she said, smiling at Diama.


 


"Cool," Diama said.  "Can Fiona still come
play?"


 


"Of course.  Bia needs help with all the flowers and
stuff," Xander said with a smile.  "She can help our Celtic Goddess
of Flowers as well."  He nodded to her, getting a smile back.


 


"You are not officially in charge, boy," Zeus
said.  "You may have the power but we will have to challenge you for
it."


 


Xander nodded.  "Which would mean that I'd have to do
something like this," he said, taking Zeus's held lightening bolt.  Zeus
gasped.  "Thank you for blessing me able to use any other god's weapon as
I need."  The others started to babble.  He smiled.  "A birthright blessing. 
We so dote it on the mortal kids in our house."  They shared a grin with
John.  "There are open spots.  The god of war, love, and Fates are
presently open.  We haven't made a choice yet.  Frankly, I'm keeping a few open
to see if any of our present teammates ascend.  If so, they'll be filling in
some.  They know what humanity needs to get stronger and survive.  Because
there's going to be other alien invasions."  The others nodded.  He looked
at Phil, who shrugged.  He looked at the Fates.


 


"Busy," Clotho protested.  "Before you even
think about it."


 


The Norns stared.  "You hate prophecies."


 


"I do," Xander agreed.  "Can you do it in a
more straightforward way?  Maybe by email?"


 


They shared a look.  "Can we do it by email without
struggling over how to make things rhyme?"  They nodded.  They smiled at
Xander.  "Done."


 


"Great."  He grinned.  "I have thirty-eight
books of prophecy.  Can you weed out the shit ones for us?"


 


"Gladly."


 


"Though the one where you'd be having blood?  It hasn't
happened yet."


 


"I'll stock up on medicine for that then. 
Thanks."


 


"Not much medicine for childbirth, boy," one of
the Norns said with a smirk.


 


"That solved who'd have the next kid in the
family," Phil said with a smile for them.  They grinned back.  "Thank
you.  Though hopefully not this year?" 


 


"Few centuries."


 


"Wonderful."  He grinned at Xander, who took a
kiss.  Gongs and bells started to ring.  Phil sighed.  "Must you,
really?" he demanded to the air.  They stopped.  "Thank you.  Have a
slight headache from the poisoned wine."  He looked at the other
pantheons.  


 


"We have open spots, we are probably going to be
inclusive unless you're huge assholes," Xander said with a grin. 
"Plenty of yours already work with ours.  We figured we have about sixty
spots to fill and have to make some choices."  They all relaxed. 
"Though, Jian, you're the liaison if we ever set up diplomatic relations
with the damn elves.  They're snotty, like protocol more than life itself, and
even the royal nuns in your pantheon are not that rigidly uptight."


 


He bowed.  "Thank you for that honor, Alexander.  They
sound much like me."


 


"Yes they are," Xander agreed.  "You can talk
to one of Stark's doctors.  She's one.  She left because she doesn't want to be
uptight and only heal with herbs.  She can tell you how to approach and who to
approach if they reopen the portals."


 


"I'll find the book with them in it tomorrow,"
Phil said.  "It's in SHIELD's storage areas."  That got a smile and
another bow before he sat down.


 


"Any questions or comments?" Xander asked.


 


"That witch, the one who was cursed.  There should be
no slayers with witchly powers," one of the Celtic goddesses noted.


 


"Dawn's not a slayer.  She's the sister of a slayer. 
They made her of Buffy but she's her own person."  The goddess gasped. 
"The one with powers is her niece, and we're not sure how that happened
but she's also a breeding capable slayer.  Would you and your healing goddess
please make sure that there's no curse on her?  I know you've worked more on
the slayer line than anyone else."


 


"Aye, I can," she agreed, looking at that older
goddess, who nodded as she sipped her ale.  "We will on the morrow."


 


"Thank you.  Callia Stark is not the typical
pre-slayer."


 


They gasped.  "The mouthy, science one?" one of
the healers demanded.  They nodded.  "How on earth?"


 


"A group in the US called NID, who are torturing and
experimenting freaks, mixed her in a dish and inserted her into Buffy,"
Xander said with a grin.  "Callia is very much like her father but has a
lot of her mother's mannerisms.  Which keeps getting her grounded when she
mouths off."  A few laughed.  "There's already been visions of her
being knocked up when she's a young teen and her not being called.  I have made
sure she's down the list because I foresaw her being more interested in the
weapons than the duty."


 


"She will build great weapons some day," Diama
said happily.  "She'll be my head geek some year."  They all smiled
at her.  "Maybe even above the balloon geeks."  That got a few
laughs.  "There's food geeks and balloon geeks and plant geeks, there's
all sorts of geeks beyond engineers."


 


Miri smiled and nodded.  "There are.  I work with a lot
of them.  Some day, when you're older, you can come learn from Atlantis
herself."  Diama beamed and nodded.  "Does that mean the stupid curse
on me can be ended?" she asked Xander and Phil.


 


"Yes, please," Xander said, staring at Krishna and
his wife.  Who glared at the one who did it.  "I realize that you don't
celebrate great women like some do, but welcome to the new world where women
are great."  They grumbled but took it off Miri.  "Thank you."


 


"Yes!  Now I can have more than my hand."


 


"I'd share Allan with you," Alana said.  "But
I'd get jealous if he buzzed for others."


 


Xander grinned at her.  "Are you going to stay married
to your vibrator for life?"


 


"Asgardians don't believe in divorce.  So unless I find
a true mate like you have, yes."  She sipped her mead.  "And no, I'm
not taking fixups.  I've met most of the young scut at the temple and they're
fairly boring.  I need brains and brawn."


 


Xander looked at Thor.  "Have you checked on
her?"  He nodded once.  "We'll talk later, but I will accept it and
rejoice in it."  Thor smiled and nodded.  "As would her aunt and
mother."


 


"Thank thee, nephew."  Xander walked over to show
him what he had seen.  Thor growled but nodded.  "Aye, I can deal with
that.  Thank thee."


 


"Welcome.  We wish you every happiness, Uncle." 
He went back to his seat.  "Talsa has seen fit to make us a meal fit for
celebrating and easing upset stomachs.  Let's eat."  The food got served. 
They ate and talked about the changes going on.  The Pantheons of Faith were
giving way to the Pantheon of Humanity.  It was hopefully a great thing for
everyone.


 


Even if it would mean that Loki and Ares had to quit trying
to take over humanity on each other.


 


Xander looked at his father then at Ares.  Then at Phil. 
Who shook his head.  It was a bad precedent to set.  They could do it later,
when they screwed up.  Xander smiled at that thought.


 


Ares suddenly got a very bad feeling and caught Xander
staring at him.


 


***


 


Clint and Natasha looked up as Xander and Phil appeared in
the infirmary.  "I do not want to be a love goddess.  They're
frivolous."


 


"Then you can be the Goddess of Weapons under Clint's
God of War."  Xander kissed Dawn on the head.  "Rise and shine,
sleeping beauty."


 


"They have her sedated against our wishes," Clint
said.


 


Phil checked his mind.  It was whole, healthy.  It was
firm.  His connection to his women were firm.  "Not mad?"


 


"No.  Before I was frustrated, not mad.  You can tell
we never fight because the least move to more than a slight argument means she
panics."


 


"She's had a few times of worrying about being
left," Xander said.  "So have you."  Clint nodded that was
true.  "So we'll handle it."  They smiled at him.  "Who has my
godson?"


 


"Steve the last I knew."


 


"He's in bed asleep," Phil said, looking that
way.  "We have to have Stark deal with that bomb on his house too."


 


Xander nodded.  "We do."  He searched and grinned. 
"Cool."  He took Phil with him, appearing in front of Ares. 
"You don't look like Captain America, Ares."


 


"I wanted to see who had tampered with him."


 


"Bull fucking shit, dude," Xander said dryly,
making him glare and stand up.  Phil took the baby to look over.


 


"Slight push toward being a warrior," Phil said,
removing it.


 


"He's probably going to be artistic.  Clint is
musical.  Natasha was a dancer and gymnast.  Dawn's a bit artistic in some ways
like decorating.  He's going to love music."  Ares slumped, shaking his
head.  "He'll pick his own future.  Unless there's a huge problem, he'll
pick his own future."


 


"I was trying to help.  With warriors that strong he
should be a warrior too."


 


"Is your son?" Xander asked.


 


"I don't...."


 


"Bull.  I talked to him earlier," Xander said
dryly.  "Frankly, he's a god of healing."  Ares shuddered.  "If
you or my father cause us one bit of problem you will be punished in a way that
makes me cackle for *years*," he warned.


 


"You can't do that."


 


"I can do that."  Ares attacked him and Xander
popped him and Loki into a meeting area.


 


"Cool, I get to be a flower girl," Fiona said,
smiling up at her MommyDaddy.  "I like being a flower girl."  She
turned herself into a walking rose.  Ares gaped and pointed.


 


Xander smiled.  "That's a very pretty rose, Fiona.  You
need to be able to talk though."  She created a mouth among the leaves. 
Phil got Loki since he was trying something against Clint and Natasha. 
"What did I say, Dad?"  Loki glared.  "Good."  He clapped
his hands and things appeared in them.  He sent them out.  "This is the
exception instead of the rule.  When the punishment means that you'll have to
work together.  Forever."  He smiled.  "Fiona, shower them with
flowers."  She sprayed flower petals on them.  It looked like she was
peeing them really.  "I pronounce you mates.  True, unbreakable mates. 
And to give you a nice honeymoon together to *bond*, let us arrange
that."  He did the spell they did for the conventions and created a tiny
realm.  They sent them there.  They could create farms to grow real food and
all that.


 


Fiona turned back and grinned.  "Maybe the screwing
will do him good."


 


"How do you know anything about that?" Xander
demanded, staring at her.


 


"Aphrodite told me."


 


"Excuse me?  Hera!  Bring me Aphrodite!"  They
both appeared with Cupid behind them.  "Cupid, your father earned a
lifetime mate to work against since they wanted it so much."  Cupid
shivered, letting his wings wrap around him.  "Fiona, I want you to tell
Hera what you said.  You're not in trouble," he assured her when she
pouted.  "It's just that you shouldn't know about that yet."  Fiona
whimpered and looked down.  Phil created a mirror.


 


Hera burst out laughing.  "That will not hold my son,
Alexander."


 


He grinned.  "We'll see.  That's how we hold
multi-Xander conventions."  She gaped in horror.  He laughed.  "Every
year actually.  Keep going."  He pointed.


 


She did, blinking at the 'shower' of flowers.  Then what
Fiona said at the end.  She swatted Aphrodite with the mirror.  "She is
much too young to know about carnal relations!"  She hit her with the
mirror again.  Aphrodite disappeared ducking and crying.





 


Cupid picked Fiona up.  "We're going to have you move
into my house, Fiona.  That way you're a good girl and you can play in the
gardens."


 


"You live with your mother," Hera reminded him. 


 


"I haven't lived with Mom in centuries, Hera."  He
walked her off.  "We'll talk to Auntie Discord about stuff too."  She
smiled and nodded.  She loved to annoy her aunt.  Strife appeared and held out
his arms, letting her jump into them.  "You can move into my house
too."


 


Strife smiled.  "I can do that since there's no more
growling about it.  Then we can talk about your mortal vacation life." 
They disappeared with the baby.


 


Diama appeared, looking at them.  "Uncle Phil?" 
He smiled down at her.  "What's steampunk?"


 


"It's a group of people who want to build things using
only Victorian technology.  They make a lot of very interesting looking
things."


 


"Can I put them under me, Uncle Xander?"


 


"A lot are already engineers so I guess.  Ask
Hera."


 


"Lady Hera?"


 


"I have no knowledge of them but we can check,"
she said, taking her hand.  Diama squealed and took her to the show she had
been staring at.  "Oh, my," Hera said, smiling at it.  "That's
charming!"  


 


Diama smiled and nodded, pointing at something so they went
that way.  Diama showed her all sorts of neat things like balloon geeks and
food geeks.  They ran into an engineer that was once Rodney McKay's rival but
had wanted to create the fantastic instead of the abstract.  Diama babbled at
him about Atlantis.  He was one of the steampunk people.  She called Rodney
down.  "Rodney, can you see if he can help you with those three systems
that look strange?"


 


Rodney stared at the other engineer.  "Reginald."


 


"Rodney."  He shook his hand with a smile. 
"Still dealing with the abstract?"


 


"Head engineer on Atlantis actually.  Plus
research."


 


"Wonderful!  I'd love to see her sometime."  He
looked down at the little goddess. "Who are you anyway?"


 


She smiled.  "I'm Diama, Goddess of Engineers for the
Greek pantheon."  He gaped.  "Rodney's one of my higher geeks." 
She patted him with a grin.  "He even explains it when math doesn't make
sense because it has weird things that aren't numbers or fixed variables."


 


Rodney nodded.  "That stymied me for a few weeks as
well."  She grinned.  "Lady Hera."  He nodded at her.


 


She smiled.  "Rodney.  I'm sorry I tried to force
John's hand."


 


"We're not well suited.  He'd never put up with my work
and I'd never put up with his flirting or heroics.  They'd drive me insane and
I'd have to take up a bed beside Warren Meers."  He looked at his rival
then at Diama.  "Which systems?  There's many broken ones."


 


"The steam one might help," she said.  "The
one with all the wheels and gears too?  And maybe even the food one that drops
it through all the chutes and stuff?"


 


"We've wondered about those.  Can you send me and him
there?"


 


"I need to arrange a few things," Reginald
offered.


 


"Go to Cheyenne and we'll get you up there,"
Rodney said, sending an email.  "Remember Radek?"


 


"I do.  How is he?  Still too quiet?"


 


"He's our second-in-command."


 


"Wonderful!  I knew Radek was going to do great
things."


 


"He told me bedtime stories," Diama agreed with a
grin.  She looked at Rodney.  "What is my own personal robobimbo of
destruction doing this time?"


 


He shrugged.  "She hasn't talked to me recently."


 


"Spank her?"


 


"I can do so."  She smiled and took him home while
his friend did a bit of packing and things.  She went back to Hera and showed
her more neat things, like computers.  Almost all geeks like computers.  There
were a few math geeks that liked paper and pencils but they were a bit weird to
her.


 


***


 


Dawn blinked awake, staring at them.  She could see a double
image.  Clint leaned over to kiss her and the ghostly one faded.  "What
was that?"


 


"Slight time paradox."  He smoothed a hand over
her hair.  "Want the fussy one?"


 


"Please.  Is he okay?"


 


"He's fine," he promised.  Natasha came in with
the baby.  "See, one super fussy son that missed you."  She smiled
and took him to cuddle.  Clint and Natasha shared a look and he got the bed
first.  Dawn grinned at him.  He kissed her.  "It's all good."


 


Xander appeared and handed the baby to Clint then popped her
off and right back.  "That made sure she was synched."  He kissed her
on the forehead.  "Feel better soon, Dawnie."  He went back to the
temple.


 


Clint took another kiss and they shifted so Natasha could
move closer and at least sit on the bed beside Dawn's leg.  Dawn smiled and
kissed her hand.  Natasha squeezed hers back.  Clint looked at the baby, who
was staring at them.  "What?"  He yawned and fell asleep.


 


Dawn looked at them.  "Something's different." 


 


"They found a curse on us."


 


"Oh.  Okay."  She nodded.  "Is it okay
now?"  He nodded.  "Wonderful.  So why can't I hear you?"


 


"We locked the bond down so you wouldn't hear us
worry."  He opened his.  Dawn relaxed.  Natasha did the same and Dawn
grinned at her.  Clint nuzzled her throat with his nose.  "We will not
leave you," he said in her ear.  "No matter how bad the fight could
be, nothing like that."  She stared at him.  "Time flip."


 


"Did we?"


 


"No.  You had about a week of worrying after a
vision."


 


"What did I see?"


 


"My brother."


 


She stared at him.  "I'd take him down for you so you
don't have to angst, Clint."  She stroked his cheek.  "You know I
would."


 


"I know and I appreciate that but not necessary
now."  He kissed her hand.  "Cuddle Mr. Fussy there."  She
nodded, cuddling in.  She curled up on her side and pointed behind her. 
"Nat, I think that's your spot."


 


"I like cuddling up to her back.  It means she doesn't
bite me."  She cuddled her.  The nurse huffed in and started to order them
off the bed.  Clint pulled a gun on her.  She fled for the security team.  So
it was back to normal things.


 


***


 


A reporter that Clint had met right after Philip's birth,
from _Time_, walked up to him in the store.  "Some of us will usually
remember when those things happen."


 


"Reporters in general or just people?" he quipped.


 


"People."  She stared at him.  "My mother's a
German goddess's granddaughter," she said quietly, glancing around.


 


He nodded.  "That's great.  We still don't like
reporters."  She huffed but scowled.  He grinned.  "It won't
happen."


 


"Your brother?"


 


"No.  None of it.  It's all been fixed."


 


She relaxed and nodded.  "The plane?"


 


"Stark."


 


"Thank you.  One of my friends from college was on
there."


 


"So were Joyce and Bruce."  She winced.  "But
it's okay now."  She nodded and left.  That reminded him, he had to remind
Bruce to have her checked for blood clots.  He texted him.  Then he looked down
at his son.  "I miss playing to you."  He went to buy some new music
to listen to.  Philip liked that and it was great.


 


***


 


Bruce looked at the text.  "Honey, we need to have
something checked."


 


"Vision?" she asked.


 


He nodded.  "It's in a few months but better to check
now.  Can you make an appointment with your usual doctor?"


 


"He doesn't like visions."


 


"That's fine."  She nodded, making one for the
next week.   He kissed her.  "Nothing terribly huge but a problem in the
beginning."  She nodded.  He took her to his lab to do the ultrasound on
her arm.  He found the clot.  Joyce stared.  He nodded.  "We know."


 


"Oh, dear."  She wiped her arm off.  "Is that
the only one?"


 


"No, not that they found."  He helped her up onto
the table and did one on her stomach, finding it.  "That's not a tumor
throwing it."  He looked at her.  She was pale.  "It looks like an
ulcer."  She sighed.  "We can look."  She nodded, accepting his
help up.  She let him copy down the scans and they went to the walk-in clinic
instead.  The nurse sighed when she saw her.  Bruce held up the scan.  "I
was doing a casual one based on something someone was worried about and found clots,"
he said quietly.


 


She looked at it.  "That's not good.  No wonder you're
in early.  Walk in was closed today but I'll see."  She took them back. 
"Doctor?"  He looked over.  She put them on the board.  "Doctor
Banner was doing a casual scan and found those in Joyce Banner."


 


He looked.  "Those are clots.  That's an arm.  Where's
that?  Go get them?"  She went to get them.  "Bruce.  Joyce." 
He shook their hands.  "Where?"


 


"Arm and abdomen.  I don't think it's a tumor.  I
thought an ulcer."


 


"It looks like it.  That arm clot is worrying."


 


"I'm worried it'll move," he said.  "She's
had that one thanks to the medicine she was on."


 


"We can have someone look.  Let me have you go back to
the sitting room while I call someone."  They nodded and did that.  He called
a surgeon he knew.  He had done Joyce's last blood clot.  "Repeat business
and blood clots.  Lots of them."  He hung up and waited.  His golfing
buddy showed up, hissing at the scans.  "Banner's wife."


 


"I remember her case.  Tough but resilient."  He
counted.  "That's really bad."


 


"He's worried this one will slip," he said with a
point at the arm scan.


 


"It could.  It's not fully attached."  He
considered it.  "I need to do a closer look."  He took them and went
out to the waiting room.  "We're going to admit you, Joyce, and we're
going to do a GI scan tomorrow."  She nodded, hands clenched around one of
Bruce's.  "We're going to start you on a clot buster tonight for your
arm."


 


"I'm incredibly worried that one will shift,"
Bruce said.  "Can we move it?  Maybe suck it out?"


 


"We can give it something to attach to.  We have green
filters as you know."  He took them to his office to get them set up with
what they'd need that night.  He took another scan and it had shifted slightly
up the vein.  Which meant it was heading for her heart.  That had to be handled
tonight.  But he could do that.


 


***


 


Bruce walked into Fury's office the next day, seeing the
scowl.  "She's in post-surgical ICU."  He handed over the note. 
"Blood clots."


 


Fury shuddered.  "Stroke?"


 


"No, they implanted the green filter to catch it fast
enough thankfully.  It broke away when they were working to suck it out and
started up really fast."  Fury nodded.  "The other was a low GI
ulcer."


 


"Stress?"


 


"No, medicine created they think.  The chemotherapy she
went through weakened a lot of muscles. This one decided to not heal the last
time.  They said it was a possible side effect."


 


"Tell her I wish her well.  How long is she on bed rest
for?"


 


"Six weeks."


 


"That's fine."  Bruce smiled and went back to the
hospital.  He looked out there.  "Hill, who's your assistant on the hell
carrier?"


 


"Filling in for Joyce?  Hillmond."


 


"Call him up.  He has a six week trial to help you. 
She'll be on bed rest for the blood clots that long."  She nodded, calling
him to come up.


 


***


 


Dawn woke up to a warm, nice feeling.  She looked to her
left, finding Ares.  Then to her right, finding Loki.  "I don't want you
two in bed with me."  They smirked.  "Out!"  They flinched and
the dream faded.  She sighed, holding her chest.


 


Clint looked at her.  "Us?"


 


"No, I saw Loki and Ares."


 


"Eww," he agreed, taking a kiss.


 


She looked at him.  "You don't taste right."  He
blinked at her.  She looked around.  "This isn't our room."


 


"It's a guest suite at the compound," Clint said.


 


Dawn touched her mind with Clint's.   No, he was somewhere
less warm and snuggly.  They had the baby too.  She disappeared to them,
opening the locks.  They stared at her.  "What?" she demanded.  She
pouted.  "I feel like shit."  She walked off rubbing her chest.


 


"She's still sick," Clint said.


 


Natasha nodded and they changed back to Loki and Ares. 
"Though it was nice she did unlock us."


 


Xander appeared, grinning at them.  "Dirty tricks means
you have a better thing."  He took Philip from them, then realized it was
a doll.


 


"We wouldn't have to resort to subterfuge if this
wasn't going on," Loki said smugly.


 


Xander grinned. "Dad, subterfuge is your normal method
of operation."   He clapped and things were back as they should be.  Dawn
was back in the right realm.  His father and new stepmother weren't.  Philip
was safely snuggling on Mommy Natasha.  Clint was snoring.  Phil was teasing
the unhappy baby that he couldn't get free of Mommy.  Natasha finally woke up
enough to glare at him.  "Changing diapers?"  She handed him over. 
"Thanks."  They changed him and came back to make sure they were
Clint and Natasha.  When Loki and Ares tried it again, Xander did something
slightly evil and wicked.  He changed it so their powers went through the
other.  So Ares had to channel Loki's powers and Loki had to channel Ares'
powers for them to get through them.  And it only worked during sex.  Actual,
penetrative sex.  He grinned at the howling going on about that.  "Then
next time, don't try shit."  He waved.


 


Phil smirked.  "That was mean."  He kissed him and
winked.  "Natasha, want us to take Philip with us?"


 


"He'll fuss," Clint complained quietly.  "Did
you have to make them shout?"  Xander came over to test him again and
broke the link back to Loki.  Then Natasha's back to Ares.  Dawn growled and
glowed brightly.  "No, you're not a goddess in more than our lives,"
he said.


 


"If she does become one, I could make it so you're each
other's," Xander offered with a grin.  "It's great when I get prayers
from Phil."


 


"I hear plenty of prayers to me," Clint said. 
"Though if they keep that up, can I become a god for about ten minutes to
fix that?"  Phil muted it.  They finally got to it and the curse that Phil
had laid took effect.


 


"Mother fucking bitch!" Ares shouted.


 


Dawn blinked up at the ceiling.  "No language like that
around my son unless it comes from my mouth and second, shut the hell up and
enjoy it!  That's what you expected him to do!"  Suddenly they shut up. 
She smiled.  "Thank you."  She took her son back.  "Aww, Phil
changed you.  That's very nice of your godfather, huh?"  She curled up
around him to snuggle.


 


"Want us to take him for the night so you get some
uninterrupted sleep?" Phil asked.


 


"Nope."


 


"Okay."  They disappeared, settling in to watch
for more asshole behavior.


 


Dawn yawned, pulling Natasha against her back.  She was
pliable but vacant.  Clint was the same way.  She stared then up.  "Not
nice."  Xander came back to check, scowling.  "Where are they?"


 


"In their heads.  Go join them."  She nodded and
did that.  That was nicer.


 


***


 


In the west coast SHIELD office, Natasha smiled and adjusted
one of the pads attached to her temple.  They'd be able to destroy the decoy
thems soon.  It had helped because they could go into the contaminated area. 
It was a better use of them than using them on missions in her opinion, one
that Clint shared with her.  So it was good and now she could enjoy Dawn and
Philip.  Because somehow Dawn had pulled him in. 


 


They were back in her hidden forest bedroom.  Philip was
liking the bed.  Especially since a butterfly had flown in and was sitting just
out of reach for him.  He was going to get the pretty thing to show Mommies.


 


Clint smiled at him then kissed Dawn.  She moaned into it. 
"Relax.  No sex in here.  Especially not with sprout down there."


 


"No, cuddles are great," she promised.  They
curled up around her.  He finally caught the butterfly by a wing but it escaped
and flew off out the window.  Philip pouted and pointed.  "I know.  Come
cuddle?"  He crawled up to cuddle them.  "So what happened during
that time flip?"  Clint looked at her.  "Has to have been something
huge."  He showed her.  She moaned.  He nodded.  "Sometimes I hate
them."


 


"Us too," Natasha said, stroking her fingers
through Dawn's hair.  "One of us should be paying attention to the real
world."


 


Clint nodded.  "Want to draw straws?"  She shook
her head and took a moan-inducing kiss then kissed Philip on the head before
going back to her body.  He kissed Dawn.  "I'm greedy."


 


"I like that you hoard me sometimes," Dawn said
with a smile.


 


"Good.  When you're stronger, expect some of it."


 


"I'm still going to do those costumes."  He
moaned.  She grinned.  "I'll enjoy them."


 


"So will I."  He patted his son on the back,
making him belch but coo in his sleep.  "Thanks, son."


 


***


 


Natasha blinked up at the scientists.  "It has worked
so they are good for communicable disease tending."  She sat up and pulled
off the pads.  "She's out of quarantine."


 


"Those are very expensive models," one huffed.


 


Natasha looked at him.  "My Widow's Bite is more
expensive.  Those cost under two hundred each to build.  You knew they were
meant for a contagious moment.  Also, they have not gathered the cell samples
that you wanted.  We saw that programming and ended it."  One lunged at
her.  She was a bit slow so the needle caught her in the arm.  That scientist
died however.  "Coulson!"  He appeared in pajama pants and got the
others in there with the gun that appeared in his hand.  She held her shoulder.


 


He looked at the needle.  "We'll go to the
infirmary."  He took her and Clint with him.  That woke Clint up enough to
blink at them and then go back to Dawn's side.  They got Natasha treated and
gave her something to counteract the poison.  Coulson shook his head. 
"Not even one of mine.  I'm ashamed that they're not using their
resources."  He disappeared to tell Fury.  Fury gave his pajama pants,
socks, and bare chest a look over then stared at him.  "Saving Agents
Romanoff and Barton from the scientists out there, sir."


 


"What did they do?"


 


"Tried to poison them.  They didn't like that Natasha
and Clint removed the cell sampling program of the clones.  Or that they were
going to be destroyed since they had been in where Dawn had smallpox."


 


"Great," he said bluntly.  "How much is that
going to cost us?"


 


"Just under two hundred each to make."  Fury
smiled at that low number.  "They were extremely useful for the contagious
disease shielding.  It let a living being be in there with them.  The life
model decoys were excellent for the comfort role."


 


"Good.  Maybe we can market them for doctors in such
times."  Phil nodded and went home.  He sent that idea down to his PR
department.  They came up with other things, like radiation contaminated areas
and bomb clean up duties.  That would probably also be useable in the warzones
to clear bombs.  He assigned new scientists, ones that weren't out for
themselves, to the project.  It gave Banner a reason to be on the west coast
with his wife while she was sick.


 


***


 


Dawn blinked at her mates the next morning when they walked
in.  "There were not yous."


 


"We were testing the new golems that they designed for
infiltration.  That let us get inside the quarantine field with you since they
can be destroyed," Natasha said with a smile.  


 


Dawn grinned back.  "That sounds neat."


 


"It was but tiring," Clint said, laying down
beside her on the suite's bed.  Natasha got her other side and they cuddled. 
"Can we all nap?"  Dawn nodded, snuggling in better.  They pulled the
blankets up, made the room a bit chilly, and snuggled in.  "Who has the
baby?"  Dawn pointed.  Natasha got him and brought him over.  "Is he
napping with us?"


 


"He'll be fine. I'll have him."  That got a nod
and they settled in to rest.  Philip was awake for part of it but he enjoyed
playing with their fingers and toes, and crawling up and down the bed.  He was
active enough that each time he quit moving it woke Clint, so he'd be fine.


 


***


 


Clint had the vision this time instead of Dawn, though he
knew she had seen it.  Natasha had mirrored it.  So they all woke up with
migraines.  He stared at them.  "I say we proactively turn him into a
ferret again," he said quietly, snuggling onto Dawn's shoulder. 
"Then we raid the fucker."


 


"We have to save Xander," Dawn said quietly. 
"PHIL!" she hissed as loud as she dared with her headache.  No
answer.  "Bia?  Or John?"  He appeared, blinking at them.  "Read
the vision.  It has where someone's trying to chain Xander up."


 


"There's a battle I can't get to."  He read her mind,
one eyebrow going up.  "Hell no!"  He patted them and sent a bit of
healing toward them.  "Just... let us handle it, guys."


 


"I'd say I'd come up and handle it," Dawn offered.


 


"No, you keep your temper."  He patted her leg
again and disappeared with a flash of noise, heat, and light as he landed on
that other realm.  "So," he said, staring at the reasons behind it. 
"You're so desperate for humanity to end that you're going to try to break
a *bond*?"


 


"She's mortal," his mother said.


 


"Mother, Dawn's the Key.  She's not mortal.  She's
presently immortal actually."  He stared at her.  "You trying to harm
your sons isn't bad enough?"


 


"You will appreciate it when things are as they should
be, son."


 


"And yet, you pushed and shoved Xander and Phil together."


 


"If she had not interfered," Odin said. 
"None of this would be necessary."


 


"Yeah, because Xander and Phil would both be
dead."  Odin shrugged.  "Great."  He blasted them all.  Odin
gasped at the semi-mortal injury.  If it wasn't healed he'd die in a few days
of it.  John changed his clothes to his official hunting outfit.  "Did you
think those of us who broke into Creation for the battle against Thanos healed
those rips?" he asked snidely. 


 


"I would have," Odin said firmly, holding his
stomach.


 


"That's such a lie.  You haven't healed the tiny one
you got ages ago, Odin."


 


Odin roared out a battle yell and lunged for John.


 


"Hold!" the Norns ordered as they appeared. 
"Are you stupid!"


 


"You have picked your side in this battle," Odin
sneered.


 


Alana appeared as she was called to.  "We must let
Xander prove himself by letting him work his own way free."


 


The Norns all slapped her, hard.  "Frigga," one
shouted.  "Come educate your youngest!"  She appeared, grimacing at
Odin and John fighting.  "She does not know."


 


Frigga opened her mouth, then shut it and licked her lips. 
"The only way that your father would allow Alexander to pick up his duty
was if he made a blood vow on the Tree of Life to protect it.  Every other year
as required, he spills his blood on the roots.   When he got so ill at twenty,
the tree and he had to be merged a bit to heal him from the infection." 
Alana gaped.  "The tree treats him as a true brother and twin.  If our
grandson were to die, so would we all when the Tree does."  


 


She clasped her hands together.  "Which is why all this
has been so very poorly done by those who started the tree in motion." 
Odin paused to stare at her.  She stared back.  "If he dies, we all
die," she reminded him.  "Did someone make you forget that?" 
She walked off.  "You are no spouse of mine, Odin.  You have become
something that I know not what but it will never touch me or my family
again."  She pulled power to her.  "Enough!" she ordered
quietly.  The world around them froze.  John was staring at her, looking mildly
discontent.  "I did not allow this."


 


"Yeah, you did," John told her.  "You didn't
stop it.  That means you allowed it.  Refusing to do anything is the same as
granting permission."


 


She nodded.  "I can see that point and I've heard it
from your brother's mouth more than once.  Go rescue him."


 


"Phil is.  With Fenrir I might add."  She nodded,
looking down at Odin, who was bleeding in the snow.  He stared at his mother,
who was starting to cry.  "No wonder our sisters have safely been with
Apollo's retinue."  He walked over Odin.  "You are not worthy to piss
on."  He looked at Frigga.  "What do you plan on doing about
this?"


 


"Alexander is the son of my adopted son.  He is family
to me," she said, looking up at him.  "As you are, John."  She
smiled sadly and patted him on the cheek.  "It may be too late."


 


"You forgot which child you speak of," John said
with a smirk.  "Xander has never failed."  He looked at Odin then at
her.  "I will deal with him as is just as he's called a blood feud onto my
family."


 


"I say not!" his mother ordered.


 


He stared at her.  "You are no longer our family,
Mother.  We cleave to the patriarch of the family, Xander."  She went into
a wailing fit.  He looked at Frigga again.  "I cannot abide by this. 
Should I have his things moved?"


 


"Nay.  He is more than welcome on his own home realm,
John."  She squeezed his hand.  "Alana, take your father back to
Valhalla.  If he does not heal, he'll be taking up different residences.  If he
does, he'll be camping in the barn until he can find a new suite."  They
faded out.


 


John went to help Phil.  "Our mother," he said
when he appeared and Phil looked at him.  "Xander, remember, you're linked
to the tree."


 


"I know," he said from behind the wall of fire and
vines.  "I love the tree for saving me."


 


Another Xander and Ares got there with theirs and Loki. 
"I cannot abide by this level of bullshit," Loki said, calling the
fire to him.


 


The other Xander raised a hand.  "Let me."  He
touched the vines and they withered.  He touched the fire and it went to ice. 
He moved forward, helping himself out of there.  Xander was bleeding. 
"Did you get stabbed?"


 


"While I was unconscious."  He looked at him. 
"Thank you."


 


"You're welcome."  He grinned.  "It's not
right that you have to go through all this shit."  He gave him a hug and
some energy, helping him heal himself.  John and Phil grabbed on to help. 
Fenrir rested against his thigh, getting petted.  Xander closed his eyes and
flashed, then came back mostly healed.  "Thank you," the other Xander
said with a smile.


 


Xander kissed him gently.  "You are great." 
Xander grinned.  "And I have a room set up if you need to move things to a
safer location."  He looked at Phil, pulling him closer to kiss him.


 


"Let me take some of it, Xander."


 


"Nay, they are my injuries and I will bear them.  I
will not see you hurt if it was not done to you."  He stared at him then
kissed him again before grinning.  "The temple?"


 


"All locked down.  No one can get into it."


 


Loki and both Ares looked and nodded.  "Except Gaia. 
She moves through the very blades of grass," Loki said quietly.


 


Xander looked then at them.  "Thank thee."


 


"Can you maybe remove the spell now?" Ares asked
dryly with a smirk.


 


"No, because you two are actual mates," Xander
said with a grin.  They both stared.  "I have no idea why Dad's been
stalking Dawn so long, or you, Ares, but the dark beauty of power you're both
looking for is in the other.  I checked with the Fates and the Norns."


 


Loki looked at his mate.  "Cunning, strong. 
Pretty."  Ares sneered.  "I can see what you do," he said,
looking at his son again.  "But like yours it should be our choice."


 


Xander nodded.  "And yet you forced, Dad.  So I'm
repaying it.  You're the only forced marriage I'll probably ever do unless it's
in punishment."  Ares slumped, shaking his head.  "I owe you
both."  They nodded.  He clasped hands with them.  "And quit stalking
Dawn, people.  I saw the vision she just had."  He looked at Phil.


 


"I did not.  I couldn't break off to check on her when
she called."  John passed it over by touching his shoulder.  He looked at
him.  "I'd kill him myself."  John smirked.  "He's going to be a
one-eyed ferret again."  He looked his mate over.  "Are you well
enough?"


 


"Yes."  Phil stared at him.  "I am with those
who are behind me."  He looked at the other Ares.  "Thank
thee."  He shook his hand.


 


"My version of you is one of my anchors, Alexander.  I
know what sort of hell he can bring to the world when he's pissed at
someone."


 


Xander grinned.  "You can both stay at my temple for a
bit if you want to rest.  I have to talk to Gaia and end a few other plots. 
Including my mother."


 


"No, that's my job," Phil told him.  "You are
not going to take out your family."  Xander smiled and nodded.  He took
them all back to the temple.  They stared at Gaia since she was looking
around.  "You started all this.  Why?"


 


"Because I'm tired," she admitted, staring at
them.  "I had no intention of them reacting so poorly."


 


"Then you should've taught them better," John
said.  "Roque?"  He appeared looking sweaty.  "Who?"


 


"SHIELD being morons.  They tried to attack the barrier
shield."


 


"Knock them out," Xander said.  "SHIELD's too
important to kill them all."


 


"We are."


 


"Use the sleep gas," Phil offered.  "I made a
new batch."


 


Xander grinned at him.  "I made that one type as
well."  Roque smirked and got them from the armory to hand out to their
people.  He lost his smile when he looked at the eldest goddess.  "You
have nearly destroyed that which you created.  Being tired is not a good reason
for a hard hand-over.  You could have done it a lot smoother."


 


"I know nothing about tactics or politics, Xander.  You
and I are much alike in those ways."


 


"I learned tactics."


 


"And I learned politics, barely."  She stared at
him.  "This is not what I meant to have happen when I changed you from a
hunter god like Artemis is into a warrior god, Xander."  He nodded once. 
"I meant none of this.  Not your mother's problems, not Odin's, not a
single bit of it."


 


"And yet we deal with the hand we've been dealt,"
he said.


 


"I know and for that I ask for forgiveness and the
right to go on permanent vacation."


 


He snorted.  "Do you honestly think I'd let you move in
with the Titans?"  She gasped, looking at him.  "Oh, no, your
punishment is being our Earth goddess.  You will be doing a lot of the same
things."  He stared at her.  "You tampered, now you can help fix what
you tinkered with."  She grimaced but nodded.  "Reap what you sow,
Gaia," he said in Egyptian.  She shivered but nodded she would. 
"Good.  Then please banish our mother to somewhere.  Ask O'Neill if he has
a good planet that needs a really bitchy river goddess."  John looked at
him.  "That way we heave her through and let her deal with it."


 


"As long as there is a river, she'll be able to
reattach," John said.  "But she won't be in our direct influence. 
Her aides?"


 


"Up to them," Phil said.  "If not, Gladriel
could easily come manage the special collection and the library for us." 
That got a nod from Xander.  "We'll sit, we'll bandage, we'll talk,"
he said quietly, putting a hand on his back.


 


Gaia looked at him.  "Odin was ever stupid.  It's why
we were shocked he ascended so high and managed to find a wife."  She laid
a hand on his side, healing the injuries.  "Thank you for the mercy,
Xander."


 


He grinned.  "It's not fully a mercy.  We both realize
that."


 


"I do.  It means I'll at least get more gardening time
in."  She helped them walk up there.  She looked at Loki and Ares. 
"I see he finally pointed out that you're actual, true mates."  They
glared.  She smiled.  "Not my doing," she quipped.


 


"No, that was Aphrodite's," Xander said. 
"When she and Ares broke up, she found someone that had what Ares really
needed in a mate.  Strength, power, enough darkness to understand when he fell
into his own but enough light to bring him up.  Cunning, strong physically and
magically.  Able to put up with Discord and Strife."


 


Ares blinked a few times.  "Why didn't she set up me up
with Strife?"


 


"He was your subordinate, not powerful enough to help
you, and you would've killed him," Phil said, staring at him. 
"Beyond that, she wanted him for someone else I believe."


 


Xander nodded.  "She did."


 


Ares gaped, looking at them.   "Damn it!"


 


"I never considered that either," the other Ares
said, looking at his Xander, who was grinning.  "That's weird.  Why stalk
Dawn?"


 


"Both were drawn to her darker nature when she's in a
bad spot," Xander said.  "They could both see her as their ideal
consort, or as close as someone would get.  Neither one can straightforwardly
deal with that so they made plans to capture her, make her prove herself to
them.  Which she did by beating them."


 


"I wanted someone glamorous," Ares admitted,
looking at Loki, who was a bit scrawny.


 


"I did just fine as the First Husband," he
sneered.


 


"And as the first wife," Xander quipped. 
"Though you still needed to figure out how to do your hair, Dad." 
Loki glared.  He grinned.  "I can do the spell again."


 


"You will not," he said firmly.


 


Ares, the other one, laughed.  "You two are much alike
in the ways that count."


 


"Just like Phil and I are," Xander agreed with a
smile for them.  The new couple groaned.  "A bit savage and the other more
suave and calm; you each have your elements of power and yet need someone who
can smack you upside the head for bad idea time."


 


Their Ares grimaced.  "I've mostly grown out of the
savage times, kid."  He looked at Loki again.  Looking objectively, the
kids were right, Loki was a good fit.  Annoying as hell but a good choice for
his consort.  "We'll work out that whole 'trying to best me' thing you
have going."


 


"And your version as well," Loki said dryly.


 


Ares smirked.  "I'm better at leading takeover
attempts."


 


"And yet I've countered all of them, smoothed out the
wrinkles you've caused, and started a better plan."


 


"You two give us more hell and I'm sending you both to
another realm," Xander warned.  "Permanently.  I will so kick your
realms or your planets."  They nodded they could keep it down. 
"Thank you!  And if that was your plan with Fury, I'd stop it before it
gets him tortured."


 


Loki shook his head slowly, looking that way.  "That is
your mother."


 


"Who was in league with Odin," John said quietly.


 


"I have no mother," he announced.  Gongs rang.


 


"I have no mother," John agreed.  A few more gongs
rang.  Phil glared up and they stopped.


 


"I used to get bells," Gaia said.


 


"There were fewer gods to have to note them," John
quipped.  "Now you can't hear even the gongs over the blabbing and
whining."


 


Ares and Loki were staring at each other, finding all the
little weak spots and the spots that were too strong to pick at.  Then Loki
looked up.  "Not all chaos magic or plans come from me, Stark," he
said dryly.


 


Phil looked and went to tell him to yell at the Japanese
Kitsune that was pretending to be someone's lab assistant.  He looked up as
bells and gongs rang.  "Must you?" he asked.  Tony looked confused. 
"Godly announcement system.  Ares and Loki were just formally bound for
good.  They're mates."


 


"Like you and Xander?"


 


"Without the depth of bond.   They might grow into
it."


 


Tony shook his head quickly.  "I guess they can spar
for fun and all that.  Maybe for who's on top."


 


"Xander and I do sometimes," he agreed with a
slight smirk.  "We're in the middle of issues."


 


"I heard.  Can I help?"


 


"We're going to kick a few's planets."  He left.  
"Xander?"  He looked over.  Ares and Loki were kissing like it was a
battle.  Xander kissed him and he smiled back.  "Now what?"


 


"Go depossess your boss.  If I do it, I'll make him
brainless."


 


"I can't say I won't."


 


John went to do that, breaking the powers over Fury. 
"Our former mother is an imbecile."


 


Fury stared at him.  "Can you actually ditch a
parent?"


 


"Yes.  And if you even thought about that plan to
disrespect Dawn's marriage, there's going to be issues."


 


"She's part of SHIELD."


 


"No she's not.  She's part of Stark.  Stark and SHIELD
are not the same."  Fury started to open his mouth.  "Nope."  He
changed him down into a ferret.  "Agent Hill?"  She came to the
doorway.  "Why are you here so late?"


 


"Tara had a date," she said, sounding a bit
bitter.


 


"No, she had dinner with a member of the coven."


 


"Who was flirting."


 


John looked at her.  "Do you think Tara noticed
it?"  She shook her head.  Tara hardly ever paid any attention to people
who flirted.  He held up the ferret.  "The kids need a new pet,
right?"


 


"Yes, they do."  She came in to look over his
desk, grimacing.  "Being furry is nicer than a funeral."  She bundled
it up and put it into the wall safe, taking the ferret from him.  "The
twins will adore having a second pet.  You can get used to them while Tara and
I talk.  Thank you, John."


 


"Welcome.  Call off the attack on the temple?"  He
disappeared, going back to the temple.


 


She called out there.  "Whoever authorized that attack
is no longer an employee of this agency," she announced.  The two agents
in charge knew who she was.  She had beaten them plenty of times.  They didn't
stop.  "Hastings, if you do not stop that pointless attack, you will be
terminated in both meanings of the word."   No stopping.  She called up
their special units.  "Someone has seen fit to attack Alexander's temple
using SHIELD operatives.  Go stop them somehow."


 


"Limit?" one asked.


 


She sighed.  "Try for non-lethal but...."  She
waved the hand with the ferret.  "I doubt the director will do more than
squeak."  They stared.  "John Sheppard."  They nodded and went
to handle that.  She looked at him.  "Sir, I have no idea why you did that
but how stupid can you be?"  She listened to them stopping the battle and
only a few had to be shot.  Maybe they were under control, maybe they weren't. 
She'd find that out in the morning.  She took the ferret to Tara's, picking the
locks to walk in.  Tara was on the couch with a fussy Craig.  He cooed and took
the ferret to cuddle.  "Watch out, he might bite you."  She looked at
Tara.  "How was your date?"


 


"It wasn't a date."  She sipped her tea, watching
Craig play with the little black ferret with an eyepatch.  "What did he do
this time?"


 


"He was going to break up the trio by giving Dawn to
someone and locking Clint up."


 


"Great!" she sneered, glaring at the ferret.  She
looked at her wife.  "No more work?"


 


"No.  They cleaned up where someone had tried to attack
the temple."  She sat down beside Tara, relaxing.  "Craig, can you go
back to bed with your new friend?"  He babbled at them, patting the
ferret. "Yes, he'll be a good pet."  She got up and changed him then
got him and the ferret both into the crib.  Not like Fury could hop down in his
present form.  A bundle of ferret sized clothes appeared on the coffee table
but she'd ignore it for now.  She wasn't the sort to dress up pets in silly
costumes.  She walked back out to sit facing Tara.  "So, date?"


 


Tara put down her mug.  "It wasn't a date, Maria."


 


"It was, she was flirting."  Tara glared. 
"Someone reported it to me."


 


"It's fairly clear that we're not going forward." 
Maria inhaled sharply.  "To do that you would've had to show up now and
then.  It's clear to me that your work is more important."


 


"No, and I've been cutting down on hours."


 


"Which you never spend with us."


 


"No, I've been seeing one of our counselors." 
Tara blinked at her.  "I was trying to work that out."  She shifted
closer, taking Tara's hand to hold.  "We can go together.  He thought it
might help some."  She looked down then up at her.  "You took off
your ring?"


 


"I had to.  My hand's swelling again."  Maria
nodded, giving it a squeeze.  "I....  We'd need to find sitters."


 


"I can arrange it so they're while the kids are in
school.  The school has a daycare."


 


"Which we can't really afford."


 


"It's tight but we can afford it once a week." 
Tara nodded they could possibly do that.  "Have we talked to Phil about
child support maybe?" she asked quietly.


 


"He already does that.  That's how we're able to afford
them having clothes and food."  Maria grimaced but nodded.  "Our
budget is not growing any."


 


"Maybe we can cut out some things."


 


"Sure, like rent? It just went up again," Tara
complained.


 


"I'll get onto Stark about the old building or we can
find somewhere cheaper."  Tara nodded.  She pulled her closer.  "You
should've told me."


 


"You weren't here."


 


"Even when I'm not here, unless I'm in the middle of a
crisis you can talk to me, Tara.  Not like I can't tell Joyce to handle something
and talk if it's important."  She cuddled her.  This was a huge problem. 
Tara wasn't getting a paycheck from SHIELD, only from the occasional freelance
potion or something.  The kids were getting older, maybe it was time she
thought about going to work part time.  They'd figure it out in a few minutes,
after they got enough cuddling in.


 


***


 


Dawn blinked awake in the morning, looking at her staring
spouses.  "Did I do something while I was asleep?" she asked through
a yawn.


 


"No," Clint said, grinning at her.  "Just
staring at your hair."  She grimaced and tried to smooth it down but it
was braided.  He nodded.  "Not your doing.  It's done like someone else
did it."


 


"How did Callia sneak in to braid my hair without me
realizing it?"


 


Natasha shook her head.  "I don't think it was her
since mine was french braided."  Dawn groaned, sitting up to cast a
telling spell.  Hera had.  They shrugged.  Someone would tell them why later. 
They got up and took a shower together, then came out to play with the baby. 
Who wasn't there.  They looked around the suite.  Something seemed different. 
That's when Hades showed up.


 


"Relax," he ordered when Dawn started to tear up. 
"Not why you're here.  Philip's with my wife charming her.  You're down
here to protect you three from the hellstorm going on upstairs."  He
created a portal to show them.  "Persephone demanded," he said dryly.


 


"Our physical bodies?" Dawn asked.


 


"Here.  That way no one freaks out.  Hera did your hair
because you should be made pretty when you come to the realm of the
dead."  He rolled his eyes.  "Though half of that was her
doing."


 


Dawn looked at him.  "Can I go help?"


 


"No.  Xander and Gaia have worked it out.  They're
putting out minor fires along the way."  Dawn relaxed and nodded.  He
grinned.  "It'll be okay.  It was protective and I'll go tell your boss
for you, Dawn."  He disappeared, making Tony and Steve jump when he
appeared in the office.  "Relax.  They're with me so they're protected. 
Hera sent them because the world nearly ended last night."  He looked at
them.  "The ones that want their old power levels back tried to get Xander
and Phil out of the way, including Odin and their mother."  Tony was
glaring.  


 


"So Hera moved them and the baby.  He's cooing at
Persephone until she wants another one."  He grinned.  "By the way,
Stark, Phil said something about Fury's plans against the trio.  Not sure what
he meant.  I know Fury's presently a ferret with the twins Tara has."  He
put his hands in his pants pockets.  "So they're safe but not showing up
today."


 


"Why send them down there?" Steve asked quietly.


 


"Because if the worst happened and they destroyed this
reality, the realms of the dead aren't in the same area really.  It's like
they're connected off to the edge as a bubble.  That would mean that Dawn could
help those of us who were left restart things or go back to fix it.  Thanks to
her work here, Dawn has great critical problem solving skills," he said
with a grin.


 


"She'd stop all the BS by stomping on the right
people," Tony agreed.  "So they're fine, just displaced?"  Hades
nodded.  "Should we send them a care package of food?"


 


"We have human food down there, Stark, and even if they
did eat food from my realm, I wouldn't demand that they stay the way I did with
my wife.  Dawn's got plenty of that already."  Steve nodded, blushing a
tiny bit.  "But they're fine.  Philip's been inhaling pomegranate jelly
toast all morning and cooing at my wife's hair things.  He's definitely some
sort of artistic."  He shrugged and smiled at Pepper when she paused in
the doorway.  "They're safely hidden with me due to all the shit,
Discord."  She changed back.  "Ares send you?"


 


"I'm trying to figure out what's going on.  Me, 'Pol,
'Sclep, Artemis.  No one's told us a thing."  He showed her.  She nodded
once.  "The Key?"


 


"With me, her spouses and child too."


 


"Good!" she said, nodding quickly.  "What are
we doing about this?"


 


Ares appeared, looking relaxed and like he had been having a
day off on the beach by the dark board shorts and tank top.  "Right now,
we stay out of it."


 


She stared at him.  "Why are you wearing that?"


 


"Cupid banished us on a honeymoon," he said
dryly.  "It's a pretty beach in eastern Greece."


 


She blinked a few times.  "Honeymoon?" she
demanded.


 


He grimaced and shifted.  "Xander and Phil had a point
with the whole forced thing.  Apparently, when 'Dite and I broke up, she found
a mate who could handle the things she couldn't."  Discord was gaping. 
"Loki."


 


She blinked a few times then burst out laughing.  She hugged
him.  "At least you won't be bored."  She looked at Hades, who was
smirking.  "You knew?"


 


"Figured out that they were both stalking Dawn since
they couldn't see it for themselves.  She was the next best thing."  He
looked up and shook his head.  "Have a good honeymoon, Ares."


 


"Thanks, Hades."  He disappeared back to the
beach.


 


Discord shuddered all over.  "Let me ....move
temples."  She disappeared.


 


Hades nodded.  "Ares can make Loki squeal like a stuck
pig apparently and the reverse is also true.  I didn't think anyone was as loud
as Dawn was but Loki's squealing...."  He disappeared.


 


Tony mumbled something.  Steve looked at him. 
"What?"


 


"Now I know why some people online have requests for
brain bleach," he muttered more loudly.


 


"I have no idea what you're talking about but bleach is
about what I need to not think about Loki and sex.  So maybe I'll go do some
laundry.  Bucky's as bad at it as Dawn is."  He walked off squinting to
try to get rid of the headache.  Bucky looked up from reading to the kids, who had
gotten him up apparently since he was still in his pajama pants. 
"Laundry?"


 


"I can," Bucky said.


 


"Just found out Ares and Loki are really mated now and
they're loud like Dawn."


 


Bucky winced then shook his head quickly.  "If laundry
helps you take that out of your mind, go for it, Stevie.  Mine's in front of
the dresser."  Steve went to pick up everyone's laundry so he could do
it.  The kids' shirts always needed special stain treatment, and sometimes
their pants too.  So did Bucky's for all the stuff he dropped while he was
eating.  The smell of bleach didn't help all that much but the familiar,
calming practice did.


 


Tony shuddered once he was alone and went to find Pepper. 
She always had a way of taking the bad thoughts out of his head.  Since she was
in the shower, that was really helpful in the best possible way.  Especially
when she squealed because he joined her and then pushed her against the wall to
slide into her.  "Bad ideas, Pepper.  Very, very bad thoughts."  He
thrust lightly, getting her into the mood to make him do more work.  It always
worked.  She looked back at him.  "Icky thoughts."


 


"The kids dating?" she asked with a slight grin.


 


"Ares and Loki were just married together and now
they're on their honeymoon and we got told they're loud."


 


She shuddered and got free of him to turn around.  She
leaned against the wall, hiking one leg over his thigh.  He kindly lifted her
up and got back to taking the bad thoughts out of both of their heads.  Because
even if you liked Ares or Loki, and the thought of them together was hot, it
was still a bit icky to them.


 


***


 


Dawn looked up.  "I don't think me having a flirty yet
trashy day is going to help you any," she quipped.  "I'm hoping being
down here is why I'm hearing Stark's bad thoughts."


 


"It is," Persephone said as she appeared with
Philip, who squealed and held out his arms to Daddy.  She passed him over. 
"He's been a very good boy for me.  We've had jelly toast and my hair
accessories all day long."  She smiled and patted him on the cheek. 
"Such a good boy, Philip."  He grinned and waved the hair comb he had
stolen.  "I can't get him to give me that one."


 


Dawn held out a hand.  "Please?"  He pouted but
handed it over.  She kissed him on the forehead, making him smile at Natasha,
who did the same thing.  "Thank you.  Good boy, Philip."  She handed
it back.  "He had a fascination with Mom's too."


 


Persephone put her hair back up.  "They're shiny and
textural to him."  She grinned at the baby.  "We'll see you later,
young man.  You're not due to come see us for ages yet."  She faded out. 
"The husband said it'll be another few hours.  They're hosting a
dinner."


 


"Do we need to go?" Dawn called.


 


"Nope.  They'll try to kill you three again."


 


"Okay.  Thank you."


 


"Welcome, dear."


 


Dawn smiled at her spouses, then at the man who was staring
at them from the doorway.  "Hi, who're you?"


 


"I'm Tiberian.  We wanted to know if you knew
Xander."


 


"I do know Xander."  She grinned.  "I'm Dawn,
I'm like his little sister, and these are my spouses."


 


He grinned back.  He was a handsome young man.  "That's
wonderful.  Would you like to come join our party?  We're in the next area
over."  He pointed.  "We have a lot of fun and we're all Xander's
ex's."


 


"No," Hades said as he appeared.  "Dawn and
her spouses are here as immortals in protection.  They don't need to join your
orgy to Xander."  He stared at him.  "How did you sneak past the
vines?"


 


"You forgot Herat hates plants?" he offered with a
grin.


 


"You people are some of the most picky," Hades
complained, staring at him.  "No plants, no crystals, nothing pretty.  I
still have to block that entry off."


 


"Set up his shrine there," Dawn said quietly. 
"That way they can put scrolls with their memories there and stare at his
picture?"


 


Hades stared at her, then grinned.  "When you do pass
over, you'll have a job, dear.  You and those two both."


 


"I think paperwork for eternity is my hell," Clint
said, cuddling the fussy baby.  "No, you can't have his cape, son."


 


Hades looked at him, taking him to look at more closely. 
"What?"  The baby grinned and sucked on a finger but used his free
hand to play with his cloak clasp.  "That's very pretty, yes.  Hephie made
it for me."  The baby beamed at him.  He kissed him on the cheek and
handed him to Natasha, which made him squeal and cuddle her.  He looked at
Clint.  "I'll have you helping the judges with the minor cases.  You and
her both."  Natasha smiled at that.  He looked at the shade and took him
back home, setting up their altar to Xander there.  None of them would want to
defile it.  


 


He left blank scrolls, quills, pots of ink, and pictures of
them to decorate.   He made sure it grew into the walls around the portal as
well so they couldn't just move it.  These shades were some of his most
sneaky.  They came over to look and a bunch smiled and wrote down their
memories of Xander, though a few were writing out more explicit poetry to him. 
Thankfully, Phil would never have to join them and he was sane.  They couldn't
handle it if the new Queen of the Gods was insane.


 


***


 


Gaia finished setting up the hall and yanked.  She smiled. 
"Let us eat and talk, people."  They stared at her.  All the
pantheons had their rulers up there.  Even Odin, who was still wounded.  She
stared at him.  "You deserve much worse."   She smiled at the queens
of the various pantheons.  "You can call the rest up.  We did make enough
dinner for everyone."  They sent out the calls.


 


Xander looked then grimaced.  "Why is Dawn still with
Hades?"  Phil stiffened.  "Not dead, Phil.  Protected."  He sent
a shout at Hades.  Who sent them up after putting on an anti-poisoning charm. 
They settled in their seats when he pointed.  Philip got a highchair.  Which
made him happy.  He had a whole bunch of twinkly, sparkly people to stare at. 
Tara got pulled up with her four.  Who all got seats as needed.  Melissa smiled
at Talsa.  "Hi," Xander said with a grin at them.


 


"Hi, Daddy Xander," John chirped. 
"Philip!"  He got up to go hug him, getting slobbered on back by the
baby.  Melissa did the same thing so they got put back into their seats.  


 


Hera blinked at Tara.  "I thought you had three,
dear."


 


"My wife had Craig but he's still mine."


 


"That is true, he is your stepchild."


 


"I don't have stepchildren, Lady Hera.  I have
children."  She smiled and nodded at that.  So did Gaia.  Tara smiled at
them.  "We will have manners."  They settled in to watch the strange
people get called in and arranged.


 


Dawn handed Philip a cracker that appeared after tasting an
edge.  Xander tested it and nodded.  She smiled at him.  "He played with
Persephone's hair things all morning."


 


"They're very pretty and if he wants to be artistic,
we'll see if any of the crafters in the family will teach him how to forge
things.  You can do that for things like jewelry and hairpins.  Two of the GHS
me do now."


 


Gaia smiled once everyone was there.  "Children." 
They all stared at her.  "I did it on purpose.  I'm tired."  A few
started to open their mouths but she glared and they knew she'd paddle them,
even as adults.  "I meant for it to go more smoothly and it would have if
some of you weren't overstepping your power-hungry bounds."  She smiled at
Loki and Ares.  "I'm so happy someone finally pointed out where you've
been blind, boys.  You'll make a fine couple and have many happy centuries
together."  She clasped her hands together.  "I've had enough.  And
if you don't think I'll destroy all of you and start over, you're wrong." 
A few shuddered and looked down.  Zeus and Odin both sneered but that was
fine.  She smiled.  "Odin, did you think it was appropriate to kill your
family?"


 


"They have overstepped themselves," he sneered.


 


She smiled and patted him on the cheek, making him scream in
pain as the wound got bigger.  "A mother is always the wrong one to peeve,
dear."  She stared at him as he started to fade.  "You are immortal,
no longer Godly, and it's going to take a long time for one of us to put it
back.  As the only ones who can are myself, who is probably a bit more
forgiving, or the one you've tortured for years for daring to be born, who is
not very forgiving, you have fun with your warriors."  She looked at
Zeus.  "I've had enough."


 


"Gaia, it is your job."


 


"It's not my job.  It's not a job I ever wanted.  For
that matter it's not a job they ever wanted.  They were going to keep it quiet
and do things behind the scenes until *some* people decided to get
cheeky."  She smiled and depowered him as well.  Zeus yelled and grabbed
himself.  "I've had enough, children.  The handover is finished.  The
pouty times are finished.  You still have the same amount of power you had
before but now Xander and Phil are in charge instead of you trying to convince
me you're right."  


 


She smiled.  "There will be no more attacks on their
mortal, and immortal, family members.  There will be no more pouty fits being
thrown, there will be no more plots or plans to be made, especially at the
children in the family," she said, looking around.  "Because as Dawn
noted, she can destroy humanity.  If she has to get that mad again because one
of us directly or indirectly hurt her family, she won't have to.  She'll get to
cheer me on.  Because I've now had fucking enough!"  


 


Power went out.  Gaia never swore.  Ever.  There were whole
pantheons cowering under their tables because she just did.  She realized
that.  That's why she kept it so rare.  "Am I clear, children?  Are there
questions?"  She pulled in her power.  The bit of heavy rains that had
started when her powers flashed quit being so strong.  It might not flood now. 
Xander cleared his throat and she reduced them even more to a gentle, loving,
nurturing rain.  "Are there any others?"  They shook their heads,
looking down.  "Then let's have a nice family dinner, shall we?"  She
smiled.  "Xander, would you please introduce your children?"


 


"These children have been adopted into the
family," Xander said.  "These are Tara and my consort's children. 
That is Melissa, John, Craig, and Danielle.  On this other side is my adopted
sister's son Philip."  He smiled and pulled Stark, Steve, Pepper, and
their kids.  "These, through Callia, are also adopted into our house. 
Callia is the daughter of Dawn's sister, who was like my own as well.  These
are her siblings Liz and Chris."  He pointed.  "Sean and Diana are
the brother and sister of Callia, as well as Thor's bride Artemis."  He
smiled and created seats for them.


 


One of the Celtic healing goddesses got up to look Callia
over.  "We hereby remove you from the slayer line, child.  No future
slayer should have magic, it would fight with the slayer spirit and cause you
harm."  Callia stared, mouth slightly open.  The goddess shot a look at a
few of hers and a few others.


 


They got up to remove her from the lineage.  It took five
gods from at least two pantheons to agree to it.  One stared at her. 
"You'd make an excellent one but your mind is more important to the world,
child," he decided.  He smiled at Tony.  "She is definitely a chip
off your block, Stark."


 


"I'm Daddy's female clone," Callia quipped with a
grin.  "Thank you."


 


They smiled at her.  "You are most welcome," the
first one said, kissing her on the cheek.  "She'll probably read as a
possible one as the spirit has taken notice," she told Xander, who smiled
and nodded.  "But you were correct, she was not within the guidelines we set." 
She patted her on the hand.  Tony was staring but Pepper was glaring. 
"The no magic in slayers guideline was set because it would fight against
the slayer spirit that gifts her," she said.  "Which would end up
harming her in a permanent fashion."   She stared at her.  "That is
also why none of them show stronger book smart gifts usually.  They're usually
people smart, not book smart.  That would conflict with their essence gifts and
get them dead when they hesitated."


 


"I understand those reasons," Pepper said with a
smile for her daughter then at the goddess.  "Thank you all for that
gift."


 


The only male waved a hand.  "I'm looking forward to
what she'll create."  He went back to his seat.


 


"We're going to use your next competition to see who
gets named to crafting positions," Phil told him with a smile.  "That
way you can talk about it."


 


He laughed.  "We might like that."  He winked at
his fellow crafting god.


 


Tony looked down at Coulson.  "I'm not being named to
anything, right?"


 


"We'd have to make you immortal, Stark," Xander
quipped.


 


"No thank you."


 


"Then no."


 


"Thanks."  He sat up and smiled at Pepper and
Steve, who patted him.  Liz squealed and reached for Philip when she spotted
him.  "You can have Philip later," Tony said patiently.  Liz scowled
at him.  "Don't start in front of everyone.  Please?"  She pouted and
pointed at her buddy.  Natasha moved Philip's high chair over so they were next
to each other.  That made them happy and they could babble and fling food at
each other again.


 


Aphrodite cooed.  "They're so cute!"  She looked
at her husband.  "I want one."


 


He nodded.  "We'll figure out how to do that."


 


Gaia walked over with a huff and healed some of his injuries
caused by Zeus throwing him off the mountain.  "He should've been beaten
to death for that."  She went back to her seat.  Craig was staring at
her.  She smiled at him.  "Eat, Craig."  He pouted at his mother.


 


"Mommy Maria will see you later, son.  If she gets done
at work."


 


Phil looked over.  He didn't want to do something totally
evil but....  He considered it, looking at Xander, who shrugged.  "I
might," he admitted quietly.


 


Tara looked down there.  "I sense a bad idea," she
said bluntly but quietly.  "Don't you dare."


 


"Just a broken leg?" Xander offered.  "I can
go break her leg for you, Tara, so you two have time to talk."


 


Tara blinked at him.  "No."


 


"Fine."  She rolled her eyes and shook her head,
looking at her children.  Phil was sitting on their other side to help her with
them.  They all listened to Phil.  Even Craig listened to Phil.  "Why do
we have a ferret?" she asked quietly.


 


"Because someone was under influence from our maternal
unit," Xander said dryly.  "Who had the worst ideas on how to break
up the trio again."  He looked down then at her.  "Just don't ask. 
You'll have a fit that'll have people asking if you're pregnant again."


 


She nodded.  "That's fine.  The kids love the ferret
and he doesn't bite like some of them do.  But who takes over?"


 


"Not Maria," Phil decided, looking at Xander.


 


"Having studied other realm comic books for clues on
what we might have happen, we can't name the most open choice."


 


"No, we can't."  They shared a look and nodded
once.  Not Maria and not Tony Stark.  That left a few people.  Including
Joyce.  She about did half the work anyway.


 


Ares looked up at the head table then at his spouse.  They
shared a few thoughts and then sent them at the ruling couple.  That would suit
their plans and keep things strong.  Xander sent back an idea.  That got a
laugh that made Loki choke but shake his head.  Joyce would keep them strong
and straight but she wasn't going to be listened to by some of the agents. 
Though it was a good choice for most things.  Co-heads were great.  That got a
nod from Phil.  They'd tell their minions in positions of power in the
morning.  That way things were settled easily.


 


Xander stood up.  "I did promise that there would be no
forced marriages, but I decided to break that for one single thing to ease the
strain they were creating on humanity.  Frankly, they were creating things that
meant I slept alone all too often."  A few gods choked and a few others
moaned.  "So I am proud to announce that my father has finally found a
mate worthy of him in Ares."  He smiled.  "We hope that their plots
against each other are now ended?"


 


"Easier to work together to get where we need to
be," Ares quipped.


 


"We'll still be watching," Phil assured them with
a smug look.


 


Loki smirked.  "It's no fun if we're not being
watched."  He sipped his wine.


 


Xander grinned.  "You notice that a few have went to
become goddesses for other peoples?"  They nodded they understood that
threat.  "Thank you."  He sat down.  "So we have dual reasons to
celebrate tonight and I expect at least one sibling, parents."  He smirked
evilly at them.


 


"When you two have one, we'll consider it," Ares
quipped back.  His ass was already clenching hard.


 


The Norns giggled like school girls high on candy. 
"Give it a few centuries, boys.  They'll have lovely kids then." 
Ares and Loki both stared at that trio.  They smirked at them.  "I'm sure
you'll have a wonderful warrior wench then as well, Ares.  No matter which of
you gets knocked up."


 


Ares shuddered.  "I'll keep that in mind.  Fiona would
*adore* siblings."


 


"Yes, she would," Fiona quipped from her seat
beside Cupid.  She grinned and waved.  "Hi, Stepmommy."


 


"Just call me Loki, Fiona.  I don't need to be a
stepparent."


 


She giggled.  "Of course you are!  You married my
daddymommy!"  She beamed.  "I got to be a flower girl and spray them
with flowers."


 


"You did," Ares agreed.  "Eat please,
daughter."  She dug in again.  He looked at Cupid.  "Thank you for
babysitting."


 


"She's staying with us, Pops.  Before she gets
warped."  He smirked slightly.  "Though I'm happy for you both as
well.  We'll lay blessings on the relationship later."  Ares stuffed his
mouth before he could say anything to upset Cupid.  He and Strife shared a
smirk, then a kiss.  "Xander, can I marry here?"


 


"Yup, if you want."  He created the challis and
bonding cord.  "Right now?"


 


"Yeah, right now," he said, staring at his mate. 
Strife was more pale than usual.  "Babe?"


 


"Yeah, now's good," he said after taking a deep
breath and a drink of wine.  They stood up and walked forward.  Hera got up to
do the bonding for them.  The whole hall cheered and they had a real party for
a good reason.


 


"Where's your honeymoon going to be?" one of the
Celtic goddesses said with a grin.


 


"We went to that totally private little grove with the
beach," Cupid said with a grin.  "Fiona got to play and learn new
plants while we had fun."  They sat down and got back to dinner, happier
now that it was over with.  Aphrodite was sniffling but they had done it so she
couldn't have a hand in their wedding preparations.  Neither one wanted to get
married looking like rent boys so that was a great thing.


 


"Hephie, my baby's married," Aphrodite sobbed on
his shoulder.


 


"Are you sure you're not already pregnant?" Hera
asked her.  Aphrodite glared at her.  "You are having some mood swings,
dear."


 


"The machine that I was looking at for my bimbo
scientist of destruction didn't fire at her," Diama quipped.


 


"I thought that was like an Ancient dryer,"
Aphrodite said.


 


"No.  I said don't touch it because it can make your
skin dry when it makes you pregnant.  You didn't listen.  Did you touch the
machine?"  She nodded slowly.  "Huh."  She sipped her juice with
a grin for Hephie.  She adored Hephie.


 


Apollo got up with a sigh to test her.  "You are,"
he announced. "Triplet little girls."  Aphrodite cooed with a grin,
holding her stomach.  "And they are Hephaestus' kids.  Somehow the machine
activated his sperm."  He sat down and decided he needed to be drunk. 
Really, really drunk.  Aphrodite being pregnant always caused everyone a lot of
work.  Though, with triplets he could put her on temple rest and restrict her
powers a bit so they didn't cause so many problems.


 


"Congratulations," Xander and Phil told them.


 


***


 


The president came off the elevator the next morning at
SHIELD's main building, staring around the room.  "This is nicer than I
expected.  Fury never cared how something looked as long as it worked."


 


"Most of the fabric is sound baffling," Maria
said.  "Sir, is there a problem?"


 


"Slightly, Agent Hill.  Of which we're going to be
talking about.  Open his office for me please, Mrs. Banner?"  She nodded
and did that.  He walked in there with Agent Hill.  "I'm told that this
agency's director is presently a ferret?"


 


"Yes, sir."


 


He stared at her.  "I heard why, kid, calm down." 
She relaxed slightly.  "Where are the plans?"  She pointed at the
safe.  "Let me see them.  I might want him doing something more useful
than teaching your children how to be sneaky."  She got them for him so he
could look them over.  He nodded slowly.  "That would've gotten him
killed."  He handed them back.  "Make sure those don't make it into
the open.  It'd only taint his legacy as director."  He looked around the
office.  It had a slight paperwork mess.  Then he looked at her.  "The
people who give me bad ideas of what might happen and who should handle it have
said that you need fewer hours, Agent Hill," he said, looking at her. 
"I'm not unkind and frankly I'm a bit pissed that he made you work all
those hours so you didn't see your kids."


 


"Some of that was necessary, sir.  I'm working on
it."


 


He nodded.  "Well, you won't have to work on it as
hard.  You're not taking over."  She stiffened and nodded.  "Not
because you're not qualified, it's not your next position to be in, none of
that.  If things were different, you'd be nominated.  Thankfully, I've seen some
evidence from other realms that had problems."  He grimaced.  "There
will be co-heads.  They can work together.  One will be listened to in the
field and the other will be listened to in the office."  He smiled. 
"It will work out and you'll keep your present position.  Though, Gaia has
noted to me that she'd like to paddle you for all the hours you've denied your
children your attention."


 


"Gaia, sir?"


 


"Yes, her.  She showed up to the meeting I had late
last night with a lot of influential people."


 


"Which other gods were involved?" she asked
quietly.


 


"That bastard former first husband's group had a few
there, so did Ares' generals.  They all made points based on keeping SHIELD
strong and able to defend everyone without other agencies whining at us.  Which
I agree with.  The FBI is an investigative agency, they come after something
happens.  You and yours go out to solve things before they can happen.  Which
means that you need someone a bit sneaky.  Someone who has some idea of what to
do with the agency.  Including all the overtime you log in, young lady."  


 


He smiled.  "You're keeping your position but I have no
doubt that someone will be enforcing normal shifts outside of emergencies. 
Though, before you worry, I'm not naming Stark.  I saw how that could lead to
problems and I'd never want those here."  He smiled.  "Mrs.
Banner?"  She came in with some paper and a pen.  "Dear, I think you
should sit."


 


"Am I being fired, sir?"


 


"No, you're being promoted as one of the new co-heads
of SHIELD."


 


"Excuse me?"


 


"Our choice for head is able to do the main job,
protecting everyone, but he'd flounder with all the paperwork drama.  Even if
your health tanks, you're the buffer for him."


 


"Sir, I'm not qualified to run an agency."


 


"From what I've heard, you already do a lot of it with
Agent Hill, and you'll be doing the same things only you'll be signing the
paperwork."  He smiled.  "It will be fine."


 


"Who am I going to be buffering, sir?"


 


He smiled.  "Someone that the group can get
behind."


 


"Agent Coulson?"


 


"No, Captain Rogers."  Maria gaped at him.  He
grinned.  "He's a perfect fit.  The soldiers among you will listen to
him.  He knows how bad field missions can be and he's not going to be squeamish
if something has to happen.  He has no idea how to do the administrative side
so therefore he'll be getting the most experienced person to date.  While
you're still his second-in-command, Agent Hill."  He smiled at her. 
"Any qualms remaining?"


 


"He probably won't accept, sir."


 


"Do you really think he'll turn down guarding the
world?  It won't keep him out of the field.  It won't keep him off the
Avengers.  It won't even keep him from hanging out with his friend
Bucky."  He smiled at Joyce.  "You can help him get used to things
and whenever you get too sick or too tired and have to retire, you can leave it
in well-trained hands."


 


"I hope I don't get sick again," she admitted.


 


"As do we.  Stark would pout and that would create
problems."  He patted her on the shoulder.  "Even if it takes another
twenty years, Mrs. Banner, he'll be well trained in how to handle things by
then."


 


"Thank you, sir."


 


"Welcome, my dear."  He looked around.  "I'm
going to announce it later this week.  You'll have time to spiffy up the office
for him."


 


Joyce looked around then at him.  "It could use a coat
of paint."  He smiled and left them to talk.  She looked at Maria. 
"I was not expecting that."


 


Maria shook her head.  "Me either.  When he talked
about Gaia and a few other's minions showing up, I was expecting Phil."


 


Phil appeared, scowling at her.  "Don't give anyone
ideas, Maria!  I have enough work as is and I'm more than happy to do that
instead of having all the gods complaining about something."  He
disappeared.


 


The ladies shared a look and shook their heads.  They didn't
want to know.  "Paint?" Maria asked.


 


"It could use some.  You can tell he smoked in here. 
We'll need to clean the walls first."  Maria nodded, making a note for
maintenance.  "Help me box up all his papers?"  That got another nod
and they got the office cleaned up.  Maintenance showed up to help them once
the classified things were put up into the safe.  They got the office furniture
moved out and Joyce helped clean them while the maintenance people washed the
walls and did a paint job.  It made it look much brighter in there.  Joyce
looked up from washing a bookcase to find her husband watching her. 
"Bruce."  She smiled and stood up to kiss him.  "Let me wash my
hands and we'll have lunch off campus?"


 


He grinned.  "Sure."  He followed her, making sure
he had her purse for her.  She joined him in the hall, taking his arm to walk
off with him.  "Off campus?"


 


"Yes, I think I need to share something."  She
smiled.  He grinned back, taking them to their favorite little coffeeshop up
the street.  They settled in the back.  "Fury was demoted to ferret
again," she said quietly, sipping her tea and nibbling a chip.  She wasn't
really hungry.  Everything was still sinking in.


 


"Okay," he said, eating a bite of sandwich.   He
chewed, thinking about it.  "Why?"  He sipped his tea.


 


"Because he and Xander's mother had plans to do
something very bad."


 


He grimaced.  "I hate that."


 


"Which is why the ferret is teaching Craig and Danielle
how to be sneaky from what I'm told."


 


He nodded.  "That's a good thing then.  Why were you
cleaning up his office?"


 


"The president showed up.  He's already heard about all
that."  He put down his sandwich and drank his tea to make sure he
wouldn't choke.  "Good idea."  She took one of his hands in hers. 
"He's figured out who he's going to appoint."


 


"Is it bad?  Are we going to have to baby Tara through
a divorce?"


 


"Maria's staying in her spot.  I'm not."


 


He scowled.  "They're bringing in their own
assistant?"


 


"No, I'm going to be a more buffering influence on
Steve."  He flinched, staring at her.  She nodded.  "He's naming
co-heads so Steve has time to get used to things," she said quietly.  
"Which means I'll be doing the same paperwork but signing off on
it."  She smiled.  "I'm not going to make this edge my hours up
outside of emergencies."


 


"Which you already work longer hours during."  He
was blinking, he was sure of it.  His mind was grinding to a halt.  He finally
blinked at her.  "Wow."


 


She smiled and nodded.  "Perhaps."


 


"So you're having the office cleaned?"


 


"That man smoked in there.  The walls were dingy.  A
new coat of paint is a good thing."  She smiled and stroked his wrist. 
"So, I'm told it's my job until I get sick or too tired to do the job, at
which time Steve will have it to himself."


 


He nodded slowly.  "Wow."  She grinned and leaned
over to kiss him gently.  His mind rebooted and he kissed back.  "Why not
Maria?"


 


"Gaia was part of that conference on the ferret."


 


"Ah, that's still going on."  She nodded. 
"She's keeping her job?"


 


"Yes.  Though the president was probably correct that
we'd make sure shifts were more universally followed if you were in the
office."


 


"Yeah, I doubt he'd approve of overtime all that often
unless there was drama going on."  He smiled at her.  "Hmm, so now
I'm married to a director."  She grinned back.  "We'll have to
celebrate."


 


"I'm not sure when it's coming into the open."


 


"That's fine."  He squeezed her hand. 
"Finish up and I'll make dinner."  She grinned and blushed a bit when
he winked but that was one thing he loved about Joyce.  His mind was still
blown but he could handle this.


 


***


 


The president walked off the elevator in Stark, smiling at
Dawn.


 


"Mr. President, sir.  They're not waiting on you
today.  We don't have you scheduled in.  Do you want me to set up a meeting for
you?"


 


"Yes please."


 


"When's good for you?" she asked with a smile.


 


"Right now?"


 


She shook her head.  "In thirty minutes maybe.  They
have a joint lunch scheduled to go over Callia's schooling.  Today is the
*wrong* day for sudden meetings.  It's geek updating week."  He nodded and
sighed a bit.  "Which one specifically did you need to see?"


 


"The trio at the top since what affects one would
affect them all."


 


She smiled and nodded.  "Yes it would."  She
called.  "Pepper, sorry to bother you but the President wants you three
for a few minutes."  She listened.  "No, as in of the US,
Pepper."  She smiled at him.  "That would be fine."  She hung
up.  "Tony's in the middle of an interview and she'll hurry him up but
she's handling a negotiation for materials and supplies.  If you'd like a seat,
they're comfortable," she said with a point.  His guards nodded.  "We
have magazines or I can break into the office's stash of coffee?"


 


"Please."  She got him some coffee and a few
magazines to choose from.  It was much appreciated and she wasn't flustered,
like many assistants would be to deal with someone in his position.


 


She looked up at the sound of the explosion.  "JARVIS,
if that was Shield Design, they're in deep shit," she noted calmly. 
"If it wasn't, who was it?"


 


"It was Shield Design's newest model not working,"
he admitted.  "Their older ones held but the newest version exploded under
assault of a slight bomb.  They're not pleased."


 


"Thank you and tell them to go to lunch, the
President's here."


 


"I can do so."  He faded into their testing area. 
"People, Dawn said the President's here to talk to the higher ups.  To go
to lunch and come back to it."


 


Morrison looked up.  "As in the US President?"


 


"Yes," the AI said.  "He's waiting on Mr.
Stark and Miss Potts."


 


"Yeah, we can hit lunch," the head of the
department said.  "His guards might pounce and arrest us for doing
things."  The others followed him to lunch.  They needed a break anyway. 
They wrote up their testing notes.  It had held up to a modest sized bomb. 
They'd have to fix that.


 


***


 


Dawn smiled as Allenetta ran up the hallway squealing. 
"Allenetta, what are you doing?" she asked, catching her.  "Did
you escape the lab?"  She cuddled her.  "You're so silly sometimes,
running from science.  What will Daddy and Mommy say?"


 


Patty panted as she caught up to her.  "Damn she's
fast."


 


"You're not supposed to be running," she said
firmly.  "Sit.  Go to lunch with her."


 


"I can do that.  The boys are engrossed in a new Roomba
program."  She sighed, taking her daughter from Dawn.  "C'mon,
spawn.  Let's go eat."  Allenetta grinned and babbled, patting her
cheeks.  "I know I gained weight.  It's your sibling's fault."  She
got them onto the elevator and down to the cafeteria.  "We can go back to
Malibu's lab in two days.  Okay?  Then we can eat outside."  Her daughter
squealed and babbled louder and faster.  She looked at her.  "Did you
learn that from Auntie Dawn?"  A few in there who had been with the
company when Dawn had joined them laughed.  She sat her daughter on the table. 
"Stay there and I'll get nummies."  The baby cooed and waved at
everyone, who mostly smiled and waved back.  She ran into Shield Design and
punched the head guy.  "You were trying to blow up my lab with my daughter
in it?  I'm right overtop of you!"


 


"Sorry!  We thought you were in Malibu," Morrison
said with a grimace.


 


"Stark needed to be here for three days.  We all came
back and then we'll be going back."  She got them food and came back to
find her daughter trying to climb down.  "That would hurt,
daughter."  She put her back onto the table and handed her the bowl of
stewed carrots.  Allenetta grinned and grabbed the mooshy things to eat.  She
grabbed some of mommy's lunch meat to suck on too.  That made her a happy girl.


 


***


 


Pepper came up the hall smiling.  "You have a great
day," she said, shaking hands.  A few looked at the president but Dawn
smiled and got their cars called for them.  By the time they got down there,
cars were waiting and only one had to get a cab, but the guards down there had
one waiting as well.  That was efficient of them.  Pepper smiled. "Mr.
President, is there a problem?"


 


"Not for you really but there's going to be a bit of a
shakeup and I thought you should probably hear it from me.  The other two?"


 


"Mr. Stark's on his way up," Dawn said with a
smile.  "With Captain Rogers.  He was off jogging without his phone but
our security team found him easily enough.  He's just now out of the shower and
headed down."  Tony came off one elevator.  Steve came off the other. 
"There they are, sir.  Pepper, should I make some fresh coffee?"


 


"No, it won't take that long," the president
assured her with a smile.  "Very efficient, Dawn."  He walked into
the office with the group.  He looked at the trio.  Pepper was behind the
desk.  Tony and Steve were on the couch to her right.  He sat across from
them.  "It came to my attention that Fury's a ferret again."


 


Tony nodded.  "We heard why."


 


"I can't really have a non-appearing agency director to
squeak orders.  So I had to appoint someone.  Even if Fury should be changed
back, he'll be a special member of SHIELD."  Steve grimaced.  "So we
had a meeting to nominate people."


 


"I've seen things, sir," Tony started.


 


"Me too, Stark.  Which is why I'd never nominate you." 
He smile.  "Maybe for president."


 


"Please don't.  He and his daughter would never get
anything done and they'd hate them putting a lab in the White House,"
Pepper quipped with a smile.


 


"Fine, then I won't.  Though you and he would do good
while your other spouse heads SHIELD."


 


"Pepper?" Tony asked.


 


The president looked at him.  "Your brain's still stuck
in science mode, isn't it?"  Tony nodded with a smile.  He pointed at
Steve.  "That spouse, Stark."


 


"Um...." Steve said.  "Me?" he squeaked.


 


"Yes, you, Captain.  Though, you're *co-heading* the
agency."  He smiled.  "With Joyce Banner.  That way you have her
until she gets sick or has to retire and she can teach you all the little forms
and odd things."  He relaxed back.  "Agent Hill still has her position,
though I do not want to be spanked by Gaia if she works more overtime.  She
reminded me of my grandmother and my grandmother was a woman with a spine of
steel and a bible to beat you with if you forgot your lessons she taught you or
your manners."


 


Steve nodded.  "My mother was too.  Why me, sir?"


 


"Because they'll listen to you, son."  He stared
at him.   "I would've just named her but no one in the field is going to
listen to the nice lady who fixes their paperwork and will taze them around the
office for belching too loudly.  Hill needs to get her personal life in order
so she's not doing all the overtime in the universe again.  I might've named
Coulson but he had a swearing fit at  few minor gods who wanted him to grant
them boons and cushy jobs in the new pantheon.  Gaia had to tell him to quit
swearing and scowled at the children until they fled for their lives."


 


"If Fury comes back?" Pepper asked.


 


"He'll be put in as a special member.  He'll have
senior agent status but he'll be able to go into the field.  Nick's skills
never did lay in the office.  That's why hiring Joyce has turned that agency
around from a sneeze away from a snafu to a working, dedicated agency like the
others.  I don't know how Nick could stand a year's wait on some forms on
assignments but it happened all too often.  Thankfully, Joyce is a great
assistant, like her daughter is."  


 


He smiled.  "She straightened out that sloppy mess of
knots and twigs and duct tape holding it together so it mostly works better. 
She'll be backing your spouse up so he's not bogged down by the paperwork end
but the agents in the field will listen to the good Captain if there's an
issue."  He stared at him.  "It won't keep you off your team.  It
won't keep you from hanging out with your buddy Bucky.  Have him certified as a
SHIELD agent for all I care and he can be one of your senior ones over field
teams."  


 


He stood up with a grin.  "That should solve any and
all problems between SHIELD and Stark and it should make sure that the world's
still protected by competent people who have a clue what their ass looks like
when handed to them."  He stared at him.  "I'll be announcing it in a
week or so."  He smiled.  "Fury's being put on indefinite medical
leave."  He left.  "Talk to your mother later, Summers.  She probably
has an announcement."


 


"Yes, sir.  Thank you, sir, and have a good day.  Thank
you for visiting us today."  The president and his guards got on the
elevator.  "To give us a migraine," she finished.  She got the bottle
of advil and cold bottles of water, handing them to Stark since he had his
constipated face on again.  "Huge problems I should ask Mom about?"


 


Steve took two bottles of water and a few advil to lessen
his headache.  "The president just said your mother and I are co-heading
SHIELD."


 


Dawn stared at him.  "Huh.  Well, they'll be
celebrating tonight so we can't get babysitters."  She handed the last
bottle of water to Pepper and the bottle of advil.  She took a few with a weak
smile.  "Do I have to prepare a press announcement?"


 


"We'll put one out welcoming him when he's
announced," Tony said.  He rubbed his face with his hands.  "Damn
glad it's not me.  I'd ruin it."  He stood up.  Dawn hugged him and he
smiled, hugging her back.  "I would."


 


"You didn't with us," she reminded him.


 


"No, but we're full of geeks.  SHIELD has jackasses
with weapons."  He smirked and hugged Pepper then Steve, taking a kiss
from him.  "Want me to tell Bucky?"


 


"No, I will," he said, sounding tired.  "That
means someone else has to help the kids with their school stuff."  He
groaned and slumped.  Steve got helped so he was laying down on the couch. 
"Thanks, guys."  Tony took another kiss and left.


 


Dawn looked at Pepper.  "Prepare a 'congratulations'
statement for me.  Tell the head of PR personally so he keeps it quiet." 
Dawn nodded.  "Remind Callia she can't tell anyone when we tell the
kids."  She nodded, going down to PR first.  Pepper came over to hug
Steve.  "It'll be okay.  The next president may appoint someone else."


 


He blinked at her.  "So in six years?" he asked
dryly.


 


"Maybe."  She smoothed his hair down.  "You
rest.  It's quiet in here."  He nodded, shifting onto his side so he could
try to rest the headache gone.  She left a message for Joyce to call her so she
could go over the differences in being an assistant and a CEO.  There were a
few and they'd drive her nuts if she wasn't warned.  It had Pepper.


 


***


 


Dawn walked into their guest suite, smiling at her mates. 
"Want one more secret you only have to keep for a few days?"  They
shrugged but nodded.  She checked, no other kids.  "Mom and Steve got
named co-heads of SHIELD."


 


Clint hopped up to stare at her, mouth open. 
"What?"


 


"Yeah."


 


"Wow," Natasha said.  "They'll listen to
Steve while on assignment."  She pulled Clint back down to the couch. 
Dawn sat between them.  "That is quite a secret."


 


Clint nodded, handing her the baby.  "It's a huge one. 
How is Hill taking it?"


 


"Don't know, haven't talked to her," Dawn
admitted.  "From what I overheard, someone mentioned she should quit
working so much overtime."


 


"Probably, yes, Tara would like that," Natasha
said, taking the fussy baby to cuddle.  He wanted Daddy back so she handed him
over again.  Clint shrugged and snuggled him.  The baby cooed and pointed at
the guitar.


 


"I'll play later, little guy."  He looked at
Dawn.  "Huh."  She smiled.  "That's huge news."


 


"Steve's still got a headache.  Mom can buffer him with
the paperwork and the admin stuff he's not used to."


 


"It's a sound plan and a balanced approach.  They can
work together.  Steve knows how to run missions.  She's been doing a lot of the
running of SHIELD already so things got handled."  Natasha stared up then
smiled.  "It's not bad."


 


"No, not bad," Clint agreed.  "The stupid
shit'll probably be stopped really fast."  Dawn nodded, taking the baby
back.  He pouted at her.  Clint rolled his eyes but got his guitar to play to
the baby.  He cheered and got happy again.  Even if he did pout when he put it
down.  "So I guess we're not going to get some babysitting time in?"


 


"Probably not tonight," Dawn agreed with a grin. 
"She and Stepdad have to be doing something tonight."


 


Tony knocked and walked in, staring at them.  "How is
your mom taking it?"


 


"I texted her earlier and she said she's calm."


 


"Steve's not."


 


"They can have lunch tomorrow.  Mom's already made that
suggestion."  Tony relaxed and nodded, smiling at her.  "I put it on
his schedule.  I also put on there to talk to the local school board about the
sloppy curriculum they have going."


 


"Even better.  We might have to change which city we're
home schooling her through."


 


"Malibu's isn't that aggressive," Dawn reminded
him.  "Barely eighth grade level, boss."


 


"She's well beyond that."  He grimaced.  "If
there was a school...."


 


She snapped her fingers and pulled up a site on Tony's
phone.  "Slightly religious but no bias against pagan faiths.  Good
scores, good academics, has on-line and in person classes.  Has a lot of
pre-college classes down in the middle school level.  A lot of their kids
graduate with at least a year's college under their belts.  Test to get in,
guided teaching, takes kids starting at eight."  He smiled, looking them
up.  "That's where I want Philip and his siblings to go."


 


Clint took her phone to look it over, nodding.  "Strong
scores, not a lot of kids on therapy or drugs.  Diplomat's kids?"


 


"Yes, and a few others with security issues."  She
smiled and kissed him on the cheek.  "No waiting list, but expensive.  His
education trust will cover it though."


 


Natasha took it to look at.  "I've seen one of their
affiliated schools in Europe.  Very strong educationally, though mostly for
girls."


 


"They do accept boys, they just never seem to get near
gender equality with the numbers," Dawn said with a grin.  "They have
art, science, and computer tracks.  They have business classes, which I would
encourage her in sometime.  They have associated schools that those tracks lead
to in high school if they wanted to track themselves more firmly into their
future careers or interests."


 


Tony nodded.  "I want to tour them.  Local?"


 


"Long Island.  An hour.  They do off-site though.  They
have boarding if you must or for emergencies."


 


He nodded.  "She might like that.  Preschool,
kindergarten?"


 


"No."


 


"But Callia's past that and we can find them a suitable
one or do it ourselves," Tony decided.  "Thanks, Dawn."  He
walked off.


 


"I'm going on that tour too, boss.  So I can put Philip
down."


 


"Yup, arrange it tomorrow."


 


"It's Friday at two.  They have one smaller associated
in LA but it's geek central and not science geek."


 


"Sure."  He went up to show Pepper.  "Dawn
picked a really good sounding school for Philip and maybe for our kids."


 


She took the phone to look over, scrolling down, nodding
slightly.  "I like that.  I've seen their campus and wondered if they were
a private college."  She handed it back, checking her schedule to see when
the visit was.  "Friday, between those two meetings with lunch on the way
back."  She smiled.  "She's going?"


 


"She wants Philip there."


 


"Good!  It sounds great."  She took a kiss. 
"Steve's in the pool doing laps."


 


"That's fine."  He took another kiss and went out
to show him.  "Dawn found a school."  Steve looked up from talking
with Chris and Liz, who were sitting on the edge of the pool to cheer him up. 
Steve took the phone and grinned.  "We go Friday."


 


"Wonderful."  He handed it back.  "Can you
take them inside before they try to join me again?"


 


"Yup.  Go pet the cats."  They ran inside to do
that.  He shut the door and stayed out to sit with Steve and calm him down
again.  Steve smiled weakly.  "You tell Bucky?"


 


"No.  We've got to help Bucky move on some.  He's still
living over there.  I'm pretty sure he probably wants his own place and
things."


 


"We can do that."  Steve relaxed because that
meant Bucky wouldn't be alone all day long while he was at SHIELD.


 


***


 


Callia woke up Bucky by climbing on top of his chest.  
"So, I eavesdropped on the huge news that the President brought
today."  He nodded slowly, staring at her.  "It looks like we'll all
have a bit less Stepmommy Steve all day since he just got given a real
job."


 


"Doing what?" Bucky asked.


 


"Helping Granma run SHIELD."


 


He frowned.  "You must've misheard."  She shook
her head, pulling up the security footage for him.  He groaned and went limp. 
"That's going to suck."


 


"Yup, especially since he spent all night worried that
we'll turn you into a spoiling, playing uncle sort without him here to guard
you from Liz's charming you to death for my candy."


 


"I only gave her the candy to make her quit whining,
Callia."


 


"I know.  I was about to hand her a tiny piece for the
same reason."  She shifted to look at him.  "But he's also worried
that you might feel lost."  She showed him that footage.  She saw the
mushy feeling be shut down.  "So we have to think like Auntie Dawn and
make sure he doesn't get stressed out too hard."


 


"Yeah, I can do that."  He considered things. 
"I need to find myself a real job anyway.  I'm stable and need it to find
an apartment."


 


She snorted and waved a hand.  "No you don't.  We have
six here."  He stared at her.  She smile.  "We can do a rental
agreement through Auntie Dawn tomorrow if you want.  We'll work out the rent
stuff and all that with Daddy before then."  She shifted and grimaced. 
"That means you have to find something to do all day while we're off
pouting at her or doing school work and you're not exactly a great teacher. 
But... we do need self defense lessons.  A lot.  Especially with Diana showing
back up soon.  She'll *really* need some with Sean.  Or we need to make you
one.  I have no idea how to do that.  Daddy does the special job
contracts."  She stared at him.  "So you and Daddy have to talk
tomorrow while Stepmommy is having lunch with Granma."


 


"I will, yeah.  Any other sneaky plans?"


 


She grinned and nodded.  "Yup but not for you." 
She leaned down to kiss him on the tip of his nose.   Then smiled.  "You
go back to sleep and remember to talk to Daddy tomorrow.  We don't want
Stepmommy stressed or you.  If you get stressed you might flashback or
something and those are bad, even if I don't know why yet."  She hopped
off him.


 


"Hopefully you'll never know, kid."


 


She looked at him.  "Daddy said he got taken eighteen
times before he was ten.  I've only had two.  So yeah, I probably will some day
but I have good family that will help me through it."  She left, going
back to her room.  She knew which apartment should be his.  There was a
caretaker apartment in the other building that never got used.  That should go
to him.  It wasn't huge but it was nice sized for a New York apartment.  It had
a small closet but Uncle Bucky hated clothes anyway.


 


Bucky relaxed.  Sometimes Callia was like her aunt and
sometimes she was like her father.  Tonight, he wasn't sure which one she was
acting like.


 


***


 


Callia stopped her father from leaving the apartment with
Pepper, hauling him into the elevator with just her.  She looked at him. 
"You and Uncle Bucky have to talk, Daddy."  She handed over her
tablet.  "Here, some suggestions."  She got off on the gym and went
to practice.


 


Tony blinked after her, looking at the 'suggestions'. 
"She's turning into her aunt.  Next we'll see her in heels and something
flirty."  He went to his lab.  Bucky was in there waiting.  "Did she
pounce you?"


 


"Woke me up about three by climbing up to sit on top of
my stomach."  He looked around then at him.  "She told me and showed
me some footage about how Stevie was worried about me."


 


"He was.  He spent all night with nightmares about what
might happen to you."  He sat down.  "Did she give you any suggestions?"


 


"Only that we could find an apartment here in the
building and maybe a job."  He smirked.  "She's a pushy little
hellion."


 


"Yeah, she's a lot like me, only today she's more like
her aunt."  He smiled.  "She had a few suggestions."  He let him
see them.  "That apartment's tiny.  About three floors down from where you
are presently.  If I had thought about it, I would've put you there sooner but
you never spoke up."


 


"I can't pay for an apartment yet."


 


"She has you helping in a few areas," he said with
a point.  "Including being put on SHIELD's payroll as an adjunct Avenger
and possibly letting you do field missions if it wasn't going to stress
you."


 


"She said last night that she'd probably find out what
flashbacks are like some day."


 


"She's had a few from one of the kidnapings and one of
the attacks we've had," Tony said.  "She hasn't realized what they
are yet or that hers mostly went away unless she's really worried about another
one."


 


He nodded.  "I hate that for the kid."


 


"We all hate that for the kids but you weren't part of
that group of bigots that were trying to take us all out to get control of the
company."


 


"No, thankfully I wasn't one of the snipers they tried
to hire to get everyone but the kids as they ran off."  Tony stared at
him.  "Totally confused when you flew in and the kids didn't run
out."


 


"We have a safe floor here in the building and that
time, Dawn evacuated them to her mother."  He rubbed a thumb over an
eyebrow.  "Really?"  He nodded.  "Well, fuck them.  They're disbanded
for the most part."


 


"A few went to that church."


 


"Still, fuck them.  Beyond that, not the reason my
daughter set up this talk."  He looked over the suggestions.  They weren't
practical.  They didn't need a 'hero on staff' position.  "Sometimes I worry
that she's been around superheros too long," he sighed.  Bucky laughed. 
"Sit, Barnes."  He did that and Tony handed him the aptitude test
that Dawn had been given when they had taken her in.  "Do that."


 


"What's this for?"


 


"To see if you can already do stuff in our labs." 
He smirked.  "Beyond guarding the kids.  Your name's not Kato and I don't
need a driver.  I have Happy for that."  Bucky looked confused so he
pulled up the movie for him to watch while he did the test.  Bucky slowly shook
his head but he eventually got it and laughed, doing the test.


 


***


 


John Sheppard was meditating when he noticed something odd. 
Something like a spark in his aura that shouldn't be there.  He had no idea
what it was.  He sighed and came out of his meditation, pulling on a shirt and
real pants so he could go ask an expert.  "Sekhmet?" he asked as he
landed in front of her.  "I need some help with an aura problem."


 


"Of course, John."  She smiled and fed him a
cookie from the pan she was putting onto the wire racks to cool.  "Let me
finish the offering for the temple's orphanage."  He nodded, settling in
to nibble while she finished the baking.  Then she took him to her work area of
her temple.  They settled down across from each other on pillows.  "Drop
into your meditative state for me.  Let me see what you are."  He did and
pulled up his aura for her.  She frowned.  "Which star?  You have one that
you've claimed as your own, even though you don't share blood with him, and you
have a marriage bond."  That brought John out quickly.  "Was that not
ended?"


 


"Yes.  We thought so."


 


She grimaced.  "Gaia?" she called.  She appeared
and smiled, patting John on the head.  "Did you not end his
marriage?"


 


"No.  Because if not, he'll be attacked
repeatedly."  She smiled.  "It's not a love match but it can grow
into one.  You both have interest."


 


"She's pretty but I need more than pretty and that's
going to suck for her being stuck with me," John said.


 


"Perhaps not.  It will protect you both though."


 


"No.  We can find another way."


 


She shrugged.  "I didn't create that bond.  Where you
both lusted, it created that small spark when they tried to bind you.  You can
break it together if you want but it would be better if you did not."  She
shrugged.  "Not my doing.  Yell at your maternal relatives."


 


"Oh, that's going to happen," he assured her
dryly.  She smiled and disappeared.  He looked at the other goddess, who
shrugged.  


 


"I've never seen it happen but I've heard rumors. 
Xander?"  He appeared with a war puppy in his arms sucking on a bottle. 
"The bonds weren't broken fully."  He winced.  "You two must
talk, John."


 


"I can't."


 


"You can because she'll realize something always feels
wrong," Xander said quietly.  He sucked in a breath then sighed. 
"Diana."  She appeared, blinking at him, bowing to the strange
goddess, who smiled and patted her on the hand.  "There's apparently a
tiny bit of the marriage bond still left."


 


"Did I do that because I thought he's hot?" she
asked.


 


"It had to come from both sides," Sekhmet said. 
Diana blushed a deep red.


 


"She is pretty," John agreed.  "She has a
whole life in front of her though.  She has to experience life and learn what
she wants to do for a living, all that."  He looked at her.  "If you
were through most of that, I wouldn't care."


 


"No, I agree," she said, sighing and sitting next
to him.  "I'm not ready for that yet.  I don't even know what I want to
study.  I don't know if I might want kids.  I think they're kind of
nasty."  He grinned and nodded they could be.  "Beyond that, I might
not be in a career that would suit yours.  I might be doing something that has
nothing to do with Atlantis.  That steampunk stuff looks really interesting but
I don't like engineering."


 


"No one says your future career has to mesh with
his," Xander said firmly.  "You're to find what makes *you* happy and
be that."


 


"Yes, but if my spouse is on Atlantis all the time and
I'm somewhere else working, that's going to suck ass, Uncle Xander."


 


He smiled.  "It will."  He looked at John then at
her.  "You two have to break that."


 


Sekhmet smiled.  "Follow what he's doing, Diana." 
She nodded, dropping into the meditative state.  She had done this a lot, even
with John.  She showed them the spark and they snuffed it out.  It left a tiny
hole in their auras but they could fill it up.  She patted them both. 
"Give it a few years and then see if there's something there, children. 
You never know, she might grow into it or you might," she told John when
he opened his mouth.


 


"We might," John agreed.  "I'm not going to
complain if we do."


 


She grinned.  "I'm still going to have nasty fantasies
about you anyway."  He laughed and nodded it was okay.  "Good." 
She stood up.  "Thank you, ma'am."


 


"You're most welcome, child.  Have a better day."


 


She winked.  "My sister's been blushing all day so I'm
guessing Thor did something kinky like leaving the lights on."


 


"That's not real kinky," Xander said.


 


"For Artemis it is," she quipped then got sent
back to the city.


 


"Yeah, for Artemis it is," John agreed. 
"Thank you, Sekhmet."


 


"You're most welcome as well.   Date more often."


 


"I'm on the middle of a lake on Asgard."


 


"When you get back in a few weeks then."  She
winked.  "Take another cookie as you go home, John."  He grinned and
got one to go home with.  She took the puppy from Xander, letting it rest in
her lap while it napped off the bottle.  "Mother refused it?"


 


"Mom's being fixed today."


 


"Might be a good idea."  She smiled at him. 
"What do you think?"


 


"I think they might just grow into it.  He's not
guiding her or pushing her toward anything.  He's letting her pick what she
wants and if she ends up back in his personal space there might be a tryst. 
Who knows.  I'm not a prophet about more than battles."  He took the puppy
back but she stole it back.  "Okay."  He grinned and went back to the
temple.  Ruby was still mostly knocked out but she was licking over the puppies
sluggishly.  "Sekhmet, the one who bakes those jerky cakes for your
spoiled puppies, took the other one."  She barked and went back to sleep while
they nursed.  Xander went to tell Phil.  It was something to watch.


 


***


 


Xander smiled when he felt the ping of a new convention. 
"Phil, it's time for the Xander convention," he said with a grin.


 


"Sure.  Let me finish this one thing."  He
finished that form and sent it on to Joyce then took Xander's hand to get
there.  They found one Xander there with Dawn babbling at him and Philip
playing with his long braid.  "Problems?"


 


"Telling him about the new potion," Dawn said with
a grin.  She gently pried the baby off his hair.  "C'mon, son. It's time
for the Uncle Xanders to compare things."  She walked him off but Philip
wiggled until she nearly dropped him and had to put him down for a second.  He
crawled off.  "C'mon, son.  Your daddy wants you.  He'll play more music
for you if you come on," she said, chasing after him.  "You're faster
than you should be, Philip."


 


Another Xander caught him and grinned at the baby. 
"Hey, kiddo."  The baby babbled and smiled at him, patting his
cheek.  "You're cute."  He saw who was waiting in the gateway area. 
"You married an *Avenger*?" he asked, looking awed.


 


Dawn took her son back with a grin.  "Two.  We're all
very cuddly around Nat."  She winked and walked off.  Philip was fussing. 
"Clint, help?"


 


"C'mon, kid.  Let's go play more music."  He held
out his arms but Philip whined and wiggled.  Dawn handed him over but he got
free of Daddy and crawled off again cackling.  "Philip!"  He followed
him to pick him up.  "I'm sure they're great kids, but they're Uncle Xander's
kids not ours."  He walked him off.


 


Phil stole him with a grin.  "You can stay to hang out
with the other kids.  They can teach you about art stuff since you seem to like
jewelry."  He grinned.


 


"Hey, babysitting time," Dawn quipped, hauling
Clint with her.  "Thanks, Phil."  The boundary shut in their world
and she kissed Clint.  "We have a few hours."  He smirked and took
them back to bed.


 


Xander looked at his godson.  "That's so sneaky. 
You're living up to your Mommy's skills today."  He took him to hold.  He
wiggled down and went to hug the other kids there.


 


Olivia looked at him.  "Hi.  Who're you?"


 


"His mommy's Dawn," Xander said.  "His name's
Philip and apparently he wanted to be babysat instead."


 


She smiled.  "I'm not Uncle Xander's spawn.  I'm Mommy
Willow's spawn."


 


"You're still just like us," her Xander quipped
with a grin.  "Why were you complaining when you got home?"


 


"The teacher's stupid!"


 


"Do not call your teacher names just because she thinks
about things differently, Olivia," Xander said firmly, staring at her. 
"You will respect her even if you don't like her."


 


"Fine, but it's still dumb!  She ..."  She
huffed.  "She had us doing something on a Plutocracy.  I said I didn't see
anything wrong with it because Pluto would be a good ruler of people.  People
like him, he's kinda smart and nice but not too nice so he doesn't get looked
at too strangely.  I would've suggested Minnie Mouse but she'd be a feminist
icon and the stupid people in those churches that send you death threats would
never accept that.  I think he'd do great and he could have Donald as his VP
because Donald could subtly piss off other world leaders like our current one
does and then show them up because he's *way* better.  The teacher apparently
had a stroke or something and said that's not what Plutocracy means.  Told me
to do a paper on why he couldn't be president."


 


"I saw you researching that," Peter, that Xander's
spouse, said.  "It was nicely done."


 


"The teacher didn't think so, which is why I think she
was a bit brain addled from whatever makes her smell like cloves after lunch. 
She said she expected me to realize he couldn't because he wasn't real.  Which
she blamed on you two being writers.  I had to remind her I knew that but she
hadn't expected me to do something so minimal so I did a real report on why he
couldn't.  She about had a seizure so you have a parent-teacher meeting, Uncle
Xander."


 


He nodded.  "Sure, we can talk about her trying to dumb
things down without warning you she was."


 


She smiled.  "Can you remind her she's not really
pretty too?  She keeps trying to wear supermodel things and she's *really* not
pretty enough for one and she wears ugly shoes that aren't pretty too.  I think
she puts her outfits together to be not pretty as a habit.  I'd help her but
she said I was dumb to remind her that purple and orange don't match."


 


"We'll stop that as well," Peter said with a pat
for her.  "I think he adores you."


 


Olivia looked at the baby, grinning because he was. 
"You're adorable and your mommy clearly has an idea that smart is pretty. 
That's why you'll be as smart or smarter than I am, Philip."  He cuddled
her and cooed at her headband.  She giggled.  "I think you like twinkly
things."


 


"His mommy can be a bit twinkly," Godly Xander
said.  He took Philip to look at, getting fussed at.  "Behave."  The
baby pouted.  "You can hang with Olivia and her siblings in a few minutes,
dear."  He walked him over to another GHS Xander.  "This is a Xander
that makes jewelry stuff.  He makes pretty things that you like to coo
at."  The baby squealed and pounced him to cuddle and play with his hair
and the hair things in it.


 


GHS Xander smiled at him.  "You're great, Philip.  Just
like your mommy."  He sat down and the baby cooed at all his hair
things.   "We should teach you about puppies and ferrets."


 


"He has a cat," Phil said.  "Named Loki.  It
likes to stare a lot."  The others all laughed and nodded.  "There's
a ferret in the family but it's my former director."  They settled in to
talk.  Philip got tired of those hairpins and crawled over to another Xander to
play with his ring.  Then he spotted Sividia Xander and his wings.  That got an
awesome, echoing squeal as he headed for them.


 


Sividia Xander watched him.  "Sam?  What'm I supposed
to be doing?"


 


"I think he wants your wings," his Sam said with a
smile for the baby.  He picked him up to touch one.  "They're very soft
but you can't grab them, Philip."  Philip gave him an awed look and hugged
a wing then babbled at it while he played with the feathers.  Xander was
shivering but the other kids ran over to help him preen his mate.  Sam grinned
at his mate.  "Some day we'll have a spawn that does that."


 


Xander kissed him.  "Yes, we will be.  And much
practice getting one."  Sam grinned at him for that.


 


The original GHS Xander watched the kids.  "I have to
teach them some of what I know so it's not lost if I go."  He brought them
where he had put up a forge and settled in to teach them about jewelry and how
to make things.  Philip was staring intently at the shiny things.  The other
GHS Xander and one that hadn't done more than pout the last convention came
over to watch as well.  It was fascinating how many of them could create
things.  Even Godly Xander came to learn some with Phil. 


 


The kids though, they adored it because he showed them how
to make pretty things and all kids, even if they were just being raised by
Xander, liked pretty things.  Though writer Xander did joke that Olivia was
really a little mini me for him instead of her mommy sometimes.  His husband
just kissed him to clear his mind of the bad thoughts.  Philip squealed at that
and scowled.


 


"That's such a fangirl squeal," Xander teased with
a grin.  Philip's Xander and Phil kissed and the baby liked that better, giving
them a smug look.  He knew who his uncle belonged with.


 


The mini Losers all pounced the babies and Olivia to make
them behave but they were being silly and the kids treated them like they were
being too silly and needed to be cuddled straight.  Which the guys hated but yay! 
They were babies of Xander now, they had to get used to it.


 


***


 


"Let's see if things are going to stay the same,"
Clint said once the trio was back in bed after dinner.  "We have the
house."  Dawn grinned and cuddled him harder.  "We have the
truck?"


 


"We do," Dawn agreed happily.


 


Natasha spotted something on the dresser.  "What's in
the package?"


 


Dawn grinned.  "Something mushy for our
anniversary?"


 


"It's our fifth that we've been counting," Clint
said, looking at Nat, who smiled and nodded.  "What mushy thing,
princess?"  She got up and grabbed it then came back to hand it to him. 
He opened the small box.  Inside were three jewelry boxes. 
"Interesting."


 


"For when I need something more shiny so people pay
attention to it or as a wedding band behind ours."


 


He opened the biggest one, which was probably his.  Inside
was a slim band.  Two strips of diamonds weaving around a center oval area with
diamonds going back and forth to create the simple looking band.  He blinked. 
"That's very twinkly."  He handed Natasha hers.  She had a smaller
hand than Dawn.  Natasha moaned and slipped it on.  He smiled.  "It does
look like us.  Two supportive and surrounding whichever is in the center."


 


Dawn grinned.  "I thought so too."  She took hers
to put on behind her wedding band.  "I had them make them more narrow and
use smaller diamonds or else it would've been a few carats of twinkly things. 
This way it looks more like a band."


 


Natasha kissed her.  "That is perfect."  Dawn
beamed and cuddled her, flipping so Nat was in the center.


 


Clint put his on and got in on the cuddles.  "Very
expensive but great, Dawn."


 


She smiled.  "You guys bought me a house for our
anniversary."  They smiled and cuddled together until the baby fussed that
he wanted some.  Dawn looked over.  "Is it a myth that babies sleep
through the night?"


 


"Apparently," Natasha said.  "Son, we'd like
some private time together.  Go back to sleep?"


 


Clint got up to check him and stare down at him. 
"Sleep, son.  I want the mommies tonight."  He fussed but did
eventually fall back asleep.  That let Clint pounce with an evil cackle.


 


***


 


Tony looked at his phone as it beeped.  "JARVIS, we've
had this talk about you paying too much attention to Dawn's relationship
before," he said quietly but blandly.  "Quit."


 


"She's making distressed noises, sir."


 


"No, those mean she likes it," Pepper said,
flipping over.  "I'm just glad we can't hear it without his help."


 


Steve looked at her.  "Yes I can.  Natasha's *really*
loud for some reason."


 


Tony listened, turning off his phone.  "Yeah, she is. 
Huh."  They snuggled around Pepper and went back to sleep.  They could
pick on them in the morning for no one being able to sit or walk right.


 


***


 


Andrew spotted the trio getting breakfast and shook his
head, looking at his wife.  "I'd never do that to you."


 


She smiled.  "You've made me sore, Andrew, and I kinda
wish you'd do it again."  He growled and pounced.  "Andrew, we're in
the caf around people!" she squealed when he kissed her throat.  Dawn put
up privacy barriers for them.  "But... people can hear!"


 


"I saw how those two interns looked at you and you're
mine.  Not theirs, mine."


 


"Of course I'm yours."


 


Tony looked over.  "JARVIS, please beam them back to
their rooms?"  He did so and Dawn took down the barrier.  She banished
their clothes at them.  Tony shook his head, sipping his coffee.  He looked at
the trio.  Dawn could almost sit.  Natasha couldn't sit, she was sitting on her
tailbone.  Clint couldn't either.  He looked at Steve, who shook his head.  Pepper
was smiling but shook her head too.  Tony looked over again.  "Hey, Dawn,
do you need some infirmary time?"


 


"Nope," she said with a cheerful grin.  "I'm
okay."


 


Clint looked at Tony and nodded.  "She threw my back
out, Stark."


 


Dawn cackled.  "That was not my fault, dear."  She
fed him a bite of her danish.  "If you remember, I was changing Mr.
Fussy."


 


"Yes, you were but I did have a bit of fun ruining your
backs," Natasha said quietly and went back to eating.  "We will be
soaking."


 


Dawn took kisses and then the baby.  "You have a good
day soaking."  She winked and strolled off as casually as she could.


 


Pepper sighed.  "I've done that a few times." 
Tony leered at her.  "Oh, no!  Not again!"


 


"But, Pepper."


 


"Meetings," she complained.  "All day with
the geeks for you."


 


He pouted but nodded.  "Fine."  He took kisses and
went to his office to get those started.  Dawn had updated his schedule to move
Andrew's back.  Though Jonathan showed up.  "You could've waited."


 


"No I can't.  Patty's pouting that she's not having
mood swings yet."


 


"Some women do," he said.  "Pepper had very
few."


 


"Great."  He handed reports over.  "We've
built something that'll use Roomba's programming to be more commercially
available without using their baseline programming.  We had to twitch a few of
the programs but it's very good and the robotic sentry dog prototype did
well."


 


He looked at the film, nodding.  "That's very handy,
and very guardian-like."  He smiled.  "What else have you two
done?"  He looked it over, going over each thing.  He liked a few of them
and sent them up to the board over finding markets to sell products in. 
Jonathan grinned and bounced back to his lab so he could share that news with
the others, if they were done having sex.  Tony smiled and marked the others
with his special short-hand so he knew what he had looked over.  He filed those
and got the next geek in there.  Of course, the next one had something that
needed to be stopped so the geek got huffy about it.


 


Dawn leaned in with a smile.  "Guys, are we causing
things that can blow up the building with my son in it?"  The geek shook
his head quickly, looking scared.  She smiled.  "Good."  She walked
off after tossing something at Tony.  "News feed."


 


He ran it and sighed.  Someone had broken the story early
from SHIELD.  "Great," he muttered.  "Just what I need." 
The geek was still looking scared.  "You do realize that goes for her
nieces and the other kids, right?"  He got up and stomped off.  Tony would
deal with him later, with Pepper.  Right after he found a SHIELD agent and
skinned them alive.


 


Bucky leaned in.  "Why did I take that test?"


 


"Think of it like vocational rehab.  It's to tell you
what you're good at in other careers."


 


"I'd like to go back to mine."


 


"It's easier if you have a second one planned on the
side."  He stared at him.  "Like translating."


 


"That's really boring."


 


"Yes it is.  We could've said bodyguarding." 
Bucky glared at him.  He grinned.  "The kids do need one."


 


"Yeah, they do.  Callia ran over for ice cream and had
to fight a reporter.  Again."


 


"Go fix that for me?  I've got geeks to make sure
they're not trying to blow up the universe."


 


"Only two in six of the labs."  He walked off.


 


"Yeah, he's their bodyguard," he decided, sending
that to Pepper and Steve.  They agreed it was a great idea and Steve would talk
him into it for them.


 


***


 


Steve flopped down next to Bucky.  "How did your talk
go?"


 


"Crappy if you mean the one with the kid."


 


"Yeah, I did.  She's a bit headstrong."  They
shared a look and a smile.  "She needs a bodyguard."  Bucky nodded. 
"It pays well."  Bucky shook his head but he was trying not to
laugh.  "We're going to look at a new school tomorrow.  It's an hour away
on Long Island."


 


Bucky looked at him.  "Seriously?"


 


"The school has a lot of kids of diplomats." 
Bucky shuddered.  "You can still run missions for SHIELD.  I'll make sure
of it.  This'll give you something to do the rest of the time.  Callia needs
some non-genius and non-lab time around adults who have other interests and
skills.  The other kids will grow into that need."


 


"She's a shopping, humming, happy kid," he said,
looking at his buddy.  "I'm not sure I can handle that."


 


"She's really not.  Every now and then she'll turn into
a mini Dawn and shop but sometimes she's a mini Dawn in the wrong way.  I had
to take a bat from her earlier when one of the chemists was picking on Patty
and made her cry.  She was going to bash his skull in."  Bucky grinned. 
"She needs someone with her and we can't do that.  The genius is overruling
her common sense."


 


"What would I use most of my skills doing?"


 


"Saving her!  Have you seen how many scary assholes
have contracts on her life?"


 


"You swore?" he asked.


 


"I had Agent Hill look this morning.  There's fifteen
contracts to get a Stark kid, any of them, including Liz."  Steve stared
at him.  "Six more of them specifically want Callia.  There's at least
twelve to get Philip so they can start their own superhero team with
him."  Bucky gaped.  Steve nodded, pulling up that file to show him.


 


Bucky swallowed hard.  "Damn."


 


"Yeah!"  They shared a look.  "They need a
bodyguard," he said more quietly.  He had noticed the door opening.  So
had Bucky.  He erased the file and made sure it wasn't in the trash file. 
Callia had a bad habit of going through it when she was bored.  "It pays
well."


 


"Yeah, I can do that as long as I can run
missions."


 


"Can we count on you to help us steal Auntie Dawn back
too?" Callia asked from the doorway.  "Because people tried again and
I can't find her."


 


"JARVIS?" Steve asked.


 


"She was sedative darted but I did alert border patrol,
the FBI, SHIELD, the local airports, and everyone else who should know.  She
did have Philip with her but they left him in the other tower, he's in the
coffee shop and Pepper is going to retrieve him."  Clint and Natasha
walked in and headed for their lockers.  "I have no idea where she is, I'm
sorry."


 


"No, we know," Clint said.  "She's slightly
awake enough to give us a visual.  It's a crackhead cult member."


 


"Which one?" Steve asked dryly.  "Do you need
me?"


 


"Yes, we could use both of you.  We might need a second
sniper when I lose my mind and blow them the fuck up," Clint growled. 
"They've decided they're going to sacrifice her to bring back their mean
God."


 


"Great," Bucky said, pulling on a better shirt and
finding his weapons bag.  The quad walked out together.  "Callia, go watch
your siblings to make sure no one tries for them."  She ran off to do
that.  They walked past Pepper.  He looked at Philip.  "He good?"


 


"He's fine and not happy."  Clint kissed him on
the head.  So did Natasha.  Steve patted him and they left together in a Stark
SUV.  Pepper smiled at him.  "They will get your mommy back, hopefully
before she blows up art of New Jersey.  Not that Camden couldn't use some reconstruction
but they might sue."  She walked him inside to the infirmary. 
"Darted his mother," she said as she walked in.  Shivs took him to
look over. Pepper got to change him and he was fine.  If fussy.


 


***


 


Bucky got his first real view of Dawn in a fight.  It was
...spectacular.  She was killing a lot of cult members.  More were trying to
capture her again.  A few had guns and one had a long, crooked looking knife. 
He shot that one first and then worked against the other armed ones.  Steve led
the way into the warehouse for the other two.


 


Natasha blinked then looked at her spouse.  "We need to
spar more often.  She's been holding back and she's weak on her left side
again."


 


"Yup."  He killed a few of the cult members trying
to surround Dawn.  Natasha got the other side.  They finally got them down and
he blocked Dawn's instinctive hit.  "Hey, Princess, where's your
rings?"


 


"I'm not wearing them?"  She looked at her hand. 
She found one that was nearly dead and picked him up to shake him.  "Where
did you leave my rings?" she demanded.


 


"With the baby," he gasped.  "Please give me
an honorable death."


 


"Fuck no."  She cast something at him, making him
a zombie.  He moaned and started to cry.  She sneered.  "Pray to your god
to save your soul.  I'm not the Merciful Goddess by any means."  She
dropped him.


 


Natasha walked over, taking her hand to hold and pull her
closer to examine.  "We will get those few things looked at before they
can be healed."  Dawn flipped a hand and healed all the cuts.  "Dawn?" 
Dawn blinked at her.  "Please back down some?  Your temper is very high
and it might call something."  She pointed at the demon trying to get in.


 


Clint looked and shot it.  It died.  "That fixes
that."  He pulled her over to kiss her and hold her until she calmed back
down.  He called Pepper.  "Her rings were left with the baby."  He
hung up to hold her.  She was shaking slightly but she burrowed into his arms. 
Natasha came over to get her back and Dawn pulled her closer.  "Can you
undo the zombie?"  She shook her head.  "Okay, well, I guess he can
stand trial then."  They walked her out to the SUV.  Steve checked for any
remaining people.  Bucky joined them and got in to drive.  "She's okay. 
She healed all the injuries."


 


Bucky looked back at her.  "Quit holding back during
sparring, Summers.  I can handle you too."  She stuck her tongue out.  He
grinned.  "Good enough for now."


 


"That was her version of losing her temper,"
Natasha said.  "If you earn that sort of beating, I'll finish you off as a
mercy."


 


"Thanks," he quipped, driving them back. 
"Where's her rings?"


 


"Left with the kid," Clint said.


 


Steve shook his head.  "I hope the security team has
them then."


 


Natasha checked.  "No, a reporter has pictures of
them.  We need to go to this studio."  She showed Bucky.  They paused
there and she got out, being followed by Bucky.  She smiled at the guards,
knocking them out when they tried to get in her way. She found the reporter's
office and walked into it.  "You have my wife's rings."


 


"You can't prove that," he said happily.


 


"You put pictures of them online."  He blanched. 
She smiled.  "I'm going to get them back immediately or I will find them
and break whoever has them."  He yanked open a drawer and tossed a ring
over.  "Both of them."


 


"Is the new one an anniversary piece?"


 


"Dawn bought them for that purpose and we just had to
save her from a cult.  She is not in a good mood as she had to start destroying
them long before help got there."  He pulled the other one off and tossed
it at her.  "This is not ours."  She held up her hand.  "It
looks like this one.  It is custom made.  Do not try to push off your cheap
trash."  She tossed that one back.  "The offer to search for it
myself stands.  I'm sure the Winter Soldier can back me up."


 


He looked at the guy behind her, then at her.  "Is he
an Avenger?"


 


She smirked.  "He helped train me while I was
Russian," she said in Russian.  The guy blinked and moaned because that
was probably news but he didn't speak Russian.  Bucky spotted the ring on
someone and took it off her to hand over.  She checked it against hers. 
"That's the wider version.  He has Dawn's ring," she told her.


 


"He gave it to the editor," that one said with a
grin, taking her ring back.  "She's admiring it in the sunlight.  It was
an anniversary present?"


 


"Yes, it was," she said smugly.  "That and
other amazing things."  The reporter shivered.


 


"It's sad but I could almost hear them and I was in the
next tower," Bucky said dryly.


 


Natasha looked at him.  "That was not her."


 


"I know."  He grinned.  She swatted him.  The
editor came out with two guards.  Natasha took the ring back, checking it
against hers then against the inscription.  "Thank you for being part of
accepting stolen goods."


 


Natasha looked at her.  "You're already missing a
stone?"  She held it up.


 


Dawn walked up behind them and summoned it.  "I'm going
to close your shitty paper down," she vowed, staring at the editor. 
"Boys?"  Officers moved around her.  "She broke my very
expensive new wedding band."  They took pictures and arrested the editor
and the reporter.  She smiled and handed over something.  "Notice that
we'll be suing your paper tomorrow.  Including child endangerment charges as
they left my rings with my son, who was left on a table over there."


 


"I called security," that reporter said as he
struggled not to be cuffed.


 


Dawn stared at him coldly.  "And left him alone in
there for over ten minutes.  Who knows what could've happened to him while I
was sedated and fighting for my life."  The officer shivered at the cold
tone.  "I'd make a plea.  I really would.  I will *destroy* you for any
harm to my son."  The reporter's eyes went wide.  "Remember, I did
get taught many things in Romania."  The reporter started to throw up. 
Dawn smirked evilly at the editor.  "And before then by society sluts at
school."  The editor was crying.  "Good."  She walked off. 
"Thank you, officers.  We love working with the good NYPD guys." 
They smiled at her.  She went back to the SUV.  "They broke my ring,
Clint."


 


"We can have it fixed."  He looked at it, taking
the small diamond to check over.  "Looks like the prongs got moved." 
Bucky and Natasha got in but Steve was driving.  "Where did you get
these?"


 


"Gumuchian."  She put that into the mapping system
and let it tell them how to get there.  Clint walked her in there.  "They
broke my ring when they kidnaped me."


 


"That's a shame, miss."  He took it to look at. 
"We can probably fix that."  He got one of the jewelers out.  "A
bit thinner than the usual one."


 


She smiled at the jeweler.  "They tried to steal
them."


 


"That figures.  Some people are stupid."  He took
it to look at, nodding.  "Not a hard fix.  It'll take me a few days, Mrs.
Summers."


 


"Thank you."  She smiled at him.  "Let me
know?"


 


"I shall."  She nodded and left.  He smiled at the
shop clerk.  "She had them specially made to be thinner as wedding
bands."  He took it into the back to fix that setting.  It wasn't hard,
just a bit of soldering.


 


The clerk looked her up online.  What he saw amused him. 
She was someone to know.  He'd have to chat her up when she came back so he
made a good impression.


 


***


 


Bucky looked at Stark, Pepper, and Steve that night. 
"Your kids have no sense, common or otherwise."


 


"It's part of being a genius," Pepper said with a
grimace for the three kids, who were all glaring at their 'uncle'.  "We
try."


 


"Yup, and then Liz decides to go pat a bomb." 
Tony glared at his younger daughter.  "Chris decides he's going to
investigate toilets to see where it goes and nearly gets his head stuck and
nearly drowns.  When he's rescued he's *sure* that the frog humpers are down
there and is calling pitifully for them."  Pepper moaned, rubbing her
head.  "And the oldest watches them like it's reality tv."


 


"Each kid has to learn for themselves.  Us telling them
won't help any," Callia said.  "I learned about plumbing helping
someone fix some in the kitchen one day when it broke."


 


"It broke because you tried to put your shoes in the
garbage disposal," Pepper said.


 


She smiled.  "They were too small anyway so therefore
they were perfect for that experiment."


 


Steve looked at her then at Bucky.  "Before my
time."  Bucky snorted, shaking his head.  "So, does that mean you can
be our bodyguard?"


 


"Yup.  As long as I can remind them of things like
manners," he said, staring at Callia, who had just belched.


 


"'Scuse," Liz quipped with a grin for him.


 


"Yes, that's what your sister should be doing,"
Steve said, staring at her.


 


"Sorry, gaseous bubble explosion inside my intestinal
tract," Callia quipped.  "Couldn't help it."


 


"Yank the other one, it plays jazz," Bucky said
dryly.  She rolled her eyes.  "I get to help correct that, right?" he
asked Pepper.


 


"She's going to take some deportment lessons at her new
school if we like it."


 


Callia stared at him.  "I'm going to school?  Like in a
real school?"


 


Tony nodded.  "We've found a safe one but it's a long
commute, kiddo."  He pulled her next to him.  "It's on Long
Island."  She grimaced.  "It's got other kids who have safety
issues.  It's got a lot of self-paced things and a lot of kids doing
pre-college work like you are.  It also has online classes for when we're not
local."


 


She grinned.  "I could like that."


 


He nodded.  "We're looking at it Friday."


 


"I have to see the baby doctor on Friday, Daddy."


 


"Yup, you do.  We're going before that."


 


She huffed.  "Is it going to be rushed?"


 


"We have two hours scheduled.  We can get you there
faster maybe."  She nodded and they settled in to talk about it.  He
smiled at Bucky.  "You're coming with us and Dawn. She thinks she wants
Philip there."


 


"Sure.  That'll be fine.  No uniforms, Stark."


 


"Decent clothes but no uniforms," he agreed.


 


"Good."  He went to his new place.  It was nice
sized for a New York place.  Nothing grand or anything but good sized for a
single guy.  Maybe he'd try dating again too.  He could use a girlfriend or
someone snuggly now and then.


 


***


 


Dawn smiled, shaking the headmistress' hand.  "Hi, Dawn
Summers.  We talked on the phone about my son and my niece."


 


"We did."  She smiled and shook Tony and Pepper's
hands.  "I know you both.  Is this your eldest?"


 


"Yes," Tony said with a smile.  "This is my
female clone Callia."  They went to the office.  The main building looked
like it had been a former manor house but it was spotlessly clean and the
classrooms they passed were soundproofed because they couldn't hear the one
that was having a party.  They settled in to go over their expectations and
their needs.  She smiled at Philip, who was cooing at the music playing. 
Callia's scores got looked over and it was good.


 


The headmistress smiled at Dawn.  "We don't really have
a waiting list."


 


Dawn grinned.  "I'm her alternate guardian if
something's happened to her parents."


 


"Ah!"  She nodded.  "That's reasonable.  Has
he shown any advanced skills?"


 


"Toward music.  He screams whenever he has to spend
time in the lab without another baby to play with.  Even with the Roomba army. 
He's fascinated by music though.  He's just over a year old but he's already
walking and babbling a lot more than anyone but Liz does."


 


Tony laughed.  "He does babble more at the artwork than
anyone but Liz ever has."


 


"I didn't babble?" Callia asked him.


 


"No, not really.  You stared at the artwork like it was
odd and then picked up a toy to take apart," Tony said.


 


"That proves I was meant to be in science," she
quipped with a grin for him.


 


"It does," he agreed.


 


The headmistress smiled.  "It probably does."  She
handed them a packet.  "Fill that out and send that back.  We'll go over
admission policies once we have it."  Dawn pulled out a copy from her bag
to hand over.  "Got it online?"


 


"Yes.  All but one form was listed.  The health form we
were going to wait on until after her appointment this afternoon."


 


"That's reasonable."  She looked it over, smiling
at a few things.  "It looks like everything's in order.  Did you get the
fee sheet?"


 


"I did look at that," Tony agreed.  "We can
easily manage that.  The one I attended was twice as much and had half the
education."  She smiled at him.  "I went to Brighton for two years
before I went to college early."


 


"They are usually *standard* academically instead of
superior."  She smiled at Callia.  "We do have a dress code."


 


"Okay.  I can wear dresses if I must."


 


She smiled.  "You'd be wearing a red blazer, a black
shirt of some sort, and either black pants or a black skirt.  We don't dictate
style because that's a personal thing.  Some girls and boys like longer ones,
some don't.  You and your mother and aunt can figure that out."


 


"Is there a preferred store?" Dawn asked.  That
got handed to her.  She smiled.  "We like them anyway."  She tucked
it into her bag.  "What about PE?  She's been in gymnastics for a few
years and self defense lessons."


 


"We do have two self defense teachers on staff and
she's more than welcome to test her levels to see if they can teach her.  We
also have swimming?"


 


Callia smiled.  "I loved swimming class."


 


"Wonderful.  We also have equitation and a few other
types of sports."


 


"What's equitation?" Callia asked.


 


"Horsemanship," Dawn and Tony said together.


 


Callia stared.  "Like riding ponies?"


 


"And more," the headmistress said.  "Do you
like animals?"  Callia pulled up pictures of her pets, making her smile. 
"Then we can see if you'd like that.  You'd have to be here most of the
time so it won't be this spring when you return."


 


"That's okay."  She nodded with a grin.  "Can
I work ahead if I'm bored?"


 


"Yes.  We'll also help you firm up your report writing
style."


 


"I do way too many reports for classwork and
punishment," Callia complained, scowling at her father, who shrugged.  She
pulled up her current ones.  "I'm working on these."


 


The headmistress took them to look over.  "I see you
had Pyles as your homeschooling liaison.  He's the only one that doesn't dumb
down the educational needs."  She went over it.  "Not bad for your
range.  We can help you polish those."  Callia smiled and nodded, taking
her tablet back.  "I can admit her for our distance learning program until
you're back here full time."  Tony wrote out the check to hand over.  She
smiled and handed over the health sheet.  "Have them fill that out for
you."


 


"I can do that.  Thank you," Tony said, shaking
her hand.


 


Dawn smiled and shook her hand as well.  "I know two
mostly smart five-year-old twins who I'm going to recommend when they're old
enough as well."


 


She smiled.  "That's wonderful.  Boys, girls?"


 


"Mixed."


 


"Awww."  She smiled.  "I've seen pictures of
you with them."  Dawn grinned.  "When he's of age, we'll test him to
see if he can get in too."


 


"Thank you."  She shook her hand and walked out
behind the family.  Callia was babbling happily and nearly bounding up the
halls.  Pepper smiled.  "I'm going to mention it to Tara."


 


"It's a good school for the twins too.  They're bright
but not being pushed."  Tony held the door open, babbling back at his
daughter as they walked down to the car.  They got into the back, put Philip in
his car seat, and were off.  Tony and Callia got dropped at the baby doctor. 
Pepper, Dawn, and Philip went to their meeting.  Bucky went to talk to Steve at
SHIELD. 


 


Yeah, they could handle this.












Story Notes: As you know, this series features slash and
het, and trios and sometimes kinky sex. This one is no exclusion to that.







47: Changing Old Ones


 


Some
things are about to change. Leadership changes, changes thanks to Halloween and
growing up.


 


 


Tony's father, ghost that he was, was staring at his
granddaughter. "It's time you learned about real music."


 


Callia looked up from brushing her cats. "I love music
and Daddy said I could start taking lessons later this summer, when he finds
someone nicer than the one he learned from."


 


Howard Stark snorted, shaking his head. "She was fine.
Your father didn't want to settle in and work."


 


"Sometimes science has to rule," she quipped.
Pepper and Steve walked in and she grinned. "Grandpa says that I have to
learn music sooner, Mommies."


 


Pepper kissed her on the head, petting the cat she was
brushing. "We've found someone nice and once we're back in New York you
can start taking lessons." She settled in. "What one did you want to
learn?"


 


"Piano's a good idea to start with," Howard said.
"Violins are liked by a lot of geniuses too."


 


Callia looked at him. "They're kinda old, thank you
anyway." She looked at the parents and grinned. "I want to learn how
to play a bass."


 


"Like a guitar?" Pepper asked. "Your dad
plays a normal one but not a bass. It's around here somewhere."


 


"I watched Unclie Clint play but no, I mean like they
have in jazz bands." Steve grinned since that was his influence. "And
I want to learn how to play an autoharp. I saw them in a video and it looks
interesting and sounded nice enough."


 


"That's not that hard," Pepper agreed.
"Anything else you want to look at?"


 


"Oboes and maybe I'll let Daddy teach me the
piano?" she asked hesitantly. "Or maybe a saxophone."


 


"At your height, a sax would be kinda hard to
manage," Steve said, considering it. "Oboes aren't too long. What
about a soprano sax, Callia?"


 


"What're those?"


 


"Like that Kenny G. guy plays," Pepper said.


 


"That's pretty sounding and I'd have deeper sounding
ones and higher sounding ones too." She grinned.


 


"She should try a stringed instrument," Howard
said.


 


She looked at him. "I don't like violins. They screech.
The lady in Lab 12's son does all the time when he's practicing."


 


"There's the viola," Howard said. "It's
deeper than a violin. It's like the tenor version of one. It's a bit bigger
though."


 


She shrugged. "We'll see." She looked at Steve.
"We should go to the music store like we did the sports store."


 


"If you can talk Clint into taking you," he joked.
"I know almost nothing about playing music."


 


She hugged him around the cat. "That's okay. I can ask
him to go with me." She looked at Pepper.


 


"I took a few piano lessons but not that many,"
she said with a grin. Callia shrugged. "Call him so he knows when to take
you and if he's free."


 


Callia called them. "Unclie Clint, I get to learn to
play music in a few months." She went back to brushing the cat. She
laughed at his suggestion. "No, I have a few I want to look at. Please?
Because only you and Daddy seem to know about music." She grinned at the
cat. "Thanks, Unclie Clint. Yup, I can get free for that. Bigger ones. I
wanted to look at things like an autoharp. Really? I've never heard any
bluegrass music. Is it used in other ones? Leads to a Chinese version, Auntie
Natasha. Please? Thanks." She hung up and grinned at them. "We can go
look. Unclie Clint will find a big music store so I can look them over."
She looked at the cat. "You're brushed." The Dawn kitty meowed at
her. "Sure, we can keep petting." She went back to it while her cat
laid across her lap like she was a blanket.


 


Pepper and Steve shared a look and grinned. They'd tell Tony
later when he was out of the lab.


 


***


 


Clint walked into Tony's lab, hauling him away from his
table and taking off his welding glasses to toss back onto it.
"C'mon."


 


"I've got work to do," Tony complained.


 


Clint looked at him. "We're taking your daughter to
look at her first possible instruments. I have no idea what you have stored in
that mansion filled with cobwebs and bad memories. You might have something she
likes, and it's your job as a Dad." He hauled him off. "Dawn's
already cleared your schedule for the next six hours."


 


"Six hours?" Tony asked, looking at himself.
"I need a shower, Barton."


 


"I know." He smirked slightly. "That's why
I'm pulling you out now. We're going in a half-hour." Tony nodded, going
to shower and change into non-lab clothes. He went to get Callia from the
library area. She was doing homework while MB watched. "She in
trouble?" he asked.


 


MB smiled. "I'm researching about potty training. She's
good company and told me how they did Liz's."


 


He smirked. "I have at least a year on that," he
said happily. "Cal, your dad's showering so we can go to the music
store." She tidied everything up and headed to her room at a jog so she
could change clothes. Clint grinned. "Tony said it's time for her to take
music lessons."


 


"I had band in middle and high school. I wouldn't wish
marching with a flute on anyone with how stiff my shoulder became." He
looked confused. "When you're in the marching band, you can't have it
tipped to the side like the band guys do. You have to march with it
perpendicular to your face, shoulders back so it's in a perfectly straight
line." She showed him. He helped her ease the ache in her shoulder that
caused. "I ended up quitting it because of the strain."


 


He nodded. "I don't think she's interested. She
mentioned the autoharp and maybe an oboe or a sax."


 


"Those can be nice I guess. Is she going to a normal
school?" He grinned and nodded. "Then maybe she can use them in band
class." He grinned, leaving her with her studying. It was time for
Caroline to learn what a potty was. She was tired of changing diapers.


 


***


 


Clint walked Callia into the smaller store he had chosen.
Tony followed. "Hi, I called about letting her pick her first
instrument."


 


"Of course. What is she interested in?" Callia
walked closer and babbled about what she had seen and liked. He smiled, leading
her to the ones she wanted to look over.


 


"Daddy?" she asked.


 


He looked over her shoulder. "I think a viola's a bit
big for you presently. How about we move that to when you've grown a bit
more." He helped her hold it. "See, you'd have to have a better reach
to do it easily."


 


She pouted. "Shoot." She carefully put it back.


 


"I was thinking if she wanted a sax, there are soprano
ones," Clint told Tony. "They're lighter and smaller."


 


"I've seen them played." She looked those over,
running a hand over a black one with gold keys. He helped her hold it and
nodded. "That's not bad."


 


"It didn't sound bad. I wanted to learn something in
each range so I'm not just stuck with one sound range." She looked at her
Dad. "Can I do that?"


 


"Yes you can. It doesn't take that long to learn how to
play an instrument, it's the practice that's time consuming and you will be
staying in practice until you're at least eighteen."


 


She nodded. "That's a really long time." She
stared at the saxophone then at her father. "That one?" He shrugged
and she smiled, taking it to hand to her uncle. "Auntie Dawn said you were
a great shopping helper, Unclie Clint." He grinned and laughed a bit. She
looked at him. "Pianos?"


 


"We'll get you a keyboard if you're interested and if
you like it, we'll have the piano from the mansion brought over," Tony
said. "That's a harder one to learn."


 


"Okay," she agreed, bounding over to the two
autoharps he had. She looked at him. "Do you pluck it like a guitar?"
He showed her the picks and let her try it. She tipped her head to the side then
at her father, grinning. She handed him that and a pick. They looked at oboes,
which she decided was a bit long too. She walked over to the bass hanging up.
"They make them in kiddy size?" she asked, staring at the music guy.


 


He nodded. "For students." He let her touch it.
"That one's a bit more expensive."


 


She looked at her father. "I want to learn how to play
that one, Daddy. It was the top of my list."


 


He looked at it then at her. "Play like Steve's jazz
music or play like orchestra?"


 


"I like Steve's jazz music. I can learn both ways.
That's why I'm super smart," she quipped. Clint patted her on the head.
She smiled at him. "Can you play more than one instrument?"


 


"A harmonica."


 


"Oh." She pouted, looking at her father.


 


He sighed and nodded. "Fine. We'll talk about the viola
and oboe after you've spent time learning these." She grinned and hugged
his waist then helped get her new bass down so they could buy them and go home.
Tony didn't even wince at the really expensive upright bass. They set a spare
room up for her to practice in. Tony got the lounge's electric piano into there
for her too but put up a note about where it was. He and Clint sat down to
teach her how to read music. She had to learn all that first. She was up to
playing single notes by the time they were done but it sounded like a dirge.
Tony got a metronome so she could work on the speed issue too. 


 


Dawn walked in and kissed Clint then Callia on the head.
"Dinner?"


 


"Oops!" She hugged them all. "Thank you,
Daddy and Uncle Clint." She walked off babbling at her daddy about how you
learned to play some things.


 


Dawn smiled at Clint. "She's not bad for a first
lesson."


 


"No, not in the least." He walked her off, taking
her home. Natasha was collapsed on the couch with a cackling baby crawling laps
around it. He picked up his son to look at. "Are you demented or just evil
today?"


 


"He's a super villain," Natasha sighed, sitting up
then laying back down once Dawn had sat under her head. "Our son is
demented or possessed."


 


"I think he's just bored," Clint said, looking at
him again. "Are you bored?" The baby cackled and kicked his feet.
Clint grinned. "That's a good reason, yup." He sat down and the baby
crawled from his lap up Natasha to sit on her head. She moved him to her
stomach. Philip pouted at her for that. Dawn took him to hug but he wiggled
down and sat on Mommy Natasha's head again, grinning at them.


 


"I have never worn a hat as heavy as you are,"
Natasha complained, moving him back to her stomach. "Learn to lay on my
chest, son. Many men have wanted it and not gotten it like you do." She
laid him down, but he struggled a bit. She let him get comfortable. Which meant
he tried to latch on. She broke his attempt with a finger in his mouth.
"Those are not for feeding, son."


 


"They're for fun," Dawn quipped. She clapped her
hands. "Cuddle the mommy?" Philip patted Mommy Natasha and snuggled
in to cuddle her since Daddy was home. Dawn shook her head. "Hopefully our
next one will like me more."


 


Clint smiled. "We adore you."


 


She grinned. "Thanks." They settled in to let the
baby nap. It didn't last long. Twenty minutes later he was up and even more
energized. Him waking was announced by a loud cackle and a humongous dirty
diaper. Dawn stared at his butt. "Where were you storing all that, Philip?"
She got up to change him. He wanted to wiggle. "You have to at least have
a diaper on," she said when he tried to get off the changing table.
"Sit still." Clint came in to help. 


 


The baby wiggled away from him too. Dawn finally got him
into a diaper and put him onto the floor. He crawled off to go bug the other
mommy. Dawn washed her hands, getting a kiss from Clint. Natasha yelped so they
went to save her. Philip was somehow back up on the couch and trying to get
into her sweat pants no matter how she was holding them down so he couldn't.
"Not yours," Dawn said, picking him up. "Why did you want in
there? That's mine and Daddy's. Not yours."


 


"I was starting to drift off when he bit me on the
side," Natasha said, sitting up fully. They sat down and let the baby
wander all he wanted. There wasn't anything he could get into that he
shouldn't. "He's been this way all day." She looked at Dawn.
"Daycare at work?"


 


"We have one but he's still under a year officially for
the next two weeks. That means they only allow them three days a week. Don't
know *why* but that's their policy."


 


Natasha sighed and nodded. "Three more weeks I can
handle." The baby made a crashing noise in the pot cabinet so she got up
to get him. Dawn pulled her back down as she got up to rescue the fussing
infant from the pots. She looked at Clint. "You wanted how many?"


 


He smiled. "As many as you're both willing to
have."


 


"I will find you someone nice to do the
vasectomy."


 


"Not likely," he said with an evil smirk. He
pulled her over to kiss her. "I want at least one more because I want a
deadly, dangerous, beautiful daughter from one of you," he said against
her lips between kisses. She shivered. "Which one of you has her is up to
you and Dawn."


 


"We can both have one," Dawn quipped as she came
back with the son. Who wiggled to be put down again so he could crawl to the
windows and pound them while babbling at the bushes out front. She sat down and
pulled Natasha back against her chest. "Relax. He'll be going down
soon." She nibbled on Natasha's neck, making her hum and tip her head a
bit to the side. Clint grinned. The baby shrieked so they looked. 


 


"Huh, the neighbors lost their horse." He went out
to carefully pull it from the bushes and walked it out to their gate. He called
the local PD, who sent a cruiser to watch it and ask around. Fortunately the
owner came running about the same time the cruiser got there. Clint nicely
handed the mare over to her. By the time he came inside, the baby was eating
something, which was making him flirt with Natasha since she held the spoon. He
settled in to feed their kid, making him pout. 


 


"We know," Dawn told him. He was still apparently
mad at her for having to wean him because Philip wouldn't eat at all if she had
the spoon. "You clearly have a favorite mommy." She took the spoon
back from Clint and made him eat by smiling at him. He grinned back because he
liked to smile at her. "See, it's the same stuff Mommy 'Tasha was feeding
you." He pouted at her. Natasha took back the spoon and he was more than
happy to eat for her. "I don't know why you hate me, son, but can you
please get over it before Mommy Natasha has a field assignment?"


 


"I'm sure he'd let you feed him then," Natasha
said. "He does whenever you're holding him." Dawn looked at her.
"Usually." Dawn shook her head. Clint walked back in from answering a
call at the gate and locked the door again. "Doesn't he eat when she's
holding him?"


 


"He used to. He hasn't in the last week."


 


"I still don't know why," Dawn said. She took a
kiss from Clint, who smiled. "I have no idea what we'll be doing if you
two are in the field together. He'll probably tie me up and pout at me until
you come back."


 


"Maybe," he said. "Probably not. He's too
young to make good knots yet." He got them dinner while Dawn helped. Which
made Philip fuss because she was with the Daddy. Their kid was weird and he
really needed to be straightened out.


 


***


 


Dawn walked in the next morning looking like hell warmed up.
"Just the flu," she announced. "No getting too happy." Pepper
looked at her oddly. She stared back. "Clint wanted to make sure
too."


 


"It'll happen whenever it does. Hi, Philip." He
quit fussing and waved at her with a grin. Dawn took him to the daycare, which
was nice of Tony to start. It kept the kids from driving them nuts. When she
got back, they went over the schedule changes Dawn had made. Which she hadn't
but someone had for her because someone had called in to change their meeting
date. So JARVIS was apparently being very helpful again.


 


***


 


Dawn walked in that night with Philip, leaning against the
door. He was wanting down but yay. She noticed the two bags and sighed,
carrying him off to talk to her spouses. "How long?"


 


"Probably a week." He took a kiss from each of
them and grinned. "You'll do fine."


 


"I know." She poked him on the side with a grin.
"He might starve to death but we'll be fine."


 


"If he gets that fussy, he'll eat when he's
hungry," Clint said. Dawn nodded that was usually true, though he'd send
up the mother of all fits if he did eat for that reason. He had in the past.
Dawn helped by starting a load of laundry, which Natasha adjusted on her as she
got something from the bathroom. Clint smiled, that was an old habit of
Natasha's. She hated how Clint and Dawn did laundry or cleaned.


 


Philip got put on the bed to watch them packing, blinking
hard at the parents that weren't paying any attention to him. He fussed and
Mommy laid next to him to cuddle him. He let out a loud wail, which got both
other parents to stare at him. He grunted and held his arms up at them, eyes
wide and looking worried. They smiled and hugged him. That helped and they went
back to packing. Mommy Natasha fed him dinner, which made him happier. Then
Daddy played music for him. That made him cuddly with Mommy. Then they left,
which made him throw a fit. Dawn got him calmed down finally and into bed but
he would be pouty until his family got back.


 


***


 


Dawn smiled at the daycare worker. "Thanks."


 


"You really should have him today," she
complained.


 


"I have meetings all day and his other parents are on
field assignment." The daycare worker winced. "That and he's a week
from being a year old. I think he'll be okay. Thank you though." She went
to her desk to log in and get started on things for the day. Not that she
hadn't been dealing with things during traffic pauses on the way in. Traffic
was so bad today. Tony walked past her desk with Philip. "Why do you have
him?"


 


"My spawn all wanted the playtime and she thought you
were being snotty."


 


"I was not!" She took her own son to hug but he
fussed at her. "I don't care," she told Philip, staring at him.
"They'll be home in a week. You have to spend time with me, even if you
don't like it, son." He pouted but cuddled the Mommy. Tony took him back
with a grin. "I have no idea why they're so fussy about that age limit.
It's not like the birthday has a miraculous IQ or cognitive jump on that
day."


 


"I don't know either." He took Philip to get Liz
and Chris from Pepper and took them to play. He had missed playing with the
kids. Today was a bit rainy so it was a good day for it. He ran into Bucky in
the halls. "We're going to play."


 


"Good luck with that. Callia's in her music room and
the others are all cranky."


 


"Which is why I'm giving them the offering of
Philip." He held him up with a smirk.


 


Bucky laughed. "Still, good luck." He went to find
Dawn at her desk. "Where's Natasha?"


 


"Field assignment for the next week," she said,
looking up at him. "Huge problems?"


 


"No, small one that she might want to hear about.
Thanks, kid." He walked off to email her. She always tried to check her
email at least once a week while on assignment.


 


Dawn shrugged and got back to work on the stuff for the next
meeting. She was falling behind again. For some reason, some of her files had
been eaten. The computer she was working on went down and she sighed,
unplugging her extra drive to plug it into her pad so she could get back to
work on it. Someone tried to hack it too but it was better shielded.
"Pepper, someone's hacking me again."


 


She came out to look. "What happened to your
desktop?" Dawn turned it on and showed her the 'no harddrive' message.
Pepper groaned and called computer support. Who didn't want to show up. They'd
have to come out of their cushy offices to do that. Dawn got Jonathan to see
who had done it. Turned out someone in SHIELD was mad that she had Natasha and
he didn't. The guy over the local unit didn't want to care until Jonathan
turned his hacking back on him and destroyed the guy's desktop system and a few
other things he had linked. He did take her external drive to scan for viruses,
getting the few on there off for her before handing it back. She grinned at him
for it. He walked off to see what else was going on. His precious daughter was
cooing at the pouty Philip again. 


 


Caroline was playing by herself with Liz and Chris nearby.
Tony was reading a magazine to Allennetta and Philip but they didn't seem to
care about component prices. Jonathan picked up his daughter to stare at.
"'Etta, it's very nice that you want to make Philip less pouty but you
still can't date him. Okay? It'd be a bit weird since I used to crush on his
mommy." He put her back down after kissing her on the forehead. Philip
stared at him. He grinned and patted him on the head too. That cured the pouty mood.
"I have no idea why you don't like the mommy, Philip, but it's making her
pouty too."


 


"He's shown a big preference for Mommy Natasha,"
Tony said, smiling at him. "He's very bright."


 


"Yeah, but I used to um.... do boy stuff to Dawn's
bikini photos so that would be too weird." He fled before the kids tried
to keep him.


 


Tony nodded. "Yeah, that might be." He got back to
reading. The other kids played and it was nice. Even when Callia came in
pouting because music was harder than science stuff for her.


 


***


 


Dawn looked at Philip's pediatrician, grimacing at his
fussiness. The doctor had noticed and asked about it. "We don't know why.
He adores Natasha more than me. He hates to eat for me most of the time.
Clint's not home right now to play him music. He's being a cranky and whiny
thing."


 


"Are you three split?"


 


"No, they're on field assignment. This is week two of
the week-long field assignment." She grimaced. "But it happens
sometimes. I know that. They've went on assignment before."


 


"He's probably just fussy because kids need some order
and structure and part of his is missing."


 


"No, he does the eating thing even when they're
home," she said dryly. The doctor laughed. Dawn handed the baby something
to drink and he refused. "See? Any ideas on how to tempt him to eat for
me?"


 


"Is he totally missing meals?"


 


"He'll eat under a lot of protest."


 


"Try to feed him something like she would or exactly
opposite?"


 


"I've tried both of those. We even tried Cookie Crisp
cereal last night for dinner. Sometimes he likes that a lot. Last night he
refused to eat them."


 


"Sometimes kids are perverse. You breastfed?" She
nodded. "That is a bit weird."


 


"Even back then he was showing a mommy preference that
wasn't me. We had a few talks about how I gave birth to him so he might want to
be a bit nicer to me." The doctor laughed. "No ideas?"


 


"No, not really. He'll eat when he's hungry."
Philip smiled at him. He grinned back. "He's charming when he's not
fussy."


 


"Sometimes and only for some people." Someone
tapped and opened the door. She stared at the agent. "Get out of my son's
doctors' appointment. Now."


 


"Ma'am, Director Fury would like to speak to you,"
he said smugly.


 


She looked at the doc. "Thanks. Six weeks?" He
nodded. She made the appointment on the way out, then grabbed the agent to
bring him to Fury's office. "You wanted what so badly that you had this
moron who had tried to hack me for a few weeks break into my son's doctor's
appointment?"


 


Fury blinked a few times. "I did not." He looked
at his agent. "Is that why computer services had to replace your
system?"


 


"Yup," Dawn said with a smile. "I asked one
of the geeks to look at where I was being hacked." Her phone beeped.
"Shit, meeting." She picked up her son and the diaper bag, blipping
back to the office. "Sorry," she said as she sat down behind her
desk. "Doctor's ran late then the hacking agent showed up to tell me Fury
wanted to see me." Pepper came out to look at her. "Did I go back in
time?"


 


"No. Why are you sorry?" Dawn held up her phone.
Pepper got into the messages. "No, that's not mine." She handed it
back. "JARVIS, whoever's doing that, stop them as meanly as you possibly
can please."


 


The AI sounded happy. "I have been trying."


 


Tony walked up the hallway, looking at a tablet. "I got
your text, Pepper."


 


"I didn't text you or Dawn," she said. Tony
started to look around like something was wrong. So was Dawn. "What?"


 


Dawn hit the emergency switch and sent Philip off as the
bomb she had spotted blinking went off. The automatic shields came up a second
too late but they were mostly just knocked down.


 


***


 


Bucky blinked as his lunch date was interrupted by a
suddenly appearing whiny kid. "Shit," he said, finding his phone.
"Stevie, me. Why do I have Philip?" He listened to the sound of
sirens starting. "I'll be right there." He hung up and looked at the
SHIELD agent he was casually taking to lunch now and then. "Something
happened at the lab." He got up and paid, heading out to his car. Philip
could ride on the back seat this once. He buckled around him. It was the
fastest he'd probably ever made the drive to the compound. He got out and
looked at the guards. "Need my help?"


 


"We need you to take the kids, Barnes," one of the
guards said. "Callia has them locked down in their decontam suite."
He nodded, taking Philip with him. The guards all sighed in relief. They knew
Dawn had the baby with her but hadn't spotted him. They came out in the
specially protective, bomb shielded van and Bucky drove them somewhere safer.
That let the guards do what they had to do and the police responding relax a
lot.


 


Dawn limped out looking pissed off. "I've had
enough," she growled. They got out of her way. Tony was out of the
infirmary and they saw Iron Man take off a few minutes later. Dawn got into her
trunk and came out with a bag. "Guys, move," she noted when they
tried to get in her way.


 


"Bucky has your son," one told her.


 


She stared at him. "He'd better! Move!" They got
out of her way. Pepper came out with a bandage on her forehead and looking
displeased. Dawn looked at her. "Let me go find someone."


 


"You come back absolutely safely, Dawn," she
ordered.


 


"Yup." She got changed into her new
under-chainmail outfit and the new vest. It was a bit goth, had a nice peplum
in the back to cover her butt better. Dawn pulled up her hair once her boots
were on and grabbed weapons as she walked off. She paused in front of Pepper.
"Let me help him." She disappeared.


 


One of the officers stared at Pepper. "Isn't she your
assistant?" he asked quietly.


 


"Usually she'd be wearing chainmail but she's trying to
leave that for major battles," Pepper said. He went pale. "I have no
idea who did that but they're going to be seeing me right after Dawn brings
them to my feet." She walked off. "Who has the kids?" she demanded.


 


"Barnes," one of the guards reported.


 


"Good!" She looked around. "The bomb was in
the heating vent just to the right of Dawn's desk." They nodded, going to
look at the damage there.


 


***


 


A few hours later, Clint's phone beeped with a new email
from SHIELD. He opened it to see 'this is why your wife is in holding until
Fury quits swearing' and a video. He tapped the video to play it, watching as
his wife, his precious, very pissed off wife, took a good chunk out of one of
the better fighters in SHIELD for some reason. Then Stark stomps in, in the
armor, and it got worse when Dawn poisoned the agent. Clint checked, his
phone's sound was up. There was no sound on the video. 


 


He sent it to Natasha to hack to get *why* it happened. He
got a clean, undoctored copy a few minutes later from her and Coulson. The
agent was sneering about her kid not being needed and Stark's kids were just
going to be a drain on the universe, and how Dawn would lose Natasha now. Clint
sent a thought at Dawn, who admitted Fury was glaring at her for daring to
leave 'holding' to go get dinner for her and Stark. And that she was about to
poison him again because whoever had turned him back from being a ferret had
been dumb.


 


Clint and Natasha were well trained operatives. They knew
they were in the field to do their job. Their job just became moot. Clint
ordered her to bring them there. She said she wasn't allowed, Phil had said not
to. He countermanded it and got sent with Natasha.


 


Natasha looked at Fury. "You should still be a
ferret." He glared. She stared back. "Get away from my wife before I
destroy you at the molecular level." He backed up slowly. Clint had walked
off to find that agent. He came back with him in tow since the guy couldn't
really do much without the shoulder and upper arm Clint was breaking. She
looked at him. "What makes you think I would go for something like
you?" she sneered. "You have no talents outside the sparring ring.
You have nothing any woman, agent or not, would want. You have nothing that
would encourage me to give up something that's phenomenal for something
plebeian with you." 


 


He growled and tried to get free. Natasha walked closer and
stabbed him in the stomach. "You came near my son with a dangerous weapon.
You forced my wife to lose her temper to beat you. I'm happy that she did
poison you however. It means that my fun will last for *weeks*." She took
control of him and walked him off by the broken arm. He wasn't struggling as
much anymore since his stomach was gushing blood. A few agents stared at her.
"He decided my son was expendable." They got out of the way.


 


Clint stared at Fury. "Dawn, is he really Fury?"


 


"Yup. I can sense the ferret spell around him."


 


"Retrip it," Stark ordered. She shrugged and did
that. "Thank you." He got up. Dawn got helped up. "I like that uniform
for non-apocalypse field battles." She smiled at him for it.


 


Clint looked her over, nodding. "So do I." He took
a kiss. "Thanks."


 


"Welcome. I sent him at Bucky." She took another
kiss. "Go back to work, dear." Phil walked in and took him back to his
assignment. Dawn took Stark with him back to the compound. Everyone watching
went silent. "What? Are the kids not all right?" she asked.


 


"Bucky stopped the guy trying to snipe Philip,"
Pepper said a bit too calmly, sipping her drink. "Steve's backing him
up."


 


"Great. Natasha has the reason behind it." They
shared a look. "Boss, let me go help them." She started to move but
Tony grabbed her arm, shaking his head. "It's my son and my family. I need
to make my feelings known," she growled.


 


"I just talked to Steve. They're in custody and
bleeding heavily. The kids are on their way back."


 


"Fuck it, take them to the house," she said
quietly. "It's easier to patrol for security." He nodded, sending
that order. She looked at Pepper. "C'mon. Happy, can you drive?"


 


"Yup. Boss, armor?" He went to take it off while
Dawn gathered her clothes and a few things. Happy looked at Pepper, who hardly
ever drank like Stark did. She was on her third rum and coke in the last two
hours. He helped her to Dawn's car. Then Stark and Dawn came out together. Dawn
hadn't changed. The officers checked the car and it was good. He drove them to
Dawn's house, where Bucky was waiting with the kids. They went inside to calm
down.


 


Callia walked up to her aunt, staring at her. "Why did
he hate Philip?"


 


"He hated that I was with Natasha," she said
honestly.


 


"Because you're lesbians together or because he wanted
her?"


 


"The second." She hugged her. "Some people
want what they'll never have."


 


Callia pulled back to look at her. "Is he dead?"
Tony glared at her for that. "It's a good question, Daddy." She
looked at her aunt again.


 


"Not yet. Natasha has him to talk to though." She
grinned. "You okay?"


 


"I'm fine. I knew it wasn't at me. The guy didn't hit
near anyone but Liz because Liz and Philip were sitting next to each other. Is
that hot wash of power a bad thing?" Dawn nodded. "That was my magic,
wasn't it?" Dawn nodded again. "Then I need to meditate before I
destroy someone."


 


Dawn cuddled her. "I doubt you would, Callia. You're
too good to do that unless you're in mortal peril." Callia cuddled and she
stroked over hair. "I think you should consider how and when that is a
very last resort." She nodded she could do that. "And I think it's
okay that you got that upset because someone was trying to hurt your family. I
did." Callia looked up at her. "I did. It's a natural thing to get
mad at that. The fact you were able to stop yourself from hurting them was
fantastic." She grinned and cuddled then switched to cuddle her parents.
Dawn got up, looking at Philip, who was staring at her while sucking his thumb.
"Let's go change, kiddo." She picked him up to change them both.


 


Bucky watched her go. "I like that outfit," he
decided. "Looks more dangerous than her chainmail."


 


"It does fit her very well," Pepper agreed. Tony
pulled them both up and to the guest room so Pepper could nap off the drinking
with the kids. They cuddled around the mommy and settled in to nap. Callia too
to make sure no one hurt them. Tony went out to the kitchen to scrounge dinner
but Dawn was in there making something. She gave him a weak grin but he jumped
in to help.


 


Xander appeared with his axe, smiling at Dawn. "I got
told to spank you."


 


"Why?" Dawn asked.


 


"I don't know. When I asked they got huffy and stomped
off."


 


"Well, I helped end a threat that nearly got us three
adults and Philip blown up."


 


"Excuse me?" Xander demanded. "Philip
Coulson, may I see you for a moment please?" Phil appeared, looking
startled. "Who did *what* to my godson?"


 


"Natasha has him. He wanted her. Thought the kids were
extraneous." Xander was growling. "Dawn nearly killed him with the
poison."


 


"No, I knew it was slow acting. If I had wanted to use
a faster acting one, it's in the next row of bottle holders," she quipped.


 


Tony looked at her, smirking slightly. "You are very
dangerous." She smirked back. "If I had known you'd turn this
dangerous, I might've made you go to a different school so you had more tactics
than learning how to get around rich kids with attitudes."


 


"I would've died at military school."


 


"Not that sort," he admitted. He shook his head
quickly. "There's a few that give you that and other things." He
looked at Xander. "We're all okay."


 


"Where's my godson?" he asked, walking over to hug
Dawn. He kissed her on the head then went to find the baby.


 


"Why do you have your axe?" Phil asked.


 


"Someone told him to spank me," Dawn quipped.


 


Phil stared at her. "If it was over this, I'll help him
destroy them." He got his own hug and went to check on his mate and the
baby. Philip was making 'smooshing me' noises but not too loudly. Phil cuddled
on the baby's other side, looking at Xander. "It'll be okay," he said
quietly.


 


"I don't think I can take losing them," he said in
a whisper. "I really don't."


 


"Then we'll talk about it with them." Xander
nodded, letting Philip go to his other godfather and namesake. "I'm glad
you're okay," he said quietly in the baby's hair. Philip wiggled some but
cooed at him. "Who told you to come spank Dawn?" Xander sent over
their picture. "Huh. No, he's an idiot." Xander smiled at that
announcement. That meant he was fair game for some fun. They walked out
together to talk to Dawn and Stark about what had happened today. Bucky put in
what had happened with them. Steve decided he might have to actually appear at
HQ to formally take his job. He'd arrange it with Joyce, who had arranged it
with the President.


 


***


 


The President smiled at the press waiting on his
announcement. "Good morning." The press corps all stared at him, pens
and cameras ready for the big announcement. "We are here to announce that
due to a director being in ill health, an agency has just changed hands."
He smiled slightly. "Due to Director Nick Fury, of SHIELD, continued ill
health, I've had to appoint co-heads to that very important agency." A few
inhaled sharply. "Co-heads because there's really too much for one person
to get done. One's already well versed in her part of the duty, especially
since she's mostly been doing it all along. 


 


"The second, he's on for the field missions and the
terrible stuff SHIELD has to stop before it hurts or kills others." He
waved a hand and they walked in together. Joyce looked very nice today. Had her
hair up in a pleasant french twist, had on a nice business suit. Steve was
wearing his uniform. That certainly made a huge statement. The press people
started to babble. The President raised a hand. "These are the new
co-heads of SHIELD: Joyce Banner and Captain Steve Rogers." He smiled at
them. "I'm sure they'll do an excellent job."


 


"I hope we live up to expectations," Joyce said
with a smile for him and then the press.


 


"I'm sure you will, especially since you cleaned up the
mess that happened yesterday." The President got out of the way.


 


Steve stepped up to the microphone. Dawn and Tony had helped
him write something to say. "I can only hope that I can serve the US and
the world as well as Director Fury did when he was well," he said.
"It is most important to both of us that SHIELD be the same fierce,
dedicated agency we've always been. And while I don't know the paperwork side,
Joyce has managed to organize things so we now spend more time in the field
than on reports." A few reporters laughed when he smiled at her.


 


She shrugged slightly. "You can't save the world if
you're battling carpal tunnel from filling out forms." That got a few more
laughs. "More than anything, we want SHIELD to be in great shape, continue
their mission to protect everyone, and hope that we can head off any future
problems that may crop up as fast as we can." She pointed at one reporter
that looked like she was going to cry. "Miss, you're sad?"


 


"Does this mean Captain Rogers has to give up being an
Avenger?" she asked, her lip wobbling.


 


Steve shook his head. "Nope. I'm not the
sit-in-the-office sort, miss. If there's a problem, I'm going to be there. With
the team or wherever I need to be." She beamed at him, and so did a few
others. "I have found a few more backup agents in case one of us is on
another field assignment. We have a few that will probably help us a lot when
that happens. But any emergency, like the one coming up this spring, will be
handled by the Avengers and I am an Avenger."


 


"Does that mean that Dawn won't have to fill in, Mrs.
Banner?" another reporter asked.


 


"No. Dawn is Hawkeye's substitute when he's on
assignment and an Avengers mission pops up or there's something magical that
has to be taken care of," she said. "They've had that worked out for
a while now." She smiled. "None of us want any of the Avengers to be
in danger but we all know that sometimes that's how the world gets saved. I'm
very proud of Dawn and how she handles those, even though sometimes she does
get a bit too swear-heavy."


 


Steve looked at her and nodded. "But it usually
works." She patted him on the arm. "Any other questions?" They
all shook their heads. He looked at the president. "Then we should go
announce it to our people." They walked off together, talking quietly.
Maria said that half the agents who were supposed to appear for the meeting
they had called hadn't yet. That would be fixed. Quickly. Tony nicely beamed
them back to HQ for their 'flashy' entrance. Steve looked across the meeting
area. Less than half of the agents in the building were there. 


 


"Should we wait or should we just fire them?" he
asked. They all stared at him. Joyce found the footage of the announcement
online and played it on the screen behind Steve's back. The room shouted. Steve
stared at them. "Sit. Down." Most of them did. "Director Fury
got removed because whatever infects him now and then did it again. The
president nominated *both* of us to handle things, because he knows I know how
to run field missions and she knows how to make sure the agency doesn't die
under the paperwork." He looked around. "The disrespect stops
however."


 


Joyce walked up to stand next to him. "It became
official a week ago. We've been quietly watching as things went on to make note
of where the squeaky parts that need oiled are." She looked at a few
agents specifically. They all shrank down. "The same rules still apply.
I'll be making sure that the files and forms are completed correctly. Steve is
in charge of the field operations side. Unless it's an absolute emergency, I'm
not going to try to step in there. It's not something I know anything
about." Most of the agents relaxed. "The same as Steve has *no* idea
where the forms are." She smiled.


 


"I'll learn," Steve quipped. "We've given you
a week to show how many problems we have. I've counted twelve that are still
around to cause problems. I hope this week they're solved. I'm not like
Director Fury, people. I don't swear, I don't smoke, I don't throw up my hands
and stomp off when agents act like toddlers in the cafeteria." He smiled
slightly. "If you act like the kids, I'll treat you like a Stark
kid." That got a mass groan but Maria and a few others who had met the
kids smiled. 


 


"Any pertinent questions right this moment?" No
one said anything. "Then I'd like an updated list of all current missions,
all situations we're watching, all our monitoring stations, and the agents that
were not here are getting at least a reprimand." He nodded. "I'll be
upstairs. I'm told Joyce had the smoke cleaned out of the office." He
walked off with her. Maria followed. He looked at her. "How is he?"
he asked quietly.


 


"Not happy. The kids found the harem costumes that got
sent to us for some reason."


 


Steve smiled. "Xander said that another of him has
ferrets and they might be spares from his."


 


"That's just weird."


 


"He has really long hair and he's got a hormone
condition that makes people want to own him more than they want to own
Dawn," Joyce quipped.


 


"Then really weird probably fits well in his
life," Maria said. She opened the office door. "All yours."


 


Joyce stared at her. "You have a shift, Maria, and I
expect you to work it. If you need overtime, do it the next day unless it's
critical," she said quietly. Maria stared at her. "Not just because
of Tara, Maria. Because stress like that causes heart attacks and things and we
don't want to have to visit you in a hospital bed or put you on permanent
medical leave for a stroke."


 


She nodded. "I understand." Joyce smiled and
patted her on the cheek before going in there. They had a nice desk to share.
Joyce showed Steve where everything was and how the forms databases worked.
That helped him a lot and since he had something he did have to fill out, he
could do that easily while they waited on reports.


 


Maria went back to her own desk. Joyce was the firm,
motherly sort and it was a good reason. Maria was in top health but stress
could kill a person and she'd miss her kids. She really had to finish working
things out with Tara as well.


 


***


 


Joyce walked in that night and looked at her husband, who
was nicely making dinner and smiling. "We nearly lost half the agency
today to write ups." Bruce stopped stirring to look at her. She stared
back. "Not only did they not show up to the mandatory announcement
meeting, they totally disrespected Steve to the point where he nearly lost his
temper."


 


"Steve?"


 


"Yup." She walked over to kiss him. "Two gay
bashing agents."


 


"How many more recruitment classes are coming up?"


 


"Six that I know of. Phil was not amused. Maria was not
amused. They called a staff meeting, and everyone knew to attend because Phil
got the dogs to bite those who didn't." Bruce grinned at that mental
image. "The infirmary complained because they had to give over two hundred
tetanus shots for dog bites." Bruce's mouth flopped open. "Oh, yes.
It's been a charming day." She kissed him again and smiled. "Dinner?
Then cuddling?"


 


He looked at the dinner and put it into the oven. "We
can cuddle now. It'll take a half-hour, Joyce." She smiled and let him
soothe it.


 


***


 


Steve looked at his gathered agents the next morning.
Everyone was there. Even the people on medical leave. If they weren't on an assignment,
they were there. Maria and Phil were behind him. Joyce walked in last with some
forms. "Good morning." A few grumbled back. He looked around then
took the forms from Joyce. "Since most of you missed the announcement
yesterday, the President put myself and Joyce in charge, co-heads."


 


"Which means I'm still doing all the administrative
work while he handles the field missions," Joyce said with a smile for
them. "I'm in no means qualified to tell agents how to run a field
mission." A few stared at her. "I'm here to make sure the agency
doesn't collapse under the weight of missing paperwork. I'll be here until
either there's a new president or until I fall into ill health."


 


"So you're basically doing the same job, but now you're
signing the folders off?" one agent asked.


 


"Yes," Steve said with a smile. "And keeping
me from screwing things up. Like the budget and whatever we have to file to
Congress and the President." The agents all looked a bit happier at that.
"As before, Maria is my second-in-command. She would have gotten it this
time but the President wanted a more unifying force since we're coming up on
another major demonic event in LA this upcoming spring." That got a mass
groan. He grinned. "As far as we can tell, it's going to take a lot of you
as well." They all nodded as a group. "Secondly, I asked for an
update on all the current missions going. I did not get it. People, I ran a
commando unit during a war when we didn't have reliable, safe, secure radio
contact for the most part. I still managed to get orders and information back.
I'm pretty sure walking an outline of what's going on up a few floors is a lot
easier." He stared at them. "Am I clear?" They all nodded and a
few shifted, looking down. 


 


"Okay," he said with a clap of his hands.
"Onto happier topics. I know most of the senior agents very well. We all
had talks last night thanks to Tony doing a video conference thing to their
phones. They said we need to do a few things. Including adding a few senior
agents." That perked some people up. "Heins, you, Patrick Mossy,
Deborah Taybat, and Min Li are all up for that raise of status due to time in,
excellent ratings, and handling in the field of some fairly hard agents."
They stared at him. He smiled. "There is room for three of you and the
next round of upping senior agents is going to be in January. January's will be
going over trainee field training." That got a groan. He grinned.
"This time's is for regular senior agents, does all the paperwork, all
that."


 


Min Li raised her hand. "Why me? I don't have the
handling experience of some of them."


 


Phil looked at her. "You are one of the more
experienced in the worst situations and your areas of expertise aren't usually
covered. We have almost no one experienced in your usual area of the world
whereas we have numerous field handlers that are experienced in Europe. You're
one of the few that has extensive handling experience in South America and the
highest rated of them." She smiled at him for that compliment. "Those
were the criteria I nominated on."


 


Maria nodded. "I also nominated you when it came down
to a tie of you and Philips because he's had more absences and I see a lot of
my own handling experience in you," she told her.


 


"Thank you, Agent Hill and Agent Coulson," she
said, getting comfortable again. "Is it by interview, Captain?"


 


"Yes. Later today. You'll talk with both of us and
we'll decide that." The four agents nodded. "The one that isn't is
more than welcome to request that his or her name go into the one in January
and would be considered." They all nodded. He looked at the others.
"Also, since we took an extra week to step back and evaluate the weak
spots? I'm fairly ashamed," he announced. "I wanted Agent Romanoff to
kill the guy who tried to kill children. I wanted Agent Barton to help
her."


 


He looked at them then at the little clique. "Also,
yes, I'm still with Stark and Potts. If your personal feelings are offended by
that, we can probably arrange for you to go to another agency. It'll be
considered a step down but if you put your personal feelings ahead of the
safety of the world, you deserve such a step down." They all looked away.
"If I should *ever* see something like that again, I'm not going to stop
the injured parties. I consider it justice." A few shivered.


 


"Especially after you nearly blew up my kids too.
You're really lucky I let Agents Romanoff and Barton handle it." He looked
around the group. "We have a non-bias policy." He looked at Joyce,
who handed that over to the group. "I don't care if you hate where someone's
sleeping, it's not your job to care about that unless it's illegal. Those who
are doing it because they think they *deserve* the other agent's significant
other? You're fired." They all stared.


 


"You can't save the world when you're worried about where
your dick is," Joyce said bluntly, cracking a few up. "Frankly, if
you can't get past bias and jealousy issues, how did you make it through
training?"


 


"We've upped the requirements since then," one of
the trainers said. "Captain, we need a meeting to go over those. A lot of
us think that they're still slack."


 


Steve nodded. "This week?"


 


"Next week's fine," she said with a smile.
"New classes won't start for three." He nodded that'd be fine and
Joyce waved her scheduling book so she nodded she'd get with her over that. She
looked at Coulson. "Xander's been hard on them?"


 


"He's been very hard on them." He smiled slightly.
"He's been handling things very well and imparting both common sense and
stamina with the skills he teaches them." She grinned at him for that.
"Or he has the dogs bite them."


 


Maria stifled a laugh. "I saw one of those the other
day and reminded him that he could always apply to be FBI. They needed more
agents who could handle crimes without getting their personal motivations
involved."


 


"Yes, they could," Phil said. "Especially in
the local office."


 


Steve looked at Joyce. "Should we meet with the other
agency directors and the local offices where we have offices?"


 


"We're doing that next week," she said with a
smile. "The head of the FBI is not really polite so fair warning."


 


"That's fine." He looked around. "Any other
questions?" No one said anything. "Then let me give you three last
commands. I still want those updates. Today." He looked around. "We
have shifts and no need for overtime most of the time. If you have a need for
overtime I had better have heard why or it had better be an emergency." A
few smiled. "I know some people work ninety and more hour weeks. You can't
be a great agent when you're exhausted." He grimaced. "Or much of
anything and we'd hate to lose you to heart attacks, people. Third, don't
disrespect Joyce or myself that way again. I have *no* problem having the
senior agents go poach excellent agents from other agencies to take the place
of slacking, bullying, disrespectful, or disgraceful agents. Am I clear?"
They all nodded as a group. "Good. Dismissed. We'll be in the office in
ten minutes. The four senior agent candidates can schedule themselves some time
in the next few days." He looked at Phil.


 


"Trainers, the meeting is pushed back until Monday
morning."


 


"Push it back until after we talk to him," that
female training agent said.


 


Phil shook his head. "No, we cannot. We must talk about
the current group." She groaned. "Xander has whittled his personal
list down to four and a half."


 


"A half?" Steve asked dryly.


 


"Half the time they're good, half the time it's like
they've got MPD," he said dryly. "I like two others beyond
them."


 


Maria grimaced. "I think we could do with all but two
of them." They nodded. "So let's make our short list on Monday."
They all nodded and left, with a few stopping to make appointments with Joyce.


 


***


 


Xander looked across his trainee agents. "There are
twelve of you left out of a beginning class of almost thirty," he said.
The cadets glanced around then at him. "You have one week to pass all your
benchmarks as of today." A few looked scared. "The field trainers
will be making their list at the end of this week, Phil said Monday. Those on
the list go on. Those not on the list, we'll either let you try again or see if
another agency might fit you better." 


 


He looked at them, crossing his arms over his chest.
"Really, you're the biggest class that's gotten this close since we
started this." He grinned. "I've even made things harder on you guys
and you're still the biggest class. Usually by now we're down to four, maybe
eight a few times. So congrats on getting this far. I know four of you are
already on the passed list." He smiled. "You're due in sparring this
morning. All day. Tomorrow and Wednesday you have range work in the morning and
the stamina and obstacle course in the afternoon. Thursday you have that little
test thingy that they give you. Friday you have one last chance because you all
go home to SHIELD on Saturday." They all nodded. 


 


"Most of you are really close to the goals that have
been set. Most of you are even over them in a few areas but have a few weak
ones that're going to start to bite at your heels. So, think hard about it.
Work hard if you're sure you want to pass on instead of being given to another
agency. Impress the hell out of us because this is your last chance to do so.
Any questions?"


 


"Are they coming here to evaluate us, sir?" one
asked.


 


"They have cameras," Roque said with a point at
one. He smirked. "They're watching." That got a nod. "We also
make notes and hand them technical evaluations. Most of you... I might give a
passing grade to if you can hit your benchmarks. Two of you.... You've got some
work to do to be impressive."


 


Xander looked at him then at the group. "That's true
for most of us but it's not always the same two people." Roque and Clay
both nodded at that. He grinned. "Go." They ran off to their assigned
sparring places. He looked at Roque. "We're holding a meeting
Friday?" Roque and Clay both nodded that was fine and they'd gather their
reports by then.


 


Clay walked past a group that he thought was slacking.
"Remember, even here, Hill or Coulson is always watching," he told
them. Suddenly, they were much better. Which was good since Phil showed up a
minute later.


 


He looked around. "We have twelve?" Xander nodded
with a grin. "Seriously?"


 


"You might have eight for the pass list," Xander
said. "We each have two that we think are falling down. I've even
toughened up the passing levels."


 


Phil nodded, walking around to the various groups. They
weren't *bad* but they weren't great. Yet. He could see most of them making it.
He looked at Xander and pointed at the cameras, getting a nod that he'd have it
taped for the other trainers. Phil texted one to log into the cameras to watch.
This was their biggest class in years.


 


***


 


"Ahhh! Fuck!" Clint shouted, waking up the wives.


 


Dawn hopped up to go see what was wrong. Natasha had an idea
so she was snickering. "What? Did you step in cat puke?" she asked
when she saw him leaning against the hallway wall looking at the bottom of his
foot.


 


"Not exactly." He pointed. There was a nice,
pretty, non-cat sized turd there.


 


"Eww." Dawn got him stuff to clean his foot up and
did the carpet. They went to check on the baby, who wasn't in his bed.
"How did he get out of his crib?"


 


Clint walked in and looked at it, touching something. The
whole side fell off. "I think that's the issue. He's been bouncing in it
again."


 


Dawn looked it over and nodded. "He broke the side
rail." They went to find their demented little son. Usually he would've
woken them up by trying to crawl in with Natasha or Daddy. Nope, not this time.
They found him curled around the cat, who was giving him an odd look. Dawn took
a picture with Natasha's phone, shaking her head. Clint got the naked baby off
the cat. Loki was so grateful he meowed at them until they petted him then fled
to get away from the terror tot. Dawn sighed. "He peed on the couch."





 


Clint looked then at their son. "I'd say." He took
him to his bathroom to clean him up while Dawn got the couch and the other
messy spots Philip had left.


 


Natasha came out. "How did he get out?"


 


"The crib's falling apart," Dawn said, looking at
her.


 


"Oh, dear. He was bouncing in it the other day."
She went to see if it could be fixed. Of the three of them, she was the most
handy at those sort of things. She heard the baby wailing and leaned into the
bathroom. "What's his problem?"


 


"I'm making him put on a diaper. He wanted to be more
naked," Clint said dryly.


 


"If he was older, that's a sign of wanting to potty
train."


 


Clint looked at her. "I think he's just a nudist,"
he said dryly. "He only likes clothes when you dress him." He
finished dressing their son and stood him up. "We should talk, son."
He stood up and picked up the baby, taking him to talk out on the porch. Philip
cooed because it was pretty out tonight. Clint looked. "Dawn, bring me
something," he called. "Silenced."


 


"Long or short?" she called back.


 


"Long." He got handed a sniper rifle and exchanged
it for the baby. He checked through the night vision scope.
"Coyotes." He shot it and then called it in to the local PD. It was
barely on the edge of their property. He exchanged it for the baby. "Let's
have a guy talk, son." He sat down and got up to wipe the wetness off his
butt from the puddle. He sat on something else and it was nicer, not damp.


 


Dawn went to let the officers in. "Clint spotted a
coyote," she said when they got out of their cruiser.


 


"That's fine, ma'am. Where is it?" She walked them
around the house to point. "How did he make that shot?"


 


She smiled. "He's a sniper."


 


"Oh, that's good to know." They hiked out to look
at it. It was a coyote. They called someone to pick it up. Before then they got
to watch the perky brunette chase an escaping cat.


 


"Loki cat," Clint called. "C'mere. Now."


 


"Loki," Natasha called. He leapt up a tree. She
huffed, looking up at him. "You will come down."


 


Dawn got something and opened the can, putting it underneath
the tree. Loki stared at it then at her. She grinned. "You're going to
starve. Like when you were on the fire escape before." He meowed. She
pointed. "Down. Now please." He meowed again. She grabbed him
magically and pulled him down, carrying him and the tin of food inside to make
sure he couldn't escape again.


 


"Easier than the fire department," Clint quipped
when an officer walked up to them.


 


"Thank you for using something silenced, sir."


 


"Agent Barton."


 


"Oh!" He grinned. "I saw that movie."
Clint smirked back. "Didn't see that one in it," he said, looking at
the baby.


 


"He decided to break his crib so he could escape and
run around naked to terrorize the cat."


 


"Some kids are like that," the officer agreed.
"We'll get the coyote in a minute. They'll be here in about ten."


 


"That's cool. We're awake since I stepped in a pile of
baby crap."


 


The officer grinned at the baby. "That's not nice. It
makes your mom work a lot harder, kiddo." He walked off to share that with
the other officer. It was an adorable story.


 


***


 


Dawn walked in yawning the next morning. Tony and Pepper
both stared at her. She flapped a hand. "Baby."


 


"Didn't sleep through?" Pepper asked.


 


"Hell no. Broke the crib. Clint was getting a drink and
stepped in baby poop in the hallway." She logged in and settled into her
desk chair to get to work.


 


Natasha came up the hall carrying the cranky kid. "You
must wear clothes, Philip. I do not care if you do not like it. Kiss the
mother." Dawn kissed him and patted him on the foot. "Let's go to
daycare. You like playing with the other children." She walked him down
there and signed him in, putting him next to Caroline, Andrew's daughter.
Philip liked her. He still pouted. Natasha stared at him. "Look, it's Caro
and she looks cuddly." She pointed. He looked at her and beamed, waving.
Caro beamed and waved back. Natasha snuck out before Philip realized. Otherwise
he'd try to follow her. She walked back to Dawn's desk. "I'm going to take
a long soak since I won't have help."


 


Dawn grinned. "Have fun with that. Look for replacement
couch cushions during it please."


 


"I shall." She took a kiss before walking off.


 


Pepper grinned. "Philip loves baths?"


 


"Especially her bubble baths. Keeps trying to invite
himself along," Dawn said with a grin for her. Pepper walked off giggling.
Tony was still shaking his head but smiling. Dawn finished up the letters for
him and handed them over. "Those are yours I believe." He walked off
reading the intern approval and turn down letters for the year. Dawn had enough
work to keep her busy so she wouldn't fall asleep at her desk.


 


***


 


Andrew got called down to the daycare, staring at his very
naked daughter. "Why aren't you wearing clothes? You don't even have on a
bikini, Caro." He picked her up and wrapped his overshirt around her,
making her pout. "Where's your diaper?"


 


"That's what we wanted to know," the daycare
worker said, walking over to them. "I have no idea *why* but for some
reason she and a few others decided today was a naked day and it's really not
appropriate."


 


He stared at her. "It's not like she can tell the
difference yet," he said dryly. "She's not even two." He looked
at his daughter. "Why were you naked?" She babbled at him and
grinned. She even peed on him. "Yeah, that's a great answer." He
walked her off shaking his head. "Let's put on some clothes, Caro."
She fussed. "I don't care. You need at least a diaper on. And a t-shirt.
We don't want you flashing booby yet, dear. You're too young to have a
boyfriend." He heard a baby cackle and looked back. "Go back inside,
Philip. Mommy's not here right now." He was naked too.


 


"I can't find her," the daycare worker huffed.


 


"She's doing gathering and coffee rounds in building
four by now," he said. "I'll call her." He pulled up his phone
to do that. "Dawn, a whole bunch of kids decided it was naked time.
Including yours." He hung up. "She just swore so it'll be a few
minutes." He walked off talking to his daughter about how she had to wear
clothes, especially at daycare.


 


Dawn walked past them. "He did it last night too,"
she sighed. "Sorry if he corrupted her, 'Drew."


 


"Probably the other way around," he quipped.
"She's been trying to get naked all week long."


 


"That's a sign of wanting to potty train," Dawn
quipped.


 


"Yes! We like that idea!" He took her back to
their suite so they could clean them both up and show her the potty chair they
had bought her. She tried to put it on her head but he taught her to sit on it
and she grinned when she peed but missed the opening so it went all over.
"We'll put some plastic down like you do under litter boxes," he
promised, cleaning her up and putting her in a pull up. He cleaned up her mess
and took her to her mommy so MB could be proud of her too.


 


Dawn walked into the daycare, staring at her son. "What
are you doing?" He ran over to babble and hug her knees. "I love you
too, son. You still have to wear clothes. You're too young to be a pinup
guy." She picked him up with a groan, taking him to the changing area to
put a diaper on him. He wiggled and fussed. She stared at him. "No. Not
allowed until you're ready to potty train. Sorry!" She smiled and diapered
him anyway. "Now, let's try some pants." He wiggled and nearly fell
off the changing table. 


 


"No, let's not escape the Mommy. I'll tell Mommy
Natasha and she'll frown, you know she will." She called her. "Here,
talk to our naked boy." He took the phone to babble at when Natasha said
something. "Tell him he has to wear clothes," Dawn said next to it.
He pouted but let her dress him. "Thanks." She hung up after a blown
kiss. Philip smiled and blew one at her, making her grin and blow one back.
"That's so cool! Someone taught you to blow kisses! You're so sweet."
She kissed him and put him down. "Now, stay dressed for us, son. We all
appreciate you in clothes." He ran off to pounce one of the other kids,
who pouted and was pulling at his clothes. Dawn looked at the daycare worker.
"Want me to notify the other parents?"


 


"That's not really appropriate behavior, miss."


 


Dawn stared at her. "According to my own mother, all
kids want to go naked sometimes. Especially if they're getting ready to potty
train, which I realize he isn't yet. He probably thought it was more
comfortable since it's a bit warm in here." She walked off. "Liz, go
potty then put on panties please." She squealed and ran to do that for
her. "Thank you. I'll tell your mommy to come see you guys." She went
back upstairs, starting a conference call. "Guys, the daycare worker is a
bit huffy since the kids decided it was a naked day and they all stripped down,
except hers that's in a three-piece suit with a vest and it's really hot in
there."


 


"We can go fix it," a few said.
"Thanks." They all hung up.


 


Dawn leaned into the office. "Pepper, Liz is naked too.
Chris is naked and trying to cuddle the daycare woman's daughter."


 


"Going." She got up and went down to the daycare.
"Liz, it's good to have on panties but where's the rest of your
clothes?" She grinned and pointed. "Put them on please." She
helped her. "Chris, come help Mommy." He ran over to pounce her with
a grin. "Thank you. Let's get dressed." He tried to run off but
another parent caught him at the doorway and handed him over before grabbing
his own son. "Thanks." She fought Chris into his clothes and swatted
his hands when he tried to take them off. "No. Stay dressed, son." He
pouted. "Yay." He handed him to Liz, who cooed and cuddled him until
he wiggled free and ran to hide behind Allenetta. Jonathan walked in scowling.
"Kids do that, Jonathan."


 


He nodded, staring at his daughter. "She's done it
before." He wiped off some sweat. "Why is it eighty degrees in
here?" he asked the daycare worker.


 


"Children do best in warm environments."


 


"I think they meant emotionally warm. A lot of kids
don't tolerate really hot weather that well." He got into the thermostat
and fixed it on her then grabbed his daughter to pick up and stare at.
"You have to wear clothes. Mommy will sniffle if you don't wear the
clothes she picked out. You know that." She didn't fight getting dressed
at all. He sighed when he put her back onto the carpet. "Go play."


 


Pepper smiled and patted him on the arm. "All kids do
it sometimes."


 


"I guess. I wasn't very much of a naked kid."


 


"Not all children," the daycare worker sneered.
"Mine doesn't."


 


Pepper looked at her. "All *normal* children do. It's a
phase they all go through."


 


"You do not know child development," she sneered.


 


Pepper looked at her. "Perhaps you should go back to
school yourself."


 


"Who are you to say that?" she demanded.


 


"The CEO," Pepper said firmly. The woman gasped
and backed away shaking her head. "JARVIS, I need Stark."


 


"He's on a drive, Miss Potts."


 


Jonathan called. "Tony, Jonho. The daycare worker is
having a hissy that the kids got naked because it was like eighty in here.
She's having a hissy at Pepper too." He put him on speaker.


 


"Pepper, do you need me to come fire her for you?"
Tony asked, sounding amused.


 


"No, I can do that but that leaves us without anyone
here in the daycare. I don't want to impose on the parents so....."


 


"Impose on Barton. He's still limping," he said.
"Or I will. Some nice extra money before the holidays." He hung up.


 


Pepper smiled. "There, that's solved that problem. I
hope your daughter Frau is very happy in the future when she finds her
Unibrow." The daycare woman huffed and stomped off after grabbing her daughter
by the arm.


 


"There's something seriously wrong with her,"
Jonathan muttered. "Her kid is never less dressed than a business suit but
she's three. She doesn't play, read, or laugh. Her mother's so uptight she
squeaks."


 


Pepper shrugged. "Unless she's causing damage to the
kid we can't really do more than scowl at her for her child raising
ideas."


 


"Yeah, I know. That's a pity." He picked up the
last naked kid to get dressed. "Your mommy's halfway across town at
school." He sent her a text and put her daughter back down onto the floor.
"Go play." She ran off to pounce Liz and Chris. Who squealed back as
they babbled at each other.


 


Pepper smiled. "Wow. Lots and lots of noise."
Jonathan laughed. "Can you until I can get Barton here?"


 


"Yeah, I'm not doing much today. I can bring in 2 and
they'll play." He whistled and Roomba 2 rolled in to bark at him.
"We're going to play with the kids." He nudged a large ball and
rolled after it barking. The kids stared and ran after the ball and the Roomba.
They loved the Roombas when they visited.


 


Pepper patted him on the arm. "Thanks." She went
to call Clint. "Tony wants you to sub in with the daycare, Clint. Because
you're still hopping," she said with a smile. "The daycare worker
just got fired for throwing a hissy about naked kids. Please? Thanks." She
hung up. "Dawn, employment....." Something on her desk wiggled so she
picked it up to look at it, tossing it in the trash since it had bugs
underneath. "What was that?"


 


Dawn came in to hand over the help wanted ad she had drawn
up. She looked at the paper then around. "You left the window open last
night."


 


Pepper looked and sighed, walking over to close it. "I
forgot." Dawn grinned, going back to her desk. Pepper delicately dropped
the paper onto the carpet and stomped on the bugs. She didn't want bugs in her
office.


 


***


 


Clint limped into the daycare center at the compound,
smiling when the kids all ran at him. He sat down and looked at them. "Hi,
kids." They all babbled and patted him. "I like you all too."
They stared at him. "Storytime?" He knew how to do that, the kids all
loved stories. They were all going to be huge geeks though so that was
reasonable for them to love books. He got some handed to him by Jonathan, who
smiled. "I need parents to come do the lunch thing."


 


"Of course." He looked at one. "She's no
jelly. No sugar if possible."


 


"Okay." They settled in for him to read to them.
It even let a few nap. Not his son, who was trying to hug Roomba with Allenetta
but that was about usual for them when they got together. "Philip?"
He looked around until he spotted him then ran over to sit in his lap.
"Good boy." He went back to reading when Allenetta followed Roomba
back to Daddy. She got comfy on him and fell asleep. "Wow, someone taught
you guys about naps." He went back to reading for the few that were awake.
He paused when one of the cafeteria ladies rolled in a cart, giving him an odd
look. "I'm subbing. What's that?"


 


"Lunch." She showed him.


 


He stared at it then at her. "They expect the kids to
eat that? I know you guys can make real food, we enjoy it a lot." 


 


She patted him on the head. "This is what the daycare
worker orders. Today it's this and tomorrow it's pureed fish."


 


Clint gave her an odd look. "Eww."


 


"That's our feeling too but that's what she
wants."


 


"She got fired earlier," Clint said. The cafeteria
worker beamed and called someone. "Dawn's posting the help wanted ad today
in the building and tomorrow in the papers." She told her that and Clint
stared at the medium brown looking mush. "Is it all that?" She
nodded. "No wonder Philip comes home starving most days." He thought
at Dawn. She came in a minute later and shook her head. "What is it
supposed to be?"


 


"Soybeans and fish sauce for flavor with some vitamin
drops she gave us?"


 


"No," Clint said. "I didn't okay vitamin
drops."


 


"Me either," Dawn said. "Got the
bottle?" She nodded, going to get it. "Bring some cereal? They can
have cereal for the most part."


 


"Jonathan said one's no sugar," Clint called after
her. He and Dawn shared a look. Dawn took the bottle of drops to chemistry to
test. They were pouty about a failed experiment so were happy to have something
to do. She was walking away when she heard MB start to shout and rant. Dawn
warned Clint he'd have an unhappy mother coming soon. He sent back that Caro
wasn't with them.


 


***


 


MB walked up to an officer that looked a lot like Clint.
"I know you're not a normal officer but I have no idea how to deal with
this. I've seen you at the compound before so I guess the office likes
you." He looked at her, blinking a few times. She smiled. "I work in
Chemistry at Stark."


 


"Okay, what's going on this time? New threats? Bombs?
Weapons that shouldn't be there? Demons?"


 


"She might be demonic. Her daughter's a lot like
Frau," she said. He looked confused. "Like in _Austin Powers_?"


 


"Oh! Okay, so it's a kid problem?"


 


"We found this," she said, handing over the
results she had copied. "In some supposed vitamin drops we found out the
daycare lady was feeding the kids. This was her nasty and gross looking stuff
she was feeding them." She handed that list over. "And she had an
absolute melt down at the parents who complained that she always had the heat
up. She left earlier after having a complete meltdown about the kids deciding
it was a naked day. That formula is not really healthy for the kids and
apparently she thought our daycare was an experimental facility, which it's
not. If we want to experiment on our kids, we'd do it ourselves."


 


He nodded. "Okay, so you need to make a complaint that
she was purposefully harming the kids?" he said. She smiled and nodded.
"We can find that." He walked her to another officer that had done a
lot of desk duty. "This young woman is at Stark. She found out their
former daycare person was experimenting on the kids."


 


"Did Summers kill her?" he quipped with a smile.


 


MB grinned back. "She won't get a chance if I find the
bitch first." He laughed and took the information she had. When she texted
Dawn for information on her she wrote back how the PD got that for themselves,
but she couldn't release it to MB. The officer made note of that and got that
process started. All they had to do was show proof of an investigation in this
case. That'd work for them. What the nice chemist had pulled up was more than
enough to get her looked at. They'd also make sure her child was all right
since the officer that went to talk to her reported the kid was like a little
pod person in a business suit.


 


***


 


Dawn leaned over. "Pepper, MB took the report on that
supposed vitamin mix to the police to make a report about the daycare lady
feeding it to her kid. I told them they had to have proof of a started
investigation to get her records."


 


"I'll make note of that," she promised, writing it
down. She smiled and went back to her interview. Within an hour, officers were
in HR to get her file and to talk to the parents that had kids there.


 


Tony walked in and shrugged. "I'm sorry, guys. I do not
know how to hire a good nanny apparently. I tried. She came highly
recommended."


 


"I told her that her daughter would someday find her
Unibrow and true love," Pepper said from her desk, cracking Dawn and the
officers up. "I'm sorry but the baby Frau thing was bad."


 


"It was," the officer agreed. "Your son,
ma'am?"


 


"He wouldn't eat that slop," she said dryly.
"Hell, the kid won't eat for me. He'll only eat for Natasha and rarely his
father. I doubt she managed to get any of it down him." They smiled.
"Seriously! He won't eat for anyone but Mommy Natasha."


 


Clint limped up the hall with the baby cackling at him.
"He won't," he agreed. "Especially not that slop. Our son has a
real food bias. Unless he sees us making it he won't eat it."


 


"Maybe he got it off my morning sickness," Dawn
quipped, taking the baby to cuddle. He pushed at her so she sighed, kissed him
on the forehead, and handed him back so she could get back to work. Clint
kissed her, making her grin. "Thanks."


 


"Welcome. Since he wouldn't take the offered kiss,
didn't want it to go to waste." He winked and limped into the office.
"The kids are rotten."


 


Tony nodded. "Sometimes."


 


"Chris might be getting near potty training. He wanted
to be naked all day. He led the others onto the dark side of nudity too."
Tony laughed, taking Philip to hold. "Steve's back. He's got them
all."


 


"Thanks. Tomorrow?"


 


"If I must," he decided. "I put a note on the
door." He walked off to take another kiss from Dawn. "Going to get a
snack I don't have to share." She grinned at him for that. "I'll
bring you back one." He went to the caf then outside. The daycare was stuffy
and had no opening windows. He'd fix them being nailed and glued shut tomorrow
too.


 


***


 


Gamble walked up to Clint, nodding politely at Natasha since
she was next to him in the back of the pickup truck eating. "You're
babysitting?"


 


"Someone has to watch the future geeks," Clint
said dryly. "Since I'm on injury leave, it's something to do beyond
physical therapy for my thigh." He ate another bite of sandwich. Dawn and
the baby were down by the water. It was too chilly for a bathing suit but Dawn
wanted to walk on the beach and the baby was more than happy to be near the
water this time. "If you know someone good, they're hiring at least two
daycare workers."


 


"I'll ask around." He crossed his arms over his
chest. "What's the chance that the spring incident is going to be stopped
first or get blown out of proportion?"


 


"We can only hope so," Clint said.


 


"It's not likely," Natasha told him. "The
ones making the plans are on another realm we cannot get to."


 


"Great. So worse than the invasion?" Clint nodded.
"That why you guys play kitten poker for weapons?"


 


"Sometimes Dawn does it for information and just wins
weapons," Clint admitted. "I'm trying to learn. I thought about
sneaking down to see if I had learned but if I lost they'd want our cat and I
can see Dawn stomping in to save the cat and killing the demons, plus putting
me on the couch for life," he said sarcastically, smiling at Dawn and the
baby since they were coming up from the beach.


 


"Yup, I would," Dawn agreed. She put the baby
between the other parents, letting him crawl around the back of the truck.
"Huge problems?" she asked Gamble.


 


"Seeing if it was going to be," he admitted.


 


Dawn shrugged. "Probably. We'd like less of a problem
but it's unlikely." He nodded at that. She caught the baby. "No, you
may not climb over the side of the truck, son. You'll get hurt. We'd hate
that."


 


Clint turned to grab him, pulling him closer to look at him.
"Don't do that. We'll be *very* mad." The baby pouted and crawled
over to hug the Mommy that wasn't giving him the bad looks.


 


Natasha let him cuddle, patting him on the back. "I
agree. You may not climb over the truck's side, son."


 


Gamble shook his head. "Anything huge we should hear
about?" he asked Dawn.


 


She grinned. "A protest but they swore up and down it
was going to stay peaceful so they didn't have to make Faith work on her stated
weekend off." He rolled his eyes. "She needs one; she's been called
since she was sixteen. It's about time for her to get a few weeks off now and
then. Slayers have the worst benefits package of any job out there."


 


"I guess they would," he agreed. The baby was
staring at him. "No, I'm not the daddy, little guy." Philip grinned
and farted. "Not my job," he said, backing off.


 


Clint waved a hand. "Only air. If it was more than air
it'd take longer but be quieter." He finished his lunch and sipped his
water, looking at the baby then back at him. "Stark halloween party's in
two weeks."


 


Dawn smiled. "I'm doing the final fittings on my
costume tomorrow."


 


Clint stared at her. "I still get to protest that
night."


 


She took a quick kiss and grinned. "I made an extra
choice in case or if Natasha needs one, dear." She grinned at Gamble.
"It's going to be fun."


 


"I don't go to things like that."


 


She cackled. "We do. We have dress up during the day,
with desk trick-or-treating during the afternoon hours and then the party that
night. It's mandatory. We have a lot of fun with it."


 


Gamble just nodded. "I'm glad the LAPD Is a bit more
lax on that." He walked off shaking his head. The baby squealed in outrage
so he looked back at him. He was being prevented from stripping off by the
mothers. That was always a great thing.


 


"Son, you're not allowed to flash anyone until you've
gone through puberty," Dawn said impatiently. "Leave the diaper
on."


 


***


 


Tony was in the caf when Dawn's diabolical plan to annoy him
for Halloween happened. Because suddenly everyone was *dancing*. Dawn knew he
hated Rocky Horror but it was cute. They had a giant goose and chicken knocking
into each other. A few pirates. Dawn in her leather and weapons 'warrior'
costume. Tony had to smile even though he hated Rocky Horror. The kids broke up
and laughed, going back to their lunches.


 


"Remember, the viewing party is going on starting again
after dinner," Dawn called. That got a few hoots and promises to drag
their friends with them this time.


 


"Viewing party?" Tony asked her with a slight grin
under his fake mustache.


 


"I got them all the B-5 eps and movies," she said
happily. One who hadn't heard moaned and looked at the others. "You can
go." He nodded, going to talk to another geek to see where in the series
they were. Dawn smiled at him. "Gotta go get ready for trick-or-treating.
Clint's taking the whole daycare around too." She strolled off. The really
high heels on her boots clicked a bit and the weapons she was wearing just made
her look hotter and sexier. Especially if she'd take the sunglasses out of her
hair and put them on again. Though, a few guards had panicked because of all
the weapons. At least until she had used one to squirt them. Then they relaxed
because they decided they were fake guns. Maybe Tony needed to hire guards that
were a bit smarter since the others were real.


 


Bucky walked past Dawn, shaking his head. "I saw that
movie."


 


She grinned. "Wait until later." He shivered.
"Trick-or-treating around the desks starts at one."


 


"Great," he said sarcastically. He went to the
daycare to make sure the kids he was supposed to be watching over were okay.
Clint was changing someone while the kids fingerpainted on some paper.
"Need help?"


 


"Yup. It's time for lunch," he called, putting
that kid back onto the floor and washing his hands. The kids cheered and the
lunch lady brought in their food. It was real food and they all liked that.
Mommies and Daddies had to order their lunches so Clint didn't have to worry
about things like allergies. Everyone got to sit by themselves and eat. Even if
Philip was sitting against Liz's back to nibble and Chris was leaning on
Clint's side. "We have to get them into costumes," he told Bucky.


 


"They just did some silly dance in the cafeteria."


 


"The Time Warp. You'd have to watch _Rocky Horror_ to
understand that." Bucky found it on his phone. "Not G rated,"
Clint said, taking the phone from him. "Really not G rated. That and Stark
said he hates it." He handed the phone back, looking down at Chris.
"Finish up." He ate the last few tater tots and grinned. "Good
boy. Get your bag." He pointed. Bucky found it and tossed it over.
"There we are." He got him cleaned up and redressed into his clown
costume. Chris beamed. The other kids hurried up and pounced him to get theirs
on. He got them all dressed, even though Philip wanted to take his off again.
Clint stood up carefully. "Okay, we're going to trick-or-treat. Everyone
grab a bucket." 


 


He pointed. The tiny babies, since the two napping infants
were in today, got put into the stroller. Everyone else got a rope handle to
hang onto that was tied to the stroller and a bucket. That'd keep them from
grabbing things. Clint put the diaper bag on the back of the stroller and they
walked out. "Follow Bucky. We're going to start here on this floor to the
left, going to the back elevator." Bucky shot him a look but Clint
grinned. "Good timing, thank you." Bucky knew he had been suckered
but led them out and they followed him, stopping in each office to babble at
the workers and get candy. The tiny ones had a bucket next to them for their
parents. 


 


They hit each and every single lab, though two didn't have
any candy. Dawn sent some magically from her stash for the kids so they were
happy. The kids mobbed Bruce when they got to his lab. That made him happier
and they ran off to keep going. Bucky only had to catch one because they liked
to listen to Clint. They came up to Dawn and the head office, getting mini
candy bars and hugs from Dawn. Even Philip, who smiled at her. Then from
Pepper, who got squealed at by Liz and Chris, and Philip. They moved on and
ended up back on the daycare floor from the other elevator to get the last few
offices. By then it was nearly time for them to be picked up and the kids
settled in to nibble on things that Clint let them eat. Some people had no
sense about what to give toddlers. And why had someone given them sunflower
seeds and pistachios?


 


Bucky watched all the future little sugar high demons get
started on their transformation. Their poor parents. Thankfully none were his
and he'd be hiding with the adults later on.


 


***


 


Natasha came into the lounge where the Stark halloween party
was being held. She was in her battle outfit.


 


Dawn spotted her and walked over. "Bad day at
work?"


 


"I'm in costume."


 


"You're supposed to come as someone you're not,"
Dawn said dryly. She led her to the locker room and called her other costumes
from the car. She spotted Tara and dragged her in too. "Here." She
handed Tara the one with wings. It was a dark red bustier looking top with
sharp, spiky 'bone' horn upper arm guards and metal and leather wrist guards.
It had a leather 'gladiator' style skirt in the same color. It had a gold headband
to match the gold accents. It had dark red wings that were modestly sized and
matched perfectly. Tara blushed but got changed. 


 


Dawn gave her wife the other spare one. It was dark purple,
with gold accents. The arms were long gloves that had plate armor over them and
came up to Natasha's armpits. The bustline had purple flourite cyrstals
standing up to emphasize the eye draw. The corset part of the outfit flowed
into a stiffer, almost hoop skirt that came about six inches past her butt in
the back and three in front. Dawn handed her the purple boots. Natasha blinked
at her. Dawn grinned. "Always be prepared," she quipped.


 


"What are you wearing?" she asked, noticing it for
the first time. It looked like a fancy body harness. The top was wavy and cute
looking in deep purple, swirls of fabric covering and holding up her breasts
nicely. Though it showed a bit of the bottom edge of them. Then there was
something like a tattoo on Dawn's abdomen, which when a thumb was ran over it
turned out to be drawn on. The straps from the top met to form various diamonds
of skin baring down to where they joined to make the panties part. Which
thankfully were full panties. Dawn had on the same six-inch high heeled black
leather boots with more of the ink coming out of the top. There were the same
sort of swirling spikes on her side and down her spine in the back. "That
is a bit risque," she complained.


 


Dawn grinned. "I almost wore the other one but Tony
would've had a stroke."


 


Pepper walked in and looked at her. "I nearly had a
stroke when you came in wearing that, Dawn." Dawn smiled. "Though
it's tastefully tacky." Dawn pointed at her oversized sword. "Yeah,
we saw. Tony made a dick joke. What other one did you get?" Dawn pulled
out the tiny bag that held the other costume. She blinked. "Is it more
tasteful?"


 


"Not really," she admitted. "I had another
one but it wasn't finished on time."


 


"What's that one?" Tara asked, coming out
adjusting the corset top. She wore them all the time. Pepper pulled her over to
adjust it for her so she looked hot. Tara squeaked but Pepper grinned.
"Okay," she said, looking at herself. She looked sexy in this.
Really, really sexy. Who knew that wings made a woman look shapely.


 


Dawn went into the bathroom to come out in the other
costume. Green breast cups holding up and covering her breasts. Crystals
seeming to grow out of her skin, including on her nose, around her arms,
winding here and there around her abdomen and legs. The panty was a real one
thankfully. The jade green boots had matching crystals from the top that stuck
on to make them look like part of the outfit. "I'm supposed to do things
like the tattoo in green paint." She turned around to let Pepper see.


 


Pepper blinked and took a picture for Tony. Who sent back
that he was choking. "Get back into the other one, Dawn."


 


Natasha was staring at her very naughty wife. "If you
wear that, you will not be sitting tomorrow," she warned. "Because I
will spank you." Dawn gave her a happy grin and went to change back.
Natasha sent a picture of that at Clint. In the party, Clint choked and shook
his head with a moan.


 


Andrew looked over. "Which one?" he quipped with a
grin.


 


"Crystals," he moaned.


 


"Yeah," MB sighed. "Wow." The guys
looked at her. "I saw her trying them on." She grinned. "If I was
telepathic I'd show you."


 


Clint looked at them. "Guys, let's just say it's hot
enough that Stark just choked." The trio of ladies and Pepper walked back
in. "Hey, Tara's here." He grinned at her. "You look great,
Tara." He kissed Natasha, earning a look. "I saw." He looked at
Dawn. "That one you're wearing and the crystals stay at home."


 


"If the other one had been ready I would've worn
it," she said with a grin. He pulled her against his side.


 


Tara looked at them. "I'd never dare to wear something
that baring. I have stretch marks," she sighed.


 


Dawn pointed. "I have one." Tara smirked and
walked over to Andrew to talk to that group. She had to be careful not to bop
people with her wings but the guys stared in awe. "Dawn had a spare. I was
going to ask someone to borrow a lab coat and put on geeky glasses." She
put them on with a grin.


 


"Aww, you're the warrior geek," MB said, giving
her a hug. "'Drew, we need pictures for Joyce and them."


 


"Mom's across the hall," Dawn said with a point.
The twins and Sean showed up outside and came in. She smiled. Artemis wasn't
wearing her armor.


 


Natasha looked. "She could've worn it," she said
quietly.


 


"That would disrespect it," Dawn said. "The
same as I'm not wearing mine, Natasha. Armor's for battles, not for playing
dress up."


 


"I understand." She took a kiss and handed Dawn
back her sword.


 


Sean blinked at them, mouth open and squeaky noises coming
out. "Auntie Dawn?"


 


She grinned. "I'm a fantasy warrior woman."


 


"I'm sure many guys see you that way," Artemis said
with a grin. She had her hair up in pigtails and a bikini top with shorty
shorts and high heels on. "I'm a car wash girl."


 


Diana giggled from her spot with a feather boa and a flapper
dress. "I'm a showgirl."


 


Sean shook his head. "I'm Sean. I'm mythical enough to
go as myself." Both girls swatted him. "Okay, so they decided I'm the
farm boy type," he sighed. Their aunt hugged them and got them to Grandma,
who cooed over them all. 


 


Thor came in wearing wolf ears and his normal outfit.
Artemis smiled and kissed him, making him smirk back when she ran her finger
over his hammer handle. Thor spotted Dawn and stared. "She needs a
cape."


 


"She needs a bathrobe," Sean countered. "A
really long, ugly bathrobe."


 


Dawn pinched him on the cheek. "Behave or I'll find you
a spouse who would like to go to the beach with me, dear." He shook his
head quickly, blushing hard. "Good boy." She strolled off. "Hi,
Thor."


 


"Dawn." He looked her over. "That definitely
needs a cape." He sent a prayer at Xander and Phil. They weren't here yet
that he could see.


 


Xander appeared as a leather biker, hat and sunglasses on.
Phil appeared in his usual farmer boy gear. That made Sean feel better. Xander
looked at Dawn and produced a cape, which hitched to her shoulder guards. She
winked.


 


"That's not much better," Tony complained quietly.
"Now she looks even hotter and more evil."


 


Dawn smirked at him. "I'm only evil sometimes,
boss." She strolled off. "Thanks, big brother."


 


"Welcome," he said, staring at her. The 'body art'
was done to highlight all her curves. It was covering a lot of her stomach area
and some on her sides and back but damn!


 


Phil watched her go then looked at Xander. "Hopefully
Clint will cut that off her later."


 


"Hmm. Hopefully." He hugged the girls and they
grinned at him. They even taught the girls and Thor how to dance. Artemis
blushed prettily at her spouse when they went out together but it was good for
them. Xander grinned at Pepper. "Buffy told Artemis that she could give
her grandchildren now. Artemis blushed bright red and told her that they were
trying every day, at least twice a day, and when it happened it did."


 


"That's called the Barton Birth Control method around
here," Tony quipped, sipping his scotch and water. "Maybe we'll see a
future little fashionista soon thanks to that outfit." He was watching
Clint growl at Dawn's outfit. "Will the ink smudge?"


 


Xander looked and nodded. "Probably if she didn't put
on something to cover it."


 


"I doubt she did," Phil said.


 


"I meant like a top coat," Xander said, shooting
him a look. Phil smirked slightly and walked off to talk to Steve. Xander
smiled and went to take Tara out for a dance. "You look fantastic,"
he said, pulling her up by her arm and taking her out to the floor. She was
blushing but he grinned at her. "You good?"


 


"I'm okay." They danced for a few songs then
Xander let her go back to hide with the quad of shy geeks. Xander got taken by
someone wanting to be Cleopatra, who didn't quite have her sex appeal. Then
Phil took him back to dance with him. Cleopatra pouted.





 


Phil looked at her. "He's my spouse. Thank you for
keeping him warm for me." She walked off pouty but got pounced by one of
the geeks. Thankfully it was one of the hot ones so she didn't have to wonder
if she looked bad. Phil looked at Xander. "I took a picture of you and
Tara for Maria," he said quietly. Xander smiled at him for that
sneakiness. "You really don't look like yourself in that."


 


"Nope, I don't." He took a fast kiss and they
broke up to do other things. Phil went to nag Dawn about being nearly naked.
Xander got some soda from the bar and talked to Sean since he was trying to
hide in a corner. John got there with Rodney, Radek, and Ronon, with Teyla
behind them. Teyla was nicely dressed up as a ghost, or so they thought since
she had pale makeup and a long white cape around her shoulders. Ronon had went
with sunglasses and a Harley t-shirt over his usual leather pants and boots.
Rodney was in a geek labcoat and had glasses on. Radek was wearing a cowboy hat
and jeans with a flannel shirt. John had dressed up as a Greek hero, complete
with toga and laurel wreath. Xander nudged Sean and pointed. He ran over to
talk to them. Diana squealed and ran over to hug them and take Radek out to
show him how to dance. It turned out he did okay.


 


Dawn strolled over. "Wow, aren't you supposed to be
someone you're not?" she quipped, smirking evilly at John.


 


He smirked back. "I should say the same, fantasy
warrior women who gives many men bad ideas." He looked her over.
"Damn."


 


She laughed. "Yup." She took him out to dance with
him. Clint wasn't going to growl too much about him. She switched off with
Diana, taking Radek for the next dance. He blushed but she laughed and put him
back at ease. It was good. She even got Rodney onto the floor.


 


Rodney finally found his words, staring at Dawn. "I'm
about to pray to gods I don't believe in, Dawn." She cackled and hugged
him. He patted her on the back. "Wow." He went to hang out with Sean.
Sean was safe and only mooning over Ronon and Teyla. He looked at John.
"The last one I saw of her was an evil empress."


 


"If she had a crown...." John quipped.


 


"It's at home," Dawn quipped back.


 


Clint tested his thigh's range of motion. It was mostly
healed, just a bit sore now and then. He looked at Natasha. "Did we keep
some of my pain pills?"


 


"Yes, we did. They're in the bathroom cabinet."


 


He nodded. "Good." He motioned Dawn closer, taking
her to dance with him. It was about time he staked his claim. He was in leather
pants and a leather vest. He had a totally impractical staff weapon and his
bow. The whole warrior team concept worked well in case he had to kill someone
who wanted his wives. "You made Nat way too hot," he told her with a
smirk.


 


She grinned. "I was going to wear that but I knew Nat
was going to be running late."


 


"Uh-huh." He kissed her. "That never comes
out of our bedroom, Dawn."


 


She winked. "It was meant for that but she didn't get
the other costume done on time due to the flu. So I'll have one for next year
that's more tasteful."


 


"Uh-huh." He kissed her and pulled her closer.
"Watch out for Tara's wings." Tara smiled at him from where she was
dancing with Rodney. He looked at her. "I can see you in either of those
and you'd still be the talk of the room. In that...." He looked her over.
"The cloak hints and hides some of it. Which works for my growling
needs." He kissed her again. "You're so getting pounced later."


 


"Sure, I'm up for that," she quipped, turning to
dance against his front. She could hear the growl and it was good. She liked
Clint in a growly mood when she was being flirty. Natasha came out to get her
front and it was nicer. A few people were staring at them. One of the physics
people was drooling a bit. Joyce handed him a napkin with a smile.


 


Bruce came in and paused, staring at the trio.
"Wow," he said finally, finding Joyce to hug her. "Dawn
looks..... evil."


 


"She was wearing it without the cape earlier. Then she
just looked sexy and like the fantasy warrior she's pretending to be," she
said with a grin.


 


Bruce shivered. "I didn't need that bad thought,
Joyce." He kissed her to take his mind off it. She smiled. "You're
still the sexier Summers woman." She laughed and swatted him but let him
take her out to dance.


 


Tony looked at Pepper, who was dressed like Aphrodite, then
at Steve, who was dressed up as a scarecrow. Bucky was hiding in his old Soviet
uniform. Tony was dressed as the tin man. He looked at Steve again. "Make
you lose some straw on the floor?"


 


"I could do that." They went out to dance
together. It got even more talk than the trio dancing together. Then they
pulled out Pepper to dance with her. Steve looked over Pepper's shoulder at
Tony. "Are we making new rules for next year?"


 


Tony grinned. "Hell no. Them being in heat is fine,
Steve. This is an adults only party. She's only teasing them. Dawn enjoys being
the cause of multiple trips to the bathroom by half the group." Pepper
laughed. "She's not ruining the party. By one, there'll be a few topless
people usually. It won't be her though." He shrugged and smiled.
"Dawn's happy and I'm happy. I'd hope she didn't have to change into
something more naughty."


 


"It's in my locker so it can go home with me,"
Dawn quipped from her spot between her mates.


 


"How much more naughty is it?" Steve asked.


 


"Ask JARVIS if he took a picture," she quipped. He
had and showed Tony on his phone, which made Pepper moan and Steve turn bright
red.


 


Tony looked over at her, stealing her from them so Steve and
Pepper could dance. "I'm cool with it, even if it's a bit naughty."
He grinned.


 


She smirked evilly back. "Who was it that was looking
up what body paint shouldn't be put on?" she teased back.


 


"Good point. Next year?"


 


"I have a spare costume that's not due to be done until
tomorrow." He grinned. "It's closer to what Nat's wearing." She
smirked at her spouses then at him. "I meant to only wear this one at
home."


 


"It's cool." They both looked at the squeal.
Someone had taken one of the Cleopatra's in the room's wigs off. "That
always seems to happen to her."


 


"That's because it's a bad wig." Dawn walked over,
looking at that person. "Did you have to make her squeal that way?"
He handed back the wig with a pout. "Thanks." She went back to the
floor, handing Tony some water with a grin. "Don't want you to get too far
gone," she teased.


 


"Nope, not tonight." He watched as Steve hissed in
Pepper's ear, making her blush. He grinned. Dawn was watching Clint and Natasha
make plans. "Looks like we're all getting pounced tonight," he
quipped, sipping the water.


 


"That might be nice," Dawn agreed with a wink and
a stroll off. Clint grabbed her and put her back between them.


 


Tony reclaimed his spouses, who were incredibly hot for each
other. It was great to see. Even when Pepper snuck Steve off to her office for
ten minutes. They came back looking a bit rumpled but happy. Which meant Tony
got to pounce all night.


 


***


 


Clint walked the ladies into the house. "Strip or I'm
cutting them off you."


 


Dawn kissed him. "I have two more of these." She
strolled off. "Let me go wash off the body paint."


 


Clint looked at Natasha, who pulled out a dagger to hand to
him while she stripped out of the silly costume. Clint took a kiss and went to
help Dawn wipe herself down. "Here, let me help you get the drool
off," he ordered, taking off the cape and cutting the top straps to the
outfit. She laughed but he helped her wiggle out of it. He kissed the few spots
that the straps had dented her then got a washcloth to help her scrub off the
body paint. Soon she was drool, fingerprint, and body paint free. He put her hair
up on her and walked her back to the bed. She got tossed onto it while he got
out of his leather vest. He was sweaty so it was sticking a bit. Natasha
strolled in naked, smirking at them. "Checked on the kid?"


 


"He's fine. Talsa said all the children went down
easily and he's gumming on Caroline's hand for her." She looked Dawn over.
Then at Clint. "You should see the other one she picked out in
person."


 


He looked at her. "I have very little self control
left, Nat. As soon as I touch either of you, it's gone and you're both going to
have problems sitting in the morning." She leaned in to kiss him. He
growled and pounced her onto the bed. Dawn helped him get the tight leather
pants the rest of the way off. Natasha gasped as he invaded her with a hard thrust
and held her down to ride her hard.


 


Dawn stroked up Clint's side with an evil smirk for their
wife. "I love him in a primal mood." Clint kissed her. She wiggled
down to tease Nat's breast. 


 


Clint growled a happier sound and it was nice. Natasha was shrieking
within minutes and finally came. Clint growled, leaning down to move Dawn's
head so he could kiss her. She stretched and laid out on her stomach, making
Clint a happy boy. He took her just as hard and fast as he had gotten Natasha.
Natasha was laying there looking limp, staring at them. He smirked and drove
into Dawn harder, making her shriek and moan. Finally Dawn came. Clint, still
hard. He looked between them. Nat shifted to a more curled up position. She was
already getting sore. Clint laughed and leaned down to kiss her. "All.
Mine."


 


"Of course we are," Dawn said with a smile back at
him. "Who else would be your pack bitch, dear?" Clint moaned and she
got pounced again.


 


Natasha helped by lending a helping hand but it was good
that Dawn was being worn out. Clint came but he was still mostly hard. Dawn was
limp and sweaty so Natasha got crawled up and kissed before Clint helped her
get into a happier position for both of them. Natasha smoothed a hand over his
hair. "If you make me too sore, it will harm our jobs tomorrow."


 


He kissed her. "You and me? No work tomorrow. Dawn only
has desk stuff tomorrow." He kissed her again and slid into her, making
her shiver. "All mine, yup." He rode her hard enough that she had to
beg for mercy but Dawn was helping by teasing her clit for him. Clint reached
over to help Dawn since she was still in a happy, helpful mood. Dawn flipped
onto her back and Clint smirked at her. "I'll get you again in a minute,
Dawn."


 


"Sure." She fingered herself while those two played.
Natasha finally had to beg for mercy, which Clint loved hearing. He brought her
over and pulled out carefully, taking a careful lick over her pussy so make
sure she was happy. Dawn moaned and got up to do that for him. Clint flipped
her back onto her back and stared down at her. She smiled. "Hi."


 


"Mine?"


 


"All yours and hers, Clint, you know that."


 


"A lot of people saw an awful lot of you tonight,"
he said, staring down at her.


 


"They've seen more of me on the beach thanks to some
photogs."


 


"Kinda," he admitted. He looked over her skin.
"You're not going to be able to sit tomorrow. That was way too
teasing."


 


Dawn grinned and ran a hand over his cheek. "I'd never
do more than tease. They'd never get a chance to touch. I didn't even dance
with any geek that I knew wouldn't do more than drool."


 


"That's good." He slid into her, staring down at
her. She ran her hands up his arms, making him smile. "No teasing for at
least a month."


 


"I'm wearing my blue dress tomorrow." He gave her
a dirty look. She smiled. "I always seem to wear blue after Halloween.
Since about my second year with the group."


 


"Uh-huh. We'll see. Maybe something a bit more demure
before I lose my mind in front of the daycare kids?"


 


She smiled. "You're getting one helper tomorrow and they're
hiring a second and third one later this week. They have six people in to
interview." He grinned and thrust in hard but slow. She wiggled.
"Clint!" she whined.


 


"Yay. My bitch, my rules," he said with an evil
smirk. "You said it yourself."


 


"I did." She took a kiss and wrapped herself
around him. That made him happy and he could tease her until she gave up and
came again, going limp and sweaty. It was nearly four but the alarms would get
them all up. He kissed her, glancing at the sleeping Natasha then back at her.
They shared a grin and kissed until they fell asleep.


 


***


 


Maria looked at her phone when it beeped the new text
message noise. She flicked her thumb over the icon to open the picture text,
staring at it. Her Tara, in a fantasy outfit. With wings. She looked almost
evil and naughty. Maria stared at it, ignoring the hand that decided she needed
some stress relief. Tara looked good in that color. She'd have to get her
something in that color for the holidays. Though, right now, Maria just needed
more than her hand. Her hand was not going to be enough with that sexy, sultry
picture of Tara in the fantasy getup. She was upset that Tara hadn't let her
see it first but she understood why. She'd get to see it soon enough in person.


 


***


 


Dawn walked in the next morning and avoided her chair like
it'd make her more sore. "Morning, Pepper," she called.


 


"Morning, Dawn." She watched how she was standing.
"Clint get possessive?" she teased from where she was lounging on the
couch doing paperwork.


 


Dawn grinned. "Steve?" Pepper nodded quickly. They
shared a smirk and got down to doing the minimal things they had to do today.
Including bragging on their livejournals about how great the party was and
answering reporters about the 'fantasy woman' theme they had going last night.


 


Jonathan walked up the hallway. "Dawn, who made your
costume? MB wanted to talk to her about getting something made."


 


"My tailor and seamstress." She wrote down her
address and phone number, handing it over with a grin.


 


Jonathan watched how she was standing. "Should I tell
'Drew that you can't sit?"


 


"I'm not the only one that can't sit," she said
dryly with an evil smirk. He moaned and walked off shaking his head.
"Thanks anyway, Johno."


 


"Yup." He went back to their shared lab, handing
over the slip of paper. "Dawn said she's not the only one that can't
sit."


 


Andrew looked at him. "If my wife had dressed up like
that we would've left the party early so she'd be unable to sit for more than
one day."


 


"'Drew!" she complained, swatting him on the arm.
"Unlike Clint, you probably wouldn't tie me down." Andrew and
Jonathan both stared at her. She blushed. "Dawn said now and then they
play that way and it's fun." She shrugged. "Never wanted to know, I
was hoping for a kick-ass birthday idea for 'Drew's next one." She blushed
brighter red.


 


Andrew blinked then kissed her. "You, me, Hershey's
resort and theme park. Already got the reservations," he said with a
smile. "There's a hot cocoa soak and all sorts of neat things." She
beamed and nodded, cuddling with him.


 


"Wow," Jonathan said, looking at his wife, who was
looking amused. "We're going to Disney for mine." Patty squealed and
pounced him to cuddle. He grinned and patted the kicking stomach.


 


Andrew and Jonathan looked at each other. "I'll bring
back t-shirts," they said in unison, cracking the girls up.


 


"We can switch and the next year go to the other
one," MB promised, smiling at her spouse. He grinned and kissed her.
"Get back to work, boys. Make something *impressive* that makes us want to
make dinner." They grinned and got back to work while the girls went to
their labs. Their bosses were scowling because they were late. MB smiled at
hers. "We were helping 'Drew and Jonathan."


 


Patty grinned at hers. "We're going to Disney for his birthday."


 


"That's sweet," he agreed, walking her back to the
lab. "Today's usually a half-day of slacking anyway as people wake up from
their late nights."


 


MB laughed, grinning at her boss. "You got to miss
Dawn's most teasing outfit."


 


"I saw it in the paper. I'm surprised Stark didn't send
her to change."


 


"It fit within the clothing rules and she was covered,
mostly," MB said. They got back to work and it was nicer and easier for
the day. Everyone was happy that the last night of the B-5 marathon was after
dinner and they could start thinking about the holidays.


 


***


 


Dawn looked up from her typing at the grumbling noise coming
up the hall. "Hey, Rhodey. You missed the party."


 


"I saw." He stared at her. "Did he finally
spank you for that?"


 


"Clint knows better than to try."


 


"Not him! Stark!"


 


"Nope." She grinned. "Tony, did you want to
spank me last night?" she called into the office.


 


"Pepper would've broken me into tiny pieces if I had
tried," he quipped, coming out. "Then again, I doubt you'd like spanking
games."


 


"No, not really," she agreed with a grin. "He
thought you should."


 


Tony looked at him. "Do you remember the party from
'97?"


 


"Barely," Rhodey admitted. "I remember you
were plastered by midnight. Though, yeah, it did remind me of that redhead's
costume." He shook his head quickly. "Damn."


 


Dawn smiled. "I allow dirty thoughts, just don't share,
dear." He scowled. She smiled. He walked off shaking his head.
"Clint's helping in the daycare."


 


"Poor guy," Rhodey complained. "Stark, tank
shielding?"


 


"Testing," he said, taking him to see it.


 


Dawn grinned, getting back to work. She wouldn't mention she
was sitting on a pillow. She had stood up for lunch and could barely sit now.
Clint had been great to her last night.


 


***


 


When Clint and Dawn got home that night, they found Natasha
in the least sexy pair of flannel pajamas that had probably ever been seen. The
things were an eyesore. Dawn looked at Clint. "Think she wore those so
we'd have to rip them off her because they're ugly?"


 


"They're comfortable and don't you dare," Natasha
warned.


 


"Fine." She kissed her. "Did you manage to
steal the baby back from Talsa?" Natasha pointed at where Philip was
trying to coo the cat into coming down to play with him. Dawn picked him up to
look at him. "Say kitty?"


 


"Mamamamamamamama!" he shouted with a grin for
Clint.


 


"Oh, am I mom now?" he joked, taking him to
cuddle. He petted the cat, getting meowed at. "Hey, Loki cat." He sat
down with the baby, who beamed and babbled at him until he let him down. He went
back to trying to tempt the cat down to play with him. Clint shook his head.
"He's stubborn like his mothers."


 


Natasha nodded. "Clearly." Dawn was cuddled into
her side, one arm over her stomach. "Sore?" she taunted.


 


"Yup but I'm happy I'm sore."


 


Clint nodded. "My thigh's sore too." Dawn stared
at him. "It's fine. It's all healed. You won't be anywhere but on top for
the next week but it's good." He grinned. She snickered.


 


Philip looked around, staring at the mommy person. He
toddled over to stare at her, poking her on the nose. He babbled at her until
she cackled again. Then he started to cry. She pulled him up to cuddle him. He
looked at the other mommy. "I'll save you from your mother in a strange
mood, son." She smoothed over his hair. "Cuddle the mommy, make her
more normal. If you cuddle with her, she'll be happier instead of evil."
Dawn poked her on the side but the baby did cuddle and coo at the cat that
leapt down to sit behind Dawn's head so he could sniff her hair.


 


"Anyone figure out something for dinner?" Natasha
pointed. "You cooked?"


 


"Talsa sent dinner. She thought I looked
exhausted." Dawn grinned at her. "I slept all day in the tub."
She took a kiss from Clint and the plate. Dawn took hers, letting Philip stare
at it then at her. Dawn held up something for him. He turned his head. Mommy
Natasha got the same treatment. Clint brought out his dinner and the baby's
dinner. He pulled the baby over to feed him. That made him a happy toddler.
Especially since Mommy changed him. They all went in to nap early tonight. The
baby cuddled the daddy and it was good. He was happy. The mommies were just
tired so Clint and his son shared a grin and laid there watching some quiet tv.


 


***


 


Philip pouted at the daycare worker the next morning.
"Dada?"


 


"He's not coming in today, Philip. He has to have
someone look at his booboo." She smiled. "You can play with me
though. I read really good just like he does." He scowled. She grinned.
"You're adorable when you're pouty. Look, it's Chris." She pointed.
He ran over to babble at Chris, who grunted and cuddled him instead. "Not
quite awake, sweethearts?" She settled in with a stack of books. The kids
all stared. She smiled. "Whenever someone wants a story I'll gladly
read." A few crawled over and quickly fell asleep. "Did someone drug
you two?" she asked them. No answer. "Huh." She kept track of
that strangeness to note it to the parents. Most kids didn't drop off like
that. She tried it with a few other kids with another book. No nap. That one
book, huge nap. She put it aside. She had to tell someone about that.


 


Dawn leaned in at lunch time. "Want me to take
Philip?"


 


"If you want. Do we know anything about a book that
creates an intense nap feeling?"


 


"No. I do not." She came in. The book was normal.
She settled in to read it to Philip. Liz was listening and started to yawn. So
did Philip. "Okay." She put it behind her, hugging Philip. "Come
eat lunch with me, little guy." She stood up and took the book with her.
They went to Tony's lab first. "Hey, boss?" He looked over from
soldering something with Callia. "The daycare worker figured out that
somehow each and every single kid in the daycare falls asleep to this one book
and only this book." She held it up. It was an older one of Callia's.


 


Tony grimaced. "Babies should be too young to
hypnotize."


 


"No clue, not my field."


 


"I'll check on that." He took the book. "I
remember reading this over and over to the kids so I know it's not the book's
fault." He put it aside and popped an email off to someone while Dawn took
her sleepy kid to lunch. He and Callia shared a look. She shrugged. "Did
you see her doing anything weird with the kids?"


 


"Now and then she'd take a swab from their mouths for
some reason. I asked and she said it was to make sure they weren't sick."


 


Tony stared at her. "Any particular kids?"


 


"I saw her get one from Liz but I protested and said
only Dr. Pigalli could do that and that you'd be mad. I saw her try to get one
from Philip but he bit her." She blinked. "Do we think she was
bad?"


 


"Yeah, I think that's a very bad thing." He sent
an email to Doc and then to the officer over the investigation into that woman.
He got back one that the search warrant had found a lot of genetics profiles in
a file on her desk. None had names, only numbers. Tony packed them up and went
to look at those. He called in the geneticist that had Dawn's for the vision
stuff. He'd recognize Philip's or Dawn's fairly fast.


 


Callia looked over he father's arm. "That's ages."
She pointed. "In months. That's Liz, that's Chris, that's Philip and
Bailey, but he's slightly younger so I'd guess he was the tinier number."
Her father stared at her. She grinned. "It was my math lesson last month,
Daddy."


 


"Wonderful. I'm glad you could do that." He gave
her a hug and looked at the officer. His geneticist walked in. "Here, it
looks like she took everyone's in the daycare."


 


He looked them over. "That's Philip's. I've been
looking at his to see if he's got the same markers for visions since Dawn
mentioned he might. That's Bailey's, he's got a latent marker for the visions.
His grandmother had them but was put into a hospital for it." He looked at
the others. "I don't know who they are.... Well, no, that's Liz's."
He pointed. "She and Dawn share a familial bond thanks to how she was
born." Tony stared at him. "I didn't figure it'd happen any other way
since I know Miss Potts had her, Mr. Stark."


 


"No it's reasonable to assume," he agreed.
"We're burying that."


 


"I've never made a note about it. It did let me look at
the gene sequence for the magic ability and it's strangely like an ATA sequence
only with two differences." He pointed them out. "On an ATA those are
high and these are always low with magic." He looked at the others.
"Christopher does have magic, as does Caroline." He frowned. "Andrew
said his brother did." Callia was making labels for them for him. He
smiled at her. "Thank you, Callia."


 


"Welcome." She grinned. "Do you have my DNA
stuff?"


 


"I do not," he admitted. "I haven't had to
look at you since my major research project is easing visions."


 


"You might ask Faith then. Slayers get dream
ones."


 


"I have and found it in them. In them it's latent until
the slayer spirit enters them." She beamed and nodded. He patted her on
the head. "You'll do fine if you're called."


 


"They removed her to the very bottom and hopefully off
the list," Tony said quietly. "Because slayers aren't supposed to
have magic." The researcher stared. "It's counter-intuitive to the
slayer essence."


 


"Ah. So it would create an internal fight and harm the
slayer. Interesting to note." He made that note for himself to look over.
He found a few others. "These can't be the children in the daycare."


 


Callia stared. "Is that her kid's? She had that
three-year-old that didn't know how to laugh."


 


"No. That many months would be a six-year-old." He
looked at Stark, who shook his head. He didn't know. "The other would be
almost twelve." He considered it. "Probably not among the children of
our staff."


 


"Could be her neighbors," the officer said.
"Why is she taking DNA?"


 


"Why did she do something like hypnosis so a specific
book sent any kid in the daycare into a nap?" Tony countered.


 


"That's almost a scary prospect with things like
this."


 


"If I had a way I'd interrogate her but Barton and
Romanoff are both back at SHIELD."


 


Callia tugged on his hand. "We can ask."


 


"I don't want her anywhere near you."


 


She grinned. "She'd think I was harmless."


 


"She knows who you are and that you're smart."


 


"True. What about Auntie Dawn?"


 


"She and the lady got into it," the officer said.
"She got very huffy and assumed that Dawn or Pepper had told on her."


 


"No, MB got into a hissy, overprotective Mommy
fit," Callia said. "She was not a happy Mother by any means."
The officers laughed.


 


Tony looked at her. "No more watching BET."


 


"Yay." She flapped a hand as she grinned.
"I'm learning to be multi-cultural so I can live in this weird, wide world
we live in, Daddy. That way I don't turn into Grandpa Stark." She beamed
at him for a second then looked at the officer. "If someone haunts you,
you have to burn whatever's holding him. Unfortunately we think it's Daddy's
childhood home so we haven't yet. He wanted me to talk about boys
recently." She shook her head. "So much less interesting than
science."


 


Tony hugged her. "You're too young for boys."


 


"Yes I am. They're all gross bastards at my age."
Tony swatted her. "They are!"


 


"Swearing," he said dryly.


 


"Fuck it, I'm sure they've heard worse, Dad." That
got her another swat. The geneticist was laughing and shaking his head. She
grinned. "We Starks are interesting sorts sometimes," she quipped.


 


"Quite. It's never boring at the lab." He smiled
at her. "When are you doing DNA lessons?"


 


"Um..... Science like Daddy, not like chemistry. I hate
chemistry."


 


"DNA is biology," he said. "You've always
wanted to work with animals and that would depend on DNA for things like
breeding." She stared at him and slightly whimpered. He smiled. "When
you do, I'll teach you how to do a DNA profile test."


 


She hugged him. "I might like that. Thank you."
She looked at the officers, who were all grinning at her. "Science has
some really hard things and some really strange tests." Tony nodded at
that. "But I did succeed in building a portable veterinary scanner for the
old suit Daddy let me tinker with."


 


"I want to see it later," Tony told her.


 


"Yup. We're testing it."


 


"Good." He looked at his geek.


 


"I'd need to see the rest of her research to see what
she's trying to do. This is only extrapolative."


 


"We didn't find much else that we didn't
understand," the officer said, letting him see them.


 


Tony looked. "I've seen those. That's a scouting report
like Barton does."


 


Callia looked. Her aunt Natasha had taught her how she did
those when she couldn't sleep one night. "Someone off-campus because
that's the symbol for home." She frowned. "Store, home, work.... Not
Auntie Dawn. That day she didn't have Philip with her. Auntie 'Tasha did."


 


Tony stared at it. "I think it's Bailey's mom." He
called her. "What did you do on the thirteenth?" He listened to her
report. "Someone was tracking you and your kid. Police station by the
ocean. Yeah, her." He hung up. "She'll be right down." The
officer nodded. "Why Bailey?"


 


"He's got latent skills," the geneticist said.
"Not nearly as strong as any of yours, Mr. Stark, but he'd make a good
baseline to consider if you were looking for future gifted beings." They
shared a look and he handed over something. "From that lab in England that
you warned me might be looking for Dawn's bloodwork."


 


He looked over the letter of interest in her research.
"Fuck," Tony said. He called Barton and Dawn. They showed up with
Natasha and Steve. Bailey's Mom, who was in Computer Design, showed up right
after them. He handed it to Clint.


 


He read it, grimacing. "That's not good." He
looked at the one that wasn't family. "You're Bailey's mom." She
nodded. Tony showed her the scouting report. "She's been trained, Stark.
Only agents do those."


 


"Her ex-husband was one," Dawn said. "I've
been doing a better background check on her through a few of the guys at
SHIELD." She pulled it up. "Her husband was Hector Rametz?"


 


Clint thought and slowly shook his head.


 


"He was with West Germany's intelligence agency,"
Natasha said, taking it to look at. "He died of an accident shortly after
the wall fell. He wasn't good but he was a records person. Not a field
agent."


 


"So you knew he was a records person," Tony said.
"Did that make him off-limits?"


 


"No, it meant sometimes he was a bigger target,"
she said. "People like that would have information you might need on other
operatives." She handed the Starkpad to him.


 


Tony looked it over. "That's not German, that's
HYDRA," Steve said with a point. "His boss's related to one of their
old science team. I got the capture order on him right before the war ended for
me."


 


"Any idea in what field?" Natasha asked.


 


"No. I don't think so. I don't think it was
listed." He texted Bucky, who said he'd look him up. A few minutes later
he got one. "His daughter, Analisa Begalize, is finishing his life's
work." He looked her up but Tony knew that name and was grimacing.


 


"Is that the zoo lady that pissed you off by trying to
cross-species breed, Daddy?" Callia asked.


 


"Yup."


 


Steve nodded. "She was. And that's how they met. Your
former daycare worker was one of her research assistants." He got handed
the letter from the clinic in England. "She's trying to breed heros,"
he said dryly. He looked at Tony. Who shrugged and put his hands in his
pockets.


 


"Why my son?" Bailey's mom asked.


 


"He's got latent gifts," the geneticist told her,
showing her the profile. "This is a latent version of the gift for
magic."


 


"Oh, crap!" she shouted. "Latent, we're
sure?"


 


"Yes." He smiled. "He shows a latent one for
possible visions as well."


 


"Okay," she said, rubbing her forehead. "I
thought only Dawn had to deal with this." She looked at Stark.


 


"We're reraising the security level again," he
assured her. "I hate these people."


 


"The kids are too young," the officer watching
this conference said.


 


Tony shook his head. "You can take cells and do it in a
dish, even though the kids aren't old enough. Not that hard."


 


"Or to clone," Clint said, staring at them.
"There's a few that would accept that so they had a source." Bailey's
mom looked at him. He nodded and looked at Steve.


 


Who sighed. "We had one busted recently for trying to
get agents from various agencies cloned. They were at the gathering cells
stage." He sent a note to Joyce to ask them. "Thankfully Senior Agent
Li is very detail oriented." He got a text back. "Yes, they did have
vials marked with your son's, Chris's, and one unidentified one." He
looked up. "That the tests we ran said was female."


 


"Not Liz?" Tony asked.


 


"No. They're in custody so Joyce will have her
ask."


 


"Li's good at getting people to talk to her,"
Natasha agreed. "Have them test it against Cypress Lian's profile."
He sent that to Joyce. She sent back she'd tell them to. "She's the only
other person I can think of that is wanted so very hard for breeding."


 


Clint nodded. "She's dead, Nat."


 


Natasha smiled and patted him on the arm. "Before she
went on that last mission, she asked myself and Bucky to hide her daughter. She
was dying of thyroid cancer and knew it'd be her last." He groaned.
"Her daughter is probably about sixteen or seventeen right now. She's in
Italy at a very good girls' school."


 


Steve got a beep back. "We have her on profile?"


 


"Agents like that, we have their DNA from being on
scenes," Natasha said. "Their fingerprints and other things as well
so we know who it was."


 


"It looks like it's a partial match to hers and
Hunt's?"


 


Natasha shrugged. "I have no idea who the father was.
Though he would've been very young."


 


Clint called him. "Busy? Yeah, unless it's critical put
it down and walk away for three. Got a serious question to ask." He walked
off to talk in a corner. "Cypress Lian." He listened to him wonder
who she was so he described her. "About sixteen, seventeen years ago?
Maybe eighteen?" He listened and smirked. "Because we found a vial
with genetic material that matches both of you in a family way, but they didn't
tell us how strong it was." He listened. "Huh. Yeah, there is.
Thanks, Hunt. Italy according to Natasha. Here in Malibu." He hung up.
"He is her uncle. Hunt used to have a slightly older sibling he said. They
had one of those summer flings."


 


"That explains why she never talked about the baby's
other parent." Clint stared at her. "We met a few times when I was
younger and on assignment. We didn't talk a lot but a few times we ended up in
the same bar after assignments. She had a crush on Bucky for a bit as well. We
weren't ever after the same target but she was usually found trying to get
information from more dangerous sources while I was taking down their backers
and oversight people." She pulled out her phone to text two people. She sent
Joyce a file number and the country it was from to test against. She said
they'd tell them. Natasha put up her phone. "If so, we might have to help
her move. The last I heard she was taking up with some wanna be sculptor."
She shook her head. "Not very steady but she's in young lust. As of this
moment, she wants to be a teacher."


 


"Huh," Tony said. "You guys meet some of the
most interesting people."


 


Bailey's mom nodded. "They do, yeah." She looked
at Steve. "Are they being destroyed?"


 


"Yes. If we can get permission they are," he said.
"SHIELD isn't interested in cloning foreign agents or breeding future
heros. We'll train ours." She patted him on the arm.


 


Xander appeared. "Damn that sucks." He looked at
Tony. "I have someone I just found out has a chip in him from his original
agency."


 


"Like Initiative chip?" Steve asked. "I got
that file and got sick, literally sick."


 


"Yup. Not sure why."


 


"Have Coulson get him scanned and get the number off
it," Natasha said. "We can look it up by the chip style and the model
number. There's only been a few of those floating around. One for agents that
had to be retired or else they were in danger or were dangerous to the agency
to leave free. Another two were attempted enhancement versions that failed but
they weren't removed. I heard rumors of another attempt at that but they all
went insane."


 


"Okay, I can do that," he agreed. "Stark, I'm
using Pigalli. I don't trust SHIELD's infirmary." He went to check on that
guy. He was one of the ones that was struggling. "Okay, what we're going
to do is take you to Stark's infirmary in New York." The guy looked up at
him, his eyes tearing up. "Agent Romanoff said if we can get a model
number or a chip description she can look it up and see why." He nodded,
letting Xander help him up. "The rest of you, quit slacking." They
got back to work. He took him to New York. "Hey, Doc?" She came out
of the office chewing on a sandwich. "Roque just found a chip in his
head." Doc started to choke until Xander patted her hard on the back.
"Natasha said they need a description or a model number."


 


"I can do that." She took him to find something
that Stark had made her. "JARVIS, send Agent Romanoff to me please."
Natasha appeared. She fired up the scanner and found the chip when Xander
pointed.


 


Natasha looked at it. "That's a retirement chip. CIA
retirement chip if I'm not mistaken." She frowned and got the model number
from the picture, typing it into a site she pulled up on the computer.
"Yes, CIA." She looked at him. "They put those into people who
are too dangerous to let loose freely for some reason. There's only been ten
used in the US in the last twenty or so years that we know of. Yours looks
fairly recent."


 


"It looks like it's starting to corrode," Pigalli
said, turning off the scanner. She made a call and said something in Elven,
making Natasha shiver. "I've called a neurologist I know. He'll be able to
find someone to remove that without harming you. Sit." He sat down with
her help. "Xander?"


 


"He's more than welcome to come back to the testing
ground when he's better," he said, staring at him. "You don't have to
redo the first part, just the testing ground, unless you lose all your current
memories. Phil just said so." He smiled slightly. "The next SHIELD
group coming will be in six weeks, then five months later."


 


"I can try to be in the next group. Thank you," he
said, shaking his hand.


 


Xander smiled and shook it. "I'll have your stuff
packed. I hope it goes okay for you, kid." He clapped him on the shoulder
and looked at Natasha. "Why the scary brain conference?"


 


"The old daycare worker was taking DNA."


 


"Charming," he muttered. She nodded. He sent
himself back to the temple to make that note in the guy's records and get his
stuff back to Doc.


 


"Why?" Doc asked.


 


"She was getting research grants from that clinic in
England. We've identified who she was interested in beyond Philip."


 


"That's good." She looked over as another doctor
walked in and pulled up the scanner to restart it and show him. Natasha showed
him what was known about that chip.


 


He grimaced. "Some people are morons," he said
bluntly. "Very big morons."


 


Natasha nodded. "They have risen to their level of
incompetence." The doctor looked at her. "I'm getting her
information."


 


"That's fine. The more we have, the easier it will
be." He called someone. "I have something horrifying and complex. No,
I'm at the infirmary at Stark. No, not shrapnel from an explosion," he
said with an eye roll. "A brain chip. Yes, as in computer. No, Stark did
not implant it in someone." Another eye roll. "It looks like the
government did." He got hung up on. "Hmm. That means he probably
knows more than he's saying."


 


"If you give me his name I'll gladly look him up,"
Natasha said smoothly.


 


"As long as you don't hurt him. We need more people
with his level of skills, not less." He wrote it down for her. She left to
talk to him. He looked at the young guy. "The other one I know is at
Harvard but is out of the country teaching in the UK. I'll call him if I don't
hear from this one in an hour." He looked at the scans. "Can we print
them?" She did that for him. They made sure he didn't have any others on
his body. That could've killed him if someone didn't know and had gotten him
into an MRI or a CT scanner.


 


Phil was sitting there when the trainee woke up.
"Morning."


 


"How long was I down?" he asked. His voice sounded
different, like he had an accent. He was a lot more tense too.


 







Phil looked at him. "First, answer a question for me.
What day is it?"


 


"It's February 27th."


 


"No, it's not." He showed him his phone's display
with the date. The agent stiffened. "Relax, kid. Do you remember who I
am?" He slowly shook his head. "I'm Senior Agent Phil Coulson with
SHIELD."


 


"I've heard of you guys somewhere," he said
carefully. "Why am I in the hospital?" Phil handed him the copy of
the scans. "What's that?"


 


"That's a chip they put in your head. The removal is
why you're in the hospital," he said. He handed over the background file
they had done. "This is what you've been doing for the last few
years." The agent took it to look over, shaking his head more quickly.
Phil nodded, looking at him. He handed him the small plastic jar with the chip
embedded in it. "You've spent the last week in a medically induced coma to
fight the minor bit of swelling you had from the removal." The trainee
looked up at him. "I'm told those are usually used when you're retired
against your will for some reason."


 


"I.... I was being hunted. My cover had been
blown." Phil handed him a mirror. "I dye my hair?"


 


"Apparently." He put the mirror back. "You
don't remember anything after the chip implantation?"


 


"No, I don't, Agent Coulson. Am I being held?"


 


"No. You're in a normal hospital in Boston. A very good
neurosurgeon from Harvard worked on you. He's a contact of a contact of the
doctor in the infirmary at Stark International. My spouse found out about the
chip and took you to her to get scanned. That way nothing could endanger you
further."


 


"That's good to know." He closed the file. "I
still don't remember."


 


"We have two methods of hopefully waking some of them
up. There's a chemical method and an electrical method. Both have their risks
and their benefits. If you wish, I can get someone up to talk to you about
them. We weren't going to make the decision for you and we needed to see how
much you had lost by waking up."


 


"I might like that. Do I have a family?"


 


"Girlfriend. You told us a few weeks back if you passed
agent training for SHIELD you'd be proposing." The guy stared. He smiled
slightly. "She's visited twice while you were at the training camp in
Colorado. She seemed nice. Very happy that you were doing so good." The
agent nodded slowly. Phil pointed at the bedside table. "Your wallet's in
there." He dug it out to look at it. The pictures got stared at. "One
last question because the nurses warned me not to tire you out too much."
The trainee looked up at him. "Should I warn someone in your former agency
that you've been awakened?"


 


"I..... My handler was Albert Sanchez."


 


"I know of him. I stole one of his agents from him
recently for SHIELD." Phil stood up. "Rest. I'll be back tomorrow so
you can reorient. I'll try to get the memory specialist up tomorrow, if not the
next day if possible." That got a nod. "For now, rest. Complain about
the hospital food. There's a subtle agent on the security staff in case someone
comes for you. He's not going to prevent you from leaving but they were pretty
sure you might need some work on your left side."


 


"I saw the 'had a seizure' note in the medical file.
From the surgery?"


 


"No, from the chip corroding. That happened and sped
you into surgery instead of them doing it a few hours later when they had
everything lined up."


 


"That's good to know. Thank you, Agent Coulson."


 


"It's not a problem." He shook his hand. "As
Alexander said, if you wish to continue training for SHIELD, you're more than
welcome to join any of the upcoming classes at the training compound. We won't
make you go back through the physical testing." He grinned slightly.
"They might be jealous but real agents would understand." He left. He
could talk to Special Agent Sanchez. He had popped in on him before to talk to
his poached one.


 


The agent laid back, staring at the wallet and the file.
This was probably a really bad thing. It was definitely giving him a headache.
He found the nurse call button and pushed it. She came in with a smile.
"Can I have tylenol?"


 


"You can have advil. We don't need your liver affected
that much." She got him some called up and brought it to him with a cold
bottle of water. She fluffed his pillow, checked his temperature from his ear
while he drank the pills down, and pulled his bedside table up so he could work
on it. "Try to rest. Brain surgery is always tiring."


 


He snorted. "I'm not sure what's going on."


 


"That's pretty normal." She smiled. "Agent
Coulson is a very good agent. We've seen him on tv handling a few things with
the Avengers." The guy in the bed stared at her. She smiled. "You'll
figure it out and it'll be okay. At least you're not at the crazy genius home
up the street."


 


"No, that's a good thing," he agreed quietly. She
smiled and left. He went back to looking over things. "Avengers?" he
muttered. His tv didn't have an internet option, and he wasn't sure why that
disappointed him.


 


A young woman with medium brown hair wearing a business suit
and heels appeared. "Hi, Dawn Summers, Tony Stark's personal assistant and
little sister to Phil Coulson."


 


"Do I know you?"


 


"You've seen me around the training camp. Xander and
Phil are like my big brothers." She smiled and handed him something. "That
is my spare Starkpad. It has internet but it's shielded so they can't trace you
back. Phil thought you might need that to help you figure things out."


 


He looked at it. "It's not a computer." She turned
it on and showed him how to open it, letting him get online once she had
started that app. "Wow. How long have these been out?"


 


She smiled. "Two and a half years. That's a second
generation Starkpad." She patted him on the cheek. "It'll be okay.
You'll figure it out. If you need to talk," she said, writing a phone
number on the front of the folder. "That is my mother's number. She's an
admin type at SHIELD. She's helped a lot of agents who had trauma, mental and
physical, and she's almost always open to talking to an agent that needs an
ear."


 


He nodded. "Moms are like that."


 


She grinned. "She's had brain surgery. She had a tumor
so she's awfully aware of the headaches and stuff too." He relaxed and
nodded, smiling slightly. She wrote down another number. "That's my
number. If you need help, you call me. I can get Phil here or Xander or someone
to help you. One way or another. Okay?" He nodded, tipping his chin up
some. "Okay." She tucked him back in like she would one of the kids.
"There. Try to rest. The exhaustion is normal and so is the headache Mom
said. It gets better over the next few days as the swelling stops." She
grinned. "Let us know if you need stuff." She disappeared.


 


"How did she do that?" he muttered. He got online
to look up his name. He found basic things, like his death certificate for his
real identity and stuff on his current one. They had done a great job crafting
them. His new girlfriend wasn't a plant. She was a nice sounding young woman
who worked in a flower shop. He blinked. He hadn't been attracted to that sort
of woman before but okay. He kept looking, even when he was getting tired. 


 


The nurse came in to turn off the tablet on him and tuck him
back in. "Rest," she ordered. "The internet will still be there
tomorrow, even if we have a world takeover event." She stared at him.
"You won't ever heal if you don't rest."


 


"I guess."


 


She smiled. "When you get up I'll get you some light
snacks to eat." She put things into his drawer and locked it, handing him
the key. "That way no one gets into it but you. Agent Coulson said you'd be
a bit panicky about that stuff." She left him alone.





 


He put the key into his waistband and laid there staring at
the ceiling until he fell asleep. This was all so strange.


 


***


 


Phil looked at the man in the desk chair. "Todd."


 


"Agent Coulson." He stared at him. "Agent
Sanchez is in a meeting."


 


"That's fine. I need to see him as soon as he's free
about something highly irregular."


 


"Is it going to get him yelled at? Someone's been
nibbling on him all day."


 


"Not by me."


 


"I'll let him know." He sent that message. A few
minutes later a balding man who looked sweaty showed up. "Him, sir."


 


"Thank you, Todd, and we need absolute privacy,"
Phil said quietly. He nodded and left. He looked at the man again. "Agent
Miles Berkin."


 


Agent Sanchez quit moving toward his desk chair and stared
at him. "Excuse me?"


 


"The chip corroded to the point where he was having
noticeable issues. Roque found it on the training course when he nearly passed
out after a seizure that he didn't know he had," he said quietly.


 


"Is he dead?"


 


"He's very confused. I have him guarded in a hospital
bed. I've given him means to figure things out because he doesn't remember the
one you implanted." Agent Sanchez sank into his chair. "I've made
sure no one can get near him at the moment. I've also talked to our memory
techs to make sure they can help him regain the implanted ones so he's not
missing ten or twelve years."


 


"He's in danger and he is a danger. He knows some of
the stupid stuff that went on," he said quietly.


 


Phil smirked slightly, crossing his arms over his chest.
"He was at the training camp to become a SHIELD agent. He was borderline
on the training camp at the moment."


 


Sanchez stared at him. "Why?"


 


"He wanted to." He shrugged his left shoulder.
"It's a good thing if you want to protect the world."


 


"His old memories may have been leaking through then.
He can pass even you guys' courses."


 


Phil nodded. "I've noted that. He's allowed to come
back whenever he's ready and restart from the training camp."


 


"Even better. You can protect him?"


 


"Yes. Without going to such drastic measures. I need
his file."


 


"I'll see if I can dig it out quietly for you."


 


Phil looked up and frowned. "If not, I might be able to
ask another contact." He looked at him. "Let me know?"


 


"Ask them. If they lead it back to me, they'll find him
and take him out. It'll be a race to see who."


 


"Agreed." He shook his hand. "Good
luck." He went to that agent's office, scaring his secretary. He smiled.
"Morning."


 


"How did you do that?" she demanded, reaching for
a gun. "I'll be damned if you hurt Agent Cooper."


 


"I'm with SHIELD. It's Stark technology." She
slumped and walked off, slamming the door. "Cupid," he said quietly.


 


"What happened now?" he sighed, looking at him.


 


"Miles Berkin."


 


"Haven't heard of him." He looked him up.


 


"Be subtle, they just pulled a memory reformatting chip
out of his head."


 


Cupid stared at him then shook his head. He looked in
another place. "There's a terminate on sight order if he gets free."


 


"I'll make sure he's protected. I need his files."


 


"Done." He looked up. "So far they don't
know." 


 


"I've only told you, Sanchez, and Berkin himself. He
was on Xander's course when things went bottom up."


 


"Got it. I can arrange things."


 


"Thank you." He smiled and left.


 


Cupid put a note in the file that stated the agent was noted
to be dead. His autopsy led to the chip's discovery and they had been asked
about it but had noted there was no longer an issue. That would keep the higher
ups from going after the poor guy. No one deserved that much hell in their
lives unless they were evil.


 


***


 


Dawn appeared the next day with some tea and coffee. She
smiled and held out the cup. "Coffee?"


 


"Laced?" he asked, taking it and sniffing.


 


"Sugar. No milk." She smiled. "I might know
how to poison you but I'd never do it unless you tried to hurt my kid or
something." She sat down. "Phil's on his way here." Phil walked
in. She handed him the tea.


 


"Thank you, Dawn. Do we need more help?" He sipped
and moaned. "Very nice blend."


 


She smiled. "Clint picked it out." She held up a
ring. "It has an illusion spell on it and an ignore me spell on it."
She tossed it to him, letting him put it on. Then she floated over a mirror. He
moaned. She grinned. "That way even if you're spotted you're safer."


 


"Thank you. That'll help a lot, Dawn."


 


"Not a problem." She stood up and grinned.
"I'm madly in love with two SHIELD agents so I'd never want them to go
through the hell you've been through. Helping you makes sure no one else is
going to try this again." He smiled and nodded. "Need anything?"


 


"Not sure where I'm going when I get out."


 


Dawn smiled. "You have an apartment. Your bag from the
training camp is here with your other stuff." She pointed at the closet.
"If that won't work, tell us." She disappeared.


 


Phil pulled the chair over and sat down. "She's very
perky today." He smiled and handed over a thick file. "Yours I do
believe."


 


He put down the coffee to look it over. "How did you
get this?"


 


"I have a few contacts within the agency. They've
listed you as fully dead and an autopsy found the chip."


 


"Wow." He kept going, blinking at a few things.
"I don't... Oh, something chemical to erase them. Great."


 


"Our memory specialist team will be up here tomorrow.
They had to manufacture a new vial of the chemical mixture. They'll tell you
what they can and cannot do. They'll let you decide. They're doing a test on
someone who has no memory due to a trauma at the same time so it'll look like a
second test subject, even though we know it's something that works. We've used
it in the past on agents that have been tampered with."


 


"I've heard rumors."


 


"There's a lot of rumors and whispers about SHIELD,
most aren't totally true." He smirked slightly. "She wouldn't poison
you." The guy sipped the coffee cautiously and relaxed. Everyone at the
training camp had noted that this agent had a huge caffeine addiction.
"You probably have questions."


 


"Why SHIELD?"


 


"You applied to be a trainee agent. You hit the middle
of the pack for the first part, the physical and book work. You're marginally
at the cutoff of the group in the training camp but you could do it if you
pushed yourself a bit." He stared at him. "Xander thought you had
real promise. Apparently he was right." He smiled slightly, sipping his
tea.


 


"Xander?"


 


"Alexander." Miles pulled out the key to his
drawer and opened it to grab the tablet. Phil got him onto the site he needed.
"That's the trainee's bulletin board." He sat back, letting him look
it over.


 


"SHIELD has gods? They're real?" he asked. Phil
let out his own glow. "Um...."


 


"Technically, Xander's an external adjunct member of
SHIELD. He helps during emergencies and the like. He trains the rookies."
He smiled slightly. "He's really only related to SHIELD through
myself."


 


"You two....." He waved his hand in the air.


 


"It was arranged without our consent."


 


"Oh." He nodded, getting back to the bulletin
board. "They're all hoping I don't get better."


 


"That's because they're worried they won't make the
cutoff list. If they were really like that, they wouldn't have made it through
the first stage."


 


Miles nodded. "That makes a lot of sense." He went
back into his file from the CIA. "Will that stuff work on the older ones
they suppressed back then?"


 


"I do not know. You'd have to ask the specialists. I'm
a field handler sort of agent and half the time I herd Avengers."


 


Miles looked at him. "So we really have guys in spandex
saving the world?"


 


Phil nodded. "Not so much spandex but yes. Dawn has
been in a few critical battles as well."


 


"Huh." He let that sink in then shook his head
quickly. "That's really weird."


 


"Yes, it is, but it's saved the world so we forgive
them for their shiny metal suits and sparkly body armor at times." Miles
smirked at him. He grinned back. "Mostly they're nicely normal
people."


 


"Who is this Barton guy that they noted I had a grudge
with?"


 


"One of the Avengers. He's not aware of any of this and
I doubt he felt it was a grudge." Miles let him see that entry. "Oh,
that. He's long since forgiven you." He sat back down. "I'll make
sure of that later."


 


"Thanks. He's not local, right?"


 


"Malibu. Most of the Avengers are on the west coast
right now."


 


Miles frowned as he kept reading things. "Did I turn
into some sort of nice guy or something?"


 


Phil shook his head. "Usually very quiet, unobtrusive,
but if they annoy you they tend to regret it one way or another." That got
a nod from the man on the bed. Someone knocked and Phil went to see who it was
while Miles closed and put the file into his drawer, letting in the doctor.
"This is the neurosurgeon."


 


"Thank you," Miles said, shaking his hand.


 


"How are you feeling?"


 


"Bit achy all over. Feels like a sinus headache but
that could be from not remembering ten years of my life." He looked at the
doctor. "Am I going to be okay?"


 


"You're going to be just fine." He checked under
his bandages and nodded. "Clean, no sign of infection. Looks like it's
healing well." He stepped back. "Who decided to put that in?"


 


"I don't remember them asking me," he admitted.
"I'm still trying to figure out why. Apparently they had browned out some
of my memories earlier somehow. I have no idea, I'm sorry."


 


"You shouldn't have to be sorry. Whoever put those in,
they need to be sorry," the doctor said bluntly.


 


"We got told that there's probably about twenty total
in the world," Phil said.


 


"That's good to know." The doctor frowned at him.
"We're going to start you on physical therapy tomorrow for the new
weakness in your left side. It didn't seem like it was a lot of weakness so you
should be able to regain it easily enough." Miles nodded. "What are
your future plans?"


 


Miles shrugged. "I'm told I have an apartment and a
girlfriend. I probably need to talk to her."


 


"I can," Phil said quietly. "That way she
knows and doesn't try to pounce you like she did her first visit to the
training camp." Miles looked at him. "Snuck up behind you and grabbed
you."


 


"That might be a good idea, yeah," Miles said with
a smile.


 


Phil nodded, looking at the doctor. "While he needs the
help, SHIELD will be paying some attention to him so he doesn't have
problems."


 


"That'll probably be a good idea. I can have him moved
to a closer hospital in a few days."


 


"We'll talk about it," Phil assured him. The
doctor made notes on his tablet and left them to talk. "You presently live
by Atlanta."


 


"I saw that. Is it a nice place?"


 


"Fairly standard apartment. Few pictures."


 


Miles nodded. "I'm not sure if it'll help or not."


 


"We'll ask the specialists." Miles nodded, pulling
back up the tablet to look at things in his current life. A file appeared in mid-air
and Phil caught it one-handed, looking at it. "On your current life.
Someone was tracking you." He handed it over. "We'll have to deal
with that."


 


Miles looked. "Different group watching me."


 


Phil got up to look through that file, finishing his tea.
"That's interesting. They were declared a rogue group last year." He
sent a thought at Cupid, who sent back that they were cleaning them up. As far
as they could tell that was the only file. He sent anyone else that had SHIELD
notations to Phil's desk so he could deal with the agents and warn them later.
Phil sent back a thank you and sat down again.


 


Miles looked it over. "I turned gooshy."


 


Phil smiled slightly. "Love does that to one. I turned
indulgent and very tolerant at times." Miles gave him an odd look. Phil
shrugged slightly. "We worked it out. We are well suited."


 


"Huh." He went back to reading. "Is Xander a
tall, dark haired, middle aged guy?"


 


Phil got up to touch his forehead, reading his memories.
"No, that's Ares." He spotted him. "Hmm, you were at the
original Initiative base." He looked at that section of Miles' files.
"On the shut down team. Harris is Alexander."


 


Miles blinked. "Really?" Phil smirked and nodded.
"Huh." He considered that with the few memories he had of that time.
"Okay." He went back to reading.


 


Phil got Miles some more water. "You need to keep
hydrated."


 


"I know." He smiled. "Thank you."


 


"Not a problem." He wrote down a phone number.
"That is my cellphone. Call if you need me before I bring the specialists
up tomorrow."


 


"I can do that. Thank you."


 


"It's not a problem. We consider this a problem that
impacts the fate of the US and the world. Because whoever did this to you has
probably done it to other agents as well and they might not be in as good of
shape." Miles smiled and nodded. Phil disappeared. Miles lost his grin and
went back to the files. SHIELD was a bit pushy and hovering but it was nice.
Nice that he wasn't going through this alone. And the perky brunette one was at
least cute when she appeared and handed him lunch before leaving. The kid on
her hip was happy too. Miles sniffed and delicately tasted then ate the very
good vegetable soup.


 


***


 


Phil appeared in front of Clint. "Two things about that
situation. Remember Copenhagen?"


 


"Yup."


 


"It was him."


 


Clint shrugged. "I got over the anger at him."


 


"Good. Secondly, he was on the first Initiative base to
clean things up." Clint stared at him for that. "Or he was there with
the clean up team at least."


 


"That might matter." Xander appeared, looking at
them. "My doc is going to freak in a minute," Clint said.


 


"He was where?" Phil put up a picture of his old
self. There had been a bit of minor plastic surgery done when the chip was
implanted. "Huh. He was part of the clean up team. Not part of the
original guys, though he was one that I remember didn't seem to think it
mattered and it might have good ideas." He considered it then shrugged.
"I don't know. I won't hold it against him because of that most
likely."


 


"Good." Xander took a kiss and disappeared. Phil
looked at Clint.


 


"Don't expect one of those from me," Clint
quipped.


 


"Are you able to walk again?" he asked blandly.


 


"Barely. My PT thinks I'm getting better." Phil
nodded and left him to be seen by his physical therapist. Clint relaxed again.
At least it wasn't a huge issue. Though, that agent had been in the running for
the World's Biggest Asshole crown.


 


***


 


Natasha looked up from her reading in the park with all the
Stark kids and Philip. Who was being ran after by Callia right now because
Philip had stolen her hair bow. "Philip, do give it back please," she
said quietly. He pouted but let Callia catch him to hug him and take back her
hair bow. She smiled. "Good boy, thank you." He beamed and toddled
over to Bucky since he was walking up to them, yanking on his jacket until the
former spy looked down at him. He reached up with a smile.


 


"My hands are full, little guy. Let me sit down and you
can have a cuddle." He sat down next to Natasha, handing her the wrapped
bundle he had been carrying to let Philip hug him. The baby grinned at Mommy
then ran off to steal the sparkly hair bow again.





 


"Ow!" Callia shouted, grabbing it. "No
yanking hair, Philip. That's mean!" He pouted and sniffled. She hugged
him. "Go pounce Liz? Please?" He pouted worse. She huffed and handed
him the hair bow, which he didn't want now. "Take it to Liz for me?"
He toddled over to Liz to hand her the bow. She grinned and gummed on it.


 


"Why do I need a present?" Natasha asked, looking
at the bundle of what looked like a terry cloth towel.


 


"A demon appeared in a flash of light, bowed to me, and
said that you needed Comrade Tsarina there." He looked at her. "Then
it disappeared before I could ask why."


 


She frowned but opened the towel carefully. She blinked at
the tiny silver blue kitten. "You're a Russian Blue." She petted the
clearly young kitten. It would fit in the palm of Clint's hand easily.


 


"Oooh," Callia said, hopping up to come over and
look. "Awww." The kids all went 'aww' because she had. She found her
aunt's phone and called the other one. "Auntie Dawn, who decided you
needed a Russian Blue kitty?" Natasha was letting the kids look at the
kitten, who was staring at them like they were her servants. "Yup, to
Auntie 'Tasha. Cool! Thanks." She hung up and put the phone back in her
aunt's pocket. "They gave you her because she's very special. From the
original bloodline and they thought you'd like a taste of your former
homeland." She grinned and bounded off. She managed to get her hairbow
back and put her hair back up, but put the sparkly bow underneath her ponytail.


 


Natasha blinked at the cat. "I'm wondering if you and
Loki will get along." The cat yawned and washed her paw to wash her ear
then shifted and went back to sleep. She looked at Bucky, who shrugged.
"She is very pretty." She smiled at the children. "Play?"
They ran over to Callia to pounce her. She sighed but put her book down and
wrestled with the kids. Bucky walked over to save her from all three of the
kids, who pounced him instead. He could use it to teach them how to block hits
and attack better. Natasha smiled and shook her head. "They will all have
early self defense lessons."


 


"Good! Especially yours." They shared a look and
he grinned at Philip. "Are you going to get into trouble like your other
mommy does?" Natasha burst out in quiet chuckles and nodded. Philip beamed
and batted at his nose before squealing and running for the playground he had
just spotted again. "Oh, no," Bucky ordered, getting up to chase
after him.


 


"No, Liz, no, Chris," Callia ordered. "Stay
with me please. Mommy will be very upset and cry if you don't stay with
me." They ran back to hug her. "I love you guys too." She
cuddled them, sitting them down to read her assignments to them. It was science
so they needed to know it anyway. Chris wandered off to look at the kitty
again. Bucky brought Philip back to play with Chris. That almost worked because
now both kids wanted to wander.


 


"We are going to the car in ten minutes," Natasha
noted. "Please put back on your jackets." They got the kids into
them, even if they did pout. Then back to the car. Clint had taught the kids
how to walk together by holding hands, which was useful. Even if Chris was
pouty that he was holding his sister's hand. Philip was beaming because he had
Callia this time. She got them into their car seats and got in to drive. Bucky
got in beside her so they could go back to the compound. Tsarina was in her lap
and still napping off the strain of being stared at by the kids.


 


***


 


Natasha walked into the house alone, looking around.
"Loki cat?" she called, sitting on the couch. Tsarina was in her lap
being petted. A black lump of fur uncurled from under a couch pillow to meow at
her. "Good evening." She petted him. He stared at the tiny lump.
"Someone gifted her to us. This is Tsarina. Can you two get along?"


 


Tsarina sniffed and gave a delicate growl. Loki growled
louder. He walked closer to sniff her but huffed off. Clint walked in and Loki
headed for his human. His human would never come home with a new cat to pick on
him. Clint sat down to pet him, watching the two cats stare at each other for a
few minutes. Then Tsarina carefully stretched and settled in to curl up and
stare at them. Clint smiled at his cat. "She was a present, Loki. Can you
two please learn to get along?"


 


"Within a few days they'll be used to each other,"
Natasha said. She put the new cat down and put down a second bowl of food. Dawn
had suggested that. She also set up an extra litter box. Loki sniffed it and
used it for her then went back to his human and staring at the new one. Dawn
came in with Philip and both cats went for a high-up spot because the toddler
was cooing at them and trying to pet. Loki considered his new playmate and
hissed then turned his back on her. She strolled over and casually leaned
against his side while she walked past him. He huffed but let her. She settled
in to stare at the human slaves. Loki pounced her to lick her. She struggled a
bit but let him. Loki got all smug about it but that was normal for cats and
they could each have their own human.


 


Except Dawn, she was their human's human pet so she wasn't
allowed to have her own pet. Pets didn't own pets.


 


***


 


Dawn watched Callia change shirts since they were going
shopping. "You're getting a shape," she said with a grin.


 


"I have a shape. It's called genius girl shape,"
she quipped back.


 


"I meant an older girl shape, Callia." She pulled
her in front of the mirror. "See, you're getting a waist and a bit of a
chest."


 


Callia started to sniffle. "No I'm not! That's mean,
Auntie!"


 


Dawn hugged her. "It happens to all of us, Callia. It
just means that you're growing up. That's all."


 


"No I'm not!"


 


"Sure, you're not." She let her go. "I'm
sorry I upset you." Callia huffed off. "If you don't want to go
shopping, I understand. Why don't you put on a leotard and go do some tumbling
practice?" She nodded, changing to do that. Dawn followed to watch her in
the gym. She texted Pepper that she had upset Callia by telling her she was
growing up.


 


Pepper walked in, smiling at her eldest kid. "Great
job, Callia." She hugged her. "Such a good tumbling run." Callia
beamed and did another one. "Wow. And hey, is that hair?" She looked
at her underarm. "Huh."


 


"I'm not growing up! It's not time yet!"


 


"Remember that story about the girl that had the baby
at eleven?" Dawn asked. Callia shuddered. "Some girls develop early.
It means we can start changing some of your clothes soon."


 


"I'm not doing that. I don't need babies!"


 


"Sweetheart, you only have babies if boys get into your
clothes," Pepper said. "They don't spontaneously happen because
you're getting breasts and armpit hair. If they did, everyone would've had a
kid really young."


 


"Huh?" Callia asked. "Then how do they come
into being?"


 


"Remember how you watched Chris being born?" Dawn
asked. She nodded once, staring at her. "You have to have boys touching
you in that same area. That's a dual purpose entryway, the baby has to be put
in and taken out of there."


 


Callia shook all over. "Eww. Boys are gross! Why anyone
would let a boy do that I'm not sure but yuck."


 


"You just keep thinking that until you're at least
sixteen," Pepper said with a grin.


 


"Or older," Dawn quipped. "You can be thirty
and still think boys are icky."


 


"Is that like Daddy's thing about future
grandkids?" Dawn grinned and nodded. "Great. Does this mean I can't
hug Daddy?"


 


"I think it'll be fine. You'll both quit being
embarrassed about things sometime soon."


 


"And, hey, it's nearly time to let you pick your next
swimsuit."


 


Callia cackled. "That's evil, Auntie Dawn." She went
back to her tumbling. She paused suddenly. "Does this mean I need a
bra?"


 


"Not yet," Dawn said. "Sometime soon but not
yet. Shaving lessons maybe but not a training bra yet."


 


"Shaving?" she asked.


 


"Armpits," Pepper said. "We'll show
you." She nodded and went back to her workout. Pepper sat beside Dawn.
"Wow. She's almost ten." Dawn nodded. "Damn!"


 


Dawn patted her on the back. "Do you want to warn Tony
or let him realize it?"


 


"Let him realize it." They shared a look.
"No, he'll freak out." Dawn nodded with a sigh. "Tell him?"


 


"I can do that." She gave her a hug and paused
Callia to hug her. "I'm going to check on Philip and mug Clint for major
kisses." She winked at her niece and walked out. Clint was in the lab
because they were holding an Avengers mission meeting. She walked in and kissed
Clint, then Natasha hard.


 


Steve cleared his throat. "Did we need to see that,
Dawn?" he asked with a grimace.


 


"Yup. The same as I need a few seconds with Tony for
something that'll make him groan in displeasure." She grinned.


 


"That bad?" Tony asked. "Stock drop?"


 


"Armpit hair."


 


"Mine?" he asked, looking down his shirt.


 


"Your eldest's."


 


Tony paused and stared at her. "She's nine."


 


"Remember that story with the kid who had the baby at
eleven?"


 


"Shit!" he said, staring at her.


 


She nodded. "I noticed it earlier and she's a bit
freaked out. We had to explain that boobs didn't automatically create kids. So
maybe... a talk soon?"


 


"Yeah, I think I should. And Chris because he keeps
patting them looking confused." He huffed. "Thanks for the
warning."


 


"If you treat her differently she'll get more
upset," she reminded him. "It's normal to be freaked out."


 


"I guess." He rubbed a hand through his hair.
"Thanks for the warning."


 


"Welcome. She and Pepper are talking." She kissed
her spouses again before leaving.


 


Tony thumped his head on the table. "Damn it."


 


"Puberty happens to all children," Natasha
complained.


 


Tony looked at her. "She's nine!"


 


"I was eleven."


 


Bucky shrugged. "I'm used to girls getting that at fifteen
or so, not that young. We'll make sure no one gropes her, Stark."


 


"We've got to make those bulletproof bras sooner,"
Tony decided, tapping out a text message on his tablet. "That way she's
protected and it's harder for boys to get to them."


 


Steve shook his head. "It'll be fine, Tony. Really. All
girls go through it, the same as we did."


 


Tony stared at him. "I spent my first weekend with any
sort of body hair drunk off my ass wondering why in the hell I suddenly had it,
Rogers. My father laughed his ass off that I did that when he found out why. I
don't want my daughter to have to figure things out."


 


"She is a very capable researcher," Natasha said
dryly. "She has proven it in the past. Also, she has women in her life who
can talk to her about things like female examinations and female issues."
Tony gave her a horrified look. "Once she starts her cycle I'm sure we
will be."


 


"She doesn't need a cycle. Ever."


 


"Most women do get one," Clint said. "Then
they synch up so we'll all have one weekend praying to the goddess of
chocolate." Natasha hit him on the arm without looking. He grinned at
Stark. "Being on the pill means they can't synch and I have *two* weeks a
month like that." She slapped him on the head and harder this time. "Hey!"


 


"Shut up, Clint. Beyond that, Dawn could be pregnant
again if you worked more often." She smirked.


 


"Anytime I go to play with you two, you've been hogging
her."


 


Steve moaned, shaking his head. "Guys!" They
stopped it. "Thank you!" He got back to the mission briefing.


 


"Oh, Gods, this means she's going to have a bikini
soon," Tony said, slapping himself on the head. "I told her she could
once she had boobs."


 


"No she can't," Steve said firmly. "Bikinis
are for adult women, not pre-teens."


 


"Thank you!"


 


"A quarter of the world's women still don't wear
tops," Bruce said with a grin.


 


Tony glared at him. "No, she cannot!"


 


"She might be a nudist. She hasn't liked clothes as
much recently," Natasha said with a grin. "I caught her wearing the
same three outfits for the last two weeks." Tony gave her a dirty look
too. "Leotards and shorts."


 


"Shut up, Romanoff."


 


"Fine, simply noting a new trend in your daughter's
life."


 


"We can have a spandex suit made for her," Tony
decided. "One with a zipper in the back so it's hard for boys to get into
and it can be fully covering, bulletproof, and make her look like a girl."


 


"She'd beat you to death," Steve said dryly,
staring at his boyfriend. Tony stared back. "She would."


 


"She likes leotards."


 


"She won't like that idea."


 


"Crap," Tony muttered.


 


"Plus it'd be hard to go pee," Bruce said.


 


"Also true," Natasha agreed.


 


Clint shook his head. "If she wants spandex that badly
she can talk to the same guys who are making our new uniforms." They all
nodded at that suggestion. They could get back to work so Tony could have a
moaning fit later about his daughter growing up. The others thought it was
hilarious but none of them had daughters. Yet in Clint's case.


 


***


 


Callia sighed as she walked up to Happy Hogan, hugging him.
"I need to shop."


 


"Don't you have Pepper and Dawn to help you shop?"
He grinned down at her. She was getting so big!


 


"They're busy with something in South America and I had
a mini-meltdown the other day when Auntie Dawn was going to take me because she
realized I was getting older." She grimaced. "They can't go for
another few days and I can't find Auntie 'Tasha."


 


"She's in the gym." He pointed. "I saw her go
in there a few minutes ago."


 


"I guess I can go with her." She went to find her.
They were sparring so she ducked around Clint and pounced her aunt with a grin.
"I need to shop and your wife is busy with South American things."


 


Natasha looked at her. "That was a good but mostly
ineffective pounce, Callia. We'll teach you better when we get back." Her
niece grinned and got up, hugging everyone in there while making sure her chest
didn't make contact with anyone else's chest before going with her aunt.
"What are we going shopping for?"


 


"Just clothes stuff." She looked at her.
"Mommy Pepper and Auntie Dawn would probably be pouty if I had you take me
for the special first bra stuff."


 


"Probably," she agreed, smoothing over her hair.
"You don't need one yet."


 


"They call them training bras because they train you to
wear one daily and make sure you don't sag as much later, or so the people
online said."


 


"You won't sag for years unless your chest is
generously proportioned."


 


"I don't wanna look like a video girl," she
complained, looking down her shirt.


 


"You probably won't. Your mother did not. Your aunt
didn't before the baby. Your sisters aren't that generously proportioned."
Callia grinned at that. "We will save that for special mother times."
Callia nodded and Happy drove them to the stores they usually went to. Natasha
added a few more since she was growing up. There were fashionable things Callia
could wear that would help her hide her body for a bit longer if she wanted.
Tunic length shirts and sweater dresses, leggings, cute shoes. Callia stared at
the underwear section. Natasha handed her some. "I know you usually wear
the larger kind but those fit better under tighter clothes."


 


"Okay." She made sure they'd fit by holding them
against her hips. They got a size larger and in the pants when she tried them
on. That helped and Callia had good taste in shoes. She looked at her aunt.
"Can we pre-look at bras so I can get used to them?"





 


"If you wish." She took her to a lingerie store.
She needed a few new things anyway. Including something to make Dawn pounce her
again. Callia was staring at push-up bras. Natasha moved her to more sports
oriented ones. "Those would be more comfortable for what you do
daily."


 


"They're not really pretty so I'd probably need the
other kind for things like plays?" she asked quietly. Natasha pointed at
the 'young teen' bras, getting a grin. Those had lace and bows. They left after
Natasha bought some stuff and Callia got some hose. They went home and Callia
changed into clothes that fit. That was better and she was comfortably covered
so she wasn't as self-conscious of her new 'shape' as her aunt had called it.
She went to find her father in the lab. She almost hesitated to hug him but he
pulled her closer to cuddle. "Auntie 'Tasha took me shopping."


 


He looked at her. "Even if you're as stacked as your
sisters, you still get hugs." Callia beamed and hugged him again then they
got to work. That apparently let her quit being so self-conscious and
thankfully he hadn't felt the new boobs. When he did, she and Pepper could talk
about bra stuff. Because he would be drinking a lot that night.


 


***


 


Natasha walked into the office, looking at the phone. Pepper
nodded she was on a call. She had her bluetooth headset in at the moment.
Natasha settled in to wait. Finally Pepper got to hang up with their South
American plant. "How did it go?"


 


"I went for fully covering. Tunics, leggings, cute
shoes. She did want to stare at bras and I pointed out she could wear sports
bras since they would be more comfortable and practical. She didn't do more
than stare at them however." Pepper smiled. "You probably have about
a year before she needs one unless the shirt is very clingy."


 


"Good! Tunics would be a bit loose so she could hide
things."


 


"She's a bit self conscious but that's normal for most
girls as I remember." Natasha smiled. "We also changed panty styles on
her so they fit better under leggings. She was happy with that."


 


"That's fine. We need to have the deodorant and shaving
talk with her."


 


"Some girls do get hair removal treatments."


 


"I'm not for or against that but that'd be up to her to
ask."


 


"Dawn does appreciate nair," she offered.


 


"Callia's real sensitive to chemicals at times but we
can try. I'm not going to let her start waxing. She doesn't need to up her pain
tolerance any." She smiled at Dawn as she walked in with her tea and a few
new folders. "The reports from Accounting and Payroll?"


 


"Nope. They said they're not going to be ready until
tomorrow when I got nosy." She put them down. "Labs 5, 12, and 33 are
going to kill everyone. That's their weekly update ones."


 


Pepper looked them over and moaned. "No!" she
complained. She called the lab. "Stark, up here please." She hung up.
He came in a few minutes later with Callia. "I adore that look." She
gave her a hug. She handed Tony the files. He looked and groaned, going to talk
to those geeks. "No, sweetie, they're doing stupid stuff," Pepper
said, stopping Callia.


 


"MB's planning Caro's next birthday party," Dawn
said. Callia grinned and ran off to help her. She looked at Natasha. "What
do you want for your birthday?"


 


"A nice dinner." She took a kiss with a smile.
"I got something for after dinner that night." Dawn winked and
strolled off. She looked at Pepper. "She got boots and sneakers she
thought were cute."


 


"She usually has pretty good taste. We've taught her
well. Now we have to teach Christopher because he wears uglier shirts than
Xander used to by some pictures Joyce and Dawn have." Natasha laughed,
going back to the gym. Pepper settled in to deal with the South American
problems. Thankfully Dawn had put honey in her tea and was coming back with a
snack for her as well. Though Chris was following her trying to get some by
making begging noises. She hugged him and let him have a bite of one cookie bar
then ate the rest of it. That made him happy and he went back to the daycare
with his aunt. "How did he get free?" she muttered, eating another
bite of cookie bar.


 


Dawn leaned in a minute later. "He snuck out because
the daycare workers were handling Liz trying to make herself puke with a GI Joe
guy." She went back to her desk and came in to update a few things then
went back to her desk to handle some things and change Pepper's dinner
reservation to the next night.


 


***


 


Loki cat looked up from the pile of laundry when Dawn came
in, meowing at her. She picked him up to cuddle and pet, making him grumble but
accept it. She did those things to him a lot. She put him onto the bed and put
the laundry up. He huffed but flopped down to watch her folding and hanging
things. Tsarina popped up out of Natasha's closet and her boots, meowing at
Dawn, who petted her too. He meowed and got some more attention, making him
smug. The new kitten hopped up onto the bed delicately and curled up around his
butt, meowing at him as she laid down. He stared at her oddly but she was a
girl, who understood those?


 


Dawn laughed, petting them both before finishing with the
laundry and picking up the dirty laundry to run through the machines. Which
Natasha changed the settings on her when she came in. "Fine," Dawn
sighed.


 


Natasha took a kiss and grinned. "Thank you." She
looked at the cats, staring at them. "At least you two are getting along
well enough." Tsarina was kneading Loki's ass while cleaning her side. She
petted both cats, making Loki meow. "I know, Clint has the baby
though." He yawned and shifted to curl up so he could nap. Tsarina wiggled
closer again and got comfortable to finish her own nap. Natasha looked at the
missing basket then at Dawn. "You put them up?"


 


"Loki was using them as a sleeping spot."


 


"Thank you." She took another kiss. "Our son
needs to sleep early tonight. I have desires."


 


Dawn grinned. "And I'm on my cycle, dear."


 


"Damn." Dawn took another kiss. "We will see
what happens then."


 


"Mother fucker," Clint complained as he came in
with Philip.


 


Dawn leaned out of the bedroom. "Funny, you haven't
changed skin tones or gotten an eye patch," she joked with a grin. Clint
smiled and took a kiss, letting Philip beam and do the same. "Thank you,
Philip." She took him to cuddle. He spotted the cats and squealed. Tsarina
flinched and meowed at Natasha.


 


She smiled and petted her. "Babies are loud. You'll get
used to it." She petted the staring black cat. "Philip will not chase
you or pin you down to cuddle you, Loki."


 


"I hope," Clint said. He put the baby down on the
floor, letting him get up and run off to stare out the window. Their pool had
some birds around it. Philip loved to watch the birds. He kissed Dawn.
"You don't have plans for tonight, right?"


 


"On my cycle so kinda," she quipped back with a
grin. "Nat had ideas too."


 


He grinned as he pulled Natasha closer. "I can have
ideas about you too." She smirked but let him work her into a good pounce.
Dawn went to make dinner for them all. The baby came in to watch her. That was
good. Then he toddled off to look out the window again. She didn't see him
decide to get naked. She turned around with the pot she had been taking to
drain in the sink and nearly dropped it. "Um, Clint?" she called,
sounding weird to her own ears. "I think we have a problem."


 


Clint came out of the bedroom without a shirt on, staring at
his son. His poor, naked being bathed by Loki cat son. "Um....." He
took a picture and sent it to Joyce for suggestions. He picked up the cat to
look at him. "We have better ways of doing that, Loki cat." He put
the cat down and took his poor son to bathe. "At least it wasn't your
butt," he muttered as he carried him off. "Nat, we have to do an
emergency bath."


 


"Why?" She stared at the baby, who was pouting.
"What did he get into?"


 


"Loki cat was licking his chest clean for him."


 


"He will never live that story down," she decided,
getting up to help him with that. She could hear Dawn nagging the cat but that
was a good thing. "At least the cat wasn't trying to clean up the diaper
mess," she said.


 


He looked at her. "That was my first thought too."
They shared a smile then grinned at their strange little boy. He had been happy
with his kitty bath and now with his regular one. He did love baths.


 


Dawn walked into the bedroom to put down plates of food,
walking off shaking her head to talk to the cat. Clint and Natasha would send
Philip back out when he was cleaned and redressed. Then they could play while
she got some baby time in.


 


***


 


Dawn walked into the infirmary in New York. She still didn't
like the nosy thing in the Malibu infirmary. She grimaced at Dr. Shivs.
"It seems appropriate since you gave me the first pee stick test,"
she sighed.


 


He grinned and handed one over. "You think so?"


 


"I'm only spotting, not having a full cycle and I was
suspiciously nauseous this morning," she complained, heading to the
bathroom to take it. She came out and found both spouses waiting. "I was
going to take the test then tell you."


 


"Kinda figured it out last week," Clint said with
a grin. "The Halloween party was great for all of us."


 


Natasha sighed but nodded. "Yes it was." Dawn
hugged her. "Thank you."


 


"We can do an ultrasound," Shivs said happily.
"As long as I don't end up delivering either baby." Clint grinned at
him for that. He got them onto the bed by the ultrasound machine. "Dawn,
you look healthy and it looks like a single water bubble." She grinned and
kissed him on the cheek then mugged Clint while Natasha bared her stomach after
laying down. Shivs looked, grimacing. "You're sure, Natasha?" She
nodded. He shook his head. "I'm not seeing any sign of it."


 


"I took a test last week."


 


"Hmm." He checked better. "No, I'm not seeing
anything. So either you got a false positive or it reabsorbed. We can do
another check in a few weeks to make sure I didn't miss it because the bubble's
too small but I don't think you are." He wiped her stomach off for her and
helped her sit up. "Clint's got some more work to do unfortunately."


 


"It would kill him if we were both in our second
trimester at the same time," Dawn said with a grin for Natasha, who shook
her head with a slight moan.


 


"I was kinda hoping if you both were going together
you'd help each other so my poor back would hold up," Clint quipped. He
kissed Natasha. "Whenever you want," he reminded her. She smiled and
nodded. "Until then, we have to go over anti-kidnaping precautions
again." He looked at Dawn, who shrugged.


 


"Maybe it won't happen as often this time," Shivs
said with a grin for them.


 


"They'd better hope not," Dawn agreed. She looked
at her cuddly spouses, stealing Natasha to cuddle her. Natasha let her, one
hand on Dawn's stomach. "So, I get to have help puking this time,
right?"


 


"Nope," Clint quipped with a grin for her.
"Doc, can she have that medicine now?"


 


"She has an OB," he pointed out dryly.


 


"Out here," Dawn agreed.


 


"You can make it," he promised. "Beaming
satellite." He walked off happier.


 


Dawn sighed and looked in her phone, finding her old OB's
number to make an appointment. "Hi, it's Dawn Summers. She delivered my
first child and I think I need to give her some repeat business," she
sighed. The nurse looked her up. "That's me. Really? Shoot. Any idea where
she's being a doctor? Honduras. No, I don't want to move that far away. No, I
remember him. Thanks anyway." She hung up. "She's moved to take care
of native babies and mothers." Shivs groaned. "The one that delivered
Tara's kids won't take us because of his partner, who took over that OB's
practice."


 


"We'll call around," Shivs called. "I've
already warned Pigalli and she agrees, we're not birthing that kid
either."


 


"I want to go back to the same birthing center if
they're still as nice," she said. He leaned out of the office. "They
were great and didn't even tell me to quit swearing at my missing
spouses."


 


"We'll make sure," he agreed, pulling back in to
add that to his email to the other doctors.


 


Dawn took her spouses back the Malibu complex via the
beaming satellite. She walked into the office. Bruce was in there nagging Tony
about something he had done in the lab with Callia there. "Sorry to
interrupt, Stepdad." He stared at her. "Boss, I'm prewarning for the
rash of possible kidnapings, poisonings, and idiots who'll be showing up for
the next ten months."


 


Tony blinked at her. "We have an external GPS chip for
you to wear, Dawn. We can put it into something pretty. You and Pepper can both
wear it."


 


"Halloween?" Dawn guessed.


 


Pepper nodded, sipping her ice water. "You too?"


 


"Yup. The costumes doomed us both," Dawn joked.


 


Clint hugged her. "Doomed you my ass," he said in
her ear. "You enjoyed it."


 


She smiled at him. "Of course I did but I hate the
poisoning stuff."


 


"Won't happen this time. I'm not going on assignment
anytime soon if possible and neither is Nat." He looked at Bruce, who was
texting Joyce. "Tell her we're looking for a new OB. Hers went to
Honduras."


 


"Great," Tony said dryly. "Same place to
deliver?" Dawn grinned and nodded. "Decent for me. They were good
last time." He looked at Pepper.


 


"I need one too," she agreed. "Mine retired
after a car wreck."


 


"We need an OB on staff," Dawn complained.


 


"Might help," Tony said, making himself a note to
look into that. "Or SHIELD needs one."


 


Bruce laughed, shaking his head at Joyce's answer back to
his text. "Your mother just got asked why she was pretending to be a
cheerleader." He put his phone up and hugged her. "Congratulations."


 


"Thanks, Stepdad." She patted him on the back.
"Philip's going to get jealous." She looked at Clint. Then at Tony
and Pepper. "Philip stripped off last night so the cat could give him a
kitty bath."


 


Tony choked and spluttered, shaking his head.
"Diaper?"


 


"Chest when Dawn caught it," Clint said.
"Though that was our first thought too."


 


"I thought Chris was a bit weird," Pepper sighed,
finishing her water. "He thought he wanted to be a goldfish because they
swim all day in shiny swimsuits." Dawn and she shared a grin. "Are
you announcing it?"


 


"Nope," she said. "Let's hold off the attacks
for as long as possible."


 


Pepper nodded. "Not a bad idea." Callia stomped
in. "What happened?" she sighed, seeing the look on her face.


 


"My brother is a moron."


 


Dawn frowned. "He is not. He's little. He's not learned
a lot yet."


 


"Not that way!" She frowned at her. "The last
time you gave me that look you were pregnant. Are we having a new cousin?"
Dawn nodded. "Wow. Damn I can call it." She walked off to tell the
others.


 


"No letting it get into the press. We don't want more
attacks," Natasha warned.


 


"Of course not. Just our geeks." Callia waved a
hand back. 


 


Dawn looked at Pepper. "At least the spouses can form a
support group this time."


 


"True. They know how things will be going." They
shared a smirk and Dawn went to log in and get to work. She grinned at Clint
and Natasha. "Let's hope this time she doesn't get as extreme of morning
sickness."


 


"Yeah, that'd be a great thing," Clint agreed.
"I've got to find the sprout some books about being a big brother."
Natasha pulled out her phone to look them up. "I found a great used
bookstore, Nat. I'm going there." He took a kiss and left to hit there
before training started for the day.


 


Natasha looked at Stark then at Pepper. "Is it another
Stark?"


 


"Not totally sure," Pepper admitted.


 


Natasha smiled. "There was a bet going. I'll have to
see who won." She strolled off.


 


Pepper shook her head, looking at Tony. "No being
smug."


 


"Fine." He patted her foot and got up, taking
Bruce to his lab to work on the stuff he was nagging about, and to cackle
without witnesses beyond his AI.


 


Bruce shook his head. Stark was insufferable sometimes but
funny.


 


***


 


Dawn tapped her speed dial for Pepper, turning on her blue
tooth. "Pepper, can you please tell Stark I need his help catching
something? No, your son is proving he's a Stark by tempting women to flirt with
him because he's a fast little sucker. He's running up the parking lot from the
gym to where you are chanting for you while naked." She hung up and sped
up a bit. She was not as fast as usual today. It could have something to do
with running in heels on gravel. "Christopher Darren Oliver Stark, stop!
Now!"


 


Pepper hung up and looked over at where Tony was doing a
separate interview. "Your son's proving he's going to ruin the Stark
bloodlines according to Dawn."


 


He looked over with a grin. "How?"


 


"He's nakedly running around and she can't catch
him."


 


"She's usually faster."


 


"She's in six-inch heels, Tony, and he's in the loose
gravel-covered parking lot. Naked."


 


"Let me go help catch him. We'll talk to him about
clothes again." He grinned at the computer that had the video interview on
it. "He's having a nakedness issue recently." He got up and went to
catch his son. "Chris." Chris pouted at him, babbling for Mommy.
"No, you get me this time." He caught him and picked him up. Chris
wiggled and kicked, making Tony fall down with a groan. "Ow, son."


 


Dawn picked him up, panting. "Chris, it's mean to hurt
Daddy's balls. That's a good way to never get new siblings and make your mother
pout." She held him under one arm while she took off her jacket, switching
to get the other side off and wrap it around him. He moaned and whined, kicking
and wiggling. "No, you will wear clothes, Christopher Darren Oliver
Stark." She helped Tony up. "You okay?"


 


"Could use an ice pack," he complained. He took
off his t-shirt to put over his son, letting Dawn have her jacket back. He
looked at it then at her. "It needs cleaned, sorry."


 


She shrugged. "Figures." She called security.
"Can someone find Christopher's missing clothes?" She listened then
rolled her eyes. "Interview. Thank you!" She hung up. "Security
caught him using one of the bushes like the dog does. He escaped when they tried
to catch him after he got done." Tony limped off shaking his head.
"They'll bring you his clothes when they find them. He was already naked
by then." She tossed her coat into her car and went back to her desk,
sitting down with a sigh. "Damn he's fast."


 


Pepper walked past talking to her demented little naked boy.
"Thanks, Dawn."


 


"Welcome. He told the guard he was using the bush like
the dog does."


 


"Yeah, I got told that." She looked at her son.
"Big boys use the potty, not the bushes, Chris."


 


"Frog hump?" he asked, looking at her.


 


"No, frogs still hop around me, son," she said
patiently.


 


Dawn kept her laughing hidden until Pepper was out of sight
and hearing range. Steve walked past and she pointed. He looked up the hallway
toward the elevator. "Why?" he asked.


 


"Chris decided it was a naked day. He used a bush and
all that."


 


"Great," he said, going to talk to his son about
clothes. Pepper was talking to him about potty chairs so maybe it was a good
thing. Chris beamed and pulled off the t-shirt that was clearly Tony's before
running over to cuddle his legs. He pulled off his own t-shirt to put on Chris,
which made him beam and run to the bathroom to mimic his sister's standing on
the potty version of using it. "Nice job," Steve praised, helping Pepper
up. She smiled and kissed him, going to clean him up and teach him about big
boy panties too. Steve settled in to wait. "Where's Tony?"


 


"Chris got him in the balls so he's getting an ice
pack," Pepper said from the bathroom. "No, you have to sit down to
poop, Chris." She turned him around and made him sit. "Poop like
that. We give candy for pooping in the potty." He beamed and suddenly had
to poop a whole lot. "Good boy!" She got him some of Tony's candy
stash. He didn't want that. Thankfully Callia had jelly beans and he loved
those. He got half a bag down him before she got him to quit forcing himself to
poop and get cleaned up so he could put on big boy undies.


 


Steve looked back, pulling out his phone. "I'll order
more jelly beans. Those are the sugar free ones, right?"


 


"Yup." She sent a text to Callia in apology but
got back a 'better that than sitting on a wet couch like Liz had caused' and
that she was practicing her piano work. She took Chris to hug then came back to
read about potty training to their son. Who was happy to be on Steve for the
moment. Tony came in and sat down with a huff. "He went potty like a big
boy. That's why he's inhaling the jelly bean stash."


 


Tony grinned. "Great job, Chris." Chris grinned
and waved at him. "I like you too, even if you did just ruin my plans for
the night." Pepper giggled. "It's not funny, Pep."


 


"It is," she said with a grin.


 


"Just for that, I'm hogging Steve all night. He'll baby
my poor balls that our son kicked."


 


Steve looked at Chris. "No hurting the parents that
way, Chris. Apologize to Daddy." He wiggled down and toddled over to hug
Tony then went back to Steve's lap to cuddle in and point at the book with a
grunt. "Can't you talk?"


 


"Yes," Tony said, rolling his eyes. "He does
babble at the cars and the artwork."


 


"We have to get him to talk more often," Pepper
decided, taking him to cuddle and read to. He wiggled free and went back to
Steve, grinning at them. "Sure, have Daddy Steve." She went back to
reading anyway.


 


***


 


Of course, since they were in LA, big things had to happen.
Right before Christmas. During the Hollywood Christmas parade. The nationally
televised one. The demon overlord showed up in a flash of light and noise, his
army around his throne. "I will call off this spring's invasion if I get
the one I want," he sneered at the pitiful humans.


 


One of the guarding officers sneered back. "I'm not
inclined to make deals with demons but you wanted what or who?"


 


"The shiny one. The green one."


 


Dawn appeared in a flash of light. "Excuse you, you
want who?" He smirked at her. "Even if I would like to avoid the
invasion this summer, you still wouldn't do more than die at my hands."


 


"I'm immune to magic and poisons, girl. You have
nothing that can kill me."


 


Dawn smirked. "Who said those are my only skills?"
She pulled a sword from her purse. "Send your toys home. Before I have to
have someone kill them too."


 


"You don't have an army."


 


"I don't need an army," she snorted. "If you
do, you're fucking pathetic." The demon roared and came off his throne,
flying toward her. She avoided his grab attempt and stabbed him. He laughed.
She cast a spell down the blade and wove her spirit sword around it before
stabbing him again. This time he shouted in pain. "Like I said, I don't
need an army." He yelled and rushed her again. She threw something at him
and hit him with a spell at the same time. He screamed as he went up in a gout
of blue flame. "And by the way, welcome to fucking earth, bitch. Have a
happy trip home." The overlord's army was getting restless. She glared at
them. "Don't make me claim you by rite of conquest." They bowed to
her. She looked at the demon. "Someone get me something like a gun? I
stupidly didn't bring one to the parade."


 


"Any particular type of load?" the officer that
had been there asked. "Dispatch wants to know, ma'am, and Agent Coulson is
already on his way."


 


"Great. He can finish burning the demon. We're going to
move it out of sight of the normals so no kids get any more traumatized."
She floated the demon up, making him scream like she was electrocuting him. She
smiled and waved. "You wanted me how much?" She floated him into an
alley, with the officer following her. Phil appeared, dressed down for a
change. She took his gun and shot the demon. It died. She handed back the gun.
"Have fun burning him, Phil." She grinned.


 


He looked at her. "I hate mood swings. Have I mentioned
this recently?"


 


"Nope." She grinned. "But remember, next time
you're going to be there if Clint and Natasha can't." She walked around
the officer, hiding the sword again. "Okay, let me go back to making my
kid freak out at the marching bands and the horse brigade." She ran into
Clint and Bucky, taking a kiss from her husband. "Phil's here."


 


"Coulson, need help?" Clint called.


 


"Only with her mood swings."


 


"It's only been a month and a half." He walked her
off. "Why did you think he was talking about you?"


 


"How many green ones do you know?" she asked.


 


"It could've been one of those eco people," Bucky
said, following them. Just in case. Because he hadn't believed the stories of
what happened during Dawn's pregnancy. He was clearly under prepared.
"Does this mean we'll have no invasion?"


 


Dawn looked at him. "I'd hope not." She saw the
watching and waiting army of demons. "He's gone. There will be no invasion
this spring or at any other time. If there is, I'm coming there to take over
and only the children will survive so they can be taught better, peaceful
things." The demon army shuddered but bowed to her. "Now, go
home!" They fled. She grinned at Bucky and Clint. "Maybe we won't
have one."


 


Clint looked at her. "Want some fudge, Dawn?" he
asked with a grin.


 


She nudged him with a grin. "I could use some
celebrating birthday style."


 


He moaned. "Yup, once the kid's in bed." He led
them back to where Natasha had the kids with Pepper while Tony was getting into
their trunk for the portable suit. "It's solved and we may not have an
invasion."


 


"Great," Tony agreed, coming back with the suit's
case. He put it between his feet and took the sleepy Liz back to cuddle. Chris
climbed down to climb up Bucky. Who huffed but helped him climb him. Callia was
leaning against Pepper's side holding onto Philip's hand. Philip was chewing on
his free fingers while staring at the mommy. "Calm down, guys. It's solved.
See, the parade's starting again." They went back to watching it, ignoring
all the people who kept looking their way. And the reporters because of course
there were some. He picked up Philip, making him quit trying to pull off his
jacket. "No, stay dressed."


 


Dawn took him. "No getting naked in public unless
someone's paying you a lot of money, son," she said dryly, making Clint
groan and shake his head. "No one sees your diaper area except the
parents, the babysitters, and your future boy or girlfriend." She shifted
him to her hip with a grin. "Be a good boy. We have new books at
home." Philip squealed and patted her chest, putting his head on her
shoulder while they watched the fire department go past. He cooed at the fire
trucks but boys did that. She smiled. "Do you like fire trucks? If you
want to be a fireman I'll worry but I'll accept it." He patted her again,
grinning slyly at Daddy as he did it.


 


"Yup, you stole her again," he quipped, taking
Philip to cuddle. "We'll talk about fire trucks later."


 


Dawn's phone chirped with the new text message beep. She
looked at it and laughed. "Mom just said I'm grounded for swearing in
public."


 


"It's not really ladylike but during battles is
different," Pepper said, grinning at her. Dawn smirked back.
"Nice."


 


"Thanks." She went back to watching. She yawned a
bit. She was already worn out. It was clear her magic was splitting off to
protect the baby. Clint's phone beeped and he looked at it. Then showed Dawn,
shaking his head while smirking. She took it to answer back the 'nice mood
swing, how far along is she this time and do I need to send Benji to help watch
her' text. It was nice Ethan was worried. His next one said he'd be hiding
overseas just in case her mood swings got another parade of people who wanted
to make her feel better. She quipped back and told him no one had told Clint
about that. She stuck his phone back in his pocket for him with a smile. She
leaned on Natasha's side, getting a look but a slight smile. Xander and Phil
joined them, smiling at the people they moved out of the way. A few of them
were staring at Xander in horrified awe. Philip looked back and waved. Dawn
glanced back. "Hi, big brothers."


 


"Nice but still need spanked," Xander quipped.


 


"Thankfully I'm not your daughter." She let him
give her a hug. They went back to the parade. The local demon sororities and
fraternities had a float. 


 


Xander smiled and waved. "Needs more swamp grass,"
he called, cracking them up. The others around them relaxed and it was nicer. 


 


A reporter came up to the group on the way to the cars.
"Dawn?" She looked over. "That thing you did around your sword.
Was that what you did when you were pregnant with that adorable thing
there?"


 


Dawn nodded. "I learned it then by accident. It helps
sometimes." She smiled. She took Philip back and took his hand out of his
pants. "Quit trying to get naked, son. She doesn't need to see that much
of you." He pouted at her. "Yay." He fussed and reached for
Daddy. "He won't let you get naked either." Philip pouted at the
reporter. "You can only get naked in public if you're being paid a lot of
money, son, and you're not." She walked around the reporter, who was
trying not to smile. "He got new books. We're going home to eat and
read."


 


"Sure," she agreed, smiling at their backs. She made
sure they got nice pictures of Dawn. She wasn't wearing leggings. Still in
jeans. So they couldn't be sure if she was pregnant again or not. Though,
Pepper was looking a bit bloated.....


 


***


 


Pepper looked at the reporter that cornered her the next morning
on her way to take Liz to a doctor's appointment. "I'm kinda in a hurry.
We're a bit late because Liz didn't want to eat."


 


"One question. Someone last night speculated that you
might be pregnant. Either that or you had PMS bloat. Care to comment?"


 


Pepper shrugged. "Not really. Though it's nice that I'm
more important to people than some wars and some people starving and those sort
of bad things. I think that's a bit of a priority issue with them." She
smiled as she picked up Liz. "Let me take her in there before they won't
see us." She hurried inside, shaking her head at the receptionist.
"Reporter."


 


"We saw. Nice answer, Miss Potts." She got them
signed in and to the waiting area. Liz was dancing around. Pepper took her to
potty. The receptionist grinned and made a note for the nurse just in case they
went back early.


 


The nurse was waiting when they came out. "Awww, that's
so good, Liz." She handed her a baby safe sucker. "That's for going
potty like such a big girl." Liz beamed and let her mom unwrap it so they
could go back to see the doctor that gave her shots.


 


***


 


Dawn smiled as she got lunch for her and Natasha from the
nearby bakery. "No comment," she said when the reporter sidled up to
her. "Pepper said that the one this morning nearly made her upset.
Sorry."


 


"Not about Pepper." She stared at Dawn's stomach.
"You're still so skinny."


 


Dawn looked at her. "Why wouldn't I be?"


 


"You only used that sword thing after your sixth month
before."


 


"I only discovered I could do that in my sixth month,
dear."


 


"Oh!" She blinked. "So you're not
pregnant?"


 


"Go ask Clint that." She grinned.


 


"He on the couch?" she asked dryly.


 


"Kinda.... For letting the baby run around naked last
night for so long he peed in a fake house plant." The reporter laughed. "It's
not funny. Really. I turned around the other night and found the cat giving his
naked chest a bath." The reporter walked off giggling. Dawn paid for their
lunch and took the bags with a grin. "Thanks." She went back to her
car and back to work, handing Natasha her bag with a kiss. "Got asked
again if I was pregnant."


 


Natasha smiled. "Perhaps it will take longer for the
problems to start this time." She followed Dawn back to her desk, changing
bags with her. Dawn smiled and they ate together while Dawn did fan stuff with
her livejournal.


 


A few minutes later, Dawn's phone rang with a very succinct
text message. //That's. Mean.// Dawn grinned and answered back to see what sort
of mean things he was talking about. He said it was the story about the cat and
their poor son. He had referred the reporter back to the special task force he
would have to start to protect their next kid. That had ended that question for
a bit.


 


Dawn shook her head. "He's so cranked." Natasha
laughed but nodded, stuffing her mouth. Tony came limping up the hall.
"Chris get you again?" He nodded with a grimace. "Want us to
talk to him, boss?"


 


"No. Talk to my eldest please?" he whimpered.
"She said I was interrupting and told Chris to hit me. Kid's got quite a
punch on him." He went into the office to grab his athletic support cup
since Pepper had said she had stuffed it in the drawer the last time he had
taken it off and left it in there. He used her bathroom to put it on then went
back to the lab. Maybe some protection in the lab was a good idea today.


 


Dawn and Natasha shared a look then Dawn texted Callia to
come see her please. Callia sent back she had talked Happy into taking her to
get donuts so it'd be a while.


 


***


 


Callia slid her phone back into her backpack purse, looking at
the woman staring at her. "What?" she complained. "I've had a
shittastic day." The others in the donut shop nearly gasped at that. She
glared then looked at the reporter again. "I don't care and I'm not
answering anyone's request for some talking time. So what do you want?"


 


"There's rumors you're getting a new sibling. Are you
upset about that?"


 


"I have one of each, do I need more? Probably not. Am I
getting another one? Yup, and hopefully they'll be able to take over the suit
since I'm not sure if I want to, Liz hates science, and Chris likes art,"
she said blandly. "If not, Philip, his future sibling, or one of our
future geeks will have to do it." The reporter blinked. "Bad enough
Daddy broke my train of thought earlier while I was *trying* to get something
done for the upcoming young engineer's contest," she huffed, shifting her
stance and crossing her arms over her chest. "I'll never get the rest of
that idea back and I know I can't win unless I can do something spectacular.
Daddy had me do a paper on how often women in science get pushed aside and I'll
be damned if I'm going to be one of them. Therefore I needed that idea and it's
lost."


 


The reporter blinked. "I'm sure you'll get it back
later, Callia. Probably in the middle of the night or something. A lot of
geniuses do." Callia grimaced but shrugged, taking her donuts and swiping
her card. It went through and she smiled at the shopkeeper. The reporter
followed her out. "So you're going to enter the young engineer's contest
this year or next?"


 


"This year if I can get a prototype made. Next if not.
I could enter a few things but I'm a Stark and I have to live up to the legacy
so Grandpa will quit nagging me and suggesting I take up with a stupid
boyfriend who's going to be gross, sweaty, hate science and bathing, and will
warp my brain so it quits working right," she complained. "I really
need to burn the house that's keeping him here. Even if Daddy would be
upset." She looked at her phone. "I need to hire a moving company to
move everything out of the house first and to storage," she muttered,
making herself notes.


 


The reporter smiled at Happy when he glared at her.
"Callia?" She blinked at her. "Is Dawn also pregnant?" She
nodded. "Awww. I'm sure they're going to be just as spoiled."


 


"Of course they are, woman!" she snorted.
"I'm the reason they're spoiled so far! They're going to be worse. This
next one will turn into the drag queen version of Daddy in his twenties."
She smiled sweetly. "That should pay Daddy back for breaking my
concentration later." She got into the car and slammed the door.


 


Happy stared at the reporter. "Mr. Stark does not like
the children to talk to strangers, especially ones that take notes to share
with the world," he said firmly. "Don't come near them again."
He walked around to get in and drive them back. He could tell Pepper and Tony
that their safety cushion was gone and help Clint with the anti-Dawn-kidnaping
protection plans.


 


Though, he'd hate to see the drag queen version of Tony in
his twenties.


 


The reporter hurried back to the office to file that report.
And that Callia was clearly edging toward hormonal moodiness.


 


***


 


Callia paused in front of Dawn's desk. "I'm turning
your next kid into a drag queen."


 


"Considering it's probably a girl, that'll be kinda
hard," she said dryly. "Who did you talk to?"


 


"The reporter chick from TMZ." She smirked.
"Daddy pissed me off." She walked off nibbling on her donuts. She
handed Liz three of the chocolate cake donuts with chocolate icing and
sprinkles. "Those are just yours and you don't have to share with Chris or
Mommy or Daddies," she said with a grin. Liz squealed and ran off with her
treats to hide and inhale them. Not sharing was a special thing. Callia let out
an evil cackle and went to hide in the lab she had taken over. When Chris came
in she took one last sip of her Red Bull and handed him the can. "Here,
you can finish that for me, Chris." He beamed and toddled off drinking.
She locked the doors so no one but her and JARVIS could open it then got back
to her design work. She was really busy. She even remembered to activate the
electronic anti-ghost thing that she had built with Jonathan's help. That way
the nosy one couldn't bother her either. Hopefully it'd hurt him so he'd quit
talking to her about *boys*. Yuck!


 


***


 


The daycare worker called Dawn. "Do you know where the
Starks are?" she asked. "It's relatively important."


 


"Tony's on the couch with an ice pack thanks to Chris
and Pepper's in a meeting. Steve's on the east coast at SHIELD. I can come
help."


 


"No, this is something they need to handle as parents.
Thank you." She hung up and called Stark's apartment. "Mr. Stark?
It's Marilyn in the daycare. We need you to come pick up your heathens for the
day please."


 


"Are they sick?" he asked the air since JARVIS had
put it on speaker for him.


 


"Noooooo. Though if Chris bounds much more he's going
to give himself a concussion. I have no idea what they got into this time but
one's sugar high and the other's acting like he's regularly high."


 


Tony winced when he heard Liz cackling. "I'm pretty
sure I know the cause. Be right there." He hung up. "JARVIS? What did
Callia give them?"


 


"Liz was the recipient of three chocolate cake donuts
with frosting and sprinkles. Christopher was gifted with the last half of her
last Red Bull."


 


"Bullshit," he said, glaring at the ceiling.
"She's not allowed to drink Red Bull."


 


"Yes, but she's had three today, and she's a bit peeved
that you broke her concentration even though she was working on something for
the young engineers project and competition, sir."


 


"Fuck." He sat up and put back on his sneakers.
"Let me pick them up and then paddle her."


 


"She's locked in lab 11. She's even managed to block
out your father for a bit."


 


"Great! I want the plans for that." He went down
to the daycare, watching his poor, high son bound around the room singing his
alphabet. "Hey, Chris?" He stared at his father, grinning. "Come
help me look at house plans." He picked him up with a moan. "Liz,
come help me please."


 


"No!" she shouted with a happy smile. "Nope
nope nope."


 


"Now."


 


"No!" she shouted louder.


 


"Right now." He pointed. "Or have a
nap." She ran off and he had to chase her. Thankfully Security was on the
ball today and got her corralled for him because he was still sore from the
punch to his balls earlier. "Thank you. Callia gave her sugar." He
walked them both off. Liz was pouty. "Yay." He put them into his lab
and pulled up things. "Here, Chris. Color my rooms for me?" Chris
cackled and picked up the pretty stylus to paint with. Liz pouted but Tony took
her to the dog's treadmill. The dog needed to get some exercise. 


 


The dog wasn't going to cooperate so he had to bring both
kids and his tablet outside with the dog to run around. Thankfully they had the
back lot to do it in. Ten acres should be enough room to wear those two out.
Hopefully. When the rest of the daycare came out to get some running around
outside time in, they got even happier. It was good his kids had friends, even
if they all seemed a bit sugar high.


 


He *really* had to talk to his eldest daughter about her
evil bitch tendencies she was starting.


 


***


 


Clint got the first bad news of this new pregnancy via the
sound of vomiting. He was *so* screwed when it came to the second trimester.
Natasha had to be pregnant with how much she was spewing for just three hours
every day. Dawn didn't look too pleased either so she ran to help her spew.
Clint was at least partially wise so he didn't go help. He got up to make tea.
That's when he found the second bad news. He thought Coulson had a talk with
his brother. Apparently not a very effective one since him and two of his
friends were in the living room. "What? They're throwing up. I've got to
make tea." He went into the kitchen, warning the girls.


 


Dawn came out in full on glow mode. "You had better not
have hurt my son!" she said firmly.


 


All three of the wannabe villains stared at her. "How
are you doing that?" Barney asked. Dawn floated him up to smack him into
the ceiling as hard as she could. "Ow. I wasn't going to be mean to your son,
woman!"


 


She stared at him, but let him down. She took her tea with a
kiss and went to check on him. "Clint, he's loose."


 


"Um, yeah, he's trying to molest the cat or
something," one of them said with a point.


 


Clint walked over. "No, he's just napping with him, and
her. Son, what have we told you about clothes?"


 


Barney snickered. "You did the same damn thing."


 


Clint looked at his big brother. "Good to know."
He picked up the baby, which made him wake up and wail at him. "Quit.
Now." Philip sniffled, staring at him. "Thank you." He handed
him to Dawn. "Hey, JARVIS, can you call all three of us off work this
morning due to the obvious invitation issues we have?" he called.


 


"I've already called your supervisor, and Agent Coulson
was not amused," the AI said blandly. "He said he'll show up in a
while, once he has something for the ladies. I cannot tell Mr. Stark. He's
having a fit at his daughter for giving the children sugar and Red Bull
yesterday to pay him back for breaking her concentration. I shall tell Ms.
Potts once she's out of the shower."


 


"Thanks," Dawn called. "I'll try to be in
later, JARVIS."


 


"That's fine, Dawn. Try to rest. Such vomiting cannot
be good for you."


 


"Morning sickness," she said dryly. "It
fucking sucks, JARVIS."


 


He laughed. "I'm sure it does."


 


Barney pointed up at the ceiling. "Personal
deity?"


 


"She works for Stark," Clint said smugly.


 


"Oh." They shared a look then nodded. "We
weren't going to hurt anyone." Clint glared at him. "You're burning
something." Clint reached back to turn off the oven. "I should've
called. I didn't get those polite things, though neither did you so how did you
learn it?"


 


Dawn suddenly appeared and fired on all three of them.
"Because, bitches, my mom was great." They all moaned at the
not-quite-fatal arrow wounds. "Awww, what's wrong with the baby men?"
she mock cooed. "Can't take it? Hell, I've had worse than that and handled
it by myself as a teenager." They groaned. She smiled. "You invaded
my house. I'm not the nice fairy."


 


"Dawn," Clint said, getting a grin and a kiss then
she went back into the bedroom. "Adjust my bow back up?"


 


"I am."


 


"Thanks." He looked at them. "So, anyway, why
the reunion, Barney?"


 


"I should fuck her up," he growled.


 


Clint walked over, staring down at him. He shook his head.
"Trying would make all of us *very* upset." Natasha walked out with
the baby. "Hey, you managed to make him wear clothes!" He took a kiss
and a grin. "Thanks."


 


"Welcome." She handed him off and looked at the
idiots. "I should work this nausea out on you three." They shrank
back from her. They knew who she was. The pretty brunette had been a society
chick to them. This one....they were scared of.


 


The door burst inward and SWAT came in. "Gamble,"
Clint said, waving the baby's hand. "Dawn's in the bedroom. Probably
puking again."


 


Natasha looked back at him. "She was spotting this
morning," she said quietly.


 


"We can baby her if something happens, Nat." He
took a kiss and let the baby hug her in his own sleepy way. "It'll be
okay." He looked down. "Let's go check on the mommy while the
half-brother meets my big brother. That work for you?" He walked him in
there.


 


Natasha looked at them. "That is Barney Barton."
She pointed. Gamble looked down then at her. "No, they are not nice. As a
matter of fact, two are wanted by SHIELD on federal felony charges. The other
must be new. We haven't heard of him." That one started to sniffle. She
looked back at Barney. "Next time, don't break in while we're throwing up.
It's highly impolite. Call and we'd come meet you somewhere without the son or
Dawn." He nodded once, staring at her. "However, should you come near
our son or Dawn, we will be...displeased."


 


"I know who you are," he sneered at her.


 


She smiled. "Good." Bucky rushed in. "They
were here when we came out of throwing up this morning."


 


Bucky stared at them and pointed. "Isn't that Barton's
older brother?"


 


"Yes. Agent Coulson had said he would talk to him.
Apparently it was not effective." Coulson appeared, shaking his head.
"Dawn teleported."


 


"I'll check on her in a minute, Agent Romanoff."
He smiled at her. "Sorry. I meant to be more persuasive."


 


"Like Clint, the more you tell him not to do something
the more he will," she said dryly. "Next time, if he is showing a
tendency toward violence at our family, I will shoot him. At least once
fatally." The three non-heros all shrank back toward the SWAT team. She
smirked.


 


"Nauseous again?" Bucky asked. She glared. He
grinned. "At least we know to guard you both better."


 


"Hold on, my brother knocked up both women?"
Barney demanded.


 


"In one very sweaty night, yes," Dawn said as she
came out holding the baby. She grinned. "He's very good. He has a lot of
stamina. Hell, he made it so we were too sore to sit for *days* in just about
three hours." Bucky's mouth fell open. She smiled at Barney, who was
shuddering. "You'll never measure up to that gift, dude. Really."


 


"Eighties much?" Barney sneered.


 


"No, but local girl almost." She smiled and leaned
down. "If you hadn't broken in, we would've been a *lot* more peaceful.
But you did. If you'd like to be peaceful and not harmful, we'll treat you
better." He glared. She stared at him. "I've seen my toddler nephew
do the same thing and get paddled for it. Do you think I won't?" He
shuddered. "Not beating you, because I know. But I will make you behave if
I have to. A mother is never a good thing to piss the fuck off. We're
*creative*." She smiled. "Now, do you want to be peaceful and
unharmful?" He nodded. "Do your friends?" she asked them. 


 


"Are you going to spank us too?" one quipped. Dawn
handed off the baby, hauled him up, threw him against the wall and manifested a
paddle to beat him until he cried. "Oh, god! Sorry!" he begged.


 


She patted over his greasy hair. "Good boys don't get
that. Good boys who don't threaten my children or my spouses, either one, get
talked to nicely and not paddled. Now, which do you want to be?"


 


"I'll be a better boy."


 


"Good boy." She let him go, handing him to the
nearest officer with a smile. "Some day I'll have to remind my son that not
all bad guys are irredeemable." She gave Barney a pointed look.
"Though, never, ever threaten my son," she said more quietly, staring
just at him. He nodded slowly. "Good." She put the paddle down on the
couch and took her son back from Phil. "Let's try that breakfast thing,
son. You usually eat for me whenever I'm in a mean mood and today's a good day
for that." She settled in at the table with some cereal for him. He
enjoyed it and cackled while she fed him. "Good boy."


 


Clint looked at his brother and shook his head.
"Usually I'd be getting wake up sex about now. You made her mad. I'm going
to have to pull out all the stamina to cure it."


 


"Sucks to be you," he croaked then cleared his
throat. "She's mean."


 


"Not to us."


 


"Huh." He let himself be picked up. "I'll
call next time."


 


Clint wrote out a number and put it into his shirt pocket
with a grin. "That'll be happier." They got led out. "Thanks,
guys."


 


"Welcome," Gamble said, shaking his head quickly.
"This is weird."


 


"Yup," another guy said. "But interesting."


 


Phil nodded. "It was, yes." He looked at his
godson. "Is he all right?"


 


"He was nakedly cuddling the cats again this
morning," Clint said dryly, staring at his son. "I've got to duct
tape the diapers on him."


 


"No poop on the floor," Dawn said with a grin.


 


"Good point." He walked off to find the diaper and
wherever their son had graced his internal refuse with. Only one spot, in the
litterbox. Clint burst out laughing. "He thinks he's a cat, guys. He used
the litter box."


 


Natasha went to look. "That is definitely his instead
of the cat's," she agreed. She got down to scoop the litterbox for her
spoiled furry things. Clint went to talk to their son about his clothing
issues. Natasha found another spot he had peed but they had biological spill
powder now so it was easily cleaned up since it was in the non-carpeted
hallway.


 


Dawn winced and curled up a bit. "I'm going to the
ER," she decided. "Since we don't have an OB at the moment."
Clint helped her up, handing Philip to his namesake, and took her to the car to
drive her. After he checked for explosives and things.


 


Philip looked at his uncle and grinned. "Good morning
to you as well." He settled in to make the baby eat. He enjoyed him most
of the time. Philip never gave him any problems.


 


***


 


Dawn walked into work a few hours later. She put down the
orders from the ER, looking at Pepper. "I need a week."


 


"Okay," she said, looking at it, wincing some.
"Bedrest totally?"


 


"Yup. Feet up, in bed, not moving as much as
possible."


 


"Was it a complication from the fight? Too much
magic?"


 


"Not firmly connected. They think if I'm on my back for
a few days it'll help." She shrugged. "They gave me some meds too.
Let me grab the travel laptop and my tablet and I can work from home." She
got those and headed back to the car. Clint took her home and helped put her to
bed. That was nice and it was okay. They said she wasn't miscarrying at the
moment but it was likely if the baby didn't attach better. So she'd do what she
needed to do because she wanted this daughter. Natasha came in to lounge with
her, earning a smile. "Who has the baby?"


 


"Coulson. He said he'd bring him back later. He's with
him at the office charming the other senior agents." She stroked over
Dawn's stomach. "We will be fine?"


 


"We'll be fine. The OB there said that the baby's not
attached as well as it should be and we're on bedrest for a week and have some
new meds."


 


"That's fine." She took a kiss and snuggled in.
"Try to rest, Dawn. I will protect us until Clint gets back from the pharmacy."
Dawn grinned and snuggled in. Cuddling time was precious. Natasha was holding
down a bit of panic over being pregnant and holding Dawn helped with that as
well.


 


***


 


Natasha walked into the training agent meeting, handing over
three forms. She looked at the West Coast office head then at Steve.
"Morning sickness is foul and should be abolished."


 


"Yes it probably should," he agreed with a grin.
"Pepper feels the same way."


 


"As does Dawn from the bed."


 


"We heard. Tony was hoping she'd be okay and he wasn't
sure if he wanted to give her stuff to do or not."


 


"She can handle things. She has her laptop and tablet.
Right now she's using it to help Philip learn his colors early in the paint
program."


 


"I'll let him know." He sent that text message.
"Are you going on leave?"


 


"I know by the rules I am not allowed here or the
hellcarrier unless it's an emergency."


 


"Good point. Bucky's filling in for you on Avenger
missions. You're not to get into close contact. Long-range things only that
cannot get you harmed," Joyce ordered.


 


"I can do so."


 


"Good." Joyce hugged her. "Congratulations,
Natasha. It's a special thing." She kissed her on the cheek then patted it
with a grin. "We can handle you teaching a few of the ones that passed
through everything into field agent training?"


 


"I suppose, though I do not do that very well."


 


"You can have Bucky help," Steve promised with a
grin. She smiled at that. "I know he's been a bit bored too. I also know
he said he helped with your training." She nodded. "That's fine. Sit
in." She sat down and they got down to why they were talking. "We
have ten agents who passed Xander's course." The other trainers stared at
them. He grinned. "He even made it harder. They had to pass the obstacle
course in a time that most senior agents can't."


 


"He did increase the stress on them," the head of
the training team noted. "They passed at what I'd expect full agents to
pass at." The others nodded. "This means we have to find extra
mentors to finish their agent training."


 


"Are they expected to go onto specialist
training?" Natasha asked.


 


"Two, yes. One, probably not. He's got a good looking
skill at handling the junior agent things." They all nodded, making notes.
"He's not good in command of a group, Xander tried that with some
paintball teams. He can handle it and problem solve for himself or if it's him
and one other person, but not for more than two. The rest, after they pass
their evaluations and skill levels, they will probably need some. Natasha, if
you want, you can work out some mood swings. I have six going through torture
withholding training." She smiled at the scary super agent. "I did
when I had mine. It was great fun to waterboard the trainees when I was
pregnant and having mood swings." Joyce snickered, nodding a bit.


 


"I will keep that in mind. Thank you. Dawn might like
it as well since she paddled one of Barney's friends this morning."


 


"Excuse me?" Steve demanded. "His brother
showed up?"


 


"The more you tell a Barton no, the more they want to
do it," she said. "Coulson was a bit too firm and made it too
tempting. They were not amused that the son was naked and cuddling the cats to
nap with them."


 


Joyce shook her head, eyes squeezed shut. "I'll see if
I can find books for him about liking clothes. Or maybe she can take him shopping
a few times."


 


"In a few weeks, when she's not on bedrest,
Joyce." Joyce stared at her. "Spotting."


 


"Oh, dear. I'll call her later." Natasha nodded.


 


"You're both pregnant?" the west coast SHIELD head
complained.


 


"Were there a way without magic, all three of us might
be," she shot back, giving him a dirty look. He shuddered and shrank back
away from her. "Clint and Tony Stark are going over anti-kidnaping,
poisoning, and attacking strategies to keep Dawn safer this time."


 


"We have an external GPS chip made for both of
them," Steve assured her with a grin. "You're getting one too, Agent
Romanoff."


 


"I can accept that as long as there are no microphones
or other additions?"


 


"Not as far as I know. You can talk to Stark about that
later." She nodded once. Then got up to go throw up. He grinned at Joyce.
"Excited?"


 


"Quite a lot. Dawn was complaining that the new one was
making her a bit dizzy. She's fairly certain it's a girl."


 


"Wonderful. We'll have to get Philip used to being a
big brother."


 


She nodded. "That might help, yes." She made notes
of books she remembered on that subject. She smiled at the group.
"Sometimes, siblings don't get properly introduced. Then there's
jealousy."


 


"Sometimes," the female training team head agreed.
"Mine used to growl at his sister until his father had a *long* talk with
him."


 


"I'm sure they'll do fine. Philip's not in a tightly
structured environment but he's always got a leash on how far he can go and
what he can do." Joyce smiled at the rest. "Okay, onto bigger kids
known as Trainees. Are we keeping all of them here in the US?"


 


"It's easiest to do it that way and have a senior agent
oversee them," the west coast head agreed. "That's how we've always
done it. We don't have enough senior agents."


 


Coulson appeared with Philip on his shoulder. "I can
take one or two. I did train Barton, I did train Romanoff in how to work with
SHIELD instead of alone. I trained a few other notable agents." He sat
down. Philip grinned at Grandma and waved but stayed snuggling. "Dawn's
napping," he told Natasha when she came in.


 


"That's fine. She could use the rest." She sat
down again. "Forgive my sudden departure just now please." She looked
at her son, who blew a kiss then snuggled into his uncle's shoulder better.
"Going to let him terrorize the war dogs?"


 


"Xander wanted him to. Plus it might help make him see
that being naked isn't all that great."


 


"It could," she agreed. "This morning he was
nakedly cuddling both cats."


 


Phil grinned at him. "He likes animals. Maybe he'll go
into veterinary science."


 


"Perhaps. We would not mind."


 


"I'm getting him art stuff for the holidays,"
Joyce and Steve said together, then smirked at each other.


 


"He will appreciate that but do remember that we do not
need glitter all over the house," Natasha said dryly. They smiled at her.
"Thank you." She looked around. "Are any of the agents
female?"


 


"Two," Steve said, handing over files.


 


She looked at them, shaking her head. "Neither one will
do good in my area and one looks almost afraid of her body."


 


"She is, slightly, due to a lot of scarring she took as
a young teen in a car wreck," Phil told her. "She can make herself go
naked but she doesn't like to look at them. It is something she has been
working on for over a year."


 


Natasha nodded. She wrote down an address. "It's a
nudist's colony. They do not care and once she realizes that people aren't
staring at her like she's a monster it should help more." She handed it to
him. She looked at the other one, shaking her head. "I doubt she'll be in
my area of assassination either. The first, perhaps."


 


"The first has a really good head for
infiltration," Phil said. "She's very fluid about her personality,
can probably go undercover fairly well." Natasha smiled and nodded.
"Not as someone's special friend but as an assistant, something like
that."


 


"That's reasonable of her," she agreed. "Any
that are in my area?"


 


"The flaming queen," the head trainer said with a
grin for her. She tossed over that file.


 


Natasha looked at it, smiling some. "I can help him
tone that down and make him into another, lighter, version of my own
skills." She kept that folder. "Dawn will like having someone to shop
with safely as well."


 


"Yes, she probably would," Steve agreed.
"Wonderful. You take him, let us know if there's any problems?" She
nodded. "When are you going on leave?"


 


"As late as I can," she said. "I hate being
idle and I do not decorate."


 


"We expected Dawn to boss Clint around about decorating
the last free bedroom," Phil promised. "What about the twins and
Sean?"


 


"We are putting up an apartment over the garage,"
Natasha said. "We decided that last week with their help. They were both
very excited about the children coming."


 


"That's wonderful. If you need help, let us know,"
Phil ordered.


 


"I shall." She smiled at the sleeping baby.
"Thankfully he likes you," she said quietly.


 


"Yes, and it's nice having a baby around again. Makes
you calm down and think instead of react."


 


"Yes, it does. All but Dawn, who teleported out with a
bow this morning to shoot Barney and his friends. Then she threw one against
the wall and paddled him." The west coast head shuddered. "Dawn is
quite fierce. You may think her mild, gentle, sweet, and naughty but she has
her stronger moments and she will kill if she must."


 


"Repeatedly during the last pregnancy," Steve
quipped. "I'm adding an extra agent or two to the LA office to help handle
that, Natasha. That way you aren't jeopardized with her."


 


"Thank you."


 


"Welcome." He looked at the training team head
then at Coulson.


 


"Li," Coulson said. "A lot of her most
familiar areas immigrate to LA and the surrounding areas."


 


The training team head nodded. "I can see Senior Agent
Li and perhaps Borachik?"


 


"No," Natasha said. "We would kill her. She
tried to make fun of Dawn last time and Dawn ended up pulling a gun on her
during a mood swing. I'm told it took Benji at least ten minutes to get Agent
Borachik free of Dawn and he had to be sobbed on by her mood instability
issue."


 


Steve nodded. "I remember that." He shook his head
quickly. "She brought it on herself though. She called Dawn fat."
Phil nodded he remembered.


 


"Hines?" Joyce suggested. "She's nice, quiet,
efficient, gets all her paperwork done on time. Some day I'd like to see her
leading a section. I think she's got the personality for it."


 


"In the field she turns into a tigress," Phil
said. "She could definitely handle it but we will have to warn her not to
ask about pregnancy moods and the like. She has no tact."


 


"Which seems to help when you run an office," the
west coast head said sarcastically. He looked at Natasha. "Why were you at
Stark's party?"


 


"It's mandatory for all employees and I went with my
spouse, the same as Clint did." She stared at him. "We go to things
with Dawn whenever we're around."


 


"Thankfully that night, the cloak helped a lot,"
Phil said dryly. "Dawn was a bit....exposed."


 


Natasha smirked. "She has two more of those and the
crystalized outfit too."


 


He looked at her for a moment. "I don't need to know.
Xander would look horrible in them." She smirked. He smirked back.


 


"Eww, mental images," Steve muttered. "Even
though I sound like Callia." He rubbed his forehead.


 


Xander appeared. "I have a leather harness from the
days back in Rome when I sometimes played at being a gladiator if you wanted to
see me in it." He took his nephew, who grinned at him. "Come play
with the dogs?" Philip smiled and cuddled. "Good boy." He took
him with him.


 


Phil smiled. "He might come home a bit banged up from
running around."


 


"He usually does. We accept skinned knees and the like
as part of childhood."


 


"Yes it is," Joyce agreed. "Even Buffy got
some now and then." She looked at the other agents' files on the table.
"What if we gave this one," she said, moving it out of the pile.
"To Agent Li?"


 


"She cannot train," Coulson said. "She can
baby them through things if they need her to but she cannot train them in how
to do things the proper way."


 


"But, if you move Secreva to LA, he can," Natasha
said. "He is actually very good at it and looking to retire to somewhere
warm. That would get him halfway."


 


Steve nodded, making that note. "That's not a bad idea.
He's experienced, has tact at times, and can liaison with the locals if he
wants to. So that's three to the west coast with two trainees." They
nodded and got back to it.


 


***


 


Clint looked up from stirring pasta when Xander came back
with Philip. Who was naked. "Couldn't get him to stay in it?"


 


"He doesn't like to be naked as much. He realized when
he fell earlier that diapers protect things."


 


Clint took him to look over. "You have banged up knees
and other things," he said, staring at the roughed up skin on his son's
stomach and cock. He looked at Xander. "Fell down a hill?"


 


"Rolled down a hill with one of the puppies. He hissed
and meowed at them until the puppies pounced. They all enjoyed it but I had to
get him a slight ice pack for that. Sorry?"


 


"It happens when you're naked." He looked at his
son. "See, diapers are good." He walked him off. "Thanks,
Xander." 


 


"Welcome, Clint." He went home to snuggle with
Phil.


 


Clint got their baby dressed and in with Moms, then came in
with dinner a few minutes later. The ladies got bed trays. Clint settled in
with his and the baby's food to feed him. "He rolled down a hill
naked."


 


"Ow," Dawn said.


 


"Bit scraped up. I put on some neosporin." He fed
Philip a bit of pasta, making him grin back as he chewed. "Good boy. Eat
for us please."


 


Dawn yawned. "Six more days of this."


 


"It happens," Clint said, staring at her.
"You'll take better care of yourself this time." She nodded she
would. "Ethan's already offered me Benji again." She grinned. Natasha
smiled. "Ethan also wanted to know when the delivery due date was so he
could be out of grabbing range. I had to tell him that it was probably the moon
but he said he'd hide."


 


"If you're not there, I'm pulling everyone to find your
butt," Dawn said with a grin for him.


 


"I'll be there. If you two go together, you can be in
the same room or something." They nodded that was fine and settled in to
eat. "Nat, the drag queen wanna be? You're going to have to class him up.
He's used to gay boys, not gay men."


 


"I can do that."


 


"Good."


 


"We can help," Dawn quipped with a smile for her
and a kiss. She yawned. "I hate being on bed rest. I always get tired for
doing nothing."


 


"I think that's the point," Clint said. The baby
finished what he wanted and crawled up to sit between the mommies, who cuddled
him while they ate. He did steal a bite of Natasha's chicken from her pasta but
she just smiled and handed him another one from his plate. Clint put the trays
and dishes in the kitchen then came back to cuddle with them. Philip patted the
remote and looked at him. "Sure, we can have some entertainment
news." He turned it on ET. He hated those sort of shows but Dawn watched
them for work reasons and the baby usually watched them with her. They settled
in to watch them speculate on people's lives. At least until one speculated
about Dawn and Pepper.


 


Dawn texted Pepper and then found their site to make a
comment. It was out of the bag so she might as well admit it. She put one up on
her livejournal as well. "As my niece, in a fit of moodiness, decided to
out the pregnancy early, yes I am expecting. We hope it's a girl who kicks butt
like her mother Natasha and her daddy Clint. I'm pretty sure this pregnancy won't
have all the stress that the last one had, mostly because if someone tries to
kidnap me this time I've already got mood swings," she said as she typed.
She uploaded it. Her comments section exploded when she reloaded it ten minutes
later during a commercial. "Nat, they wanted to know if you or me is
pregnant."


 


"I'm hiding mine until I can no longer fit into my
clothes."


 


Dawn smiled and added onto her comment. "No, I'm the
pregnant one. Mommy Natasha is the favorite mommy of Philip. She's the only one
that can get him to keep his clothes on," she said then uploaded it. That
got more comments. Including some from reporters. She had to add a section.
"Due to some issues, I'm on bed rest for the next week, people. Please do
not bother Pepper or anyone at Stark. I'm not taking phone call interviews
unless they were already set up, and yes, Clint's very happy for the one who
asked. He hates morning sickness like we do but he's happy." She uploaded
that edit. More people congratulated her and it was nice. Pepper sent a message
saying 'thank you for telling them not to call your desk for a few days, Dawn,
and your niece's moodiness fit means that she's helping fill in for you for a
few days'. Dawn laughed and answered her back. "Callia's doing some of my
job for a few days."


 


"Good," Clint agreed. "It'll teach her a lot
about work stuff." He cuddled her and took the laptop to add his own
comment. Then Natasha took it to add to his and sign her own name. It went up
and they were happy with it.


 


Dawn looked at Natasha. "I'll warn you now, all the
maternity clothes are cutesy."


 


"I've seen," she said with a grimace. "I'll
have a few things tailored instead." Dawn smiled. "Are you going back
to ballet slippers?"


 


"Probably sometime soon. I've been a bit off balance
again." They nodded and it was fine. Philip was staring at the tv but was
falling asleep. Which was great to them. They loved it when he fell asleep. Now
if only he would *stay* asleep.


 


***


 


Pepper walked out the next morning. There were a few
reporters at the gates. Security had asked what to do with them so she was
going to run them off. She stared at them. "People, didn't Dawn ask you
not to bother us?" she asked with a smile.


 


"She's really pregnant?"


 


"She is. She's on bedrest for a week at the
moment." They grimaced. "She's fine. It's a just in case thing."
She looked around. "To answer other questions, yes, I am as well."
They all stared at her. She smiled. "We're already making sure that what
happened to Dawn during her last one won't happen this time."


 


"Is Philip liking being a big brother?"


 


"He's not sure what's going on yet, just that mommies
hate him being so naked at times."


 


"Potty training?" one asked.


 


"Not time yet. Though Natasha complained that he used
the litterbox once." They laughed. "They found him nakedly napping
with the cats the other morning again. Anything else? Because Tony's in a foul
mood this morning. Liz had the flu all last night, including on his favorite
t-shirt."


 


They left, going to report that. She looked at the guards, who
looked worried. "Barton will be here later to go over all the security
plans we had last time and how they're changing this time." He called that
into his boss. "Thank you." She strolled off. "Liz, c'mon."


 


"Bunny!" she shouted with a point and a grin.


 


"It's a cute bunny but it's not ours." She picked
her up and carried her inside, no matter how much she fussed. "I'm sure
the owner would like the bunny back, dear. But thank you for finding it for
them." She smiled. Liz grinned back. She'd let security handle it. Or
Connor when it turned out to be a higher level demon here after Philip. They
found that out when Connor showed up to kill it and told them.


 


Xander appeared, looking at the faux-bunny, grinning madly
at it. "You wanted to do *what* to my godson?" The bunny tried to get
away. "Have fun with it, Connor. I know you like clubs." He walked
off. "What's my part in the Dawn-protection plans?" he asked Tony.


 


"Not sure yet. Barton slept in this morning since the
wives and the kid did."


 


Xander looked that way and grimaced. "Kinda. Philip's
up. He's chasing the new cat around to pet her, meowing at her." Tony
shook his head with a sigh. "No clue why he's meowing." He popped
over to grab him, grinning. "Hi, Philip." Philip meowed. "Can't
you talk like a good boy? Mommy likes to hear you babble."


 


"Dada?" he asked, eyes wide, looking around.


 


Xander grinned. "He likes it when you talk too."
Philip babbled and meowed at him. "That's cool. Want to come with me again
today?" Philip was covering his diaper. "No, you leave it on so you
don't get scraped up again." Philip hugged him and cooed over his shoulder
at the cat that had just appeared. "I felt that, Dad. Change back."


 


Loki changed, making Philip scowl. He grinned at the kid.
"Sometimes being a kitten isn't so bad."


 


"I'll tell your husband that theory," Xander said
dryly, shooting him a dirty look. He turned. "What's up?"


 


"Checking on him. The web of chaos around this family
just jumped."


 


"Dawn's pregnant." Loki's eyes went wide. He
grinned. "We're handling it."


 


"Good! Is she getting support for her magical
nature?"


 


"She didn't last time and had a lot less problems.
Right now she's kinda tilted because the Keys are shifting."


 


"You might call your pet healer, son." He
disappeared. His son felt...something towards the irritating chit so he would
give him hints so he didn't lose her to maternity. Watching his son mourn for
them would not be something he wanted to watch.


 


"Hey, 'Sclep?" he called. He appeared, smiling and
waving at the baby. "Dad said Dawn needed magical support for the new
baby?"


 


He considered it. "Last time we cushioned it a bit to
make sure that anything that was trying to be done to her didn't hurt
him." He went to check on her. He nudged the ball of joined Keys back into
a better position. "That should cure that unbalanced feeling." He
checked her and the baby, healing the tiny problem. Then the tiny problem with
her placenta trying to shift. That helped and he made sure if she got poisoned
again it wouldn't go into the baby. He checked Natasha and did the same thing
to her. He looked over at Clint, who had his hands under his pillow on his
weapons. He grinned. "Loki suggested we check on them to make sure they're
all right. I made sure that no poisons are going to get to her." Clint smiled.
"Also that tiny placenta slip is healed now so she should be fine."
He popped out. He looked at Philip again. "How did you get scrapes
there?"


 


"He rolled down a hill with a puppy while naked. He's
been hating clothes."


 


"I've seen many babies do that." Philip beamed and
meowed at him. "Ah! You don't wear clothes because kitties don't. But they
wear collars and you don't. That's their clothes." He made sure the baby
understood with a touch of power. The baby pouted but hugged Xander. "Such
a good boy."


 


Clint strolled out. "So they're good?"


 


"They're both perfectly healthy and neither one will be
forced to miscarry by poisoning. I also nudged the Keys so they were back in a
central location instead of off to the side so she quit feeling like she was going
to tip over."


 


"Thanks, Lord Asclepias." Clint nearly hugged him.
"I worry about 'em."


 


"I would too if they were mine. They're both deadly but
cuddly and have people who want to own them." He patted the baby on the
head, healing his bruised parts. "There, all better, and he understands
now that kitty cat collars are their clothes." He disappeared.


 


"Huh?" Clint asked. Xander poked the baby, making
him grin and meow at him. "Oh! That's new. I've never heard you meow.
Babble like the mommy but not meow." He took him to cuddle. The baby
meowed and babbled at him, getting a smile. "Good job. Let's go play some
music, kiddo. Xander, problems?"


 


"Meeting over how to protect them?"


 


"Tomorrow?" He yawned. "Is there a sleep
spell?"


 


"The Keys are doing it so they can break off for the
daughter in peace."


 


"What happens if something happens?" he asked
quietly.


 


"It'd probably rejoin the others."


 


"Okay, I was worried we'd have to try to catch it or
something." Xander patted him on the arm and left. Clint sat down and
grabbed his guitar, putting it over both their laps so he could play with his
son's 'help'. Philip loved to help him play. "You're going to be so good
at music." He kissed him on the head and they went back to it. Philip
yawned but he was happy. Clint looked at the security system, which had a red
light. He put the guitar and the baby down, going to see which one it was. He
grabbed his tool belt to get the sleeping gas canister off the a/c pump, the
red light having been the emergency shut down alert, and then to beat the shit
out of his brother for it. 


 


Barney was even conveniently waiting for him at the gate so
he could beat him to death. "Trying to harm my bitches and my son is a
really bad idea," he said once his brother was on the ground bleeding. He
grinned. "Did you need another lesson in that?" Barney shook his head
quickly. "Hey, Coulson?" he called. Clint wiped the bit of blood from
a split lip off with the back of his hand. Phil appeared, making Barney gasp
and try to wiggle back. "Thankfully no cameras here."


 


"Thankfully. I'm wondering how they got out of
custody." He summoned the other two, which made them slam into a few trees
and the fence repeatedly until they came flying through the gateway. "Let
me fix that since our first talk went so poorly." He took them with him.
He handed the other two to Maria Hill and walked Barney off. "Let's talk
like men, Barton."


 


Maria Hill watched them go then looked at the other two.
"You being shot wasn't a good enough lesson?" They shrank back away
from her. She walked around the desk. "Let's go talk, boys." One
tried to move but Joyce got him with her taser and Steve punched the other one,
knocking him out. "I could've," she said with a smile for her bosses.


 


"Don't want you to mess up your manicure," Joyce
quipped, removing the taser spikes to rewind them into the base. She strolled
off happier. "I'm going for tea and cookies."


 


"Get me some too please?" Steve asked. "I'll
help her carry these two to interrogation." He picked one up, making him
whimper. Maria dragged the one still able to walk. By the time they got down
there, Coulson had Barney back and he was curled up in a corner whimpering.
"Nice," Steve praised.


 


Coulson smiled at him. "Thank you, Captain." He
walked off. "Let me check on the babies." He disappeared to do that
then came back to write up a report for that incident. Clint had said they were
fine and the baby was cooing at his guitar again. So that was a great thing.








48: Future Old Ones
Doing Weird Things


 


Callia's
showing that she's truly a Stark in the making and so is her little brother.
Also some more pregnancy stuff and on the future invasion. Not at all how
someone planned for them to go.....


 


 


Clint looked at his brother across the table. The judge at
the top of the table did not look amused in the least. "No, I didn't want
to carry on the bad family name so my son's last name is Summers, from his
mother's family. Natasha and I both agreed that Dawn's last name was the best
liked due to many things, and we like Joyce."


 


His brother glared. "That's not right. Are you sure
he's yours?"


 


"Even with all the attempts by the people who are
paying you to get new superheros started, I'm sure. We checked since they had
given her some fertility meds a few times." Barney Barton glared at him.
Clint stared back, looking unconcerned. "Beyond that, I'm not sure how
you'd like visitation with your nephew when you're wanted on two federal
charges, including homicide and making terroristic threats." The judge
spluttered. "How did you get bail anyway?"


 


"The judge decided there wasn't a reason," Barney
said smugly.


 


"Oh, they went through the one they're blackmailing
then. We, and SHIELD, know about him."


 


"No one thinks SHIELD is a real agency."


 


The judge stared at him. "While I saw the movie with my
teenage daughter, I've presided over two other SHIELD agents' divorces, Mr.
Barton. I'm well aware that they're real." He looked at Clint, who smiled.
"The actor who played you was good."


 


"I talked to him a few times after that when he needed
to know how I'd handle something." He looked at his brother. "Beyond
that, you're not getting near my son. My wife would send him to another realm
so damn fast. We have tight ties to Asgard, including her niece."


 


"Biological niece?" the judge asked.


 


"Yes. Her former sister's daughter. They were mostly
raised on Asgard and one's up there with her husband most of the time. The
other two are going back and forth to be with Atlantis and will be back with
them to start college. That first one went through Sword Sister training and
all that as well. We're exceedingly proud of all three of the kids."


 


"That's wonderful. Was that a joint decision?"


 


"No, the kids decided that they wanted to help Atlantis
when she got displaced. One of them felt more comfortable up there. Her twin
likes it down here more. Sean, their brother, is working on his warrior geek
ratio split. He's learned a lot from both sides and he's trying to decide which
side he wants to fall on. Some day I can see Sean taking my spot without being
part of SHIELD. He's an excellent shot."


 


"Interesting," the judge agreed. He looked at
Barney. "Why do you want custody of your nephew?"


 


"They're living in an illegal relationship. There's
three different marriage certificates that were filed."


 


"Not by us," Clint admitted. "Natasha did
that. I'm only legally married to Dawn outside of those few countries. Frankly,
two of them it's legal for me to have multiple wives because they're Islamic
countries." Barney glared. "Beyond that, your bosses want the kid,
not you. You have less patience than I do, Barney. An active, squealing, happy
baby like Philip would drive you nuts within hours. He only stops moving when
he's asleep and that's barely four hours at a time." Barney shuddered.
"Your bosses won't get my kid in any manner or method. I know they were
behind two attempts to kidnap Dawn when she was pregnant with him." He
slid down that file to the judge. It was marked 'classified' on the front.
"Director Rogers said I could show you, Your Honor."


 


"That's good." He read through it, grimacing.
"They are the ones paying his legal fees."


 


Clint nodded. "We're aware. Frankly, I'm letting him
hang himself because it's keeping my wife from handling it herself while she's
in a really shitty mood from the morning sickness."


 


"What, she going to *magic* us?" Barney sneered.


 


"Not that one." He grinned. Barney went pale.
"Dawn's not supposed to be doing heavy magic or else you'd already be
destroyed. Dawn's been told that she's not allowed to destroy you like she did
that castle." He grinned more brightly. "Dawn's really unhappy with
morning sickness but the new meds are wonderful." Barney slumped down a
bit, shifting away from Clint.


 


"Is she able to handle her own self defense?" the
judge asked. "I remember reading reports on the attacks last time."


 


"She won't have to do it on her own this time, Your
Honor. If the known plot for this spring happens, she'll be out of harm's way
taking long-distance shots. We're hoping that idiot who showed up during the
parade's death stopped it cold."


 


"I hope so too. I remember the last one." He
grimaced. "If not, can you give us some warning?"


 


"We know what month it'll happen in if it does
happen," he offered. "We know it'll be in April and she's due in late
July or early August." The judge gave him an odd look. "Her last OB
is in Nicaragua."


 


"So she's picking a new one?"


 


"Yup."


 


"Wonderful. I hope she finds a good one."


 


"We think she will." He crossed his feet and
looked at his brother. "If he wasn't being an asshole I would've had lunch
with him and maybe the son if I felt it was safe. Then again, he did put a
sleeping gas canister on my house's air pump." He slid down that report.
"He paid hard for that stunt, didn't he?" He stared at him.


 


"I can still press charges."


 


"You go right ahead," Clint said with a grin.
"You can do it twice even."


 


Thor stomped in and slammed the door. "Noble Clint,
your wives were worried that you had no backup since you would not allow them
to come."


 


"I didn't think Barney wanted to be set on fire by
Natasha, Thor, but sure, I could use it." Thor sat down. "This is my
nephew-in-law. He married one of the nieces."


 


"That's a good family," the judge agreed, smiling
at him. "Lord Thor." Thor nodded politely back. "Have you met
Agent Barton's brother?"


 


"I have not." He stared at him. "I have heard
from my wife's complaints that you are not really like the noble Clint."


 


"No, I'm not like him," Barney sneered. "I'm
not a do-gooder sort."


 


Clint shrugged. "I'm a master assassin first and
foremost," he said dryly. "Not exactly the do-gooder sort
myself." Thor looked at him. "I am."


 


"I knew of such. You have still taken out many threats
to humanity in such manners. That is just as noble as we do in battles."
Clint grinned and patted him on the shoulder. "The ladies looked ill?
Should I keep my wife from them?"


 


"No, they've got morning sickness, Thor."


 


He frowned. "What is that?"


 


"They're in the sick part of the pregnancy."


 


"Oh!" He blinked a few times and smiled. "She
will be over the moon."


 


"I know Artemis is looking forward to giving you a few
sons," Clint said with a grin for him.


 


Thor smiled. "I too look forward to it. She will make
strong children for me to play with until they're old enough for me to
train."


 


"We hope all the kids in the family are strong and healthy."
Thor smiled at that. He looked at his brother again. "Even if you were,
Philip would probably destroy your entire group of morons. He may be an infant
but he's got really smart backup already from the Stark kids. Who.....well, I'm
fairly certain Callia can design things to destroy you. If not, her aunt can.
Or her dad." He smirked. "Tony used to be *really* good at it
too."


 


"He doesn't do weapons anymore," Barney said
smugly.


 


Clint laughed. "He does for the Avengers." Barney
stiffened. "Beyond that, threatening his kid? Do you think he won't go
back there within milliseconds of finding out? Or hell, ask Xander what he has
in his armory to update?"


 


"I have not seen my nephew's armory," Thor
realized. "He has it well hidden."


 


"Yup, but Dawn knows where it is," Clint assured
him. "They coo over the weapons sometimes."


 


"That is a good hobby for one who is wanted such as she
is," Thor decided.


 


Xander appeared and hugged Clint. "I'll show you the
next time you come over." He stared at Barney. "Want to come
spar?"


 


"Nope."


 


"Pity."


 


"Don't," the judge ordered patiently. "We
will not harm him. He is going through the legal system with a pitiful reason
but it is nothing to warrant you using him as a training aid for whatever
trainees you have there, Lord Xander."


 


Xander grinned at him. "Who said I'd let the trainees
play with him? Phil and I need something to spar against."


 


"Not really an acceptable solution while he has a
petition in front of the courts," the judge said.


 


"Sure, I can wait." He grinned and disappeared
after hugging his uncle.


 


"He hugs well," Thor said. "I have no idea
who taught him that."


 


Clint smirked. "We were being protected by Hades for a
bit before that dinner and had one of his ex's show up like a missionary asking
us if we knew Xander." Thor burst out laughing, shaking his head.
"Yeah, I think it was one of them, Thor. We were told they have a whole
section to themselves."


 


"That might be a good idea with what my nephew used to
date," he agreed. "I will have to look in on that." He looked at
Barney. "What would you do with a child anyway? You have no home, no farm
to provide for them or a job to buy what they need since you cannot grow it.
You have no way of training any special gifts the child may have in the future."


 


"We can train him," Barney assured him.


 


"No, you can't," Clint said. His phone beeped so
he looked at it, grinning. He answered and put it back in his pocket. The judge
coughed. "The results of a raid the trainees went on earlier. I'm supposed
to be overseeing it but I traded missions with someone." He looked at his
brother again. "You'd never get any sort of training done. Philip hardly
listens to us. He'll only eat for Natasha. He'll only wear clothes when she
makes him. The only thing that he'll let you do for him is play music and then
he'd probably take your head off when you quit playing." Barney was still
glaring. Clint stared back. "Really. My son is the product of both his
parents' stubbornness. And Dawn's really a bitch when she's stubborn."


 


Thor nodded quickly. "I have seen her out-stubborn a
few groups in the past." Clint looked at him. "The one that kept
wanting her during her last pregnancy. You did not get told that she had been
captured for a whole day but they had all been pouty when they gave her back
because they decided they didn't want to sacrifice her to their wanted demon
after all?"


 


"No, I hadn't. I'll have to ask." He smirked a
bit. Thor grinned. "When?"


 


"Just before you came back from that first
assignment."


 


"Ah. That's good to know." He sent a thought at
Dawn, who admitted she had made them all pout. He shook his head.


 


"You're not telepathic," Barney snorted.


 


"Just with the wives." He smirked evilly.
"Romania taught us all some new tricks." Barney went very pale.
"Then again, it got Dawn to use the training Xander and Spike had given
her a bit more often. She used to be a lot sweeter. She hadn't had to kill
anyone before then. Then she had to do it again and again and again."
Barney shuddered. "Yeah, just like she nearly killed your dumb ass. She
was feeling merciful by the way. She was willing to give you a chance. Next
time... nope."


 


"A protective mother is the fiercest thing in
nature," Thor agreed.


 


"How did she shoot him?" the judge asked.


 


"He and his buddies broke into the house while we were
asleep. We woke up to them being in the living room with our son, who decided
he was going to get naked and pretend to be a cat with ours."


 


"I still can't believe you have cats," Barney
sneered.


 


"No, Natasha got given a kitten recently as a sign of
respect and Loki was hers too. Then again, she had spent about a year as a
cat." Thor stared at him oddly. "Rosenburg to keep her execution from
being carried out."


 


"Hmm," Thor said, nodding then shaking his head
quickly. "I have heard of her misdeeds. It is good that her last act was
to return to the side of good in that epic battle in Sunnydale."


 


"Willow?" Barney asked. "She's not *bad* but
she's got no style."


 


"She died in the Battle of Sunnydale," Clint said.
"How is she back?"


 


Barney shrugged. "Don't know."


 


"We'll figure that out." He sent a text message to
Dawn and a prayer at Xander and Coulson.


 


Xander reappeared. "Excuse me, someone resurrected
Willow Rosenburg again?" Barney was staring at him. He realized he was in
full aura mode but yay. "Let's go talk about that. That's an apocalypse in
the making." He brought him with him to the Halls to talk about it and
look that up. What he saw did not amuse him. "Phil!" He appeared so
Xander pointed. "See that wrongness? That's the key to starting the First
Evil prophecies." He brought the book from the library to show him.


 


Phil looked and nodded. "Done." He took it to tell
Joyce, who would probably cry a bit. "We have an issue." He put down
the book open to the prophecy.


 


Steve read it and nodded slowly. "Yours?"


 


"Willow's. She's working with Barney Barton's
group."


 


"We were going to raid them," Joyce said quietly,
taking it to look at. "Hell no. We don't need fewer slayers. They don't
deserve that." They shared a look. "Steve?"


 


"We were going to raid. Go. Today if possible. Make
sure the resurrection is canceled." Phil nodded, taking the book to handle
that. "I hope we're in time," he said quietly.


 


"Me too." She gave his wrist a squeeze. "Let
me go warn Bruce." He nodded, tapping out a text to Tony and Pepper too.
They'd call Cleveland as well, to check on the girls. Thankfully, the displaced
heros were all down there and had protected the girls and agents.


 


***


 


Xander called his people together. "We have a
problem."


 


"Is that why we have a bad guy in a cage?" John
guessed, pointing at where Barney was hanging in a large bird cage from the
ceiling.


 


"He's working with Willow."


 


"Willow?" Roque demanded. "Rosenburg?"
He glared at the bad guy, who was nodding. "Whose bright fucking idea was
that?" he demanded.


 


"No clue," Xander admitted. "Phil's leading a
raid. The bad news is that I looked and she's got that wrongness. She came back
wrong."


 


"The First Evil prophecies," John said then
shuddered. "I'm going with Phil."


 


"Ditto," Roque said. "My whole damn team's
backing them up." Xander smiled and nodded. "I'm not going to make
you kill her again. Go ask Hades how she got out?" Xander went to do that.
"John, just you?"


 


"Yup. Coulson?" He appeared. "We're helping
to make sure of it."


 


"We just found a weird thing. Two children that seem to
look a lot like Loki and Ares." He put up a mirror to show them.


 


"I'll be damned. They're chaosing the bad guys,"
Roque said with a mean grin. "Good!" He looked at his boss. "How
soon?"


 


"One hour." He took Barney's communications gear
from him after blocking it. "Or ten minutes. How soon can you get
there?"


 


"Now." He turned. "Losers, pack it up and
let's go!" he ordered. "We've got evil shits trying to destroy the
universe again by taking in powerful kids."


 


"Hell to the fuck no," Jensen said firmly.
"We only need extra ammo." Clay was getting it with Pooch. He took
his and they went with Phil. Who got all their people to the appointed spot
thanks to Stark's beaming satellite. John appeared. Roque got a few extra
knives and appeared. They rushed the compound, which was a partial trap but
Phil could tell where she had stashed them and opened the sub-realm to stop it
while Roque got the doomsday device. Stark beamed out to help with that.


 


"I don't usually swear but fuck this shit," Stark
growled as he finished disarming the bomb. He stomped off. "Willow Goddamn
Rosenburg."


 


She sneered. "You've already lost."


 


"No, he hasn't," Alana said as she appeared with
her Valkyries. "Not by a long shot." Willow shrieked but there were
four gods on site. And they'd all had enough of her.


 


***


 


Clint's phone beeped. "Your Honor, my brother's been
taken captive so he couldn't warn that SHIELD was going to take down the
problem." He looked at him. "I have to go too. I'm being summoned."
He and Thor got beamed out to go with the strike team.


 


The judge huffed. "They're more strange than the movie
said."


 


***


 


Xander appeared in Hades' realm, finding everyone asleep.
"Hades? 'Sephone?" he called. No answer. He called down the next one
who'd know. "Hermes?" He appeared. "What happened?"


 


"We have no idea, Xander. Not like Hades invites us
down for dinner."


 


"Why didn't someone tell me?" he demanded calmly.


 


"Why would we?"


 


Xander stared at him. "Because him being knocked out
this way let a soul be resurrected wrong." Hermes' eyes went wide.
"We're presently making sure the First Evil isn't starting to get
free." He looked around, not seeing the disgust that was quickly hidden.
Xander stared at him. "How about this." He chained him up and smiled.
"I felt that. You don't have a chaos god parent without learning to always
watch your back." He felt around and zapped Hades into waking. He heard
the bellow. "It's worse than you think!" he called. Hades appeared,
sword in hand. "I just knocked you back awake. Someone took Willow up
wrong."


 


Hades searched, shaking his head. "She's still there,
Xander." Xander showed him. Hades stared then shuddered. "She's a
conduit to the First Evil already. Check the seal?" Xander put up a mirror
of Sunnydale. There was a faint glow. You could barely see it. Hades grimaced.
"She's already starting to come out." He looked at Hermes, who was
sneering. "He's under someone's influence."


 


"Got any good guesses or is it them?"


 


Hades checked him. "It's them." He went to get
Hera and Gaia. They were in charge. They came back to free Hermes and asked him
what had happened.


 


"Someone let the First Evil out," Xander said
simply when the shouting started. They stared at him. "Willow Rosenburg's
the conduit." They checked where she was and Gaia screamed, heading there.
Xander, Hermes, Hera, and Hades went after her. Xander sent a shout at Phil to
warn him so the SHIELD agents were out of the way when Gaia appeared and
started to blast at Willow. "How do we seal her in?" Xander called to
Hera, who had the prophecy.


 


"Seven slayers have to bleed on the seal, Xander."


 


"We have four." He shouted that at Alana, who took
off to get the scythe and activate a few more to bring to the battle. Faith
showed up thanks to Dawn beaming her, with Connor beside her. They rushed in.
Xander stopped them and took them to Sunnydale. Alana sent the Cleveland
slayers there with their backup agents. Alana appeared and Xander activated the
next few with the help of the slayer spirit because she realized how bad it
was. Alana had the Valkyries gather them to bring them to her. They were all
teenagers. All trained though. This was going to suck.


 


***


 


Phil looked over at the battle going on. It was not pretty.
He was firing on the guards to give the other agents a space to move into.
"Barton, take point of C team," he ordered. "Get us a clear
path. Take Stark." He nodded and turned to move his team there and take
Stark with him. "Send the Hulk to Sunnydale. She left a metric ton of
warriors there to guard her seal." Tony got him beamed off. Phil took one
team. Clay had taken over another one that had the senior agent fall. He saw
the main contingent appear and nodded. "Some of them need to be in
Sunnydale," he called to Captain America.


 


"We sent six teams to back them up," he noted. He
stared. "So that's her?"


 


"Her body. Part of her soul. The rest is still in
Hades' realm." Steve Rogers nodded and led his people into battle. Bucky
appeared with a few others and they dove in with Cap's teams. Phil's team made
sure that no one got out of the portal that shouldn't. He spotted the two
children and blipped down to grab them. He could tell who they were and that
they were suppressed. He ended the spells around them, letting Loki and Ares
regrow. "Here or Sunnydale?" he asked.


 


"Sunnydale," Ares said, gathering his warriors and
heading there. Loki helped their side in the battle on that site. He was not
pleased and it was not a good day.


 


***


 


Xander looked up as the Hulk appeared. "Hey."


 


"Hulk's seen this place," he sneered.


 


"This time it's worse than the purple guy. Strong god,
Hulk." He pointed. "The girls have to get to that to bleed on
it."


 


"Hulk smash!" he growled as he charged forward.


 


"Slayers, follow the Hulk." They rushed after him.
The agents, and warriors when they showed up, helped by giving them a safe
corridor to run in. He had no idea what these super warriors were called
outside of annoying to kill but he was going to kill as many as he could. The
Valkyries were gathering any warriors that were falling. Xander blasted a few
of the vamps away from the seal to help the Hulk reach it. The girls ran around
him to cut their hands and put it on the seal. The super warriors screamed in
pain. "Where's the seventh?" Xander demanded. One of the Valkyries
pointed behind her. "Shit!"


 


Buffy appeared and bled onto the seal. It glowed. "I
may not be fully counted as one."


 


Xander gave it a second's thought and then changed one of
the female warriors with them. She glowed for a minute when he tossed her the
scythe. She used it to cut her hand to bleed on the seal. The seal burst into
flames and they ran out to try to survive. The Hulk came out last carrying one
of the slayers. Buffy was carrying one too. Xander checked and went back in for
one of the warriors that was alive and not going to be able to make it. The
rest were the dead. The seal sucked in just as he walked out. He made sure they
didn't get sucked in and handed him to one of the Valkyries. "He should
live."


 


Alana checked and nodded. "Right to the healers,"
she ordered. She looked at Buffy. "I'll take you in a few."


 


"I can wait. I needed to help." She looked around.
"When they told me I was needed, I had no idea why."


 


"The First Evil," Xander said.


 


"I read that book. It takes a resurrection."


 


"Which was Willow."


 


Buffy stared at him. "Our Willow?" Xander nodded
once. One of the Valkyries was tying a bandage over his arm, which was cut
pretty badly. "Fuck no!" She looked around. "Can Dawn take
me?"


 


"Nope. She's preggers."


 


"Good!" She grinned. "I need a niece."
She looked around again. "What's going to happen?"


 


"The ones who had this plan are doomed," Xander
said bluntly. "And possibly she's going with them since she's bound to
them." He went to the other battle, still bleeding sluggishly while his
self healing gifts worked. "Enough," he snarled quietly, exerting his
true powers.


 


"I should have done that during the War of the
Titans," Gaia said, brushing back some sweaty hair. She looked around at
all the frozen people, including Phil. "There?"


 


"Seal's restored." He moved up to look at Willow
then restarted just them. "No, you won't win."


 


"You're weak and puny," she sneered. He waved a
hand behind him. She blinked. "You can't defeat me." 


 


"The seal's redone." He stared at her.
"Willow, she's evil. True evil. They're using you because they think
you're lesser."


 


"She's not in here," the First Evil said smugly.


 


"You'd think you would've done some research, bitch.
Especially since I've been possessed before." She shrieked but stopped
mid-casting. Willow took over. He stared at her. "She's going to kill
everyone, Wills. They're using you. Same as before. Athena and Hecate are using
you as a battery and a weak pawn to play with."


 


She shook. "I... I love them."


 


"Yeah, and they only love the power. That's why
Athena's tried to kill Dawn and Joyce." Willow whimpered, looking at her
hands. "It's your body and your choice."


 


"Child," Gaia said, moving forward. "I
forgive you for what they had you do, what they told you was right when in fact
they were wrong." She laid a hand on her cheek. "I forgive you,
Willow." Willow nodded, blinking at her, eyes wet. 


 


The First took back over. "How sweet," she
sneered. Xander stabbed her. She shrieked but Willow took back over. Gaia sent
her the spell she'd need to dissolve herself and them. She did it and the First
went to ashes in front of them with a scream of rage. Hecate and Athena fell at
the same time, going to ashes.


 


Hades stared at them since he had been battling them.
"I think that's proper." He blew and scattered them to the four
winds. Xander sent some to another plane so they couldn't be fully reformed.
Hades nodded his thanks and went to check on his wife.


 


Phil looked around. "Clean them up, people. They leave
here in handcuffs or they don't leave." The agents rushed forward to get
the bad guys down and out." Clint got a few that were trying to escape.
Cap's shield knocked down a few and beheaded one demon that showed up when
someone wanted to sell themselves. Xander snapped and sent power out to stun
the fighting ones. They all fell down. Phil looked at him. "Xander?"


 


"It's done."


 


Phil walked over to look at his injuries, staring at him.
"Captain?"


 


"Take him to medical, Agent Coulson." He nodded
and took Xander with him, with a long stop somewhere for Xander to grieve and
cry without having to be seen.


 


Roque looked around. "You pissed off the protector of
humanity before a possible apocalypse. Aren't you stupid?" He and his team
disappeared. The other gods left. Alana and her Valkyries showed up to take the
worthy with them.


 


Steve looked at the mass of bodies and new inmates. He shook
his head. "This shouldn't have happened."


 


Thor walked over. "The message I got when I got here
stated that the ones responsible knocked out the few that could have stopped
them."


 


Steve looked at him. "Is there some way to make sure
that they can't go unpunished?"


 


"If their shades still exist, Hades can add on
punishments, or the Council of Gods can."


 


"Can you ask them to check?"


 


"I can and will if Xander does not." Steve nodded.
"I must see that the seal is reformed."


 


Loki strolled over. "It is. Ares was there, Thor. His
warriors created a wedge corridor for the newly called slayers."


 


Thor nodded. "Thank you, Brother."


 


"The valkyries are busy today. We should let them
work."


 


"Aye, we should. Alana?" She looked over.
"Need thee help?"


 


"No, Thor. We have our duties to attend to and we are
well versed in it." He nodded and walked off with Loki and Steve. They
found Joyce organizing the on-site medical area for everyone else. The agents
were mostly looking amazed that Joyce could handle this stuff.


 


Joyce looked at one that asked her. She smiled. "You
forget, I had a daughter that was a slayer and Dawn."


 


He nodded. "We underestimate you."


 


She smiled. "Good." He let her lay him down so
they could stitch his side back together.


 


"Sometimes I forget that too," Steve told him,
patting him on the shoulder. "Let me do rounds." He started with
Bucky. Bucky was his best friend and everyone knew that. "You okay?"


 


"Nope."


 


Steve stared at him. "Stitches?"


 


"Mental. I was just in a war against an evil thing that
it took Gods to cure. Even evil gods helped."


 


Steve nodded. "Blew my mind the first time too. Xander
was deaged for the one in New York and still helped."


 


"I'm insane and should be checking myself into a
hospital bed."


 


"Welcome to being an Avenger," Clint quipped from
where he was being stitched by Dawn. "You have to be mentally flexible to
save the world in SHIELD. That's why the trainees have tests that have questions
like 'if a chicken crosses a road, how many monkeys hold up score cards for the
car accident it causes'."


 


"You only pass into senior agent training if you can
find an answer for it and justify it," Phil agreed. He was getting some
bandaging materials. "Finding an answer means you're worthy of SHIELD.
Being confused or not answering means you're suited for the CIA or NSA,
depending on your technology skills."


 


"I'm quite glad I got directly recruited instead of
having to go through that," Natasha said from where she was helping
bandage.


 


One of the younger female agents looked at her. "Were
you and Summers in Sunnydale?"


 


"We are unsuitable for combat outside of long distance
firing," she admitted, staring at her.


 


"You are?" she demanded, staring at her stomach.
Natasha gave her a pointed look. "Wow, the best kept secret in SHIELD must
be that Barton is the MAN."


 


"Yes I am," Clint quipped with a grin for her.
"Though, that's assuming that Dawn didn't do it to them both. Which....
not this time but it could happen."


 


"I'll keep that in mind, Barton." She sat up,
holding her new bandage over her stitches. "I hope it's easy, healthy, and
doesn't have colic when it comes out, Agent Romanoff. You're a braver woman
than I am. I've made sure I never have to go there or through that sort of
pain." She got up and walked off, wincing.


 


"No spreading that please," Dawn quipped as she
wrapped a bandage over the stitches she had done. "Before we have more
incidences like last time."


 


"Not a problem. I run from the press like they're
hellhounds," that agent quipped with a wave back at her.


 


"Hellhounds can be pretty funny," Dawn said,
grinning at the agent staring at her. "One keeps following Spike like he's
his personal deity and is going to open the gates to Alpo Heaven for him."


 


The agent shuddered. "I met him when he went to Dallas
to eat someone."


 


Dawn grinned. "He used to babysit me. I learned a lot
from Spike. And Xander."


 


"Great," he agreed, getting up once she was done
so someone else could have the medical treatment. He went to stare at the
battlefield with the other walking agents. "I say we get really drunk and
then write our reports."


 


"Write it during the hangover, I'll expect them by
Monday," Joyce called.


 


"Yes, ma'am," they called back. Stark called someone
to get them beamed back to HQ so they could clean up, change clothes, and then
hit a bar. New York City's bars were going to have a good night tonight since
it was SHIELD policy that no more than three agents could be in the same bar at
the same time. Apparently there had been a situation once with too many agents
knocked out and no one to rescue them or something.


 


***


 


Hades looked at the Council of Gods. "I want them
charged," he said bluntly. "Today."


 


"They are dissipated."


 


"Parts of their souls are still there." He
summoned them and put them in front of the Council. "For not only
interfering with another kingdom's running by knocking out all of us in charge,
but also for forcing other gods to aid their insane plan and for nearly destroying
all of the world."


 


"We are gods," Athena sneered.


 


Hades looked at her. "No, you were a Goddess, Athena.
Now you're nothing." She tried to hit him but he hit her with some power
and she screamed, shrinking away from him. "What? Did Xander's former
lovers get you?" he sneered with an evil smirk. Persephone had been in a
*very* bad mood when she had delivered the three souls there. "Also I
charge them with making my wife miscarry."


 


The six seated Council members, all from different
pantheons, nodded in unison. "That is another serious charge," one
agreed. "Especially as that should not be possible for a Goddess without
serious problems from her mind."


 


"No, they took it to raise their power levels,"
Hades said.


 


"That's more serious than them making her miscarry,"
the head God noted quietly. He looked at the two goddesses and the mortal soul.
"How is she involved?" Hades showed them. Then what had happened
during the battle. The Council conferred and nodded. "We are not over
mortal souls, even those bound to a God's," the head decided. "But we
still feel she should be somewhat punished, even though she was used. As is,
Hades, she is still yours to punish."


 


"I thank you," Hades agreed.


 


"The two former goddesses will have a full trial. We
cannot condone them acting against humanity in such a way. Did Alexander not
feel it?"


 


"No. They had her cloaked. She wasn't near the seal at
all. It was cloaked as well."


 


"Then they planned it." She looked at the others
then at him. "Where is he?"


 


"Being healed by his mate. He had to help Willow end
it. They had been best friends since his last mortal childhood."


 


"That is a weakness that no *true* god would
allow," Hecate sneered.


 


"And yet, you two bound yourself to a mortal
soul," Hades snapped back. "Shut up." She flinched back because
he could still hurt her until the Court took over control of her shade.


 


"Yes, we believe she should," the head God said.
"We will hold them until the full trial, Hades, but we are not taking
control of them. They are under your aegis until the trial."


 


"I can have guards come help," he promised,
summoning some. "These shades are going under full trial. Guard them as
they're ours until that point." They nodded and moved to put the shades
back into confining jars. "Let me check on Xander," he said quietly,
taking Willow home to toss her back among Xander's former lovers. They would
rip her apart for hurting him but Hades didn't really care. He found Xander and
Phil sitting on a hillside in Asgard's coldest part, which made him shiver from
the wind. He sat down on Xander's free side. "She's been placed with your
former paramours," he said quietly. "Hecate and Athena are going
under full trial."


 


Xander nodded. "Have them throw a dinner or whatever if
they want or need to."


 


"I showed them why you didn't realize when they
asked."


 


Xander looked at him. "Did I?"


 


"If you had, you would've ended it long ago,"
Hades reminded him.


 


Xander nodded. "I hoped I wasn't ignoring it because it
was Willow."


 


"No, you wouldn't and Phil would've sensed that and called
you on it, Xander."


 


"I would have," Phil agreed.


 


Xander hugged Phil against him. "Thanks." He
looked at Hades. "'Sephone?"


 


"Not great. She had been pregnant," he said
quietly. Xander growled low and softly. "We'll heal." He patted him
on the head, making his hair lay down. "Go get warm. Before you get
sick." He went home to warm up and talk to his wife. She needed to grieve
and be held.


 


Xander looked at Phil. "If you had subconsciously
realized I would've too," Phil reminded him.


 


Xander nodded, leaning against his side. "I know. Thank
you for reminding me."


 


"You're welcome. If I could have, I would've gotten to
her myself."


 


"I know. That's what's so great about you." He
sneezed. "Let's go home?" Phil got them home and into bed with hot
teas. He got Asclepias up there to check the injuries he had healed.


 


The healer looked at him. "How did you catch a
cold?"


 


"We were sitting on a hillside," Phil admitted.
"Xander needed some quiet."


 


"Great." He dosed them both for that and made sure
of the injuries. They would be fine, even if Xander was upset. He went back to
helping Hermes calm down. Hermes had been horrified at his actions while under
compulsion and was trying to right his own mind.


 


Xander sneezed again but finished his tea and curled up against
Phil's side to rest. Even if he couldn't sleep he needed rest. Phil slid down
to hold him once he had finished his own tea. He knew Xander needed the comfort
and that's what he was there for as his husband.


 


***


 


Dawn looked up that night from cuddling Natasha when Clint
came in. "Hug?" she offered, raising an arm up.


 


He slid in on her free side to hug her. "I'm sorry, I
know she was a friend."


 


She shrugged. "She had issues. I'm sorry you guys had
to fight with her."


 


"Better us than you getting hurt again," he said
quietly, giving her a squeeze. He reached over to pat Natasha's stomach since
she was asleep. If she had been awake she might've tried to swat him for it.
Instead, she moaned and stretched against Dawn's side. "Relax, we're all good."
They nodded and Dawn cuddled him. "Who has the baby?" Dawn grimaced
and pointed at where he was napping in the middle of the shelf that held the
stereo setup. He had Tsarina held tightly against his chin but she didn't seem
to mind too much. She was taking a bath instead of fighting him. Clint looked
around, spotting Loki cat, who was of course staring at them. He patted the
couch and Loki hopped down to cuddle them. Tsarina lapped the baby's fingers
then nipped at one, making him let go. She stretched on her way over to lay on
Natasha's side. "Why don't you two curl up with Dawn?"


 


"Our son is brilliant," Dawn said dryly.


 


"I knew that. You two have made him a really smart
little guy," he shot back with a smile.


 


"No, I mean he looked at me earlier, while holding Loki
cat, and called me Mama Pet."


 


Clint snickered. "So because we stroke you, pet you,
cuddle with you like the cats, you're the human pet?"


 


"I think so."


 


"That makes much sense," Natasha said, petting the
cat that had woken her by jumping onto her chest. "She is not our pet,
Tsarina. She is the wife. That's a different sort of pet." She tipped her
head back, getting a kiss. "Though I do agree, he is brilliant." She
took a kiss from Clint when he leaned over. She smiled and petted the cats then
handed them to Dawn, who petted them. They meowed at her and she grinned,
teasing them a bit. They enjoyed that. Especially Loki cat.


 


Clint took a kiss. "Want me to make dinner?"


 


"I made a salad to go with the Chinese I picked up on
the way back from the office after the battle," Dawn said.


 


He grinned. "I love that." He went to get them
food. Natasha turned a bit green but he handed her the bottle of dressing,
which helped. Clint ate a bite then the ladies ate dinner. He had no idea why
Natasha had picked up Dawn's morning sickness issues but it was probably safer.
Pregnancy made you do many weird things and Clint would never mention it if she
didn't. Mostly because Natasha would try to kick his ass.


 


***


 


Dawn walked into the tea shop one of the coven that her
niece was working with ran. She sighed, looking at her. "I need a good OB
suggestion."


 


"Why?" she snorted. "Not needing something
flashy?"


 


"No, I need someone decent. Natasha's is a bit like a
drill instructor. My last one is handling pregnant women in Honduras."


 


The witch shook her head. "You do draw attention to
those with the gifts."


 


"Sure, make people quit trying to kidnap my ass,"
she said dryly. "Then I'd quit doing it as often outside of apocalypse
battles."


 


"You could do more earth-centered things," she
said smartly.


 


"I love my job. I love what I do all day. My bosses
know about my unique gifts. Plus I get to play with my niece most days if I
want to." The woman grimaced. "Not all of us who have the gifts need
to use them for our careers. I use mine plenty of times as a guardian."


 


"I suppose that's true, though I doubt the Goddess
would like it."


 


Dawn snorted. "The only one I care about's opinion is
Xander and Phil."


 


She frowned. "Who?"


 


"Alexander? And his mate Phil? Both over the protection
of humanity?"


 


"Oh." She found a book next to her. Dawn pulled a
better one from her shelves to hand over. She looked that up and sighed.
"It seems you picked the right one to follow then, Miss Summers." She
handed the book back. "There's very few OB's out here that work with us
and most of them are the gentle earth mother sort."


 


"I don't mind that. I'm not due until next summer, and
I'll probably be back in New York by then, but I still need an OB to watch over
me. I have a birthing center there that I liked last time. They were really
nice, didn't tell me to quit swearing." The older woman smirked at her for
that. "My spouses were off hunting bad guys while I was in labor. Hell yes
I swore." She laughed at her. "A lot. And turned some bad guys trying
to attack into toads." She smiled. "But I need one out here to watch
over and do the prenatal vitamins and do the routine things."


 


"There's a few who wouldn't mind. Do we know anything
about the child?"


 


"I'm pretty sure it's a girl and she's going to be active.
It missed Philip, but this one I'm pretty sure is going to have a gift."


 


She wrote down a name and number. "She's a midwife but
she can do the prenatal vitamins and all that for you." She handed it
over.


 


"Thank you." Dawn got some tea and smiled. "Pepper's
birthday is in three weeks."


 


"If she's pregnant, she can't have that version of the
peppermint." She got her one that was safe. Dawn grinned and they made up
a nice basket for Pepper so Dawn could buy it and take it back to the office.
The elder witch shook her head. "The young have forgotten the older
traditions." She wrote an email to that member of the coven that she had
referred Dawn to her. That way she was warned she'd have a super powerful
person as a patient soon. That would possibly mean some press attention.


 


***


 


Dawn looked in the office at a funny feeling. Pepper was
grimacing but drinking some tea. "Is that the stuff I got you?" she
asked, walking in there. "I can get you something else if you don't like
it."


 


"It tastes odd today."


 


Dawn took it to sniff. "That's not the tea I got you.
That's .... That's not safe." She called the NY clinic. "Doc, who's
in ours today? Pepper just drank some tea that's poisonous." She nodded.
"Please." She hung up and called an ambulance. "We have the nosy
one down there," she explained. "Someone switched my boss's regular
tea with a poisonous one. I need an ambulance at the main office for Stark
International please. She's pregnant as well." She hung up when they said
they'd send one. "C'mon, Pep." She helped her up, grabbing her purse.
"Insurance cards?"


 


"Dresser." Dawn ran off to get them and got back
there while the paramedics were loading her. Pepper waved Dawn in so she
climbed in with her, taking the cards. "How did it get changed?"


 


"I don't know," Dawn admitted. "I only bought
you pregnancy-safe teas and that's outright poisonous." She looked at the
paramedic with them. "I smelled a toadstool-like fungus and some
nightshade."


 


"You deal in herbs?"


 


"I do sometimes." She grinned. "And I know
how to brew poisons."


 


"Oh, so that's how you knew. Will it cause her to
miscarry?"


 


"And die probably. I'm *so* going to find out who did
it and beat them to death." She helped Pepper onto her side because the
medicine they gave her was making her start to vomit. She called someone.
"It's me, it's important. Pepper's on her way to the ER. Someone switched
her tea to something harmful. Please grab the bag. Thanks, Mom." She hung
up. "She'll get it to Steve and have it run for fingerprints and stuff,
Pepper." Pepper nodded, heaving again. Dawn helped until they got to the
ER. They wouldn't let her go back with her.


 


***


 


Tony walked into the police station to get Dawn. He was let
into the interrogation room with the officer. "Fingerprints," he
said, handing them over.


 


"Someone at SHIELD?" Dawn guessed.


 


"Yup. Hates Steve is in control. Figured even if it
wasn't his he'd be upset. Which, yeah, he took it out on the guy then handed
him over." Dawn smirked. "Good job. She'll be home tomorrow after
some monitoring."


 


"Good. Did they manage to save the baby?"


 


"Yup." Dawn got helped up. "You done accusing
her?"


 


"She's the only one who knew poisons around your
CEO," the officer defended.


 


"Yeah, we like that." He smiled. "It means
she can identify them when they show up or use them when we need her to for
SHIELD."


 


"Now and then I make one to throw on bad demons
attacking too," Dawn admitted. She put up her hair and smiled. "I
don't blame you, I was the easiest suspect there was. Especially when I told
the paramedic what it was." She shook his hand. "Though, your
growling act? You're not real good. The growl's too high pitched to be really
scary." She walked off with Tony talking about Pepper. "Anything I
need to do?"


 


"Pepper's tea stash is being gone over by one of the chemists
who has a sister that does tea things. He thinks only one other one got
tampered with."


 


"I went to one of the local earth mother stores for
pregnancy-safe ones, boss."


 


"I know. You'd never hurt Pepper or yourself."
They walked out into press people. "Guys, must you?"


 


Dawn smiled. "Someone who hated Pepper's relationship
did it, people. I was just an easy target because I told them what was in the
poison by smell." They got out of their way but followed them to the car.
She smiled. "You borrowed my car?"


 


"Yeah, I'm taking you home. Happy will pick me up in a
few." He smirked. "I wanted to road test it again anyway." He
got in and Dawn got into the passenger's side. They took off.


 


The press waited on an officer to come out so they could
yell questions at them. Finally the captain came out and told them to go away
so they yelled questions at him. He glared. "No, she was not under arrest.
It's natural to suspect the person who told you what the poison was by
smell." He walked off.


 


That gave the reporters nothing new but it meant that they
could spin a new story. Maybe Dawn was more dangerous than her spouses thought.
Or maybe just more dangerous than they were.


 


***


 


Dawn walked in and hugged Clint and Natasha, taking a kiss
from the baby who was babbling at the Mommy. "Hi."


 


Clint grinned. "Good work helping her, Princess."
He looked at Tony. "Eating dinner with us, Stark?"


 


"Nope. I figure you guys are going to want to pat the
baby and stuff. I'm waiting on Happy."


 


Dawn walked him in and handed him some water with a smile.
"Not like you haven't heard them talking to the baby before, boss."


 


"Good point." He smirked and took Philip to cuddle
since he was reaching for him. Philip gave them all a smug look and cuddled in.
He fell asleep a few minutes later. "Wow, I'm good. I need that skill on
Chris sometimes."


 


Dawn carefully took him back to put into bed. "His
favorite's Steve."


 


"I know. It kinda sucks that my kid likes someone
better." He looked at Natasha. "How's he doing on that?"


 


"He still refuses to eat for her at times." Happy
pulled in so Tony left with a grin. Dawn came back out and got another round of
kisses. "Are you all right?"


 


"I'm good." She cuddled her. "Clint?" He
stared at her. "Is that a 'supper's going to be late' look or a 'I'll let
you eat it off my abs' look?"


 


He smiled. "It's soup so you can't eat it off me."
He let them eat and then took the girls in to talk to the babies. Which made
both mommies happy.


 


***


 


Dawn pulled into her parking spot the next morning and got
out, watching the reporters watch her. "What, people? We have stuff to do
today."


 


"How do you know poisons?" one yelled. "How
good are you at them?"


 


"I'm fairly good at them. I learned them because I was
having to separate healing spells from them in a mixed book someone
wrote." They groaned. "Sometimes healing spells are handy, guys.
Anything else?" They huffed off. She smiled and went inside. "Geeze,
just make me seem more dangerous than I am," she complained when she ran
into Steve in the hallway.


 


He laughed. "We all know you're very dangerous at
times, Dawn."


 


She nodded. "But I don't usually want to be around
here." She walked into the office after logging in. "Hey, boss."


 


"Why didn't you take her to our infirmary?"


 


"The new doc. Plus we don't have what we'd need down
there to make her vomit it back up safely. He's cleaned the whole closet. I've
started a restock list through Doctor Pigalli."


 


"Fuck," he muttered.


 


"He still thinks he's here to send people on. It
would've taken longer to go down there and get him to call one after we had
another argument. So I called Doc first and asked her, then called an
ambulance."


 


"No, that was the right thing. We've talked to him
about that."


 


"He sent Patty on when she started to spot and just
needed some quiet resting time."


 


"Great." She got the list and brought it back.
"When did she see it?"


 


"Two weeks ago when she was out to do a last check of
Clint's thigh."


 


"We need someone skilled in trauma."


 


"We need a GP skilled in trauma," Dawn corrected.
"We don't usually need a surgeon and when we do, it's usually things like
deep stitches, which they could do. We don't need a specialty team, not like
SHIELD does. Ours are burns and cuts, sometimes explosions, instead of combat
injuries."


 


"Good point. They ask you about the poisons?"


 


"Yup, told them the truth too. I learned by separating
out healing spells from them in a mixed book Rosenburg did."


 


"Wow. Why ...." Dawn shrugged. "Good point,
who knows with her."


 


"She was good until she got addicted," Dawn
sighed, shaking her head. "Now we know more about why she got so far into
her addiction."


 


"Yeah, we do." He stared at her. "You
okay?"


 


"I lost her a long time ago, Tony. The friend and big
sister sort she was left us before she destroyed Sunnydale. That was just a wrongly
pulled back golem of her."


 


"Good. Need to talk? Pep's in bed."


 


"No, I'm good." She smiled. "We cuddled and
talked about it after the battle. Thanks though."


 


"Not a problem. Go do assistant things. I have no idea
what half of these papers are."


 


Dawn looked and took half of them back. "Not right or
ours." She told him what the remaining folders and stacks of paper were.
He grinned and got to work while she took the others to hand to Steve since
they were SHIELD things, then got back to work.


 


Steve looked at the papers and groaned. He had forgotten he
had left them on Pepper's desk last night. He hated paperwork. He really needed
to let Joyce handle them while he went on a mission or something.


 


***


 


Dawn got to meet with her OB midwife for the first time the
next week, smiling and shaking her hand when the nurse was let into the room
she was in. "Good afternoon."


 


"Miss Summers." She looked at her. "I didn't
know you followed the traditional ways."


 


"Slightly. I'm not a Wicca follower for the most part.
I do know that since Tara's on the east coast, she'll be helping with the
baby's birth. As I did with hers. But she is active. Very active. I woke up
this morning to my stomach glowing."


 


"Your....specialness?"


 


Dawn nodded. "I'm pretty sure she's inheriting some of
the Key, yup."


 


"That's fine." She came in to look her over.
"How earth-centered are you?"


 


"Maybe thirty percent of the time. I don't do a lot of
healing. I do a lot of protecting. I do help my niece learn the healing stuff
that she's going over."


 


"I've heard about Callia. They say she's got a good
hand with some things."


 


Dawn smiled. "Especially engineering things."


 


"It's always good to find your place."


 


Dawn grinned. "I love my job. I really do. I'd like
fewer huge battles in my life but I love my job."


 


The midwife smiled. "That's a great thing in
life." She checked her vitals. "You seem healthy enough."


 


"Usually. I get some funny morning sickness things,
mostly due to the poisonings we had last time. Which somehow Natasha's picked up."
She frowned but let it clear up. The nurse stared at her. "Because I got
poisoned a few times last time, the morning sickness turned into I'd throw up
anything that I didn't see made or was made by someone I absolutely trusted.
Like Clint cooking."


 


"Hmm. So it warped psychologically?"


 


"Then again, I had poisoned apple juice for about two
months on and off."


 


"Ow. Are you foreseing that this time?"


 


"Possibly. No one's had any visions. I'm kinda glad I
don't have as many visions anymore. A wish demon wanted to grant them to
someone so I let her take my gifts for it and fall back to mostly dream visions
or emergencies instead of every huge thing gong on visions."


 


"Someone wished for them?" She looked confused.


 


"Xander and I figured they had a bad thing happen and
wanted them in case something huge was going to happen again."


 


"That makes sense. So you kept some but not all?"
Dawn nodded with a grin. "That's probably handy."


 


"Visions, as we're finding out, can cause massive brain
changes. Cordelia died of hers," she said more quietly. "Before mine
got taken, I was showing a substantial change as well." The nurse
shuddered. "Someone at Stark is trying to find a good post-vision med to
help beyond migraine meds and adrenaline."


 


"Adrenaline?"


 


"Or an epi pen. It seems to help the rush and then
crash that you get during and afterward."


 


"I did not know that." She made that note to
herself. "I have a few friends who have them sometimes."


 


"We end up in the infirmary under our doc's care but
the local one doesn't understand that he's a full clinic and not an emergency
bandaging station."


 


"I've seen those before. Including yours." She
smiled. "He worked in an ER I'm affiliated with." She came over to
listen to her stomach, then pulled out her hand-held ultrasound wand to check
the heartbeat. "Good rhythm."


 


"We're pretty sure she's a single," Dawn said.
"When I had a bit of spotting, the ER did an ultrasound to make sure of
things and she was a single then."


 


"That's good. Your first was?"


 


"Well..... Slight time fixing issue meant that I didn't
get given the fertility meds I had before then so I went from a twin to a
single with Philip." The nurse stared at her. Dawn ran a hand through her
hair. "There was huge shit and Hera let Clint fix it so they wouldn't all
be destroyed. It meant that the people who used to subtly dose me with
fertility meds now and then couldn't then."


 


"Huh. You live a very weird life."


 


"Sometimes." She grinned. "But usually it's
just office stuff and fussing over the geeks."


 


"Which can be very nurturing." Dawn grinned.
"You're how far?"


 


"Got pregnant after the Stark Halloween party I
think."


 


"Okay." She made note of that. "You're
sure?"


 


"They were too tired for sex for the next week. We were
all kinda sore afterwards too."


 


The nurse laughed. "Is your wife pregnant as
well?"


 


"Yup, but she's going to an OB that's kinda....like a
drill sergeant."


 


"I know a few of those."


 


"My last one was really supportive and I adore her but
she's in Honduras."


 


"That's a great thing but kinda sad."


 


"My first attempt with Philip, we loved his partner, he
did a lot of SHIELD's pregnancies and pills, but his partner didn't like my
faith, thought I was a bit too subby, and tried to have me arrested as a threat
to myself and others." The nurse shook her head. "Yeah. It was why we
switched." She grinned. "I just need someone to do the routine
things, make sure I get my prenatal vitamins and all that. I'll probably be
back in New York after the spring battle so I have a birthing center there I
adore. They were great."


 


"That's good. Do you have one picked for when you go
back?"


 


"Doctor Pigalli, our head doc on the east coast, is
picking me one." She smiled. "She picked my last one."


 


"That's good." She patted her on the hand.
"What about your diet instead of vitamins?"


 


Dawn slowly shook her head. "I'm not getting enough
calcium. I hate milk. Clint's a great cook and I'm pretty decent, and so's
Natasha, but they eat like agents, for high energy needs."


 


"That figures. We can do that. What were you
taking?" Dawn held up a photocopy of a label. "That's pretty standard
and the standard dosage. Did she have any concerns with your last
pregnancy?"


 


"Not really. Now and then I had a few stressed days.
She was worried because we had a few attacks. She was really worried because of
the poisoning things. Which, me too. And Doc out there. So far no one's tried
to attack us for me being pregnant or tried to poison anyone but Pepper because
they hated Cap."


 


The nurse smiled. "That's fine then. No worries about
your blood pressure? Blood sugar?"


 


"No, not often. There's been days, ya know?"


 


The doctor nodded. "I've had them too. That's why I
went to nursing school from being a bank teller." Dawn smiled. "So
far you're looking good. Try to meditate away any stress. It could help and you
could probably even touch the baby."


 


"I'm hoping she's going to be pretty normal. I helped
with one magically active baby that came out as a ball of glow." The nurse
shivered. "Pretty powerful, yeah. But she's already learning."


 


"Good!"


 


Dawn grinned. "Tara and her coven on the east coast are
great with the mini witches around the family and friends."


 


"I've heard they were nice women." She patted her
on the knee. "Try for a slightly balanced diet. Though, shoes?"


 


"Tiny, narrow feet. I can't find shoes."


 


"There are people who custom make them."


 


"They're really expensive and I'm too practical to
spend a grand on a pair of shoes."


 


"Good point."


 


"Later on in my last pregnancy I switched to ballet
shoes."


 


"Those have to be comfortable." She smiled and
wrote out her prescription for the vitamins. "There you go. See me in a
month."


 


"Yup, thanks." Dawn hugged her and went to make
the appointment then head back to work.


 


The nurse smiled and made her notes. "She's a nice
girl. You'd expect her to be harder with all that you see her in battles."


 


***


 


Clint was at the music store, getting Callia something, when
he got found by reporters. "I'm only picking up for Callia's music
lessons," he said, sounding tired as he walked past them. He hated reporters.
The shop clerk smiled. He grinned back. "Always," he complained
quietly. He paid and took the bag, walking back out into the ambush.
"What?"


 


"Dawn's having an easier pregnancy this time, Agent
Barton?" one asked with a happy, beaming smile.


 


"Yeah, it's a lot easier since no one's tried to poison
or kill her this time." They all stared at him. He shrugged. "We've
been very protective this time."


 


"How's Pepper Potts doing?" another asked, trying
to push forward.


 


"She's fine. The kids are all staring at her stomach.
Liz remembers when she was carrying Chris so she's cooing at it. Chris is
scowling a lot more because it means there's not as much lap room for him.
Callia's happy because it means her siblings quit trying to steal her hair bows
from her hair and things like that. It also lets her work on things without
everyone hovering over her."


 


"How is that new half-brother you found in the LAPD
doing since he got fired?" another asked.


 


"I haven't talked to him in days. We're not that chatty
sort of people. Dawn might've, ask her."


 


"Is Agent Romanoff pregnant as well?" one of them
asked with a grin. "We saw her out at lunch the other day with that new
person on Stark's staff that we don't know yet and she looked a bit squeamish
about tunafish subs."


 


"Ask Natasha. I'm not giving out anything I'm not
allowed to, guys. Natasha would gut me and then do something mean to me before
she killed me if I gave out any information on her."


 


"Who is that new staff guy?" another reporter
asked. "Is he a guard or something?"


 


"That's Agent Barnes. He's a backup Avenger and Natasha
knew him when she was younger. He's been in a few bad places over the years so
we're helping him readjust and the kids think he's great because he can read to
them. We trust him even if Philip needs some help." Most of the reporters
went 'aww' at that. He grinned. "Anything else? I've got to get this back
to Callia. She snapped a string."


 


"What's she learning how to play?"


 


"She's got a few choices. This is for her upright
bass." He walked around them, going to the truck so he could head back. He
made sure to check it for anything before he got in. Which was a good thing
when he found a device. "Huh." He tossed the strings into the front
seat and got down to look at it, undoing the slight bomb. He came out holding
it. "Someone call someone beyond Stark for me? This close might still set
it off."


 


"Already called," two chirped in unison.


 


"Is that a bomb?" one asked, moving closer.


 


Clint stared at her. "Yes, it is. Move back before it
goes boom and makes you bits and pieces." Her eyes went wide and she
slowly backed off. "Thanks." Cruisers showed up. "Guys, I took
it off the truck when I saw it was totally freefloating on the magnets. Do we
have a bomb box?"


 


"Sir?" one asked, hand on his gun. "Who're
you?"


 


"Agent Clint Barton, SHIELD." He stared at him.
"This is my truck."


 


"Oh. Okay. So you pulled the bomb off without waiting
on bomb squad?"


 


"Yup. It was only attached to magnets. It looks like a
remote detonator so I broke the antenna."


 


"Sure," that officer agreed. The others were
calling in for bomb boxes. The SWAT truck got there. Clint held up the bomb.
"That, sir."


 


The captain walked over. "Magnets?"


 


"Yup. I checked, no wires or anything. Broke the
antenna. Don't have on gloves, sorry."


 


"That's okay. We have yours on file in case I'm sure.
If not, we can come get them." They took the bomb and carefully put it
into a lead box. "That was still fucking dumb."


 


Clint grinned. "Sometimes special agents are special
for multiple reasons."


 


"Clearly your's is *special* in that bad way. What
would your wife say?"


 


"That she's going to kill them. A lot. Then again,
she's just starting into mood swings."


 


"Thanks for the warning," one of the guys quipped.
"The other one?"


 


"Natasha said I'm not allowed to give any information
out no matter what, guys. Though, yeah, wasn't in a happy mood this morning.
Her shirt shrank in the wash or something."


 


The captain gave him a pointed look. "Should we hear
about any anti-kidnaping or other procedures you've set up? Some of us looked
up what happened when Summers was pregnant before."


 


"We've only had one attempt. The compound's a bit more
tight than the building in New York is." That got a nod. His phone beeped
so he looked at the text message. "Why?" he muttered, texting that.
He got another as he was typing so canceled the message to look at it.
"Fuck." He got into the truck. "Let me go help with that. Dawn
said Agent Barnes left you guys a mess at the Subway by the compound,
guys." He closed the truck door and drove off, shaking his head because
only a pregnant Dawn got those sort of issues.


 


***


 


Dawn walked Natasha into the OB midwife's shop. They were
having a lamaze class so Dawn got them into a corner to follow along. The
midwife looked at her. "Someone just tried to steal her. So we're going to
learn how to meditate away stress."


 


"That's always a great thing," the OB said with a
smile. "Welcome, Natasha. I'm Dawn's OB midwife." She shook her hand
and gave her a pillow to sit on. Then one to Dawn. "There, get
comfortable, calm down, let's start some meditative breathing for you two.
These ones are closer to their due dates and Dawn's a bit further out."
Natasha nodded, calming herself. Dawn was doing the same, holding her hand. The
midwife smiled at the others. "Dawn's having a beautiful girl she
thinks." They all smiled and got back to the breathing exercises to help
them with the pain they'd be going through.


 


Natasha watched. Dawn hadn't done much of that last time but
it looked handy. She calmed herself and let herself fall into a gentle, upper
level meditative calming down. She'd be able to handle it immediately if
someone broke in but otherwise it was good. She didn't realize she was letting
herself fall deeper, nearly into a sleep state. At least until someone sat
against her knees and rubbed her stomach and arms for her. She blinked. Clint
grinned. "Bucky handled it," she said quietly.


 


"I know." He went back to helping. "They said
this'll help when the baby's being pushed out."


 


"It feels nice now." Dawn grinned. "We should
have attended lamaze classes, not watched it online last time." Dawn
smirked. "Come, we will help each other."


 


"He gets you, you get mine." She nodded.
"Then we'll learn in case something happens and Clint ends up pregnant thanks
to a nosy goddess sort."


 


Clint snorted. "I'm so glad that I don't have Roque's
mother." They arranged themselves.


 


The midwife came over. "They can?"


 


"Roque's mom is an African fertility goddess,"
Clint said with a grin for her. "Yeah, she's trying very hard to get one
from his very male mate."


 


"They're on the IUD system to make sure it won't
happen," Dawn quipped.


 


"Wow. I didn't even think about that."


 


"There's been a potion and spell that's really hard
that's been floating around for years," Dawn said. "Xander's book
collection has a few mentions of it and I found it in Willow's diary. She was
thinking about using it on Xander."


 


The midwife shuddered. "That poor man." They went
back to it and she gave Clint some quiet orders, getting a nod and him shifting
some to help ease the strain on his arms and knees. Dawn grinned and giggled,
wiggling away from Natasha's fingers. "Laughter during pushing is a good
thing. You don't hurt as much if you're laughing."


 


"Hell, last time we begged the nurse to give Dawn more
drugs," Clint quipped. "She *shared*."


 


Dawn smirked. "Yay?"


 


He kissed her then Natasha. They got back into it then the
breathing exercises. Natasha was even calm and smiling by the end of the class.
Clint thanked the nurse and they walked out to the truck, where Bucky was
waiting. "Barnes, if I'm absent, it's you, Stark, or Coulson who's helping
them through the delivery process. You're the only three we'd trust with them
being vulnerable and naked during it. So bone up on lamaze stuff." He got
the ladies into the truck. Then he walked around to drive. 


 


"No thanks."


 


"Yay," Dawn said with a grin and a blown kiss for
him. "Last time there was an attack on the birthing center I was in and
they were chasing bad guys all over the city. I had to summon Benji and Fury
both to try to find them. And Stark but he had to handle things."


 


Bucky shuddered. "If you go into labor, I'll take their
places and send them back." He walked off shaking his head. He sent a
complaining text to Steve. He'd understand and sympathize. They could make good
plans to make sure neither scary lady went into labor on her own this time.
Even if he had to go kill a lot of bad guys this time. He got back to the
compound. Steve looked out from the office. "Got any ideas?"


 


"They'll need a good guard. There's been a tiny bit of
talk about taking her daughter. They can always train her to be as good as her
mothers and then breed from her later. Last time, most of us were out of
contact for most of the day due to the attack on our meeting."


 


"She just threatened to make me sit with her and that I
should learn lamaze stuff," Bucky complained.


 


"Yeah, that's a great idea," Stark agreed with a
grin. "If we're off handling Avengers things, you're about the only guard
since Dawn would probably be in labor with Pepper and so would Natasha. We'd
need at least one of the guards there to protect the kids."


 


Bucky stared at him then said something rude in Russian
before stomping off. "I don't want to see the supposed miracle of
birth!"


 


"Why not? It's kinda gross but they're naked and it
comes out of their panty-covered parts," Callia quipped as he stomped past
her. "I saw Chris being born and it was gross but like a movie
gross."


 


He glared at her. "I'll train some people to handle
it."


 


She grinned. "Good idea!" She hugged him.
"Because I don't to watch the next one being born either. I don't need to
see babies until I have my own." She skipped off.


 


Bucky moaned, calling Coulson to see if he help him make
plans for the birth. With their luck, all three would go into labor at the same
time. Steve would be beside Pepper, even if there was an emergency going on.
Clint would have to handle things to protect his women. That would mean Bucky
would have to see that disgusting stuff. Which he really didn't want to do. He
didn't mind naked, sweaty women but he wasn't into naked, sweaty, pushing out a
baby women.


 


***


 


Phil looked at his phone since he was in a trainers meeting.
He smiled. "Barton just informed Barnes he's the backup security detail
for when the three of them go into labor."


 


Maria paused to consider it. "Potts is pregnant
too." Phil smiled and nodded. "I heard rumors about the others....
Yeah, you'll need one. Work one up with him, Coulson, and hand it to me
later."


 


"I can do that."


 


"If the new baby Barton's going to have luck like her
mom and Liz did, then we'll have something bigger than a celebutante bimbo
witch attacking the city," another of the trainers quipped.


 


"Liz's Dawn luck moment wasn't exactly the same."


 


The trainer looked at him. "Some of us got the file to
stomp on the plans going on."


 


"No comment," he ordered, staring at her.


 


"I'd never do that, Coulson."


 


"Thank you." He smiled. "And don't let your
husband, who gave out my phone number, do so either?"


 


"Nope, he's not allowed since he got fired for
that." She gave him a pointed look. He stared back. "They'll be
fine."


 


"We hope," Maria agreed. "Dawn's already had
one moment so far."


 


"Barnes said that someone tried to capture Agent
Romanoff at the Subway they were eating at," Phil said. Maria Hill stared
at him. He nodded once.


 


"Interesting," Maria agreed. "Because
of....."


 


"The obvious he thinks."


 


"Huh. Look at the security arrangements Barton already
has for those three women."


 


"She is?" another trainer demanded. Phil stared at
her, face unreadable. "I mean, Natasha is?" Maria blinked at her.
"Wow, so we've got two security needs people plus Potts. I thought we were
moving two agents out there due to Dawn being pregnant."


 


"We're not moving anyone yet," Phil said.


 


She pulled up the orders. "Two of mine got sent."


 


They looked at it and Maria got them recalled to the
building by force. "That was not signed off on." She called Steve,
sending him those orders in his email. He could handle it.


 


Ten minutes later, Phil's phone went off. "The Avengers
are assembling. Let me go handle that." He left, going to the LA compound
to see what was going on. Captain America was stomping around in a hissy fit
worthy of a teenage girl. Bucky was quietly cleaning his weapons. Stark had an
extra suit being stashed in case. Barton was walking out wearing his wife's
holding necklaces, all of them. "This looks like it's a bad thing."


 


"Very, and related to why they tried Natasha,
sir," Clint said with an icy smile. He let him see the information they
had gotten.


 


Phil lost all sense of calmness and any regard for fair
play. He made sure he had weapons as well. Bucky was staring at him. "I
was a field agent first, and a Marine before then, Barnes."


 


"Wonderful."


 


Dawn walked out with the office first aid kit, which barely
closed so she had clearly restocked it. She took a kiss from Clint and gave
Phil and Tony a hug. She patted Steve on the shoulder because he'd never take a
hug when he was in uniform. She patted Bucky on the head. "Okay, you guys
be safe. Be careful. If they so much as graze you I'm going to get to have my
first official mood swing." She smiled. "Blow someone up for Natasha.
She's feeling a bit blood thirsty today." She took another kiss from Clint
then walked out.


 


Tony looked at Coulson. "Her first mood swing was
yesterday when she cried because they only had jell-o in the caf."


 


"Thankfully I had stocked some Ben and Jerry's at
home," Clint quipped with a grin. He settled in. "Am I flying
us?"


 


"Rhodey's almost here," Tony said. "He's
flying us. That way you can rest." That got a nod and Colonel Rhodes
walked in, letting the suit-take off system in there take off his too.
"Good, we're all here." They closed the door of the quin jet and took
off once Rhodey had gotten into the pilot's seat. 


 


Someone was going to be very sorry they wanted Natasha's
kid.


 


And then they'd die.


 


***


 


Pepper looked at the other two pregnant women, who were
being guarded in the office with her by Happy and a few of the compound guards
outside the doorway. "We have to work out a few plans of our own,
ladies." Dawn smiled at her. "I know you'll go on leave as late as
possible and work from home for part of it. So will I. Natasha?"


 


"I don't plan on taking leave until it is absolutely
necessary," Natasha said. She realized she couldn't cross her feet like
normal and stared at her stomach then looked at them. "I plan on taking
minimal leave afterward until I'm back in shape."


 


"By SHIELD rules, you have ten weeks to make it over
the obstacle course in at least eighty-percent of trainee time," Dawn
said. "You have a full six months to make it over in regulation
time." She pulled that information packet up and sent it to a virtual
screen near Natasha's seat on the couch.


 


Natasha read it over and nodded. "I got most of that
but that is good to know." She closed that screen and looked at Dawn.
"I know last time was irregular and you were planning on only taking the
last month off." Dawn smiled and nodded. "This time?"


 


"We need a housekeeper this time," Dawn admitted.
"Neither of us is going to feel like handling anything. Much less
vacuuming up kid messes."


 


"Hmm. Philip may be in potty training then," she
realized. Dawn snorted shaking her head. "I know he could do so
sooner."


 


"Not likely. He won't have the small muscle control by
then," Pepper said. She pulled up potty training information for them.
Dawn grinned at her. "I know you helped with Callia's. She seriously
wanted out of diapers. Your son just wants to be naked."


 


"Often," Dawn quipped. She read it over. "We
used the bribe and pouting about it method with Callia."


 


"We did," Pepper agreed.


 


Natasha looked at them. "Philip will be motivated. It
will mean he can run around in his father's t-shirt more often."


 


Dawn nodded. "Sometimes. He's still gotta wear big boy
panties."


 


"Good point, though I would not let Clint hear you call
them panties."


 


"I found some pretty ones in boy colors with
superheros, and ruffles the other day," Dawn said with a grin. She pulled
up a picture of them. "I sent them to Clint but didn't get an
answer."


 


Natasha looked at the tiny red Iron Man boys underwear - it
had the y-front so it had to be male underwear - that did indeed have ruffles
on the butt. Iron Man was on the y-front part. She nearly whimpered. "I
had wondered why he went to get cookies before he banged his head into the
wall. Are they perhaps in our son's drawers?"


 


"No, but I did find out that they made daddy and baby
sets so the set of them are in Clint's for both of them so Philip can enjoy
matching. Because kids love to match with their parents." She beamed.
"That's why he squeals when you both wear purple for Clint."


 


"Ah." Natasha sighed but nodded. "Clint will
hopefully be amused."


 


"He should be. We'll have Philip hand them to him. That
way Philip can be happy that they match."


 


"You need a nap," Pepper complained. Dawn just
smirked at her. "Though, I need those for Chris. Tony will be just
tickled," she said with an evil grin.


 


Natasha looked at them. "Is it the hormone surges that
make us like that?"


 


"No, we just like seeing Tony and Clint
speechless," Dawn said with a mean smirk. "It's cute."


 


"Probably, though I haven't seen it very often."
She shook her head quickly to banish the picture. Dawn put up another one. It
was Hulk underwear with the same ruffles. They were Hulk green with him on both
hips. "At least no child can point out that he's smashing things with his
penis," Natasha decided. "Send that to your mother?"


 


"Already have. She's getting Bruce a set so he can help
by matching with Philip too."


 


So it wasn't the hormones, it was a Dawn-infection that
caused that mood. Good to know. "What about regular white ones?"


 


"Our son?" Dawn snorted. "Will he wear
anything that plain?"


 


"Well, perhaps not," Natasha realized then sighed.
"He really must learn better clothing habits."


 


"We're going shopping next week for him. Most of his
clothes are too tight again." She smiled. "You can help."


 


"I do not shop."


 


"Fine. Pepper?"


 


"The kids all need some," she complained.
"Even the big one."


 


Dawn grinned. "She can help."


 


"Good point." They made plans on when to go and
where. The kids would behave for them and the auntie coming. "Natasha, can
you come to help ride herd?"


 


"I can," she decided. "If I am not doing
things at the office." Dawn grinned. "You can subtly help me pick up
some larger shirts at the same time."


 


"I know a great store for that and it'll look like I'm
buying them for me, dear."


 


"That would be good." She shifted and winced.


 


"Expansion pain," Dawn said.


 


"Okay." She looked at her stomach. "We'll do
a scan next doctors' visit to see what you may be."


 


Pepper smiled. "Dawn?"


 


"Pretty sure it's a girl and I'm pretty sure she will.
If not, I'll arrange it with Doc in New York. She likes to do the
ultrasounds."


 


"She does," Pepper agreed, smiling back. "She
loved doing our last ones." Dawn nodded. Their local doctor huffed in to
complain about that. Pepper told him off for thinking he was in charge and he
stomped off again. Pepper looked at Dawn, who pulled up a list and sent it to
her tablet. "Made with....."


 


"Doc Shivs helped."


 


"Great." She smiled. "I like him." She
went over it. A few had notes like 'didn't like to handle big things but was a
good GP in the office' and other interesting side notes. It led to three
choices that sounded nice. "When can we interview?"


 


"You have them set up for two days from now," Dawn
said. "Also, the infirmary restock order got looked over by both Docs in
New York and they were horrified that he did away with some necessary things
for lab accidents."


 


"Great," she muttered. Dawn pulled that list up
then the amended list. "Who did the inventory?"


 


"Shivs came out to do it. I made sure he got
dinner." Dawn smiled. "He nearly threw someone out a window.
Including that nurse that Pigalli fired."


 


"Why is she still down there then?" Pepper asked.


 


"No idea," Dawn admitted. "I asked HR and
they said she had been fired. They said they talked to her and she keeps coming
back."


 


Pepper nodded. "No." She shook her head.
"I'll deal with that later." She made a note. Then sighed. "I
see intern applications are being looked over?"


 


"The application itself to make sure we don't need any
changes." Dawn pulled that up for her. "I haven't done much but fix
last year's typos."


 


Pepper looked it over, looking at the 'cut' sections at the
bottom of the file that could be added back in. "When did we take out the
references?"


 


"Two years ago," Dawn said.


 


"Why?"


 


"A lot of good ones couldn't come up with any?"


 


"I'll talk to Tony." She copied that onto her
tablet and put it aside for later. "Any idea on names?"


 


"We were going to do the same thing we did after
Philip's ultrasound. Though I've gotten a few suggestions. One of the
entertainment papers is running a 'give us name ideas' sort of contest and the
ones that send in the winning one, meaning the ones we use, get
subscriptions."


 


Pepper sighed. "Already?"


 


"Yup." She pulled it up so they could see it.
"A few are sweet sounding."


 


"They included Russian ones," Natasha said
quietly, staring at the list of suggested names.


 


"They figured that we went with a partially Russian
name for Philip." She smiled. "I like the sound of Raisa."


 


"I do like that one and Idella," she said with a
smile. "My sister was named Idella." Dawn got up to hug her. She
patted her. "I will think on it."


 


"I like Ryann," Pepper admitted. "And it's
easily changed for a boy."


 


"I see a lot of Irish and Celtic mythology names,"
Natasha said. "I see Klavdiya, which is Russian for Claudia. That's
interesting. Not sure if I'd want a daughter with that name."


 


"I'm wondering if we can answer back to some of those.
I'd never let my kid be Dilbert, in any meaning of the word," Pepper said.
Dawn grinned. Natasha looked confused. "It's a cartoon."


 


"Oh."


 


"He's a frustrated office drone that has incompetent
morons above him," Dawn said with a grin.


 


"I remember those days," Natasha said dryly,
cracking the other two up. "I unfortunately see Xena."


 


Dawn nodded. "Us too." They sighed and shook their
heads. "Xanthia's pretty or Alexia. Since he's named after Phil, we should
recognize Xander somewhere."


 


"We may," she agreed. They paged down. "There
are the Slavic and Baltic mythology names," Natasha said dryly. "Any
others?"


 


"There's a group related to Xander's name and there's a
Russian group," Dawn offered, finding those groups of suggested names.


 


"I like that one, Maeve," Pepper said, making a
note of it.


 


"Euphemia?" Dawn asked.


 


"Means 'to speak well' in Ancient Greek," Natasha
said after looking it up. "It's unusual. It has comments but half of them
think it sounds like a type of cancer."


 


"Not really," Pepper said, frowning a tiny bit but
letting it clear up. "There's always Alexandra. It seems almost
universal."


 


Xander appeared shaking his head then disappeared quickly
before Dawn could swat him.


 


"Alexia or Alexina," Dawn said. "We really
need a way to weed down their list on them." She wrote that at the editor.
It was hard to read the individual words in the piled on list they had.
"Nat, if you don't want to use Idella, would you be upset if I did?"


 


She shook her head. "I would not mind." She
smiled. "Alexia Idella?"


 


"Alexina Idella. That way it doesn't rhyme as
much."


 


"That's pretty," Pepper agreed. "I've got
three names: Maeve, Ravenna, and Ryann."


 


"I like Raisa and Xanthia, but not together,"
Natasha admitted. "I had not considered this before."


 


"Last name?" Pepper asked. "Yours, hers,
his?"


 


"Summers," Natasha said. "We agreed on that
long ago, even if Dawn has offered hyphenated names or some such." She
winced and moved again. Dawn came over to help by rubbing her sides for her.
"Thank you, Dawn. That is very helpful."


 


She took a kiss in payment and grinned at her wife. "I
know."


 


"How did you do lamaze last time?"


 


"I didn't get many classes in but I dragged Benji with
me. He was a bit creeped out."


 


"I would be as well. He's very soft spoken when he
wants to be. He's probably very calm."


 


"Nope, saw the film and nearly passed out. Walked out
babbling at someone on his phone." Dawn smirked evilly. "But he was
good to have around when I needed him."


 


"We should see if he's not busy later on." She
pulled her down beside her. Which helped since someone shot in a window. The
guards went running.


 


Dawn stood up and carefully walked over, looking out there.
"I'm going to fuck you up in ways that will make the Goddess cry!"
she shouted. "You'd better run!" The guards caught him running from
her. "Huh. One of the coworkers we didn't get, Nat."


 


Natasha shook her head. "You are not allowed to turn
people into hedgehogs for the next few months, Dawn."


 


"Yay? I have knives and a gun on me."


 


"Good!" Pepper agreed.


 


Natasha smiled. "Only those?" 


 


"I don't want to carry any of the poisons in case one
breaks on me." She sat down again. Natasha gave her a pointed look.
"I didn't think you'd want to be seen cuddling me when people got here for
him." Natasha snorted. Dawn grinned and moved to sit beside her again.


 


"We love that you two are still mushy," Pepper
said. She suddenly turned green and went to puke in the attached bathroom.
"Sorry," she called.


 


"We've both done a lot of that," Dawn quipped. A
SHIELD agent stomped in scowling. "Pepper's heaving up lunch."


 


"Why did they shoot at you?" he asked his superior
officer. He'd ignore Dawn.


 


"We did not question him. I can if you wish." He
went pale and shook his head. "All I know is that he shot a very low
caliber gun into the window." She pointed at the mess and the bullet on
the carpet. "He is pathetic in many ways."


 


He gathered the bullet and walked off to ask the guy that
and nag him for using such a low caliber round.


 


Happy was watching how the agents did it, frowning at one of
the guards. Then at the agent. "Why are you nagging him about using such a
low caliber round? We're all pretty thankful that he did since it meant he
didn't hit anyone in the office."


 


The agent glared at him. "Because it's demoralizing
him."


 


Happy snorted, looking at the wanna-be hero that had worked
with Clint's brother. "The girls are always going to be better than you.
Hell, Callia and Liz Stark are both better bad guys than you'll ever be because
they know what true evil is and enjoy it sometimes." The guy spat at him.
Happy smirked. "Get up and try that."


 


"We're taking him into custody," the agent said.


 


"Then he'd be in handcuffs," one of the agents
getting out of the truck said. "You wouldn't be nagging him about using
low caliber rounds."


 


"We're really pleased he did," Happy said.
"You're...."


 


"Agent Simmons, FBI."


 


"Welcome to Stark International," Happy said with
a smile. "Whichever one he shot at is in the office, Agent Simmons."
He looked at the idiot. "Which one were you shooting at?"


 


"Barney doesn't want a new niece," he sneered.


 


"Then you would've had to shoot twice," Happy said
with an evil smirk. "Because they're both pregnant." The guy's eyes
went wide. He looked beside him since he felt something brushing against his
arm. "He's pouty."


 


Dawn nodded. "That's a sad thing."


 


"You're not Dawn."


 


"No, I'm not." She changed into Discord.
"Alexander just heard." She grinned an icy little smile at him.
"He's not pleased and neither is Loki. Apparently he's going to be a
godparent again and is looking forward to make them sweet little fluffy girls
instead of ball busting bitches like their mothers." She cracked her
knuckles. "You want to tell me all about your idea, right?" The idiot
was shaking his head. "Of course you do. It's me or the first time mother
with mood swings. Which would you prefer?" The guy started to cry.
"Awww, I love that request." She hauled him up one handed and walked
off with him. "I'll give him back in a minute."


 


"Ma'am, if he's in custody we can't really let you
torture him," Agent Simmons said.


 


She smirked. "I'm the Goddess Discord, mortal. But I
like that you have balls."


 


"I'd like to keep them attached, ma'am, but if he's
been read his rights, he's still ours."


 


"He hasn't," Happy said. "The guy hasn't made
one single move to put him into custody." He heard a scream and ran back
to the office. There was a mouse on the floor. And a hedgehog.
"Dawn?" he called.


 


"Bathroom," Pepper said with a point since she was
standing on her desk. "The mouse wasn't her."


 


"Okay." He helped her down and around the rodents.
"Agent Romanoff, should I take her to the ER?" he called, walking
that way. "And who was he?"


 


"He was Barney's usual backup bully," Pepper
huffed. Happy looked at her. "We got the files."


 


"That's fine, Pepper." She smiled. "Want
helped to the apartment?"


 


"No. I'll go home with the ladies tonight. It's
probably safer. The kids?"


 


"I can get them there." She nodded. He picked up
the mouse by the tail to look at it. "Where did you come from?"


 


Natasha came out to look at him then at it. "It was
thrown through the vents." She pointed. "The hedgehog was the one who
threw it." She looked. "I believe it's ill."


 


"Me too." He called down to biology. "Someone
threw a mouse we think is sick into the office." He hung up and handed
over the hedgehog to Discord when she came in. "Dawn did it, ma'am."


 


She looked at it and grimaced. "Too cutesy."


 


"She used to use mice." A guy in a lab coat leaned
in. Happy held up the mouse by the tail. "This one." He carried in a
plastic cage and let Happy drop it in there. "I don't think it bit
anyone."


 


"Okay. We can test it." He looked at it through
the plastic. "You're right, it's sick with something."


 


Discord looked and nodded. "Looks like a plague."


 


"Shit, they're playing dirty," Happy complained.
Dawn wobbled out. "Sit down. I'll get you home in a minute."


 


Dawn shook her head. "I need my OB. I'm not supposed to
use heavy magic, Happy." She curled up in a chair, holding her stomach.


 


"Lady Discord, can you please tell Alexander so he can
get us there? That way Happy can protect Pepper and the children," Natasha
said quietly but politely.


 


Xander appeared. "Shit shit shit shit. 'SCLEP!" he
yelled. He appeared eating some chicken. He pointed at the mouse. "Nearly
dropped next to her." He pointed at the hedgehog. "By him."


 


Asclepias sent his food back to his plate and moved to look
over Dawn's stomach. "Calm it down," he said quietly. "Here, do
this," he ordered, showing her. She concentrated on that image. It made
her tap into a different Key instead of trying to tap into the one in her new
daughter. "You were using that one as your primary source and now you
can't."


 


"I thought I hit the backside of them, not the
front," Dawn mumbled.


 


"Maybe you were." She hugged him. He kissed her on
the head. "Right now, she's a little upset because you got sick." He
soothed the baby while checking her, nodding. "She's fine and I've put a
shield around her so you can't tap into her magic by accident."


 


"Thank you. I didn't think I was," she said,
staring at him.


 


He smiled. "It's fairly common. A lot of practioners
do." He ruffled her hair. "Did the mouse touch you?" She shook
her head. "Any of you?"


 


"No," Natasha said. "Pepper screamed and climbed
up on the desk."


 


"That's always a good response to a mouse," he
said with a smile for her. "It means it can't nibble." He checked her
over. "You're fine as well." Someone shot at them again and Dawn
instinctively stopped the bullet. Asclepias checked and nodded. "Now
you're tapping into the others so it's safer." He patted her on the head,
looking at Xander. "Another bout of 'they don't want a future Barton
born?"


 


"No idea," Xander admitted, looking that way.
"It was an agent though." It happened again and Xander blocked the
shot from leaving the gun and burned the guy holding it. He shrugged at the
scream. "He won't do it again."


 


"Don't do that in front of me, Xander. Please? You know
I'm compelled to help them," the healing god complained. Xander waved and
put out the fire. "Thank you." He patted him on the arm. "Go
eat. You're starving." He looked at Natasha. "You too."


 


"When we get home," she promised.


 


"I'll make dinner," Dawn said, smiling at her.


 


"That would be appreciated." She kissed her.
"You make dinner very well." She walked out to see which agent was
now crispy. She stared at the agent who had come in to question them.
"Pity your allegiance was found first." She stared down at him. He
was gasping for breath and moaning. "Alexander was very nice to you. I
would have roasted you much more slowly and only a bit at a time. That way no
one would want to take a shot at what is mine ever again." She looked at
the FBI agents but stepped on the gun the crispy agent was trying to pull up. "Lord
Asclepias nicely asked Xander to put him out so he didn't have to take care of
him."


 


"That was really nice of him," one of the FBI
agents agreed with a smile. "Where are you hiding tonight, Agent
Romanoff?"


 


"The house. With the children. Because I know no one is
stupid enough to take a shot at the children." She looked at the two idiot
agents then walked back inside.


 


Dawn cuddled her. "Happy's driving us in my car."


 


"The children?"


 


"Are coming with a guard team in the specially shielded
van." Pepper walked in talking to Callia. "C'mon, mini Stark. We'll
go make dinner once the kids are there."


 


"Okay." She looked at the hedgehog. "I have
cats that will still hunt you." It squeaked and tried to get away. Discord
strolled in to change him back and walk him off. Callia frowned and pointed.


 


"That's the Goddess Discord," Dawn said quietly.
"Apparently she needed a new playmate."


 


"I thought I was mean." She shrugged. "Okay.
Let's go eat. Chris is about to try to eat Philip again." Pepper snorted.
"He was! He was chewing on his ear again."


 


"We'll fix that once we get home," Natasha assured
her. Callia ran off. She helped Dawn up. "Let's go home. We can rest in
the tub after the children are down. That way our son doesn't want to
help." Dawn sniffled, hugging her. "What?" she asked patiently.


 


"You don't usually call Philip our son." She
looked at her.


 


"He is our son, even if you bore him. The child clearly
is confused that you're the pet mother but he is our son. Or else he would eat
for you more often." Dawn laughed and gave her a squeeze but walked out
with her to the car. They guarded Pepper on the way. The agents checked the car
before they could get into it and it was good. Much nicer.


 


***


 


Tony stepped off the quin jet very early the next morning.
He was the last one off. He saw the tense guards and nodded at them. "What
happened?" He got a report handed to him and read it over, groaning and
handing it to Steve. "Dawn and them?"


 


"Everyone's there, Mr. Stark. They're very safe and the
FBI have helped guard them tonight until the clean up team from SHIELD can
handle the other agents. Though, I'm not sure if the Lady Discord has handed
hers back yet."


 


Steve shook his head. "If she hasn't, I'll see where
she buried him so I can plant the rest there."


 


Tony kept him from moving. "Get two hours sleep, Steve,
and then go stomp them flat," he said quietly, staring at him.
"You're exhausted like the rest of us."


 


"I guess." He texted the main office, getting one
from Maria Hill. "What are you doing in already?" he muttered,
texting that back. He walked off calling her. "Our mission, what happened
out here, or another emergency?" he asked bluntly as he walked. He
listened, pausing a bit. "But we're good now?" He looked at Tony.
"No, I fully planned on going to plant them somewhere as fertilizer, Agent
Hill. But if you've had that done I'll take a nap and see you in a few hours to
go over what happened and how." He listened to her. "That's good.
Thank you. Now, go take a nap." He hung up, looking at Tony. "They
also got the person that tried to wake Natasha up but got Dawn up
instead."


 


"Why?" Tony asked, hands going into his pockets.


 


"Because they wanted her to come back home to work for
them again."


 


Tony inhaled then slowly let it out, trying to calm himself.
"They all good?"


 


"Didn't touch the kids or Pepper. Just woke Dawn up.
Did you know Dawn had an axe that she has shrank under her pillow?"


 


"No, I did not," Tony admitted.


 


"Neither did Natasha apparently. Agent Hill said the
call-in contained a lot of 'please put the axe down, Dawn' notes." They
shared a look.


 


"Dawn needs ice cream."


 


"I'll pick some up on the way home," Clint said as
he walked around them. "I'll make sure Pepper gets back tomorrow with the
kids too."


 


"Thanks," Stark and Steve said. "Get someone
to drive you."


 


"On it," one of the guards promised. "We're
switching shifts in an hour anyway, sir. We can go early." He got him into
one of the company cars and took him home.


 


Clint walked in and looked around. No mess. He walked into
their bedroom. Slight smell of cleaning products. He went to check on the kids.
Chris had kept Philip in the bed for a change. Philip was cuddled up against
Chris and cooing in his sleep. Liz and Callia were sharing the other future
nursery room. Pepper had the other spare room. Clint went back to his room,
stripping off his t-shirt on the way. He stared at his wives, who were cuddled.
Dawn was on top of Natasha, covering her so she was hidden and protected. He
grinned, kissing Natasha.


 


She blinked and smiled at him, sending a happy thought over.
"I'm fine," she mouthed.


 


"Good." Dawn flinched awake, staring at him.
"You okay?"


 


"I'm okay. She's okay. I made sure of it."


 


"I'm happy you did." He kissed her. "Let's
nap?"


 


She checked him over, helping him out of his jeans and shoes
too. She touched the few bruises and cuts, healing them. He caught her hands.
"Lord Asclepias made sure I wasn't using the same Key that went into the
baby," she said quietly. "It's okay."


 


He let her heal them and laid down between his girls. They
cuddled up to his sides. "This is a real hero's welcome," he teased.
They smiled and kissed him, curling up so they could all go back to sleep.
Clint wasn't battle tense and he was comfy to sleep on. He'd get a sit rep in
the morning. He yawned, falling asleep with his ladies.


 


***


 


Dawn walked into her favorite goth shop, sighing at the
owner/salesgirl. "I can't find anything." She had called ahead to
make sure this visit was around closing time.


 


"Why?" She smiled. "How formal?"


 


"Everyday stuff." She pulled up a picture. "I
found a site called Polyvore to look at clothing options. I went to a higher
end shopping helper and he found some things but most of them were in the
thousands for a single dress and you know I'm more sensible than that."


 


"You usually are." She looked over the selection
Dawn had picked out. "Peplum shirts."


 


"The waist usually hits above where the bump would be
so it'll be easier to hide it somewhat. There's a few that are knit, stretchy
knit. A few that are more formal work clothes. I can't seem to find dresses
that aren't like men's shirts, or look like I'm a Goth Lolita type of dress, or
like I'm from the fifties."


 


"Hmm, front rouching instead of to the side."


 


"I couldn't find a good example of that at all,"
she admitted. "Maybe up to an empire looking bustline but I'm not sure.
Those I can find in formal gowns but not in shorter. Plus I pulled out some
tunics and I found that pair of leggings. I thought the Aztec patterns would
look cute with that black shirt."


 


"It would." She looked them over then Dawn's
present shape. "Just for you?" Dawn stared at her. "I saw her
out for coffee." She smiled.


 


"Maybe not just for me. We're about the same size so it
should be good."


 


"We can handle that. I know a few places to look and we
can talk to your seamstress that you go to for tailoring things." She
looked at her shoes, smiling at the ballet shoes. "Can't even find
sandals?"


 


"I can't wear open toes or heels in the labs when I'm
doing rounds."


 


"Yeah, that would suck." She took her to look at a
few friends' shops. "No official shopper sort?"


 


"No, he wanted me to dress in D&G, which I don't
mind usually but I'm not going to pay that much for a shirt. Bad enough Callia
wants to try designer things soon."


 


"You taught her well."


 


"She wants McQueen," Dawn quipped.


 


"A bit weird, a bit wild.... Sounds like the kid."
The other goth shops and demon-run shops had a lot of ideas for Dawn and it was
mostly good ones. They found Dawn a pair of shoes that had closed toes and a
heel enclosure but nothing over the arch and they were flats. They were still a
bit wide but comfortable enough for her. Dawn even found a few formal gowns she
liked. It blew her budget a tiny bit but it was needed anyway. Dawn paid her
friend a tip, made the other shopkeepers very happy by giving them a tip for
staying late, and headed home with a trunk full of bags.


 


Natasha would be happy too. A lot of it was stuff she might
wear.


 


***


 


Dawn walked in the next morning in a halter-top print dress
that drew attention away from her stomach with the pattern. The fabric was a
bit stretchy and a tiny bit loose so that was helping cover up the baby bump
too. She had her hair up and her makeup looked good this morning. She smiled at
Steve when she ran into him in the hallway.


 


"You look nice, Dawn."


 


"Thank you, Steve."


 


He smiled at her back. Her last pregnancy wardrobe had been
a lot of tunic dresses and heavy tights when it was warm enough. This looked
more comfortable and a bit more dressy.


 


Tony tipped his head when he saw Dawn logging in.
"Huh."


 


"The pattern draws attention to her chest instead of
her stomach," Pepper said with a grin.


 


"My friend at the goth shop helped me a lot. The
official shopper sort was clueless about not wanting to pay fifteen-hundred
bucks for a shirt."


 


"I wouldn't either," Pepper agreed. "Callia's
doing her hair."


 


Dawn smiled, going to gather her niece. "Put on
something better."


 


She huffed but changed out of her t-shirt to a dressier
shirt and cargo pants instead of shorts. "Are you sure you can go?"


 


"Yup. I went shopping last night." She grinned.
Callia swatted her on the arm but made sure her aunt had her envelope of money
from her shopping account. They had Happy drive them to the store she wanted to
try out. She had to have something for a science thing next month. Dawn walked
Callia inside, smiling at the staring showroom head by his tag. "This is
my niece, Callia Stark. She wanted to try you. She has a scientific event next
month that should be semi-formal, within her age range, and she thought a few
of the outfits she saw online were cute and flirty."


 


"They can be. She's a bit younger than we usually
see."


 


Dawn pulled up that same site but picked out a different
draft. "She saw these that she liked."


 


The salesman nodded, looking them over. "Most of those
are ours." He smiled at her. "Have you worn something semi-formal
before?"


 


"I've been to a few plays with my parents. Mostly I'm a
long t-shirt, leggings, leotards, shorts, and swimsuits sort of girl."


 


"That's fine. We're used to active young women."
He showed her to the proper areas of the store. "We don't really have a
teen line, Miss Stark, but some of these can be altered down to your size
easily enough."


 


She smiled. "I'm not that far off the standard size and
I just went through a growth spurt."


 


"It's always better to shop after than during," he
agreed with a smile. "So you know what fits." He let her look at the
dresses. She held up a few for her aunt's approval, getting a few grimaces but
mostly nods. "You have very nice taste."


 


She grinned. "Auntie Dawn and Mommy Pepper have helped
a lot. Now we're making my brother Chris quit wearing ugly shirts
together." He laughed and let her try them on. "This is too
tight."


 


Dawn leaned in to look. "It looks like you're about a
half size too tight in that. So maybe a 2?" she suggested. He got those
dresses for her in that size. They found three they liked. Dawn considered them
on the hangers then looked at her niece. "You have three thousand pulled
out for this stop. If you go over, that'll take up the rest of your shopping
allowance for this month and next month." Callia considered it. "But
you can also talk your father into bringing you to buy new leotards and
stuff."


 


"Most everything still fits. The stuff that Auntie
Natasha helped me buy is still loose enough. I need new shoes because my feet
grew." She considered one. "I'd have to wear a bra with that one,
huh?"


 


"No," Dawn said. "It's low cut in the back so
you couldn't. We'd have to teach you about pasties so you didn't show through
but they're like breast stickers."


 


Callia smiled. "Do they come in scratch and
sniff?"


 


"No, sorry." She smirked at her niece.


 


Callia took a picture of them and sent them to Pepper.
"I can pick two," she said when she called. She got advice. "I'd
need pasties according to Auntie Dawn." She tipped her head while she
listened. "I can do that then. Thanks, Mommy Pepper." She hung up and
handed the waiting sales guy two of them. "These two please."


 


"Of course. Anything for your aunt?"


 


Dawn grinned. "I have something for when I'm more
pregnant. I don't have to go to the scientific awards event this year. I don't
have a formal anything for a month."


 


He looked at her. "You can't really tell in that
dress."


 


Dawn smiled. "That's the point." He laughed and
smiled, leading them to the register. Dawn let Callia pay out of her money
envelope. "Shoes." She took the bag to put into the trunk carefully
after thanking the manager for being so patient. They went to the shoe store up
the street. She smiled at the clerk. "This is my niece. She's just allowed
to start wearing heels. She needs smaller, thicker ones. She has two formal
dresses, one in deep red and one in silver."


 


"Those are pretty colors. Sandals or more
enclosed?" the clerk asked.


 


Callia looked at her aunt. "Sandals for the red
one?"


 


"The event's in Nevada but up in the mountains so
possibly some chilly time getting in and out of the car," Dawn said.
"I'd say something more classical. More strappy for the red but still
tasteful." She saw the look at her shoes. "I have very tiny feet. I
can't find *anything*."


 


"I've seen people with that problem." She took
Callia to look at the styles they had.


 


Callia looked at one's price tag then at her envelope. She
looked at the clerk. "I only budgeted seven hundred for this or else I
have to cut down on any jewelry I might want."


 


"We have a few brands that fall into that." She
showed her those. She glanced at Dawn, who smiled. "She budgets?"


 


"She budgets very well. She has since she was six and
we taught her. I'm very proud of how Callia's learned how to manage
money." She saw the instant the clerk figured out who she was. Dawn
smirked a tiny bit. "She's starting to assert her sense of style. We're
very proud of how nice she usually looks when she wants to try."


 


Callia smirked at her. "I'd never wear things like this
in the lab, Auntie Dawn. They'd get messy and greasy." She held up a pair.
"Suede?"


 


"For which?"


 


"The silver. The red one wouldn't go with the red they
have and the black are too high."


 


Dawn took them to look over, nodding. "I can see that
in a taupe maybe? Like a skin tone?"


 


"That might be nice and you can wear it again,"
the clerk agreed, showing her some.


 


Callia looked at it then at her. "I'm not allowed over
two inch heels please."


 


"Of course." She showed her some lower ones.
Callia looked at one then sighed. "Auntie, how much do I have budgeted for
accessories?"


 


"About three hundred since you don't need new
jewelry." Callia looked at her. "Your silver necklace would go well
with either dress."


 


"The hammered one Auntie 'Tasha found me?" she
asked.


 


"That one or the more simple chain with the solitaire
pendant."


 


"Huh." She nodded. "So I only need hair
things?"


 


"Yup."


 


"Then these look nice." She held up a pair.
"But they won't go with both dresses."


 


Dawn looked and found one, handing it over. "How about
that?"


 


"Is that low enough?" Callia asked.


 


"Probably a quarter-inch too high," Dawn admitted.
"Or go to the suede one and then get the one there," she said with a
point.


 


"Those aren't really a good brand," the clerk told
her.


 


"Since she's almost ten, that's fine," Dawn said.
"She'll outgrow them in a few wears anyway."


 


"Ten, really?" the clerk asked, looking at her.


 


Dawn smiled. "When the events are happening, yup,"
Callia said with a grin. She looked at that shoe. "Does this come in a red
compatible color?"







 


The clerk looked at the card, shaking her head. "Not
really. There's a black or a gray." She showed her.


 


Callia grimaced, looking at her aunt, who shook her head.
"I can wear something flatter but I don't want them to look at me like I'm
a child. Child geniuses get treated even worse than women in science and
they're all going to go 'you're your father's daughter' all night." She
looked around then at her aunt, shrugging. "Can I handle two inches
without turning my ankle too much?"


 


"Pepper taught me how to walk in heels. We can teach
you. If you want flats, get flats. You will need insoles because you'll be
standing for hours listening to guys babble about your dad at your age."


 


She shuddered lightly. "Eww." She put down those
shoes where they went and got a pair of flatter heels. Dawn shook her head.
"It won't go with the silver?"


 


"No. Look to your left and that shelf," she said
with a point.


 


Callia walked over to look, finding it more dancer oriented
shoes. "Are these like the dancers on that crappy show wear?"


 


"And show girls and other dancers," Dawn agreed.
"That means they're probably more comfortable. Also more supportive."


 


She looked inside them, nodding. "Not a bad
price." She looked at the colors. "They have a silver and a taupe. If
I get a silver for the red dress?"


 


"It be a bit light," Dawn said, considering it.
"It'll also look like your dad's armor."


 


"Eww, I hadn't thought about that. Black then."
She found a pair of them. "Okay, can we find me my right size in these
please?" She smiled at the clerk. Who was looking shocked. "Shoes are
just one accessory of any outfit but the dress is the important thing for the
most part as long as you look put together."


 


Dawn nodded. "It is, yeah. There's been plenty of times
I wanted to be a normal foot size so I could buy normal shoes to go with
outfits."


 


The clerk shook her head. "I'm not sure they'd come in
your size, Miss Stark. That brand only comes in adult sizes."


 


"That's fine. We'll go to a dance store." She
smiled and shook her hand. "Thank you for helping us figure out what we
needed." She walked off with her aunt. "I really don't like that
pattern, even though it's hiding the baby bump. It's a bit eye-catching."


 


"It's supposed to be and I have a more subdued
blue/black/silver version too."


 


"Great." She smiled at Happy. "We need a
dance shoe store."


 


"Okay, I can find one." He got them into the back
and used the map feature to find one. That worked and that store did have
girls' sizes. And Dawn sizes as it turned out.


 


Dawn smiled as she walked her niece in. "She's got her
first official function and we thought that perhaps shoes like dancers wear,
the thick, shorter french heels, would do her good. She's got a silver and a
scarlet dress to match."


 


"Wonderful," the woman agreed with a smile.
"Do you dance, dear?"


 


"No, I hated dance class when I tried it. I went to
gymnastics instead." She grinned. "I wear ballet leotards in the lab
though. They're very comfy under shorts."


 


"They are." She showed them what shoes they had.
"Ma'am, you can sit if you want. I'm fairly certain your feet have to
hurt. Mine did during my pregnancy."


 


"Half of my last pregnancy I wore ballet shoes. I can't
find smaller heels in my size."


 


The older woman tutted and got Callia fitted, letting her
look at the colors they could order for her. She measured Dawn's feet, wincing.
"We only have one brand that would fit you." She showed her.
"They're not pointe shoes."


 


"No, I wore regular, going to class shoes." She
checked them over. "Will they last when I'm running around doing
rounds?"


 


"They should. I've had people who only buy two pairs a
year with daily classes."


 


Dawn looked at her account online then bought a few in
different colors. Before she couldn't find black or gray. This line had them.
She hugged her and helped Callia order hers. They got a pair she already had
there to practice in. And they were a lot cheaper. She smiled at her niece.
"This was a good decision. Sixty-four per pair is a lot better than six
hundred a pair for shoes."


 


"And the saleslady is so much nicer than the last
one." She looked at her. "She figured out what my last name is and
decided I could beg Daddy for more allowance."


 


She rolled her eyes. "A woman knows what she wants and
needs in shoes and the only reason they're so expensive is the name."


 


Callia smiled. "Names are for the big things, like the
important dresses. Not for the shoes." The woman smiled and hugged her,
handing her some peppermint candy. "Thank you for your help." She
paid and took her bag. Her aunt paid and got hers bagged up. They went back to
the car. Happy was leaning against it smiling. "Sixty-four for a pair of
shoes instead of six hundred."


 


"Your dad's going to be pleased." She grinned.
"Home, ladies?"


 


"Ice cream," they said in unison after looking at
each other and smiling. Happy got them through an ice cream place on the way
back to the compound.


 


Callia walked into her father's lab, leaning on his arm.
"Just so you know, I'm not going to be hanging out with you during that
scientific event thing. I don't want to hear how many times I get compared to
you."


 


"Dad bugging you again?" he asked dryly, turning
his head to look at his little girl.


 


"Yup. Him too. I'll hang out in sight of you, or with
Uncle Rhodey if he's there, or whoever you say is safe enough, but I'm not
hanging on your arm like your protege."


 


"That's not a bad thing. They'll know but you don't
want that comparison. Living in that shadow is really hard. I did for
years."


 


She patted him on the arm. "As long as you're not going
to be super clingy."


 


"No, I won't be." He gave her a hug. "Any
other news?"


 


"Well, I somehow managed to buy a dress that will
probably remind people of your armor but the other's silver so I'll wear that
during the whole 'talking to idiots' portion." He smiled. "But if you
want, you can help me learn how to walk in heels."


 


"Heels?" he demanded, looking at her feet. "I
thought you were wearing clogs."


 


"No. We went to a specialty shoe shop. She
unfortunately realized who I was so she kept trying to tell me that some of the
brands they carried weren't very good." He snorted, shaking his head.
"But they carried dance looking shoes. She didn't want to sell me them so
we went to a dance store to get the dancer sort of shoes." She lifted up a
foot. "They're within the two inch heel limit Mommy Pepper set."


 


"Two inches?" he demanded. She took one off to
show him. He looked it over. "That's not that high. Not like your aunt's
shoes."


 


"She got some ballet shoes." She put it back on
and hitched it. "These are to help me learn how to walk in them because we
had to order them in colors. But sixty-four per pair instead of three hundred
or more per pair."


 


"That's much better," he agreed, staring at her.
"Am I going to have another one of those revelations that you're growing
up?"


 


"Well, maybe if you have to talk to me about
pasties?" she offered, watching him shudder and walk off to bang his head
on the wall. "Sorry?"


 


"No, it had to happen."


 


"Only in one dress though."


 


He turned to look at her. "You're growing up. We'll
both grow up and handle all these new things like boobs."


 


"Are you getting them too?" she quipped.


 


"You'd better hope not. Just like Barton prays nightly
that no Goddess decides they need another kid." 


 


They shared a smirk and he came bac to sit down. "How
do I walk in these?"


 


"You ask like I've worn heels."


 


She looked at him. "I saw that video online." He
gave her a dirty look. She smiled. "I googled." She walked off.


 


"Pick up your feet," he said.


 


She looked down and tried to walk more carefully. "This
totally sucks! How do women do this shit!"


 


Dawn walked up behind her and took her arm, pointing at her
feet. Callia watched her feet and they walked off together. Callia eventually
got the stride down and quit scuffing her feet. They made rounds in them.
Callia was whimpering by the end of an hour but she sat down to rub her feet.
Clint looked over from Dawn's desk looking at things online. Dawn kissed Clint,
making him get up so she could sit down. He pulled Callia into the office to
sit down so he could show her how to rub her feet.


 


She looked and then at him. "Wow. No wonder Auntie
loves you." She hugged him. "Thank you, Unclie Clint. That helps a
lot." Pepper tossed over insoles. "Those might too." She got up
to hug her. She put back on the shoes once they were in, walking around a bit.
"It's a bit better."


 


"Quit arching your back," Pepper said. She got up
to show her how to walk. Callia watched and copied. "Quit arching your
back," she reminded her. "You don't need a counterbalance."
Clint patted her on the back between the shoulder blades, making her straighten
up properly.


 


Dawn walked in and put a book on her head. "Keep it up
there." Callia walked around, hand up to make sure it didn't slip. It
helped and she got the point of how to walk. "Better," Dawn agreed.
"You'll do better soon." She smiled. "Just think, most people
who wear heels wear higher ones."


 


"I'm only wearing these when I have to spend real money
on dresses," Callia joked. "The rest of the time I can wear t-shirts
and sneakers like Dad." She sighed and tried it without the book. She
scuffed a few times but she got it a minute later. "That's not that
hard."


 


"The thinner or the higher, the harder it is,"
Dawn quipped with a grin.


 


"Nope, I'm not going to ho shoes like yours. Thanks
though."


 


"The great thing about stripper shoes is you can get
great boots," Dawn quipped back.


 


"When you turn eighteen you can buy your first set of
naughty girl boots," Clint quipped.


 


"Maybe I won't need them. Some of us could be good
girls."


 


"Then you wouldn't have given your siblings Red Bull
again," Dawn said, smiling at her.


 


"No, they got into my stash. I didn't give them
any." She sighed, going to check her stash. Which Tony walked in and took.
"Hey, my allowance!"


 


"Yay! You know you're not allowed to have stimulants
yet." He handed them to Andrew and Jonathan. "She's not allowed to
have them back." He walked off again.


 


Andrew popped one to take a sip, grimacing. "I wondered
what those tasted like." Jonathan took a taste too then shrugged. Maybe
they could use it to power something other than stimulant addicts.


 


They both looked out the door when they heard a cackling kid
go running past. "Wow, Liz is really fast," Jonathan said. Dawn was
jogging after her. "How do you run in heels?" he asked Andrew.


 


"Never wore 'em," he admitted. "That was
Warren to make sure his robotic girlfriends could handle them when he wanted
them in the slutty heels."


 


Callia walked in and stole her cans back. "Ask Daddy,
he wore some a few times. It's on YouTube." Andrew took the cans from her.
"My allowance!"


 


"It's disgusting and doing bad things to your
body," Jonathan said, staring down at her. "Why are you wearing heels
in the lab?"


 


"I'm practicing for the awards dinner thing that I
submitted stuff to." She walked off. She summoned the cans but Andrew
stopped that on her. "Fine." She huffed off. There was a packette
just outside the gates of the compound. She hiked down there. She smiled at the
cashier giving her odd looks. "I'm picking up Red Bull for the
geeks."


 


"Your father's called, Miss Stark, and he said you're
grounded if you try that."


 


"Yay." She looked at the coolers. "What's
that stuff in the bottle?"


 


He looked then at her. "Thunderbird. It's not for kids
either."


 


"Why?"


 


"It's illegal to sell to anyone under twenty-one."


 


She looked at him. "As opposed to your little medical
sideline for families from Egypt?" He blanched. She grinned and got some
Red Bull and a bottle of that. "Is it like Red Bull?"


 


"No, but you can combine them in shots."


 


"Oh, okay." She carried them back to her lab using
the tunnels so she'd be less likely to be spotted. Then she locked herself in
there.


 


"Your father said I may not allow you to lock the door
that fully, Callia," JARVIS said.


 


She looked up. "Yay?" She hit a few commands,
which shut down the computer interface for the labs. Now JARVIS couldn't get in
unless he hacked her tablet. She didn't need the computers right now, just a
few tools. She made herself a 'shot' like the cashier guy had described and
drank it. "Ow, wow, that's gross." She grimaced and finished off the
can of Red Bull to wash it down. Then she got back to work on her newest
prototype.


 


***


 


JARVIS cleared his throat in the office. "I'm afraid
Callia has shut down all the computer interfaces in her lab, sir. Her tablet's
not on so I can't hack into it and her MP3 player isn't connected to anything
either."


 


Tony huffed. "I'll paddle her later."


 


"She did have a bag from the store on the corner."


 


"I'll get her for the new Red Bulls too," he
decided. He looked at Pepper. "JARVIS, is my father floating around?"


 


"She turned that on as well, sir."


 


"Crap. Dawn, can you scry Callia?" No answer so he
looked out there. No Dawn at her desk. "Dawn?" he called.


 


"She's in Payroll, nagging someone there about doing
something dumb. Apparently they tried to change her withholding without her
consent to single without children."


 


"No, I doubt that'll work." He went to see what
had happened. That assistant was *certain* that it wasn't legal for her to
claim to be married since the trio thing wasn't legal in the US. "She can
claim however many she wants," Tony told her. "It's not illegal to
claim more and get a tax refund." He looked at Dawn. "Can you scry?"


 


"Not very well. Why?"


 


"Callia's locked out JARVIS and everyone else."


 


"I'll check on her later. There's a sneaky way to
override all the electronic locks, boss."


 


He smiled. "Teach me that some day?"


 


"Maybe." She walked off after ripping up the new
forms. Tony could yell at her about that stunt. Dawn had things she had to do.


 


***


 


Tony and Dawn broke into Callia's lab, finding her on the
floor. "That looks familiar," Dawn sighed, walking over to the bench.
She flipped the switch to restart the computer interfaces while Tony checked
his daughter. "Boss, there's Thunderbird."


 


"The guy said it wasn't for kids but he never said it'd
give me a headache," Callia complained as she woke up.


 


"That's because it's liquor," Dawn said slowly and
clearly, staring at her. "Your mother would *so* be throwing a fit."


 


"I feel like she's in my head doing it anyway. He never
said it was alcohol, just that he couldn't sell it to kids. So I kindly
mentioned his little sideline medical project for Egyptian families."


 


"What sideline project?" Tony demanded. She
pointed then let her hand fall. "You're in such trouble."


 


"Can it wait until the little people in my head
stop?"


 


"Hell no!" Dawn said loudly. "You're so far
beyond grounded it's not fucking funny, young lady! What the *fuck* were you
thinking?"


 


"I thought it was like a heavier Red Bull," she
complained, letting her father help her sit up. Which meant she was more
vertical when she needed to get up and run off to vomit. "I'm never doing
this shit again," she cried while she heaved.


 


"Ya think?" Dawn demanded from the bathroom
doorway. She sighed, leaning against the wall, arms crossed over her chest. She
looked at Tony, who was rolling his eyes. "Want to tell Pepper?"


 


"Nope. Or Steve. I think we should talk first and they
can talk to her in the morning."


 


"I'll tell them they need to talk to her in the morning
then. Because I don't want to see her on the cover of some tabloid not wearing
panties." They stared at each other.


 


"If she follows me down that path, I'm going to beat
her ass," Tony assured her.


 


Dawn smiled. "Good." She walked over to pat him on
the arm. "You did pretty okay when I got given my first one without me
knowing," she said quietly. "Want me to tell Pepper why you'll be
hearing her yell tomorrow?"


 


"I will after dinner."


 


"No way in any sort of hell that I'm living in am I
eating," Callia called.


 


Tony snorted. "It'll help. Trust me." He walked in
there to help his daughter, his little clone, through her first hangover. Dawn
went home. Tony knew just how his daughter felt and it sucked, but he had to
break this bad habit like he had her forgetting to eat. When she was done he
made her take a shower and change clothes then took her up to tuck her into
bed. He walked out, letting her menagerie in there to comfort their human.
"Guys, we have to be parents tomorrow."


 


"What happened? Did she hurt herself when she was
tinkering without supervision?" Pepper asked, eating a bite of dinner.


 


"No, the clerk at the corner store didn't tell her
Thunderbird was liquor. She thought it was a higher Red Bull." Pepper
choked. Steve shook his head. "She's already *very* sorry." He kept
Pepper from moving. "She's woken up, puked, I made her eat some toast on
the way up here," he said, staring at her. "We'll talk to her once
the other kids are in daycare."


 


"Yes, I think we should," Steve agreed.


 


Pepper nodded, looking pissed off. "She's so getting
it."


 


"Dawn gave her hell too." He stared at her.
"We can stop this before she really is my clone."


 


Pepper nodded. "Yes, we will be." He kissed her on
the temple. She sighed. "We have to turn him in for that."


 


"She said he's got some sort of medical sideline for
Egyptians," he said. "I think we need to look that up first."


 


JARVIS cleared his throat. "His wife does tribal
circumcisions, sir."


 


"Male or female?" Pepper asked firmly.


 


"Is she some sort of doctor over there?" Steve
asked. "Or a nurse?"


 


"No, and I'm not certain," the AI told them.
"She did not look that far."


 


"Hell no!" Pepper said. She heard the tiny moan
from Callia's room. "We're going to talk tomorrow, daughter. Sleep while
you can."


 


"Yup," she moaned then the door mostly closed.
"And it's girls, not boys. I had to look up why they would and got
horrified. I called someone at the tip line that the LAPD has but I guess no
one's answered."


 


"We can make sure of that," Steve said.


 


Tony grinned and called a few 'friends' in lower places to
find out more facts. That got them all they needed to know to send on. Maybe to
the wrong desk but they'd be able to pass it on. By the eleven o'clock news,
they were showing the bust and the bust for selling alcohol to underage kids.
Apparently Callia wasn't the only one. Though she was mentioned. Pepper sighed
and made a note on her livejournal about it. Dawn's response popped up on hers
a few minutes later. 


 


***


 


Dawn parked and got out the next morning, seeing the press
vultures.


 


"Let me," Clint muttered.


 


She smiled and kissed him on the cheek. "You don't have
to. I can talk to them." 


 


He shook his head, walking over there. "Guys, quit
hovering." They stared at him. "Callia went looking for Red Bull,
which she's not allowed to have. He had the Thunderbird on the next shelf down
in the same case. By the tapes, which Stark got, all the guy told her was that
he shouldn't sell it to someone under twenty-one. She had found out about his
medical sideline and had turned it in so that's how she got sold the liquor and
the Red Bull she wasn't allowed to have. 


 


"By what was left in the bottle, she drank about three
mixed shots and passed out. They found her after that and woke her up to nag
her, let her puke, have the hangover, and today they're going to have a
discussion with the mini genius about common sense, reading labels, and how she
was going to be buried in a deep, dark hole if she ever does it again. Dawn
said he gave a really good version of that talk to her when someone at a club
gave her liquor and she didn't realize it."


 


"Why can't she have Red Bull?" one reporter asked.


 


"Because she's not ten yet and doesn't need the heavy
stimulant warping her system," Clint said dryly. "Would you give a
little kid something like Red Bull?"


 


"My son's teacher gives it to them before tests."


 


"I'd complain and have her thrown out," Clint told
her, staring at her. "If a teacher ever did that to Philip they'd better
hope I got in their face instead of found them from a distance. You allow
that?" 


 


She shrank back. "It doesn't seem to hurt him."


 


"Yet, a few people have died after drinking too
many," another reporter said. "Is she all right?"


 


"Had a huge hangover," Clint said with an evil
smirk. "And today she's got very upset parents and possibly a Grandmother
on her way out too."


 


"Joyce looks like she can peel paint while never
raising her voice," that reporter said with a grin.


 


"Pretty much, yeah." He walked off. "Unblock
the gates, people. Before they call cops again." They rushed off to give
out that story. A few paused. They could hear someone female screaming. That
kid would not follow her father into alcoholism. Clint walked inside, looking up
the hall at the screaming, going to save the geek duo. He walked in and picked
up Patty, walking her out into the hall to put her back on her feet.
"Verbal abuse is wrong."


 


"He got high on something last night!" she shouted
with a point.


 


"With the cans, it was Red Bull, not high, Patty. Still
wrong to scream things like that. That's verbal abuse and that's always
wrong."


 


She blinked. "I was?" He nodded. "Oh,
shit." She ran back in there to hug Jonathan. "I did not mean to
scream abuse at you, Johno. I promise I didn't and I'll never do it
again." He cuddled her. "I'm so sorry. I was mad and I didn't
realize. I'm going to talk to Perava in Psych profiling. Maybe she'll be able
to tell me how to stop doing that."


 


"We can both go," he offered.


 


She kissed him. "Let me start that off. That way I'm
better before we do it together." He nodded, cuddling her. "I'll see
if there's someone you can talk to too."


 


He gave her a squeeze. "I know you didn't mean to,
Patty. It's okay."


 


"It's not." She pulled back to look at him.
"I have no right to hurt you that way. It's wrong of me. I can't be that
way and be a good chemist or a good mom or a good wife to you." She patted
his cheek with a smile. "I'll work on it and we'll work on it." He
nodded, kissing her. "Thank you, Clint." She ran off to talk to her
lunch friend in Profiling. 


 


Clint looked at him. "Talk to Rodney about their base
shrink, see if she's any good," he said quietly. "If not, I'll have
Dawn help you find one. No one deserves that sort of abuse, Jonathan."


 


He nodded. "She doesn't usually but now and then she
snaps."


 


"Which is why hopefully counseling and some self
awareness will work," Clint reminded him. He patted him on the head.
"Clean up the mess." They did that and he looked at Andrew.


 


"MB likes some Red Bull after long nights," he
admitted. "I had no idea we were drinking more until we were opening a new
can about two this morning and by then we were so hyped we couldn't make it
home."


 


"That's why Stark's all-but banned it," Clint
agreed. "Especially when someone tiny unintentionally got Thunderbird
too."


 


"Is that another super drink?" Jonathan asked.


 


"No, it's cheap wine," Andrew said. "Like Mad
Dog." Clint smirked and nodded. "Callia all right?"


 


"Had a hangover last night and today she's got parents."
He smirked.


 


"We'll stay in here," Andrew said. "Thanks,
Clint."


 


"Welcome." He walked off to hiss in Dawn's ear
about helping that couple, getting a nod and her texting Jonathan an address
and phone number from a sealed file in her drawer. They kept a list of all
sorts of help agencies that their geeks might need. It was unfortunately
necessary sometimes.


 


***


 


Pepper walked up to the desk, staring at Dawn's outfit.
"What is that?"


 


"The peplum shirt is made of jersey knit and it's very
comfortable, yet slightly stretchy so I can wear it longer. The peplum starts
just above where the baby bump is so it'll be hidden a bit better," she
said as she typed without looking at Pepper. "The skirt is a
nylon/polyester/lycra mix that's very soft, doesn't wrinkle, and cat fur won't
stick to usually. I found pants, skirts, tops, and dresses in it, boss lady,
and it's very comfy." She finally smiled at her as she saved the document
by feel. "I remember some of the funny looks for not being formal enough
for office wear during the last pregnancy so I decided to step it up a
bit."


 


"It looks nice," Pepper agreed, smiling at her.
"Is that most of your wardrobe now?"


 


"No!" she chirped. "I did get a lot of better
shirts that do have peplums, they're in style again. I got a few new wrap
dresses, a few that the print will disguise the belly of doom, and a few that
the rouching will. So until I'm in my seventh or eighth month, I'm good. Plus I
got a few new tunics and leggings sets too."


 


"Sure," she agreed, smiling at her. "Do the
dresses look old fashioned?"


 


"I had so much trouble finding anything so I went to
the goth shop and some of her fellow shopkeepers helped me when the
professional shopper couldn't."


 


"Even better. Local stores are better for the
economy." She went into her office, coming back out with her bottle of
water. "Natasha borrowing?"


 


"Some." She grinned. "A few will look very
nice on her and she knows who I went to so they could talk to her about it. I
think things like this skirt she'll like more. It's very soft and very
comfortable without being the least bit binding. And since it stretches, no
tummy panel to give it away."


 


Pepper grinned. "I need some of that." She went
back to her desk. Dawn brought in cards from where she had went.
"Thanks."


 


"Welcome. Callia?"


 


"Pitiful and grounded again. She's taking care of her
pets. Her father and she had a long talk when she got up at three. We caught
them still at it when we got up for breakfast and joined in. She didn't know
and she's really very sorry she drank so she won't be doing it again for a very
long time."


 


"That's always a great thing," Dawn agreed.
"I didn't." Pepper smirked at her. "I didn't!"


 


"I know. You were a good girl and a good learning
experience in how to handle teenagers."


 


"Just think, you'll have to manage it with the son
too."


 


Pepper shuddered. "No thank you. Tony can give Chris
his talks."


 


"I'll get the one he gives to Chris to give to
Philip." She went back to her desk. The inter-office mail delivered her a
sealed letter so she read it and took it in to Pepper. "I had to complain
that someone changed my withholdings on me without my consent yesterday."


 


"You can claim however many you want," Pepper
said, getting up to go handle that. She walked in and smiled at the head of
Payroll, who blanched. "Let's talk." She walked her into her office.
Then got the judgmental bitch in there after it was explained to Pepper what
had happened. Pepper stared at her. "First, she can always claim her kids.
Secondly, she checked with the IRS about how to claim them. They said it was
just fine." The woman huffed. "Thirdly, you have no right to change
anyone's paperwork without their consent and your boss has no right to fire
anyone who's not in her department." She stared at them. "I'm not
pleased."


 


"She's wrong and immoral!" the lesser worker
shouted with a point toward the head office. "She's leading the young
astray and it's wrong! It's also illegal!"


 


"Only if they filed for multiple licenses in the
US," Pepper said dryly. "Which they didn't. As for immoral, that's
between her and her chosen book of rules. Which probably isn't the same as
yours since she's nominally Wicca." The woman gasped and backed up.
"Frankly, Stark International has many non-discrimination policies in
effect, including about religious, sexual orientation, motherhood, and all
sorts of other ones. Dawn does her job, does it well, and no one is going to
fire her." She stared at her. "If you can't accept that we don't care
where she sticks it, or where you stick it, then I suggest you leave your
employment."


 


"It's still immoral! God is going to punish her!"


 


"No God I follow would ever punish her for being
happy," Pepper said simply. "And you're not allowed to push your
religion on people." The woman huffed off. Pepper looked at the head of
Payroll. "It won't be tolerated."


 


"I understand. She said that Dawn threatened her."


 


"JARVIS?" He pulled up the video. No threat
between them beyond Dawn saying she'd be talking to her boss about her uppity
attitude and then Pepper and Stark about it. Pepper looked at the boss, who
grimaced. "Frankly, the attitude among some of the staff has gotten a bit
uppity," she said quietly. "I don't know where it started from and I
don't rightly care." She walked off. That was the only warning that woman
was getting. "Dawn, please make sure that your withholdings and things are
in line with IRS policy?" she suggested as she walked past her desk.


 


"I asked my tax accountant but I can call and
check." She found their number and called. She made it through the automated
system to a real, live person and leaned back in her chair. "I need to
make sure that I'm claiming the proper withholdings. Someone at my work tried
to change them on me yesterday but my tax accountant said I was right to claim
what I did." She listened. "Married yes, but we have a trio, and I
have a son, with a daughter on the way. I've been claiming three, which he said
I could do." 





 


She listened. "Overseas. None of them were filed
here." She picked up a pen to flip end over end, making a few notes.
"That's ....yes, actually I am," she said when the agent noted her as
an example. She smiled. "I am her, yes. That's what I was trying to do.
The tax accountant said three was acceptable. That I couldn't really claim
Natasha at this time. No, I file married filing singly. He does the same and I
think she does the same. We all went to the tax accountant and let him handle
it but I didn't listen in when they went over theirs." She made another
note when the agent looked her up. "Exactly, which is what I do." She
smiled. 


 


"That's my accountant. Am I up for an audit?" she
asked with a wince. "Oh, good." She sighed. "That's how he said
it'd work legally." She nodded, making another note. "So three is
fine. Can I claim four?" She grimaced. "That sucks. Well, I'll be
able to do that soon anyway with the other kid. Any idea if they're not filing
correctly?" She nodded. "So that's good. Thank you for your help.
Have a better day." She hung up, leaning over to look at Pepper. "I
still can't claim Natasha, even if we were the only ones together. The US
doesn't recognize same-sex marriage as a withholding."


 


"Figures," Pepper said dryly. "Any other big
news?"


 


"Not really. She said withholding three is perfectly
legal and normal to do. That we each filed married filing singly was a bit odd
since the licenses weren't in supported regions. She looked at Natasha's since
it was linked to mine and she said that legally she can do that but the
government can't recognize the others if we claim mine and Clint's as the only
legal one, though she did say that she wasn't sure if Spain was a legal
marriage location by US standard."


 


Pepper grimaced. "We always thought that one was the
legal one."


 


"The agent said that shifted last year."


 


"Huh. So you may have the not-legal marriage while
they're legally married?"


 


"From what she said, they're all three illegal if what
the press had as our license locations listed is right." She looked that
up. "Which it is." She sent that thought at Natasha and Clint, who
were snuggling in bed while Philip napped on the other side. She smiled and
looked at Pepper again. "Clint said he'd figure that out later and we'd
talk about it. They're getting cuddles."


 


"Cuddles are great." They shared a smile and Dawn
got back to work. Pepper called down there. "Dawn checked with the IRS and
she is allowed to claim three people, switching up to four when she
delivers." She hung up and got back to her own things. The petty bullshit
in the admin needed to be exorcized like it had been from the Board. If she had
to do that, so be it. She did have mood swings for a reason.


 


***


 


Dawn walked into Tony's lab, leaning on his arm. "Got
ten?" she asked quietly.


 


He looked at her. "I'm just reading over this article
someone wanted to publish for them." He put it aside and turned to look at
her. "Huge problems? Girl talk time?"


 


"Insidious talk in the caf." She pulled a stool
over and sat down. "I was in there getting a brownie."


 


"Those are good."


 


"Not the point, boss." She sighed and looked at
him. "A few of the old geeks, the ones who've been here since you were my
age, were saying that you used to be loyal to the geeks over the company."


 


"Yeah, I always was. I still am."


 


"Now they think you're more loyal to Pepper and the
company." She stared at him. "Ferguson in physics said that you
haven't been geek-centric since you took up the armor, took up with Pepper, and
had kids. He said you're turning into your dad and not being one of the
geeks."


 


He considered it. "I haven't spent much time with the
science teams."


 


"From what a few others said, they're thinking you're
not actually as much a geek anymore, that you're not doing anything in the lab
but tinkering with your armor and teaching the kids to do that instead of being
geeks. A few looked worried when they were talking about you turning into your
dad. A few quietly said that they thought SHIELD was going to take over. A few
also said that they were looking for new jobs."


 


Tony shook his head. "I'm not like that."


 


"I'm not a geek so I don't know how to solve it. I'm just
telling you the interesting things I heard in the caf when I was getting
brownies." She stood up. "I know the religious conservative group we
have here on campus decided I'm an evil spawn again. That's why I had to talk
to Payroll and they tried to fire me."


 


"Hell no," he snorted. "Let me think on
this."


 


"I can arrange a geek day if you want," she
offered.


 


"That might not be a bad idea. Without me pushing them
for anything."


 


"Pizzas?"


 


"Yeah, do that." She smiled and walked off to call
the pizza place most of the compound ordered from. Tony sent out a lab-wide
memo that they'd have a geek meeting at one. He included Dawn so she knew when
they needed the pizzas. He considered it while he proofread for his head of
shield design, which he realized he used to do a lot more of. So maybe he had
backed away from his people. He went to the meeting room, smiling when he
caught his daughter sneaking in. "You're a lab geek now too, Callia. You
can join us." He smiled at the room. "She's got something in the
young engineers challenge." They mostly looked happy. He took the pizzas
from Dawn, letting her put down drinks and give a few geeks pointed looks so
they made sure they ate. He let her gather the rest so they could come in then
he locked the doors. "Okay, guys, it's just us. JARVIS told me earlier
that some of you guys have maybe been a bit scared to come talk to me if you
needed to? So let's talk. We're all geeks here."


 


Callia smiled. "I got the rocket powered roller skates
done, Dad."


 


"Great job." He kissed her on the head.
"Eat." She got pizza and handed the boxes down to the other tables so
they could too. "You guys know unless I'm in the armor doing something
hugely important that you can come to me, right?" They mostly nodded. "Then
why haven't you? Am I getting too much in the way?"


 


One of the guys from chemistry shook his head. "Not
really. It's hard since we have the other lab open now. You're not always
there, Tony."


 


"Okay, can we solve that by better video capturing?
Should we consolidate to one lab? I don't mind but moving one of them to the
other is going to get some pouty faces thrown our way." He ate a bite of
pizza. "That and I realized we haven't done any geek things like the
bowling league in a while."


 


"You're always busy being a dad," one said with a
slight shrug before stuffing his mouth.


 


Callia looked at him. "At least one of us is going to
be a geek too so he should probably initiate us into this strange, weird,
wonderful fraternity we all live in. Even if Chris likes cars and art, and Liz
likes art and my pets. Hopefully the next one will like science."


 


"She might," Tony said. "Not totally sure
until they're older, and Chris likes to tinker with cars. He might be that sort
of engineer instead of ours, Callia."


 


"Maybe, but I still say Liz gets the suit because she
can be a bit evil when she needs to be."


 


"And *who* gave the kids Red Bull?" he asked,
staring at her. A few of the geeks laughed. "Seriously, she did. Gave
Chris Red Bull, gave Liz donuts, and then cackled all the way to lock herself
in her lab." He sighed and shook his head. "She's definitely my
clone." Most of the geeks smiled. "But anyway, beyond me being proud
of her, what else am I falling down on?"


 


"You do spend a lot of time with the suit," one of
the older ones said. "Before you used to lock yourself away unless we
called. Now you're always in the lab."


 


Tony shrugged. "You can still come bug me. Unless I'm
doing something critical on the way to an emergency or it's an emergency and
I'm flying off, I'm open to you guys coming to talk and toss ideas
around." He looked around. "I know I expanded the lab after I said no
more making weapons for general sale. Are we too big?" They all shook
their heads. "Do I need to expand more? Because if I have to build a
Eureka, I will."


 


"Well the head guy there was a Stark," another
geek joked with a grin. "But who'd be the sheriff?"


 


"Pepper," MB joked.


 


Tony saw the looks at that name. "Are you guys jealous
of the time I spend with Pepper? Because she doesn't understand science and I know
that. She lets me go hide in the lab all the time and do science things instead
of doing daddy things or boss things." He looked around. "Sometimes
she gets jealous that my first wife is science."


 


"No, we've built a good system here," one of the
older geeks said. "Dawn fusses."


 


"I can slow her down on that."


 


"Don't you dare, some of us would never eat," one
of the chemists joked.


 


Callia looked back. "She makes sure I eat too."


 


"Didn't I tell you to start setting an alarm?"
Tony asked her.


 


"Yeah, but I'm doing shittastic on that this
week."


 


"Language," he said.


 


"Dad, we're among our geeks and I'm pretty sure they
know I swear. Don't you guys know I swear sometimes?"


 


"No matter how much Steve, Dawn, and Pepper try, we all
know you swear," one of them assured her. "You should quit that. It
makes you sound like a thug."


 


"Then maybe the stupid boys that Grandpa keeps pushing
me to talk to will ignore me when I'm forced to put up with their menial brains
not working on mine's level."


 


Tony stared at her. "He's doing what?"


 


"He thinks it's a bad thing if I'm in the lab all the
time and I don't get to know what boys and other girls are like. I told him
other girls were snotty, catty bitches who made fun of you behind your back and
pretended to be friends, and boys were jackasses who had no brains, didn't like
science, and frankly would only want my future boobs, not my brains. He moaned
and floated off like a proper ghost again."


 


Tony shook his head. "I'll talk with him again,
Cal." She hugged him. "You guys know I'll talk to your family ghosts
too, right?"


 


"Howard's freaked out a few of us," one of the
older geeks said. "I remember when he was in charge. When I was still a
new intern, boss. I think he's trying to correct the bad things he let you do on
her."


 


Callia snorted and waved a hand. "I like who I
am." They smiled. "I remember crawling up into your lap more than
once to have you explain the pretty liquids that bubbled."


 


He smiled back. "I remember teaching you a lot about
chemistry. You were a cute little kid."


 


"Now I'm nearly ten and doing good on my own," she
said with a smile. "Thanks to a lot of you guys helping. Next, Daddy and I
are going to build my first car by hand." That got more smiles.


 


Pepper leaned in. "Callia, can I see you for a minute
please?"


 


"What did I do this time?" she huffed. "I've
been good all day, Mommy Pepper."


 


"You let Christopher test out those stupid rocket
powered roller skates and he just broke his arm."


 


"No I didn't. I left them in my lab. I was going to put
on that padded suit for the bop fighting thing and go test it after lunch. But
I guess that proves Chris is a sneaky Stark too." She smiled at her dad.


 


Tony shook his head. "Just his arm, Pepper?"


 


"Yes."


 


"JARVIS, how did Chris find the skates?"


 


"I believe he was in search of his sister's illegal Red
Bull stash again and spotted them. He tried them on and they were much too
loose but he decided skates were fun. He accidentally ignited the rocket and
went shooting up the hall until he ran into the wall by the elevator,
sir."


 


Tony shook his head more quickly. "Callia, no Red Bull.
If I find out you have more I'm going to spank you next time." He looked
at Pepper. Who left them to talk. He looked around. "Let me know if Chris
starts to come looking for mentors." They all smiled at him. "He
has?"


 


"He came to the paint lab," one said. "He
wanted to look at the colors. He's very artistic but I've seen him kissing your
cars more than once."


 


"I guess the car people need good engineers too so they
can make better than the Cube," Tony decided, cracking a few up. He looked
around. "Do we want to restart the geek sports league?" They all
nodded. "Okay. Still bowling, baseball or softball, and rugby?"


 


"Soccer?" one suggested. "Half of the rugby
team retired last year."


 


"If that's what we want, I'll have Dawn arrange
it." They all smiled and dug back in, going over what they were doing and
the weird ideas they had gotten from Howard floating around complaining at
them.


 


"Andrew, Callia said you had ghost busting stuff, can
we borrow it?" one of the chemistry geeks said.


 


"Sure. It's in the lab in New York though."


 


Tony looked over. "The proton accelerator too?"
Jonathan looked sheepish but nodded. "No wonder I stole you two from your
evil ways. Jonathan, bring it up later so I can look at it and give credit
where it's due instead of just to Andrew sometimes?"


 


"I can do that."


 


Callia bounded over to hug him. "Are you okay?"


 


"I'm okay."


 


"Are you sure?"


 


"I'm fine."


 


She looked at Patty. "Is he really okay?"


 


"We're having a few talks, Callia. He's not upset by it
but it's something I need to work out in myself." She hugged her too.
"Thanks."


 


"You're welcome." She grinned. "Are you
having the baby out here?"


 


"I'd like to be at that birthing center but if I'm here
maybe I'll try Dawn's OB midwife. Natasha's is a bit...stern."


 


"You will do as I say," Tony mocked in a German
accent. "Not one bit more or one bit less."


 


Patty laughed and nodded. "Yup, basically, only not
German. I think he's Australian."


 


Tony shook his head. "I'll looking into making someone
on the staff OB trained, Patty. Maybe one of the nurses being midwife certified
as well." He looked around. "Just think, some day I'll be the
grandfather." They laughed at him for that joke.


 


"Yes but then you can teach us both, Daddy."
Callia grinned. "Did you see the paper this morning?"


 


"No, I avoided it."


 


"I read it over Stepmom's shoulder when he was teaching
me how to scramble eggs. He was reading Dear Abby and there was a parent that
was really upset because her teenage daughter had decided to help a friend who
was about to undergo serious cancer treatment have a baby since he'd be
infertile afterward. She was like seventeen but her mom was all bent out of
shape. Abby was not sure if she was proud of helping her or wanted to yell
too."


 


Tony considered it then shuddered. "I can see that
happening, yeah." He sighed. "Please don't? Not without
warning?"


 


"I'll try really hard to remember boys are icky for at
least another five years, Dad."


 


"Thanks." He hugged her. "Can you guys remind
her what dirtbags most teenage guys are too?" They all nodded.


 


"I think that was sweet of that girl," MB
admitted. "It's a very selfish gift but one he wouldn't have gotten to
have without it."


 


"The mom in the letter said that the boy's parents
wanted to be pushy and she had no idea how to handle that."


 


"Give them visitation too," Tony quipped.
"That way their son has a reason to make it through treatment if at all
possible."


 


JARVIS cleared his virtual throat. "Sir, I believe someone
should go calm down Miss Pepper. She's sobbing because she found out someone is
using a name she likes."


 


"I love mood swings. It means I can talk her into
playing pranks," Callia said, heading to calm her mother down. She walked
in and slid between her and her aunt. "Hey, why the water works?"


 


Pepper sniffled, looking at her. "That's such a line
your dad would use. We need to get you some of your own." She hugged her.
"It's just a mood swing."


 


"I'm told I'll have those evil hormones too, even if they'll
be at the less evil levels until I spawn." She cuddled her, letting Pepper
calm down. "I say we cap the baby that's using the name you like so much
so you don't have to cry."


 


Pepper gave her a hug. "That's not even funny but I can
endure."


 


"It's not a close friend," Dawn said. "Who
said that there can't be two of them in the same age range? They'll probably
never run into each other anyway. There's lots of other Philips out
there."


 


She nodded. "Maybe. Sorry. It just hit me."


 


"Shh, we'll be girls together," Callia promised,
smiling at her. "I gotta learn somewhere before I put on those boy panties
that Auntie found for Philip."


 


Dawn smiled. "I should have Philip put them on."
She went to call home and talk to him. He liked to answer the phone. He was at
that age to babble.


 


Pepper and Callia shared a look then shook their heads and
went back to cuddling. Something exploded in the parking lot. "That's not
Shield Design," Pepper quipped. But Dawn blew them up for it a minute
later so it was okay. Tony could hang out with his geeks, Dawn could give her
son evil ideas, and Pepper could get cuddles and calm down. It was all good in
their lives today.


 


***


 


Tony looked out the window. "Huh. The guy that tried to
blow up the gate is sorry. Dawn handled it." He came back over to talk to
the geeks. They all looked happier for having Dawn handle things so that was a
good thing.


 


***


 


Philip hung up the phone with a few blown kisses and ran to
his room. Mommy had given him special big boy pants. They looked like Uncle
Tony. He found them and squealed, putting them on over his diaper. They were
cute! He found the bigger pair. Those must be for Daddy like Mommy said. He
wore big boy panties too. He ran into their room, climbing up on the bed to
wave them at him. "Dada!"


 


"What?" he asked, looking over from kissing Mommy
to stare at him. "Those are cute big boy underwear, son. Did your mom buy
those?" He smiled and took the pair Philip was waving. "Oh, we
match!" He was trying to hold in the disgusted look. He wasn't exactly one
to wear Iron Man underwear.


 


"Dawn said kids liked to match their parents,"
Natasha said. "You look very good in big boy pants, son. We'll have to
teach you to use a potty so you can wear them more often." Philip grunted
and pointed at the bigger ones. "Of course he'll put them on."


 


Clint looked at them. "Why do they have lace around the
edges?" His son pouted so he put them on under the sheet so Philip could
see him in them. He'd hold in the shuddering in horror he wanted to do and the
disgusted looks. Philip squealed and hugged him, letting his daddy cuddle back.
He looked down, expecting to see another picture of Iron Man, not ruffles. He
pushed his son back to look at the front then at Natasha. "Do I even want
to ask?"


 


"They're for boys who do the pageants or
something."


 


"So she got our son gay boy panties?" She smiled
and nodded. "I'm so spanking her later." He got up and took Philip to
change into better big boy panties, earning a pout. "We'll go buy you
more, son. How about that?" He squealed like Mommy and hugged him. "I
like that too." He wouldn't admit his were comfortable drawers. He and his
son didn't need gay show boy panties. His son didn't need ruffles on anything.
He gave Nat a kiss before getting dressed and taking Philip with him to find
big boy panties he'd like. They should make boxer briefs for kids, right?


 


Natasha laughed, teasing herself to relieve the stress Clint
had caused. She sent Dawn a thought and a mental picture of them in them.


 


***


 


Dawn went to see Chris, showing him the big boy panties. And
the matching ones for Daddy. Chris beamed and put them on, running toward where
Daddy was hiding, waving the bigger ones. Dawn went back to her desk to wait.


 


Tony looked over as his son barged into the room waving
something. "Hi, Chris. Shouldn't you be wearing pants over your big boy
underwear? And why are you wearing Hawkeye ones?" Someone by the door
burst out laughing. He looked at where she was pointing, looking at his son's
butt. "Ruffles. Your aunt is in a funny mood." A few people took
pictures of his face. Chris beamed and waved the bigger pair. "Huh, they
have a daddy pair. That's so cool," he said with a grin. "I can put
them on after a bath later." Chris pouted.


 


"Dad, it'll help him remember to use the potty if you
match," Callia called from the doorway, leaning in with a smile.
"Kids like to match their parents. Remember me in your t-shirts?" She
gave him a look and smiled sweetly. "Philip got a pair of yours and
Grandma has a pair of Hulk matching ones for Philip and Grandpa."


 


Tony moaned slightly. His daughter was just as evil as her
aunt. "Sure, I'll put them on." He took Chris to the bathroom to do
that. If it'd help him potty train, he'd wear them for his son and then destroy
them. Then he'd give Barton ideas on how to cure his wife's bad mental state.
He'd ignore that his had ruffles of lace around each opening and his son's butt
ruffles. Chris squealed and made picture motions so JARVIS took one.
"Don't you dare," Tony warned his AI.


 


"Very well, sir."


 


Tony grinned and put on his pants. "Go potty for me,
Chris?" Chris climbed up to stand on top of the potty and pulled out his
tiny peepee to pee for his daddy, beaming at him. "How you can have that
bad of aim while you're standing on it I'm not sure, son, but okay." He
got him cleaned up and got him pants then came back to his geeks. They adored
Chris. He was a happy baby like Callia had been. Though he had to stop him from
showing off the big boy panties.


 


"Now all he needs is his sister's new heels," one
of the chemists quipped with a smirk for the boss.


 


"If he wants to cross-dress, I'll make sure Pepper and
Dawn teach him how to do it skillfully so he'll pass," Tony quipped back,
cracking them up. 


 


"At least those are boy panties, Stark. My son wanted
to wear mine," one of the women said. "Usually on his head but not
always."


 


Tony shook his head. "I hope he trains soon. I really
do. JARVIS, ask Pepper when we licensed that stuff to the underwear
people?"


 


"A few months back, SHIELD was asked to license them
and we agreed at the same time, sir. We make a nice royalty each time a pair of
those is sold."


 


"Great," Tony said with a grin for his son. The
others in there cracked up at the sarcasm. That was the old Tony Stark they
used to enjoy. He did send a warning email to Bruce. That way he could hide
them from the kids who'd want him to match them.


 


***


 


Clint walked his little heathen into the boxer store. It was
a boutique but it had all sorts of boxers and boy clothes. "His mommy got
him ruffly boy panties."


 


"We have those." He smiled.


 


"I'd like something a bit more standard maybe? Boxer
briefs?"


 


"We have a few. Mostly for boys his age it's
y-fronts." He showed him those. Clint avoided the section with the other
super hero panties. His son pouted at him but he liked plaid. That was good.
They had plaid boxers and plaid underwear. Philip liked those, he hugged them.
Clint smiled and got those, taking them home. He'd carefully hide the other
ones to embarrass the hell out of their son when he was old enough to date. And
so he never had to wear them again. Natasha could giggle all she wanted.


 


***


 


Bruce got the text from Tony, staring at it oddly. He went
up to his underwear drawer, finding the package that proudly had the large
'daddy and baby set' sticker on the front. Sure enough, it was Hulk underwear.
He looked at them. "Ruffles?" He looked at them. They were male
underwear. He put it in the back of the closet, walking off shaking his head.
His wife was having a playful moment thanks to her daughter. They really needed
them all on one coast again so they could go shopping together to wear those
out. Before he went a tiny bit nuts. "Why would boys want to wear green
rage monster underwear?" he complained out loud. "That's not really a
great role model."


 


He decided he needed to look them up and did that, finding
the Iron Man ones. "At least he's on the penis. He should like the irony
of his armor being a penis statement. Many men think of it as the ultimate
penis statement anyway. Or Hawkeye's bow," he said when he spotted them.
He nearly choked when he spotted the Nick Fury one. And there was Agent Coulson
and Alexander ones. 


 


No Black Widow ones in boys, not that he expected that. She
really was for bigger boys, not potty training boys. He texted Natasha to let
her know she had a set in the little girl panties. Complete with a handgun in
hand, standing sideways like she was about to look around a corner. Whoever had
done the images had taken them from openly available fandom stock it seemed. He
finally gave up and wrote Coulson to see if he knew. He could handle it if they
weren't authorized or smack someone around if they were. Bruce had science
stuff he wanted to do and he felt like a pervert looking at little boy
underwear.


 


***


 


Natasha got the text, looking them up. "That is not the
stance I'd want on them." On the backside was her standing hands on her
hips, feet apart, staring at them. "That should scare anyone from touching
them hopefully." She shook her head and sent a request to Agent Hill. She
was in charge of things like merchandising requests. Then she sent one to
Pepper, which made her send back a laugh. Though she and Callia did agree it
was probably very protective of the wearers.


 


***


 


Phil looked over from doing paperwork as his phone vibrated.
He picked it up to look at the simple text message from Banner. He clicked on
the link and blinked a few times. "I'm on what?" He noticed it
mentioned a few other styles and looked at them. The Nick Fury one was him
looking to the side from the kid's front and him staring at you on the
backside. Phil grimaced. "I think the Avengers merchandising empire is a
bit too broad." He looked over them all. His was a bit creepy. His had his
gun up, in ready to move stance, looking around a corner. On the back, he had a
gun in hand and was staring at something. That had to come from that
fan-snapped shot after a battle. He had seen it during the monitoring of an
Avengers convention. He went up to the main office, looking at Maria. "You
let them use fan shots?" he asked.


 


She smiled. "It's very encouraging of young boys to
want to be super heros. Even your son's done it a few times."


 


"Yes, but they have lace."


 


"Those are made for boys in pageants. So they feel
manly even as they're paraded around like dress up dolls."


 


Phil grimaced but shook his head. "I'd rather not be on
those sort. Especially not with a gun in hand. It probably sends the wrong
message since I'm armed on them."


 


"She hasn't seen hers yet?" Joyce called from the
office. She smiled. "I got Bruce a daddy and baby set so he and Philip can
match."


 


Phil shook his head, showing her the set with Agent Hill on
it. Maria moaned and shook her head. She'd talk to that company. "Perhaps
less armed ones? Because frankly, some of them are probably protective. Especially
the Nick Fury ones."


 


She smirked evilly. "I put a pair of those in his
ferret bed," she said quietly. "He was not amused."


 


Phil nodded. "I wouldn't be either." He walked off
shaking his head. Sometimes he worried that SHIELD was warped beyond redemption.
The rest, he was sure of it. He sent a thought at Xander that he was on big boy
panties with his axe and on the back with a sword. Xander choked and
spluttered, letting Roque pound him on the back until he could breathe again.
Maybe that would stop that cold. He doubted Xander had given permission.


 


"We can talk to them about using more positive
images," Joyce said as she came out for hot water for her tea.
"Strong female images that aren't holding weapons."


 


"Yes, I can, and perhaps make them cartoon characters
as well." She walked off to talk to them once she had the file pulled up
so she could figure out who to talk to.


 


***


 


Dawn got the daily mail and looked at it. "Huh. Why did
that come up from PR?" She looked it over briefly to see which person it
went to. She put it aside carefully, not letting any hint of it get through her
bond to her mates. The rest was pretty standard mail and an 'I hate you' letter
that didn't get found. That got sent to PR to handle. They sent it back saying
that she wasn't part of Stark. Dawn gathered things to take to Pepper, walking
into the apartment after knocking. "The other petty people are in
PR." She handed over that letter with the post-it they had sent up still
attached.


 


Pepper looked at it. "That came from...."


 


"PR."


 


"Are they doing the hate letters again?"


 


"As far as I know. Want me to go ask them?"


 


"No, I'll figure that out. I'm taking an afternoon
break. What's the other one?"


 


"Something that will either send Tony into fits of geek
glee or make him hide. Someone wants permission to do an Iron Man
cartoon." She handed it over with a grin.


 


"I'm not sure which he'll do either." She looked
over the proposal, including a few plot lines for episodes. "I guess it's
nice that they asked, unlike the two comics that got started at a convention
and moved on from there. I know we're ignoring those."


 


Dawn nodded. "They're pretty good actually."
Someone knocked. "Let me see who that is." She went to check then
opened the door. "Pepper, it's the head of Payroll."


 


"Let her in." She put her feet up. "I'm
taking a break for a nap before a conference call tonight. What's up?"


 


"We need to have this non-employee escorted off
property. It's protocol."


 


Pepper looked at Dawn then at her. "She's not
fired."


 


"She's been fired a few times."


 


"Yes, and it was always undone because the people who
did it had no right to do that."


 


"She's missed work without calling off."


 


"She's only supposed to work on the days we work. One
of those was right after I had Liz and was on maternity leave. Tony took off
three days so Dawn got them off as well. For that matter, one of them tried it
when Dawn was on maternity leave and had the paperwork in."


 


"I didn't hear about that one," Dawn admitted. She
sat down. "Is that why I was going to come down later on to nag you about
my paycheck not being deposited?" The head of Payroll looked smug and
nodded. She looked at Pepper. "JARVIS, can you please send Tony back for a
few minutes. That way the CEO and the head of the company can both talk?"


 


"Of course, Dawn. He's on his way."


 


Tony walked in a minute later and shut the door, letting
Chris run off to the bathroom. "What's up? JARVIS said that the pettiness
issue came back." He sat down beside Pepper. He looked at Dawn, who
pointed. "I didn't figure you started it. Though, idea I'll have a fit
about?"


 


"Cartoons?" She tossed it at him.


 


Tony glanced it over, one eye twitching a few times. He
carefully put it down. "I'll rant about that later." He looked at the
head of something. "Who're you?"


 


"She's the head of Payroll," Pepper said.
"We've had a few problems from them. Including one of her people deciding
that Dawn's exemptions and withholding statements needed to be changed on
her."


 


"That's not legal," she sneered at Dawn.


 


"I called the IRS and that's what they said to
do," Dawn said dryly. "So did my tax accountant."


 


"You're still a nothing."


 


Dawn shrugged. "Glad to be here if it means I'm not
polluting people." Tony gave her a pointed look. She relaxed and let Chris
crawl up into her lap to get a hug.


 


Chris looked at his mommy then at the angry person.
"Dumb bitch."


 


"Who taught you that?" Dawn demanded. "You
know better!"


 


"Oops?" he asked, giving the big eyed look his
sister had taught him.


 


"That came from Callia, so did the look," Pepper
said dryly. "We'll talk about language later, son." She looked at the
idiot. "Frankly, Dawn's not going to be fired. Ever."


 


"She doesn't have a contract," she said smugly.


 


"I'm not due a new one until January," Dawn
quipped back.


 


"I've got it in the lab," Tony assured her.


 


"I'm not worried," Dawn promised.


 


The head of Payroll glared at her. "You've gotten above
yourself, Summers. You're no better than the rest of us and all you are is a
glorified secretary."


 


"Mostly, yeah, I am. That's all I ever do beyond going
to collect reports in the lab and make sure people have eaten. When have I ever
gotten above that?"


 


"You force your way into going to things. No
*secretary* goes to society events."


 


"We make her go," Tony said. "That way she
can divert press attention off us and it gives us someone intelligent to talk
to. Any personal assistant of ours would be going, even if they weren't young
and cute."


 


The head of Payroll huffed. "It's not right."


 


Tony stared at her. "Why isn't it right? She makes the
big money because she handles everything for us so we don't have to do as much.
Everything from my personal schedule to Pepper's to hate mail to threats to
helping with the kids' schedules to research for us. She does a lot more than a
standard secretary does. Then again, if she had said that the press attention
bothered her, we would've let her pull back."


 


"I'm well aware I'm there to take the pressure off you
and Pepper by being a shiny target," Dawn said with a slight shrug.
"Doesn't bother me even if it does bother Clint and Natasha. Then again,
they stare at me so those two and the rest of you can slip aside."


 


"That's what we had planned," Pepper agreed. She
looked at the huffy woman again. "A lot of us bring our assistants and
life managers to those things so they can handle things and if someone pops up
needing to make an appointment they can do that."


 


"Did you know she's more popular than either of you
are?" she sneered.


 


"Good!" Tony agreed, smiling at Dawn. "Good
job."


 


"Thanks."


 


Tony looked at her again. She was still mad as hell by her
expression. "We like that. It means less stalking of us and the kids by
stupid reporters. We like that and that's what we had planned when we talked to
her about it." He looked over her current outfit. "You look nice in
that. Good job covering the baby bump." Dawn smiled. "We didn't mind
last time's but I remember you getting weird looks a few times ."


 


"I did but thankfully peplums have come back into
style." She smiled back. Then looked at the payroll person. "Any
other complaints against me?"


 


"You're being paid a lot more than a common
secretary."


 


"I also have a master's degree and I am walking a
second one this spring." The woman glared. Dawn shrugged. "Truth. I
do."


 


"You can't have anything. You didn't attend classes and
all those online universities are crap."


 


"I went through a real school's online program, well
two school's," Dawn admitted. "Not something like Phoenix University.
A real, accredited college. A lot of them have online options these days. The
one for my joint Masters, they considered all the other credits I had taken,
had me take some tests for work credit counting, and then I took the rest of
the classes. The new one, which is a language degree, I got out of a school in
Rio but still a fully accredited, very highly thought of school with some
online classes."


 


The head of Payroll glared. "There's no way you got
your job out of high school at that rate."


 


"No, it went up when I got back from our needed world
trip," Dawn said dryly. "I had been making forty before then. Which
was good secretary range. When I finally got to come back to the office, I was
a few credits shy of my degree, took them, and graduated right before my
contract renegotiation." She shifted to cross her feet. "I'm sure
you've seen that degrees automatically up your salary." Tony and Pepper
both nodded that it did.


 


"You still did things, you probably magicked them or
something," she sneered.


 


Dawn shook her head. "No, I didn't have enough control
of my powers to magic anyone subtly until about two years ago. Back when they
took me in, I hadn't studied a damn bit of magical theory. I studied to try to
figure out how to protect myself and it became a good thing I did." She
flapped a hand but Chris captured it to hug. She smiled at him. "I love
you too, Chris." He smiled at his mommy and waved then glared at the huffy
woman again. "Leave her be, Chris," she said quietly. "Don't
worry about her." He shifted to cuddle her better, settling in for a nap.
Tony smiled. "He's a good boy." She checked the air cast on his arm
but it was fine.


 


"He is," Tony agreed. He looked at her.
"Beyond all your objections and conjecture, that's not for you to worry
about. That's for Pepper and I to worry about. If we want to pay our personal
assistant an outrageous salary, so be it. The only one that should be concerned
about her salary is her and us."


 


"Though I can now see where all the fits about Dawn's
ID card have started," Pepper said dryly. "All the times I had to fix
it, I thought it was someone in the New York office."


 


"Maybe we need a housekeeping," Tony agreed.
"Frankly, here at Stark, we need and reward greatness. Dawn does
excellently in her field. She's solved a lot of problems and found even more
that others have started to try to fuck with the company." Chris made
unhappy noises. "Sorry, son." He looked at her again. "Pepper
went from accounting to my personal assistant to CEO."


 


"We all know why," she sneered.


 


"I hadn't slept with Pepper before she became a
CEO," Tony said with a glare at her. "Flirted a lot. Sexually
harassed a few times, but not slept with."


 


"So now you have a younger version?" she sneered.


 


"No, Dawn's firmly committed to her relationship."


 


"It's not everyone that you end up telepathically
bonded with," Dawn quipped with a grin. "Though it's really hot and
Clint likes to growl over it sometimes."


 


"It's still not legal."


 


Dawn shrugged. "Plenty of people have commitment
ceremonies instead of actual weddings or live together instead. We're happy
with what we have. Natasha filed the marriage licences on us and we found out
later. Didn't change much after a few days of thinking about it." She
patted Chris on the back since he was starting to shift in agitation.
"Calm down, Chris," she said quietly, soothing him. He shifted again,
still scowling. Dawn blocked the hit of magic that came out. "No, that's
not allowed," she chided gently. "You can't attack someone,
Christopher Darren Oliver Stark."


 


Callia ran in. "I felt Chris blast someone."


 


"I stopped it," Dawn assured her.


 


"Cool." She hugged her brother, calming him down.
"I think he's got a few nightmares."


 


"It could be," Dawn agreed, patting him on the
back until he finished calming down. She let Callia climb up next to her to
help her.


 


Tony got up and took him. "C'mere, son. We'll
cuddle," he soothed. Chris made pouty faces for being woken up. "You
can have Auntie Dawn later." Chris sighed but snuggled in on him, peeing
on him. "Oops, an accident." He took him to the bathroom to clean up.
They came back out both changed and sat beside Pepper again. Pepper was arguing
with the woman about what her job was. "It doesn't matter," he said
firmly. "She's no longer employed by us for being behind some of the
sabotage we've had." Dawn smiled. "We're having a talk about you fighting
back."


 


"I do fight back plenty of times but I also know when
it's not my job, Tony. Me fighting with her wouldn't solve anything."


 


"She looked horrified that Dawn was in here when she
showed up," Pepper said. "I don't think she expected Dawn to be here.
She looked at Tony. "She has defended herself. Not like Dawn could laugh
it off and fire her."


 


"Good point." He looked at the coldly staring
woman. "We don't allow sabotage of any form and we do have
anti-discrimination policies in place, which you violated."


 


"There's a keep your nose out of everyone's business
one too," Callia said dryly from her aunt's lap. "Her relationship,
her religion, and her flirty days are none of your business unless they push on
your office's effectiveness."


 


"She calls out to her *goddess* all the time," she
sneered at the kid.


 


Callia shrugged. "You call out loudly to yours a lot
more often."


 


"Mine's normal. It's the American way."


 


"I'm afraid that there were plenty of non-Christians
that came over in the first few rushes. Not like they all came over for
religious freedom. The rest came without preachers, food, or their families.
That showed they weren't here for more than getting rich quick. For that
matter, there's been Muslims, Buddhists, and people from other faiths here
since before the Revolutionary war. America's a melting pot and if you don't
like it, move. We can suggest a few islands your kind can take over so you
don't have to see anyone but your own people. Not like breeding will become a
concern since you guys don't like to." The woman tried to hit her and Dawn
snapped up to stop the bitch. "Wow," Callia said, finding herself
floating in air. "I need to learn this spell." Her father helped her
down and took the woman trying to get free from Dawn's grip from her. He walked
her out and let Security have her. "Yay Daddy!"


 


Dawn sat down with a huff, pulling her over to cuddle her
again and ending the floating spell. "Sorry it went physical," she
said when Tony came back.


 


"I would've slugged her a while back," Pepper
quipped.


 


Dawn shrugged. "Wouldn't have proven anything to
her."


 


"I'll fix the payroll thing tonight," Pepper
promised. Dawn grinned. "I'm sure you're not broke."


 


"No, I have plenty in savings."


 


"Auntie, what are you going to do with that settlement
from Mr. Fury's booboos?" Callia asked.


 


"Not sure yet. We'll figure that out when we get
it."


 


Tony stared at her. "They should've handed over the
first part last month." Dawn shrugged. "I'll ask Agent Hill." He
sent her that text message. "Why haven't you?"


 


"I have asked. She said she wasn't sure why I didn't
get it and never got back with me. Maybe all of SHIELD is mad because of it.
The guy the other night hated me being next to Natasha."


 


"We'll figure it out," Pepper said, texting Steve.
"Are you okay?"


 


"I'm fine, Pepper. Tired of all this shit but fine.
It's not the first time." Pepper nodded she knew that. "How are we
going to find out if there's any others?"


 


"There's at least a few," Callia said. "A few
have said things like 'that's the alien' about you."


 


"I'm not alien."


 


"I think it went on the whole 'glowy ball' thing,"
Callia admitted.


 


"Probably," Tony agreed. "Tell me who you
hear that stuff from, kiddo. I need to know to fix the company."


 


Howard faded into view, rattling off a few names. "I
was wondering how long you'd let that go on."


 


"Not that long," Tony said dryly. "Those ones
need my foot up their asses." Pepper nodded. "Let me go kick
asses." He wrote down the names on his way out. He trusted his father but
he probably hadn't gotten all of them. What he found did not amuse him. That
anti-talent church had people in his staff. They had some in SHIELD. That
showed they needed to do a better job of hiring. He checked in the daycare.
Philip was pouting at Daddy. "Barton?"


 


Clint looked over. "Asking why he had what looked like
a curling iron burn on his side, Stark."


 


Tony came over to look at it, frowning. "Liz had one of
those too." He stared at him. "When did they happen?" he asked
the daycare worker.


 


"We don't have a heat source down here to do something
like that, Mr. Stark. We have no idea. Have you asked Dawn since she's always
with the kids?"


 


"I can," he said, looking up. "JARVIS?"


 


"She said she asked about it yesterday when she found
it during a lunchtime diaper change and they said it was just where he brushed
against something to scrape himself," the AI said.


 


"Where did it actually come from?" Clint asked,
looking up. Then at the daycare workers.


 


"If you look in Miss Thelma's bag, I'm afraid you'll
find the reason. She was using it to punish any of the children that showed
gifts."


 


"Philip doesn't have gifts," Tony said. "No
magic or anything."


 


"He has a gift of music," Clint said with a grin.
"He's already trying to play my guitar."


 


"JARVIS, have Pepper or Dawn look at Chris's
side?"


 


"He has two on his thigh," the AI said. "They
don't need to look."


 


Clint pulled out his phone to call someone. "You can't
prove that," Miss Thelma sneered. Her fellow workers were giving her
horrified looks. "They're wrong! They have to be taught not to be
freaks!" she shouted with a point.


 


"No, they don't," Clint said, talking to the
dispatcher. She promised she'd get someone there before he could kill her. He
hung up. "Ten," he told Stark.


 


"Fine." He handed him Philip. "You didn't
think that JARVIS tapes everything in here for the parents?" Tony asked.
"A lot of milestones happen in here instead of at home."


 


The head of the daycare nodded. "We knew, Mr. Stark,
and we appreciate it. That way if something happens we now what happened. If JARVIS
had told me I would've stopped as soon as I heard."


 


"She usually did it while you were getting their
lunches. The other daycare worker scowled but kept most of the children from
her," the AI said.


 


"I couldn't protect them," she complained.


 


"You could've told us," Tony said. "And
you're going too." She nodded, getting up to gather her things. The police
officers got there and the kids ran over to babble and pat them until the
officers smiled.


 


"Guys, let the officers work and I'll see if I can get someone
in to talk to you guys tomorrow," Clint ordered. They calmed down and
watched in awe as they arrested two people. Clint grinned at the head of the
daycare. "I'll help tomorrow. They listen to me."


 


"They do. It's a miracle because Philip never listens
to me."


 


He smirked. "He only really loves Mommy Natasha."
She laughed but nodded. Clint wrote an email to someone to see if they had
anyone on the disabled list who would like to talk to a daycare. Street sent
back that he had two according to the Captain and they'd be there at one.
"Street said he'd send someone around one." Tony patted him on the
arm with a grin, walking off. "More stress?"


 


"The head of Payroll has been screwing with Dawn's
files too."


 


"Want me to help Dawn rant on her lj?"


 


"Nope. Let's leave this internal for now." Clint
sent that thought at Dawn, then shrugged, settling in to play with the kids.
Tony had some mediocre idiots to root out before they ruined his company. He
would not let the company fall to idiots.


 


***


 


Steve got the email from Tony and grimaced. He showed it to
Joyce.


 


"I don't know how we'd find out if they were members of
that movement or that church," she said quietly. "Unless we hacked
any lists they might have."


 


"I'm not sure if we can or not." He called Phil
up. Something this delicate would take Phil or someone he chose's touch. He
showed him the email.


 


"I figured there were a few. I've had people looking
into that group. There's definitely non-affiliated members here and
there."


 


"Tony's having to clean house," Steve said.
"The head of payroll went after Dawn."


 


"Not the first time," Phil said. He went to get
the information they had on the problem, bring it back up the normal way
because him appearing in the office seemed to unnerve some of the junior agents.
He laid out what they already had and knew. Steve and Joyce talked about it and
they decided to call a staff meeting to bust them and fire them. They didn't
need those sort screwing up missions on purpose and the whole group had gotten
write ups recently for those sort of incidences. Phil got them all there and
let the bosses handle it. Though he heard a few prayers that they were
undercover during it. Those he tapped to stay late for a talk. Phil looked at
them. "Who told you to do that?"


 


"Marjorie Simms," one of them said.


 


"Rialta told me," another of the six said. The
rest nodded at that.


 


"All right. We'll talk with them tonight. Then we'll
see. I'll tell the directors personally." They nodded and acted like they
had been fired as well. Phil called those two handlers up to the office to talk
to the bosses. "I had no idea you had people undercover," he
announced.


 


"You didn't get one of mine. There's a few that are
might-as-well-be's too," Rialta said, flipping her hair over her shoulder.
Phil handed over the list he had made, getting a nod. Simms added to it as
well. Joyce got their files handled and it was easier on them to do what they
needed to do. Steve went over what they had gathered. There may be Freedom of
Religion but that freedom didn't mean you could screw up SHIELD missions on
purpose. There was no Freedom to Endanger the World in the Constitution.


 


***


 


Steve presented the case against that church, and the
members, to the liaison SHIELD had with the US Attorney's office. "We
found some, Stark found some screwing things up. Tony's really pissed. Two of
his oldest geeks were part of that group. They had plans to disable the Iron
Man suit for good."


 


The US Attorney shook his head. "To quote your
predecessor: Mother Fucker!" Steve grinned. "How many more might be
going on?"


 


"We have a few we're not sure about."


 


"Good to know. Any other evidence of that?" Steve
handed over the box of evidence they had gathered. "Wow, you guys are
good."


 


"If it relates to the world being ended, we have to act.
There's no Freedom to Screw Up the Universe in any legal book."


 


"No, there's not." He looked it over, nodding,
making notes. "I'd assume you had people under cover?"


 


"No comment until the trial. That way those wackos
can't hurt them."


 


"Probably a good idea since they tried to burn the
house Stark's rebuilding in Malibu." Steve winced. "He didn't tell
you?"


 


"No, I heard. We were watching a movie with the kids
when the alarms started to go off." He sighed and shifted his stance.
"I've never heard Pepper go off that way before." The attorney
smirked at him. "Really. Mood swings have nothing on a really enraged
Pepper Potts."


 


"That figures. She's a fierce woman if she can put up
with Stark for all those years." He looked up. "I'll submit it to the
bosses, Captain."


 


"Thank you. We know you have a few in your office as
well." He shook his hand and walked off to go to his meeting with the
other agency heads. Joyce was already there.


 


The attorney looked over the list of names. "I do see a
few of my coworkers. Then again, I saw one on the 'sold my soul for power' list
last year too." He called his boss. "Sir, freedom of religion against
harming the world case thanks to SHIELD. Right now, sir. We have a good
case." He hung up and let his boss come get it himself. His boss wasn't on
that list and he had spat about the church more than once.


 


***


 


Joyce smiled as she sat down. "Gentlemen. Steve's with
the US Attorney's office. He'll be here shortly."


 


"We know you're co-heads," one of them said.
"What's happened?"


 


"Two things. The updated information on what we think
will happen this spring. We're still not totally sure if that one demon's death
will matter or not." She handed that disc over to be run. "The other
is on that stupid group of humans who hates super heros and anyone else odd
enough that they've decided to mess up agencies. You all have members."
She handed over that box. "That's what we've gathered so far and what
Steve's presenting to the US Attorney today."


 


They got into that one first. A few were very unhappy.


 


The head of the CIA looked at her. "I had wondered how
that operation got so screwed up."


 


"One of them is spilling his guts." She smiled.
"On purpose. The other one was in charge. That file's in there by itself,
Director." He looked and found it, reading it over. He did not look
pleased. The other agency heads looked even less pleased. "When we found
out, we went looking and shed about thirty agents. Stark International also had
to shed some people, including some people that had been with them for ages.
One since before Tony had taken over."


 


"That sucks," they agreed.


 


"This clearly does impact world security," the
head of Homeland agreed, looking at her. "The US Attorney?"


 


"Steve should be here in a few minutes. It's just up
the street." They smiled. "Alas, I don't read minds."


 


"Thankfully; that's a really creepy power," the
head of Homeland said with a smile. "Your daughter doesn't use hers all
that often."


 


"She keeps hers focused on her spouses." She
wouldn't tell them that Dawn only merged with them. If it kept her daughter
safer, it was good to make her sound more scary.


 


"That's probably a good thing with how often SHIELD
agents and your daughter get into the strangest things," the head of the
CIA said. "I'd have to send you anyone who did the same thing."


 


Joyce smiled. "It takes a special type of agent to be
SHIELD but we will gladly come poach the best agents."


 


"Yes, it does." Steve walked in and nodded,
shutting the door behind them. "Are they charging them?"


 


"He's passing it up to his boss but he seemed to think
there was enough there to charge them on." He sat down. "Have we went
over this spring yet?" They shook their heads so he let someone run the
information disc. "This is what we've gotten from the LA team and Dawn's
own kitten poker information contacts. We're still not sure if that one demon
that attacked the parade was the head general or if he was just a general. They
apparently all look alike and we didn't take his name."


 


"If they're the head one, will it happen anyway?"
one asked.


 


Steve shrugged. "Probably."


 


"Our probability people said seventy/thirty chance of
it happening even if he was in total control of the military," Joyce said.


 


"So still a pretty good chance," the head of
Homeland agreed. "We can subtly move more agents that way during that
time."


 


Steve smiled. "Dawn has made it a point to tell those
bigots that if they were so unhappy with us, they should probably show up
during that attack."


 


"We won't arrest them or any militant yahoos that show
up," the head of the FBI agreed with a smile for them. "They'd better
disappear really quickly though."


 


"That's how the invasion was handled too from what I
was told," Joyce said. "I was in the hospital then. Thankfully far,
far away from the center of the invasion."


 


"Same gateway?"


 


"They have the option of using one in the desert, one
of those natural archways," Steve said. "Connor's team couldn't be
sure which they'd use. So either you've got a few there, two in downtown LA, or
Palm Springs. We know they won't go north. They're very susceptible to cold
from what Connor and Faith have told us. Just a ten degree shift can kill
them."


 


"Okay," they agreed. "Can Dawn manipulate
weather, Miss Summers?"


 


"Perhaps but I'm not sure if it'll be safe for
her." One moaned and shook his head. "Yes, she's pregnant. She is
taking Agent Barton's backup spot so she'll be doing long-range things until
she delivers. We'll hopefully have Atlantis back by then?" she asked
Steve.


 


"I heard the tentative date was next week," Steve
said. "So we'll have the SGC helping if we need it." The other heads
nodded. "We've given O'Neill a head's up as well."


 


"That's good. He's used to dealing with screwed up shit
like this." The head of Homeland looked at them. "Why is your
daughter pregnant?"


 


She smiled. "Because she wanted a daughter. There's not
really any way to plan it so you're not pregnant over the spring since it
varies when the big things happen. She'd probably be getting back into shape if
she wasn't pregnant."


 


"We have other witches," the head of the FBI said.
"More light duty ones but I'm sure they can learn to work together."


 


"The coven that Callia trains with will gladly help
with *defensive* things," Steve said. "I asked."


 


"That's what we'd expect anyway," the head of the
FBI agreed. "Plus Alexander and whoever he can draw in."


 


"He's already alerted the whole temple and they're
making plans on who can be there and who can't," Steve agreed. "He
and Roque helped a lot with the last one."


 


"I remember. It was a good battle," the head of
the CIA said with a smile. "His mate can keep up?"


 


"Agent Coulson asked to have himself trained better.
Xander took him to the Dwarfs that had trained him in combat skills. Phil got
highest honors from them. He's really good and even Xander loses to him
sometimes. I've seen Roque and John Sheppard both lose to him. Xander just
smiles proudly."


 


The head of Homeland laughed. "We like that he's still
a goofy, mushy guy underneath." He looked at the information they had.
"Blow the head off?"


 


"Or blow the chest out," Joyce agreed.
"Either's doable. So large caliber shotguns would be best unless you want
your people to carry a backup machete for beheading."


 


"I think that'd be practical anyway. What do the agents
in Cleveland carry?" Joyce pulled up that list and projected it from her
Starkpad. "Sounds pretty normal."


 


"Xander makes sure all new trainees know how to use a
crossbow and a short sword or a machete just in case," Steve said with a
grin. "They get three lessons on each during training. He also goes into
survival skills just in case they ever need it."


 


"SHIELD agents are more likely to be displaced to some
other realm than any of us," the head of the CIA agreed.


 


"We've only had one and we managed to get him back with
Tara's help," Joyce said with a smile. "Then Tara went to rip him a
new one for that. He's very sorry and he likes that he's in jail away from
angry blonde women."


 


"Tara has a temper sometimes," Steve agreed.
"Never with the kids though. She's a really good mom." Joyce smiled
at him. He looked at the others. "Do you guys want to set up where you'll
join the fight from if it starts? Or do you just want your people to jump in
wherever they're standing when it starts?"


 


"We'll arrange for a centralized emergency depot of
weapons and ammo," the head of Homeland decided. "LA could use it
anyway for riots, demon uprisings, and these things." He looked at the
head of the FBI. "Your building?"


 


"Too far out of the way by where the last few
happened."


 


"Do what you do in New York with that not-really-an-office
off-site," Joyce offered. "You both have not-offices with phone banks
and the like downtown."


 


"We can easily do that in LA," the head of
Homeland agreed. "We could use one anyway."


 


"Where's the other possible portal location?" the
head of the CIA asked.


 


"There's a portal underneath the old post office that
leads to some higher beings who don't like to answer questions about what's
going on," Joyce said, pulling up a map. "There. That goes to the
Oracles and if they wanted to, Dawn said it's not that hard to put one against
the outside of theirs to open a new one. Same form sharing the doorway
basically."


 


"Which would lead to a few areas of concern when they
ran out," the head of the FBI said. "A few subway stations."
Joyce pointed at something. "The usual pass-through?"


 


"That's a demon club for fire and earth elementals from
what Dawn told me. So they could come up through it. It probably has an
underground hatchway. A lot of Sunnydale's demon businesses did." They
made note of that to look at it.


 


"I wouldn't want to shut them down but maybe we can
talk to them about closing the gateway during that time so nothing can get up
it."


 


"Then again, it could be a safety hatch for anything
stuck down there," Steve said.


 


"They can probably put up a bouncer or someone
there," Joyce said. "To handle it in case it's that sort of situation
instead of the bad ones trying to get out."


 


"That's not a bad idea," the head of the FBI
agreed. "I can talk to our people there that deal with things to talk to
them about it." The other agency directors nodded. "What if it
doesn't happen?"


 


"We'll throw a party," Joyce said. "I'd
*love* to never have another big apocalypse again."


 


They smiled at her. She still handled the slayers like they
were her daughter. It was good for the girls. "Will anyone else have a
problem?" the head of Homeland asked. "Like Cleveland?"


 


"Not that we're aware of," Steve said. "I
haven't specifically asked. I'll ask Faith later tonight when she's
awake." They nodded and broke up to handle their plans and the problems in
their own agencies.


 


***


 


Tony looked at the list of employees he had to fire over the
last few days. "How did we get so many of them?"


 


"It was partially targeted," Dawn said as she
walked in with his lunch tray and coffee. "I asked and Phil said that they
did target the company on purpose because of your shiny suit of armor. And you
missed two." She put down their letters of resignation. "We had to
hide the kids for a bit so they didn't see the ambulance people." Tony
stared at her. "One from the top of the arc reactor building, shouting at
the top of her lungs about how godless we all were and all that. 


 


"I got the geeks to safety in the gym and the kids ran
in there so Callia took them to teach them about science stuff like plants and
animals. She went over basic classifications. The other one we found while we
were clearing everyone away from her suicidal-ness. She had a bomb strapped to
her chest." Tony slumped, shaking his head. "Which, again, not our fault."


 


"No, it's not. So they did target us because of Iron
Man?" Dawn nodded. "They yell at you?"


 


"The one with the bomb yelled that I was evil and she
was going to make sure my evil didn't spread by taking me and Philip out with
it. She was a bit confused though. She had taken stuff to calm her down so she
wouldn't fight hitting the switch."


 


"Why didn't I hear about this?"


 


"You were talking to the people about the house
fire."


 


"Oh, then." He read over the two letters.
"Did they save the jumper?"


 


"Yeah, after she jumped. It's only three stories, she
more than survived it, Tony. Has a slight skull fracture. Needs some traction
because she landed on her feet, and broke them and her legs." Tony
shuddered. "Oh, yes. JARVIS has it saved down for whenever you're ready to
hear her rants. The cops outright laughed at her that you were part of some new
world order to take over. Apparently you're building the new Illuminati,
boss." She smiled. "If so, can I take over South America so I get
more bikini time?"





 


He rolled his eyes but smiled before stuffing his mouth.
"We'll see," he said once he had swallowed. "What did Pepper
want?"


 


"France."


 


"Figures." She laughed as she walked off.
"I'm going to get you for that underwear thing too, Summers."


 


She cackled, smiling at him. "The boys *love* them,
Tony. And boys need to feel pretty sometimes too. I got him a Nick Fury pair
too." She grinned and disappeared.


 


Tony shook his head. "My poor son. We need to do some
manly stuff sometime. Maybe a trip to Vegas to camp." He finished his
lunch. Then he watched the saved video. "Fuck," he muttered, going to
the gym. Most of the geeks were still in there. They were playing games with
the kids too. So that was great. They could have a Stark Free Day. They could
all use the stress relief. Even Pepper was playing scrabble with the geeks and
losing.


 


***


 


Xander was pouting when Phil got back. "Why do I have
the urge to hide?" Phil quipped.


 


"You'd hide from me?" Xander asked.


 


Phil nodded. "Probably if it's going to require more
than sex or cuddling tonight. Is it?"


 


"Maybe not."


 


"Then why the pout?"


 


"John called me a liberated jackass who has no
brains."


 


"Why did your brother insult jackasses?" Xander
scowled. Phil smirked slightly. "Why are you two fighting now?"


 


"Apollo wants John to take in the twins."


 


"Your sisters?"


 


"Yup."


 


"He's the father."


 


"He's kinda busy and the muses are getting attached.
Which cuts into his nookie time."


 


Phil nodded. "I'm sorry for him." Xander smirked.
"Are we getting time to visit with them?"


 


"Nope. I said he's the daddy, not us." Phil kissed
him. "John wanted me to take them in part of the time. I pointed out he
has a huge store of built-in babysitters. He didn't like that and they're
making Rodney gushy."


 


"I can't imagine Rodney McKay going gushy over cute
kids."


 


Xander smiled. "Girls?" They appeared holding
hands, staring at him. "Guys, this is Phil. He's my husband."


 


They stared at him. Phil smiled back. "I'm the father
of Tara's kids."


 


"Wow," one breathed. "You raised
smartasses."


 


Phil smiled. "Yes, I did." They hugged him then
teleported off again. "That twin thing is a bit creepy," he mouthed.
Xander nodded. "Intentionally?" He nodded more quickly.
"Why?" he asked out loud.


 


"It's fun," Xander said, echoed by the twins.
"Apparently there's a tiny bit of Loki taint left in Mom."


 


Loki appeared, giving his son a dirty look. "I did not
infect her with chaos energy."


 


"Girls, come meet my dad." Nothing.
"Ladies?" They appeared and stared at him. Xander pointed. "This
is my father."


 


The one that hadn't talked to Phil smiled. "We
know." Loki stared at them oddly. The girls smiled in unison and
disappeared. "Rodney knows stories," they said in unison.


 


Loki looked at his son. "Perhaps you're right."
Phil cracked, laughing. "Oh, dear."


 


"Apollo said he's busy. The muses are getting attached
and not sexing him up."


 


"All right," Loki said, shaking his head.
"Fiona could use playmates. He never lets them out." He went to talk
to Fiona and Diama. Who went running to meet the twins. They could use more playmates,
even creepy ones.


 


Ares looked at his husband, shaking his head. "They're
mini chaos gods."


 


"The girls? Yes, all four are. That's why they're
girls," Loki shot back. Ares laughed and nodded. Fiona showed back up and
stared at him. "Yes, Fiona?"


 


She kicked him on the ankle. "Little girls are
*wonderful* and we're all that really matters in the world because we make it
prettier. Without it, it'd all be like Gladiator and we'd still have
slaves." She went back to her new friends.


 


"Quite possibly," Ares sighed.


 


"You had a very strong daughter," Loki said,
rubbing his ankle. "And quite mean as well."


 


Ares smirked and nodded. "Yes, she is." They got
back to work on the current plans. Xander appeared and put down a file, staring
at Ares before disappearing. He looked at it, grimacing. "A new attempt to
invade Los Angeles by demons. May or may not be stopped. Sure, we can plan to
help stop that." He got to work on that. "DISCORD!" he bellowed.
She popped into view. "First, see if you can find a way to see if they're
still going to invade. Second, watch out for the kids. They're on Atlantis with
Xander and John's twin sisters." She shuddered.


 


"Diama and Fiona went to meet them," Loki said
with a grin.


 


Discord punched him. "Quit chaosing the kids,
Loki." She went to check on the girls then to see if she could peek at the
other realm. They were demoralized but there were still ones trying to
encourage the invasion to cheer the rest up. She came back. "Do we want to
demoralize them until they no longer want to invade or enrage them until they
don't want to invade?"


 


"Demoralizing would probably be safer," Loki said,
giving her an odd look. "How would you do such?"


 


"They're still calling for the shiny, green one to be
their queen." She smirked evilly, going to get a few pictures of Dawn from
the Halls of Time. Including her Halloween costumes. She also got one of Clint
rubbing Dawn's stomach, with the lump uncovered. She sent them over. That
enraged most of them against Clint but oh well. They weren't going to come
through. She sent over another one of Dawn being totally happy and they wailed,
going on a mass suicide binge. She strolled back into the temple. "Over
half of their army is now gone," she said smugly and went to enjoy
herself.


 


Ares looked where she had been and shook his head quickly.
"I'd never invade another realm because one of their protectors was
hot."


 


Loki looked at him. "Should I even mention Troy?"


 


"That was Aphrodite's doing," he said bluntly.


 


Loki pointed at a few things. "And that's my ex, who
was pretending to be a love god."


 


Ares stared then went to tell Xander that. They really had
to do something about his mother beyond banish her to a far-away galaxy for the
rest of her natural life. If he didn't get his in before Dawn heard, he'd never
get to beat her to death. Dawn would go on a 'hell no' fit and destroy that
whole planet and her.


 


***


 


Dawn caught the note floating down from thin air, looking at
it. "I wondered why someone incorporeal took a picture of us." She
handed it to Clint over her shoulder and leaned down to kiss Natasha's stomach
and get back to the rubbing in of lotion so she wouldn't get as many stretch
marks. Clint shook his head and went back to Dawn's lotion needs. Philip was
asleep next to them on the bed, one hand on Loki cat and Tsarina was curled up
on his butt.


 


Xander appeared to look at the note then groaned and
disappeared. "John?" he called as he appeared on Atlantis.
"Please stop me from killing her."


 


John took the note to look at. "I don't think I can do
that."


 


They shared a look. "She stays there," Xander
said.


 


"It's not far enough away."


 


"Discord sent pictures to make them mope," Xander
said.


 


"Did it work?"


 


"It's at least lowered the numbers of that army."


 


John grimaced, searching toward Discord. She shared what she
had done. He groaned, tipping his head down. "Fuck."


 


Xander nodded once. "Yup. I'm about to go destroy that
planet we sent her to."


 


"I'm not going to stop you," John said, walking
off. "Rodney, I need a leash holder."


 


"Sure, change forms," he quipped. "Why do we
need you to be in another form?" John told him. Rodney stared at him then
looked over at where Xander was complaining at Ronon. Rodney looked at John.
"I can build you a nuclear bomb within ten hours to send there. Get
O'Neill to authorize it."


 


"Get us home first," one of the soldiers called.
"Then blow up somewhere. Just leave the lake monster alone. We'll miss
him."


 


"Her," Xander called.


 


"Okay, her." He looked over. "What was that
bad?"


 


Xander looked at him. "Our mother prompted the next
demonic invasion of LA. She prompted them to do it because they wanted
Dawn."


 


The soldier looked at John. "Never mind, we can go home
tomorrow. Build the bomb, Doctor McKay, please." He walked off.


 


"Let me get us home," John said. "You build
that shit for me. We'll talk O'Neill into it." He went to the chair.
"Xander, you're throwing off the power flows."


 


"Sure." He went home to throw a screaming hissy
fit.


 


Phil walked out to stare at his mate. "What
happened?" Xander sent it at him as he let out one last scream. Phil
considered it. "Roque, I need something to blow up my mother-in-law,"
he called as he walked back into the temple.


 


"Sure, how big?" he asked.


 


"Big enough to destroy her."


 


"What did she do?" Clay asked.


 


Phil stood in front of the others at the temple and said it
simply. "She's responsible for our upcoming apocalypse battle."


 


Xander stomped in. "Don't let me have my axe for a bit,
okay?"


 


"How did she do that?" Pooch asked. So Xander
vented.


 


The Losers shared a look. "Damn, sounds like one of
Clay's ex's," Jensen said dryly, ducking the punch from Clay. "Can we
send her farther away?"


 


"Maybe," Xander said, getting the people who
needed to know there. Including O'Neill. "We know why. We know who started
it." He summoned Discord. "Please, spare my throat the
screaming?" he asked with a smile. "Because women that fucked up have
to pray to you."


 


Discord pinched him on the tit. "You flatterer
you," she said dryly. "She's not my follower. She's temping."
She looked at the mortals to tell them what had happened and what she had done.


 


Xander looked at O'Neill. "Rodney's offered to build us
a bomb."


 


"I'll consider that offer," O'Neill said, rubbing
a hand over his face. "Why is she so fucked up?"


 


"No clue," Xander admitted. "I'm not sure if
it was the few miscarriages, if it's something Dad or someone did to her, or if
it was her mind breaking. I suggest that someone rename her former river
because I don't want to hear her name."


 


The twins appeared, smiling at him. "Mommy is not going
to come back," one told him.


 


The other one nodded. "She's staying there and not
anything can call her back since she's attached herself to their biggest
waterfalls."


 


Xander nodded, looking at them. "As far as John and I
are concerned, we were hatched from eggs. We have no mother."


 


They grinned. "We can agree with that since she
abandoned us to our father and his girlfriends," they said in unison.


 


Xander leaned down to look at them. "It's better that
way. Who do you want to raise you instead?"


 


They grinned at him. "Auntie Discord?"


 


Discord looked at them, shaking her head. "I barely
managed to raise Strife and look how he turned out." 


 


"We love him," they said with an adoring look when
Strife appeared.


 


"You two are a bit creepy but you're ours," he
decided, taking them with them. "We'll tell Hera we're adopting you."
He summoned Ares to the meeting in Hera's drawing room, walking the girls in
there with Fiona and Diama. "Hera, I need these two."


 


Hera looked at him. "Why?"


 


Ares appeared. "Strife, you wanted what? I'm
busy." The twins hugged him and smiled at him. He stared at them.
"You're going to raise them?"


 


"Yes."


 


"What if Cupid isn't going to agree?" Ares asked.


 


Cupid appeared, staring at him. "They can have the
suite across from Fiona." Fiona squealed and hugged him. "Before you
turn angry like Xander or slightly wicked like him and John are."


 


Hera stared at them. "Apollo must agree."


 


"'Pol, I'm raising the twins," Cupid yelled.
"Suck it if you don't like it!"


 


Apollo appeared. "As long as I can visit, it's probably
better. You have more time to spend with them." He stared at the girls.
"That good with you?"


 


"Yup," they agreed, hugging Strife.


 


"Then I'll let you live with him and Cupid." He
hugged them. "Visit often." 


 


"Yes, Daddy."


 


Hera nodded. "Fine. The transfer of custody is
allowed." She smiled at the twins. "If you should have problems you
will come to me so I can help you." They hugged her then ran back to
Strife to pounce him. Hera smiled. The girls were much happier and yet still a
bit creepy. It had to come from their mother. Xander and John had a touch of
that too.


 


***


 


Dawn smiled as she dug out a picture early that morning when
she couldn't sleep, thinking at Discord. Discord appeared, looking confused.
Dawn held up two pictures. "Would either of those help more?"


 


Discord stared at the pictures. "It's giving me bad
ideas. It might make them invade though." She took one to look at, tipping
her head to the side and nodding. "Damn."


 


Dawn smiled. "Yup."


 


"I'm not sure if they'll invade or not over that."
She went to try it. It certainly got the leader of those demons worked up. The
second one made him want to invade now. They couldn't. They managed to open the
portal. Ares started to yell but the portal collapsed on the leader once he was
on their side with his bodyguard. She appeared with a smirk. "So, you had
a plan?" she asked dryly.


 


Xander appeared behind her with his axe. "I think he
had a plot more than a plan, Discord." He grinned. "Welcome to
Earth." The leader looked at the portal, trying to reopen it. No luck, not
the same sort of magic he had at home. He started to cry.


 


Dawn appeared on Phil's arm. "I'm flattered that you
want me that way but I'm married. Sorry." She shrugged. "We told you
that. You should listen when people tell you those things."


 


"I only want you," he said, moving closer to her.
He stared at her stomach. "You are with egg?"


 


"We bear live young and yes I am. It's probably a
daughter." She smiled. "My spouses are very happy with it."


 


He stared at her stomach for a minute longer then at her.
"You beat our last king."


 


Dawn shrugged. "He interrupted a happy moment and made
my son afraid. He made a lot of kids afraid. I won't put up with that."


 


"I understand," he said, bowing to her. He sighed,
looking at the portal's area. "I will die so my people are saved."


 


Dawn looked at Discord, who sighed but opened the portal for
him. "Thank you, Discord." She hugged her and kissed her on the
cheek. "Thank you." She looked at the demon. "Have a good
life." They nodded and left. The king tossed back a few things from his
throat before it closed. Dawn looked at Phil. She yawned. "I'm tired. Let
me go back to bed."


 


Phil took her home and came back to look at what the king
had dropped. "They're pretty."


 


Discord walked over to look, grimacing. "Not my style.
They're *pink*. I'm not Buffy."


 


Phil smirked at her. "Birthing present to
Aphrodite?"


 


"She's got plenty from Hephie." She picked up the
few jewels, holding them up. "Xander, who gets these?"


 


"Don't care." He looked at Phil. "Dawn in
bed?"


 


He checked and nodded. "Just now. She had to pee first.
The cats have decided to rest on her stomach again."


 


"Cats are weird," Discord said, disappearing.


 


Xander nodded. "That's why I like the dogs."


 


Phil smirked at him. "I'd like the puppies to sleep
somewhere beyond my pillow." He moved closer.


 


Xander smiled. "They're going to be moved to John's
temple to sleep. Their mother introduced them to the comfy ottoman."


 


"That's wonderful. Maybe I can sleep without dog drool
tonight?"


 


"I hope so. That's why I made them move, so I quit
being drooled on. Though, we do have to find a few new lines to add in."


 


Phil nodded. "We probably should." He moved
closer. "What shall we do this spring without that invasion?"


 


"Hopefully not have another one," Xander quipped.
They went back to the temple.


 


The jewels got sent to Stark for Steve and Joyce to figure
out. They could handle those decisions and how to handle any press that might
have caught the ending of the spring invasion.


 


***


 


Clint walked Dawn in to her desk the next morning.
"Here you go." He smiled at her. Then he went to help Natasha into
the gym. He was being a bit overprotective but then again, someone had realized
that Xander still had Barney in a human bird cage so he was released. Stark was
smirking so Clint hit him on the arm. "I didn't get a chance to do it last
time, Stark."


 


"Uh-huh. I did the same thing. It's part of the second
trimester. All that 'feeling protective of them' stuff comes with the extra
sex." He yawned. Pepper was in that same state and Steve had all but
carried her to her desk earlier. It had tickled the kids. Then again, Steve had
dropped everyone off and came back to throw a Captain sized fit about last
night's meeting. Joyce wasn't much happier.


 


Steve came out to the office, sinking into the couch.
"Maria said that there's protocol for this situation. Apparently we have a
safe for these things. I almost asked how many there are but I'm scared
to."


 


Natasha walked in smiling slightly. "I'm afraid I'm
responsible for some of those."


 


He tossed her the bag the jewelry was in. "Those got
given by the demon king last night that had been planning on invading."


 


Natasha poured them out on the desk to look them over.
"Very nice but not jewels I recognize. Must be from their realm." She
put them back into the bag and tossed them back. "Pretty but
impractical."


 


"I didn't figure demon kings would wear practical
sparkly things," Pepper said as she came back from getting some tea. She
sat down and smiled at them. "Joyce got beamed out. She's in the daycare
getting hugs and she'll be up in a minute."


 


"That's fine," Steve said. "It'll save my
headache."


 


Maria Hill walked in. "You formally have to say you saw
it placed," she said. "Which means you have to walk into the vault
and be assaulted by all the twinkling stupid things Agent Romanoff collected by
charming and then taking out her targets."


 


Natasha waved a hand. "It was nothing. Mostly very
minor."


 


Maria looked at her. "Have you seen the vault?"


 


"I was there a few months back." She smirked
slightly. "I had to put something ostentatious on a shelf."


 


Dawn leaned in. "If that was my crown, I inherited it
and it's not in the safety deposit box." She sat up again. "Shit,
Callia!" She hopped up, running up the hall. "What did you do?"
she demanded, picking her up to look her over. "You're bleeding. JARVIS,
we need a real Doc!"


 


"Shivs is in the infirmary, Dawn."


 


She carried her down there. "Doc?" He looked and
came over to take Callia.


 


"I skidded," Callia said. "I'm fine, Auntie
Dawn."


 


Dawn stared at her. "Excuse you? You are not fine! You
are covered in blood and cuts! It looks like you skidded in the gravel parking
lot and kept going for *miles*! That is not fine!" she finished at a
shout.


 


Callia stared at her. "I'm so never having a
baby," she said quietly and calmly.


 


Dawn glared. "I'd be yelling even if I wasn't
pregnant!"


 


"What did you skid doing?" Doctor Shivs asked. He
was helping her out of her t-shirt, noticing the under-armor shirt, like the football
players wore underneath their uniforms.


 


Dawn pulled that off her, ignoring the tube top underneath
it. She helped her peel off the surf shorts too. "What were you
testing?"


 


"The new street surfing gear we're working on?"
she offered, shrinking back some.


 


"You're supposed to use that on a paved road, not on
gravel!"


 


"I did!" Callia complained back. "I just
skidded when the booster went rogue and wouldn't quit firing. But I did fix it
while I was skiing down the hill," she said as her father walked in.
"I managed to get it back into shut-off mode and everything, Dad."





 


He stared at her. "Did I okay street skiing?"


 


"No," she said, staring at him. She grinned.
"But it's fun. It's what I can do until I can drag race Happy like you do,
Dad."


 


Tony stared at her. "So grounded. We'll make sure you
get plenty of neosporin so you don't scar, daughter." Dawn stepped closer
and healed the injuries, hugging her. "Awww," Tony said. Dawn hit him
on the arm. "Ow!"


 


"I had to heal yours after your last drag race!"


 


"Not my mom," Tony quipped.


 


"If you don't have sense, the kids won't have sense.
Which is why your son just zipped past on her rocket powered roller
skates." She pointed. "With the broken arm."


 


Tony looked out the window and ran out to save his only son.
"Christopher Darren Oliver Stark, turn those rockets off!" he shouted
as he ran after him. "I need the damn suit!"


 


Clint shot a grappling arrow in front of Chris, which caught
the kid in the stomach, which would only make him flip over it without really
hurting him. Chris started to cry as soon as he hit the ground, holding his
arms up to his father when Tony caught up to him. "It was loose enough
that it wouldn't hurt him," Clint called.


 


"Thanks, Barton." He picked Chris up, checking him
over. "You are *so* grounded for having no sense! The skates don't fit you
and this is not the ground to be doing this on!" He walked him back to the
infirmary. The skates got left there. Someone would pick them up.


 


"Drew!" Chris wailed as they walked past his lab.
Andrew came out to hug him. "Bot bot!" he said with a point at his
father.


 


"No, I can't pull out the robot battle suit to make
your dad sorry for stopping you. Sorry, little guy." He cuddled him. Tony
stared at him. Andrew shrugged but grinned. "I let him sit with me when I
was running the monthly tests on it."


 


"He can have mine." He took him back. "Let's
go see your sister. You having booboos will save her from your aunt yelling at
her for having no sense. Dawn can start those lectures on you now." He carried
him into the infirmary, letting Pepper take him. "Barton shot a line to
trip him."


 


"Good!" Pepper said, staring at her son.
"What were you doing?"


 


"Skate!" he said with a mad grin and a point.


 


"Mine," Callia told him, taking him to cuddle.
"My skates." Chris pouted. "Oh, damn it, the puppy face!"
She handed him back to Tony. She hopped off the table and pulled back on her
t-shirt and shorts. "Let me go hide now from the hormones before they
prompt mine to come out." She ran off before Dawn or Pepper could grab
her.


 


"You're still in deep shit," Pepper yelled after
her. "Seriously deep shit."


 


"Wow," Shivs said. "Language! I have delicate
ears, Pepper."


 


Pepper scowled and swatted him. She took Chris back to look
over. "At least you're only bruised and have skinned knees." She
stomped off to find Callia and talk to her about responsibility and other
future adult topics. She *really* needed to learn those before she learned more
bad habits from her father.


 


Dawn shrugged. "That shit isn't my fault. Buffy
couldn't spell science most of the time and she hated anything that got her
messy." She walked off shaking her head. She found the intercom button.
"The next geek that gives anyone under the age of ten weapons, rocket
powered anything, or anything that will cause them to need the infirmary due to
multiple organ or skin injuries, we're going to have a talk." She let the
button go and turned on music, walking off humming to the current song.


 


Tony looked up then nodded. "All sidearms not on the
guards need to be locked in drawers." He walked off to make sure of that.
Shivs went to the office to cackle himself sick.


 


"Skate!" Christopher yelled as he ran after his
aunt.


 


Dawn turned to stare down at him, hands on her hips. The
kids all knew that stance thanks to Grandma and Pepper. "No skates.
Booboos from skates. Booboos hurt." She weathered the pout. "Skate
with regular skates. We can buy you normal skates."


 


"Fast?" he asked, leaning against her leg, staring
up at her with a grin that so reminded her of Tony's naughty grin.


 


"No, not fast, but we can teach you how to go faster
safely." He beamed and cheered. "Go find Clint. He got your sister
hers." Chris ran off calling for his uncle. She smirked at Tony when he
paused to stare at her. "That way he has safety gear." She went back
to her desk.


 


Tony nodded, going in the other direction before he had to
deal with the headache-inducing hormones. Pepper's were bad. Dawn's were worse.
He was sure Natasha was going to become absolutely scary with hers. He really needed
to hide for a long time. Until the time Pepper started to deliver. He could
find things to tinker with until then.








49: Future Old Ones
Playing At Work


 


Callia
has an 'admirer' and the pregnancies have a few problems.


 


 


Callia got a text message to go to the office's post center,
heading down there very confused. "I didn't order anything," she said
when they pointed at a large package.


 


"It says it's yours and it's postmarked London."


 


"Huh." She walked over to look at it. "I
can't carry that." They smiled. She got wise and called an adult.
"Bucky, can I have a tiny bit of help?" she asked when he answered
his phone. "Like two minutes? Someone sent me something huge from London.
The post center in building 3. Thanks." She hung up and stuffed her phone back
in her pocket. The shorts were getting a bit tight but she'd manage to keep
them for another few months since she had just finished a growth spurt. He
walked in and looked oddly at the box. She shrugged. "I didn't order
anything."


 


He picked it up. "Not too heavy but it rattles a tiny
bit." He took her back to the apartment, letting it down on the coffee
table. "Anything else, mini genius?"


 


She grinned. "Not unless you want to teach me how to
make proper chocolate milk for Stepmom when he gets home. The office is really
driving him nuts."


 


"I'll make him some with brandy later so he can
sleep." She grinned. He left her alone to open whatever it was. If it had
been sent here, it was scanned for drugs, explosives, and weapons. So it was
probably safe.


 


She pulled out a box cutter to open it then tucked it
carefully back where her father stashed it. She opened it and looked. On top
was a beautiful red dress. All scarlet lace, one long sleeve and the other
shoulder bare. The under-lace fabric was the same deep scarlet color and left a
hemline and bustline two inches free of fabric. It was also in a larger size
than she currently was. She pulled it up to hold against herself, looking in
the mirror across the room. 


 


 


"I'd look great if it was my size. Maybe it's meant for
Diana?" She carefully folded it and put it aside. Underneath was a sparkly
deep blue one-shoulder party dress. Same tight, figure conforming style but no
sleeve and it had sequins all over. She blinked at the boots underneath that
dress. They were shiny black leather, looked like they would fit you tightly.
They were highlighted by silver buttons all the way up. She held them against
her leg and shook her head. If she grew to be Diana's size they'd hit her
mid-thigh. 


 


At her current projected height, they'd hit near her panty
line. The top was lined with a cuff of fake fur to make it comfortable. She put
it aside, finding a long black dress. One-shoulder strap, the main torso part
down to a few inches past her pantyline had an underdress of black with slight
sequins that shone through the lace's pattern. The lace continued to a floor
length, slit skirt. "Wow." She carefully put it aside and came to a
few other things. Like a cute hat. And a few familiar looking jewelry boxes.
Those blue boxes meant they were *real* jewelry, not play stuff. One had a
'woven' blue stone and bronze strands, about six lines wide. It merged in a
bronze center holder that held another blue stone. "That's really weird. I
don't even know what that is."


 


"That's iolite," JARVIS said quietly.


 


"Okay. Does it have a meaning?"


 


"It's said that vikings used to use very thin slices to
navigate by," the AI said. "Some New Age sites say it relates back to
inner vision and business success."


 


"Huh," she said. "This is getting really
freaky."


 


"Yes, it is. Should I tell your father?"


 


"You know what, can you tell Auntie Dawn? I think this
is a bit bigger than Daddy." She found the next one, a pretty strand of
rubies in a single row of marquis-cut shaped stones with tiny silver beads
between them. Then a larger marquis-cut stone as a pendant. "Yeah, I want
Auntie Natasha."


 


"She's here but your aunt is off-compound for the
moment. I'll get them for you, Callia. Is there a letter?"


 


She looked. "I'm not sure I want to touch the rest to
see how big it is."


 


"Hmm. Well, sit there for a moment." He switched
to the sparring gym. "Excuse me, Agent Romanoff? Callia would like some
help in her suite."


 


"What was in the box?" Bucky asked, backing off
from beating Stark.


 


"Many things that we both believe will make her father
lose his temper but she was probably correct that it may take some searching
capabilities."


 


"What was sent to my clone?" Tony asked, leaning
on the boxing ring's ropes.


 


"Some very pretty outfits for when she's older, and some
jewelry. She just opened a ruby necklace worth approximate twelve-hundred
dollars, US."


 


 


"EXCUSE ME?" Tony demanded, storming that way.


 


"We can help," Natasha agreed, following.
"Stark, let me. Get me some gloves so we can preserve any remaining fingerprints,"
she said as she walked in. He took a calming breath before he fully lost it. He
knew it wasn't Callia's doing but still! This was not right! 


 


"I was getting freaked out at the sexy party
clothes," Callia complained. "Then I opened jewelry and even I know
that's not normal guy behavior. Medical kit gloves are behind you, Auntie
'Tasha."


 


She pulled some on and came over to look at things.
"Interesting. Why are they all one-shoulder dresses?"


 


Callia shrugged. "No idea but apparently he thinks I'd
look hot in it. I looked further down and there's a cuff bracelet with a tiny
laser built into it." She pointed. "It's in watermelon Tourmaline,
which is said to promote creativity and inspiration."


 


Stark looked at her. "Are you okay?" he asked
quietly.


 


"I'm *SO* creeped out," she admitted, staring at
him. "That's why I asked for Auntie. She can find them so you can both
kick their asses. Even if they're sneaky." He hugged her. "But yeah,
creeped out is just one of the things babbling in my head at me that someone's
a creepy stalker sort or a pervert."


 


"I think he meant this for when you were older,"
Natasha said, finding a letter. She opened it, reading over it. "Yes, he
wanted you to wear it on the weekend of your eighteenth birthday when you two
would meet in London during the next great Tech Expo Europe." She looked
at Stark.


 


Tony considered it. "It is that year. We have one next
year, they have theirs every five years. Yeah, one'll fall then since one's in
a few years." He hugged her harder. "Anything else?"


 


"I see citrine and diopside," Natasha said.
"Both with positive meanings. And a locket with tiny ruby pieces but no
picture. The plastic holder said he'd give her one when she was seventeen so
she could find him." She snapped that shut and put it into the box.


 


"Um, even if I like boys, I'd never go for the creepy
pervert sort," Callia said. "Grandfather!" He appeared, blinking
at her. "You didn't tell anyone about me, right? Because I got creepy
'we'll meet when you're of age' presents from some guy in London who may be
related to tech stuff."


 


"No! I'd never do that, Callia. If I want you in an
arranged marriage, I'll tell you and your father." Natasha held up the
letter. "I have no idea who that is."


 


 


"I will by later," she said. She repacked the box,
looking at the formal gown. "That may look very good on you when you're of
age."


 


"He can have it back so he can't sue us for keeping the
expensive things he sent us to woo her," Stark said quietly. "Give it
back to him, kick his ass for me, then tell me who he is so I can ruin him,
Natasha." He was proud of himself, he wasn't screaming at anyone.


 


"I can probably do that," she said with a slight
smirk. "How did you get it up here?" Bucky waved a hand. "Hmm.
The post center?" He nodded. "I will see what they have on it as well
as he barely left a name." She carried it off. He took it from her.
"I can carry that. It's not that heavy."


 


"I want to beat the crap out of the guy before Stevie
gets him, because he won't save anyone any." She smiled because that goal
fit well with her own objectives in this case. They went to take over Dawn's
desk for a while to search down this person. Dawn had some sites bookmarked
that may help them.


 


Tony looked at his little girl. "Come spar with
us."


 


"Gladly." She let him carry her too. She was
feeling a bit weird so Dad time was great! She'd even give up science for the
day for it.


 


***


 


Pepper leaned out when she saw them taking over Dawn's desk.
"What's going on?"


 


"Someone sent Callia presents," Bucky said.
"We're finding them to have a discussion."


 


"Like candy? She's had a few of those from engineers
who want to woo her to their college." Natasha held up the ruby necklace.
"What. Is. That?" she demanded a bit too calmly. Dawn would be
evacuating the nearest offices if she heard that tone of voice.


 


"That is just one of the things the guy sent her so she
could wear them when they met the weekend of her eighteenth birthday,"
Bucky said.


 


Pepper growled a few swears. Bucky's eyes were wide and he
was backing up slowly and carefully. He hadn't seen the scary side of Pepper
before. "Who are they?"


 


"We're looking," Natasha said. "Blood
pressure, Pepper. We're handling it so we can kick them around, then hand them
to you three."


 


"I want them first."


 


 


"We'll tell you three at the same time," Natasha
said.


 


"No, I want them now! Dawn!" she shouted. A few
minutes later Dawn walked in, blinking at her. "Some *pervert* sent your
eldest niece fancy jewelry."


 


"Wow, I didn't know humanity had devolved into that
level of stupid yet." Pepper calmed down a tiny bit. "Once we find
them, we'll go kick them around, Pepper. Now, calm down. Callia's on her way to
the gym. Go hug her and make sure she's okay." She got up to do that,
sniffling. Bucky properly escorted her to make sure she didn't rush off to kill
someone. Dawn went back to her desk, looking at the box's contents. "Those
boots are custom made," she said quietly. "The outfits are all minor
couture." Natasha looked at her. "Probably a few thousand at the most
for the formal one. The boots are probably about a grand. Want me to get
someone to evaluate them for worth for the police report?"


 


"Please. I had not thought of that." Dawn pulled
out her rolodex and called her favorite jewelry store. They agreed they could
send someone over. Then Dawn called someone in the LAPD. Which got them there.
Callia was a billionaire heiress with weapons design knowledge. No one was
going to let her be snatched by anyone, much less by a pervert. By the time the
two people got there, Natasha had a name. The man was in charge of a large tech
company in Norway. They weren't a rival of Stark's but they were good in their
area of interest, which was mostly jet designs and other physics-based
engineering designs to solve problems.


 


Dawn smiled, getting the two from the parking lot.
"It's at my desk," she told them. They nodded. One of the guards gave
her a strange look. "Callia got sent *jewels* by someone," she
mouthed. "Pepper is more livid than when she was nearly snatched by that
sheik. Make sure *nothing* interrupts her and Stark calming down in the
training gym." He nodded, subtly calling that in so they could arrange
things around the people at the top of the company's chain. Dawn followed the
officer inside. "Left, gentlemen." They went that way. 


 


Natasha told them what she had found. The officer was a bit
disgusted. The jeweler gave them a nice report and offered to buy them if
Callia didn't want to keep them or they didn't send them back. Dawn smiled.
"I'm pretty sure if her dad or Mom find them, they're going back with a
small tactical nuke," Dawn said quietly. "Pepper nearly did magic to
get this guy." The jeweler shuddered. "But if she does end up with
it, I'll let her know." He smiled and finished the forms for the officer.
Dawn took him to talk to Callia. They walked into a barrage of 'Oh my god, I
don't even like jets or bridges! Fucking morons!' from Callia. Dawn cleared her
throat. "Police need a statement for the report, Callia."


 


She looked at the officer. "Can you taze him
maybe?"


 


"If he's local, miss, and puts up a fight. We don't
like guys who hit on little girls." He smiled. "We like to make them
really miserable."


 


"Good! Before I do!" Pepper and Tony hugged her to
calm her down. They helped her with the statement while Dawn called SHIELD's
main office.


 


"Hi, Mommy." Dawn walked off to stand in the
hallway. "No, bad shit just happened but I need you to handcuff Steve to a
chair for about ten minutes so you can tell him. Callia doesn't need more
stress. Because some tech company CEO in Norway sent her about six grand in
jewels and about another fifteen in clothes." She winced at the screaming.
"Yeah, that's why we want you to handcuff him to a chair to tell him,
Mom," she said over the ranting going on. "Callia's a bit freaked
out. They're already holding her.... hi, Cap. No, I was going to have mom tell
you. 


 


"Well, a CEO in Norway has sent a present of interest
to your eldest daughter. Six grand in jewels and fifteen grand in clothes,
Captain. Not candy like UCLA sent." He went silent. "They're doing a
police statement right now. Natasha is looking the future dead man up with
Bucky. I was going to have Mom handcuff you to a chair to tell you so you
didn't throw the desk or something," she babbled. 


 


"She's a bit shaky but she's okay," she said at
the displeased sound he made. "LAPD is here getting a formal statement.
It's all very pretty, would look nice on her when she's older, kinda sexy
stuff. Which is why she told Natasha and Tony at the same time, so Nat could
find them and kick them around before you got them," she finished. Captain
America said one very quiet word. "Gym, Cap. Sparring gym. Yeah, that's
great. Calm Mom down or tell Bruce, okay? I'm brave but not that heroically
stupid because he'll Hulk out over this." She hung up and winced.


 


Captain America had just said 'fuck'. This was going to be
horrendously bad. She opened the door. "Um, boss, told Steve. Cap
*swore*." He shivered. "No, I mean like me *swore*." Steve
appeared and grabbed Callia to cuddle, letting her nuzzle his neck with her
nose to calm him down. Dawn let them calm down. She called a free day for the
whole staff so they could be evacuated subtly without alerting the press to the
future danger that CEO had just put himself in.


 


Bucky walked past her. "Told him?"


 


"Told Mom. Her fit made him grab the phone so I
did," she sighed. "She'll tell Bruce so she can control the Hulk
somehow." Bucky shuddered. "I don't think they do that when he's huge
and green, Barnes."


 


"Eww, mind out of the gutter, Summers."


 


"Second trimester," she quipped.


 


Bucky walked into the gym, handing Steve the sheet on the
guy. "That's all we've found in the last half-hour we've been
looking." He patted him on the back.


 


 


"Dawn was going to have Joyce handcuff me to my desk
chair to tell me." He took a calming breath. "She should've."
Callia snickered. "Though I still probably would've thrown my desk across
the room."


 


Barnes looked over at Stark. "Dawn called a free day,
Stark. That way no one was in the crossfire while you guys vented or
whatever."


 


Callia looked at him. "I only know high energy output
weapons and thermonuclear devices as a theory. It'll take me a few days to
tinker and make one." She put her head back down. "Though, a playing
day sounds good, Dad."


 


"It does," he agreed, staying calm. His daughter
did not need to see him losing his shit in the way he wanted to. "Did she
get updates from the labs yet?"


 


"Yeah, on her desk," Pepper said. She stood up.
"That's a really good idea. Dawn's very smart."


 


"She's kinda running for her life," Barnes said
with a grin.


 


"She's seen me this mad once," Pepper said.
"I nearly did magic then to kill the person." Tony shuddered.
"Yeah, I think a free day is a *great* idea." She took Callia to
cuddle. Steve held them both instead. Tony pulled them all down next to him so
they could both hold the girls. The officer was happier with that. It might
mean they didn't have to evacuate the rest of Malibu.


 


Bruce Banner stomped in, halfway to full on Hulk. He threw
the door that he had accidentally ripped off the hinges across the room.
"Who did that?" he demanded. The officer handed him the sheet. He
read it over, sneering. "Hulk smash very well."


 


"After I get him," Tony and Steve said together.


 


Tony smiled at Pepper's snort. "You can direct us on
where to stomp him, Pepper. That way you don't have to hurt yourself or the
baby." Pepper glared. "Blood pressure."


 


"It's. Fine," she growled.


 


"We'll find your softball bat so you can get him
first," Tony soothed. She calmed down and nodded, squeezing Callia harder.


 


"Normally I'd complain you're about to squeeze the poop
out of me, Mommy Pepper, but today it's okay." They all squeezed her. Hulk
picked her up to cuddle. "I'm okay, Grandpa. Just a bit freaked out. He
sent me *jewels* and flirty clothes! I mean like sexy, wear it for the
boyfriend clothes. He even sent me hooker boots to wear with them. Though I
have no idea how he guessed my sizes." Hulk growled. She cuddled him to
calm him down. When he was a bit less green, Pepper stole her back. "If he
was fully gone Grr Guy, we could all sit on Grandpa's lap," she joked.


 


Hulk shrugged. "Cuddles nice." He looked at the
officer.


 


The officer was proud of himself. He didn't step away from
him, he didn't pee himself, and he didn't stutter. "We're making a report,
Doctor Banner, and as soon as we can find him we can charge him and have
someone grab him for trial." Hulk grunted but nodded, picking up Pepper
and Callia to sit down and let them both on his lap so he could hold his
granddaughter.


 


Liz ran in and squealed, pouncing her grandfather.
"Grandpa Grr Guy, cuddle me too!" He smiled and did, patting her. She
smirked at her sister. "Did you blow up lab?" she demanded.


 


Callia snorted. "You know those guys that we warned you
about in the park? One tried to talk to me. They're bad and you have to
remember that, Liz. That way you and Chris never talk to strangers."


 


"Ooooh, bad guys. Auntie 'Tasha?" she asked,
looking around.


 


"We're going to beat him for her," Bucky said.


 


Liz grinned. "Good boy!" She waved at the officer
with a grin. "Grandpa Grr Guy is green."


 


"Yes he is," the officer agreed calmly. "He's
very green. You're very smart." Liz beamed and nodded.


 


"And modest too," Steve quipped. He took her to
cuddle. He'd talk to her about pretending to be a bimbo later; she was smarter
than that green comment. She got free and went back to Grandpa. The girls were
going to help him calm down apparently. Which was probably a good idea. Chris
came pelting in wearing his roller blades, and no safety gear. "What did I
say about the helmet and knee pads, Chris?" Chris giggled and waved then
pounced the grandfather too. Hulk groaned but cuddled them. They were nicely
helping him calm down. Pepper got out of the way so the kids could work their
magic on Bruce's temper. The officer fled to fill out the paperwork. He was
praying those kids could calm down the Hulk before Stark had to rebuild the
entire compound, but they'd handle it because that was Tony Stark.


 


Tony looked at the kids then at Bruce. "I think they're
being calming on purpose."


 


He nodded. "Very good at it too. Hulk pleased."
The girls smiled and cuddled in better. Joyce stomped in and Hulk handed over
the grandchildren as soon as she got within range. He knew not to hog them from
her.


 


"You poor thing," Joyce sighed, cuddling them.


 


 


Bucky decided he'd have to get there before Joyce, not
Steve. He had no idea Joyce Summers-Banner was that scary. Now he knew where
Dawn got it from. Because he had met assassins that were less mean than Joyce
was venting, which was making Callia laugh and the Hulk look very pleased with
his wife. Yeah, he'd have to get there before Joyce or Pepper. Or the Hulk.


 


Clint walked in undoing his uniform's zipper slightly.
"Okay, Dawn called in an SOS and an emergency meeting. What's wrong?"
Bucky told him. Clint considered it. "Norway's not that far. We can easily
fly there by tonight by quinjet."


 


"The LAPD took a statement," Pepper said, trying
to calm down again. "They want to arrest him first."


 


Clint considered it. "I'll give 'em three days and then
go plant an explosive arrow in his brain for you." He looked at the kids.
"You okay?"


 


"Bit creeped out but so is everyone else so at least I
fit in."


 


He grinned. "Ask your Moms about the last present Dawn
got from someone else."


 


Callia looked at Pepper. "She did?"


 


"Which one?" Tony snorted. "The lingerie of
questionable taste and size or the other stuff?"


 


Clint smirked. "You didn't see the newest stuff that
Fed Ex dropped last night?"


 


"No, I hadn't," Pepper said, going back to that
scary place. Clint pulled up pictures on his phone. "Who?"


 


"The idiot oil heir who had kidnaped her in the desert
that time. He wants to woo her now."


 


"The one from Saudi?" Pepper demanded. Clint
grinned and nodded. "No, him you can shoot, Clint. He's a waste of
sperm."


 


"Dawn told him he was a waste of his mother's time when
he showed up last week," Bucky said casually, then had to move quickly
before Clint grabbed him by the throat to ask about that. "He came
here!" he said.


 


Tony looked up. "JARVIS, was he arrested?" he
asked.


 


"No, sir, Dawn sent him packing while sniffling
horribly in a teenage girl fashion. He said he'll lose his inheritance if he
doesn't marry her, his grandmother adores her. He said her marriage isn't legal
and he could divorce her after his grandmother passed on in twenty years. She
could even bring her son. Which was when Dawn very nicely nearly fried him with
a lightening bolt."


 


"Oh, that day! I wondered why we had sudden
lightening!" Tony said, looking at Clint.


 


"I was at SHIELD," he complained. "I heard
about it when she went mental rant that she wasn't spewing. Though I did offer
to shoot him. The local head said I wasn't allowed. I had no idea it was
because of an in-person visit."


 


"We'll see," Steve said. He stole Chris from
Bruce, earning a grin and him snuggling in. "You need to be wearing the
knee and elbow pads, plus your helmet, anytime you're in your roller blades,
Christopher. You know that." Chris cooed and patted him then hopped up to
skate off. He came back followed by Jonathan, who had a tray of bottles of
water. "Thank you, Jonathan."


 


"Welcome. What happened?"


 


"Idiot tech guy sent me sexy clothes and jewels,"
Callia said. "We're calming down and setting up who gets to beat him
first."


 


"I'll take last," Jonathan said with a grin for
her.


 


Clint patted him on the arm. "You can help Dawn with
hers since he's probably still in LA. That way you don't have to wait in
line."


 


Jonathan grinned. "They wouldn't let you?"


 


"Nope. Or Natasha. Or Dawn. Who got warned by the State
Department it would cause a huge stink, and they encouraged her to marry
him."


 


"Sure, we can deal with that," Jonathan said,
going to look that guy up. Andrew knew who it was. He had a watch on his credit
cards and where he was staying. And hey, Coulson was too busy to notice them
releasing a robot to go stomp on the guy for Dawn.


 


JARVIS cleared his throat. "Mr. Stark said if you make
him put on the suit today before he's calmed down he's going to paddle you both
and ground you from the lab without pay for the next month, boys. Please
retrieve the robot before it hurts someone." They pouted but called it
back. "Even though it was a daring plan, it's a bit obvious."


 


"I can learn how to make poison ejectors," Andrew
decided, looking those up on spy sites. "There's all sorts of ways to get
something Dawn's brewed up into someone's body."


 


Jonathan looked over his arm. "That one's a bit
stereotypical. Xander has a stake shooter design that could shoot poisoned
toothpicks."


 


 


Natasha walked in and got them onto a site. "Tech Ops
ideas that people would like to see. Their suggestion site, boys. That way you
don't copy cheesy movie versions that never work right." She smirked
slightly as she walked off. 


 


They projected that one up on the virtual screen so they
could go over them. They could do half of them very easily and put them on a
Roomba. Hell, they could almost do that within a day.


 


***


 


Dawn looked up from her typing the next day because an
elderly woman wearing an all-covering robe that left her face uncovered walked
up to her desk. "Yes, ma'am, may I help you?" she asked politely.


 


"You could only help me if you would marry my grandson
and make him a better man, Miss Summers."


 


"Ma'am, I'm already married and my spouses would not
like that."


 


"I was not told that." She considered it.
"Legally?"


 


Dawn smiled and nodded. "Somewhere in the world,
yes."


 


"Oh, no wonder." She stared at her. "My
grandson could definitely improve your lifestyle."


 


"I like my lifestyle and I have more than enough money
of my own, ma'am. I work because I like to work and I like working here because
we're like a family." She stood up. The woman stared at her stomach.
"Yes, I'm presently pregnant and my spouses are ecstatic that it's a girl.
I'm sorry someone misled you but even if I was single I would not marry the man
who kidnaped me, who was planning on 'convincing me' to marry him while
stranded in the desert, because the only way I could take that statement was
him planning to rape and torture me, and I don't believe that any man like that
is worth anything anyway. No matter how fat his wallet, that doesn't make him a
good man. I'm sorry you failed but I don't need a project, ma'am."


 


"I can see how it would be distressing to you. He is a
good boy underneath all that."


 


"He kidnaped me. I consider that grounds to kill
someone. Frankly, I'm the reason he's so scarred now," Dawn said with a
slight shrug at the end. "Because he was going to keep me hostage until I
gave into him. It may be very American of me, but I don't believe in arranged
marriages and I sure don't believe in them being due to kidnaping." She
stared at her. "I'm sure there's plenty of beautiful, strong, smart women
in your own country who could be taught how to correct him. I'd suggest you
start with a cattle prod and move back to a paddle with the way he came here
and caused a scene the other day." The older woman was glaring at her.
"Frankly, you should be fairly happy that I didn't shoot him then for
getting near my son."


 


 


"You said a daughter."


 


"I have a son that's about eighteen-months-old,"
Dawn said, showing her the picture with a smile. "He's adorably smart,
loves animals and music, and if your son did as he threatened and had promised
to bring us both with him, he wouldn't have made it out of the courtyard."
She stared at her for a moment. "I'm really sorry he misled you, ma'am.
I've never wanted that grandson of yours. I fought to get free of him when he
kidnaped me. I didn't like it when his brother offered my boss jewels to date
me when I was sixteen. I have what I want and it's fantastic."


 


The older woman pursed her lips then nodded. "Any woman
should stick up for a proper spouse, even if it is not legal."


 


Dawn shrugged. "I don't care about legalities that way.
Neither my wife nor my husband care about such things either." The woman
looked horrified then cleared it up, nodding slightly. Dawn smiled. "I
hope your other grandchildren learned the proper lessons from your knee,"
she said in Arabic, staring at her. "I know a few of his relatives who were
there during the business meeting we attended were very polite, very charming,
and good at negotiating business matters. Frankly, there's almost always one
child in the extended family that doesn't live up to the rest of the family.
You usually call them black sheep."


 


"True," she agreed in Arabic. "You are well
educated."


 


"Yes, which is why I'll never be with a man who
kidnaped me. I didn't want to be taken from an airport in Sweden and brought to
your desert so he could supposedly convince me I'd be his wife," she said
at the opening mouth.


 


"Oh, dear. I was not told that part either."


 


Dawn smiled. "I'm sure he was trying to be diplomatic
about it but I'm not really interested." Bucky came up the hall.
"Hey, Bucky, is Callia calmer today?"


 


"Mostly." He nodded. "Ma'am." He looked
at her. "You okay?" he asked in Russian.


 


She nodded slightly for him to stay just in case.
"Agent Barnes, this is the grandmother of the man who desperately would
like to be my husband."


 


"Agent Barnes," she said with a nod at him.
"You work here?"


 


"I'm part-time with SHIELD and I help now and then when
the children have security issues. Speaking of, Dawn, your son is somewhere.
The daycare said he wandered off again."


 


"He's either with Callia's pets or he's in the caf probably."


 


 


"Nope. Or the library or the music room."


 


Dawn sighed and looked up, searching magically. "He's
coming this way. Philip Ivar Summers!" He squealed. Dawn walked out to
pick him up and carry him back. "You do not wander away from the daycare.
I don't care why you did." The older woman stared at him and he smiled.
"Sometimes he's a little too smart for his own good." She sat down
with Philip on her lap. "I'm sorry someone was so diplomatic and gave you
half-truths, ma'am. I wish him nothing but a peaceful life far away from my
son."


 


"I can understand that. He goes by your name?"


 


Dawn smiled. "Clint liked my mother better."


 


"That is a wise man then. He knows when the matriarch
should rule. Thank you for your time, dear."


 


"You're quite welcome. I'm sorry you had to come all
this way." She shook her hand. Philip grinned and waved. "Good boy,
Philip, and very polite. Thank you. We all appreciate that." The baby
grinned and reached up to Bucky, who sighed but picked him up. "Bucky, I
can handle him."


 


"You have typing to do. I'll take him back to the
daycare."


 


"I only have a few reports to do and then the weekly
searching of news stories on you guys. He can stay." She took him back and
smiled at the older woman, who walked off unhappy with a few people but she
understood more.


 


Tony leaned out of the office. "Tactful, thank
you," he said, going back to working on Pepper's sore shoulder.


 


Dawn smiled at the baby. "Your Uncle Tony is so silly
sometimes," she told him with a grin. "He knows I have manners. He
made sure of it with Auntie Pepper." She typed around the baby, making him
stare in awe as things appeared on her screen. Bucky walked off shaking his
head to tell the head of the daycare that Philip had been found.


 


"Someday all the girls will want you too," she
whispered to her son. "I want you to pick a good one, son, even if it's
only for a one-night stand. Never date bad boys and girls." Philip laughed
so she went back to her many tasks. Philip cheered and clapped when the news
stories had pictures but he loved his family.


 


 


Pepper came out, smiling at them. Philip leaned over,
staring at her stomach. He frowned but patted it, pulling back suddenly when it
kicked him back. He babbled and patted it. Dawn and Pepper both snickered.
Babies were so fun sometimes. Dawn turned him around and put his hand on her
stomach. He gave her an awed look when her stomach kicked him. He could pat
that all he wanted. Chris could have his own mommy for a bit. Philip looked up
at her and grunted, meowing then babbling as he patted it. "That's your
baby sister, Alexina Idella. She'll be out soon so you can stare at her."


 


He frowned and patted her stomach again, then huffed when he
didn't get kicked. She finally obliged him and he was happy again. This new
kicking thing was fun to play with. Even if Mommy did grunt now and then about
it.


 


Natasha came up the hall with Clint. "It appears he
found out he's due to be a big brother," she said with a smile, taking a
kiss from Dawn.


 


"He has. She's presently kicking him a lot." She
winced at one hard kick. "Can you maybe pat the daddy, son?"


 


Philip grinned at his father and patted. He babbled. Clint
picked him up, earning a pout. "That's your baby sister. Some day soon
she'll be out and you can pat her the right way." 


 


Philip cuddled him, staring at the other mommy. He noticed
she had the same sort of thing so he leaned down until he could pat hers. She
stroked over his hair but that one didn't kick as much. He wiggled until he got
down and went back to the mommy with the kicking thing. "Kiki?


 


"No, it's not a kitty," Dawn said with a grin and
a hug for him. "It's a baby sister, just like you only a girl."


 


"Then again, he thought he was a cat for a while,"
Clint said. He took him back. "C'mon, we have books about baby
sisters." He walked him off talking about that. Natasha and Dawn shared a
kiss then Natasha got back to her research for her present case. No wonder
Stark had called them.


 


***


 


Andrew and Jonathan came up the hall hissing at each other.
Jonathan grinned at Dawn since she was at her desk. "Can we ask you for a
huge favor?"


 


"Sure, what's up?" She stopped typing to look at
them. She knew that look, they were up to something.


 


"Can we borrow a few vials of poison for the girls to
look over?" Andrew asked.


 


Dawn slowly shook her head. "I promised Phil it
wouldn't get out of my hands unless I had to use them. Sorry. Why are they
playing with poisons?"


 


"They were thinking about it," Jonathan said.
"You sure?"


 


 


Dawn stared at them. "Why do you really need them? No
one's picking on you two, right?"


 


"No!" Andrew said with a quick head shake and a
grin. "We wanted to try something out."


 


"Test using saline solution. It's about the same weight
outside of some that are gels." They beamed and hugged her then ran back
to their labs to try that. Dawn considered it and sent a prayer winging at
Phil. He sent a text message saying he had no idea what the boys were doing and
he was in the middle of yelling at trainees so he'd have to check later.
Though, to ask Natasha since he felt her having been involved. Dawn sent a
thought at her wife - who was bored doing paperwork today anyway. She admitted
what they were doing. Dawn groaned and thumped her head on the desk. She
considered it then went to talk to Stark, who was hanging out with some of the
guys in Shield Design. "Hey, boss, got ten?"


 


"Another tasteless package I'll have to deal
with?"


 


"I think we may have a rogue Roomba."


 


"Why ask me?" he asked.


 


Dawn stared at him. "Because I think you should
probably see why it's rogue?" She grinned. "Before someone uses
actual things to test on someone?"


 


"The experts on the Roombas are the boys," Tony
said with a grin.


 


"He's kinda busy, Dawn."


 


"Fine. I'll handle it. If I have to spank I'll let you
know." She walked off texting him. He hopped up and went to handle it
after all.


 


"No, there's no poison delivering Roombas," Tony
yelled from the doorway. "Before it hits one of the kids! Find another
method for whatever Barton or Romanoff wanted. Thank you for not being
derivative, guys!" He swung by Dawn's desk. "Could've said it."


 


"I didn't want to worry anyone, boss."


 


"Good idea." He went back to where they were
hanging out shaking his head. "She was right, I needed to yell at
them."


 


"They were making poison delivering Roombas now?"
one of the other engineers asked. Tony groaned but nodded. "Why?"


 


"I have the feeling someone had a mood swing and since
she can no longer go kick butt, she wanted to be more subtle," he said,
flopping down with a sigh.


 


"Dawn's mad at someone?" they asked.


 


"Her wife, guys. The more dangerous person in that
trio." They all grinned at that.


 


Jonathan leaned in with a grin. "Does this mean we
can't finish testing the cell exploding laser, boss?"


 


Tony stared at them. "Cell destroying laser?"


 


"Yeah."


 


"Where are you getting these ideas?" another of
the engineers asked. "Just so we know."


 


"Natasha showed us a site. It has agents giving ideas
of things they'd like to have their tech ops people make for them."
Jonathan grinned. "It's pretty cool."


 


Tony shook his head but the lone woman in the room quipped
it. "Every engineer secretly wants to be Q," she said with a grin.
"How big is the laser, Jonathan?"


 


"We're working on perfecting it and then shrinking it.
Right now it's movie shrink ray sized. Though, shrink ray, not all that great.
We can't undo it yet and we've lost about three Roombas that are too tiny to
find. We think another vacuumed them up so we've been debating whether or not
that's cannibalism."


 


"Go get Andrew, we'll all hang over then look at those
later, Jonho." Jonathan beamed and ran off. They came back with two of the
Roombas and settled in to talk geek things with the older geeks. They loved
going to the older geeks as mentors. They gave them all sorts of help and ideas
without giving them the answers they wanted. Tony looked down. "Who were
you going to test the poison system on?"


 


"Um.... the guy mooning over Dawn at the gate?"
Andrew guessed, looking at Jonathan.


 


"And the guy who flirted with my wife," Jonathan
agreed with a grin. "He keeps doing it even when I growl. I was going to
have the robot pick him up at the same time it was going to pick up the pitiful
guy."


 


Tony stared at them. "No putting giant robots in LA,
boys. I did not want to get into the suit." They shrugged and relaxed
again. "Thanks, guys."


 


"Welcome. Did they arrest the guy that sent Callia
pretty stuff?" Jonathan asked. "If not, we have special arrows for
Clint to use."


 


Tony stared at them. "We'll look at those later
too." The other geeks grinned. "Sometimes you two are like younger
brothers." They grinned at that compliment.


 


Howard faded into view, shrugging. "I don't think I
slept with their mothers but if so, that's fine. Maybe we can talk them into
helping us merge with the laser people in Connecticut."


 


"No, Dad, and butt out please unless it's a
problem," Tony said.


 


"Well, Pepper's presently being fussed at by Dawn
because she slipped and fell," Howard said. Tony hopped up to check on
her. Howard shook his head. "I have no idea where he learned how to
fuss."


 


Andrew stared at him. "Real men fuss over their
pregnant wives or girlfriends. Things have changed since you were human, Mr.
Stark. A lot."


 


"You need to look up the word metrosexual,"
Jonathan said with a grin. "That'll explain a lot."


 


Howard sighed but went to the library. Someone in there
could open the dictionary for him or explain it to him.


 


Everyone in there heard Howard ranting that men did too many
girly things and real men didn't use gel in their hair a few minutes later.


 


"Shut up, Dad!" Tony yelled. "Yes they do!
And we change diapers, walk the floor with the kids, and take care of what's
ours. Including treating them nicely. Maybe you should go ask Mom how she
would've liked that. After all, you did it to your mistresses. You might also
rethink all that product you used to use since you used more than gay male
models do now." He walked back in and shut the door then started Callia's
little blocker. "That might help," he said, sitting down again with a
sigh. "She's fine. She was interviewing one of the new doctor candidates
and they helped. They got hired." The others all smiled. "That one
guy is fired in two weeks. That way we'll have a good infirmary again."
Andrew beamed and bounced a bit.


 


"We need more elves," Jonathan said. "They're
a bit high strung and some are a bit snotty but they seem to be good
doctors." The others stared at him. "No one else heard about Doctor
P?"


 


Tony shook his head. "Nope, guess not." They all
moaned and shook their heads, though two paid off a bet to the lone female in
the room. Tony looked at her and she just smirked back. "You knew?"


 


"Yeah, I saw her ears." That got a few more
groans.


 


***


 


 


Natasha was considering things while lotioning after a long
bath. She hadn't expected to like being pregnant. She was though. She was
having to do a lot of self-pampering. She was having to take time to meditate
away stress and problems. She had never felt more sensual, even though she had
sore breasts. The nipple itch was going to drive her nuts but she could ignore
it hopefully. And the kicking. "Fine, we will eat," she told her
stomach. She washed the extra lotion off her hands and went to make herself
lunch. Philip was in daycare, which he adored. She was alone in the house. Or
so she hoped since she just heard something in the garage. She grabbed the
nearest gun to check and walk out there. She cleared her throat, making Barney
jump. "If you scratched my anniversary present, I do have mood
swings."


 


He looked at her. "You can tell." She pointed the
gun at him. "Looking for my idiot little brother? Someone sent me as a
messenger," he said with a grimace.


 


"If you wouldn't let people use you, you might be
happier. Though he is at SHIELD. I'll summon him. Inside." He nodded,
following her. "I am not making you lunch."


 


"I had a burger." He looked around. "With the
freaky stuff your wife does, you'd expect crystals and fairies."


 


"She's not that sort of witch and don't sit there. The
cat's under the pillow." Barney sat down and she had to smile at his yelp
of pain. "I did warn you." She made an extra salad since Clint said
he was on the way. At the second yelp she looked back. "Tsarina," she
chastised in Russian. "He is not your serf, you may not treat him like
prey. Who knows what you'd catch from him." She turned back around.
"Gently put her onto the floor. She will quit using you as a training
toy."


 


Barney stared at the kitten. "You're a funny
color."


 


"She's a Russian Blue," Natasha said. "She
was a gift of respect from a few demons. Loki was our former fire escape
cat."


 


"Loki?" She pointed. He looked. There was a black
cat with green eyes staring at him. "Yeah, I can see why you named him
after the evil guy."


 


"He is much more settled now that he is married to
Ares," she said dryly. Barney shuddered at that news but oh well. Clint walked
in from the garage. "He was admiring our anniversary present from
Dawn." She took a kiss. "I made you extra."


 


He smiled. "Thanks, 'Tasha." He looked at his
brother, taking the envelope he held up to read over. "We think it may
have stopped. Discord and some others discouraged it to the point where they
went on mass suicide binges. But sure, if we have one, we'll agree to let you
jump in without trying to arrest you. The usual policy is that you get an hour
after the battle to clear out of sight if you're wanted for something."


 


Barney nodded. "How did she discourage an
invasion?"


 


 


Natasha smiled. "They wanted Dawn very badly to be
their queen. Discord showed them how pleased she was with her current life.
Their king promised to commit suicide as well to quit prompting them to invade
us."


 


"That's why they were going to invade?"


 


"No, they were overpopulated," Clint said dryly.
"Dawn was just a lofty goal of the invasion. A way to integrate by taking
one of their new slaves as a queen." He shook his head. "I'll note it
but we haven't heard of any new big thing this spring yet. Though we're all on
the lookout for it. We know it'll be in April." Barney nodded at that.


 


"Sometimes something huge will pop up out of nowhere
and sometimes we have warning," Natasha agreed. "Hopefully nothing of
the size of the battle against Thanos will happen anytime soon."


 


"Me too," Clint agreed. "Damn that was bad
and the aftermath was pretty crappy until we got free too." Natasha
nodded, stroking up his arm. He grinned at her. "If I could get us another
long vacation, I would."


 


"Why did you go on vacation? Injuries?" Barney
asked.


 


"No, people wanted to capture us and use us,"
Natasha said. "Especially Dawn."


 


Clint nodded. "That's when we got to be brainwashed in
Romania, Barney. We went on a *long* vacation after that to heal, work on
things, avoid the US trying to conscript anyone with gifts."


 


"You guys get a lot of trouble from Dawn," Barney
said.


 


Clint grinned. "Sometimes but I kinda like that."


 


Barney shook his head. "You're weird."


 


"Well, yeah, but I'm pretty sure we all know why."
Barney grimaced but nodded. Clint looked around. "The sprout?"


 


She smiled. "Daycare. He wanted Allenetta."


 


"Aww, his first girlfriend? I would've said
Caroline."


 


"No. She has chicken pox from her shot. He and Etta
went to spoil her." She ate a bite of chefs salad. "Etta called up to
babble at him about Caro so he begged and whined until Dawn brought him in with
her."


 


"I like that he's got his mom's empathy." He
grinned and took a kiss, then his own salad to eat. "Is Dawn cooking
tonight?"


 


 


"You know we do not mind if you want to," she
offered. "We do have that deer in the freezer."


 


He grinned. "I might." He looked at his brother.
"I'm actually the better cook of the three of us."


 


"I remember when you burned soup."


 


"Yeah but I'm a lot better now." He ate another
bite and smiled. "Undercover in a restaurant a few times."


 


Barney shook his head. "That had to be weird."


 


"Easier to poison someone."


 


"Good point." He let his grimace clear up.
"Who's the kids?" he asked with a point.


 


"Dawn's sister's kids. Buffy and her husband are in
Valhalla so we had custody while they grew up here and on Asgard."


 


"Oh, the ones you mentioned."


 


Natasha smiled. "We are exceedingly proud of those
three. They have merged their worlds very well and all become exceptional young
people. When is Atlantis landing?" she asked.


 


"Tomorrow if everything's all right. The rooms above
the garage are done so Sean and Diana both have one." She smiled and
nodded. "The new general who's lording over O'Neill is not happy that
there's non-Stargate people on the city. O'Neill told him to blow him and
warned the civilians on the city."


 


"That mystical city bullshit?" Barney asked. Clint
walked over to get a picture to show him. Behind Diana, Sean, and Artemis was a
good view of Atlantis' spires. "That's....."


 


"Atlantis behind them. That was Sean's eighteen's
birthday party. She's a beautiful city. We've spent some time there a few
different times. Dawn spent four months up there because they were hiding from
the NID and others before the first invasion of LA." He put the picture
back and grabbed his salad, sitting down. Loki jumped down to stare at him. He
gave him a piece of egg yolk. Loki sniffed and ate it then settled in to stare
at Barney. Tsarina stretched on her way over to him, putting her paws on his
knee to pat until he looked at her. "Spoiled princess, aren't you Nat's
kitty?" He gave her some egg yolk too and she purred as she ate it. Then
she strolled off casually to pet her human by rubbing against her.


 


"I will brush you after I eat." Her phone beeped
so she looked at it. "Callia's missing her Tony cat, Clint."


 


"I haven't seen Tony cat. Tony," he called.
"Food!" Yup, there was a loud meow from the garage. They went to get
the cat out of Dawn's car, somehow in the trunk, and brought it inside. Natasha
texted that they had found him. Callia said she'd be right over for a kitty
play date because the other kids were being annoying brats again.
"Fine," Clint said when she showed him. "If you want."


 


"At least she's a quiet, calm child. She can tinker in
the garage as long as she doesn't tune up the cars."


 


"She can?" Barney asked. "That's the mouthy
big Stark kid, right?" He'd ignore the shared look his brother and his
normal wife shared. His brother wasn't stupid and he knew he was fishing for
information. Not that he was getting a lot.


 


"Who's all but graduated high school at almost ten, and
has been tinkering with cars and weapons with her dad since she was a toddler,"
Clint said with a grin. "I'm kinda happy that our boy's smart but a more
normal smart. Callia drives herself nuts sometimes trying to come up with
things to do. She's a great girl; if our next one is a future genius, we'll
take ideas from Stark."


 


"Dawn's already hoarding building blocks and those sort
of things," Natasha said with a grin.


 


Clint looked at her. "I think a few of those are
yours."


 


"Possibly. I did like that castle she got me the plans
for."


 


"You do...."


 


"It's very relaxing and like a puzzle in the
off-hours," Natasha said. "Since so much of television is garbage and
we have a self-imposed ban on buying more than three books a month each, even
for the e-readers, I needed something to do."


 


"I was not amused when I realized she spent a whole
paycheck on books at a little used bookstore and we needed a library,"
Clint said, looking at her. "Books are heavy and you can carry your
own."


 


She smiled. "I did and asked Bucky."


 


"Uh-huh." He went back to eating. Loki was staring
up at him. "What?" He got a silent meow. "I know, you like
books. They're a good napping spot." Loki settled down with a bite of ham.
Tsarina was getting another treat from her human so it was only fair. He looked
at his brother. "JARVIS, can you tell Secreva I'll be back later? And have
Dawn send Philip with Callia?"


 


"She's already got him in the car because he pouted
until she did, Agent Barton, and I have made such a note to his email."


 


"Thanks. I needed lunch." He got back to eating.
Callia and Philip showed up about fifteen minutes of staring later. Philip ran
in with a squeal. Both cats huffed but he only patted them with a 'kiki good'
this time. "Hey, little man." Philip smiled, showing off his new
tooth. "Wow, another one. You've got almost the full set."


 


"Hard to believe since Chris is still cutting
them," Callia said, letting the cats loose. Tsarina meowed in frustration.
"They're only visiting, Tsarina. They wanted to play." Clint kitty
and Dawn kitty sniffed her and meowed. Tsarina stared at them. Dawn chattered
and 'talked' to them. Clint went to climb something. Natasha was already
finding a toy to bat around. Phil kitty and Xander dog were in the corner
watching out the window at the birds. Tony cat leapt onto his human to get some
petting because he had missed her when she was lost, then ran over to
investigate that stereo thing they had.


 


"No," Callia ordered. "Off, Tony kitty."
He slunk away. "Thank you." She sighed as she leaned back. "The
mice were easier."


 


Clint grinned. "A lot of the time, yeah. Did you video
call Tara's kids?"


 


"Yup. They babbled about school." She petted Dawn
when she came over to chatter at Barney. "That's Clint's big brother. He's
mostly a bad guy but if he tries to hurt you, I'm helping build a cell
exploding laser, dear."


 


Barney blinked at her. "That's science fiction
crap."


 


She grinned. "My other mentors are like that. That's
why they made an army of guard Roombas. Who can still change diapers."


 


Natasha smiled. "That's something we would've found
wonderful. Son, let's change you?" Philip scowled at her. She stared at
him. "Now please. Your pants are hanging much too low and you smell."
She picked him up to carry him in there, talking to him the whole way.
"Clint, he's got a mark on his leg."


 


"Yeah, he got into the heat massage thingy in the
infirmary when they went to visit Caroline," Callia called. "Auntie
Dawn came down to baby him for it."


 


She came out with their son redressed in cargo shorts that
were nearly pants length and a new t-shirt. "He needs more clothes.
They're too small."


 


Clint took him to let him sit in his lap. "Growing is a
great thing, no matter how often your mommy has to shop for you, son."


 


"At least he won't be like Liz and bring home a pretty
dress for her brother," Callia quipped with a grin.


 


"Kids are weird," Clint agreed with a grin for
her. "Why are you escaping?"


 


"I'm not allowed to lock the heathen bitches out of my
lab and I wanted some sketching time to work on an idea?"


 


He pointed. "Pool? Because you're pasty and could use
some sun too." She hugged him and ran outside. The cats went with her.
There was a fence and they wouldn't wander too far away from her. They were
well trained. Plus they hated it when she had Xander fetch them for her.


 


"Put on some sunscreen," Natasha ordered, grabbing
the bottle and tossing it out at her. "You with a sunburn will be
miserable to be around later."


 


"Auntie 'Tasha, I need a new bathing suit."


 


"We'll go when you go next time." She looked out
at her. "You can't hope to fit into mine or your aunt's."


 


"No, I guess not." She stripped off her outer
clothes to show a nice bathing suit. That was too tight.


 


Natasha grimace. "That is much too tight."


 


"This and my leotards."


 


"Hmm. Perhaps we'll find some later." Callia
beamed and hugged her. She settled by the pool to sketch out new ideas with the
cats being helpful. She'd have a pale spot due to Dawn kitty sitting on her
butt to nap and a shaded spot from Xander laying around her feet. She was used
to it though. Natasha smiled and took a picture, sending it to Pepper, who said
to send her home. Natasha assured her she wasn't being a problem and was
getting some much needed outdoor time with her pets. Pepper was pouty about
needing to shop with her. Natasha said to pick her up from here and go, they
were closer to the shops they liked. That made her less pouty. Natasha put down
her phone. "I am thankful I do not have extreme mood swings yet." She
got them bottles of water and sipped hers, sitting in the other chair since
Barney had the couch. They all looked toward the back of the house at the
splash and howl.


 


"Then next time, don't fall in, Daddy kitty,"
Callia complained.


 


Philip looked then at his mother. Who shook her head. He
pouted and pointed. "I thought you could talk," Clint said, staring
at him.


 


"Me?" he asked with a point and a grin.


 


"We can swim later, after work." Philip pouted
again. "Get me my guitar." He squealed and ran for it, carefully
bringing it back for him. It was dragging a bit but it was mostly on carpet and
he was very gentle with it. Clint sat down to play, Philip in his lap to help.
The baby adored that.


 


"Wow, he's into music," Barney said quietly.


 


Natasha smiled. "The day Dawn gave it to Clint, Philip
laid on the bed listening to him play for nearly eight hours without fussing
about needing changed or wanting to be fed." 


 


"Huh." Philip scowled at him for interrupting the
music. "I can see why you said he'd gut me for making the music
stop." Clint grinned and nodded.


 


A hologram of Pepper appeared. "They finally got that
fixed, that's great." She smiled. "Clint, the daycare wants to go to
the children's museum sometime this week. Can we have you as a chaperone? The
kids all listen to you and Bucky."


 


"I'm off Thursday," he offered with a grin.


 


She beamed. "Great! Would you like Caro and 'Etta? They
were trying to 'tune up' Bucky's mechanical arm. Well, 'Etta was polishing it
mostly while Caro was trying to tighten the few bolts she found."


 


"He let them?" Natasha asked.


 


"No," Pepper said then grinned. "Chris ran
into him and knocked him down and out. He's got a very slight concussion from
the skating son. Who cried and sobbed and fussed over him until the new docs
made him quit. He's very sensitive and Bucky forgave the kid accident. They
were in there visiting Caro, who escaped from quarantine." They all
grinned. She walked over to look outside. "She really does need new
bathing suits."


 


"The two-piece sports suits?" Clint offered with a
grin.


 


"Steve would freak out. She asked about when she could
have a bikini last night and Steve said when she turned eighteen. They argued
that it violated the original agreement they had made on bikinis." She
walked back over. "Beyond that, Natasha, are you going to the lamaze class
tonight?" She smiled and nodded. "I'm joining you and making the guys
come. They really do have to finally learn that art even though this is my last
one ever." She waved and disappeared. "It worked very well, Tony, and
Clint's brother's there."


 


"We can still hear you," Clint's voice called from
the pickup. "He's not being mean, Pepper. Or else I'd let the son kill
him."


 


"Okay." Tony shut it up, shaking his head.
"She does need new bathing suits." She took a kiss with a grin.


 


"If they're modest I wouldn't mind her showing a bit of
bellybutton. Nothing more than that though."


 


 


"Okay." She went to text Callia that. They'd go
shopping then to the lamaze class after dinner. A very full day for her. She
found Dawn having a mood swing and hugged her. Accounting screwing up the
budget again made her cry a bit too.


 


***


 


Barney looked at them. "You live a very weird
life."


 


"I do, yeah. Before it was all missions, my room on the
hell carrier, and range time."


 


"We are a great reward for excellent service,"
Natasha said. Clint beamed and nodded, leaning over to kiss her. Loki cat got
up with a huff. Tsarina meowed a complaint and wandered off to her cushion
again.


 


Barney shook his head. "Gooey."


 


"Yes, but she and Dawn are the best ever at it,"
Clint said smugly. 


 


Barney shivered. "I saw that article."


 


"It was a great night on the couch." Barney moaned
and got up, heading out. "See you soon? More peaceful talking?" That
would give him a chance to beat his brother to death again.


 


"Maybe. If I can get the extra gooey sugar out of my
system." He left, going back to their base. He had been wearing a wire
because their handler was worried how he'd react to his family. He still wanted
to beat the shit out of Clint but he knew better than to do it in front of
either wife or his kid. He didn't want his nephew to have to see what they had
when their parents were alive. His wife would kill him in a messy way. Neither
outcome was a good thing by his way of thinking.


 


Clint grinned at Natasha once the baby had run off play in
his room. "I have ten minutes before I need to leave."


 


"There is no way for either of us to get off in ten
mere minutes, Clint."


 


He smirked. "Yes there is." He pulled her into his
lap and invaded her mouth with his tongue, one hand moving their clothes so
they could have something good, fast, and hard. He got off, Natasha got off
with a moan, and Clint took another kiss before leaving.


 


She laid there, limp and partially sated. That was a good
twelve minutes so she had been right, he couldn't do it in ten. She could make
him try it again later on, after dinner and Philip went down for the night.


 


***


 


Clint showed up with Natasha that night for lamaze, looking
around. No Dawn. He texted her, getting back a 'I'm at the spa getting heavenly
pampered' back. He grimaced and sent back that he thought she was going to be
at lamaze with them. That she and Nat could've gone to the spa anytime. Her
response that Nat hadn't wanted to go last week or this week, and Dawn was
having something done to her stomach so it'd quit giving her side cramps made
him look at the other wife. He showed her.


 


"She asked?" She took it to text. "Ah, a
warmth treatment for her muscle cramps. I knew her legs have been."


 


"And neither of you mentioned this why?" he asked.


 


"Because you were not home," Natasha said. She
sent back one and Dawn said she'd join them for class on the next one, pending
not being in South America again. Natasha agreed and they settled in to go over
the advanced meditation techniques. Though Clint was clearly thinking instead.
She looked at him. "We have not invited her along," she said quietly.


 


"She shouldn't need one."


 


Natasha stared at him. "Have you done more than hugged
her or a quick peck on the lips in the last two weeks?" He stiffened then
shook his head. "Which is probably why she's being subtle." She went
back to it. He was helping her and she was enjoying this. The baby was kicking
less today. She frowned. "You're not moving as much."


 


"Even they have to sleep sometimes," the midwife
said quietly, walking over. She pulled out her little ultrasound machine to use
on her. She smiled. "Good heart rate, Natasha. She's fine." Natasha
relaxed and nodded. "Sometimes babies get with the meditative urge too.
It's a special time." She looked at them. "Dawn?"


 


"Getting some sort of heat treatment for the side and
leg cramps she's been getting," Clint said.


 


"Those are always charming but they happen to all of
us," the midwife promised. "We're doing her next appointment in two
days at three."


 


"And I'm going to be out of the country," he
complained.


 


She smiled. "You'll figure it out." He nodded. She
went over to help another couple. They were clearly still mad about something.
She got them talking in a separate room so they wouldn't interfere with anyone
else's calmness.


 


Clint leaned forward to put his forehead on her shoulder.
"Maybe I can switch."


 


"You can't and she understands that," Natasha said
quietly. "She always has about both of us."


 


"Still blows at the moment."


 


"Yes but that is life sometimes. At least you are not
hiding in the office or the lab. You are legitimately busy."


 


"True." He rubbed her sides and back, helping her
relax because he felt that cramp. Though it wasn't hers. It was Dawn's. He sent
a calming thought at her. "Is that a false pain?"


 


"She had a few early Braxton-Hicks last time,"
Natasha said quietly, sending her own. Dawn snapped the bonds shut so she could
concentrate. They packed up and went to her spa of choice. Someone texted them
where she was instead on the way. That helped. They walked in. Natasha looked
at the receptionist. "We're Dawn's spouses."


 


"She's back in the warm rock room, ma'am." She
pointed. "They're trying to get her to calm down." They went back
there with Clint following.


 


Clint warmed his hands and moved the technician to work on a
sore spot, making Dawn hiss and bat at his hands but it got the cramp stopped.
She panted, calming herself down. He stared down at her. "Hi."


 


"Hi." She blinked at them. "I don't know what
the hell that was."


 


"Nor do we," Natasha agreed. "I thought
perhaps early labor?"


 


"No. Not even close." She sat up with help. She
hugged the massage tech, getting a smile back. "That's what I've been
fighting through."


 


"We can go back to lamaze, see if she's still
there," Clint said quietly, staring at her.


 


Dawn looked at his watch. "She's home by now. If it's
still happening, I see her in three days and it's not affecting her. She
doesn't like it in the least and kicks me like hell."


 


"We can get it moved up," Natasha said, stroking
over her back.


 


"She's packed full. That was moved up." They
groaned. "It's fine. The baby's heartbeat's not going down. She's still
kicking my insides a lot." She winced as she moved. "I think she's
about to bruise a rib."


 


"Then let's go to the ER," Clint said.


 


Dawn looked at him. "We just started over on our
insurance year, Clint. That means we'll end up paying for the whole long wait
and being told they can't really do much. Or like the last one that I should
abort it because it's clear that my *gifts* are what's wrong."


 


"Seriously?"


 


"Yeah."


 


"I didn't hear that," Natasha said.


 


"The day I went to the ER spotting, the doc started
that until Clint came in."


 


"Damn. Okay, so let's go home and soak?"


 


"I'm good. I've only got the sauna left," Dawn
said. "We can pay for you guys."


 


"Let's go home," Clint said. "I can do some
wonders for your legs and arms." He stared at her. Dawn nodded, being
helped up so she could get dressed and they could go home. Clint called the
midwife Dawn went to so she knew about the problem and could nag Dawn about it.
They got told she was still at the office so drove back there. They led Dawn
in. "Here you go, one aching young mother."


 


She looked at her. "That's why you moved the
appointment up?"


 


Dawn nodded. "I told Marilyn that I was having a lot of
early cramping in the wrong area." She shifted and winced. "Sorry,
leg cramps too." Natasha made her sit down. "I've checked her
heartbeat with a borrowed fetal monitor and the cramps aren't lowering it any.
It's not Braxton-Hicks unless it's radically different from the last set I had.
She doesn't like it and I end up feeling more bruised from her kicking during
it."


 


"Okay." She got Dawn onto the exam table so she
could look her over. Clint handed her the ultrasound wand when she reached for
it. "Thank you." She looked. "That's weird."


 


"What's weird?" Dawn asked.


 


"The uterus expanded upwards more than usual." She
looked. "She's standing on your cervix."


 


"I noticed," Dawn said with a grin. "She's
been trying to do yoga stretches up."


 


"Yeah, I think she is." She checked a few more
things. No obvious problems that she could see. The heartbeat looked good.
"What are you doing when you have them?"


 


"Usually, I'm totally relaxed and just settling down to
nap." She yawned. "Sorry, spa was great."


 


"The heat probably helped a lot, Dawn." Clint
moved to work on Dawn's shoulders, making her moan and go limp. Within a few
minutes there was a cramp and the baby kicking. "Oh, that." She
looked at her. "How bad is your diet?"


 


 


"I managed to eat at least once today?" Dawn
moaned. "South America is giving us all fits. Plus I ended up nauseous
again last night."


 


"After dinner?" Natasha asked.


 


"No. Right at bedtime." Natasha shook her head.
They had wondered why Dawn had went to soak in the tub.


 


"You didn't mention anything," Clint said.


 


Dawn blinked up at him. "You were already asleep and I
can soak while I'm having some nausea, Clint. I'm okay."


 


"She is," the midwife agreed, cleaning off Dawn's
stomach. She checked the muscles. "I think the tension is carrying over so
whenever she's totally relaxed the muscles are having to relax too far. Can't
you cut down on your stress?"


 


"It's not a lot of stress on me. It's a lot of running
around all day," Dawn said. "It's a lot of juggling. Nothing's making
my pulse or blood pressure climb. Pepper and I are both on low-stress moments.
We've both had time to sit and take off our shoes while we worked on paperwork.
It's just been a constant stream of paperwork. Like on days when you're
updating charts. It's not stressful, but it's chronic."


 


"I get that," she agreed. "They aren't
stressful days but you never have time to do more than hit the microwave for
tea."


 


"Exactly. Which I don't mind. You think I'm just too
tense? I've been doing my meditations most of the time for a half-hour before I
go home."


 


"I think that's the problem. I'm not seeing any other
ones. Can you take a few days off?"


 


Dawn shook her head. "No. We have intern applications
to go over, the new idea panel meets in two days, there's a board meeting
tomorrow and the next day - one for investors and the next for general company
policy BS. Then we have the audit coming up, which happens every year since so
much of the government is scared to death of what Stark's going to pull out of
his panties this time. Things slow down in March, usually."


 


"It's barely February," Clint said. "It's
like this every year?"


 


"Yeah. You don't remember me coming in and collapsing
into a nap as soon as I hit the couch last year?"


 


"No. Then again, I was on assignment for part of the
month." He looked at Natasha.


 


"I was too." They stared at Dawn. Then at the
midwife. "How do we combat this?"


 


"In this case it's not stress. I think she should maybe
try to sneak in a few minutes of meditation during the daytime, maybe even with
Pepper and the kids. It can only help all of you."


 


"Then I have to stay late."


 


"Good point. How are things at home?"


 


"I'm interviewing housekeepers for the next seven or
eight months," Dawn said. "They only handle high-income people and
they are all background checked." Natasha and Clint stared at her.
"None of us are going to be in any shape to clean the house in another
month. Clint's probably going to be in Thailand at that summit meeting since we
got a request for you to be Stark's guard from the State Department so he'd
actually attend it."


 


"Not my idea of fun," Clint complained.


 


"Yeah but they're putting pressure on Steve."


 


"Oh. Great," he said flatly. "No, I'm going
to be in the US only after this next assignment."


 


"Which may take you until June," Dawn said dryly,
looking back at him. "Tracking the news, someone's screwy by what your
packet stated." He groaned. "Sorry. Some underground blogger was
noting it and I found it during my weekly search." She looked at the
midwife again. "I make sure I at least get breakfast. I try for something
beyond tea during the day and then I make dinner when I get home."


 


"I made dinner earlier," Clint said.


 


Dawn stared at him. "Leftovers?"


 


"Yeah. Plate in the fridge." He counted back.
"I made dinner two days ago."


 


"I didn't get home until ten that night because of the
audit team showing up with weapons," Dawn complained. "They were
going to try to rush the building."


 


Clint turned and kicked a wall, shaking his head. "I've
got to rearrange things so I'm here more often. That way you don't see more of
Stark than me," he told her.


 


"I see more of Bucky than I see of any of you on the
team," Dawn said dryly. "And Pepper almost all the time. Someone told
him to hover."


 


"Probably Cap," Clint agreed, considering it,
looking at Natasha.


 


 


"I've been at SHIELD doing a lot of paperwork,"
she said. "We have our yearly updated talks with Congress soon as
well."


 


"You can go on early maternity leave," Clint said.


 


"Hell no I can't," Dawn shot back with a smile.
"Are you going to go do my job?"


 


"No," he admitted. "They can..... Pepper
can't," he realized.


 


"Even beyond that. I went on a week's leave and came
back to the snafu from hell," Dawn quipped with an evil smirk. "I had
three weeks of straightening things out." Clint slumped, grimacing.
"That's just from the people that were trying to sabotage us. Not even the
usual snafus that I smooth out daily. Things like a lab didn't order supplies
and ran out at a critical moment. Or the caf's order never got sent in so they
had bare fridges yesterday."


 


"Is it sabotage doing that?" Natasha asked.


 


"No, that's usual corporate stuff," Dawn said.
"That's why I make the big bucks, so I can solve problems and make sure
everything keeps running as smoothly as possible. Right now I'm doing that in
between audit stuff and intern applications. Because they never have everything
together so we have to create a folder and sort as things come in, then hand
them to the right department head as their files become complete."


 


"Can you try to nibble while you sort?" the
midwife offered.


 


"I have been. I had rice krispy treats today because
Chris had helped make some with the daycare." She grinned. "The kids
were going around giving people some."


 


"That's sweet of them." She smiled back. "The
rest of your lunch?"


 


"Three breadsticks as I ran between buildings gathering
stuff and making sure people ate, and then two cups of tea this afternoon. One
decaf, which just made me more tired."


 


"You both need to slow down some."


 


Dawn snorted and shook her head. "There's no way that
can happen. The audit team needs specific forms filled out. It needs the
budget, both projection for this year and last year's actual and projected
handed over. It needs specific budget files from each of the departments, and
they don't usually know how to do them, and you can't do them beforehand because
they need the January 1st totals. Thankfully I just have to update figures and
print."


 


"How big of a task is a budget?" Clint asked.
"You always seem to have something budget related."


 


 


"We do a monthly budget because of the audit,"
Dawn agreed. "The main budget is a listing of the mini budgets and it's
ten pages long." Clint whimpered, shaking his head. "Then each of
those has a budget that links into it, and a few of those have sub-budgets by
project or the sales budget by country and item both."


 


"Don't you guys have an accounting department?"
Natasha asked. "That seems to be their job."


 


"It is, and then they send it to me for proofreading
and going over with figures from other places that they don't have access to.
And I correct mistakes that've been made, change anything in the format that
needs it, link all the sub-budgets to the main one for the paperwork, do the
paperwork, present the audit team with the sixty-eight page report on the
budget and the other six items they always want. This year they surprised us by
not wanting one and wanting another but that only took me a few hours because I
do it for the board."


 


Clint squeezed his eyes shut, staring at her. "Why
don't you have an assistant?"


 


"I am the assistant."


 


"Some of that could be done by a secretary,"
Natasha said.


 


"They never rehired the outer secretaries after they
were found to be handing out information," Dawn said, giving her a look.
"So I'm doing a bit of that too. They've put up a want ad inside and
outside Stark and no one wants that sort of stress. Then again, if something
huge happens, like South America having another plant strike, then I've got to
drop everything and help Pepper handle that, or take over most of her duties
while she handles that."


 


"That's why you make in the eighties," Clint said.


 


Dawn looked at him, nodding. "After taxes, yeah. That
and my masters degrees. Otherwise I'd be making in the seventies."


 


"I do report files and check facts," Natasha said.
"It's a boring position while I'm incapable of being in the field. I can
come over and help."


 


"I'd have to teach you all the forms," Dawn said.
"I can ask Tony."


 


"I'll ask Stark," she said.


 


"No, if you ask Stark, he'll start to think I'm not
good enough for the job and I'll have to find another one, and then probably
move countries. So no you're not."


 


"He wouldn't," Clint said.


 


 


"That's not all his call," Dawn said, grimacing.
"The board can fire people, dear."


 


"I didn't think about that. And since you're so strong
in protecting the group they'd want you gone."


 


"They've tried it twice recently and it got defeated.
The last time barely defeated. That was because the proxy from the kids."
Clint shuddered. "Tony had a fit on them about it when he heard," she
said more quietly. "Things will slow down in a month. They always do,
pending another apocalypse or something."


 


"Did having Benji there help?" Natasha asked.
"We can cite security issues and get you someone on the injured
list."


 


"No. They tried to have me fired then for needing Benji
and having security issues." Dawn pulled up something in her email to show
her. "It took Pepper and Stark ten weeks to undo that plot."


 


Natasha shuddered and handed back the phone. "Good to
know."


 


"And they see you coming in to help me with stuff the
same way."


 


"Damn," Clint muttered. "How can we help you
handle it?"


 


Dawn took a kiss and smiled. "I'm handling it. It's
fine."


 


"It's not fine. We never spend any time alone,"
Clint said.


 


Dawn stared at him. "Even if I'm there, you never spend
time with me, Clint." He glared. "Really." She waved a hand.
"I see more of the kid that hates me than I do you two."


 


"You could've come tonight," Natasha said.


 


"You guys clearly needed more bonding time and I've
been through a lot of the lamaze classes in bits and pieces." Dawn stood
up and adjusted her clothes. "It kinda seems normal anymore." She
stared at them. "Let's go home, I need a nap." They nodded.
"We'll argue this weekend since I have it off."


 


"You could use a few days here and there," the
midwife said quietly.


 


Dawn grinned. "Pepper has spa time as soon as the audit
team leaves. I usually go with her to guard her." The nurse grinned at
that bit of deviousness. "Plus we go over kid things that need to get
done." She hugged her and paid her then walked off. The nurse let them out
and locked the building up so she could go home too. Dawn did more than the
average set of twins apparently but they'd work that out. She hoped. They were
a good trio and were strong. They could work that out.


 


***


 


Clint laid there, watching the girls sleep. Natasha wasn't
curled up against her because Dawn had a heating pad against her back to ease
it some so she could sleep. Natasha was having some hot flashes so she was away
from Dawn's extra warm spot on the bed. Maybe they needed a few days off together.
Was he doting on Natasha? Yeah, he was. This was her first time through it, and
really his, so they were going through it together but they hadn't wanted to
not include Dawn. He heard a quiet footstep and looked out there. Philip was
wandering. "Hey," he hissed. "Go back to bed."


 


Philip smiled and came in to hug Dawn. Which was weird. He
usually didn't want to cuddle her. He still had a strong like of Natasha as the
favorite parent. He snuggled in on her shoulder and cuddled, cooing at her
stomach. Clint patted his lap, getting a pouty look. "Okay," he said
quietly. "Cuddle Mommy. She could use it." He watched, thinking about
how things needed to be. He needed a plan. Even if it did make him sound like
Maria Hill and her ever-evolving plans to get Tara back. Philip scowled at
Dawn's stomach and started to kick back but Clint grabbed him and put him into
his lap. 


"Do not kick the Mommy," he said, staring at him.
"That can hurt them and your baby sisters." Philip pouted, reaching
for Dawn. He let him cuddle her again. He settled in to nap on her instead.
Clint got between the ladies, curling up against Dawn's back. He moved the
heating pad and kissed her shoulder when she started to move. "It's been
on too long," he whispered in her ear. "Let me take care of
you." He got her back to sleep. He had felt Natasha wake up behind him but
she was apparently going to lay there. He glanced back, meeting her eye. 


 


She shrugged, she didn't know how to fix it either.


 


***


 


Stark came up the halls the next morning. "Dawn, typos
all over the report," he complained, then paused when he saw Clint in her
desk chair. "She sleep in?"


 


"No, she's in the infirmary getting some tylenol for
the back spasm she just had." He looked. "That's not the one she was
printing." He pointed at where it was still going.


 


"I had JARVIS print me out the preliminary."


 


Dawn walked up the hall sipping her water. "That's the
preliminary as of last week, boss. This one's the pre-approval copy." She
checked and started to collate and gather. When the last page spit out she
bound it and handed it over with a grin. "Try that one."


 


"I can do that." He stared at her. "Need a
day off?"


 


She gave him a horrified look. "Hell no! The company
would fall apart!"


 


He laughed. "Not exactly. You can take a day off. The
new audit team pushed back their arrival by a day."


 


"Which means I've got about thirty more forms to do in
an extra day's time," she said dryly. "I was going to have to stay
over an extra half-hour tonight so that's a good thing." He stared at her.
She handed him the files. "What they wanted this year minus that last
report that has to hit the board first." She got Clint out of her chair
and pulled that up to work on it.


 


Tony took them all into the office to look over. "I'm
damn glad Pepper streamlined this. It was another sixty pages long," he
complained as he walked.


 


"Me too," Dawn quipped.


 


"Thirty forms?" Clint asked.


 


"Then I have to bind everything I just handed him and
this into one report. I also have to have a separate copy of that plus other
things for the board meeting tomorrow," she said as she typed then grinned
at him. "It's only this month that's hectic." She got back to it. By
lunch she was starting to stitch things together. She was also doing an
external backup every hour to make sure she didn't lose anything in case of a
stupid incident like a few years back when they had lost power so the whole
document had been eaten.


 


Of course real life had other ideas about her carefully
thought out schedule. Especially the higher powers over real life. Dawn moaned
and collapsed at her desk, banging it as the vision started. It was not a good
thing. She was coming out of it while figuring out how to sidestep that one
when another one hit. About the same agent attacking her and Stark, nearly
getting her put into federal prison for defending herself.


 


Cordelia Chase appeared. "You weren't supposed to have
that," she told Dawn's unconscious body. She looked at Natasha, who was
coming up the hallway. "No wonder it didn't hit you." She touched Dawn's
head to see if she had anything going on because her spouses looked a bit
pissed and she more than most knew how scary they could be. "Barton, she
said you may not touch him. Just because she hasn't been wrong before doesn't
mean she can't be wrong this time and we have to wait until he acts. Or else
she'll have another one." He stopped moving and nodded, checking over
Dawn's pulse. Cordelia sighed. "Sorry, guys. It was supposed to hit this
one, not Dawn," she said with a point at Natasha. "Apparently someone
decided she could handle it better." She disappeared.


 


 


Asclepias showed up and put a bracelet on Dawn's wrist.
"That should stop the medical problem she just foresaw from
happening." He checked her over. "She could use some curled up
moaning at the headache time." They got her moved to the infirmary. The
doctor down there got huffy so the God of Healers turned him into a puppy. He
stared down at him. "Shut. Up. Whining is not a healer's job. It never has
been and never will be." He got one of the other doctors out to help. They
had things he hadn't gone over to help with visions. He could learn their
methods too.


 


Tony leaned in. "She able to tell us what it was
about?"


 


Clint looked over. "Nat and I both saw it. You're about
to be attacked by a jackass agent and the President, who's a bit paranoid about
you thanks to a preacher he's been seeing."


 


"Really?" Tony asked, coming in. "So why
two?"


 


"Dawn was figuring out how to get around the one where
he slapped her so she handled the agent the hard way," Natasha said.
"And half of an office of agents, and the president." Tony moaned and
shook his head. "They pushed her into it. The second one he showed up and
shot at her, which she stopped, and that agent was claiming that was enough to
put her into custody. He tried to sneer about her daughter going into foster
care and things." She shifted, rubbing her stomach. "She had
sidestepped the shut down warrant by going to the same judge before he got
there with information on who was actually using the programs they were
claiming you were."


 


"I need to know that," Stark said.


 


Clint nodded, making a list of what Dawn had been looking up
and the judge. Plus the agent. They sedated Dawn so he settled in to do a
proper background check on the guy. What he saw amused him to no end. He called
an agent he knew fairly well to show up at the compound. They were in LA's
office. He held up the statement on the visions and the background check.
"I can't believe you guys hire that low of lowlifes."


 


"That bad?" He read over the background check.
"He started what?"


 


"One of the pro-conscription groups against Dawn and
others with gifts. The other two are visions Dawn just had about him showing
up. So far she's said I'm not allowed to shoot him."


 


He looked over those, nodding once. "I'll take this to
Internal Affairs but that high up it's going to be a fight."


 


Clint shook his head. "No it's not." He smirked.
"Not hardly." He strolled off. "Thanks, man."


 


"Welcome, Barton." He took it to the LA office's
internal affair's office, handing it over. "From a SHIELD agent."


 


They read them over, grimacing. "That membership is
enough to get him suspended. Especially with him starting one. We lump them
with other neo-Nazi groups since they usually belong to them to. How often is
the one who had this vision correct?"


 


"I didn't ask. Same subject though."


 


"Which hospital is she in?"


 


"Stark's."


 


"I'll see through SHIELD then. Thank you."


 


"Be damned if I want to see that battle be lost,"
he said dryly. "Because we would and look like gutter slime with
him." He left, going up to warn his boss. He knew that agent, he was on
the same floor.


 


The Internal Affairs agent called the one for SHIELD to talk
to him about a few things. There were going to be a lot of very unhappy people
soon.


 


***


 


Tony Stark looked at the judge he had just barged in on.
"Here, you'll probably want it soon." He handed over a bulletproof
vest. "We have proof that this idiot agent is going to come to you, Your
Honor. My assistant has visions about bad things."


 


"How often?"


 


"Too often with the sort of damage visions cause.
They're going to use you to get a desist order based on projects that they'll
say we're doing. Those are the list of the ones she saw and what happened. The
only one they could rightly attribute to us was a 'shipment' back to Norway
that is covered by that LAPD report."


 


The judge looked it over, grimacing at that report.
"That's sad and disturbing."


 


"Very. We're all working very hard not to kill the
guy."


 


"I can agree with that." He went over the others.
"I don't particularly like those programs."


 


"Me either but it's not my company that's doing it, no
matter who tries to say something." He looked toward the hallway.
"That's him." He handed over a copy of the background check Clint had
done. JARVIS had saved him a copy. "That's on that agent, Your Honor.
We've already had a talk with his people." Tony slipped out the other
door.


 


The judge was reading it over when the agent got let in by
his clerk. He had put on the vest under his jacket and vest. "Yes?"


 


"Sir, I have a warrant application," the agent
said with a smile. "We're stopping something horrible on the corporate
front." He handed over that information packet.


 


The judge looked it over. It matched exactly. He looked up
at the agent. "You're a bit late, Agent Meads." The agent blinked at
him. "Someone else came to us with facts on those few things. Apparently
there were a few visions." He put it down. "Including that none of
these programs go to that one company."


 


"Sir, I've researched...."


 


"Not very well then." He put them in front of him.
"Publically available through their grant network, Agent Meads. I'm highly
offended that you're trying to use the judicial system this way. This isn't how
good agents act."


 


"You were influenced by that mutant," he sneered.


 


"No, not a bit. I don't know any mutants unless you
count every person since none of us are clones," he said dryly. "This
isn't the Empire." The agent pulled his gun. "Gun!" he shouted
as he got shot. Fortunately he had on the bulletproof vest. Guards ran in and
took down the agent. They got the judge help. "Ow," he moaned,
holding his shoulder. "Damn that hurt."


 


"Yes it does," one of the guards said quietly.
"Thankfully you had on your vest, Your Honor."


 


"I got warned he was coming." He pointed. "No
one but Henders touches that. Judge Henders isn't one of them and the others
might be. It's a huge conspiracy thing," he said quietly to the guard, who
nodded and gathered it up for that judge. The Chief Justice leaned in. "I'm
good, mostly. Bit bruised." He looked at the guard, who nodded and walked
down there. "Hand-over for warrants today," he said as the paramedics
lifted him up.


 


"Whatever he's involved in, I'm probably not," the
Chief Justice said.


 


That judge looked at him. "Yeah, you are. You were at
their rallies." The other judge grimaced but nodded. "Sorry to say
but I'm not that trusting. I know you're a good man but personal ethics
sometimes wins out over judicial ones."


 


"I understand and that's a great idea. I'll stay out of
it." The judge nodded, letting himself be taken to the ambulance for the
precautionary check. He waited until all the drama died down to go talk to the
other judge. "I'm staying out of it but I need to know which area I almost
stepped in."


 


That judge looked up at him. "Your minister is
influencing higher authorities within the government that he's right and we
should attack them."


 


"Okay, them. I can stay far out of that. He good?"


 


"He's fine."


 


"Good. Am I implicated?"


 


"No, sir, just a lot of agents and a president."
The judge shuddered. "Exactly. Someone's a fucking moron and I don't use
that term that lightly, as you well know."


 


"I was pretty sure the one who shot at the judge in the
courthouse already proved he was." He was handed the second vision. He
read it and shuddered. "That's evil." He handed it back. "I'm
hands off unless you need me to be. I'd recuse myself from any case involving
it but if you need research let me know. My daughter's working against them.
Means she won't talk to me anymore." He walked off to consider his stance
on that issue. Maybe he was a bit hidebound.


 


***


 


Tony was leaning over Dawn when she woke up. "I
would've slugged him too," he said quietly, staring at her.


 


"I'm in trouble for what I might've done?" she
groaned, trying to sit up.


 


"Stay." She went limp. "No, you're not. Even
if your wife wouldn't kill me you wouldn't be. You need to calm it down some
but if an agent hits you for no reason you do not take that shit." She
nodded, staring at him. "Beyond that, Doctor Shivs gave you the week
off." She snorted, shaking her head. "Pepper can do all that."


 


"She can't find all those forms."


 


"She can call. Not everything's changed since she had
your job, kid."


 


Dawn smiled. "I rearranged those on her so they worked
for me."


 


"She'll call." He patted her foot. "We should
not have been working you that hard."


 


"You do every year."


 


"Yay? Last year I felt bad that you had to be driven
home so many times. So let's just call the short vacation a good idea.
Okay?" Dawn nodded. "Romanoff's offered to fill in some but Pepper
pointed out how much of it was paperwork that she'd have to interpret. She'll
do your gathering and nagging duties with Callia instead." He patted her
foot again. "Rest. You have to feel like hell."


 


"Kinda." She frowned at her wrist.
"Why?"


 


 


"In case the leaking from the vision happens. If you
have to anyway, rip it off and go." He smiled. "Barton's getting you
stuff to go home in since you sweated through all yours." He left her to
finish waking up and being grumpy. Maybe it was time they got an assistant for
Dawn. Or maybe a raise. Or both, she probably deserved both. He went up to the
office to talk to Pepper, who had done the same job. "What do you think
about getting Dawn an assistant to do the sort and filing jobs for her?"


 


"I'm not sure how she gets everything she does done.
Maybe it's a time turner spell or something," Pepper said with a smile.
"Filing's only about ten percent of the job most of the time."


 


"Oh." He settled in on the couch, looking over what
Dawn did weekly according to JARVIS' records. "Maybe she is using a time
turner," he said, frowning. "You never did this much work."


 


"We had to add new departments thanks to the switching
from weapons," Pepper reminded him. "If we could end the audit it'd
be nice. I'd like some of those hours back too."


 


He nodded, looking over what they wanted. It was thousands
of pages of things. Most were crossed out so Dawn had done them. A few were
shorter forms that needed to be typed up and presented. Two were massive things
that he hadn't seen. He got up to look over her desk to see if he could find
it. Her computer wouldn't turn on. He found her backup drive and ran it in
Pepper's office. That worked and he printed them all. She hadn't lost more than
a few pages on the final budget projections. At Pepper and Dawn speed it'd be
done in a few hours. At Tony speed he'd never get it done this year since he
hated doing the paperwork. Thankfully he had Pepper and Dawn. He frowned.
"We're doing a full budget?"


 


"Last year's projected and actual and this year's
projected," Pepper said with a smile for him. "Most of that's done.
She was pulling together the mass of forms for them. She had left herself the
little stuff to get done." She got back to it, frowning at a form. "I
have no idea what that one is." She read it over more slowly and filled
out what she could. The audit team would have to understand and could wait a
week on Dawn to get off bedrest. The Board could throw however many hissies
they wanted, the company ran best under a Pepper/Dawn team.


 


***


 


Pepper stared at the Board meeting. "Let me make myself
heard, people. We are not firing Dawn. I do not care what the Board wants. In
fact, if Dawn doesn't come back from bed rest, then there's a whole lot of
things that will never get done. Including your wanted files." She stared
at them.


 


"Why is she off?" one sneered.


 


"Two visions within ten minutes yesterday about those
anti-hero idiots influencing the president to have the company attacked,"
Tony said, looking up from his tablet. He was trying to decipher some of the
forms for Pepper. They all stared. "We've since countered them both. We
think."


 


"I'm fairly certain we have," Pepper agreed. She
looked at them. "Should the board try to micromanage things that don't concern
them, we would be most happy to dissolve it again."


 


Tony put up a virtual projection of the forms. "Unless
some of you know what these are? All we know is that the audit team that the
paranoid people sic on us each year want them and Dawn's asleep so we can't
ask."


 


"I know one's a personal declaration statement."
She highlighted it. "That one. That's an 'I did not lie' page."


 


"Good to know," Tony said, taking it down.
"We sign that last?"


 


"I usually sign it at the end," she said.


 


"Even better." He looked around. There were a
bunch of clueless people.


 


JARVIS cleared his throat. "The six on the left are all
department related. They're to be filled out by the department heads and given
to Dawn. They've mostly gotten them done but she was going to nag them today
about them, sir." Those got taken down by the AI.


 


"That leaves ten we have to decipher by tomorrow
morning," Pepper said, taking a sip of her tea. She choked.
"Tony." She flapped a hand.


 


"JARVIS," he ordered.


 


"The doctor is on her way up, sir." He scanned the
tea. "It appears to be poisoned."


 


Doctor Shivs rushed in. "He told me." He sniffed.
"Get her to the ER." He called them personally. Paramedics rushed in
a few minutes later but she was already vomiting up thanks to the meds he had
given her. "Stark?" he prompted.


 


"I'll follow. Happy can drive me." He nodded.
"Go with her?" Shivs stared then nodded, getting into the ambulance
with her. Tony stared around the room. "Who has the magic gift?" They
all looked clueless. "People, I am a genius. I do know the limits on
moving something like a liquid without being seen. We tested things like that
when we found out magic was real." A few started to fidget. "I'd fess
up, people, before I start looking the hard way." One of the old liners
that was always giving them problems sneered. "Fine, Board
adjourned." They gasped. "Now, people. I have something I need to be
doing." They huffed off. A few gave him looks but he shrugged at the ones
he liked. They'd see. He gathered what he needed and headed out to the garage.
Happy was parked right in front so he got into the car and let him take them
off.


 


***


 


 


Natasha was pretending to be Dawn to see if she could help
her quit worrying. She looked up at the sound of the elevator. Seven people.
"Miss Potts is at the emergency room," she said quietly and calmly.
"Due to a poisoning attack."


 


"Isn't Stark here?" one asked.


 


Natasha stared at him for a moment. "Would you be
somewhere other than by your spouse's side?" He slumped and shook his
head.


 


"Are you replacing Dawn?" another asked with a
smile.


 


"No, I'm her spouse and she's on bedrest for a week due
to visions yesterday. She did have most of what the audit team needed if you
are them?" They nodded. She led them to the conference room and got them
the files that were done. "Some are still in the process of being filled
in by the various departments. It will probably be tomorrow on most of
them."


 


"That's fine," one of them agreed. "It'll
take a few days and we can use the nice, sunny weather you guys have out here
to relax in." Natasha smiled, going back to the desk. "Not bad. She
got most everything done." They went over what they had. One of them
didn't have what he needed yet but he could help them for a day.


 


Natasha got back to work on the forms they needed. They were
frustrating and Dawn kept telling her what something was so at least she wasn't
making major mistakes. She did send Callia around to gather department head
reports. She was bored anyway. At least until the alarm started and then
Natasha went out to handle it. The person holding Callia hostage was eliminated
and Callia got cuddled until someone who was family showed up. LAPD was nicely
slow today but they could handle that. Bucky was hovering and guarding them.


 


"Wow, and I thought Dawn was efficient there too,"
one of the audit board said with a grin. "Stark has mandatory response
training for secretaries?"


 


Natasha smirked. "I'm actually a SHIELD agent. I'm just
temping in for Dawn."


 


"Ah! That makes more sense. She good?"


 


"She's fine. Stark has been summoned back." He
nodded, going back to the conference room with a guard.


 


"You do look nice in Dawn's business clothes,"
Bucky said. Natasha smiled at him for that. Callia was still shaky but Happy
pulled in and Stark got out. Callia ran over to pounce him.


 


"You've had a sucky month," he said, cuddling her.
"Who was he, Romanoff?"


 


 


"No idea." She took a picture of his face and sent
it to SHIELD's handlers. They identified him. "Hmm. He works with Barney
Barton's group."


 


"Huh. Guards, search the rest of the buildings, just in
case," Stark ordered. They nodded they were already doing that. He cuddled
his little girl, making her calm down. "You okay? Want to come back to the
hospital with Pepper?"


 


"Yup. It's probably a good idea before I beat the shit
out of someone, Daddy."


 


"Okay." He looked at Romanoff.


 


"I'm still working on the forms for Dawn. She was
gathering departmental head paperwork."


 


"He made me drop it in Building 4, Auntie," she
called.


 


"Thank you." She walked off to gather it. One of
the Roombas was pushing it all together for her. "Thank you," she
told it. It barked and zipped off. Thankfully most of them had filled them out
in pen so she could make sure each one's was together. She carried it back to
the desk, letting one of the secretarial pool for the various offices gather
the rest. Natasha sat down and kicked her heels off to collate and finish the
paperwork for Dawn, who blew a kiss and said she had emailed most of them to
her. She sighed in relief as she found them, printed them, and got a list of
what went where and how. Plus how to use the punch binder. She delivered that
to the audit board and left them alone to finish handling things for Stark. She
thought SHIELD paperwork was demanding. She hadn't had to do this when she was
being Pepper's assistant.


 


***


 


Clint walked some soup into their bedroom. "You should
be resting."


 


"The audit team will stay for a month if we don't have
everything they want and things will never go back to normal." She sipped
the soup and moaned. "That's great. Thank you, Clint."


 


"Welcome." He leaned down to kiss her. "Want
a leg rub?"


 


She smiled. "I'd never turn those down." He
settled in to work on the mild leg cramps she was having. He had the time to
spoil Dawn now. Though they could feel Natasha getting stressed. Dawn sent her
an IM and they heard her repeat that to the geek that had just complained about
something. The geek left happier and Dawn ordered what needed to be ordered a
week ago but no one had told them. "Sorry, happens a lot."


 


"I've seen Stark get caught up in things and forget
what day it was," Clint said. She grinned. "You could've asked,"
he said quietly.


 


 


She sat up to make him look at her face, not her stomach.
"I shouldn't have to ask."


 


"No, you shouldn't."


 


"It's an issue we've always had and still have. It's
one we've been working on, but now it's just a bit more stressed. I'm fine with
it. Okay?"


 


"No it's not."


 


"That's why we're working on it, Clint."


 


"True. We have all worked on that problem in a few
different ways. I guess you got used to handling all this yourself the last
time." Dawn nodded. "Well, not this time. Even if I do have to take a
sabbatical."


 


"No, there's no need for that." Dawn's phone rang.
"I totally forgot I'm interviewing someone by video today." She put
on a better shirt and laid back down to talk to the housekeeper. Clint listened
in and made sure Dawn drank her soup. At the end, Dawn offered her the job and
she accepted. She'd be out tomorrow.


 


Clint rested on her shoulder, one arm over her stomach.
"That'll help a lot."


 


"Yes it will. Especially with Sean and Diana coming
home in a few days." She took a kiss. "They'll need to do college
tours."


 


"We can help with that." He cuddled her, rubbing
over her stomach. She moved his hand to another spot so he rubbed there
instead. She drifted off and he grinned. He'd fix that inequality thing they
had going on. Plus the hiding at home thing Natasha was having too.


 


Xander looked at his team for training at the temple. Roque
caught the speculative look. "Just don't do anything that would get us
invaded or attacked thanks to the idiots earlier." One of the other
immortals had named that look 'Xander's the son of a chaos god and he's going
to prove it'. They were very right about it.


 


"I'm having a 'fuck with dad' day," he mouthed.


 


Roque stuffed his mouth and shook his head before he said
anything. He'd get someone to distract Xander but John was busy landing his
city.


 


"Hey, Dad?" he called. That shocked the others.
Loki appeared, giving him a pointed look. He grinned. "Want to know the
ethics of something."


 


"I saw that look, son. Spit it out."


 


"Okay." He got the last convention picture and
pointed. "Look at this Xander. They have a ton of embryos there that're
partially his and I was thinking that maybe we'd like to borrow a few for later
kids between me and Phil."


 


Loki looked at that Xander. "What the fuck?" he
demanded.


 


"The Initiative there, Dad." He grinned.
"Think I should? They're about to destroy the little Xander/Jethro Gibbs
one. She might be a good warrior wench. There's a few others that might be as
nice."


 


"Son...." He sighed and went to talk to his
son-in-law. "Your mate needs your special services to make him sane,"
he said as he appeared in the meeting. "Before he asks others if it's appropriate
to bring over embryos that are partially the him there's future children."


 


"I met that Xander. He does great with his five kids.
They're all polite, charming young kids." He stared at him. "He was
thinking about bringing one over?"


 


"For your future children if you wanted." One of
the Norns showed up and handed him a mirror then left cackling. He read it and
handed it to Phil. "The specific one he asked about."


 


Phil watched it. "She'd do wonderfully with his
axe."


 


"Fix. My. Son's. Mental. State," Loki ordered then
banished him back to the temple. He went to have a headache. When Ares looked
over he showed him why.


 


"She'd be my next Xena," Ares decided.


 


"If so, you are carrying her yourself," Loki
warned.


 


"No thanks. I can find one here." He went back to
his current battle plans.


 


Phil looked at his mate. "I was busy," he said
dryly.


 


"Sorry?"


 


"I can go back. It shouldn't take *too* long to fix
your funny mental issues."


 


Xander grinned. "They have about sixty partially Xander
embryos there. We could adopt."


 


"No, we cannot. All our future children will either
come from Tara, Maria, or one of us. Unless you can talk Jensen into carrying
it for you." Jensen choked and spluttered but that was Phil's intention
since he was having so much fun watching this argument. He loosened his tie.
Xander smiled at him for it. "You needed playtime?"


 


"Well, yeah. You've been busy again."


 


"It does happen far too often." He stared at his
mate until he started to shift and wiggle. "Run?"


 


"Um.... Not into being the prey?" Xander offered,
shifting again.


 


"Run," Phil ordered. Xander blipped off. Phil
followed to their cabin. He trapped Xander against the fireplace, taking them
both to elemental form for the quicker, dirtier version of sex. When they came
back to human form, they were both covered in dripping sweat, Xander was about
to scream his head off in pleasure, and Phil couldn't form words, just moans.
All it took were a few thrusts and Xander yelled, scaring the wildlife in the
woods around their cabin. The flash of magic that went out made the cabin
slightly alive. Phil came since his mate was clamped down around him. He
cuddled against Xander's back, calming down and panting until he could speak.
"Some day, we're going to die doing this."


 


"Yeah but I'll be happy."


 


"That's a good thing," Phil agreed. He pulled
back, gently easing out of his mate's body. "Shower. We need to shower so
I can get back to the trainers meeting." Xander let himself be led
upstairs and taken to the tub to soak. Since Phil was jumping backward so he
reappeared right after he was snatched, they could take the time to soak and
cuddle. And so Xander could nap on him in the tub.


 


Around them, the cabin tidied up things and made sure the
house looked cheery and comfortable. It nicely even added on a few rooms for
the new children and another nursery in case it was needed. Plus a shake-off
spot for the dogs to clean their muddy paws because the cabin hated to mop
itself. Then it really had to do something about those curtains and the colors of
the furniture.


 


***


 


Phil reappeared for the meeting less than a minute after he
had left. "Sorry," he said, sitting down. "Xander was having
wicked, chaos centered thoughts that creeped his father out a bit."


 


The others stared at him. "You changed clothes,"
one said.


 


Phil nodded. "I needed to."


 


"Oh," they all said, nodding a bit.


 


"Can Alexander go out of time or something?"


 


 


"No, though we have met a Xander that can," he
said with a slight smirk. "The convention is very eye-opening." That
got another mass nod. He smirked a bit more. "They hold it off-plane every
year. That way they can talk about the various Xander problems they're
having." That got a third mass nod from the trainers. That was weird even
by SHIELD standards. "All right, we were going over.... Wasn't it LA
office's lack of paperwork?"


 


"Yes," the head of the meeting said. "I know
she's...indisposed but we're not getting anything from them."


 


Phil looked that way. "She's handed them in and they're
on the head person's desk. We really must replace him," he complained. He
popped out to grab the files. "All done?" he asked. Then he took them
back to the meeting to hand over.


 


"Much more efficient than anything but emailing
them," another of the people quipped. He noticed Joyce was now there.


 


"Sorry, was I too long?" he asked. She patted him
on the hand. That's when he knew it wasn't Joyce. Joyce didn't feel like a
goddess. "Yes, Discord?" 


 


She changed back with a smirk, ignoring all the suddenly
drawn weapons. "What did your mate do to give Loki such a migraine?"


 


"He was thinking about asking another of him that has a
lot of stored embryos due to the Initiative on that plane if he could have a
few for future children." He showed her that Xander.


 


She stared in horror. "Five kids? Huh."


 


"He claims he's living like a Weasley," he said
with a grin. "Farm, orchard..... lots of kids. Sixty stored embryos if he
wants more thanks to their Initiative's breeding program."


 


"You need to straighten that boy out," she
demanded. "Go, shoo!"


 


"I already have," he said with an evil smirk for
her. "Any other requests? We've since set down rules on how any future
spawn will come into being. And slightly made his cabin sentient. She was
redecorating on us this morning." Discord shuddered and left. He sat down
and nodded at them. "So, anyway, he's not happy. Secreva's out there and
he wanted to stay somewhere warm and retire. That's a good spot for him to
retire from."


 


"We can suggest that," the chair of the meeting
said after clearing her throat. "We...don't have...*that* here,
right?"


 


"No, here they were trying to breed more demigod heros.
It was stopped with prejudice."


 


"Good!" she agreed, smiling and nodding.
"Because that's kinda creepy!"


 


"No, creepy is that his cabin on Asgard, which is now
sentient, was redecorating in all animal prints," he shot back with a
slight smile.


 


"Yeah, that's worse. How did you two create
Hogwarts?"


 


"Not really sure," he admitted. "But we were
a bit busy so I'm not totally sure when it happened."


 


They all just nodded.


 


Xander appeared behind him to kiss him on the top of the
head. "Plaids?"


 


"Green/blue or anything with them please, not
red," he said, looking up. "Thank you for rearranging my hair as
well."


 


"It was a bit messed up." He winked and went to
talk to his favorite cabin. She agreed that decorating scheme was fine and he
left a copy of the first _Harry Potter_ book up there for her to scan. That
made her happier and she could definitely do some of that. Though the dungeons
she might not like as much. They needed more light and less cobwebs and
ambiance.


 


Phil looked up then shook his head with a sigh. "Xander
just introduced the cabin to _Harry Potter_. She's debating a dungeon with more
light and less creepiness. I'm not sure which one of us she wants to be Snape though."
The meeting abruptly broke up, though one did nicely take the paperwork up to
Joyce's desk for him. Phil went up to talk to her about how they didn't need a
dungeon right now. This house was for the family downtime. They weren't going
to punish their children that much and the kids needed to play outside more
often anyway. The house relented and created a wonderful garden area for them
to sit in the snow and play. He patted a wall with a smile, said 'thank you',
and went back to his desk to have a slight headache of his own. Things like
that only happened around Xander. They really did.


 


Asclepias appeared with a small bottle. "Headache
potion?"


 


"Please." He took it to swallow in one gulp.
"Even flavored, thank you. Is that going to hurt his cabin?"


 


"Only if she runs out of power." He went to check
then came back. "You need to add more power regularly. She's got about six
months at the most so monthly fantastic magical explosions if you can. Or ask
Gaia to make it permanent, since she can make new lifeforms." He
disappeared to share that gossip. It'd hit Gaia eventually so she could check
on it.


 


 


Phil sent that thought at Xander, who cackled. Which scared
Clay and Roque. Jensen was still pouting about being on the surrogate list.


 


***


 


Gaia heard the news from Demeter, who was scowling about it.
She looked at the younger fertility goddess and shook her head. "Dear,
perhaps if you found someone to have relations with, it might make you happier.
Like it does Xander and Phil." She blushed but stomped off. She went up to
look at the cabin, sighing in displeasure. "How did they do this?"
The cabin ejected her. "Dear, I meant no harm to you," she soothed,
patting her before walking back inside. "I have no idea how they gave you
sentience." She ran a hand over the wall above the fireplace. "He did
an excellent job crafting you by hand." 


 


She felt the power and nodded, smiling. "They could use
a bit of fussing over. There's not a lot of softness in their lives." The
house sent a mental purr at her. "That's a good point. Yes, I believe
you'll do." She created the new lifeform. The house shifted, moaned a bit
as it reached fully self-reliant life, and then settled in to finish the
decorating. "Slowly, my dear. You only have so much energy a day. It's not
like they've given you a solar recharging system, though I doubt you'd get much
here." She considered it and added a point of power in the new
almost-dungeon area. "There, that should feel like home to Xander."
She patted the wall again and left.


 


The house got so happy she redecorated their bedrooms too.
The children needed fuzzy things.


 


That new almost-hellmouth was very helpful to her.


 


***


 


Steve Rogers looked around at the morning staff meeting the
next day. "Now that we've had the 'Day that Alexander Shut Down SHIELD by
Migraine' day can we get back to business?"


 


"Some of us still have migraines, sir," one of his
senior agents said. "A few of the agents that heard haven't come back from
the bars yet." Steve scowled at Phil.


 


"It was not my fault, Captain."


 


"I'm sure you can help weed out those problem
thoughts?"


 


"It didn't work when he had Anya," Joyce called
from the office. "Phil only has so many hours to a day, Steve." Steve
scowled. She came out and hugged Phil. "We know you tried. Xander just has
those days."


 


"Jensen's still pouting that I put him on the surrogate
list."


 


 


"Aww, that's sweet." She went back to the office.


 


"The babbling, hyper tech guy?" one of the other
senior agents asked.


 


"Yes," Phil said with a grin. "He'd make an
excellent one. The child would soak up his knowledge and skills as well as
ours. Plus it would keep certain goddesses from plotting how one of us would
carry."


 


"Then I definitely like Jensen doing it for you,"
Steve agreed quickly. "Back to SHIELD things please?" Before that
nasty thought stuck in his head and he had to imagine Xander or Phil pregnant
all day. They handed over reports. "Why is that office not handing in
things?"


 


"Because he's a pouty asshole," Maria said
bluntly.


 


"We thought Secreva could take over," the head
trainer said.


 


"I like that idea," Maria agreed. She looked at
Steve.


 


"Can he run an office?"


 


"Yes, he runs one now," Senior Agent Li said as
she walked up to the table. "Because the one in LA got capped by some
gangbangers he was screwing with." Steve stared at her for a moment,
mentally commanding her to finish that report. "Apparently he was trying
to butt into gang politics, sir." She put down the report. "He was
trying to find their weapons contacts from Mexico without much luck until he
started to play them off each other with ...borrowed weapons from the
confiscated vault. Which led to a raid on them by DEA and ATF. Which got him
turned on by the gang members during it and he was shot." She pointed at
the report. "He wasn't filing paperwork on what he was doing and there's a
question of if it was a legitimate op."


 


"We've heard nothing about this," Steve said,
looking through those folders. "Joyce?"


 


"He filed a reimbursement form for a business dinner at
a steak house but otherwise no," she said a minute later. "Listed it
as 'meeting with informant'." She let him see it. "Apparently the
money back was more important than any other paperwork to him."


 


"So, either he hated paperwork that much or it
wasn't," Steve said. "Any idea?"


 


"We can't find his personal notes, sir. We tore his
whole office and apartment apart last night and there's not a single hint of
anything."


 


"Great!" He stared at her. "Agent Secreva
took over?"


 


"Yes, sir, he was the next highest since I blatantly
refused to take control of an office since I'm there for other reasons."


 


"Fine. If he's willing to keep it for at least a few
weeks."


 


"He seems to like the office, sir. He enjoys the
climate, the people, and doesn't even mind talking to the brain challenged and
the supposedly brain challenged among the Hollywood types when something
happens. Hell, he even enjoyed dressing up to help protect one that had a major
drug dealer trying to court her."


 


"He did good on that," Phil agreed. "He even
put up with the flirting."


 


"The only problem ever noted in his file was that
sometimes he wanted to be a *special* secret agent," Maria said.
"Other than that...." Steve was giving her an odd look. "He
wanted to be a movie spy."


 


"Oh, that. Okay. I've run into that before and wondered
what it meant. And why we were rating some of the rookies on their scale."


 


"It's to classify which track of special training they
get," Phil told him.


 


"I guess that makes sense if you could all agree on
what they mean."


 


"We wrote them out," the head of the training
teams said happily.


 


"Good." He looked at Senior Agent Li. "Any
other news to report?"


 


"Whatever audit team that haunts Stark is still there,
pouting because usually Dawn has everything ready for them when they show up
and she's still on bedrest. Agent Romanoff is doing suitably well filling in
but some of the forms they don't have any idea about and Dawn's offline today
due to a power outage near their home." Phil stared at her. "One of
the neighbors hit a pole, Agent Coulson. She said she's fine but the son is a
bit pouty today because nothing will be noisy for him."


 


"I'd offer Xander to grab him but we've got the same
sort of interference that caused her visions going on right now. Including an
audit of our books."


 


"Why?" Maria asked.


 


"That minister that's pushing against all of us has the
president's ear," Steve told her. "Dawn had two visions about a
certain agent, who shot at a judge, trying to push his luck by arresting her on
false charges and the like."


 


"An attempted shut-down of SI under false pretenses as
well," Phil told him. Steve grimaced. "Do we have the plans in place
yet for the birthing center security?"


 


"No. I'm not sure where we're doing that," Steve
said, shifting in his seat to cross his ankles.


 


 


"Dawn likes the birthing center here in town,"
Phil said. "I don't think Natasha cares one way or another. I'll check
with Barton on his ideas for that. I know if something happens and they're out
of touch again, myself and Agent Barnes are on for helping them through that
safely this time." Steve shivered. Phil smiled. "Last time I couldn't
bear to look at it. I was a bit horrified, sir."


 


"Me too." The others all smiled at him for that.
"Thankfully this is the last. Birthing a baby is painful, nasty business
and I worry about Pepper a lot when she's like that. Lots of women used to die
from it in my day." They all nodded they knew that. "Are they going
to be back here?"


 


"That was the plan the last I heard of it," Maria
agreed.


 


"We'll talk about that later, Phil." He looked at
Senior Agent Li. "Anything else to report?"


 


"Sir, we'd like to make Agent Romanoff slow down
because the paperwork is annoying her a lot. She will not."


 


"That's up to her and forcing her will make her smite
you," Joyce said with a smile. "Even without the mood swings."


 


"Fine. She does have that agent she's training."


 


"She's doing very well with him," Maria told her.
"Though he could use some clothing help." She sent that text to
Natasha's phone. She got back a 'it will hold until Dawn is out of bed; I am
not going out like this so someone can spot me and make allegations' retort.
She showed Steve, who nodded and rolled his eyes. "Allegations?" she
asked.


 


"There's been a few prompted by the people who trained
her wanting her child," Phil said quietly. "Dawn has ripped a few
people a new one who were wondering about Natasha's health. They attributed it
to mood swings and her career."


 


Steve smiled. "I saw that. They said Dawn needed
prozac."


 


"Dawn needed ice cream," Phil said dryly.
"And got some from Natasha and Clint. Or someone who sent it to the
compound for her."


 


"Probably a reporter," Steve said. "I
remember Pepper complaining about that." He shifted again. "Anything
huge coming up?"


 


"Two possible ascending beings. Thor's looking them
over," Phil said, passing that report down. "If he needs help he'll
call. Or Xander will know and summon."


 


"Good. Why is one in DC?"


 


 


"They do the ascension rites for power, Captain. That's
not that unusual," Phil said. "I'm surprised that's the first one
we've had in DC actually. I was thinking there might be a major political
scandal when one started to change in the halls of Congress or the White House.
It being a Supreme Court Justice is a minor thing."


 


Steve shuddered. "Just the very thought of them
sullying the White House with their demon slime."


 


"Well, they would have to do a lot of reconstruction
unless they were a runt, Captain," Maria said with a smile. "Since
the smallest version if forty feet long....." Steve shuddered again.
"We do have tape of what an ascension looks like."


 


"We should show that to the Secret Service," Phil
said. "That way they don't try to arrest Thor for stopping it."


 


"I can do that later," Maria said.


 


"I can," Joyce said, coming out putting back up
her hair. "We have a meeting with them in an hour anyway over the next
election." She smiled. Maria got her the dvd they had in storage and she
left for that meeting. It was administrative instead of field work so it was
her job instead of Steve's. She walked into the local office and smiled.
"Good morning."


 


"Good morning, Mrs. Banner," the head of the
Secret Service said with a smile, shaking her hand. "Not both of
you?"


 


"No, I thought I'd do the administrative parts now and
let Steve and you plan things out when they got closer to time. Also, we need
to let you see a dvd of what an ascension looks like because you're about to
have one in DC if they've done everything correctly. Thor's handling those for
us." She handed that over with a smile. "I'm presently working on the
office staffing issues for next year."


 


"Even better. That'll mean someone capable in the
Virginia sub-office. We haven't had a good one there since Secreva left."


 


"He's taking over LA after the one there got
shot."


 


"Was he on an operation?"


 


"He had no notes so we're not sure. Then again, he's
been holding paperwork back for six and seven months." The other head
winced. "So we're looking into it today. Senior Agent Li brought his death
report for the morning meeting." She sat down. "I'd suggest something
for your stomach during that. Even Bruce looked a bit green in the wrong
way."


 


 


"Oh, dear." He called in his senior agents to
watch it with him. The one whose office he was borrowing came in last.
"This is film taken of someone ascending. Mrs. Banner has been informed that
there's one that may be coming up in DC. Thor is taking care of it if it does
happen." He ran the dvd. "The battle in LA last time." He hit
the remote button to watch the other file. All his agents and him jumped when
she split out of her skin. Joyce wasn't watching. "Oh, dear," he said
flatly. "Who?"


 


"One of the Justices by what he's ordered. We've been
tracking some specific items that are used just for this rite, in any version
because there's about seven or eight different ways that lead to different size
true demons. Buffy's graduation was the largest type and about ninety
feet." The senior agents all stared at her. She smiled. "She made me
miss it." They nodded. "They can only happen during eclipses of any
sort." That got a faster nod. 


 


"This one was only a medium length one. Agent Coulson
and Xander said her father turned into a larger version a bit sooner and she
changed the next partial eclipse. They did get both down, saved most of the
hostages they were going to use for a snack, and they both had a group of
minions around them to take care of their initial needs. Also, those were the
Phase 2 weapons," she said quietly. "Stark was making Alexander
something to specifically help with that situation if he was called into one
but hasn't finished it yet. As I said, this time Thor's handling it if they
happen."


 


"I don't want to see one of those slithering down
Pennsylvania Avenue," one of the senior agents said. "Can we
preemptively strike, sir?"


 


"Wanting to be a demon isn't against the law," he
said, sounding bitter about that.


 


"Their last hundred days they're immortal," Joyce
said with a smile for them. "They eat poisonous spiders to get that
way." The agents all shuddered. "Xander did say that you probably had
to get them at least halfway through the change or before that last hundred
days. I'm not sure when the eclipse is....."


 


"Sixty-three days from now," one of the agents
said quietly. "My wife's sister is a Wicca." He sighed. "Can we
have a list of who's on watch for that, ma'am?"


 


"I'll gladly have it sent over later. If I had heard
sooner I would've told you sooner, boys." They nodded. "Steve had the
horrible vision of the White House being filled by one of those."


 


"Ma'am, all respect and all, but I don't need to be
more sick," one of the agents said. "Let us go look that up."


 


"I'll get that list sent over," she promised,
sending Maria a text message. Within minutes it was emailed over and where
there were in the rites by what they had found. The head printed it and handed
it over to his senior agents.


 


 


"Hey, it's one of the conservative guys," they
said dryly as they walked out. They had plans to make. Plus a demigod to find
so they could tell him to call on them for help with that matter.


 


Joyce smiled. "Onto happier business. What can SHIELD
do for you during the next swearing in?"


 


"We'd like a few extra agents around it to help with
security."


 


"That's a wonderful idea." She settled in to go
over how many and what type. They did have some of the best snipers.


 


***


 


Xander sent Dawn a note, making her grin. "Wow, Grandma
just freaked out the Secret Service," she told her son, who grinned back.
"I thought it was only Uncle Xander who did that." She heard someone
hit the gate buzzer and got up with a groan, going to the panel. "I'm
supposed to be on bedrest. Who are you and what do you want?"


 


"Chinese," a male voice said.


 


Dawn stared at it. "I didn't order Chinese, dude."


 


"This address. Ordered large order."


 


Dawn repeated it in Chinese and a promise to call the cops
if he didn't get out of her gateway. So they blew it in. She hit the emergency
button, which not only sounded an alarm but also put up a few 'slowing down
intruder' things into play, put Philip and the cats, and the guitar he whined
for in the safe room, locked him in, then got a weapon. The van coming up the
last part of the driveway dragging the spike strips was not impervious to
sea-to-air missile. It went flying. The people inside screamed a lot as the
fire started. The fire department got there within two minutes. SWAT in six,
and LAPD in ten. She walked out to sit on the porch swing, staring at them, gun
beside her. It probably looked a bit odd with her cartoon character nightgown
but yay. "Do I need to blow up more?" she demanded.


 


The head of the SWAT team looked at her. "Ma'am, you're
not supposed to have weapons like that in public hands."


 


"My spouses are SHIELD agents and I was fixing it last
week," she said dryly.


 


"Oh," he said weakly, calling that in to the
bosses. "Ma'am, is your son all right?"


 


 


"In our safe room with the cats. He's not coming out
until you guys have checked the property and the house, and gotten all of them
out of here. Because I'm supposed to be on bed rest." They nodded and
hurried to do that for her. The SWAT commander had said not to upset her. They
found a few more bad guys. And one that was pretending not to be for some
reason. She saw the one being dragged out. "Hold up, I want to talk to
him," she said with a point. He got dragged over. "Yours?" she
asked.


 


"Shitty timing as a messenger," he said.
"These guys were pros. Weak, but pros. Someone found an ID case and
badge." He hadn't known his brother had taught his pretty younger wife how
to use artillery. It'd made her a more exciting enemy when he finally got
around to her.


 


"Huh. Guys, that's my brother-in-law, who is a bad guy,
but I'm not sure if he was involved or not."


 


"We can leave him here with an officer until your
spouse gets here, ma'am," one of the SWAT guys said after checking that.


 


"Okay. That'll work." She smiled. "Thank you,
guys." They nodded and finished cleaning up the mess. "JARVIS, please
tell them we're all okay and it was handled so Stark can put down the
suit."


 


"I already have; we streamed live video when he
demanded, Dawn. Please go back to bed?"


 


"I'll lay on the couch once they're all gone."


 


"That's fine. Philip is not happy."


 


"Once they're gone," she said.


 


"That's fine. I've started music playing and he's
scowling quite a lot." She smiled. The last of the idiots got removed and
the van. Everyone but one SWAT officer left. Dawn got up with a wince and went
to let everyone out of the safe room. Barney was still outside so he didn't get
to see the code or where it actually was. She flopped down on the couch, the
cats meowing frantically as they climbed onto her stomach. Philip snuggled her.
"Okay." They brought him in. "Thank you," she told the
officer.


 


"It's not a problem, ma'am. Much better than
paperwork." He grinned. He sat Barney down. "He's cute."


 


"He's very smart and likes music."


 


"Awww. And the kitties too. I heard they were
presents."


 


"Only Tsarina." She petted her. "The other
was our fire escape kitty Loki. Cap named him." The officer grinned and
pulled a gun but a sniper bullet took him out from out back. She stared. Then
looked. "Huh. JARVIS, which sniper was that?"


 


 


"Your other brother-in-law I believe but I'm not
totally certain."


 


"Okay. Tell him I said thank you if it was him and did
he want some tea?"


 


"He said you're welcome and no, he's got beer,"
the AI reported.


 


"Cool!" She looked at Barney, who was shaking his
head and moaning. "Couldn't get to mine." She got up and got them
some tea. "Sorry, I'm on caffeine restrictions."


 


"That's fine." He finally got his cuffs undone and
stared at her. "You're not scared of me?"


 


"I can kill you easily before you think about moving
from that chair, or turn you into a hedgehog. Clint liked them better than the
mice I used to use when agents were trying to snatch me."


 


Barney blinked. "Damn."


 


Dawn grinned. "Sometimes." She calmed Philip down
while the SWAT commander came back. She pointed. The gun was still in the guy's
hand. "JARVIS said it was one of yours who now isn't."


 


"I heard. He called me."


 


"JARVIS?" Dawn asked.


 


"No, Gamble." He scowled at the dead officer.
"He was clean."


 


"He was very clean. The guy was asking about Philip and
the cats as he made his way over."


 


"Great." Natasha stormed in. "Emergency's
over with, Agent Romanoff."


 


She stared at her wife. "That is not the bed and our
brother-in-law is not restful."


 


"No," Dawn agreed. "But he wasn't part of
that." She smiled. "I'm fine."


 


"You should still be in bed, not blowing them up."


 


"I wasn't going to let them near the house!"


 


"We have a safe room that fits you as well."


 


Dawn stared at her. "Which you probably won't see more
than our son and the cats in. And Clint's guitar because Philip wanted
it."


 


 


Natasha blinked at her. "You put the cats in
there?"


 


"Yeah! Wouldn't you?"


 


She paused then nodded. "I would. That's strange. I
never would've considered that in the past." She shook her head, looking
at Barney, who pulled out an envelope to wave. "He'll be here in ten
minutes." She stared at Dawn. "Bed rest is not blowing up vans using
missiles you won at kitten poker."


 


Dawn smiled. "I know it was your toy but sorry! It was
the closest at hand. I didn't think to grab anything lighter."


 


Natasha took a kiss. "You should go back to bed."


 


"I'm being charming and entertaining," Dawn said.
"Plus this way Philip will hang out again."


 


"Fine." She got a blanket to cover her up and a
few pillows so she was comfortable. Dawn pulled her down with her. "I have
things I have to do."


 


"Which is not raising your blood pressure," the
SWAT commander ordered. "That's why I'm here." The ME got there and
walked in with a sigh. "He was going to shoot this nice pregnant woman
with mood swings and magic." Dawn laughed, sitting up to hug him then
laying back down to cuddle. 


 


Philip was beaming at everyone that he got the mommies and
kitties. "Mama pet and Momma," he said proudly at the new people.
"Kiki."


 


"Yes, they are," Barney agreed, trying not to
smile. The kid looked like a mini Clint and had a grin that you had to smile
at. He got it from their mother.


 


"Apparently I'm the pet mommy because he thinks he's
part kitty," Dawn said with a grin for her son. "You're so
smart." Philip giggled and wiggled down so he could coo at the bellies
that kicked him. Even if Tsarina hissed and batted at him for patting her
napping spot.


 


Natasha looked down. "Tsarina, quit picking on the
baby," she warned. "You're not real royalty." She winced because
Loki pounced Tsarina on her stomach, making her hiss and move. Then he hissed
at Philip and got his tail swatted. "I yelled at her and you know
better," she warned. "You are not a kitten." Loki huffed but
curled up on Dawn's stomach instead. Tsarina moved up to above the baby bump
and curled up there. That made everyone happier. "Thank you." She put
down the blanket. "Our family is a bit weird," she told Dawn.


 


"Rule of names," Dawn said with a grin.


 


 


"She came already named."


 


Dawn took a kiss. "You only use half of her name."
She settled in, petting the cat. Clint stomped in. "Hi."


 


"Hi." He took kisses and looked at the lump.
"Hi, Philip." The baby waved through the blanket. "One
cat?"


 


"Tsarina's above my stomach."


 


"Hi, cats." He looked at the dead body then
nodded. "Huh, Gamble did a good job for me." He looked at Barney, who
held up the envelope. He looked at it and nodded. "Interesting. Why come
to me instead of Stark?"


 


"Is he really in charge?"


 


"Of a few things. Cap's in charge."


 


"Phil's in charge," Dawn corrected.


 


"Okay, Coulson's in charge," Clint agreed. Then he
smirked at Dawn. "He's our handler."


 


"Which means he's got the leash," Dawn quipped
with a smirk.


 


"Good point. Yeah, Coulson's in charge." Phil
appeared and Clint handed over the envelope.


 


"People, this is a crime scene," the ME
complained.


 


Dawn looked at him. "It's more a living room that just
happens to have a dead body after the six or so outside earlier." The SWAT
commander burst out laughing. "Want a bottle of water, Commander?"


 


"No, I'm good. Thanks, Summers." He left with the
ME. Not like they needed to solve this crime with the sniper calling it in.


 


Coulson looked at Barney. "They're barking up the wrong
tree and Alexander has said very plainly that your playmates are not protected
under any statute he knows of. Since he's the God Protectorate of Humanity,
that's probably a bad thing." He looked at Dawn. "You used a
sea-to-air missile?"


 


"It was closest?"


 


"That's a good point."


 


 


"My wife and I are going to have a talk about safe
rooms," Clint said with a grin at Dawn.


 


"If I was too pregnant to waddle or help I would've
went into the safe room with him and the cats, Clint."


 


"Uh-huh." He stared at her.


 


She grinned. "I didn't want them in our house. They
might've fondled the thongs I can't wear for another six months."


 


Barney shook his head quickly. "Ow. Brain hurts."


 


Phil nodded. "Often. Dawn, you're too pregnant to
help."


 


"And yet, *who* was in the middle of a shootout
earlier?" she asked, looking at Natasha.


 


"It is my job."


 


"Mine's to guard the house. We all agreed on
that."


 


Clint leaned down to kiss her. "Next time, hide. We'll
kill them and replace any of your thongs or flirty stuff they play with."


 


"And if they lay a bomb while I'm in there?" she
asked.


 


He sighed. "Good point, they could. I'd still rather
have you in there. I would be if I was the pregnant one."


 


"Oh, god, an even worse image," Barney complained.



 


Dawn grinned at him. "We're protecting a chaos artifact
that can change your identity that totally. We know a Xander who used it to
have five kids. Himself." She grinned. "Some day soon, we might try
that." Barney shuddered.


 


Clint stared at her. "Quit traumatizing him on purpose,
Dawn. He's a bad guy but that's way too evil for his level. Save those things
for guys like Doom."


 


"Fine."


 


"Thank you." He smiled. "Want helped back to
bed?"


 


"I'm fine."


 


 


"Okay." He kissed Natasha, who smiled. "We've
got to have a weekend off." He looked at Coulson.


 


"I don't believe we're going to be giving in to this
demand and I'm fairly certain that if they should try, their current problems
are going to be magnified by a SHIELD up their ass." He stared at Barney.


 


"Still just the messenger."


 


"Yes, but you're wearing a wire and an earwhig."


 


"They're not saying anything."


 


"Hmm. I'll take this to Captain Rogers for you but I
doubt he'll do more than be cheered up enough to laugh." Barney shivered.
Bucky stomped in. "Agent Barnes, how are you this morning?"


 


"I was sleeping in and having really nice dreams about
dancing girls," he said blandly. He stared at the bad guy. "What did
his idiots want this time?"


 


"Us to stop the Avengers initiative and hand over all
their tech."


 


"Huh, yeah," he snorted. "That'll never
happen and we'll destroy your people."


 


Dawn grinned. "I have just the perfect thing for
that."


 


Bucky stared at her. "You're pregnant."


 


"Doesn't mean I'm helpless, Bucky."


 


"Yes it does. Lay there like a good little woman."
She shot a bolt of power at him, making him yelp. "No magic,
Summers."


 


She smiled sweetly. "Yay? I'm still battle warmed
up."


 


"We can fix that," Natasha said. "As I'm not
going to hear the complaints in the office."


 


"I'll do the rest of that audit paperwork when the
power's back on," Dawn quipped.


 


"They would appreciate that. Pepper has no idea what it
is."


 


"They walked me through it the first time."


 


Clint stared at her. "Paperwork is not part of
bedrest."


 


"Yes it is or they'll never leave. We'll have the same
stuff due in June when I go into labor."


 


"Yay!" he shot back. "Do they really need
it?"


 


"They're the government, Clint. How much paperwork does
SHIELD run on?" she shot back sarcastically.


 


"A lot."


 


"Multiply that by this being the IRS."


 


"Never mind," he muttered. "I can't argue
with that."


 


"There's six forms," Natasha said. "They
walked me through one. Pepper was still mystified as to why they needed to know
how we were doing laser research."


 


"Um, no," Dawn said. "They're don't."


 


Natasha pulled up the remaining forms to show her.


 


Dawn looked and shook her head, paging back through what
they've done. She marked a few. "Confiscate those. They're not audit team
forms. They're spy forms." She got up with some help from Clint to do
that. Tsarina and Philip both pouted. "She's got to go save Uncle Tony."


 


"I'll go save Uncle Tony," Clint said.
"Natasha, go back to the couch." He walked off shaking his head.


 


"It's nice my brother's pussy whipped," Barney
joked.


 


Dawn smirked at him. "He may like oral sex but we never
bring whips into it." Barney gaped. Bucky was bright red. Dawn grinned and
shot him with some power. "Never, ever bring harm to my family, my house,
or my work in any form." He shivered but the spell took hold. "You
want lunch, Barney?"


 


"You're an evil bitch."


 


Dawn smiled. "Only when I'm pushed to be. Otherwise I'm
a cuddly, happy, horny, teasing wife sort."


 


"I don't want to hear anything about bikinis,"
Bucky complained.


 


Natasha looked at him. "Why not?"


 


"I saw the pictures from their last vacation."


 


Dawn grinned. "I looked good."


 


 


"No comment, Summers."


 


Dawn looked at Barney again. "Even if I took off that
binding, I'd know. I'd destroy you. I'd destroy *everyone* over my kid and
family and I can do that. Easily." She stared at him. "There's a
reason SHIELD has a protocol for when I finally lose it and snap. Do you want
to be the reason they have to pull that out?"


 


"No," he said. "I saw film from the battle
with Thanos. That was the one in Sunnydale, right?"


 


"Yup. I was there."


 


"That battle killed gods."


 


"Yes it did. Six gods helping with the battle faded for
good and a few more joined with the stream of Creation. They're kinda hanging
out like ascended do."


 


Barney considered that. "You were nearly killed
afterward."


 


"There was an order of monks that wanted to take me out
in case I fell into the wrong hands. I'm told very few are still living."


 


He nodded slowly. "How did you survive that since you
were slinging power like your buddy Xander did?"


 


"I'm good." She stared at him. "I wasn't even
as trained then. I only had self-defense and some minor spell research under my
belt then. Romania taught me things like how to escape. Nothing like spy
skills. Then I got some refined training afterward." Barney slumped. She
smiled. "If you're willing to not be a painful blight and hurt the family,
you're welcome without being a messenger. After all, not everyone in the family
is all that light. There's people that consider me downright evil because I
have magic. Including some of the native magic users because I use it to defend
others instead of things like healing and doing earth-centric spells."


 


Barney nodded. "I'll remember you're the dangerous
one."


 


"No, that's Natasha." She grinned. "She's
very dangerous and very hot doing it."


 


"Yes, she is," Barney said then cleared his
throat. "My bosses think you're a society chick."


 


"Your bosses have no idea about me, Barney Barton.
Either they can't do a background check or they think coming into being in
Sunnydale was a picnic. I learned survival before I learned much of anything
else. Especially watching my sister and her friends go out to hunt every single
night."


 


 


He shivered. "That's freaky shit."


 


Dawn nodded. "Yes, it is. But it has to be done and she
got the destiny download."


 


"Oh." He considered that. "You hang out with
gods."


 


"I hang out with normal guys too. Xander was my
sister's friend and backup before he ascended. That's more recent."


 


He considered that, looking at Coulson. "Mine as well.
We are well trained though. We have ways of taking extreme training when we
wanted to."


 


"I guess."


 


"Asgard time runs faster," Dawn quipped with a
grin.


 


"Huh." He stared at her. "You mess up my
brother and I'll still kill you. Arrow to the black little heart you
have."


 


"My heart's a huge target but it's not that dark. It's
very full of some people's names. Though, thank you for the blessing and the
shovel talk." She stood up to kiss him on the cheek. "Remember, I'm a
mistress of poisons and I can make *anything* you touch, you eat, you drink
poisonous anytime I want." She patted him on the chest, shorting out his
wire. "And I can do it from the couch if you fuck with the family. Family
should always come above everything."


 


"Sometimes it's not like that," he sneered.


 


"Sometimes, but that doesn't mean you have to follow
along. I never knew you were a majorette, following a drum major's beat while
twirling the shiny thing for the crowds." She stared into his eyes.
"Leaders, drum majors, set a beat that others follow."


 


"Plenty follow me, Princess."


 


"Only Clint gets away with that name." She stared
at him. He shivered. "This family is sacred and if you want to do more
than stare from the cheap seats, you're welcome to. Until you move against the
family. Then, well, ejector seats are the least of your worries. If I can throw
the Hulk all the way to Jupiter what can I do to you?" she said very
quietly. He shuddered. "Understood?" He nodded. "Deal?"


 


"I'd never hurt your kids."


 


"That's only part of the family."


 


"Or the wifey poo."


 


 


"She can kill you and if you did try to hurt her, I'd
make it messy," Dawn admitted. "I did the last one. There's a guy in
Bolivia who's still telling myths about how bad the damage I did to his brother
was. He only had Natasha tied to a chair and Clint being mildly flogged. He
came down after a half-hour but I hadn't studied how to properly throw things
magically then."


 


"I heard about that," he admitted, backing up.


 


She smiled. "He had what was mine and I consider the
family sacred territory."


 


"I understand. We'll never be a Hallmark family like
yours."


 


Dawn snorted. "We're far from it. The last family
dinner we had was interrupted by an attack of zombies, Barney." Barney
whimpered, shaking his head. "Which I helped take out. Bruce had a lot of
fun with them." She grinned.


 


"I get that," he decided, walking around that chair.
"Been charming, Dawn, other sister-in-law." He nodded and left.


 


Coulson looked at Dawn and pointed at the couch. She sat
down and cuddled with Natasha again. "If you don't poison him I can."
He went back to the main office, handing over the letter. "They had Barney
Barton show up as a messenger of doom again." He walked off.


 


"Is Dawn okay?" Joyce called.


 


"She got the point through that going against her
family was always a tragic idea," he said with a slight grin at her.
"He understands now." She shivered. "She handled the earlier
attack while Philip was in the safe room as well. I'm still not sure who they
were." He went to check on that. They should have names by now.
"Secreva...." A list of names was held up. "Thank you." He
looked at it. "The same ones that she turned into mice in her
vision." He took it to Steve, who'd share it with Stark anyway. His
reading on Stark had him throwing a raging fit at someone. He'd interrupt but
Callia was trying to get him calmed down.


 


***


 


"Daddy, please!" Callia shouted. "If they're
bad guys we can have them arrested! If you kill them we lose you to jail and I
can't help the others learn about science good enough! Stepmom would gladly
arrest them for the spying stuff!"


 


"Callia, go get your other mother," Tony said
impatiently. "Let me handle this."


 


 


She pulled out something Andrew had helped her design,
shooting the freeze ray at him. "No!" She stared at him. "I'm
not losing you to prison! I can't teach my siblings enough about science
without your help since I'm still learning! Therefore you won't get to kill
them for being spies!" She stared at the stunned stupid spies. "As
for you...." 


 


Someone stomped in. "Mommy, no! He was going to kill
them and I'm not losing him to jail!" She glared at the spies. "You should
be very glad that Auntie Dawn isn't here." They all nodded, backing away
from her. "You have a choice of turning yourself in or I'm going to turn
into a Summers woman instead of a Stark. You have about microns to decide
because it's not going to happen around me." One laughed nervously but
they didn't move or even flinch. "Fine," she said. "Attack mode!
Spies!" she shouted.


 


Pepper flinched as all the Roombas rolled in shooting lasers
that were more powerful than they usually saw. There seemed to be dozens more
than there should be too. Suddenly the conference room ceiling deployed
pinpoint lasers that were more than able to disable or kill the supposed audit
team. Callia pulled out her new ray gun she had helped to develop with
Jonathan's help. "You had your fucking chance, pity," Callia said,
staring at them. "You done fucked up." Pepper let out a squeak.
"Aren't you glad I'm a great Summers woman of the true legacy?" She
shot one that was trying to escape. He screamed and went down.


 


"ENOUGH!" Pepper shouted, finally shaking off the
shock. "Callia, reset them! Herd them only! And unfreeze your father,
Young Lady, because we're *so* having a discussion in a few minutes."


 


"I'm not losing daddy to killing them!" she
shouted back. "Fuck it, they can be toasty!"


 


"Sit!" Pepper ordered with a point. "I'll be
damned if you're going to turn into your aunt." Callia looked upset.
"Sometime in the future it may be necessary, this is not. We can have them
arrested."


 


"I offered."


 


"Sit!" She pointed again. She did and the Roombas
moved to herd the people into a corner. "JARVIS....."


 


"I've already alerted her grandmother and Captain
Rogers. Her grandmother is moaning because she tried to keep Dawn from that
sort of incidence all too often but she knew where she got it from. She said
her aunt was the same way. Captain Rogers is beaming over with a few agents
now, Pepper."


 


"Thank you! Tell Andrew and Jonathan I'd like to know
what else they did with our buildings and the security system please?"


 


Callia waved a hand with a snort. "They helped me with
the designs but I built them, Mommy Pepper. It's my building too because my
name's on the front. Therefore we're all going to be very safe from all bad
guys." Pepper gaped at her. She was still staring in horror at her daughter
when Steve stomped in. "Hi, Stepmom! You might want to get Mommy Pepper
sitting down before she collapses."


 


Steve helped Pepper into an undamaged seat. "Unfreeze
your father." He took a moment to look at the scene. Apparently he
*really* needed to ask Jonathan and Andrew what they were teaching the kids.


 


"Yup, sometime today." He glared. She huffed but
hit the unfreeze switch. "It'll take an hour."


 


"Fine. That'll give us time to move them to a cell and
this to a more private location for the yelling you're in for."


 


"I gave them a choice of turning themselves in or me
becoming a true Summers woman. They didn't want to turn themselves in."


 


Pepper glared. "We're having a *long* talk,
daughter."


 


"Yes, Mommy," she sighed. She petted the Roombas.
"Good job, guys. You guys did just what Andrew and Jonathan programmed you
to do. Very good job!" They all got pets and she pulled some dirt from
outside for them to clean up as a treat. "Go home." They zipped off
to report to their real masters. Steve was still staring at them. "That's
why we have an army of Roombas?" she offered.


 


"Uh-huh. Where did the ceiling lasers come from?"
he asked.


 


"Andrew and Jonathan helped me design things but I
thought the building needed more security because of the bad guys and people
like Uncle Clint's brother. Therefore, I took charge of it because it's my name
on the building too. So we're all safer." She grinned.


 


The AI butted in. "Miss Potts, I have someone bringing
you some tea. It'll be about two minutes if you'll please calm down."
Pepper glared at the ceiling. "You could use the calming down and the
liquid. You're a bit dehydrated because the dehumidifier is set too high yet
again. I've adjusted that back down no matter what Shield Design wants. They
can up theirs for their space and not the rest of ours. Here's your tea and a
muffin as well." The cafeteria worker handed them over with a smile.


 


"Thank you," Pepper said quietly. "Very
nicely fixed for me." She nodded and went back to work. "JARVIS, make
a note to give her a fifty dollar tip for that good service," she said,
taking a sip of the tea. It was steeped just how she liked it, it had sugar but
no milk. She sipped until she was calmer. She might not beat her daughter to
death after all.


 


Tony started to shift. He was still very upset. His face
wasn't unfrozen yet but the glare he was leveling at his eldest child was as
good as a shout.


 


 


"Callia, help your father to our suite," Pepper
ordered. "By hand." She nodded, helping him with two of the security
guards. Pepper sighed and dug into her muffin. She needed the calming down
time.


 


Steve looked at the lasers that were still out then at
Pepper. "Was Tony like this?"


 


"If he had known about them, maybe. Though I doubt
Howard would've let him do this."


 


"Not like Tony got told."


 


"True, which I'm sure they're going to have a long talk
about as well." They shared a look. "She did turn into Dawn."


 


"Actually, Dawn turns into the original Raven that I
met all too often. She had that same 'frick this stuff' thing going on whenever
she had to get into a fight." He looked around again then at her.
"I'm proud."


 


"I'm very proud she managed it but I'm still going to
beat her."


 


"Yeah, she does deserve a good spanking at the very
least this time." He put his hands in his pockets and looked around.
"How did we find out they were spies?"


 


"Dawn looked at the forms we hadn't been able to figure
out and spotted it." She finished her muffin and tossed out the disposable
plate and cup before standing up. "Are we calm enough?"


 


"No. No I'm not." They both looked around the room
again. "She never mentioned lasers to us."


 


"I haven't heard anything and Tony would've bragged.
Rodney?"


 


"Landing later this afternoon."


 


"We'll check to see if he knew. I'm sure Andrew and
Jonathan are hiding like hell at the moment."


 


"I believe they went to hide on Atlantis," JARVIS
said. "The city is about to land in under an hour." They went to talk
to their precious, precocious, overly smart big girl. Though she might be
hiding by now as well. Joyce was there having a quiet discussion with her about
what had happened and what she had done. Including what the lasers would've
done. Joyce clearly thought Callia didn't understand that they'd harm the spies
but they were sure she knew that.


 


 


Tony finally unstiffened fully, flexing his fingers and toes
to check. He looked over. "Joyce, people, I'd like to talk to my daughter
alone for a minute please." They stared at him. That was not the usual
Tony Stark. That was a beyond livid Tony Stark. You only saw him in that mood
when his people were attacked. Pepper pulled Steve and Joyce out to talk about
punishments for such things if Tony didn't disown her and kill her. He stared
at his daughter, pointing in front of him.


 


"I'm still not losing you to jail, Dad." He pointed
again so she stood up and walked over to stand in front of him.


 


He stared at her for a moment, calculating what was in her
too big brain. "You are in so deep it is not funny," he said quietly,
making her flinch. "Thank you for upping our security system, but you know
better."


 


"It's my building too!"


 


"Not yet it's not. As I got told, until the head Stark
steps down, the baby Starks have to prove themselves worthy." She flinched
again. "Which you have," he admitted. He let out a bitter sounding
laugh. "If I had known half of what you know about I might've done the
same thing and gotten my ass beaten then sent away to school for good."
She stared at him. He stared back. "I was not going to kill them."


 


"Bullshit."


 


"Swear at me again," he offered, making her back
down. He took a calming breath. "As of this moment, you are in serious
trouble and if they press charges there's not much we can do about it."


 


"Why would they? They're the bad guys."


 


"Yes, but you weren't doing it for self defense so
therefore they can charge you with assault, Daughter." She shuddered,
sitting on the coffee table. He hauled her back to her feet. "This isn't a
sitting discussion." He stared at her. "You are ten."


 


"I know that."


 


"What you did was not a job for a ten-year-old."


 


"If you had killed them, you would've went to
jail." 


 


"So can you."


 


"No, I'm a kid, they'd send me to juvie or
therapy." Tony stared at her. "Even without the name. Plus I'd
probably get an offer from at least one group to work for them, probably from
the SG teams."


 


"Are you counting on that?"


 


"No. I didn't think they could charge me. That
probability came up when you mentioned it."


 


 


He nodded once. "Why did you think that was the right
thing to do?"


 


"Because I'm not losing you to jail," she said simply,
staring at him. "I can't teach the siblings about science. I'm still
learning!"


 


"I'm still learning."


 


She huffed. "Not the point, Dad. If something happens
to you, I'm good but Chris and Liz and the new one aren't. They're never going
to learn about science or life or anything if you're not there. The Moms can
help with that but we're Starks and just like you. We don't see things the same
way as normal brained people do. Hell, I confuse you and Uncle Rodney all the
time because I'm not always a Stark and I see things sometimes like Auntie Dawn
or Grandma do!"


 


He blinked at her. "It's not really that
different."


 


"Yes it is. When you see a rock, you know what sort of
rock it is, what it's made of, whether or not it has a worth or is something
you can use in the lab. At a second level you evaluate it based on 'what if
there's a fight'." He nodded slowly. "I do the same thing but then I
also see it as is it a historical rock, does it have some sort of ritual
significance, does it have meaning for being *there* instead of ten feet
over." Tony slumped, staring at her. "I think that has to come from
Grandma's people."


 


"Probably," Steve said as he walked in. "That
was very much like Joyce's great-aunt when she was looking around the world and
explaining things to people." He sat beside Tony. "You're ten."


 


"I do know how to count, yes," she admitted.


 


"You're being paddled anyway, add onto it," Steve
offered, staring at her.


 


"I'm not going to lose Dad. I'm a good Stark and in the
future I'll be a great Stark, but I'm not yet and it's going to take a great
Stark to keep my siblings under control and teach them how to be great Starks
too. It takes a great Stark to keep the company moving forward, and I'm growing
into it but I'm not there yet."


 


"You are," Tony agreed quietly, staring at her.
"I wasn't going to kill them."


 


"Dad, a repulsor blast at that level of closeness
would've killed them." She stared at him. "Even turned on half
strength." Tony slumped again, considering that. "We can't lose you.
I wasn't aware they could try to charge me for that but if so I'll handle it
and make the judge see I was being protective of my family and my legacy."


 


"You're still being spanked," Steve assured her.
"If you're charged, we'll handle it as it rolls. You're not going to use
your name to get out of things."


 


 


"No, I'd never do that. I might use my genius to avoid
going to juvie but I'd never use the family name. You'll need that for the
really violent one in the family, Liz."


 


"She is not," Steve complained.


 


She stared at him. "Yes she is. There's a reason the
guards won't grab her. She's been kicking everyone." Tony rolled his eyes.
"She has! Ask them if you don't believe me."


 


"She got me yesterday and I stopped that problem."


 


"Yeah, she moved to biting," she shot back.
"She's mean. She's kinda mean to my animals sometimes too."


 


"We'll be stopping that," Tony assured her calmly
and quietly. He stared at his daughter. "I want to know every single
little thing you've been working on with who you were being helped by. I want
to know every single modification you've made to the building. I want plans,
construction and testing notes. You're going to be spanked for this, because I
agree that this is too big for grounding or a report. You're also no longer
allowed to be in the lab by yourself because apparently I haven't been paying
enough attention," he finished bitterly.


 


"Dad, how can you pay attention to what I'm doing when
half the time I'm tinkering in the middle of the night when I can't
sleep?" she asked. "Even you have to sleep sometime. I didn't
purposely not tell you but you never asked if I liked lasers. You never wanted
to know what Andrew and Jonathan were helping me learn how to do."


 


"I should've asked," he agreed. "Did your
aunt?"


 


"We had a talk about being careful with things that
could hurt people back when I was planning the anti-kidnaping Pepper belt. She
told me how much things like the laser I put on it could hurt people and
explained how bad that could be."


 


"Why didn't she tell us?" Steve asked.


 


"She did mention that we had a talk about my designing
weapons at my age and experience level."


 


"She did," Tony agreed. "I agreed it was the
right thing to do since you were looking to follow me into it." He stared
at her. "I'm not disappointed that you built them, even without me
knowing. I'm disappointed that you felt you had to hide it. I'm disappointed
that you decided to take over an adult job earlier and used one against me. I
consider that fairly evil, daughter." She moaned, staring at him. "Not
even your aunt tried that move."


 


"I'm sorry, Daddy, but I can't lose you."


 


"Not the point. You had other methods, including going
for help, which is a kid hero's job. Not to freeze her father."


 


"I had to stop you."


 


"You did not. It is not your job to stop an adult from
doing anything beyond harming yourself or another kid you're with." He
stared at her. "I don't know how to get that through your brain, Callia.
Maybe we've treated like you were a miniature adult for too long."


 


"No...." she said, staring at him. "Liz bit
someone the other day because they were leering at Chris's skates. They were a
reporter so I made her rinse out her mouth really well in case she got cooties
from them."


 


Tony snorted. "Not cute." She sat down again. He
hauled her back up. She stared at him. "We are not done yet."


 


"Yes, sir."


 


He shuddered. "Steve, please work on my precious
offspring's common sense. She has an hour to get me everything I ordered her to
bring to me." Steve nodded, walking Callia to another room to talk to her
so Tony could calm himself down before he beat the crap out of her. Howard
floated in. "Dad, out. Now."


 


"Son..."


 


"Father," he growled without looking up.


 


"You're doing the right thing bringing her ego
down," Howard said.


 


Tony stared at him. "I'm not worried about her ego. I'm
worried about her life at the moment. Thanks though." Howard flinched
backward, floating into a door. "Go. Away." His father went to talk
to the boys but they weren't in their labs. Their wives had their labs blocked
from him. Most of the labs were blocked from him entering them. He went to the
cafeteria but no one. The library was the same way. Tony got up to pace and
mentally rant. He almost called Dawn but he didn't want to make her show up to
scream at his child for him again. They were doing a good enough job of that.
Clint stormed in. "Bit late, Barton," he said bitterly.


 


Clint stared at him. "I saw the mess. You good?"


 


"I'm mad at myself for not seeing her doing this, and
I'm proud, but I want to beat her to death."


 


"I think that last one's a pretty universal thing if
she had something to do with the lasers."


 


Tony nodded, pacing in the other direction. "More
than."


 


"What happened?"


 


"Barton, I'm about to vent," Tony said harshly,
staring at him. "I don't want to vent on you."


 


"Better you vent on me so you figure out what you want
to scream at the kid then venting on her and saying something you don't want to
that'll haunt you forever." He stared at him. "What happened?"
Tony did indeed vent. By the end he was calmer and he stomped into Callia's
room to yell at her. Clint went to check on Pepper. She was a tiny bit more
calm so he helped her calm down and walked her back to the apartment. The Stark
International spokesperson showed up to ask what she wanted in the statement.
There was a huge reporter contingent outside. Pepper gave him some brief facts
and let him sculpt it. Clint followed to make sure none of the leeches tried to
sneak in. They had tried in the past.


 


The spokesman looked at the group. "People." They
stared at him, though a few were staring at Clint. "He's here to make sure
you don't breech security again." He cleared his throat. "Earlier it
was found that the audit team the IRS sent was made up of industrial spies. Due
to that information, we deployed appropriate security defenses to capture them,
though a few were a bit stronger than Mr. Stark or Miss Potts expected."
He looked around again. "Everyone's fine and the spies trying to get
information were taken into custody of SHIELD."


 


One of them nodded. "That's great but we're not here
about that. Agent Barton?" Clint gave her a dirty look from behind his
sunglasses. "We heard your house was attacked?" He nodded once.
"Is Dawn all right? We know she's on bed rest."


 


"She's fine. Philip and the cats are fine. They were
all home. Dawn handled a lot of it." They stared. "Philip was safely
hidden during it."


 


"Why? Was it related to the spies?"


 


"Not that we know of. We know that they were some
agents and others who were against Dawn being a free woman. Some of the
conscription sort. They may be related, we're looking into that."


 


"We heard rumors that someone used artillery,"
another said.


 


"Dawn grabbed something she was fixing for
Natasha," Clint said dryly. "Then the fire department was phenomenal
and had a great response time. So did SWAT and LAPD." He crossed his arms
over his chest. "If we had been there, Dawn would've hidden with
Philip."


 


"Then some came back?" the first reporter asked.


 


"One that was still there tried something and it was
handled for her since she was resting again," he said bluntly.


 


"Does Dawn really have artillery around the
house?" the SI spokesman asked.


 


Clint smirked at him. "That's ours for emergencies.
Dawn was fixing that piece for it. She's good at fixing broken wires."


 


"Oh, that's great."


 


"Why doesn't SHIELD keep a storage of weapons?"
one of the other reporters asked.


 


"They do, doesn't mean we're always near a base when
things happen," Clint pointed out.


 


"Oh," they mostly agreed.


 


"Your other spouse hasn't really been seen recently
outside of some meditation and lamaze classes, which we don't see Dawn at
sometimes. Might there be another announcement?"


 


Clint stared at that really brave person. "If you want
to ask Natasha if she's pregnant, you go right ahead," he said then walked
off looking smug.


 


"Probably not," she admitted. "I like my
parts working and she's a bit mean." The others nodded. They went to stake
out the lamaze center. They had class that night and usually the trio went to
that one together. 


 


***


 


John got with the spotter on the angle of their descent,
gently touching her down without causing a huge wave disruption. He sighed.
"And we're down," he reported over the intercom. The whole base
cheered. He put the city back into city mode, it was no use wearing out the
cloaking when everyone already knew about her. 


 


"The City of San Francisco wants us to please move ten
degrees further out of the shipping lanes," Chuck said.


 


John sat back down to move her to where they wanted her.
That was safer and she was sheltered by one of the islands off her port side.
That kept them from the shipping lanes and the ferry lane. He parked her and
dropped anchor. "We're here."


 


"Good job," General O'Neill said over the
intercom. "City, prepare for an inspection tomorrow for damage and to
start leaves. Good job, people, and welcome back to warm weather."


 


 


"Thank you, sir," John said. He walked up to the
command center, stretching on the way. "Okay, people, any damage from the
flight back beyond the small one we had to pause to fix when the container
broke?"


 


"All city sections reporting clear, sir," Chuck
said. "The city would like us to rotate about two percent starboard to
better shield us."


 


"No can do. Rocks would rip up the underside if we move
more than one percent." He sent that back and they said they'd handle it.
John looked at Rodney. Then at the two geeks cowering behind Rodney. "What
did you two do?" They babbled at him. John walked off shaking his head.
"Go get us stuff to celebrate, boys." They rushed off to do that.


 


"I'll email Stark in a few minutes," Rodney
assured him. "The city is enjoying playing with their kids."


 


"That's great." Because it meant he wasn't being
babbled at by future geniuses at the moment. The adult ones were bad enough
about that and you couldn't understand half of what they said. The baby ones
you couldn't understand at all and they babbled faster. He smiled and went to
his office to look things over. The general appeared so he saluted and handed
over the paperwork he had due.


 


"Just what I wanted, Sheppard," he said dryly,
tucking them into his jacket pocket. "We all good?" John nodded.
"Turning it some?"


 


"Rocks, sir."


 


"Okay." Jack called that back. They agreed it
wasn't right to scrape her up to move her inches out of the way of possible side
trails. They could route ships a bit over instead. They all settled in to calm
down and shed the winter gear again. Though a few of the Marines were pouting
because they missed their moaning lake monster. Everyone on the city settled in
to throw a 'we're home' party and call their families.


 


***


 


Dawn showed up at lamaze with Natasha but not Clint. He
showed up a few minutes later from Stark. The lurking reporters didn't get a
good image of Natasha so they were still frustrated. Though Dawn did look a bit
thin.... there might be a story there.


 


Dawn came out in the middle of the class to glare at them.
"I'm not underweight, people! Really! It's the outfit!" They huffed.
"Shoo! You're bothering the other pregnant women with mood swings and
me." They mostly fled. She stared at the other ones, one foot tapping.
They backed off slowly and carefully, then headed to bother other important
people. Dawn went back inside, smiling at the applause. "It's kinda
annoying. They don't need to stalk me." She sat down and got back to the
breathing exercises.


 


Natasha and Clint smiled, helping each other. The midwife
came over with a smile. "Clint, get some hands on time helping Dawn
breathe too," she said quietly. "Natasha probably won't be much help
since she's due at the same time."


 


He nodded. "Good point. We're bringing our backup in
soon." She smiled at that, patting him on the shoulder. He shifted between
his girls to help them through this. Dawn was wincing so he checked her over,
leaning over to rub her stomach. "Shh, Alexina. It's all good," he
soothed. The baby calmed down and Dawn's back cramp did too. Natasha's was just
starting so he worked on that. He motioned the midwife over, letting her check
them. "Back cramps."


 


"Hmm. Not great but we can work on that. On your sides,
ladies, whichever is more comfortable." They did that and she showed Clint
how to handle those on Natasha's back cramps. Both ladies relaxed and Dawn fell
asleep under Clint's hands. She smiled. She showed him where he was not to
touch and the major problem areas. He nodded he got it and they could do those
at home. Another woman in the room gasped and held her stomach.
"Coming." She got up and walked over to feel her stomach. "Aww,
your first pain. Breathe, come on." She panted, gripping her hands
tightly. "Breathe," she ordered a bit more firmly. The woman finally
calmed down. "Okay, time it." She noted the time and whimpered,
looking at her female friend - she had stated loudly that they were best
friends and not girlfriends. When the next one started, they made note and
helped her through it then they went home to start the preparations.


 


Dawn woke up with a snorfle, blinking around.
"Sorry." She got up and pushed back her hair.


 


"It's all right, Dawn. Most mothers kitten nap for the
last trimester." They got back to the guided breathing exercises. Then
they settled in to talk about past birth experiences. The new parents had some
good questions the more experienced answered. Though a few frowned at Dawn for
having drugs with Philip.


 


Clint looked at one. "With her gifts, we all felt it.
We all liked the pain killers." The most scowling one calmed down.


 


"Each woman has her own needs during labor," the
midwife reminded them. "Some want medicine, some don't. In Dawn's last
case she had been in labor for three days. It was helpful."


 


"And it still nearly lasted all day," Dawn agreed.
"Ten hours after I got to the birthing center."


 


"Ow," one of the younger mothers said, holding her
stomach. "Is there a faster way of doing it?" They all shook their heads.
"Can you tell which you'll be?"


 


 


"It depends on the baby and the shape you're in, plus
how many times you've done this," the midwife said. "Sometimes even
the later ones come with problems and you end up in longer labor with them. I
had one that didn't make it the twenty miles to the hospital with her first one
but her second took almost a week from the first pain, four days of it after
she went into full labor." They all nodded at that. "Lamaze is to
give you a focus, something to calm you and help you through all that. The
breathing is to help you focus more and to give you a way to keep calm. The
breathing can help you ignore the pain. Every woman is different and each birth
situation is different. I had one last week that tried to come out sideways."
They all smiled at that. "Okay?" They nodded. "Practice your
calming techniques and your meditation. Most of you are near the due date
within a few weeks." They nodded, bundling up to go home. She looked at
Dawn. "You could've had a doula."


 


"I considered it but I'm not sure that would've calmed
me down. I had Pepper."


 


She smiled. "She's a great mother stand-in. I've talked
to your OB there and they said you're doing good and they'll gladly take over
when you get out there. Have you picked a center on this coast in case you go
while you're still out here?" Dawn pulled out her tablet to show her.
"That's a good one. IV drugs instead of an epidural?" Dawn nodded.
"That's reasonable. All sound plans. Hopefully this time there won't be a
major action while you're in labor." She smiled at Natasha. "Have you
worked out your birth plans?" She slowly shook her head. "Go over
Dawn's and make some decisions. You can register them with your OB and the
hospital so they know what you want if something's going on." She nodded.
"We can go over any ideas you might have next class if you want."


 


"I can do that."


 


"Good. I'll see you guys in a few days. We'll arrange
for the backup people to show up soon." They packed up and went home to
relieve their babysitter. 


 


***


 


Clint stared at the gathered people. Stark, Bucky, Phil,
Steve. "Okay. We're coming up on less than four months before due dates.
There's only three calls out to get Nat's kid and a few more to get
Dawn's." They all nodded. "There's two calls to get Cap's future
hellion." Bucky grimaced but nodded he knew that. "We have a few
points to consider and make plans. Like when are we going back to New
York?"


 


"End of April," Tony said. "Just in
case."


 


"Okay. Dawn's got an OB on that coast."


 


"Pepper's found one and they've been talking,"
Steve agreed. "They all like the same birthing center as long as it hasn't
gotten bad." Tony nodded at that. "They have security?"


 


 


"Some," Clint said. "They're used to those
who have security details." That got another nod. A faster one from Bucky.
"Did you get the security specs?"


 


"I have. What're you going to do if they go
together?"


 


"Dawn talked to them and they said they've pulled in a
second bed when lesbian couples have went at the same time," Clint said.
"So that'll work for mine." Everyone smiled. "Pepper can have
the next room. Dawn's labor plan doesn't have anything like a water birth.
Nat's not made hers yet." He looked at Steve and Tony.


 


"Pepper's pretty much the usual style with limited
drugs," Steve said. "I had to have that explained to me."


 


"Nat too. She's working on it now. I know they do have
water birth rooms there if anyone ends up that way." He looked at Bucky
and Phil. "Lamaze?"


 


"Tapes," Bucky said.


 


"I tried that last time. I had no idea what I was
doing. It's very meditative, Barnes. Come with us next time. You can handle
whichever I'm not working with. Then Coulson can switch off."


 


"I've been to lamaze with Tara," Phil said.
"Some of them."


 


"This one does a lot of the meditative work with the
class and does teach massage practicals if necessary." Steve grinned, he
had done one of those last time. "Also, the press has been haunting the
clinic."


 


"Too bad we have to put up with them," Tony joked.


 


"Dawn did a concealment charm for Natasha when she
asked." Phil smirked at that, sipping his coffee. "Do we have any
prior notice of a possible attack there?" No one said anything. "So
we just have to worry about them trying for the kids once they're born. Okay,
for now, we need a deployment on how to get them there if it's necessary. Last
time Dawn took a cab and I did not like that."


 


"Hell, she pulled me halfway across the city,"
Tony complained.


 


"This time no one should have to," Clint said with
a grin. "Because I'm not going to be out shooting anything unless it's
another invasion."


 


"I'm hoping we don't," Steve said. "Pepper's
last one was calmer."


 


"Dawn got called to a local hospital last night when a
lady went into labor and the kid came out magically active and glowy,"
Clint told them. "We know Tara's going to be on hand to help with that
with Alexina."


 


 


"That's a pretty name," Phil said. "Not quite
Xander's." Clint grinned. "Alexina...."


 


"Idella. And before she can do anything it's still a
Summers. I heard if we hadn't shown up Philip would've been a Summers-Barton."
He rolled his eyes and shook his head.


 


Tony grinned. "Maeve Lilith is going to be a...."
He looked at Steve.


 


"Rogers? Can we name all the kids the same?"


 


"Sure, they can all be Starks," Tony said with a
grin.


 


"Liz is a Potts."


 


"Rogers works for us if you want it to," Tony
reminded him.


 


"Thanks." He looked at Clint. "Is it that
important?"


 


"Prior planning saves problems," Clint and Phil
said in unison.


 


"Good point. What if they all go in at the same
time?" Clint pointed at Phil and Bucky. "That's good. I hate seeing
Pepper in pain. Who's watching the kids?"


 


"If we're in New York and there's no issues going on,
either Beya or Joyce," Clint said. "She's gotten over that thing from
last time."


 


"Good," Tony said, shifting to cross his legs.
"Are you pre-packing a bag with weapons?"


 


"Yup. Nat's going to have a backpack and a pillow.
Dawn's going to have a small gym bag. I'll have another one with a few extra
weapons and ammo."


 


"Bag?" Bucky asked.


 


"Things to wear home, things to wear after the birth
like jammies. Pads. Things to do." He pulled up the list on his phone,
handing it over. "That's the one we got from the midwife."


 


He looked it over. "Pepper's?" he asked Stark.


 


"She's got the standard clothes and things to do. It's
already packed and sitting on her shoe rack in case she has a new problem and
goes early. All we'd have to add is her tablet and her iPod."


 


Bucky handed the phone back. "Do most women really
bring all that?"


 


 


"Yeah, for maybe three days in the hospital,"
Clint said. "Sometimes only a day and a half."


 


"Tara forgot hers with the twins," Phil said.
"I had to bring it in."


 


"Sanitary.... Why?" Bucky asked.


 


"Because they don't automatically unstretch," Tony
said dryly. "Tampons would get lost. Huge ass mess for the first few
days."


 


Bucky shuddered. "I don't need to see that."


 


"You shouldn't have to," Steve said. "She's
usually able to handle that herself."


 


"Good!" Bucky looked at Clint. "I'll work on
quick, quiet, non-noticed driving paths for the rush there."


 


"Usually not so much a rush. They usually get there a
few hours beforehand," Tony said. "They just have a lot of labor on
the way." He shifted again.


 


"Okay, so three quick driving routes," Bucky said.
"The one here?"


 


"Dawn's picked one. Natasha's considering. Her OB told
her it was time to start lamaze and when she said she had been going with Dawn
he almost sneered at the meditative approach. Nat nearly took his head off with
her knees since she was mid-exam."


 


"How did Dawn's last one go?" Tony asked.
"I'm asking as a totally nosy step-parent for her."


 


"She's fine. We did a quick check when the cramps got
noted. She's got her next official visit next week. Secreva put me on desk duty
because I nearly slugged someone the other day for suggesting that Natasha's
wasn't mine." He shrugged and grinned. "They had it coming
though."


 


"At least we've seen a lot fewer problems coming for
Dawn," Steve said.


 


"Yeah, I'm damn happy at that and it proved who was
behind some of it," Clint agreed. "Not one poisoning yet."


 


"There was one attempt but it was stopped by Dawn
smelling it," Phil said. "That bakery." Clint shook his head
with a groan. Phil looked at Stark. "The littler, female you?"


 


"Still so very much in trouble for the other day,"
Tony said. "She's still having a fit that I kicked her out of her lab and
am making her use mine with me so I can be a bit more observant."


 


Steve patted his hand. "Tony, even if you had been in
the lab with her she still might not have told you that she put lasers in any
public area's ceiling. She did a lot of that in her room at night."


 


"I know. I still feel like I'm the worst parent
ever." He shifted again. "She had some impressive ideas and sent some
of them to Rodney for Atlantis in case they get pirates or something. He sent
back that he was not all that amused until I sent him tape of that fight. Then
he promised he would push to get her taken into his lab as punishment if
someone charged her."


 


"I'm sure they won't be," Clint said. "They
haven't yet. Bad things happen to bad guys to quote my wife."


 


"I heard a few of your wife's quotes coming from
her."


 


"I saw that tape," Clint said. "I showed it
to Dawn. They had a *long* talk last night about two when Callia woke up again.
Your daughter now knows when she's to be a Summers woman and most of the time
it's not until she's eighteen. Or later unless they're being directly attacked.
Dawn said Cal was complaining that she was going over the same things you did.
Dawn said that was good and clearly some things needed to be pounded in better.
I woke up at four and they were still talking over IM."


 


"I saw that when I got up at four," Steve agreed.
"We had a talk after they got done. She knows what she did wrong, Tony,
even if she's pouty that you don't trust her."


 


"Nope, I don't. My building sprouted lasers without me
knowing."


 


"Dawn said she might've used a different last name to
protect her and the others until they were old enough to be formally Starks and
all that entails," Clint said.


 


"I considered that," Tony admitted. "I didn't
like that implication for the Stark name. Then again, Callia's argument was she
was a good Stark but she couldn't help make her siblings into a great Stark
until she turned into one and it took a great Stark to run the company. If I
had to do it again, I might've done it that way. It might've shielded her a bit
more. Maybe made them Potts until they were old enough."


 


"Liz doesn't get near as much coverage as Chris
does," Phil agreed quietly.


 


"Liz is turning mean," Clint said. Bucky nodded
quickly, rubbing a new bruise.


 


Tony nodded. "We're talking to her about it before she
turns into a super villain."


 


"Liz used to be the sweet one. I almost asked Dawn if
she could check her for possessing beings," Bucky complained.


 


 


"That's not a bad idea and I can do that," Phil
said. He finished his coffee. "How are they doing?"


 


"The cats think their stomachs are enhanced napping
spots. They both like to curl up on Natasha but Loki will lay on Dawn's stomach
if she's in the right position. Loki likes to lick Nat's lotion. Tsarina is her
cat so she's always on Nat somewhere. Philip thinks that they're the greatest
toy ever." He smiled. "He gave up music to play with Mommy's belly
last night." Steve grinned. "Nat wanted a concealment charm done because
she was going to get some sun by the pool today."


 


Tony suddenly hopped up. "Let me go help Pepper with
some lotion stuff." He strolled off.


 


Steve grinned at his back then at Clint. "He's going to
miss spoiling her."


 


"So am I," Clint said. "I've gotten in a lot
of spoiling that I wouldn't normally get to do." He looked at Phil.
"When are you two planning on some?"


 


"Few centuries. Jensen's still pouting about being on
the surrogate list."


 


"That'd be a bit weird," Bucky complained.


 


"Better than me carrying it," Phil said.


 


"Dawn told Barney about the choker and creeped him out
by telling him they could knock me up," Clint said with an evil smirk.
"My poor brother went to have a headache." Phil laughed.


 


"That's almost as bad as the migraines caused by Xander
that nearly got us all shut down for the day," Steve complained, going to
pamper Pepper with Tony.


 


"At least she's a good woman that I can
appreciate," Bucky said. "I can't imagine what would've happened if
he had fallen in love with some dame I couldn't stand."


 


"Best friends have had that dilemma for
centuries," Phil said. He looked at Clint. "How are you going to work
it if they're in labor at the same time?"


 


"Them in the same room if possible." He stared at
him. "I don't know. I know there's already been some accusations of
favoritism."


 


"That's why I'm asking," Phil said.


 


"We'll handle it."


 


 


"Okay. Let me know." He nodded. "I still
don't want to see Dawn in that sort of pain but I can do that." He stood
up. "Let me get to work on things that we might need for the birthing
plans." He went back to SHIELD to work on that. Bucky went to make his own
plans and hide from all the cooing and Liz. 


 


Clint went to the Avengers-only gym to get some workout time
in. Liz was in there and pouty. He stared down at her. "What's up, short
stuff?" She kicked him. He swatted her. "I'm not your dad, I won't
put up with it." She kicked at him again so he swatted her again.
"You're acting like a brat." She growled and lunged but he caught her
and put her in a chair, staring down at her. Phil reappeared to check her for
possession, shaking his head. "Feeling left out?"


 


"Mostly. She's insanely jealous of Chris and
Callia." He went to talk to the parents. They had to handle that. Liz was
more than bright enough to hurt people by accident. He waited until the
'licking the belly' moment was done to interrupt. Tony groaned. "She's
jealous."


 


"Liz?" Pepper asked, petting through Tony's hair.
Phil nodded. "Oh, no. Her recent acting out?"


 


"Yes. She's jealous of the time they get to spend with you
guys."


 


"I tried, she hates the lab," Tony said.


 


"So take her to the museum with just you two,"
Phil suggested. "Even I have to split the twins sometimes to take them to
do individual things."


 


"I can do that," Tony said. "Bad?"


 


"Getting there. She did hand Chris back his roller
blades when you took them last time."


 


"That'll be stopped," Steve said. "Anything
else to note?"


 


"She just attacked Clint so he gently swatted her for
it. Then he put her into a chair when she tried for the third time."


 


"I'm not fond of physical correction but she's at the
stage where it needs to happen," Pepper said. "Can you bring her
here?" He went to get her and brought her back. Pepper stared at her.
"It's time for a girl talk, Liz." She pulled her over to sit on the
desk so they could all talk to her. Phil left it to them.


 


***


 


Tony's father faded into view in the lab later that night.
"You would've denied them your name?"


 


 


"If I had thought it'd make them safer and healthier,
plus give them an easier childhood, I would've done it until they broke out in
notice like Callia has or until they were eighteen." He looked at the
ghost of his father. "There's a lot of pressure on kids today and the name
adds a lot to it."


 


"It might mean Callia was doing more normal kid things.
We made you do normal things."


 


"I was doing the same thing. She's the same age I was
when I got that notable distinction award from the engineering competition she
submitted for." Howard stared at him. "If you had been there, it
would've been great, Dad, but you were in Greenland looking for Steve." He
got back to work. "Thankfully Mom was there."


 


"Why didn't you ever tell me any of this?"


 


"Because a parent's supposed to know what their kid,
even their genius kid, is doing. I might've slipped up on that goal between
teaching the others and my own work but she does have mentors who knew what she
was doing. I had Obadiah now and then and you rarely. I mostly did it on my own
without any supervision. She gets a lot more of that than I do."


 


"I guess." Howard thought back. "When did you
get that award?"


 


"While you were in Greenland for the second time, when
I was ten," Tony said dryly.


 


"You were nine."


 


"I was ten. Callia's birthday's not that far from mine,
Dad, and I had just barely turned ten when the award was given," Tony said
patiently. He was impressed with his patience tonight.


 


Howard frowned. "You were still nine."


 


"I was ten, Dad. My birthday was two days before the
award banquet," Tony said, losing a lot of the patience. "Then again,
you might not remember when my birthday was since you never came home from the
show in Detroit to be there for mom."


 


"Men in my day didn't go into the delivery room."
Tony gave him a look. "I wasn't in Detroit." Tony pulled up his
journal to project it. He read and sighed. "I was."


 


"Yeah, you were," Tony said, banishing that
screen. "At least I have a bit better handle on what my daughter's usually
doing."


 


"Low blow, son. I was doing important things."


 


Tony stared at him. "You were *always* doing important
things." He got huffed at. "Get out of my lab, Dad. I don't want an
argument tonight." No movement. "Now."


 


 


"It's my company."


 


"You're dead, Dad. Dead people can't own things. It's
my company now. Get out of my lab!" Howard huffed but left. "And
leave the kids alone!"


 


Steve came in wearing a pair of soft, nearly worn out jeans.
"I don't know how you managed to become so amazing and such a genius when
you didn't get as much time with him," he said, holding Tony.


 


Tony looked back at him. "You're not Steve. Stop it
before I destroy you." Ares changed and smirked. Tony hit him and grabbed
something on his bench to zap him with. "Huh, my daughter's freeze ray
works on gods," he said with an evil smirk.


 


Xander appeared, looking at Ares then at Stark. "I
really should confiscate that for the good of all gods, but I will trust you to
unfreeze him and put that in the safest place you have in case of
emergency."


 


Stark nodded. "Callia made it with Jonathan's
help."


 


"Well, they are geek kings," Xander said dryly,
staring at him.


 


"I'll put it up very safely, Xander."


 


"Thanks. Unfreeze him too please."


 


"He was pretending to be Steve."


 


Xander looked toward Tony's suite. "He's napping on
Pepper's stomach, which is giving her heartburn." He stared at him.
"If someone takes that from you and uses it in a huge battle...."


 


"No, I get that," he promised, taking it to his
safe. Only he could get into it. It was DNA coded and JARVIS knew when he was
allowed to override that. He did unfreeze Ares before locking it in there.


 


"Thanks." He left. Ares could get his own ass out
of trouble this time.


 


Stark stared at the slowly unfreezing god. It did take him
less time than Stark had when he had unfrozen. "My daughter made
that," he said with a grin. Pissing Ares off was almost as good as pissing
Loki off.


 


Ares glared. "She's a menace."


 


"She's my clone."


 


 


"Clearly." He stared at him. "I actually came
in to tell you to quit stressing, that things were going to be fine."


 


"Thanks."


 


"Welcome." He disappeared, going to tell Loki. He
had seen Xander's orders and where it was but he couldn't snatch it from the
safe. Something was blocking it. Loki stared at him. "Callia Stark made
something that froze me."


 


"Like on those stupid movies?" Loki demanded. Ares
nodded. "Where is it? So we can destroy it?" Or use it to further a
plan but he wouldn't say that out loud in case someone was monitoring them
again.


 


"Your son made Stark put it somewhere safely away
before it got used during a battle or something."


 


"Hmm. I don't believe it would be that safe."


 


"I can't snatch it from the safe."


 


Loki went to look, staring at the safe. He was good with
breaking them but not this time. He looked at Stark. "That is a very
dangerous toy she made."


 


"Yup. Which is why it's put up when Xander asked."
He stared at him. "I wouldn't count on me not using it when some of you
piss us off though."


 


Loki smirked. "It's good you're still a bit on my side,
Stark." 


 


"Gotta have a hobby but I don't want to take over the
world. Too much paperwork."


 


"That's why you gather minions," Loki said dryly.


 


"I'd let Dawn do it instead. That way I'm not pulled
from the lab and she'd make a beautiful figurehead that could do a lot of it
without input."


 


Loki burst out laughing. "That may work," he said.
"Gather all the rest of them?"


 


"I will be."


 


"Thank you. There are gods that would use them against
each other as well as against our children. Some of them are very petty."


 


 


"Yeah, I noticed that," Tony said, staring at him.
Loki tipped his head with a smirk and left. "JARVIS, wake up my daughter
please." He headed for her room. Callia was grumpy but she got up to give
him all of those and one other thing she had tinkered into being. It had come
from an aunt idea. It was probably just as dangerous even though she had no idea
how it did what it did - she had gotten an idea and followed it. Tony took them
to the same vault and locked them in there. That one, he'd look at the plans to
figure out with her in the morning. She came in with a Red Bull. "You know
better."


 


"Yay. You're the one who woke my ass up."


 


"Swearing!" he snapped.


 


Callia stared at him. "Sorry, I'm still on Summers time
instead of Stark time," she shot back. She pulled out those plans for him,
hopping up onto a stool to sip her stimulant of choice while they went over it.


 


Tony stared. "That's a power disruptor?"


 


"I'm not really sure. Auntie Dawn said she wanted
something to stop someone like Rosenburg a few weeks back." She shrugged.
"I guessed a short burst of energy to counteract the magic. That should
work on the wavelength of chaos and nature magic but I never got around to
testing it. I wouldn't want to test it on her, especially since she's an
atypical magic user, and we haven't had a bad one recently."


 


Tony stared, mouth slightly open. "Huh." She
grinned, finishing her Red Bull. "I'll excuse that breaking of the rules
this time. We can find an artifact with magic and test it."


 


"The choker?"


 


"No, that's possibly important." He considered it.
"Xander?" He appeared. "She built a magic disruptor."


 


"Okay," he said, blinking at her. "You're
turning into a scary geek queen, niece."


 


"Oops?" She shrugged. "Auntie wanted
something to stop someone like Rosenburg going rogue."


 


"Yeah, that might help." He considered it.
"Let me get an artifact that needs to be cleaned. There's a few in
Valhalla and in Hecate's stuff." He went to Valhalla first, going to his
grandmother. "Frigga?" She smiled at him. "We must speak
privately." She nodded, letting him lead her off to the side. Her moan got
attention but she nodded and got him something that needed to be uncharmed from
the chaos magic infecting it. He took it back and they went to a testing lab.
Tony came back to get the disruptor. Callia looked it over to make sure it
wasn't broken then fired it at the artifact.


 


Xander tested it from behind the plexiglass shield they were
behind. "It's not lessening, it's raising it." The artifact exploded,
thankfully only cracking the glass they were behind. "Okay. That needs to
go into a safe too."


 


"It is," Tony said. "JARVIS, did you scan the
energy readings?"


 


"Yes, sir. There's three reasons it exploded." He
showed them the energy graph. It had sent the magic into an uncontrollable
tornado-like spin inside the artifact. That fed the energy of the spell until
it broke, and the breaking of the spell was what killed the artifact. Frigga
appeared, staring at her former vase. "Lady Frigga, welcome to Stark
International," the AI said with some formality.


 


"Thank you, dear." She walked out to test it.
"It did clear the artifact completely." Xander showed her what had
happened, translating it for her. She blinked at the child. "You are quite
strong minded, child." Callia grinned. "Do you plan on making more
things of such?"


 


"No, ma'am. I was tinkering to help my aunt's idea of
finding something that would stop a witch in full blown meltdown mode."


 


"That certainly would," Frigga agreed. "Not
pleasantly."


 


"That was not my intention, ma'am. I wanted it to
simply counter pulse their magic to knock whatever spells out of being."


 


She considered that then nodded. "It does something
like that." She looked at her. "Such artifacts are dangerous to a
number of beings, including magical based creatures."


 


"Including Jensen," Xander said quietly.


 


"It's going in the safe," Callia assured them.
"I'd never want anything I built to hurt people on purpose unless they
*really* deserve it."


 


Frigga smiled and patted her on the head. "You do your
line credit, child. Both sides. Your warrior mother would be proud of you being
an armorer of warriors." She went to tell Buffy what her daughter had
created. Buffy and Hylal would both get sniffly over her accomplishments.


 


Callia handed it over after making sure it was off. "I
think I made it wrong."


 


"We can work on the disruption idea and make something
that won't make magic explode," he said, taking her back to the lab to put
that into the safe. Xander left to tell Phil. Who sent an email from their bed
to make sure that had the highest security possible.


 


"Armorer, I like that title," Callia said, looking
at her father.


 


"So do I. It's a noble one and it's better than weapons
designer."


 


"Yeah, I like that. Can I...."


 


"When you've graduated college, daughter."


 


"Sure, I get that." She hugged him. They went over
the test results to see where she had made it too strong. Though they got
interrupted by a Roomba nearly exploding as the shrink ray ended and the three
mini Roombas suddenly popped back to full size in the one that had sucked them
up. Callia cooed and got them to look over and fix the one that was nearly in
pieces. It might look like a FrankenRoomba but it'd be okay.


 


As long as it never wanted brains.








50: The Legacy Of Old
Ones


 


Simultaneous
pregnancies are not all they're cracked up to be. Especially when there's
some...favoritism going on.


 


 


"FrankenRoomba," Tony called.


 


"Dad, quit. You'll hurt his feelings," Callia
complained. "It's not his fault he sucked up the three shrunken
Roombas."


 


"Six Million Dollar Roomba?" he offered with a
grin.


 


"That might work. Though I still think it's weird that
the same guy who played him played a stunt guy. I figure that was his hiding
and retired spot." That Roomba trundled in so they got to work upgrading
him so he worked better. The midnight-cobbling stuff wasn't bad but it wasn't
pretty and it wasn't as effective. He suddenly became a taller Roomba and a
slightly wider one too. Plus got his wheels rebalanced by Tony since they were
lopsided. When they were done, Callia picked out a paint job for JARVIS to give
him. That made him shiny and looking like a Super Roomba.


 


"It looks like he got Steve's super soldier
formula," Tony said, staring at it. She cackled and carried it off to get
it stickers. She had put shades of blue stripes on him so that went well. Tony
shook his head but it was cute. He was glad his daughter had some semi-normal
toys. Unlike his old helmet that JARVIS used to use to tell her bedtime
stories.


 


Andrew looked over as Callia carried in that Roomba.
"What did you do to him?"


 


"He's the one that sucked up the three mini
Roombas."


 


"Oh, dear," Jonathan said, staring at it.
"Had to rebuild his case?"


 


She grinned and nodded. "We cobbled him back together
last night but now he's properly fixed. Dad thinks he looks like he got hit by
Stepmom's super soldier formula."


 


"Yeah, and the blue stripes are a subtle homage to
it," Andrew said. "Sure, you're Captain Roomba." It beeped
happily and settled in to dust their workbench since it had wood shavings.
"What else happened?"


 


"Well, Uncle Xander made Daddy lock a few things in the
vault for the safety of the universe. Including that disruptor thing since it
made the magic explode." Andrew moaned. "So I need to work on that.
Dad's still not letting me have my own lab back."


 


"It's a dad thing," Andrew said. "How did you
teach Liz and Chris about science?"


 


"I did what everyone did with me, showed them things
and explained. Or taught them the chemical song."


 


"That's not a bad thing. We need to teach ours,"
Andrew said, looking at his best friend, who smiled and nodded back.


 


"I'll see if JARVIS has any film of all the ones I
learned. I learned a lot of teaching songs, including a few in Asgard language
from Uncle Xander on how to count and animals."


 


"They do like animals." Andrew hugged her. She
beamed and bounded off to ask the AI for those files for them. "Think Thor
would offer to teach ours?"


 


"Probably not. Thor gave me a look like I was out of my
place the last time I saw him."


 


Tony walked in with a DVD. "I copied them all down for
later kid usage. Thor was battle hot, boys, and he didn't understand why.
Callia's like Xander's niece so his relative." They nodded they understood
that. "We're leaving for that dinner later." He walked off.
"Daughter, have you packed yet?" he called as he walked past her
music room. She was supposed to be in there right now.


 


"She's mostly packed, sir," JARVIS said.
"She's forgotten a few essentials. Pepper's helping her."


 


"Great. I need to do the same thing. Jeans and a tank
top will not cut it this time. This time, we've got to put on a show."


 


***


 


Tony smirked at the man who had just dissed his daughter as
learning from his own ideas. These dinners were so much bullshit wrapped in
supposed civility and bragging about your kids. "Actually I had to suspend
her lab privilege this week," he said, sipping his drink. "She had the
misfortune to show her butt due to some spies we had. Suddenly my building
sprouted lasers I had no idea about and she pulled out a paralyzing ray
gun." He grinned at his spawn.


 


She smirked back. "I've got two great legacies to
protect," she said with a smile for him. Then the idiot. "I have
learned a lot from my father, but also from Dr. McKay on Atlantis, and two of
our mega geeks. They were helping me learn about lasers back when I was five
and six. I've been building my own designs for the last five years. I do ask
for them to make sure they look like they'll work as oversight, which the lab
does a lot of anyway so I learned the best methods from our great geeks, but
they're all mine."


 


"There's a huge difference between repulsor technology
and laser applications," Tony agreed, grinning at her. "That's an
interesting bracelet."


 


She beamed. "I built it last week when I was worried
that more people would think I was sucking off your genius, Dad." She used
it to light a candle across the room that had went out. She smiled at the
jackass who had just insinuated she was a trained chimp. "I used the
crystals in the design as the focusing element instead of a traditional
diamond." A few people came over. "Dad wanted to see what I did with
the bracelet I tinkered into being last week when I was worried all of you
thought I being pushed by Dad." She let them see it.


 


The chairman of this committee came over. "I saw your
application piece, Callia. It was a lot more whimsical than this is. In the
toys category if I remember right."


 


She smiled. "Even I have to play with toys and Liz
wanted me to design that for her. Since Dad broke my concentration so badly I
couldn't put in my originally planned one. I lost half of it for over a month.
I had to go so evil to pay him back," she said with a sigh. "Though
Chris does very good on Red Bull and Liz still loves donuts whenever I give her
some." She grinned. They all laughed.


 


"Seriously. Chris nearly concussed himself bouncing off
the Red Bull and Liz didn't calm down for hours due to the sugar rush,"
Tony agreed. "What were you going to put in?"


 


"The automatic stitching field kit."


 


"That's really handy and it's in testing for
clearance," he admitted, sipping his drink. "She and the duo once
created a skin sealing device. This one's a bit more handy than one that will
seal bodily orifices to keep the skanky hos off him."


 


Callia nodded. "That was a good thing. I like it. I
almost offered it to the bimbo that was hitting on Bucky the other day so she
could seal her brain cavity's new location. That way it didn't get overly
oxidized and she could start to think with more than that mental rust
again."


 


Tony choked. "Daughter, mouth," he warned.
"Pepper would be appalled."


 


"Sorry, people. Sometimes I'm an opinionated ten-year-old
genius." She smiled.


 


"She's really designing on her own?" another of
the parents in there asked.


 


Callia smiled and nodded. "We have peer reviews set up
by a few people depending on what I'm doing just to make sure I'm not going to
blow up the universe or something. Last month's generator that I was working on
with a few others I kept putting in the amplifier backward and it would've
caused an explosion."


 


Tony thought back. "Who's doing the generator?"


 


"Phil, Dick, and Bob?"


 


"Oh, the nanite people." She nodded. "Why are
they doing a generator?"


 


"They need one for the non-biomedical nanites they're
working on. They didn't know a thing about how to do that so I settled in to
help with that. I was the geek they borrowed," she said proudly.
"Then I let Dr. McKay peer review it to tell me where I kept running into
the bad problem."


 


Tony nodded. "Which you corrected?"


 


She pulled it up on her tablet from her purse. "That's
the preliminary, his notes, and the one we're submitting next week, Dad."


 


He looked it over. "Still proprietary," he said.
He went over it, nodding. The chairman looked at it over his shoulder, moaning
in pleasure. "She clearly took his corrections and redesigned it and amped
it."


 


"Yeah, it'll run for weeks now," she said proudly.


 


"Oh, my. She does do it on her own." Tony handed
her back her tablet with a smile. "Does she do weapons?"


 


"As I found out when my building suddenly busted out in
lasers," Tony said dryly, looking at his daughter.


 


"My name's on the building too, Dad, and I wanted to
protect it just as much. Plus any evil Auntie wanters that show up need them.
You should see the array that comes up at the gateways, both pointing inside
and outside if they need to." She smiled. "I've got to ask Uncle
Clint if he can teach me about the differences between short range aiming and
long range aiming. My aim on my long range one is *so* off."


 


Tony hung his head and shook it. "She's my clone,"
he said with a grin to the chairman. He'd went to college with him. 


 


"Yes, she is. Good job, Tony." He clapped him on
the arm. "The other children?"


 


"Liz is artistic, so's Chris but he enjoys the cars and
roller blades a lot. I'm thinking he'll go that way."


 


"He's all about the fast, Dad. That's why he kept
stealing my rocket powered roller skates." Callia grinned. "Even
after he broke his arm smacking into a wall."


 


"I've got those put up high enough that he can't get to
them," Tony said, shaking his head quickly. They all stared at him. He
nodded. "She was working on some street surfing stuff and came up with
mini blaster rockets."


 


"I didn't invent those. I just upgraded and tweaked the
one that NASA uses for space suits," she quipped with a hand wave.
"They're much more efficient now."


 


The chairman stared at her. "Next year, submit something
that's your real caliber, young lady, not do it to appear closer to your
peers," he said quietly.


 


She pulled out her tablet to show him. "This is mine
for next year. It would've been this year's but like I said, Dad broke my
concentration."


 


He looked it over and let out a tiny moan.
"That's...." He cleared his throat. "It would still need a
practical model to test."


 


She smiled. "I've got that going right now. I think I
put off the power flows. I'm still learning those."


 


Tony glance at it. He pointed. "It's your regulator
board." She looked at that, enlarging it. "Who wrote that
program?"


 


"Um...Jonathan?" She smiled. She went over that
one and found it. "That's the problem?" she asked. He nodded. She
changed that, which made her change a few other things. That all happened in a
few taps and then she ran it through their checking program. That worked
better. "Hmm, still inefficient." She tinkered with the power
restrictor and it was better. "I'll tinker with that later," she
said, putting it up.


 


"Can you market that projection program?" the
other staring geek asked.


 


"I can suggest that to that board." He grinned at
his daughter. "I didn't see either of those in what you were to hand
me."


 


"Nope."


 


"Didn't I say everything?"


 


"You said everything I did on my own in that lab. A
girl's gotta have some secrets, Dad."


 


He stared at her, sipping his drink. "Weren't you still
grounded because of that?"


 


"Probably." She looked at the chairman and
shrugged. "Andrew and Jonathan helped me design and build a freeze ray,
which I used on Dad during a moment when we found industrial spies that were
being evil."


 


Tony nodded. "Oh, yes," he said at the new moans.
"Even Grandma wanted to beat her."


 


"And did," Callia admitted.


 


"And did," Tony agreed smugly. "Just like I
spanked you for that."


 


"Yup." She sipped her soda. She pulled out her
tablet, handing her father her drink. "That's what I need." She
walked off tapping at another design. "Be right back, people. I just
figured out what the problem with the new design Andrew's stuck on is. It's the
same restrictor plate." She finished it from the corner and sent it then
came back. "Sorry, genius hit, ya know."


 


"Your father did that during his PhD defense," the
chairman said. "You definitely are a chip off the Stark rock, dear. Next
year, give us your real genius, not just a toy." He stared at her before
walking off.


 


"I guess that means I don't have to worry about
thanking anyone?" she asked her father quietly.


 


"Probably not," he admitted. "Still, you
could get notable mention. I did at your age," he said with a grin. She
smiled back. They went to find someone less boring to talk to. A few of the
parents that had overheard were complaining about having to compete against
people like Callia. How they should be in a different category. Their kids
needed the scholarships that this board gave out and she wouldn't.


 


Callia looked at one mother. "I'm pretty sure my toy
design this year isn't going to win," she said quietly. "As for
scholarships, Stark International offers six each year and we hardly got any
applications for the last two years. Plus later internship opportunities. I
love the interns, I learn a lot from them." She gaped. Callia grinned.
"Pepper does those but I was helping around the office last year when they
came in."


 


"Packets are available in June, due back by December
the year before you go," Tony said. "They're thirty thousand once in
your college career. We have six undergrad, six masters, and ten PhD level ones
across all engineering fields."


 


The woman nodded. "That's good to know. I hadn't
heard."


 


"Most of the really good engineering schools know but
we don't publically list them on the finder sites," Tony said. "A lot
of our interns are specially sent to us by their teachers."


 


"Interesting. I'll look into that. My son's ten as
well," she said with a smile for Callia. "He's working in
aeronautics."


 


Callia looked at her father, quirking an eyebrow up.


 


Tony wrote down the name of a company. "I would be very
wary of them," he said quietly. "Their CEO just sent my daughter
flirty clothes and jewelry." She shuddered. "I don't want to bash or
anything. I'm sure they'll be great once he's gone."


 


"My older daughter is in bridge design. I'll let her
know that. Thank you, Mr. Stark."


 


He shook her hand with a grin. "Kid geniuses are my
next generation too. I was ten when I first applied and got a notable
mention." He walked her off. "There's Rodney and Radek." 


 


Callia strolled over to hug them both. "C'mon, Uncle
Rodney." She walked him over to a group of kids. "Guys, I know you're
all power flow, physics, and that stuff people. This is Dr. McKay. Your
prototype." They all beamed at him and pulled him in to ask him questions
about his work. They knew he had stuff hidden due to Atlantis but he was their
god. Callia went back to Radek. "I'm going to hog you."


 


He smiled. "You may for now. How goes your newest
design?"


 


"Daddy was not amused at the lasers I put up in the
building."


 


"Hmm. Probably should have told him."


 


"Yeah, that's what he yelled too." She sipped her
soda and sighed. "I'm a bit bored," she hissed.


 


"It happens." He patted her on the back.
"Often at these sort of things. You feel that you say too much and give
away secrets to your work. You say too little and think that you come off as
frigid or mean like Rodney. Or you feel like you are pushing your genius down
someone's throat." She smiled and nodded. "It happens. Atlantis found
more music."


 


"I'd love that. I'm still taking gymnastics once a
week." He grinned. "We have the dinner tomorrow."


 


"Have cheeseburger beforehand. They never feed you
enough edible things at such events."


 


"Dad said a salad."


 


"May last longer and is better for you but is treat to
have good cheeseburger." They shared a grin and went to talk to Rhodey
when they spotted him.


 


"Wow, you cleaned up well. No grease, none of your
father's t-shirts, or yours, no jeans," he said, looking down. "No
sneakers. I'm impressed, Super Short Stuff."


 


She kicked him on the ankle. "I do know how to dress.
I'd never wear fancy stuff in the lab, Uncle Rhodey. It'd get messy."


 


"It would. How are you standing in those shoes? Did
your aunt make you wear heels?"


 


"I asked if I could. It makes me look a bit less
young," she said with a smile. "Auntie Dawn and Mommy Pepper got me
insoles so I'm still able to stand." Rhodey smiled at that. "Then I
asked Auntie Dawn to take me to get my first couture dress. Pepper had me
looking at styles for days to figure out what I wanted to look like then doing
a web search to see who had the best in those categories."


 


"It's a good job," he said, looking her over
again. "You look as glamourous as your aunt ever has." She smiled and
hugged him.


 


"You flatter her," Radek said with a smile.
"Though is true. You did very good."


 


"Tomorrow's is pretty too. They did teach me well and
some day soon we'll be able to get Chris out of ugly shirts." They laughed
and talked about the city. Atlantis loved the Iron Man and War Machine suits.


 


Tony was talking to a frienemy while grinning at his
daughter. She was in good hands and if someone slimy came up to her, she could
handle it. As she proved later when one of the older boys swatted her on the
ass and called her a cute little future geek wife. His broken arm and bruised
back from being grabbed and hip tossed was cute even if his father was
horrified. Tony looked at his daughter. "Nice one."


 


"Thanks, Dad." She smiled. "Gotta keep up the
self-defense. There's all too many people who want a genius of their own."
She looked down at the boy. "I can build bombs." She smirked.
"I'll never be the *wife*." She strolled off to get another soda and
then found someone else to talk to. One of the older girls was complaining
about how few women there were in science. Callia looked at her. "I had to
do a paper on that. How bad is it really? Statistics aren't all that
reliable." The girl smiled and told her about her program and how they had
the most females in any engineering program in the US at about thirty-two
percent of it. Callia asked her about her program as well. Never too early to start
looking and planning where she wanted to go. She could hit college in a year's
time if she wanted to. Though she didn't really want to.


 


***


 


"Dad, can I do college long-distance?" she asked
that night on the way up to their rooms. "I'm not sure I want to leave the
family alone that long. You might warp Liz into a Care Bear or something
strange."


 


"No, you can't. Going away to college is an important
developmental moment. You're not going for another three years," he
assured her. "No college would accept you before you're fourteen."
She nodded at that. "Probably not until you're sixteen." She grinned
at him. "Did you find one you liked?"


 


"There's one in LA at Cal Sci so I could weekend
commute."


 


He nodded. "There's that, or there's MIT where I
went."


 


"I like MIT but I don't want to be that far away.
It's... it's not *safe*," she said.


 


"That's a point but you're going to be older
anyway." He stared at her. "You have time."


 


She nodded. "I wanted to narrow down my choices so I
could break the hearts of the guys who sent me candy last year."


 


He smiled. "I already broke the heart of the guy up at
UCLA. You're already beyond what they could teach you. Cal Sci's program is
good. MIT's is good. There's a few that are on my automatic recruit list if
they apply." She nodded. "You can start looking at them. It's like
networking for the future in your case." She hugged his arm. He let them
into their hotel room and had to shoot someone in there. She got one that tried
to run. Tony got the last one slammed into a wall and knocked out.
"Security!" he bellowed. Someone came running but it was an agent of
some sort by the suit. "Who?"


 


"FBI, Mr. Stark." He flashed his ID.


 


"These people were in our rooms," Callia said.


 


"I can see that, Miss Stark." He smiled at her.


 


She kicked him on the ankle, making him yelp. "I'm not
a trained puppy, no matter who thinks that," she said blandly. "Don't
treat me like it."


 


"Of course you're not. Let me get some agents to arrest
these people." He called that in.


 


Tony frisked the one he was standing over. "Get another
agency to do it." He held up that ID case. Also FBI. That agent groaned.
"Or an agent we know and trust please."


 


"Want me to call Uncle Rhodey, Dad?"


 


"No. We can handle this. Go change." She went to
do that, making someone in there scream and run out holding their newly burned
ass. "You okay?"


 


"She was staring at my dress for tomorrow. What? Never
seen couture dresses?" She slammed the door, coming out a few minutes
later dressed in jeans and a t-shirt. Agents were coming in to arrest the
people. "I locked one in the closet so he couldn't watch me change,"
she said with a point. They went to get that one as well. He was shivering.
Callia smiled. "As I told the industrial spies the other day, if I have to
turn into Auntie Dawn I can do that. I *am* a Summers by birth as well."
The bad guys decided they really wanted to be arrested. She smiled and wiggled
her fingers. "Toodles, mother fuckers." She went back to her room to
get into jammies.


 


Tony shook his head. "I have to break that
problem," he muttered. "Let me know what they were after," he
called after the last agent before slamming the door. He went to his own room
to get into pajama pants and a tank top. They came out to sit and watch tv. It
was their thing when they couldn't sleep. _How It's Made_ marathons worked very
well for them.


 


***


 


Callia walked into the dinner before her father, looking
around the layout of the room as her aunts and uncle had taught her. She
frowned. "Oh wow, they let them out on bail already," she said when
her father walked up behind her.


 


He stared. "Apparently they did." The agent
glanced at them and started to move. Rodney walked over to casually talk to the
guy, who tried to flee. Thankfully he had him arrested by their people. That
worked better and they were at the next table over so they could chat.


 


Tony looked around then at his daughter. "Honorable
mention."


 


She sighed but nodded. "Next year I'll quit trying to
scale myself back. Though, Liz is getting the prototype since she wanted it
built."


 


"Build a second one for testing. We'll see if we can
market it." Callia wiggled a bit and nodded with a beaming smile.


 


An agent they didn't know walked over. "Miss Stark,
we'd like to ask you a few questions about the treatment of the spies you
handed over got."


 


"Am I under arrest?" she asked. "I didn't
think they could charge me for being mean to them since they were bad guys but
Dad said they might."


 


"No, you're not. We just wondered a few things. They
mentioned a freeze ray you used on your father?"


 


"He was going to kill them. I can't lose Dad. We need
him to finish making us into great Starks instead of just good Starks. Though
it has been firmly locked in a safe due to Alexander asking politely because it
might be a hazard for not-large battles."


 


"I see."


 


"Took an hour to wear off me," Tony said quietly.


 


"Oh!" He nodded quickly. "No wonder it's
safely locked up. The little robots that attacked them?"


 


"Andrew and Jonathan's Roomba army." She smiled.
"They made sure they'd be protective of all us kids. I even helped train
them in how to phalanx and things. They used me as the teaching model to upload
the movements to their processors." The agent blinked a few times.
"Motion capture suits like for the movies, dude."


 


"Agent, miss, not dude please."


 


"Sorry, got it off my aunt." She sipped her soda.


 


"The laser barrage they mentioned?"


 


"I'm going to make sure the building that bears my name
is safe for me and very dangerous for anyone who might want one of our
company's geeks or my siblings or even my aunt. The conference room has
pinpoint micro lasers, an array of fifteen that cover all but one spot in the
room - that would've interfered with the projector. I haven't figured out how
to integrate one yet. " She grinned. "I have it set to a few
different levels of intensity. Spies, which I used with them, is mostly capture
and keep from escaping the area. Light harm but no killing. There's a setting
that would decapitate if I yelled vampires. There's one that'll just bruise
them a whole lot if I shouted something else. I and my siblings will *never*
have to go through what Daddy did when he was my age with all the kidnaping
attempts." Tony hugged her. "Dad, wrinkling me."


 


"Yay." He looked at her. "Isn't that why you
took self defense?"


 


"Yeah, and the lasers are part of that self defense and
defense of the kids who haven't taken it yet." She grinned. "Caro and
Allenetta both need the same lessons."


 


"They do." He smoothed down her hair. "You
don't have to worry about that."


 


"I know but I'm still very protective since I'm too old
to warp onto their side without a lot of mental reprogramming. Chris
isn't." She grinned at the agent. "I'm very much the overprotective
big sister over my siblings. They need it, they do stupid things like take my
rocket powered roller skates onto the gravel parking lot."


 


"And *who* used her street skating stuff on the same
lot?" Tony asked.


 


"I had protective gear on, Dad." She huffed but
looked at the agent again, giving him a slight grin like her aunt or
grandmother would. "Are there problems with me putting up protective
measures in a private company?"


 


"No, Miss, we just needed to know what for the report.
Is that all that's in there?"


 


She grinned. "I'd never divulge that. Who knows who
might read the report." He shivered. "Though I am learning a lot from
Uncle Clint and Aunt Natasha *very* soon. My lasers have high accuracy but it
can be better." He nodded and left them alone. She snorted once he was out
of hearing range. "Yeah, like I'm going to tell anyone but the 'rents how
much safety gear I've installed everywhere. Right, and monkeys fly right out of
my butt." She finished her soda and went to the bar to get another one.
The bartender smiled and she winked since he was cute, strolling off.


 


"No flirting yet," Tony warned. "You're too
young."


 


"You would."


 


He looked at her. "You're not male."


 


"Good point."


 


"And he's at least twenty so it'd be statutory."
She rolled her eyes, sitting down again.


 


"I need some of those lasers so I don't have to yell at
so much stupidity, just bruise them with one," Rodney said. "It might
keep me from having to go back to the lab to fix things multiple times a night
so I can get back to my own work." Callia leaned over to hug him. He
patted her on the back with a smile. "You're wrinkling both our
prettiness."


 


She laughed. "Did you get taught to wear pretty things
by Auntie Dawn too, Uncle Rodney?"


 


"Not hardly. I could never be as flirty as your aunt
is." He sipped his water. "Go easy on the soda. You don't need that
sort of chemical bathing of your vulnerable insides."


 


"It's fine. It's my second one today. It's taking the
place of my usual Red Bull I sneak."


 


"Still banned in the building," Tony reminded her.
The rest of the people filed in so the dinner could start. It gave them other
people to talk to.


 


***


 


Callia and Tony walked into the main office later that
night, still smokey and in their finery. "Notable mention," Callia
said, putting it in the picture frame waiting on the wall for it.


 


"Why does it look like you two were in a fire?"


 


"Because we were," Tony said, flopping down.
Callia sighed as she sat beside him and leaned over to take off the shoes.
"They didn't even want her, they wanted to capture all the genius kids.
Then someone else pulled out weapons, which meant the kidnapers tried to flee
because they only had sleeping gas and the like."


 


"And the firefight knocked out a few of the pretty
centerpieces, which had candles," Callia said.


 


Tony nodded. "They did. All very pretty candle and
flower arrangements." Pepper moaned. "It wasn't us. Callia ran up to
get our things while I helped get people out." He scowled at his daughter.


 


"I'm not leaving my tablet there and I didn't bring it.
You said I couldn't play or work during the dinner. Plus your suit, which
would've ended up confiscated."


 


"Good point but still dumb."


 


"If I could've summoned everything I would've. I think
I still lost my necklace from yesterday. I'll ask if they found it later."
He nodded at that. "And one of my shoes." He nodded again. Happy
brought in both bags. "Thanks, Happy."


 


"Welcome, kiddo. You two okay?"


 


"Just...exhausted," she said. "I felt like I
was being pushy and everyone kept looking at Dad like I was sucking off his
genius tit." She shook her head, pushing back her hair. "I got told
to put in my actual genius level next year." Tony nodded that was true.
"Did Uncle Rodney and Radek get out? And Rhodey, Dad?"


 


"Yeah. Rhodey was helping evacuate people. Radek and
Rodney were outside when I got there, I made sure on them." She hugged his
arm.


 


"I need to learn that teleporting spell," she
said. He looked down at her. "That way I don't have to run up twelve
flights of stairs."


 


"Summon," he said bluntly.


 


"If I had remembered where I put my tablet I
would've."


 


"Good point." He hugged her. "We're good,
Happy. Thanks."


 


"Welcome, boss." He grinned at her. "Next
year it'll be better."


 


She smirked at him. "They're already considering me a
scary brain. They wanted a different category made for Starks."


 


"You guys are already in a class of your own," he
joked, leaving them to cuddle and talk.


 


"They did," Tony said. "Callia had to tell
one complaining mom about our scholarship program since she complained her kid
needed it and it was going to kids like Callia."


 


"That's good. We need more people applying for
them," Pepper agreed. She came over to hug them both. "You're both
okay?" They nodded. "Good. Then go change and take a nap." They
got up to carry their stuff back to the room and nap. In the morning, Tony
would spend some Dad and Liz time, then that afternoon with Chris, then he and
Callia would get together over the next few days to go over her projects. Liz
would be happy with the toy once it got back. Pepper said a silent prayer and
followed to help Tony scrub off the smoke in the shower. Steve was on a mission
tonight.


 


***


 


Dawn looked at her phone over Philip's head because it
beeped. He pouted because it interrupted her reading. She finished the book and
grinned. "Let Mommy read this. She's on work hours right now since
everyone's back from Nevada since last night." He beamed and snuggled in
better to see the phone instead of the book. She opened her message. "Oh,
it's from my lj. That's where Mommy talks to reporters." She opened the
message. "Huh, youtube has Uncle Tony having a talk with TSA." She
thumbed over the link to open it, staring at the video. Which she then
forwarded to Pepper and sent a message to Tony to let him know it had been
filmed.


 


***


 


Pepper groaned when she heard the beep, looking at her
tablet. She opened the message from Dawn and sighed. "Who wanted to know
what now?" she muttered. She opened it and read the simple message from
whoever sent it to Dawn. Then she hit the link.


 


"Sir, you must get back in the other line," the
TSA officer complained. "This line is only for those who cannot go through
the backscatter machine."


 


"Which I can't. I have medical documentation, as you
demanded," he said, pulling it out to hold up. "Can we get this over
with? I have to make sure your coworkers don't molest my daughter."


 


"Sir, that's not the proper TSA authorized forms,"
the guard said. "You have to go through the machine."


 


"I don't think that'll work since I'll either make it
explode or I'll die." He stared at him.


 


"Was that a threat?" he asked, reaching for his
gun.


 


"No. It's a fact. I have magnet embedded in my chest.
We tried that once under force of being shot, and it exploded that machine. JFK
Airport hated having to pick up all the tiny pieces it created." He stared
at him. "So can we get this over with now?"


 


"Um...." He called his boss. Who came out.


 


"Sir...."


 


"Doctor's letter, as your website ordered," Tony
said, holding it up again. 


 


"It's been changed to forms they have to fill
out."


 


"Not according to your website yesterday. Want me to
grab my phone to show you?" He looked over. "Cal, when you get out of
there, don't let them touch you and grab our stuff before someone else
does."


 


"Yes, Dad."


 


Tony looked at the idiots in front of him again.


 


"Sir, what sort of magnet," the head agent asked.


 


"You want me to strip here in front of impressionable
kids?" Tony asked dryly.


 


"That's not illegal if you're willing to do it."
Tony sighed and motioned his daughter over to hand her his button up shirt. He
had on a white tanktop underneath it. The power core from his arc reactor
shined through very well. "Sir, you'll have to remove that."


 


"Sure, I can reach into my chest cavity to do
that," he said dryly. "Then you have twenty minutes to get it put
back into place or I die from the shrapnel entering my heart. Which I really
don't want my daughter to see. So can we get on with the hand-wanding now
please?"


 


"You don't have to be hostile."


 


"Yeah, I think I do," Tony said, staring at the
idiots. "Because you made sure of it. I was in a happier mood a minute
ago. Don't touch my daughter," he warned the TSA agent walking up to her.


 


"She can't hold your shirt."


 


"I'm not putting it on the ground, lady, and if you
touch my daughter, expect me or her to kill you." She backed off, hands
up. "She went through the machine of doom, even though she doesn't really
need more x-rays. Cal, the bags?" She pointed beside her.
"Thanks." He looked at the idiots in front of him again. "I fly
all the time and if the corporate plane wasn't busy I wouldn't be going
commercial so let's get this show on the road, gentlemen, and I do use that
term loosely. Your lack of action is making other future passengers cranky
too."


 


"Being hostile does slow down the process," the
female agent said.


 


"No, them not doing anything is slowing down the
process and making me hostile. Wrong cause for the effect." He stared at
them. They did hand-wand him and let him go through. Tony sighed, taking his
shirt back to put on. "I need a drink."


 


"I need a drink," Callia complained. "TSA
checks are a good reason for alcoholism. Or asking if we're suddenly in the
Germany of Steve's time." She walked off with her bag and her father got
his two. "I know they only have to have a GED, and I'm sure there's many
good people with GED's out there, but damn!"


 


"Mouth," Tony warned.


 


"Fine. I'll start a livejournal like Mommy Pepper and
use it to complain about such things."


 


"That's fine, if you want." He shrugged. "No
porn, no boys, no sharing anything classified in the family or corporate
way."


 


"If I was a lesbian, would you say the same
thing?"


 


"Yup, it'd be no girls until you're at least
fifteen."


 


"Oh, okay then. Just checking." They shared a
smirk. "Do we have to warn the airlines?"


 


"No. I already called ahead." They got to the
gate.


 


"Sir, you're going to have to check one of those,"
the perky attendant said with a smile. "You're only allowed one bag
each."


 


Tony stared at her. "Which do you want me to check? The
one with the weapons or the mechanized suit of tech armor?" She gasped. He
stared. "Corporate plane's busy and she's going for an award banquet for
her designing work."


 


"Aww, that's sweet. Let me check with the
stewardess." She called the plane and had one come out to talk to Tony.
She had just realized who that was and yeah, they could make an exception for
an Avenger. They let him put the suit into a locking cabinet up front, near
first class, and they went back to the gate. No one was going to bother it.


 


Tony grinned. "Thank you for being better than the TSA
people who said I had to take out the arc reactor." They laughed and
swatted him, going back to their work once Tony's ticket was checked in.


 


"Dad, please quit flirting. It's supposed to be
mortally embarrassing at my age according to all the tv shrinks," Callia
said from her seat as she read a fashion magazine she had stolen from Pepper's
desk.


 


Tony looked at her. "Since when do you listen to tv
shrinks? Most of them don't even have psychology degrees."


 


"Chris likes them. He likes to giggle madly at Dr.
Phil's ugly mustache and Beya refuses to watch it with him so he makes me or
else he'll never leave me alone." She turned the page. "I don't find
their viewpoints very reliable but the last time I tried to talk to someone
about being confused by the dumbassness, Uncle Rodney went off on soft sciences
killing my brain cells again."


 


"Yeah, he does that often," he sighed, smiling at
the stewardess. "You've seen me flirt before."


 


"I have. And I've also noticed someone taking
Starkphone pictures of us." She pointed at the camera, which Tony glared
at it and the video shut off.


 


Pepper sighed, shaking her head before making a statement on
her own livejournal about that video. She loved that Tony had fans. She really
did.


 


***


 


Tony looked at both of the emails that came in earlier about
the video and shrugged. What did they expect, him to put up with stupidity? He
was not that sort of Stark. Maybe Liz someday but not Tony.


 


Though, with that came a bad thought that if Howard was
still alive, he might've been put in charge of the TSA or Homeland Security.
Yeah, that thought drove him out of the lab, into the bed, and he pounced
because he needed the bad ideas taken out of his head immediately.


 


Steve grunted as he woke up to being kissed, blinking at
Tony. "Did you try to destroy the world again?"


 


"Just realized if Dad was alive they would've put him
in charge of the TSA or Homeland." He took another kiss.


 


"That's a really bad thought," Pepper moaned,
moving to help Tony wear it out of his mind before it got stuck.


 


Steve shook his head between kisses. It must come from being
a genius. Only they got bad ideas like that. 


 


***


 


Dawn looked around the house, watching the new housekeeper
handle things. "You don't have to do the cat boxes. They're a bit
spoiled."


 


The housekeeper smiled. "I can easily do that. It's not
like the baby causes such a great mess." She finished scooping them, and
watched as Tsarina purred and hopped into it to anoint it again for her.
"Thank you, dear."


 


"Comrade Tsarina," Dawn said. "Usually just
'her highness miss spoiled kitty'. She was a show of respect from some demons
to Natasha."


 


"She's adorable. The other one's scowling at her."


 


"That's Loki. He was our fire escape cat in New
York."


 


"Aww. It's great they saved you, pumpkin." She
petted them and cleaned up the new mess. She tied up the bag and stood up but
Loki decided to lay something hugely stinky and not cover it up. She shook her
head and cleaned it up then tossed out the bag and went to wash her hands.
"Are there many picky things?"


 


"Nat's the picky one about cleaning and laundry. She
switches the machines on me all the time, even if her stuff's not in it. She's
the 'vacuum three times a week' rule setter."


 


"That's reasonable enough. I've had some that white
glove inspected."


 


Dawn grinned at her. "That's not us." The older
woman smiled back and got to work on the kitchen. It could use a good
scrubbing. Clearly they had all been tired recently by the amount of takeout in
the fridge. 


 


Natasha walked in and laid down on the couch with a wince.
"I am taking your place when you get to go back to work."


 


"At my desk?"


 


"In the bed." Dawn shifted to cuddle her. "It
is nothing but my OB said I am wearing myself out for no reason so I have a
week in bed to rest as punishment." Dawn gave her a squeeze, rubbing her
stomach. "Thank you."


 


"You're welcome. Philip, Mommy's home." He ran out
squealing, jumping over Loki on the way to cuddle her. "Mommy's tired like
I am so she has to stay laying down. Can you get a book?" Philip squealed
all the way to get a book and back. Dawn grinned. "Are you happy,
son?"


 


"Clearly." She let him settle in next to them and
read to him. It prompted a yawn from both of them and Dawn. That was helpful.
They could all rest.


 


The housekeeper smiled, setting out what she'd need for
later. She'd get the picky one to tell her anything in particular she wanted
done or how she wanted things done since Dawn just wanted it cleaned up after
the kid and cats.


 


***


 


Clint walked into Stark after work, looking at the guys
meeting he had called. "Nat's on bed rest for a week. Her OB decided she's
worn out."


 


Tony shook his head. "Training?"


 


"No, he absolutely screamed about her still being in
training. He also asked her if she was trying to miscarry. Which I stopped him
for. Nearly hit him too."


 


"Dawn's midwife could probably take her in," Phil
said.


 


"Hopefully. Anyway, Dawn'll be back in two days. Nat's
going to be home for the next week probably. Someone's got to take Nat's
trainee shopping."


 


"Dawn can," Tony quipped. "Though, heard from
Hunt." Clint stared at him. "He ran into an industrial spy ring that
had just taken a contract to get some stuff from us."


 


"Great!" he said with a grin. "Can I go kill
someone?"


 


"Yup, two of them applied here and have interviews
tomorrow."


 


"I'll be there to help," Coulson said dryly.
"I haven't gotten to threaten anyone in weeks."


 


"Are you on desk duty too?" Bucky joked.


 


"Trainee time instead of field work. Next month I get
to take them into the field to make sure they're good enough." He looked
at Clint. "Did Hunt tell you Dawn summoned him to save his butt and he
yelled?"


 


"Yup, and I yelled back that at least she had saved him
from being shot to death and put him somewhere safer. He calmed down and
apologized for yelling at her. She sniffled and hugged him then had some ice
cream." They all smiled at that. "Benji was very nicely calm about
it." They all smirked. "I like Benji. He's a nice guy. He reminds me
a lot of Dawn." He shrugged. "Okay, security detail stuff. The house?
Here?"


 


"I'm still trying to find all the lasers she put
in," Tony quipped. "She wanted your opinion on why her long distance
ones weren't as accurate."


 


"I taught her how to aim long distance the other day.
She's frustrated by the gate with that one when I came in." Tony shook his
head, looking down. "What would you have done if the TSA guy made you take
out the arc reactor?"


 


"I would've had him fired," Tony said. "I saw
that one article about them demanding a cancer patient take off sterile
dressings there in the line area. No way in hell I'd let that happen. We would've
chartered and went that way instead. They need to hire better than GED
holders."


 


"Hey!" Clint joked with a smirk.


 


"You actually used yours, Barton. They haven't. I'm
surprised the one that pissed me off didn't have a forehead ridge he was so far
down the evolutionary scale."


 


Clint snickered. "The State Department showed up at
work today to talk to us about Dawn turning down that one guy's grandmother and
about how it was hurting international relations. I told him if he came near my
wife again, I was going to turn him into fish flakes. He was not amused,"
he told Coulson.


 


"Captain Rogers did get that complaint and told the guy
off then let Joyce be reasonable when she chewed on him a bit. Apparently his
boss had no idea that their people were pressuring people to get a divorce to
marry overseas. They weren't amused either."


 


"Well, not our fault then," Clint decided. He
looked around. "Where is that crown?" he asked Tony.


 


He had to think for a second. "My art safe again. Your
bank got broken into."


 


"Oh, okay. We were wondering." He looked around.
"Do you guys want me to hire extra security for the house while she's
down?"


 


"We have agents there," Phil reminded him.


 


"Yeah, one was staring through our living room window
this morning watching the cats fight."


 


Phil snorted, shaking his head. "Tell Secreva."


 


"I did. He got to have a good yell too."


 


"I'll see if we have an approved security
company," Phil said, making himself a note. "Are you taking tomorrow
off?"


 


"I have testimony tomorrow in DC."


 


"Great, but hey, there's an ascension scheduled for the
next day," Tony quipped with a grin. "Thor's there."


 


"We can have lunch. I haven't seen him in weeks."
He shifted his weight. "Bucky?"


 


"I can go hang out but Dawn gives me this look like I'm
interrupting her nefarious plans."


 


"Probably for sex," Clint agreed.


 


Bucky shrugged. "They can have sex. I'll go sit on the
porch and clean guns. Yours haven't been done this week."


 


"Dawn was supposed to."


 


"She fell asleep on top of them and then had to put
them up because Philip was up," Stark said.


 


"I can do that before I get dressed up. I was warned
not to come in uniform."


 


"You do have some nifty suits," Tony said with a
grin. "You look good in that other identity."


 


"Dawn's fault," Clint quipped back with an evil
smirk. "Anyone got anything new on what my brother's doing?"


 


"Not yet," Bucky said.


 


"Very little," Phil agreed. "They seem to be
training for something but we're not sure what."


 


"Okay. I'll keep that in mind too." He looked
around. "Lamaze this week since I'll be in DC?"


 


"I'll go," Tony said. "Pepper's planning on
going anyway."


 


"If I must," Phil agreed.


 


"Please, God, no," Bucky complained.


 


"Suck it up," Clint joked. "It's good for
them and if you're all alone with them....."


 


"Bite your tongue. I'll find you and take your place,
Barton." He knew that Clint was still a bit insecure since he and Natasha
had history together. He also didn't want to see her in labor.


 


"Yay," Tony said with a grin. "Steve's going
to be there."


 


"I'm not the guy Steve is and it's not my kid,"
Bucky said.


 


"The meditations do come in handy sometimes," Phil
said. "I've used it a few times in the field to keep from smiting junior
agents. And Stark." Tony smirked at him for that.


 


"No thank you," Bucky said more firmly.


 


***


 


Bucky grumbled as he helped Natasha onto her knees then Dawn
onto hers. They were doing a short breathing exercise because the room was a
bit stuffy tonight and everyone was edgy due to an upcoming storm. Phil was
having to help Pepper because Stark was off saving Rhodey from his current
assignment and Steve was in DC testifying before congress tonight. The midwife
smiled at them. Bucky was still pouting. Natasha did look good, she glowed and
she was the most peaceful he'd ever seen her. Dawn was in a fidgety mood
tonight for some reason. He steadied her when she wobbled but went back to
coaching Natasha.


 


Dawn interrupted class by moaning and grabbing her stomach.


 


"Labor pain?" the nurse asked from where she was
helping someone.


 


"No, cramp. Damn it, cramp. Barnes, help me up,"
she growled. He helped her stand and let her go to the corner to stretch.
Natasha got up to help her. 


 


The midwife came over to help her too. "Leg?"


 


"Sides again," she hissed, trying to shift so she
was comfortable. "Nat, ow!" She quit helping.


 


"Here, like this, Natasha," the nurse said
quietly. Dawn flinched away. "That's a bad one." She checked.
"That's not good. Go into the exam room and lay down to stretch out."
Dawn nodded, taking Natasha to help her onto the table. "All right,
everyone, let's center again and focus." They all nodded. "I'll be
right back." Natasha came out to get back into it. She thought that was
odd but she'd talk to Dawn when she had her alone. She went in to help her
through this one. "Okay, let's look." She gently felt, easing the
cramp with some gentle pressure point work. Dawn finally relaxed with a sigh
and winced, trying to get up. "You can pee in a minute." She checked,
shaking her head. "Can you hold it long enough to let me look? Something's
wrong."


 


"No." She got helped into the bathroom then came
back. "Blood."


 


"Peeing blood?" Dawn nodded. "Have you drank
today?"


 


"Yeah, about a gallon of water while I was beside the
pool with Philip. I was feeling dehydrated. He asked me if the baby was thirsty."


 


"Huh." She got the machine pulled over to check
the baby. She wasn't happy. She had Dawn sit up so she could look at her kidney
area. "You have a few stones, young lady."


 


"Shit."


 


"Yup." She checked the other side. "Yeah, I'm
only seeing one small bit of them but you do have at least one."


 


"Great, just what I need," Dawn said
sarcastically. "Easily peed out with some pain?"


 


"Yup." She looked at her. "I can send you to
a urologist."


 


"Eeeeeh. I'll probably never get in before they come
out or I'm in labor."


 


"Probably not," she agreed with a smile.


 


"I'll pee them out and suffer."


 


She rubbed Dawn's back. "Heating pad."


 


"I have been."


 


"You've been having other cramps?"


 


"I thought it was the same ones as before."


 


"No, those aren't related to this. Neither was the one
earlier. That's stress."


 


Dawn nodded. "I've been doing almost nothing, which has
stressed me out."


 


"We'll let you go back tomorrow but I'm going to be
talking to the doctors there at your work infirmary." Dawn nodded.
"Good girl. Do you need to talk about anything else?"


 


Dawn shook her head. "I kinda got used to doing it on
my own during the last one when they were on assignment," she said
quietly. She shrugged. "I'll deal."


 


"Not the point."


 


"Yeah but it's not changed so I'll deal. The rest is
great."


 


"You sure?" Dawn nodded. "Okay. If that's
what's stressing you out...."


 


"I know." She hopped off. "Want me to go home
and soak in a warm tub?"


 


"Let's see if you can get back to it." She nodded.
Her assistant was leading the class. Dawn got helped back onto her pillow and
she settled in to meditate. Natasha stared at her. "She has a kidney
stone," she said quietly, getting a shudder. "So keep track of
that?" She smiled at her assistant, taking over. They finished up the
breathing and settled in to talk about motherhood and the first few weeks of
it.


 


"Do babies really not sleep for months on end?"
one of the youngest in the class asked.


 


Dawn nodded. "Yes, they do. Sometimes longer." The
other experienced mothers laughed. "Philip was up every three hours. He
also refused to lay down on anything that was not skin temperatured. Beya
finally taught us how to put a very weak heating pad under his sheet and
blanket to warm it for him so he wasn't always being held."


 


"I've seen others that did that," the midwife
agreed with a smile.


 


"Callia had to have bare skin. Three and a half months
of only wanting bare skin."


 


"Aww." She smiled at her. "You'll get into a
routine of napping while the baby's napping. They'll get up somewhere between
every two and every five hours usually. They'll eat, need changed, a bath every
other day," she said. "And slowly work up to a bit more time between
them as time goes on."


 


"There's a myth that some babies will actually sleep so
long they have to be woken up," Dawn quipped.


 


"I've seen a few of those too. Some are sleepers. The
same as some are day babies and some are night babies, and those you'll have to
arrange their schedules to make them deal with daylight." She grinned.


 


"Wow," that mother said. "Two hours?"
The experienced mothers all nodded. "I need to go back to work within six
weeks."


 


"By then it'll be about every three and you'll have
someone watching them," Dawn reminded her.


 


"Yeah, I guess."


 


"My first day back after my second one, I looked like hell,"
another mother said. "I was still lumpy from the baby weight. I could not
get the grease out of my hair no matter what I washed it in. My skin looked
like I had been suffering from the plague. And I was in a sales job so looking
good was really important. Within a few weeks I was more back to my usual self
and losing the rest of the baby weight."


 


Dawn nodded. "Four months for me to lose all of it and
it would've been longer if not for an incident. I wore my hair pulled back as
hard as I could to pull some of the non-sleep wrinkles clear." Natasha
smiled and nodded she had. "Foundation and deodorant were my best friends
for that first week back at work."


 


"She looked like the walking dead that first
week," Natasha agreed. "Thankfully Stark was understanding."


 


Another mother smiled. "I was lucky. I had some extra
skin with my first one but nothing huge in the weight gain area but I had been
underweight before then. Six hard weeks in the gym and then a plastic surgery
visit to remove the excess skin that wouldn't shrink up. He even found me a
great bleaching product for stretch marks."


 


"I'm glad my body doesn't count since I work a phone
bank," the young one said. "Will I still be sore?"


 


"I lived on advil until the third month
post-birth," another mother said. "I had a desk job. I still used my
little ring pillow to sit on. I ached."


 


"Generally a few weeks of post-birth discomfort is
usual," the midwife said, looking at that one. "Why?"


 


"Huge kid. Ten pounds." Dawn shuddered. "Oh,
yes. And he was pushy. He came out in the cop car that had pulled me over for
speeding."


 


"We got pulled over with Chris, Dawn was taking me to
the hospital," Pepper said with a smile. "But he didn't want to
deliver a baby so he let us go with a warning very quickly even though her
license was expired by a few weeks. With Liz, we had an incident in New York so
the whole city was frozen. I had planned on going to a nice hospital and ended
up delivering in the Stark infirmary there. We had neat things like a bimbo
assassin try to get entry."


 


"Me falling into the Hudson," Natasha agreed.


 


Dawn nodded. "That was one hell of a delivery room. If
I remember right, we had a creature pop up too." Pepper nodded. "You
yelled at me a few times for still being in my chainmail."


 


"I did," Pepper said with a grin for her.


 


"Wow, that's a weird birth experience," the
midwife said, smiling at them. Dawn nodded. "Your first one, Dawn?"


 


"There was an attack on a meeting so mine were off
dealing with rogue agents. I summoned Tony halfway across town to help me. I
turned a lot of ones trying to rush the birthing center, another group of 'get
the first baby Avenger', into frogs. I pulled Nick Fury to scream at him for
making me go through that alone. He ran off. I called the guy that had been
helping watch over me. Phil wouldn't even look at me in labor. He gave me an
update from the hallway."


 


"I can't stand to see you in pain, Dawn," Phil
complained mildly.


 


"Pepper was my lifeline that day," Dawn said.
"When they *finally* found my mates, I was in hard, nearly there labor.
They showed up and I was *sharing*," she said with a smile.


 


"We begged the nurses to give her more drugs,"
Natasha agreed. "It was another three hours. Clint and I both lost about
five pounds of sweat from that three hours."


 


"But I adore that birthing center. They didn't even
tell me to quit swearing at my mates," Dawn quipped with a grin for the
group.


 


"We have one like that out here but it's more a
natural, healing sort of birthing center. They don't offer drugs unless you ask,"
the midwife said.


 


Dawn shook her head. "I want IV drugs. I did okay with
them. It took enough of the edge off. I'm not letting someone stick a needle in
my spine."


 


"Did you get that stuff to hurry it up?" another
mother asked.


 


Dawn nodded. "I had been in full labor and slightly
dilated for three days. When I said it was going to happen that day, they asked
if I wanted to talk c-section and I said no, but I'd agree to drugs. I was on
it for a few hours. It made the dilating start to progress faster for me."


 


"What did labor feel like?" the youngest asked
them.


 


"From what she was sharing, it went from an elephant
sitting on your stomach muscles during the earlier times to them being squeezed
for every last drop of fluid later when she was pushing," Natasha said.


 


"Some women do," the midwife said. "Some have
lighter and easier pains and pressure until the pushing. That's a point where
it varies by woman and baby."


 


One of the other women shifted with a wince. "If I
deliver naturally, when do they do the tying off?"


 


"Generally the next day. They might also do a D&C
at that time to clean you up a bit if they feel it's necessary," the
midwife said. "How many of you are getting your tubes clipped or
something?" A few raised their hands, including Dawn. "Dawn?"


 


"I'm getting the clip put on so it's reversible."


 


"You could go on an IUD."


 


"I tried one when I was a teenager. I have no idea who
those people that had less periods and cramping were but I wasn't one. I had it
removed three months later after another absolutely miserable period from
hell."


 


"There's the option of an ablation, where they burn it
shut," the midwife said.


 


"That's permanent and I might want another one some
year. The clip can cause some period discomfort from what I looked up but it's reversible."


 


"It is," she agreed with a smile. "Good
research too." She looked at Natasha.


 


"I have used an IUD and liked them. I'll probably go on
that."


 


"That'll be about two months after you've given birth,
Natasha. After your first follow up but probably at your second." She
nodded. "Anyone else with plans like that?" One raised her hand.
"Clipping?"


 


"Clipping and burning some so it can't come back,"
she said. "Thinking about the ablation."


 


"They can do that about the same time you'd go back on
the normal birth control and they can do it in office." The woman smiled.
"Or same day outpatient surgery, depending on the doctor."


 


"That's wonderful. My husband's not touching me for
months anyway. Have there actually been women that showed up at their six-week
post birth check pregnant or is that a myth?"


 


"I've seen a number," the midwife said with a
smile. "They celebrated the birth."


 


"Aww, ow," that mother said, shaking her head.


 


"I waited ten months but I was sore," the woman
who had said she was sore earlier said.


 


"I was about nine weeks post birth. Clint proved that
something did fit because none of my work clothes were," Dawn quipped.
"He was very gentle though." They all grinned. "The coven told
Tara that the gentle orgasm helped the pain after the twins and they were
right," she told that one. "She's a lesbian so it was nice and
gentle."


 


"Huh. I've tried that around my cycle with the
cramps."


 


"It's a natural cure for them and if you're spotting
old blood that can help," the midwife agreed happily. The few guys all
grimaced at that. "It's part of a woman's natural life, guys."


 


Phil had the sudden thought of Xander having PMS and
shuddered. Dawn looked at him. "Xander with PMS," he said to excuse
it.


 


Dawn and Natasha both laughed and patted him. The midwife
smiled. "Boys like Alexander have their mood swings and I'm told he likes
chocolate."


 


"He does. He even soaks in the tub like a girl
sometimes," Phil said. The women in there all grinned at him.


 


Dawn winced and curled around her stomach. "Okay,
daughter. Really. Thanks." Natasha moved to help her with the new bout of
kicking. Dawn slowly calmed herself as she had been taught. "She's not
happy tonight."


 


"She does seem to have more activity during bad
storms," Natasha said. "That intense rainstorm last week made you
curl up with a heating pad thanks to the kicking."


 


"She does," Dawn agreed, wincing some. She let out
a calming breath. "Okay, we'll go home in a few."


 


"Take the car. I'll have someone bring me,"
Natasha said quietly.


 


"I don't think Dawn should drive like that," Phil
said. "She might have another and crash." The midwife nodded.
"I'll take her home. Barnes, you get Pepper home and I'll come back for
Natasha?" Bucky nodded so he helped Dawn up and out to the car. It wasn't
that far to the house and it meant he got away from all the girl power.


 


Natasha looked at Bucky, smiling slightly. "She'll be
in the tub by the time I get back."


 


"You can pick up dinner," he suggested.


 


"We ate on the way over but I might pick up some fruit
or something. Dawn and Philip both like fruit." He nodded. She looked at
the group again. "Dawn doesn't like to be fussed over," she said at
the looks she was getting.


 


"I wasn't sure if she wouldn't take off my head if I
helped her," Bucky said.


 


Pepper hit him on the arm. "No she's not." They
both stared at her. "Really, no she's not." She got up. "Let me
go check on Dawn." She walked out.


 


"Pepper, you're not supposed to be driving," Bucky
said impatiently. He and Natasha both got up and followed. That solved how
Natasha was getting home. Though Bucky wanted to be out of range for the mood
swing on mood swing war that was about to happen.


 


The midwife shook her head. "Mood swings." The
women all nodded they understood.


 


***


 


Dawn showed up at the compound a few hours later, shaking
her head at the guards. "Escorting Pepper back," she said, pointing
at her crashed on the back seat.


 


"Sure," the guard said, letting her in. Dawn
parked and got out, opening the back door to help Pepper out and into the
suite. Tony looked up, still taking off his armor. "She fell asleep
yelling at Natasha that she was ignoring me. I've got to go soothe that mood
swing." He handed her over once Tony was free, trudging back to the car.


 


"Dawn, go rest in a guest suite. You're not to be driving,"
Tony called after her. "Your midwife left that message very plainly."


 


"I'm fine. No cramps." She walked out to her car,
getting in and driving off. Of course, she had lied but she could handle the
discomfort of a kidney stone. It was kinda like labor pains. On the way her
phone rang. She hit the hands free system after reaching over blindly to plug
it in. "What's up?" She sighed. "That was not me, Clint, that
was Pepper. I'm on my way back from dropping Pepper off because she fell
asleep." She hung up on him when he started to complain. She blinked a few
times and realized she was starting to drift. Thankfully she had ten miles to
go, all on secondary road. She made it into the driveway and parked in the
garage, getting out and trudging inside. "I did not start that," she
said firmly, glaring at Natasha. "Have I said one single damn word? No. So
don't yell at me for Pepper yelling at you." She went to bed. "I'm
exhausted. I'm going to bed."


 


"We are not," Natasha started, following after her
until she got a roundhouse kick to the lungs from her daughter. "Ow."
Dawn came out to help her sit down. "Those hurt."


 


"She gets upset when you do. That's why lamaze early is
great," Dawn quipped. She helped her wife into their bedroom and tucked
her in. "You rest."


 


"We do take care of you."


 


Dawn looked at her. "You're the one having the first
experience of all of this. So is Clint through you," she said calmly and
quietly. "I don't begrudge either of you that, even if Pepper does yell at
you about it." She walked off. "Let me find the heating pad so I can
nap."


 


"Are you having more cramps?"


 


"No, I'm having a kidney stone as we found out
earlier."


 


"Oh." She texted Clint that. He said he'd be back
in the morning.


 


Dawn came back with the heating pad that had drifted around
the house with her. "Tell him to stay in DC to help Thor with the
ascension."


 


"He said he'll come back tomorrow."


 


"That'll be after the eclipse. Not that much later
since it's at ten in the morning or something." She stripped down.


 


"You have another stretch mark." Natasha sat up to
touch it, making Dawn wince. "Why does that hurt?"


 


"Because that's a burn mark and not a stretch mark,
dear. That's why we have a new heating pad." She laid down and put the
nicely warm thing against her back so she could sleep, curling up next to
Natasha. Nat didn't like to be held down while sleeping. That's why they both
usually slept on Clint. Or she slept on Clint and Nat slept on her back.
"Sleep. We all need rest."


 


"Of course we do." She shifted onto her side,
sighing in pleasure. Dawn handed her a pillow to put between her knees and
ankles so they wouldn't pull on her hip, it had been a problem recently. They
settled in to sleep. They'd talk tomorrow.


 


***


 


Dawn came to work the next morning looking like she hadn't
slept. Tony stared at her. "I'm fine," she said with a hand flap.
"Got kicked all night."


 


"Uh-huh. Kidney stone?"


 


"Isn't medical information private?" she asked.


 


"No. Not when I'm worried about your health, young
lady."


 


Dawn looked at him and sniffled. "Thanks." She
logged in and settled into her desk chair, looking at the lack of paperwork.
"Who screwed up what on me and where is it?" she joked.


 


He patted her on the back, getting it from Pepper's desk.
She was sulking in their apartment because she felt like crap. Dawn just looked
like crap. He supposed he could put up with it. Though, this was why he didn't
want Pepper and Dawn pregnant at the same time.


 


Bucky came up the hall. "Summers, you're not due back
until tomorrow."


 


"Yeah but Nat needed rest, which Philip wasn't going to
allow, and I'm not tired so I came back to unscrew the paperwork mess,"
she quipped.


 


He stared at her. "Pepper's sorry she overreacted last
night."


 


She looked up at him. "Did she?" Bucky glared.
"Barnes, you were one of the two people with the pregnant women last
night. Even when I yelped in pain, you helped Natasha." He flinched.
"Frankly, I'm kinda used to doing this on my own so it doesn't really
upset me." She stared at him. "Nat's enjoying it like I got to the
first time. I'm letting her. I'm not going to start a fight over stupid shit
like this but I'll be damned if you're going to blame Pepper for you like
Natasha did because you two have a history."


 


"I'd never..."


 


"I know that, dumbass!" He stepped back.
"Trust me, if you and Nat were going to cheat it would've already
happened. Since it hasn't, I'm not worried it will. Of course, if it does,
you're both going to pay *hard*." She stared at him. "Now, why don't
you run along and do spy stuff so I can do assistant stuff? I'm busy with
Pepper out today." He nodded, walking off sulking. She took a calming
breath and got back to work.


 


Tony walked out to stare at her. "Want to talk?"


 


"Nope. Won't make anyone feel better and I'm tired of
bringing everyone down." She looked up at him. "Apparently me being
the pregnant one is the problem."


 


"No, it's not," Tony said.


 


"Yeah, apparently it is." She shrugged.
"We'll see what happens when we're not all hormonal. Give it six months
and see what's going on." She got back to work. Her computer chimed a
reminder so she looked and turned on the online news cast to a DC station. That
was a fifteen minute reminder that the eclipse was going to happen. She kept
track while she typed, then looked over at the gasp of horror. "Oh, fuck,
he did the bigger version." And there was her husband trying to back up
Thor. And there was Xander and Phil, both of whom got knocked out by a Secret
Service agent. "Boss?"


 


"Watching," he called. "Let me call Rhodey,
he's closer."


 


"He's on Atlantis this week getting upgrades."


 


"Fuck."


 


"Yup. Put on the suit, Stark." He ran to do that
and she gathered what she'd need from her storage area. And something from her
niece's. Some antique hunting gear would go well right about now. She grabbed
onto Stark and had the beaming satellite take them both. "Take high, try
to get behind it." He flew off. "Barton!" He looked over. She
waved a weapon. "Higher yield." He took it and handed her the bow.
She changed the tension and loaded a few arrows from her storage area.
"Whenever you're ready, dear."


 


"Sure." He fired. She fired to distract the
creature. Clint's second shot went into the thing's throat, slowing it down.


 


"What are you doing!" an agent yelled.


 


"It's not like you can change them back," Dawn
said. "And if you try to knock my ass out like you did Agent Coulson and
Alexander, I'm going to use the explosive tips on you!" He backed off.
"Go run interference, bait, or move the civilians!" He ran off. Dawn
looked. She put in her earbud. "JARVIS, log me into the nearest PA speaker
to our location." He did. "People, this is Dawn Summers. That is an
ascended demon, it has poisonous spit. It cannot be changed back and does eat
people. It can eat up to ten adults an hour, people. So move!" They ran.
"Thank you. Log me off, JARVIS, thank you." He did. She fired another
round when Clint glanced at her. "Civies."


 


"Sucks," he agreed. "Thor, a little bit of
lightening?" he called. Some came down. Xander moaned. Dawn fired off and
floated them out of the way, squatting down to pat Xander until he woke up.
"Guys!" Clint yelled. "Heading this way."


 


Dawn tossed him back his bow and called magic, blasting the
demon. It screamed. Tony got it with a mini rocket that blew a good chunk out
of the spine. More people appeared, Barney's people as it happened. Dawn looked
over. "Barney, the head has to come off," she ordered. "That's
the only way to kill it!" He nodded, passing that on. The demon lunged
toward that group but Dawn threw out a shield projector for it to slam into.
Tony got another chunk out. Thor got some more lightening. Dawn got another
spell to hurt it.


 


Then another slithered up the street from the other
direction to help it. "Fuck!" Clint shouted.


 


"Boss!" Dawn shouted and pointed. They had to move
then. She sent Phil and Xander off. Roque and the other Losers, plus the
Atlantis and SG teams showed up to help. She pointed. "Second, bigger
one!" They took on that one, letting the heros do the first. Dawn looked
around. "We've got a trifecta but one's not here. I can feel the evil shit
waves."


 


General O'Neill called that in and nodded. "One's by
the Mall!" he shouted. A few teams broke off to do that. Xander and Phil
showed back up to help them. "Summers, go home!"


 


"Fuck you! I only take orders from you if you're paying
my ass!" She pulled up more power and blasted that one, making it fall
sideways. Then she caught her breath because that hurt a bit. They managed to
behead it and turned to the other one. "Boss, Mall, back Xander up!"
she called over the comm. He nodded and flew to check on them and help them.
She took Clint's bow back and called some specific arrows. She had a wacky idea
and it might just work.


 


"Sorry, Alana," she called, spotting her.
"Had to bum!" She hit the demon with a Valkyrie arrow. It screamed in
pain as it sank into his eye socket. Thor slammed his hammer into the thing's
skull and it finished dying. "Thor, get me to Stark!" He grabbed her
and took her with him by way of his hammer. She landed and hit that one.
"Boss, move Sheppard for me and Lorne." He yelled at them to move.
Dawn fired and it took out the brain. She sighed, nodding. Thor stared at her.
"I borrowed some Valkyrie arrows." She held up the last one. Alana
appeared. "Thank thee for the lending, Alana. I'm glad it found me worthy
of helping."


 


"Should you not be resting?" she demanded.


 


"In a crisis, is anyone allowed to rest?" she
countered. 


 


"Well, no."


 


"Then I'm going to go back to the office, take a
shower, have a medical check, and then finish unscrewing the paperwork."
She turned and found Tony hovering just off the edge of the building, face
shield up. "I borrowed some arrows from the Valkyries. They can take out
any living thing."


 


"I need to find out how."


 


"Women only, Stark," Alana said.


 


"Not true," Dawn said. "They think Phil's son
may be the first male Valkyrie."


 


Alana considered it. "Might be nice." She shook
her head and left.


 


"Boss, beam me home so I can pee?" Dawn asked.


 


"We'll go over what we know on those later."


 


"Sure." She grinned and got beamed back. She went
to pee, shower, then hit the infirmary. "Hey, guys," she called.
"Back from DC. Need clearance to hit my desk."


 


Dr. Shivs came out to check her over. "She looks fine,
you look exhausted again, Dawn."


 


"Kinda am. She kicked all night."


 


"Lunch. Lots and lots of lunch." She smiled and
nodded. "No caffeine, only juice or water. Put back on the five pounds
this week." 


 


"Okay," she agreed.


 


"I'll tell them not to yell at you."


 


She hugged him and left to get food and juice, then pull up
references on Valkyries arrows for the boss.


 


Xander appeared, staring at her. "I should beat your
ass, Dawn Summers."


 


"Valkyries arrows?"


 


"For being there at all."


 


She shrugged. "It was an emergency. Even the bad guys
showed up."


 


"I saw that." He shook his head. "Put your
feet up."


 


"I am." She sat down and did that, tucking into
her lunch. "See, eating."


 


"Won't save you from your mother."


 


"Mom's at the doctor's. It'll be a few hours before she
can yell." 


 


He smirked. "Unless someone tells Bruce and he tells
her."


 


"Bruce is in Geneva today working on that asteroid
someone thought they saw." She ate a bite of steak bits from her large
steak and taco salad.


 


He shook his head, heading back to the site. "Stark,
she's apparently cleared. She's eating."


 


"Good!" Clint shouted, stomping over. "What
the hell, Stark!"


 


"She could handle the civilians and she grabbed on.
Maybe she wanted to protect your dumb ass, Barton."


 


"Hey!" Coulson yelled. "Stop it before I turn
you all into turtles or something." He looked at Clint. "She's fine.
She didn't use a lot of magic, and her remembering something archaic and
obscure meant we won faster."


 


"I didn't even remember that about Valkyrie
arrows," Xander admitted, looking over. Alana grinned at him. "We
need some."


 


"You're not a woman."


 


"Point. I'll put on the choker if I have to. We need a
response box. We have another ten in the next fifteen years that are trying
it."


 


"I'll put some back for you, nephew."


 


"Thank you. And thank your warriors for their help,
Alana."


 


"Welcome. Did you smite that mortal that knocked you
and your consort out?"


 


"No, I believe Dawn sent him running for his
life."


 


"I'll have someone talk to his agency head later,"
Phil assured her. She smirked and her warriors left with her. Thor stomped
over. "Thor, any injuries?"


 


"Nay, I'm fine. Dawn?"


 


"She's eating," Xander said. "At her
desk." Tony got beamed back shaking his head. "Did you remember their
arrows?"


 


"Nay, I did not. There's a few weapons around that will
kill any living being, godly powered or not. I had forgotten about them or
Zeus's lightening bolts being an option."


 


"I'll have to ask Hephie about those." He looked
at Clint. "Why are you so huffy?" Phil sent over what happened last
night. He looked at his mate then at Barton. "Don't fight. Just...don't.
You probably won't like the answer you'll get."


 


"We're not...."


 


Xander held up a hand. "You are. Everyone is. Which
Dawn has said very bluntly she accepts because this is Natasha's first time and
yours through her."


 


"Last night, Barnes did it too," Phil said
quietly.


 


"This is more of her 'I'm a strong woman I can do it
all' thing, right?" Clint asked.


 


"I think she got used to it," Xander admitted. He
shrugged a bit. "I don't know and I don't think anything's going to come
of you guys having an argument except for someone walking out. So don't. Figure
it out and fix it if there is a problem without mentioning it. Dawn always goes
on your actions. That's why she hasn't beaten your brother to death yet."


 


"I get that," Clint agreed. "I'm trying not
to." Phil put a hand on his arm to show him what had happened last night.
"What's causing those?"


 


"They found a kidney stone last night," Phil said.
"The cramps are still stress." He let his arm go. "When you
called last night she had just dropped Pepper off and was driving home. She's
exhausted."


 


"No, she's not to be driving like that. What if she
cramps!"


 


"Hmm. She drove when she was in labor last time, the
first two days," Xander said. "She didn't take a cab to work due to
security issues."


 


"Fuck!" 


 


"Yup. So you've now run into her 'it's just the way it
is' mentality. So *do* something."


 


"Yeah, I can do that." He looked around. "I
need beamed back. The vultures are gathering." Phil, Xander, Thor, and
Clint all disappeared back to Stark International's infirmary. Shivs stared at
them, one foot tapping, arms crossed over his chest. "Doc, post battle
medical?"


 


"Yup. Then I want you to take your wife home. She could
use the rest."


 


"Philip's in the daycare," Xander said after
checking. "He's presently hugging Caroline because she has a booboo."


 


"Great," Clint agreed. "I like that." He
hopped up onto the nearest bed to get his check over with.


 


Dawn leaned in. "Doc, am I fit to hit Amsterdam and
then South America in the next three days?"


 


"Nope."


 


"Is flying out?"


 


"No," he said. "But I want you to rest,
Dawn."


 


"Yeah, well, tell that to the plant that just hit a
huge tech snag and then a strike on purpose." She walked off. "See
you next Monday, Clint. Don't forget to pick up the baby from daycare."
Thankfully she had a ready bag in her trunk in case of emergency trips. She met
Pepper out front after grabbing it and her purse with her tablet and phone. She
called the daycare to talk to Philip on their way to the airport. He got pouty
but he liked Daddy time so that was great for him. She hung up and tucked her
phone back into her bag, looking at her suitcase. It had enough for three days
and she could do laundry. She reclosed it and leaned back, pulling up the files
that had been sent to them about the problems that had started earlier. Pepper
took it to look over, grimacing. "Clearly sabotage," she agreed.


 


"We'll handle it and straighten that mess out. It's not
the first time it's happened. Last time it was that French guy." She went
over the other files. "I didn't let the paperwork get too far
behind."


 


Dawn looked at her and grinned. "Pepper, that's only
half of what I'd be doing today." Pepper moaned and nodded she knew that.
"The rest can wait. Or the boss can do some typing with his clone."
She grinned. Pepper grinned back. That way Callia knew what it took to really
run the company before it was her turn.


 


***


 


Clint picked up Philip from the daycare, looking at him.
"Looks like it's us and Mommy Natasha tonight, sprout. That good with
you?" Philip cuddled him. "I missed you too, little guy." He
carried him out to Dawn's car. He had a set of spare keys for it. The carseat
was in it. That worked for him and it meant it wasn't here for the next few
days. He got in to drive it off, heading for dinner first. Natasha was asleep
so he'd pick her up something. "What do you want to eat tonight?"
Philip stared. "Moo, cluck, or burgers?"


 


"Moo! Moo!" he called, bouncing in his car seat.


 


"Settle down." He did. "Okay, we'll get
moo." He drove through a Greek and Middle Eastern place. Philip would eat
nearly anything but that's what Clint wanted. He drove home, finding his
brother waiting at the gates. He parked and rolled down the window. "I
should've picked up more dinner."


 


"I'm not staying. What the fuck is wrong with your
wife? Is she demented?"


 


"No, she's got a 'shit's gotta be done' switch,"
he said dryly. "I yelled, Stark yelled..... At least she took a backup
spot out of harm's way for the most part. Last pregnancy she had to keep
defending herself with hand-to-hand."


 


"Damn."


 


"Yeah, same people you work for," he said snidely.
"Beyond that, she's on her way to Amsterdam."


 


"You can fly when you're pregnant?"


 


"Shivs said it wasn't dangerous."


 


"Uh-huh."


 


"No idea," Clint admitted. Philip fussed.
"Few minutes, kiddo." He looked at him again. "Thanks for the
help earlier."


 


"Welcome. Those are sick."


 


"Those are humans that wanted to be pure demons. Can
take anywhere from fifty to a hundred years depending on the version. One of
those was a Supreme Court Justice." Barney shuddered. "Exactly. I
have no idea who the other two were and I don't really care. Anything
else?"


 


"Nah. I'll see you in a few days." He left, going
to report Dawn was going to Amsterdam. That might impact some plans.


 


Clint drove them into the garage and got out with the baby,
letting him run inside with the bag of food. "We're back."


 


Natasha looked up from her bowl of cereal. "Where's
Dawn?"


 


"On her way to Amsterdam with Pepper." Natasha
dropped her spoon to stare at him. "Then to South America with Pepper.
Apparently there was a huge thing." He helped Philip put the bag on the
table. "Push over your chair." 


 


He pushed over his chair with his booster seat, letting
daddy hand him food. "Moo!" he said happily, digging in.


 


Natasha smiled, smoothing down his hair. "I know you
like moo, son." She looked at Clint. "So we're on our own for how
long?"


 


"Monday she thinks." He got them dinner too,
taking Nat's cereal to dump out. He had no idea why she craved Lucky Charms and
neither did she but it was gross to Clint.


 


She dug in, eating delicately. "She had an appointment
I think."


 


"It got moved back to next week. I called." He ate
a bite, looking at her. "You okay?"


 


"I'm fine." She ate some more. "She had some
cramps."


 


"She's also got a kidney stone according to Shivs, who
pulled me aside to tell me what the midwife had said." Natasha glared.
"I'm not trying to start a fight, Nat. Frankly, with all the spoiling and
kid time you two get, I'm feeling a bit left out."


 


"There is that choker," she said dryly. "I'm
sure we'd baby you the same way you do us."


 


"Maybe some day." He dug in again, thinking about
things. He looked at their son, who was pouting at his empty plate. Clint gave
him some of his, earning a grin that he used to see on Dawn's face. "You
grin like your mommy." Philip smirked. "And do that like me. Eat,
little guy. We'll play some music so Mommy Natasha can rest some more."


 


"I'm about rested out."


 


"Yay. Orders, Nat."


 


"I do not follow orders I know are wrong."


 


He looked at her. "Yay?" She huffed but finished
eating. Clint went to look for his guitar. "Son, where did you put it this
time?" He looked at him. "Where's the music, Little Phil?" He
ran for the safe room.


 


"Dawn said she put it in there with him and the
cats," Natasha said quietly. "When they attacked the house. Who's
guarding her while they're away from here?"


 


"Maybe they took Bucky," Clint said, settling in
to play some music for them. Natasha threw out the disposable plates and put
the rest of the sauce in the fridge for later use. She liked it on rice
krispies, another thing she didn't usually eat. She settled in on the couch
with the baby, watching Clint play. It was soothing. It felt good.


 


***


 


Dawn looked at herself when she had to change, shaking her
head. This dress was good but she wanted something she could move in. She
changed to the pants outfit in the bag and tucked the dress back in, shrinking
it to put into her purse. She put on her necklace, one of the weapons holding
cabinets on it, and left to meet up with Pepper. They knew there was a threat.
Someone had went to a lot of trouble to sabotage their company. They wouldn't
put it past someone to try something even more stupid. Pepper smiled at her.
"We ready?"


 


"We're waiting on the driver," Pepper said. She
looked her over. Low heels, for Dawn anyway. Sensible stretchy pants,
comfortable button up shirt. Hair pushed back with a pretty headband.
"Very nice."


 


"Thank you." Their car pulled up and she walked
out to open the door for Pepper. She got in after her and closed the door.
"Factory?"


 


"Yes." The driver took of. Pepper was going over
their recent problems on her tablet. Dawn was watching around. Pepper glanced
at her. "Calm down," she said quietly.


 


"Um, maybe." She smiled. "I'm sure it'll be
fine." Pepper nodded, getting back to it. Neither one had been at this
plant physically in a few years. That's why they didn't realize when the car
diverted. They went to a warehouse that wasn't part of theirs. By then, Dawn
had pressed her emergency beacon. Pepper had too. When the car parked, they
stayed in there. The driver opened the door. "Do we look stupid?"
Dawn asked him.


 


"No, you look like fashionable women," he sneered.
"Get out of the car." He pulled a gun to point at them.


 


Dawn got out and slammed the door then slammed her foot into
his stomach, making him groan and fall down instead of trying to open the car
door again. "Not always." She picked up the gun to check and
shrugged. "Anyone else?" she asked the staring people. They all
stared back. She smiled. "Yes? Were we going to stare at each other? You
kidnaped us for a reason I'd assume."


 


"You're snotty," one said in clear American
english.


 


"Only when you piss me off." She smiled brightly.
"Like by kidnaping me and my boss."


 


"Boys," he said with a point. "We want them
both to calmly and quietly come talk to us."


 


Dawn shot him. "Yay." The others gasped and backed
up. Dawn stared at him. "I have absolutely no qualm about killing people
who kidnap me." Sirens started. "Aww, thank you, rescuers." She
put the gun on the roof of the car when they pulled in. "Guys, this one
kidnaped us," she said with a point at the driver. "That one told his
people to pull my boss out of the car so we could *chat*."


 


One of the officers stared at her. "You are?"


 


"Dawn Summers. Assistant to Pepper Potts, who is in the
car. And also pregnant, yes. This was supposedly our driver. We're here because
someone sabotaged our local company."


 


"You shot them?"


 


"No, I kicked him when he pulled a gun on me and I shot
him when he ordered the thugs to capture me," she said with a point at
each.


 


"That is illegal."


 


"So is kidnaping."


 


"We have only your word on that, ma'am."


 


Pepper got out. "No, you have both of our words on
that." They stared at her. "Dawn, can you translate?"


 


"Sure." Pepper told them exactly what was going
on, where they were supposed to be, and who one of those was according to
Tony's system. They all stared at Dawn when she repeated that in Dutch. A few
groaned. "So, no, it's not just *her* word on it. And frankly, I want my
embassy now."


 


"We can take you there but we will have to take your
assistant into custody for shooting him."


 


"For defending myself?" Dawn demanded. They
nodded. "Fine, you do that. I want a lawyer from my embassy." She
stared at him. "And you're not touching me. I'm seven months
pregnant." They nodded, calling a female. "Pepper." Something
was seriously wrong about this. The cops weren't acting right. The other thugs
were just staring at them like they were robots.


 


"I'll make sure," she promised. They came near
her. "Touch me and I'll join her in the cell." The officer backed
off. "I'm not certain if you're part of their group or not and this isn't
the first threat to either of our children." The officer called the embassy
for them. Someone showed up. "Good! Get Dawn a lawyer please. She had to
shoot someone to defend us."


 


"Let's start back farther, ma'am. Who are you?"
Pepper told him what he needed to know. He nodded, calling that in. "Hmm,
the head person doesn't really like your assistant."


 


"Was he one of the idiots that told me I had to marry
some Middle Eastern jackass who I had to take down after he kidnaped me the
first time?" Dawn asked. He asked about that and nodded, hanging up.
"You know what, I'm about to have a screaming fit." She got into the
car and got her purse and some water, sipping it. The officers were staring at
her oddly. "Frankly, you're the nicest hostage takers I've ever met,"
she said dryly. "Since I've met over sixty, that's a compliment I would cherish."


 


"We are officers, not hostage takers."


 


Dawn stared at him. "I know what the Amsterdam City
Police uniform looks like. I always look that up before I travel
anywhere." They gasped. "So who are you with?" They babbled and
backed up. "That's what I thought." She looked at the embassy dweeb.
"Take. Pepper. With. You." He nodded, looking scared. The guys tried
to menace them but Dawn calmly pulled something out and put it on the hood of
the car. "We're going to chat." They stared at the blinking box then
at her. She smirked. "You don't watch great weapons designers without
learning a thing or two, boys. Did you think I was helpless?" They nodded.



 


"Clearly you underestimated me a *lot*. Pep, go."
She nodded, taking the embassy guy with her to protect her. She stared at them.
"Now then, who planned this?" One swallowed hard. "It's not like
I can't do a compelling thing, guys." More cars showed up and these were
officers. She walked out, stuffing the bomb back into her purse. "Those
ones say they're officers," she said in Dutch. The first officer out of
his car stared at her. 


 


"The limo driver in there is unconscious. He took us
here instead of to the Stark International factory, where we're supposed to be
figuring out who sabotaged it. He drove us here, where I knocked him out when
he pointed a gun at me to get me out of the car. Then I shot the guy in there
that's bleeding because he ordered myself and my boss captured. Those ones
showed up pretending to be your officers. My boss is with a member of the US
embassy. Apparently they had no idea that her baby is worth just as much as
mine."


 


"We will hold all of you until we straighten this
out."


 


"Please do. Let me turn off my emergency beacon."
She handed her purse over so he could put it on the hood of the car. She opened
it and let him see. "The red stick." He handed it over she unpushed
the plunger. "Flip the blue switch to turn that off." He did. She
smiled. "I made a point when they tried to capture us." She tossed it
back into the bag and closed it, letting him hold it. "My suitcase is in
there and so is my passport. The US embassy hates me because one of them told
me to divorce my spouses so I could marry a mother fucker from Saudi who had
once kidnaped me to ease relations."


 


"We can check on that," he said, calling his boss.
This was not usual and this 'victim' was not what he was used to dealing with.
He was used to crying women that had bad things happen to them, not one that
pulled out weapons. The bad guys in there looked very confused. They hadn't
even tried to run yet. They got the injured one to the hospital. The dead to
the morgue. The ME told Dawn she was a good shot.


 


Dawn smiled. "I'm trained to protect my boss from these
things."


 


"That is always wise for women of means," he said.
"You are...."


 


"American."


 


"How far?" He pointed at her stomach.


 


"Almost seventh."


 


"All right, we will make sure you have a female officer
with you."


 


Dawn smiled. "I'm sure you guys are nice enough to not
try to hurt me. Because then I'd have to fight back." They nodded they understood
that. They got her into the back of the car and took her to the police station
with the others. They were shouting allegations about Dawn being an arms dealer
and things. Dawn shook her head, rolling her eyes. "I have a file with the
US government because I work for Stark International." They called their
people to look that up for them.


 


One of the female captains came over. "You're an
Avenger?"


 


"No, I'm a wife of an Avenger and sometimes I have to
fill in," Dawn said.


 


"You are trained?"


 


"Very."


 


"You could have done other than shooting him?"


 


"I'm four days away from being seven months pregnant. I
don't want to physically engage anyone in a fight."


 


"Good point. They said it was a clean shot. The gun you
used?"


 


"Roof of the rental limo." She nodded, telling
them that. "I kicked the driver when he pointed a gun at myself and my
boss."


 


"Where is she?"


 


"She should be at the US embassy. They called one of
them to come get her since they were pretending to be officers. Apparently they
have no idea who she was."


 


"So they wanted you?"


 


"I'm not totally sure," Dawn admitted. "I
know they weren't ready for me to fight back." The captain smiled.
"They're kinda dumb. Though the nicest hostage takers I've ever met. They
were polite and didn't yell a bit."


 


"They are, yes. Very confused as well. They're not used
to women like you."


 


"If you find out why they wanted us, please let me know
and if they were involved in the sabotage at the local factory we're here to
look into."


 


"I can." She went to talk to them. She came back
an hour later. "The embassy hates you."


 


"Some State Department people told me to divorce my
spouse to marry a mother fucker that had kidnaped me to supposedly woo me a few
years back," she said sarcastically. "That it would improve and ease
relations." The captain burst out laughing. "That was my feeling too.
Apparently I made the agent that suggested that a thumb sucker." She
shifted and winced. "Sorry."


 


"Early labor?"


 


"Cramping due to stress and a kidney stone. It's been a
craptastic week."


 


"I can see how that happens."


 


"Hell, I told them they were the nicest kidnapers I've
ever run into and I'm a pro at beating those sort so I should know," Dawn
said dryly. "Why did they want me?"


 


"They sabotaged the plant to get you and your boss.
They wanted the children but they were also going to hand you to someone who
had a high bounty for your capture." Dawn mentioned a name and she nodded.
"That is who has the bounty."


 


"That's the mother fucker."


 


"I will make note of that." She put that into the
notes on her computer. "Do you need medical attention right now?"


 


"I could use some water," Dawn said. "I could
use a nap. Other than that, a bathroom break if possible?" They escorted
her to one then back to her interrogation room. The others were being booked.
They were arguing about whether or not to charge Dawn. The head of the local
police finally came in. Dawn put down her water. "Commander."


 


"Miss Summers?" She nodded. "You are
married?"


 


"Technically, yes. I was married in Spain."


 


"Ah, that situation. Then you are the one that was in
your capitol yesterday morning?"


 


"Yes."


 


"What did you fire at those beings?"


 


"Those were humans that turned themselves into true
demons by way of a ritual called an ascension. There's multiple paths that can
take from fifty to a hundred years depending on how large you want to be."
He nodded. "I fired off a few Valkyries arrows I borrowed. They are
mystical weapons that can kill off any living being."


 


"That is good to know."


 


"My boss is working on something to help with that so
we don't require mystical weapons."


 


"Even better. Could you have not shot him?"


 


"He had just ordered his flunkies...."


 


"Flunkies?"


 


"Cut rate thugs that he pays minimum wage to?"


 


"Oh, that." He waved a hand.


 


"He had just ordered them to capture myself and Pepper
after I had kicked the driver for pulling a gun on us to get us out of the car.
I'm nearly seven months pregnant. I didn't want to kill him but I'll be
damned."


 


"I understand." He went to talk to someone. He
came back. "Why are you in town?"


 


"The sabotage of our factory. Your captain I talked to
said they admitted they set it up to get us."


 


"They did. The one who has a bounty on you?" Dawn
spat something in Dutch and he laughed. "Really?" She nodded. He
groaned. "Why does your embassy like that?"


 


"Because apparently me going to him would make it
easier on them," she said dryly. "I ran the agent that told me I
should divorce my spouse off to suck his thumb in a corner."


 


"My own wife had many mood swings."


 


Dawn smiled. "That wasn't a mood swing. I would've made
him just as sorry if I wasn't pregnant. Actually, I probably went a bit easy on
him due to feeling maternal."


 


"That is good to know." He went to talk to the
ambassador stomping up the halls. "Your person told her to get
divorced?"


 


"Not exactly," he sneered. He walked in there.
"That is not why we don't like you, Miss Summers. We find it unsuitable
that you're American."


 


"I find people like you unsuitable to be human,"
she said with a shrug. "Please correct that for the good of the human
race." He glared. She stared back. "What's wrong? The people slipping
you bribes not paying you enough?" she said in her most condescending
voice. "Are you frustrated that I'm better than you'll ever be and I
worked for everything I got while you had coattails?" He huffed off. She
waved a hand. "Laters. Jackass." Someone outside shouted and she
shook her head. "I do speak Dutch," she called. "And
French." Someone else shouted and stomped into the room. She stared at
him. "Oh, hell no. If there's going to be legal trouble it's going to
happen legally," she hissed at Hunt. "I don't want to cause more
stress that'll mean another long vacation away from my desk."


 


"You won't. You're going to SHIELD Europe."


 


"Are they liking me again after I showed some of them
up a few years back?"


 


"Yeah, it'll be fine." Stark stomped in. "I
was taking her to the local SHIELD base."


 


"Why did you not go with Pepper?" he demanded.


 


"Because they were going to be arresting me for
shooting the guy that ordered us captured, boss." Tony groaned. "I'm
not going to duck that because it'll make shit difficult. If I had to, I could
spend a day in jail while things got straightened out."


 


"Good point but no."


 


She put a hand on his arm. "The local ambassador hates
that I'm me and American. I kindly replied that he was a shitty human and to
please fix that. He's the same guy that got up in front of the UN to make that
'I don't like genocide but' speech." She stared at him. "I'm safer
here."


 


"You may be," Tony admitted. "How are you
feeling?"


 


"I'm good. The locals have been very good to me. Got me
some water. Let me use the bathroom. Talked to me nicely." The Commander
came back. "Sir, this is my boss."


 


Tony shook his hand. "Is she in legal trouble?"


 


"No. Our prosecutor said it was likely pre-fixing the
need for self defense. We are not sure how she got weapons into the country or
why her purse has a bomb in it." She took off her necklace to open the
little chamber, pulling out a file to hand to him. He read it over and snorted,
smiling at her. "Smartass," he said in Dutch. She grinned and nodded.
"That is a good thing. What is that?"


 


"Magical." She put the necklace back on.
"With how many times people try to take me, it's kinda handy."


 


"I figure it was. The bomb?" She smiled and
straightened the necklace. "Reasonable then. Why do you carry such?"


 


"Because this time last year I was fighting my way off
an island full of crocodiles and snakes," she said. "And the idiot
who thought he wanted me and my son to be his had guys with vehicle mounted
machine guns on their ATV's." He groaned. She nodded. "I'm a bit of a
connoisseur of kidnapers."


 


"That was you?" Ethan asked. "We wondered who
took him down."


 


"Me. He had me for all of a day and a half. I got home
before everyone else, cleaned us both up, and then made dinner. It seems to be
the way things go."


 


Ethan nodded. "I remember when you were pregnant last
time and there were sixty attempts to snatch you that we defeated before you
had to do anything." Dawn grinned and leaned over to hug him.


 


The commander moaned. "I'm glad you're an
American."


 


"Me too. We have cuter clothes." She smiled. He
laughed and nodded. "Am I free to go?"


 


"Yes."


 


"Pepper?" she asked Tony.


 


"Headed home. The State Department is throwing up a fit
that I had her beamed back."


 


"Don't get me started," she muttered, standing up.
"Thank you, kind sir, for the excellent treatment. I hope you never have
to deal with those idiots again."


 


"Us as well," he said, shaking her hand. She
smiled and walked out with Tony and Ethan behind her. He handed Tony the file
so she could put it back. Her purse got handed to her at the desk when she
signed out. They had confiscated the bomb but she hadn't thought she'd get it
back. He watched them go and the agent disappear at the first sign of a
reporter. He hated people like spies.


 


Tony got them back to the hotel, staring at her once they
were in her room. "You sure you're okay?"


 


"Bit shaky," she said quietly. "They were not
prepared for me. They stood there and stared in awe. They actually called the
embassy to pick up Pepper." He laughed. "Yeah." She flopped down
on her bed. "Am I in trouble?" she asked him.


 


"Nope. You protected Pepper and yourself. Your spouses
may feel differently." She rolled her eyes. "You sure you're
okay?" She nodded. "Absolutely certain?"


 


"I could use some advil for the kidney stone pain but
yeah. I'm good, boss." She got up to hug him.


 


"Okay, let's go home."


 


"They're going to try something if we beam back. And
what about South America's problem?"


 


"Same people."


 


"Any idea who was overseeing it?"


 


He smirked. "The people above your
brother-in-law."


 


"If he was involved, he's mine."


 


"No, he wasn't." He let her change and took her
down to the car. Which had someone in the front seat who wasn't supposed to be
there. "Barton."


 


"What?" he complained. "I can beam
over." He looked at his wife. "You good?"


 


"I'm fine. They were stunned stupid for the most part.
Thanks for sending Ethan."


 


"He spotted you and tried to help. He's the one that told
me."


 


"If it wouldn't have caused another long trip from the
US I would've taken it."


 


"He agreed, it would've." He stared at her,
tossing over something. "Tylenol?"


 


She tossed it back. "Not allowed. But thanks." He
tossed over something else, getting a smile. "Thank you, Clint. How's
Natasha?"


 


"She's good. She's worried but good. She's not really
sure what Philip wants her to do. He's staring at her like she's weird."


 


"Read to him." 


 


He texted that to her and she said that was working well a
few minutes later. "I like that he's a book nerd." He looked at Stark
then at her. "You sure you're okay?"


 


"They didn't do more than pat me down. Let me potty,
got me some water when I asked nicely. Got a female officer to talk to
me."


 


"Great. I like them for that." He turned around
until they got to the airport. There were reporters there. "Stark?"


 


"No comment works for me," he said.


 


"We sure that's the right path?" Dawn asked.
"They could help shut the idiots down."


 


"No, let's let SHIELD do that," Clint ordered. She
nodded, pulling out her sunglasses to put on. She pulled out her wallet and
passport too. They got out with the guys flanking her on either side, her hand
with the purse on her wrist on Clint's arm. That way if he needed to he could
grab something from it.


 


"Agent Barton! Is she in trouble!" one shouted.


 


"No," he called. "Another hostage
thing."


 


"Who?" she shouted.


 


"No comment," Stark called.


 


"We can help you find information on them, Mr.
Stark."


 


Tony smirked at her. "Like I need help? Or SHIELD needs
help?" She pouted. "Sorry, but not another answer for you." They
walked inside the terminal, where the reporters weren't allowed to go.
"Nice, Barton," he said quietly.


 


"Gave them enough to leave her alone when we get to
LAX, where they're more pushy," he quipped back. Dawn moaned and headed
for the bathroom. A guard frowned, following her. "Dawn?"


 


"Sick," she called. She was throwing up when a
female guard came in. "Kidney stone," she said between heaves. The
guard said something. "No, no ambulance. Going home. Have a doc and a
midwife. I'm fine." She caught her breath and did some of her calming
breathing. She got up to flush the toilet, rinse out her mouth, and wash her
hands so the guard could escort her out. "My bag and passport." The
guard handed it over with a smile. "Thank you." She walked over to
Clint, taking his arm again. "The kidney stone."


 


"It's all right. The corporate jet's here," Tony
said quietly. She smiled weakly and nodded. "Any idea why you got the
kidney stone?"


 


"No. Not a bit, boss." Which she hoped wasn't a
lie. "Probably too much soda or something." He nodded. They got onto
the corporate jet and she laid down. The stewardess clucked and got her a
blanket. Clint sat under her head. Tony buckled himself in and they taxied out
to take off. Dawn could nap all the way back.


 


***


 


Natasha walked into the hospital room Dawn was in. Tony had
an ambulance waiting when they had landed. Dawn hadn't woken up until they got
to the ER. The fever she had spiked had been fairly worrying. "What
happened?"


 


"The kidney stone made me spew." Natasha nodded,
taking a kiss. "Sorry if I've got bad breath."


 


"One would expect it." She settled beside her on
the bed. "Clint will be by soon with the son."


 


"That's cool. He was pouty that I had to run and help
Pepper but he knows it happens like sometimes you guys have to take a sudden
trip." Natasha smiled. "As long as he has one of us or someone like
Grandma."


 


"She was not pleased when she heard."


 


"I wasn't pleased either but not a lot of choice,"
Dawn said dryly.


 


"True." She fussed over her sheet. "How
long?"


 


"Two days. They're giving me something to break it
up." She grimaced. "They checked the baby. She's smiling in her sleep
so apparently it's good dreams." She showed her the picture they copied
down with a grin. "That's her."


 


"She's definitely happy." She smiled at her. Clint
and Philip walked in together. "See, she's fine, Philip."


 


"Mama pet, no!" he said, staring at her.


 


"It's not a problem. Come cuddle." She let Clint
hand him to her. He snuggled in, patting her belly and looking at her.
"No, she's fine, Philip. Mommy's having other problems." He snuggled
in, stroking over her stomach and cooing at it. She petted over his hair,
smiling at him. "Okay, what's going on? You're both way too quiet."
She looked at them.


 


"State Department had a fit at Pepper in the parking
lot, who threw their ambassador's shortcomings back in their face," Clint
said, sitting against the foot board. "Embarrassed them totally since
there were reporters at the gate."


 


Dawn grinned. "That's happy news. The guy there hated
that I'm still a free, unconscripted woman."


 


"We heard. She mentioned that and the guy who wanted
you to dump us so you could take up with the idiot."


 


"They were going to take the kids from us then hand me
to him according to the nice officers," Dawn said. "He has a bounty
on me."


 


"I had not heard that," Clint said, looking at
Natasha.


 


"Neither had I," she said with a scowl.
"We'll have to look into that. Clearly he needs better discouragement."
Pepper walked in and hugged Dawn. "She's fine."


 


"Not the point. She nearly got arrested for protecting
me." She kissed Dawn on the head, then Philip. "I'd hug you, Natasha,
but you'd try to slug me for it." Clint laughed and nodded that was
probably true. She stared at Dawn. "The kidney stone?" Dawn nodded
with a grimace. "You okay?"


 


"Advil is working. They're giving me something to break
it up since they can't use the ultrasound thingy while I'm pregnant." She
showed her the picture. "She was having happy dreams."


 


"Awww!" Pepper cooed. "That's so
pretty!" She hugged her again. "Any bed rest when you get out?"


 


"Not that I've heard. Maybe a day of light duties or
I'll never get caught up again."


 


Pepper snorted. "The amount of shit that gets started
has dramatically cut itself down to barely nubbins. I only had one form to do
today."


 


"I can email you the rest," Dawn offered with a
grin.


 


"No working in here," Clint ordered. "That's
not really restful."


 


"Dreadful cable?" she offered with a grin.
"Have to have something to do."


 


"You're fine," Clint said. "It's only two
days. You can be bored with nothing on tv for two days."


 


"We'll see." Pepper laughed and patted Philip
since he was now cooing in his sleep. "How's the cats?" she asked
Natasha. "They haven't seen me in days."


 


"They're good. Tsarina is hiding all the time."


 


"That means it's time to get her fixed," Dawn
said. "Unless you want kittens and babies in the house."


 


"I had not thought of that. I'll make her an
appointment later." She patted Dawn on the hand. "Need anything
brought?"


 


"I'm okay as long as you brought me jammies."


 


"Yup," Clint said, handing over the bag he had
dropped beside the bed. "And a few books." Dawn smiled. He stood up.
"Let's take the sprout home. Why was my guitar in the safe room?"


 


"He fussed and wanted it with him."


 


"Huh. Okay." He grinned at Pepper. "I might
come try your paperwork instead of mine at SHIELD. Has to be easier." She
swatted him but grinned.


 


"It's much less complex," Natasha agreed. "No
incident reports that have to be done perfectly correct or you get them
back."


 


"No, Dawn does that for me," Pepper said with a
smile. They left, taking the baby with them. She sat down in Clint's former
spot, staring at her assistant. "You sure you're okay?"


 


Dawn nodded. "Just a kidney stone, Pepper. It'll come
out somehow."


 


"Not what I meant."


 


"Yeah."


 


"I saw you in that same mood," she said quietly,
glancing at the door.


 


Dawn shrugged. "Sometimes things happen and you deal.
You can't change human nature and you shouldn't stress over things you can't
change. Though if Barney had a single thing to do with that incident he's
mine."


 


"Sure, he's yours. If Clint leaves you any." She
grinned. "Phil showed up to complain about you."


 


She shrugged. "He's like a big brother that kinda seems
to be tired of me," she said quietly. "It'll happen as it does. We
won't go together."


 


"You might."


 


"We won't. I know we won't." Pepper patted her on
the foot and stood up. "Everyone else okay?"


 


"They're good. Callia threw a raging fit, which was how
Steve found out what happened. He almost used a microscope to make sure every
inch of me was unharmed." Dawn smiled. "Tony's seriously worried that
you're going to end up on bed rest for the rest of the pregnancy."


 


"I won't."


 


"The cramps?" she prompted.


 


Dawn shook her head. "No, it's not that huge. We're
good. I'm within most normal parameters."


 


"Okay. You can start cutting back hours."


 


"I might later on. I'm not ready yet." Pepper
nodded and let her rest. Dawn looked at what books she had. Both of them were
Natasha's books and in Russian. She could read it though so she settled in to
read while they watched over her. The nurses were mostly nice. One sneered and
asked if Arabic was her native language. Dawn looked up from reading. "It's
Russian, not Arabic. I speak and read about eight languages." She went
back to reading. The nurse huffed off. Dawn sighed and turned the page.
"It's no use stressing over things you cannot change," she reminded
herself. Another nurse peeked in. "She throwing a fit because I corrected
an assumption that Russian is Arabic?"


 


"Yup." She smiled. "She said you're a
smartass."


 


Dawn looked at her. "Every day." She smiled.
"Though I wasn't just then. I know better than to aggravate the people who
have my life in their hands and really scary needles to back it up."


 


The nurse laughed. "There is that, yes." She
checked her machines and left her to her reading. "That is Russian. One of
my aunts married a Russian." The nurse huffed. She saw another visitor. He
was not on the approved list. "I'm sorry, sir, but she's on visitor
restriction and only family can show up."


 


"I'm her brother-in-law."


 


"I'm not supposed to be stressed and when I get out we
need to talk so I can make sure I don't have to kill your dumb ass, Barney,"
Dawn called, turning the page. "Because if you were part of that, I'm
going to get to work out months of mood swings on your dumb ass."


 


"That wasn't me."


 


"No, it was your bosses," Dawn quipped. She
lowered her book to stare at him. He shivered. "Maybe you should see if
there's more like that myth. Really, you should." He nodded, walking off.
She went back to the really boring book. She didn't know how Natasha read these
things. Still better than reality tv.


 


***


 


Dawn woke up to someone sneaking in her window. She checked
the door then looked at him. "Be a janitor, it's easier than climbing up a
hospital."


 


"I only snuck down from upstairs." He stared at
her, hands in his pockets. "You took out Cherekoff? He was one of our
suppliers."


 


"He had me and the baby hostage. Pity." She stared
at him.


 


"Wasn't me. I had nothing to do with that plan. They
know better than that. It'll end up with me busted and my brother busting
in."


 


"No, I'd take you out to spare Clint that pain,"
she said quietly.


 


"Can you really make poisons?"


 


"Yeah." She smiled. "I learned over Phil's
shoulder."


 


"Oh." He considered that, then frowned.
"SHIELD has poisoning classes?"


 


"Yeah."


 


"Huh." He stared at her. "You that
sick?"


 


"Kidney stone."


 


"Sucks. Had one due to a bruise. Really sucks." He
shuddered but forced himself to stop. "Why are you guys fighting?"


 


"We're not. Really we're not. It's just that someone's
noticed a few things and they've upset the people that noticed them doing it.
I'm of the opinion that it's petty shit to fight about. I don't need that sort
of stress."


 


"I try to avoid all sorts of relationship stress. Tends
to suck you dry."


 


"Sometimes it fills you back up. Sometimes the well
runs a bit dry and you have to conserve water. Sometimes you have to buy water
to add to the well." He snorted, smirking at her. "Not me personally,
I look hot in the clubs." She smirked. "Though, never cheated
so...." She shrugged. "Haven't wanted to or needed to. Clint's good
to me."


 


"That's good. I have no idea where he learned it from
but that's good. Mushy but good."


 


Dawn smirked. "Mushy is nice at my age, Barney."


 


"You're what, thirty?"


 


"Fuck you."


 


He smirked evilly. "Older?"


 


"Twenty-three."


 


He blinked. "Seriously?" She nodded. "Wow.
You trained hard." She waved a hand around. "I thought you were
older." 


 


"Your people's files on me has my sister's birthday,
not mine. Though, your brother hasn't remembered it yet."


 


"Why do you stay with him when he's clearly got a
favorite?"


 


"Because a trio takes some on each side."


 


"You give a lot more than you get."


 


She shrugged. "Maybe it's just not tangible to you.
Sometimes it's the difference between hamburger and roast beef."


 


"Yeah but you're the hamburger."


 


"Not usually. This is a limited situation."


 


"Not from what we've seen."


 


Dawn shook her head. "Not really. I'm a realist. I have
what I need and most of what I want. No spouse is perfect and it's more
important to be happy most of the time than to search for the mythical."


 


"So if you two didn't have that telepathic shit?"
he asked.


 


She shook her head. "We were together before that
started." He slumped. "That really only came into being in
Romania."


 


"Oh." He shifted his weight. "So, boy, girl?
I can't promise a card or anything." She pulled out the picture to show
him with a grin. "Girl?" She nodded. "She's pretty." 


 


"So's Philip." She grinned. "She'll be a
strong Summers woman like the rest of us."


 


"Probably. They said some really nice things about your
sister."


 


"I usually do. Now and then I swear at her. She's in Valhalla.
She and her husband fell at the same time to goblins."


 


"Like in the book?"


 


"No, these are more like cannibals and like to attack
every few decades up there."


 


"Yuck."


 


"Well, he was a village guardian. She helped him in his
duty like he helped her with hers. In between they had fantastic sex." She
smiled.


 


"That's about all I ever get out of a
relationship."


 


"Sorry but it takes a lot more work than that, Barney.
There's talking and compromise and working on things. Then you have sex."
He snorted but looked pleased. "Who was it so I know who I need to
poison?"


 


"The higher ups. They still want her." 


 


"They'll get her the same time I die. And that's really
unlikely since I'll probably ascend."


 


"I heard about humans doing that."


 


"Not the demon sort. The higher plane, floating around
sort."


 


"Oh, them. Heard about them too. That's really wrong on
so many levels."


 


"Not really. Some of them are bigger assholes than
anyone I know though."


 


He nodded once. "You sure you want to stay in
here?"


 


"Yeah, for now. Why? Are they going to come?" He
shrugged but was staring at her. "Barney, a rule for all Summers women is
to never be disarmed." He gaped. She smiled. "Even if I'm unconscious
they can't touch me. I have protections set up against anyone harming me if I'm
not aware of things. All they can do is hurt innocents, which looks really bad
on them and gets them busted in on by people like Clint." She heard a
ruckus outside, then looked at him. "If they find you in here, they'll
probably torture you."


 


He nodded. "Probably. You sure?"


 


"I can't climb like this, Barney. I can teleport."
She smirked. He moaned. "Learn magic, dude." He shook his head,
climbing back out. She used the phone in her bedside drawer to call someone.
"I'm in St. Ivan's and it sounds like there's an assault on the floor I'm
on. With gunshots," she said when one happened. "Three, I think east.
Near intensive care but not next to it. 312. Thank you." She hung up and
found her gun, checking it. Someone burst in the door and she held it up.
"You wouldn't even be the first this week." The sneering nurse from
earlier looked scared. "Are you part of them?" She nodded. 


 


"Go. Away. I'm cranky now and mood swings are hell for
others." She ran off shouting that. The nice nurse was apparently part of
them too. Dawn sighed. She looked at her IV. It was nearly done. She reached
over to shut it off and took out the needle, using the tape in the drawer to
tie off the slightly bleeding spot. Someone came storming up the halls. Sounded
like heavier boots and gear. "Did you get them when they ran out?"
she called at the first sign of a uniform. They backtracked. "Two nurses,
at least three others. Two different gun sounds," she said. "One
automatic on spray and pray, one slower." They nodded, calling that in.
They found them in the stairwell. Dawn settled in to watch the drama. It was
much more interesting than Nat's book or reality tv. She did pull out her
tablet to order Barney some liquor. He'd appreciate that more than chocolates.


 


***


 


Tony walked in the next morning with his cup of coffee.
"Can you not stay out of trouble?" he asked with a smile.


 


"Apparently they were scared of what a mood swing
really is," she said with a grin. "Is that for me?"


 


"Nope. Not allowed. The midwife said that bar is closed."


 


"Crap. I could use something with caffeine."


 


"Yay." He let her have a sip then took it back.
"Where's your guard?"


 


"What guard?"


 


"I asked Barnes to guard you."


 


"Did you specifically state me?"


 


"No," he admitted.


 


"He thinks Natasha's more vulnerable, boss."


 


"Shit," he muttered. He looked out there then at
her. "You had Barney Barton show up?" he asked quietly.


 


"Yeah." She grinned. "We have an
understanding, boss. If he hurts my family, he's mine. If I hurt Clint he'll
try to kill me until I take him out."


 


"Yeah, that's a hell of an understanding," he
said, sipping his coffee. Dawn looked out at the nurse's desk then took it to
gulp and hand back. "Thanks for leaving me some," he said, drinking
the rest and tossing the cup out.


 


"Haven't had breakfast yet."


 


"Why not?"


 


"No clue."


 


"Huh. It's just against you this week."


 


"It happens." She shifted, smiling at the nurse
when she peeked in. "Does that mean it's nearly breakfast?"


 


"Yours has been sitting out here. We were waiting on
you to wake up, dear." She went to get it, bringing it back. "Here
you go."


 


"Thanks." She left them to talk. Dawn inhaled the
meager fare but it was good. She sat back with a moan. "Better.
Kinda."


 


"When you get out, you can go to that biscuit shop up
the street."


 


"Oooh," she moaned. "Damn, you had to mention
them." He laughed. "I have to keep reminding myself I like how I look
in a bikini each time I go in there, boss."


 


"I know. So does Pepper." He looked around then at
her. "You bored?"


 


"Yup. I even read one of Nat's books. I'm still trying
to figure out the symbolism in it." He looked and shuddered. "It was
that or reality tv."


 


"That's still depressing. Who picked that?"


 


"I think Clint did. It's one of her favorites."


 


He moaned again. "Want a magazine? I can run down to
get you one." She waved her tablet. "No working ahead."


 


"I'm still getting caught up from my week off. And tell
Andrew to leave my poison bottles alone. He needs to test with saline
solution."


 


"I can definitely do that." He shook his head.
"Some guy's still hitting on Patty."


 


"I heard. I discouraged, he called me a plucky little
filly. Then he made a riding joke until I broke his nose."


 


"Yuck," Tony complained. "Anything else I
should pass on?"


 


"They're checking the kidney stone soon. If it's good I
can go home. I'll call with that good news."


 


"Good! Before your mind rots in here or you catch
something else." She smiled. "Get better faster, kid. There's no one
to verbally joust with at the office." He left, going to find someone to
beat the crap out of them. He found Bucky and Steve talking, hauling off and
punching Bucky in the jaw. "Did it occur to you that the one who wasn't
behind high walls, a security system, and didn't have multiple weapons at hand
might be the vulnerable one? Maybe like the one in the hospital?" He
walked around him. "Thankfully Dawn handled it herself."


 


"What?" Bucky demanded. "She's at home!"


 


"She's in the hospital due to that kidney stone giving
her hell," Steve said. "Is Dawn okay? I can go take her mind off
being in there."


 


"She's bored but good. They might let her come home
early if the new scan of the kidney stone comes out good." He came out of
the bedroom to stare at his boyfriend. "She's fine, Steve. Barney Barton
helped her last night, even though he left before his cohorts broke onto the
floor." He sipped from the new cup of coffee his automatic machine poured
for him. "Clint gave her one of Romanoff's books, one of the most boring
examples of depressing literature ever."


 


"I introduced her to that," Bucky admitted.


 


Steve looked at him and shook his head. "I remember
that book and thinking that everyone should just give up and die." He
looked at Tony again. "You're sure she's okay?"


 


"She's fine, Steve. She was perky this morning. They
gave her minimal breakfast but they're checking the stone later." Steve
nodded. "She insists that she's fine and she's the one that called in the
assault last night."


 


"Did they hurt anyone else?" Bucky asked.


 


"Scared a few but no," Tony said. He walked off.
He'd let Steve talk to his old friend who had bad ideas. Romanoff might look
softer and nicer right now but she was still a hell cat. He found her pouting
at Dawn's desk. "What's happened now?"


 


"Tsarina snuck out. I had them take her kittens before
they could sully her line and have her fixed."


 


"That's humane. There's lots of pets out there,"
he reminded her. "Or is this like an emotional thing?" She glared at
him. "Your wife's fine. I checked on her."


 


"Why wouldn't she be? We had a quiet night and I'm
assuming she did too."


 


"No, the hospital nearly had an assault. She scared a
few off." Natasha stared at him coldly. "I asked Bucky to watch the
vulnerable one of you."


 


"He stopped them?"


 


"No." She sighed but nodded. "I know Dawn's
got this great 'it's good enough for me' thing going. Do you?"


 


"Yes. We all are too realistic to drown in the
foolishness that's mythical tales of love."


 


"Great." He went into the office. "She
finished one of those books he sent."


 


"They're some of my favorite ones," she said.


 


Tony came back out. "You do know that your wife tends
to read fantasy novels?"


 


"I read some of hers and she promised to read a few of
mine to try them out."


 


"Ah. Well, she's finished one of them. Though I don't
see why you like that one."


 


"You've read it?"


 


"In high school. I think my first real totally drunken
party was after that so I felt better about the world."


 


"It often reminds me that the world isn't as bad as it
could be. That it had been much worse." She texted that to Dawn, who sent
back she agreed. They got into a discussion of the book. Tony went back to the
main office. Pepper was apparently off today.


 


***


 


Phil showed up when Dawn called. "What's up?"


 


She smiled. "Have you been checking on Xander things
online?"


 


"No. I didn't know he had an online presence."


 


She motioned him closer. "I'm not contagious,
Phil."


 


"I still hate seeing you in pain, Dawn."


 


"Uh-huh. You'll like this one." She found the
video she had bookmarked and let him see the opening screens.


 


"This is my kitten Xander. She babbles just like he
used to before he got all scary and powerful." It flashed to a tiny tabby
kitten. Silver with black stripes, an "M" in black stripes on her
forehead, some tan on her stomach. She had a bit of a skin flap on her stomach.
"Xander?" the girl said. The cat meowed at her, babbling at her. Phil
smiled. "See, just like Xander used to before he got all scary and godly.
She's a great kitten and I hope he doesn't mind it's a girl kitten." The
video ended.


 


"No, he won't mind," Phil said with a grin.
"Thanks, Dawn."


 


"New one up today," she said, running that one. It
was Xander kitten pouncing a mottled all shades of brown trending toward
lighter browns, smaller kitten to bathe her.


 


"This is Chocolate. You can see why. She's Xander's
favorite thing to nibble on." The girl grinned at the camera. "That's
her sister Oz. She barely talks, just like Oz did. She's pretending to be wise
right now because Chocolate was being a little craphead last night and not
using the litter box. But as you can see, Xander still loves her Chocolate and
all's right in the world." The video ended.


 


"She's got a few others on there. I think her family
used to live up the street from Xander. Her sister was a year behind them in
school."


 


"He'll adore that." He kissed her on the head, reading
her well being. He stared at her. "What's that potion?"


 


"Something to ease the cramping and stuff."


 


"Oh, okay." He took down the address and went to
the temple to show Xander. Xander grinned softly and touched the screen.
"Dawn thought you'd like that."


 


"I adore that." He cuddled his mate while he
watched the other ones. She had a lot of videos of her Xander kitten playing
and pouncing Chocolate. Chocolate played 'go get it' - cats would never play
fetch - but Oz only played a few rounds before giving up and keeping the mouse.
Xander was always babbling at her human. It was adorable! "I like my kitty
namesake more than Dad likes his."


 


"She is sweeter than Loki cat," Phil agreed. He
kissed him. "I have to get back to work." He went back to his paperwork
that would keep him there late if he didn't manage to get it done soon.


 


Xander put up permanent videos on the walls so he could
rewatch them. They were uplifting and made him happy. He needed some happiness.
He went to check on Dawn, settling beside her on the bed. "Why do you have
that potion in you?"


 


"It solves a few problems and won't hurt either of
us." She looked at him. "Did you like her Xander kitty?"


 


"I adore that Xander kitty." He hugged her.
"It's not like they're going to change."


 


"I know. I know everyone has faults and I'm not going
to change them, and I don't want to change them. I might freak out if they
suddenly remembered an anniversary or my birthday."


 


He smiled. "Good point. You good?"


 


"I've got it pretty good and I'm happy with it, Xander.
Even if there's edges that need to be sanded on all of us."


 


"Good." He kissed her on the head. "You sure
you want to do that?"


 


"It'll be fine. It'll mean a lot less of a potential
nightmare. I asked the midwife."


 


"Okay." He grinned. "I put them up on the
walls so others could see them. Jensen can ignore them since he hates
cats."


 


"She'd probably like to hear that." He wrote her
an email at her address on YouTube. He remembered her family and he adored
that. Then he went home. That would change plans some. Not that he'd nark on
her. Dawn and other girls had to have some secrets now and then. Though he
would remind Phil to make plans in case they didn't go into labor all at once.
They were planning for the worst, not the best case scenario.








51: Non-Intersecting
Lines In The Sand Drawn By Old Ones And Others


 


It's
time! It's time! It's also time for some old hurts to be gone over because
sometimes, one more hurt on the pile is too much and starts the flames of anger
instead of apathy.


 


 


Natasha watched Dawn pace around their New York apartment.
"Why have you not delivered yet?" she asked, glancing at Shamira
Raisa. Thankfully she wasn't that fussy and liked to nap. The first week had
been hell but Clint had helped a lot so she could rest. Now Dawn was a week
overdue. "Dawn?"


 


"What?" She looked over. "What's up?"


 


"Why have you not delivered?"


 


"Because there's a potion to postpone it by about a
week," she admitted. "That way we didn't go together, you got all the
support you needed and I'll have it when I need it." Her wife blinked at
her. "Did you want him to have to split his attention?"


 


"No," she admitted.


 


"This way it's safer."


 


"It may be but is that healthy for her?"


 


"Yes. It's an all natural potion. Been used for
centuries. I checked with the midwife and she's used it to keep some extreme
preterm labor down." Natasha just stared at her. "It helped even
things out. I'm due soon. The potion should be wearing out in the next few
days. You went a few days before our due date."


 


"Does Clint know you did that?"


 


"Probably not. He never asked."


 


"I see." She stared at her. "How long has
this been going on?"


 


"I took the prep potion before the kidney stone, and no
it did not cause it. She said there's more harm from me catching the flu while
pregnant than from this potion."


 


Natasha sent a thought at Clint, who was out getting
something for dinner. He came off the elevator a few minutes later to stare at
Dawn as well.


 


"It's not unhealthy and it did mean that she could have
our full attention when it was time. Plus it'll mean the kids will have
separate birthdays."


 


"You found this how?"


 


"Ancient potions," she said. "I checked with
the midwife and a few other senior witches in the coven we all hang out with
here. It's been used for centuries, Clint."


 


"Safely?"


 


"Yes."


 


"Then why isn't it approved by something like the
FDA?"


 


"Because they'll never approve of anything herbal.
Beyond that, no money in it."


 


"Cynical of you," he shot back.


 


She sighed, heading for the kitchen to put up the groceries.
"Natasha needed our full attention during her delivery. Plus it was
safer."


 


"Uh-huh. So it moved it back how far?"


 


"A week. So any day now." She smiled. "She
went a few days early."


 


He took a calming breath and looked at Natasha. "I can
see those reasons, though I'm not pleased. I could have shared." Dawn shot
her a look and went back to putting things up. "Move those to the other
side, Dawn. Near the bottles."


 


"If I do that I have to switch around all the cabinets
because the glasses are there."


 


Natasha got up to look at the placement, working on the
rearranging. She had never understood why Dawn had done it this way.


 


"Not those, I can't reach them up there and neither can
you," Dawn noted when she started to move the plates. Natasha huffed but
fixed it. Dawn walked off shaking her head. Clint followed her to finish having
this argument. Which Dawn would not participate in.


 


Natasha fixed the plate thing to her satisfaction then
realized when she got off the stepladder that she couldn't reach the plates.
She growled and fixed it again. "We need more cabinets."


 


"Move the pots back under the breakfast bar," Dawn
called. "Put the plates back where they were. Shift the glasses and
bottles to the glassed shelf and put what's in there where the glasses
were."


 


Natasha did that and it was better. Though she still hated
the placement of the plates. It was an awkward spot in the corner to her. Dawn
came out to put them where they need to go. Then she walked off. Natasha
decided that was good enough for now and went back to the baby. Clint went to
hang out on the roof and watch springtime in New York City unfold around them.


 


***


 


Tony looked at Dawn the next morning when she came in for
work. "Potions can do that?"


 


"Sometimes." She grinned. "I checked
first."


 


"I know you did. You don't want to hurt her." He
stared at her. "How long?"


 


"Within a few days. If it wasn't for the bitching I'd
probably go on maternity leave tomorrow." She logged in and settled in to
deal with things that would need to be handled while she was on the couch.


 


Tony walked off shaking his head. Dawn was too smart for her
own good sometimes. He told the others to make sure they knew it'd be soon.


 


***


 


Steve looked at his phone. Then showed it to Joyce.


 


Joyce nodded. "Natasha felt that Dawn was taking her
rightful spoiling," she said quietly. Steve nodded he had realized that.
"It kept them focused on her when she needed them to be. And it was safer.
No mass attempt to get the baby."


 


"Good point." He sent a message back to Tony and
got back to work. "Any day now and another granddaughter."


 


Joyce smiled. "She'll be the same sort of sweet baby
that Philip and Callia were."


 


"We hope."


 


"True, she might come out a ball busting hellion."
They shared a grin and got back to work.


 


***


 


In another part of New York, Benji was worrying as he typed
on his computer. "How did she hold it off?" he muttered. They were
nearby in case of an emergency with Dawn's birth. Not like Clint would be in
any shape to protect them. Bucky had stopped the one team trying to get into
the nursery for Natasha's daughter. Now they had the bigger trouble magnet to
get through. Pepper's new daughter Maeve Ryann was adorably cranky all the
time. Shamira was the most quiet baby ever. They had no idea what Alexina would
be like.


 


***


 


Dawn woke up with a slight moan, rubbing her stomach. Okay,
so it was time. She got up and looked at her bag. It had been unpacked by
someone. That was sweet of them. She got what she needed and settled in to pack
it on the kitchen table. That way no one else woke up.


 


Clint came out rubbing his stomach and stretching the other
arm. "Why are you packing at this time of night?"


 


"Because I just had the first labor pain and someone
unpacked it on me."


 


"I think she washed it." Dawn nodded, grabbing some
other things to put in there. "If that's the last pad, she's going to
bitch. We can pick you up some on the way." Dawn put one back and finished
her packing. "Hey, what's wrong?"


 


Dawn looked at him. "How about we focus here for a
minute, Clint?" She stared at him. He stared back. She winced but breathed
through it. He helped her into a seat. When she was done she checked the time
and got up to go back to packing.


 


"I still don't understand, Dawn."


 


"That's fine. Check the baby?" He nodded, going to
do that. He knew he wasn't the biggest thinker when he was barely awake. Dawn
took her bag and left. New York City had a lot of cabs. She knew how to use
them very well. Since there was a new club up the street from her, it was
fairly easy to get one. A few ignored her. One didn't and pulled up. She got
into the back and gave him the name and address of the birthing center. He
looked at her. "I'm still early yet. As long as you don't take five or six
hours, we're good." He nodded, driving her off. She texted Benji, knowing
he was somewhere in the city. He had promised her he'd be somewhere nearby in
case something happened. She dropped her phone into her bag and leaned back to
pant through this contraction.





 


"You sure you're okay?"


 


"I've got at least two hours of this."


 


"Okay." He pulled into the birthing center about
twenty minutes later. She paid with a tip and got out, going to the check in
desk. "Dawn Summers. Started labor, I'm late, and I'm not sure if I'm
okay." She got the check-in nurse to look her over.


 


"You look like you're dilating fine, Miss Summers, but
your blood pressure's a bit high." She looked at her. "Is that
normal?"


 


"Just got into a fight with the spouse," she said
quietly. "He couldn't understand why I didn't want to go into labor on the
same day as our wife, who was having her first one."


 


She patted her on the knee. "A man's enough to do it to
any woman in labor." She went to tell the floor doctor, who had her
admitted for the blood pressure spike. Dawn got put into a room and settled in
to wait and talk to the nurses. They weren't as attentive this time. She was on
a more secure floor, they remembered her from last time. The nurse came in with
a tray.


 


"No epidural. IV meds only please."


 


"You sure?"


 


"Yeah, I did okay on IV meds last time. Can't be worse
than the kidney stone passing was, right?"


 


"Probably not," she agreed, making that note in
her chart. "There's a note in here that you kept swearing that your
spouses were out of contact?"


 


"They're at home at the moment. We just had a slight
disagreement about things. They'll be here eventually and I'll try not to swear
at them as much or have as many problems."


 


The nurse smiled. "That's fine. Anything else on your
plan?"


 


"I'm not against pitocin. I don't like c-sections. Last
time was pretty easy once I made it there after three days of labor."


 


"Okay." She made those notes and got the doctor to
order IV medicine instead. This one was a lot calmer than the notes last time
had made her seem. What a difference a few years made. She started the IV for
her and got her settled better. "Lamaze?"


 


"Yup, for a few months."


 


"Mother?"


 


"Not sure," Dawn admitted. "Last time she had
a funny glitch mentally that made her wary of even watching the baby for a few
days."


 


"Sometimes it happens to mothers and husbands."
She checked her blood pressure reading. "It's still too high." Dawn
looked and sighed, working on her meditative focus. "That's helping."


 


"I had a midwife on the west coast when I was out
there. Out here it's Dr. Aram."


 


"I know him and we've notified him we admitted you due
to blood pressure and that you were barely starting to have contractions. He
should see you in the morning if you're still going." She patted her
again. "Juice?"


 


"Please. Apple?"


 


"I can do that. High in sugar."


 


"I'll need the calories anyway."


 


The nurse smiled. "You will." She got her some in
an insulated cup. She made a note that she had come in alone and her spouses
were at home due to a slight argument. Which to her meant Dawn had probably
huffed off and started into labor. It took almost an hour for her spouses to
get there and storm in. "There's other patients," she warned.
"They're trying to rest and recover."


 


Clint nodded. "I won't scream at her for not telling us
she was leaving for here." He walked in there, staring at his wife.
"You went from repacking the bag Natasha had unpacked to wash for you to
coming here. Want to explain that?" he asked calmly.


 


"You were busy. It's like deja vu." He flinched.
"They admitted me due to my blood pressure." He backed off. She went
back to meditating away the stress.


 


Clint stared at her then at Natasha, who shrugged. She had
no idea what Dawn was complaining about. He moved to help by working on some of
the tension in her legs. She winced but he moved to help. She was swelling
some. "Nurse, she's swelling." She came in to check, making a note of
it. It wasn't bad but it wasn't a great sign with the blood pressure issue.
Still mild but a cause for concern. She checked the time. She'd check in a
half-hour and then call the doctor since it was nearly six. He'd be busy today.


 


Natasha moved up to sit beside Dawn and work on her hand.
"You could have told us. We would have come with you."


 


"You were busy," Dawn said quietly.


 


"I was only sleeping. I have went on less sleep recently."
Dawn stared at her. "I still do not understand why you did that."


 


"Could you have actually shared?" she asked.
"You didn't like sharing Clint when it was time to do the lotioning,
Natasha. Something like this is a lot bigger and you needed the focus on you
then like I need it on me now." Natasha nodded tersely at that. "So
can we just drop it? I don't need this stress."


 


"We can," she agreed. "We can straighten out
that misconception later."


 


The nurse came in to give Dawn more juice. And oxygen since
it might help. "Sir, work on her other leg, let me check her
swelling." She did that, grimacing. "Want some water?" Dawn
shrugged, finishing her juice through the long straw that fit around the mask.
"Let me get you some." She got her some water to help. The blood
pressure was climbing again. She was going to have to kick out a spouse that
actually knew what they were doing. She got the head midwife down to check on
her. She was sixty-four and took shit from no one. She shared what she had seen
and done so far, getting a nod.


 


The head midwife walked in. "Miss Summers, you went to
one of my brethren on the west coast?" she asked with a smile.


 


"Coven gave me her name," she said through the
mask. "She was really great to us."


 


"Wonderful. How's your breathing?"


 


"I've been doing the meditative focusing. It's
helped."


 


"Hmm. You're down some." She felt along her
stomach, nodding. "Want to get up and walk?" Dawn looked down then
shrugged, getting helped up. They left the oxygen off for a few minutes, letting
Clint and Natasha help her pace the halls for a few minutes. She leaned on
Clint during the next contraction but Dawn was wincing. "IV medicine only?
You're sure?"


 


"I did okay last time," she said, panting as she
came out of it. She took a deep breath and nearly fell to the floor as a cramp
hit her back. "Ow." They got her onto her side on the bed so they
could work on those. They got her calmed back down. Her blood pressure was
nearly normal. The swelling was still there. Dawn grabbed the mask and put it
back on during the next contraction. It helped. The midwife watched how she did
then checked her. "We're going to up the pitocin. You're not making any
progress."


 


"C-section only if I'm about to die. I hate
scars," Dawn said. "It's shallow but yay. Unless one of us is dying,
no surgery."


 


"I can make sure of that." She stared at her.
"Calm down again." She was staring at the blood pressure monitor.
Dawn curled up in a tiny ball and went back to humming and muttering while
concentrating on her mantra and meditative breathing. "Better." She
patted her on the leg. "Let me update your chart." She went to do
that.


 


"Dawn, healing spell," Clint reminded her.


 


"Won't be able to do it for days, if not weeks,"
Dawn shot back. He nodded at that. "Beyond that, we can't have me down for
that two weeks of surgical recovery." That got a bigger nod of
understanding.


 


He leaned on the bed. "I can handle Philip," he
said quietly.


 


She stared at him. "You can't. He still won't eat for
you half the time."


 


He sighed. "You're being difficult on purpose. You
weren't this uptight during your first one."


 


She sighed. "Do you really want me to share what I'm
thinking on that topic?" she asked quietly. He nodded. So she opened that
little mental filter and let him see it. He flinched and walked off to kick the
other side of the room's wall. "Maybe I got a bit too used to being
alone." She closed her eyes and went back to it.


 


"Who had you and the son hostage?" Natasha
demanded.


 


"Cherekoff." Clint looked at her. "I had no
idea they had been out of the house since it was her day off."


 


"Neither did I. I was there."


 


"You were sparring," Dawn said. "Thought I
was shopping with him. Short pick up mission and we were back home before you
were."


 


"Not the time for this, children," the midwife
said as she walked in. "Right now, we need to focus on Dawn and her needs.
The same as her wife got when she delivered. Dawn's having an issue with her
blood pressure and if it's being caused by stress we'll have to remove the
stress." She gave them a pointed look. Dawn shook her head with a moan.
"I'm sure they can come back to that later."


 


"Vision," Clint said, coming over to help her.
Natasha scanned it and wrote it down, grimacing at what it contained. "At
least we have warning," he said quietly. Natasha nodded. Dawn drifted off
as she came out of it. "Good girl. Rest, Dawn. We're here to help."
He smoothed over her hair. He looked at the midwife.


 


"Not my usual area of expertise," she admitted.


 


"Migraine," he said quietly.


 


"We can handle that."


 


"Call the Stark infirmary." He dug out his phone
to hand to her. "Number's in the contacts list." She got it and wrote
it down so they could call it and he could put his phone back. The nurse came
back with something to stick into her IV drip and closed the door so they had
less noise. They settled in to wait and help her. This was not an auspicious
start. Clint looked at Natasha. "Did you tell Tara?"


 


"I'll call her once the children are at daycare."


 


"They're out of town," Tony said as he walked in.
"Maria's cousin is getting married and Tara agreed they could all
attend." Clint squeezed his eyes shut. "What happened? This isn't
quite as bad as last time."


 


"No, it's worse," Clint said. "They admitted
her early due to her blood pressure. She was having a near fit she wouldn't let
out." 


 


Tony stared at him. "It's not like everyone doesn't
know you have a favorite wife, Barton. We've all noticed it, especially during
this. You all crowded around Natasha and Dawn let you because it was her first
and probably only chance at that experience." Clint opened his mouth. Tony
held up a hand. "Even Barnes did it. Even Coulson did it." Natasha
slumped in her chair. 


 


"It's nothing against you, Natasha. You deserved the
attention, you needed it. You could've given some though. How many times did
they both do for you?" She sighed but nodded. "Right now, Dawn has
that sort of need. Because blood pressure spikes in pregnant women can kill
them and the kid. It's a leading cause of maternal death these days. Her having
a vision probably didn't help. So let's put this aside for a few days and come
back to it when no one has hormone swings." He looked at Clint again.
"Go get some air."


 


"I'm fine," he growled.


 


"If you were fine you wouldn't be denting the bed
rail." Clint looked at where he was gripping and let it go. "Go calm
down. She doesn't need any of this shit. At all. You're here to be her buffer,
her candle flame to stare at. So you both need to calm down your agitation and
then come back. I'll be here for a few because Pepper demanded." They
nodded, going to get some air and talk outside. Tony sat down in Natasha's
seat. "Okay, kiddo. Let's wake up and only have a small headache."
She was snoring so that was a good sign. He hoped. "Guys, is she still
swelling?" They nodded, coming in to check it again. The doctor got
called. There were very few drugs they could give her for that.


 


***


 


Clint came in a half hour later with a large fruit drink for
Dawn, who was barely awake and mentally cursing that fact. "Your smoothie."
She took it to sip with a weak smile. He checked her machines. Pretty good
readings. The IV bag had sprouted more tags. That was not good. He helped her
sit up and sat behind her to work on her shoulders. They had agreed to focus on
the here and now for the moment. Dawn gulped her drink and put the cup aside
while he worked on her shoulders. "You better?" he asked quietly. She
shrugged. "How long before the next contraction?"


 


"Two minutes or less."


 


"Okay. We can handle this. Even if you're still a bit swollen
and things." She was still having fluid retention. She winced and tried to
move. "What?"


 


"Bathroom."


 


"Sure." He helped her in there, holding her when
the contraction hit while she was peeing. She rested her head against his
stomach and breathed through it while he helped. Finally she got to clean up
and wash her hands, going back to her bed. The midwife was talking with their
OB. He was not happy looking. "Doc, she's still got swelling."


 


"We know," the midwife said. "We're working
on it, Mr. Summers."


 


"Um, no, the kids are all Summers, we like her family
better. I'm a Barton. Unfortunately." He helped Dawn curl up on her side
so they could work on her back easier since she was keeping a lot of residual
pain. They got her calmed down and resting again. She nearly slept through the
next contraction.


 


Dr. Aram walked in, looking at Dawn's uncovered wrist.
"She's had how much to drink?"


 


"She was swollen so we gave her two cups of apple
juice, which she requested. We gave her a large cup of ice water."


 


"I just got her a smoothie from the place across the
street," Clint said. "Strawberry banana with some ginseng powder for
energy."


 


"That'll help," the doctor agreed. He checked her
ankles, shaking his head. "Turn up the IV." The nurse did that. He
checked the tags, adding in more of the diuretic. "It's not normal but
this swelling is bad. I know she doesn't want a surgical birth."


 


"No, she was adamant," the midwife said.


 


"She has a pathological hatred of scars," Clint
told her. "It took us pushing the fact that having the one on her neck
meant she survived to make her not have that one removed."


 


"I've seen others. For some scars are badges of honor.
For others they're signs of shame." He got some gloves so he could check
her. "She's making good progress." He put down the sheet again,
taking off the gloves to toss in the special can. "Has she walked
any?"


 


"At first, then she had a back cramp and nearly hit the
tiles," the nurse said.


 


"We can do the ball," the midwife offered.


 


"She does a rocking chair easier," Natasha said.
"She tends to slip off the ball when they did it in lamaze."


 


Dawn woke up with a grimace, sitting up and heading for the
bathroom with her IV stand.


 


"That's her third peeing since we started the
diuretic," the nurse said.


 


"What did she eat yesterday?" he asked the
spouses.


 


Clint considered it. "I made rice last night. Rice and
steak with a gravy sort of sauce. Not salty. We don't usually salt."


 


"Lunch was a yogurt while the son ate carrots and
mashed potatoes," Natasha added. "Breakfast was some fruit on the way
to work."


 


"She's not on maternity leave?" the midwife asked.


 


"Stark has her on desk duty only," Clint said.
"She's not allowed to do a damn thing that isn't at her desk or in the
bathroom. That's been that way for the last two weeks since Nat went into
labor."


 


"You were due together," Dr. Aram said. "And
I know why she's late."


 


"It was news to us," Clint complained, staring at
him. The doctor shrugged and stared back. "Is that this?"


 


"No. That would be making her sweat it off." Clint
nodded as he helped Dawn back into her bed. He checked her ankle and wrist
again. "Still swollen. Not went down very much." He looked in her
pupils. "Headache?"


 


"Vision," Dawn complained. "Nasty thing this
fall."


 


"Good to know." He checked her other reflexes and
needs. "Dawn, want some water?" She nodded. "Check her blood
sugar," he suggested.


 


"She's never had that problem," Clint said.


 


"The last time she swelled this way, she was on her
knees all day playing with the plants in the garden," Natasha said.


 


"She was on her feet most of yesterday but I don't
think her ankles were swollen," Clint said, looking at Dawn, who nodded
they were. "How long has that been going on?"


 


"Four and a half months? It's not any different than
the usual pregnant swollen ankles. I made sure during a few different
appointments."


 


"Could this be another case of someone slipped
something into her food?" Natasha asked Clint.


 


"I made everything but the yogurt," he said.


 


Dawn shook her head. "The swelling started before bed.
I drank some extra peppermint tea."


 


The doctor nodded, testing it. "It's not going
down."


 


"Great. I'll be fat and sweaty for a while," Dawn
said dryly, making the doctor smile at her for that. "Prop them up
more?" The nurse helped by getting a few spare pillows for that. She
yawned and drifted off again.


 


"This isn't normal even for post-vision," Clint
said. "Can we do a tox panel?" They nodded, drawing some blood. That
came back with something. The peppermint tea got fetched by Sean and brought to
them. "Sean, have you seen anyone hanging around the apartment?"


 


"Beyond the reporter infestation?" he asked.
"No. Should I have?"


 


"We're making sure," Clint said. The tea came up
with the problem and Coulson had an antidote. They checked the ingredients
since the poisoning was so mild. It was safe and Dawn got to be woken so she
could drink it. It started off a mild seizure that lasted for a few seconds but
it fell off and Dawn's readings slowly returned to a more normal range. She
still had some swelling but not as much. Phil took the box of tea to look over
to see who had done it.


 


Sean looked at his aunt. "I'm going to hide because
that's nasty stuff I don't ever need to see. Mom can lump it about it." He
fled back to the house to tell Diana.


 


Clint nodded. "It is kinda nasty." The doctor and
nurses all smiled and nodded. "Hopefully it won't be this bad again."


 


"She's getting clipped," Dr. Aman said. Clint
stared at him. "They're reversible if she changes her mind later on but
she said three children was enough for the moment."


 


"This is her second," the nurse said, looking at
Dawn's chart.


 


"I had one a few weeks back," Natasha said.


 


"Then sit down, woman, you're supposed to be
resting," the midwife ordered. Natasha sat down. She woke herself when the
sound of Dawn's heart monitor screaming an alarm made her jump. She panted,
looking around their bedroom. They were barely back in New York. She had a
little over a month before she was due. She looked at her stomach then at
Dawn's. Dawn did have swollen ankles, which Natasha was avoiding as best she
could. 


 


Clint yelled 'no' and she shoved him to wake him up, making
him pant and gulp air until he hugged Dawn. She snorfled into his neck and
patted him while asleep but didn't get up. Which meant she had taken something
to help her sleep. He and Natasha shared a look. There had to be a reason for
such horrible visions. They went out to sit at the table and have some cereal.
Clint played with his. Natasha slowly ate while she thought. The cats pounced them
from the living room. And a third one. They both stared at that tiny solid
white cat. 


 


Clint cleared his throat. "Is that a likely or a
possible event?" he asked.


 


"Probable I'd say," the cat sent at them both.
"Yes, I do have her sleeping more deeply. She needs it." She stared
at Natasha. "She's made it special for you."


 


"I can see what they meant. I do not want that."


 


"Child, she would not want you to get upset over
it." The cat stared at her. "If she was really upset, she would've
mentioned it in more than passing." The cat looked at Clint. "She
considers it like your problem with her birthday and your anniversary. I have
no idea why she's willing to be a secondary wife half the time."


 


"We do try," Clint said quietly.


 


"A lot of it is because she feels she can't change that
about you. She's right that you never marry the man you want to change, you
marry the man you have and possibly get to sand on a few corners. She's also
right that you all three have corners."


 


"Is she taking that potion?"


 


"Yes, she has. We believe it was the correct thing as
well. That wasn't why she had problems, child, and not why I showed that to
you." The cat stared at her. "You have never shared well."
Natasha stared at her. "You haven't. What are you going to do when there's
two new babies? Are you going to share supplies? If Dawn's nursing this one are
you going to complain if she does your daughter as well to bond to her?"
Natasha shuddered. She looked at Clint. "It can be fought so she doesn't
have that happen. It was meant as a warning that she's going to have a few
problems."


 


"We can help her with them."


 


"Good. Oh, that Mama Pet thing the son has? Yes, that
did come from the cats and it's not because he still thinks he's part cat,
children." She disappeared.


 


Clint and Natasha went back to their midnight breakfast,
considering things. "Like when she had the broken ankle?" he
suggested finally.


 


"Am I selfish?"


 


"Slightly but so am I. We like things a certain
way." He looked at her. "I can see you having a meltdown about the
girls having their things separate and her not nursing Shamira."


 


Natasha sighed but nodded. "I'm not sure I'd be
comfortable with that."


 


"It's not like blood, Nat. There's no harm from another
person doing it. Some mothers donate breast milk to neo natal units."


 


"I read that article." She reviewed things she had
noticed in the last week. "We are stocking the nurseries separately."


 


"Yeah, I'm about to blow out the wall between them so
that's not going to work." He stared at her. "Why did you unpack her
bag?"


 


"To wash it."


 


"Nat, it was all clean and you took everything
out." She stared at him then huffed. "I don't know why Barnes picked
up on it."


 


"I have no idea where this is coming from."


 


"Okay, then when was the last time you and Dawn did something?
Lotioning or anything?"


 


"She has not asked to use my lotion."


 


"She has her own. She liked the scent better."


 


She thought back. "She has not asked."


 


"Has Dawn ever asked?" he asked quietly. She
huffed off. He leaned on the table. His had went farther ahead to a later
fight. Dawn came out with a yawn. "Want some cereal?"


 


"No. I just need to pace some. Having some leg
cramps." He nodded, pulling her down into his lap to work on those.
"Ow, Clint."


 


"It'll fix it in a few minutes. Your ankles are swollen."


 


"They do that in pregnant women. I asked Dr. Aram and
he said it was normal."


 


"Did you with Philip?"


 


"Yeah, for the last month." He looked at her.
"Maybe you never looked that far down. The belly does cast a huge
shadow," she said dryly. "Thank you." She got up and got some
water then went back to bed.


 


"Dawn, I don't like that potion idea," he said.


 


She looked back at him. "I don't want anyone to feel
upstaged." She went to the bathroom then back to bed. "This way we
each get all the attention we need during the huge thing."


 


Clint came in to cuddle her. "She's not going to feel
upstaged," he said quietly. She stared back. "It's special."


 


"I remember, which is why I'm not complaining."


 


"Okay. I get that. Isn't our anniversary next
week?"


 


"Last week. It's our 'getting out of it alive'
anniversary."


 


"Oh, sorry. Want to go out to dinner tonight?"


 


"Natasha doesn't want to let anyone see her like
this."


 


"We can handle that." He stroked over her stomach.
"Any idea who the cat was?"


 


"All I got was 'a wish is a sound your son's heart
makes'." Clint flinched and nodded. "I've kept him out of the stress
too, Clint. It happens. We all know it happens. This all takes work and we're
all too tired to work on it."


 


"Do you regret having the kids?" he asked quietly,
looking up at her.


 


"No, not usually. There's been days it would've been
easier if we hadn't had Philip. Or I wasn't pregnant at the same time as
Natasha. We're definitely not the trio we were before he came along. That's not
his fault, that's just a reality of life. I don't regret having him. Maybe the
timing was off but I love the little guy with everything in me."


 


"Okay, just making sure." He rubbed the kicking
lump again. "He's been paying a lot of attention to your stomach instead
of hers."


 


"He might recognize that she's got magic. Not sure.
Then again it could be because mine's free and he's mimicking your possessive
growl." She ran a hand up his arm. "She's fine, Clint, and we'll
figure this out after the birth. We're all too tired to deal with anything too
heavy."


 


"You never ask."


 


She stared at him for a minute. "I shouldn't have to
ask for spoiling time from my spouse."


 


"Good point."


 


"Especially when he's in a spoiling mood."


 


"Even better point. You could have wiggled
closer."


 


"Clint, the last time you didn't even realize I had
went out for ice cream until I wasn't there at bedtime because I had decided to
eat it there. That girl needed someone to talk to who would back her down from
her edge and that was me at that time," she said when he opened his mouth.
"I shouldn't have to jump up and down to get attention. Or get dirty looks
when I do jump and down to get attention."


 


"I think some of that was mood swings."


 


"Not all of it." She shifted. "Let me curl up
on my side." He helped her by arranging the pillows for her.


 


Natasha walked in. "I do not begrudge you your time
with him."


 


Dawn looked up at her. "Did you just hear what came out
of your mouth? If I'm your spouse as well, why would the word begrudge come
up?" Natasha gasped. "I've gone out of my way so you could have the
special stuff that I missed with Philip. So do not throw a single hissy fit at
me, Natasha. I have the same mood swings you do and I can yell just as
loudly." She pulled the blanket up. "Take Clint and go nap."


 


"I...."


 


"C'mere, Nat." She stomped off. He got up to bring
her back. "Remember when this was all a good thing?" he asked her as
he tucked her in next to Dawn's back. "We used to be comfortably asleep
all cuddled up by now?" He stared at her. "She's right, we're a trio.
That means there's got to be connections between all three of us. This time
last year, we wouldn't have been like this."


 


Dawn looked up at him. "What did you think you were
doing this time last year?"


 


"The rain storm."


 


"That would've been next month if I remember right but
it was nice." She looked at Natasha. "Want a cuddle?"


 


"No. Not if you have to force yourself to touch
me."


 


"I think you've gotten that backwards," Dawn told
her. "You haven't done more than pat me on the arm in about a year. I
kinda miss us having a thing too, Nat." She got up. "I'm going to
soak in the tub. You two talk." She slammed the bathroom door, making
Clint wince.


 


"This was poor timing," Natasha said quietly.
"We should not be doing this at the same time."


 


Clint stared at her. "Shut up." She glared.
"Really. It'd be fine. It started out okay. I helped you, you helped her.
She helped you and I helped her. That's how we work. Then somehow this all
changed and I've only got one of you and I don't know how I managed that."
He grabbed her phone to look something up and make plans. "Dawn, this
weekend?"


 


"I'm on for filing Saturday."


 


"No you're not. We're going out this weekend."


 


"No one to watch Philip, Clint. Mom and Bruce are going
to the Poconos this weekend. Make it next weekend."


 


"I can do that," he agreed, "but we need it
this weekend." He considered it and emailed Diana. She wouldn't be in
school yet. She and Sean would hate this fight going on.


 


"May I have my phone back?" Natasha asked.


 


"No." He finished up once she emailed him back
that she could babysit that weekend. He finished the arrangements, sent an
email to Stark that Dawn was off that weekend because they were going out of
town, and then handed the phone back. "We're leaving after work," he
called into the bathroom.


 


"That's fine. Please pack my black shorts."


 


"No. You can wear your green ones. I like them on you,
Dawn." He packed their bags and put them beside the door then came back.
He took Natasha's phone and put it on the other side of the bed. "Want to
come cuddle?"


 


"I'm comfy. Thanks."


 


"You sure?" he called.


 


"Yup."


 


"Okay." He looked at Natasha, tucking her back in
and cuddling up to her. "Let's sleep. We need to sleep." Natasha was
still staring at him. "The coven retreat."


 


"Why are we going to do magic?" she asked quietly.


 


"Because it's a three hundred acre farm with woods and
there's no reporters to catch sight of you or her." She relaxed and
nodded. "We're going to camp. They have a few very nice guest cabins in
the middle of the woods. At least one of the coven is a certified midwife if we
have a problem. It's safe, secure, and quiet."


 


"That may be nice," she agreed. She grimaced. He
helped her up so she could go to the bathroom then come back. He cuddled in
again, letting her rest. She needed her rest.


 


Dawn needed her rest too but he'd work on all that this
weekend.


 


***


 


Tony Stark looked at his tablet as it beeped. He was between
things and having some coffee. "That's fine," he agreed, sending that
email back. "About time."


 


"That came from Agent Barton, sir."


 


"Who is probably the only one that can get through to
her," he quipped. He felt the change in the air, looking around. He
spotted the pure white kitten. "Who're you really?" he asked.
"You don't have to hide."


 


"I do. I'm not allowed in another form." The cat
stared at him. "They'll be fine."


 


"That's good. With or without a divorce?"


 


"We hope without. Though no one's sure." She
strolled off, going to find her other target to talk to him. She delicately
hopped up onto his bed, waking him. She stared at him.


 


"You're not a Stark pet."


 


"No, I'm not."


 


"Another goddess?" he asked.


 


"Not exactly." She stared at him for a moment.
"Why is it that you hate Dawn?"


 


"I don't."


 


"Don't lie to me. I can read it each and every time."


 


He glared. "You might as well go home."


 


"Nope. Not until I point out a fundamental lie you're
giving yourself. Dawn didn't make you feel again. You were feeling before,
that's why you broke free, Barnes. It's not her fault she made you reconnect
with people. That would be your buddy Steve's fault. Or maybe the children's
fault."


 


"They...."


 


"Shut up." She enforced that order. She read him
better. "Is it because you're scared of her?"


 


"No. I'm not scared of anyone."


 


"That's a bigger lie." She blinked a few times.
"You're projecting."


 


"I don't have that skill."


 


"Not that way." He was still glaring. "You
can be mad all you want, but quit taking it out on her and the kids. They could
use more normal people in their lives. It'd help them ground and center
themselves so they don't drift like their father can. I know you saw that when
he was younger. Also, you might want to talk to him about how you nearly killed
him once." She got up and walked up his chest to stare down into his face.
"Those same 'feelings' you have about your arm and being unnatural, and
against her for having a goddess given gift, they're the same thing, Barnes,
and they're not healthy. Some day all your lives could depend on the bonds this
family shares." She disappeared. That let him get free and huff off to the
gym to beat the heavy bag for a while. For once this week, Steve wasn't in
there. That gave him room to try not to think.


 


***


 


The cat hopped over the war puppies, getting glared at. She
glared at one that growled. "Try it." The dog yelped and hid his
head.


 


"He's looking better for something like bomb
detection," Xander said, blinking at her. "What's up?"


 


She walked up his chest and batted him on the nose.
"There's a hanging vision. I meddled and got kicked for solving some issues
that would've meant the family bonds were weaker later when you need them most.
Like this fall." She batted him on the nose with a paw. "Want
it?"


 


"Yeah, I do." She showed him. He went limp,
nodding, biting on his top lip. "Okay. We'll handle it."


 


She leaned down. "There has to be some fixing before
the handling, Xander."


 


"I know. Thanks."


 


"Welcome." She looked at Phil, who was staring at
her. "I had to go point this out to others." She disappeared.


 


Xander touched him to share the vision. Phil nodded.
"We can work on that starting tomorrow," Phil said quietly, pulling
him closer.


 


"Why don't you like seeing Dawn pregnant?"


 


"It makes me feel odd about her," Phil said
honestly. "That and she never wants to let anyone fuss over her."


 


"I think if you did she's soak it up, Phil. She's not
getting it from anyone else." They shared a look. "Want to bring them
here or the cabin this weekend?"


 


Phil looked that way. "They have plans." He
snuggled in again. "What is that potion?"


 


"It'll hold off her labor for about a week."


 


"That's actually very helpful," Phil said.
"No matter why she did it."


 


"That's one reason she said she did it," Xander
said. He yawned and went to sleep. He was exhausted after working with the new
puppies of war earlier.


 


Phil smiled, stroking his stomach. He looked down at the
protective dogs. "Warn us if someone else shows up." 


 


***


 


"Oh, fuck," Dawn yelped in Russian, grabbing onto
her stomach and panting. "Kid, must you? Really?"


 


"You know, since so much of the family speaks Russian,
I'm taking it for my mandatory online language class," Callia said
casually. "You're going to have to find another language to swear in,
Auntie Dawn." Dawn gave her a dirty look. She grinned. Dawn said something
mean, making Callia cackle. "That is true, he doesn't."


 


"No, he has a translator on his tablet," Tony said
dryly. "Dawn, labor pain?"


 


"Really hard kick." She was still bent over trying
to breathe. "I think she just cracked a rib."


 


"I got woken up by one of those this morning,"
Pepper said. Natasha was shaking her head. "You haven't?"


 


"Not recently. Perhaps Shamira will be calmer."
Bucky stormed in and stared at her.


 


"Yo, dumbass?" Callia said in Russian. "She
wasn't the one who yelped. There's three pregnant women in this room at this
moment and you might see if the one who's presently bent over could use the
help." She glared at him. "Dickhead."


 


"Language," Tony warned. "Even if I don't
know the exact word I still have parent hearing."


 


"Yup, I'm sure you do," she quipped in Arabic.


 


"Damn, you are turning into a Summers," Pepper
said with a smile. Callia just beamed.


 


"Hey, this one can do weapons too," Dawn said,
slowly uncurling. "She's fine, Bucky. Really." He glared at her.
"What?"


 


"I..." He walked off. Dawn got up to follow him
and see what his problem was. "Why didn't you leave me there?"


 


"Because I don't like leaving people that are family to
the ones I know and like in war zones. If you want to go back that fucking
badly, there's three airports around here." He stepped back. "I've
had more than *enough* of you flirting with my goddamn wife. Am I clear?"
she growled. "She's not yours anymore and I'm pretty damn sure you're
aching like she's your drug of choice. Well, stand in fucking line, buddy. None
of us need this shit right now," she said slowly and clearly. 


 


"Find a shrink, find Steve and talk to him, find a
fucking gun for all I care," she said bluntly. "But she doesn't need
this stress and neither does Pepper. Me, I'm used to your shit," she said
when he started to sneer. "Hasn't changed a bit since I met you." She
walked back in there. "Your ex is a bigger jackass than anything Xander
ever dated," she told Natasha, making her huff but get up to talk to
Bucky. She flopped down. "Sorry, had to let it out before it means I start
looking at her oddly." Or checking for hickeys because if Natasha was
going to cheat, it'd be with her last love.


 


Clint strolled up the hallway. "Ditto, Barnes." He
walked Natasha off. "You two can talk after lunch." He opened the
admin break room's door. "Guys, lunch? Dawn, Nat, what do you two want for
lunch?"


 


"I'm not really hungry. I could use a juice
though," Dawn said, standing up. Natasha glared at her. "What?"


 


"You were unnecessarily cruel."


 


"No, I was honestly blunt," Dawn said.


 


"Telling him to find a gun is?"


 


"That's what's on his mind. I may not read his but I've
seen it cross his face a few times. I did suggest a shrink or a friend
first." She stared at her. "I'm not going to be blamed because I
saved his ass."


 


"I was doing just fine, Summers," Bucky snarled,
walking up behind Natasha. "And I don't poach. Real men don't."


 


"Uh-huh. So you just lust from afar. Great!" She
stared at him. "You were doing so good that you weren't sure which country
you were in. I was just across the infirmary that night when you told the doc
that. Kinda hard to miss since I had a thumping headache and I was trying
really hard to block out anything louder than the mouse they have in
there." He groaned. "Yeah, been in that disoriented state from blows
to the head," she said dryly. "A few times. If you had *asked*, any
of us would've helped you. You're more stubborn than a Summers woman. Should I
turn you into one so you fit in?"


 


"Dawn," Steve warned as he came up the hall.
"Enough."


 


"No, I think it's about time someone laid it low,"
Dawn said, staring at Bucky. "I don't actually care if you lust after my
wife, or the husband. I don't care if you're staring at her like she's the last
liquor in the universe and it holds elixir of life in it to heal all your wounds.
I only care if you touch her." Bucky shook his head. "You might've
moved into being a friend, but your bullshit because we had Natasha canceled
out every single offer of help we gave you. Hell, even Liz has tried a few
times. That's why she likes to pounce you. 


 


"Now, would you like to admit that you could use a few
helpful weeks of talking to someone to get all that straightened out? There's
six very good counselors in the city that have worked with trauma cases, and
one with kidnaping victims. I keep a list of all the good services that anyone
around here might need in my second left desk drawer if you need to sneak it
instead of asking for it." She stared him down. "But get some damn
help. Especially since you're around kids that are kinda empathic." Tony
shuddered. "I don't think they need to feel or see you start down that
spiral and you've been there for weeks now."


 


"Dawn," Clint said quietly.


 


"You have no clue," Bucky snarled. Dawn walked
over and laid a hand on his head, showing him something. He retched in the
corner. "Oh god."


 


"Yeah, so shut the fuck up, Bucky. Yours was bad, some
of ours was bad, some of Steve's was bad. If you can't handle it on your own,
ASK! That's what friends do. Or professionals if you can't go to Steve."
He looked at her. "Yes, he knows. He was lining up a shot to take the guy
down when I got free." She stared at him. "If she's helping you
realign to modern times, great. I'm all for that. I helped Cap a bit when he
needed it. I got some help to get used to being human too." She stared at
him. 


 


"Beyond that, quit treating me like I know not a damn
thing about anything. I'm an adult woman who has seen a lot of combat that I
didn't *have* to jump into. There's nothing that says I *have* to be at Avenger
battles that take magic. Or any other fights that I've jumped into. I've got a
higher kill count than you do because they keep coming for me. And by the way,
thanks for letting them into my office earlier. That was really sweet of you. I
really did need to talk to the guys who want to kill my daughter and me for
daring to have gifts." She walked around them. "Going for some juice.
Bring anyone back something?"


 


"No, just calm down, please," Tony said. Pepper
followed her to help her calm down.


 


"Gotta say, the jealous of you spending all your time
with my wife thing? Ditto on my end, Bucky. We all very realistic and if
Natasha was going to kick it with anyone it'd be you. Which does bother us a
bit." He walked off. "You're friends and we get that, but damned if I
want to find her marked or something. Which would get you both killed by one of
us." He got onto the elevator and went to chase down his other wife. Dawn
was sniffling in the bathroom. He didn't care if it was the women's bathroom.
He walked in and hugged her. "Maybe he'll get the help," he said
quietly. "We won't let the kids see him deteriorating that way,
Dawn." She gave him a squeeze. "I thought I was the only one that was
uneasy about Bucky and Natasha always hanging out together." She shook her
head. "That's good. I don't *mind*..."


 


"But with that not-quite-before," Dawn said
quietly, looking up at him. He nodded, stroking some hair off her face.
"Pepper, I'm sorry I vented."


 


"No, he needed to hear it. If I had known he was that
close to breaking I would've been more gentle and motherly and probably gotten
shot down." She gave Dawn a hug. "Go to lunch."


 


"Still not hungry."


 


Clint looked at her. "That strange cat gave us a really
nasty vision of when you went into labor. Including blood pressure problems and
a vision during it. They were debating asking us to bypass your orders to do a
c-section because you couldn't get calmed down." Dawn shuddered. "You
had a lot of fluid swelling and had an IV full of tags from the stuff they shot
into it. When's your next appointment?"


 


"Tomorrow at three."


 


"I can be late to court."


 


"I'll probably be there until five."


 


"I can talk to them." He walked her off.
"Thanks, Pepper." He called the SHIELD legal liaison. "It's
Barton. My wife's got her next OB appointment tomorrow afternoon. She's having
a few issues so she can't change hers. Can you push me back? Going to lunch.
Thanks." He hung up. "Voicemail, the answering machine and Satan's
love child," he quipped. He thought at Natasha, who was seething in anger
at how Dawn had treated him. He pointed out she was right. He wasn't letting
anyone help him when he needed it. 


 


Bucky was being too stubborn and it was going to get someone
dead, possibly her because being that depressed would mean he wasn't going to
react fast enough. That they didn't mind if they were close friends but that
was a worry they both had in the back of their minds. Bucky had helped mold
Natasha into his perfect woman the way Clint and Natasha had helped with Dawn's
final finishing steps. Upstairs, Natasha flinched at that thought. He assured
her they weren't overly worried and they trusted them both but it was something
that hit the back of their minds sometimes. 


 


Especially when she never spent time with them and her best
friend treated her wife like she was scum. Bucky hadn't even helped Dawn when
she had slipped and fallen the other day and he had seen it. One of the Roombas
had seen it and gotten her some help since she had twisted her knee. Dawn
looked up at him. "I got told about it."


 


"I was okay. A bit of ice and it was fine."


 


"Not the point. Any guy would help a pregnant lady up
if she had fallen. Even scum, even my brother." She smiled. "That's
really weird," he admitted.


 


"Maybe but it's kinda nice."


 


"It is. I'm not going to worry about him doing more
than kidnaping you." He grinned. She poked him on the arm but they went to
the other tower for her juice and him to eat. "We need to do more date
night stuff."


 


"Sure, convince Mom and Bruce that they're great
babysitters or pay Beya," Dawn quipped with a smile.


 


"I could like paying Beya. Joyce and Bruce deserve some
quiet time with all the stress she's got. Next week?"


 


"Sure. Wednesday's free." He grinned and nodded.
"Movies?"


 


"I'd like that. That new horror movie is out." She
smiled and nodded back. "Good." He held the door for her. Being
around Steve had seriously upped his manners because Steve gave him that
fatherly look whenever he was too unmannerly around him or the kids.


 


***


 


"Natasha, why don't you go eat so Bucky and I can
talk," Steve said quietly. She stared at him. "We have known each
other since we were little kids, Natasha. I'm his best friend. Go eat."
She nodded, leaving them alone. Steve walked Bucky off to find a private place
to talk. He found someone trying to break in and sighed. "Barton, she's
having lunch across the street in the other tower." He went that way
instead of trying to get out of the air ducts. Steve shook his head.
"That's so weird." He looked at Bucky. "Wanna talk?"


 


"No." He looked up at him. "She's
wrong."


 


"I doubt that. Dawn's a bit empathic too. Pregnancy
makes it worse." He stared at him. "You can tell me things. I've seen
nasty things and clearly Dawn's seen worse somehow." He sat next to him.
Bucky shifted away. "Bucky, really?" His buddy glared at him.
"Want me to knock you cold?" he offered.


 


"No." He went back to sulking. "I don't
poach."


 


"They both said they knew you probably wouldn't."
He shifted, curling one leg up under his knee. "There's days I feel like
that about Tony and Pepper. Dawn feels that sometimes because Clint and Natasha
have history long before they met her."


 


"They did?"


 


"Yeah, back when Clint was about Dawn's age. They ended
up breaking up. Got back together later when Clint brought her to SHIELD."


 


"So the movie was actually right?" he asked dryly.


 


"They had hacked files."


 


Bucky grimaced but nodded. "Figures." He shifted.
"I'm okay, Stevie."


 


"You're not okay. You've gotten a lot more quiet and
angry recently. That's not okay."


 


"You nag like that girl."


 


"Why are you mad at Dawn?" he asked. Bucky glared
at him. "She's never been anything but nice to you. She's tried to include
you in family things."


 


"I..."


 


"You hate her because she saved you," he said
bluntly.


 


"I told the cat last night that wasn't right and it's
still not." Steve looked confused. "Some mystical thing since it
talked."


 


"Oh, great. I didn't see it."


 


"You're usually very well adjusted," he snapped
back.


 


"Not really. I'm drowning in a job I didn't want, and
have no idea how to do most of the duties of. Joyce is the quiet, efficient
sort and she redid the paperwork mess so they're easier to handle, even for me.
Apparently I missed a briefing because I have files on groups I've never heard
of and I don't think are actually a problem for the US. I come home most nights
with a headache. Joyce subtly got me popped for a health check due to
them." Bucky shook his head. "Seriously! And we've got some great
docs at SHIELD finally. I got an eye exam and a head scan, got given sinus
medicine because they caught some swelling. I think I need someone to make me a
chart."


 


Bucky stared at him. "You're....."


 


"Not used to being in charge that way, yeah." He
stared at him. "When I first got dethawed, as Tony puts it most of the
time, I was really mad that the world had changed *so* much and I missed it. I
missed everything. I even went to talk to Peggy for a few days. She and I wrote
until she died, and that night I got outrageously pissed at the world. She was
my last link, my lifeline. And I just lost it. I was drifting, I had nightmares
every single night of things that no one wants to relive, including a lot of
you falling off that damn train." Bucky flinched because he swore. 


 


"I spent every single night breaking punching bags. On
good nights I'd only go through five or six. One night I went through eighteen
and the gym ran out of them so I went to punch a brick wall for a few hours.
All that, didn't help. They let me talk to a few different therapists. Hell,
when SHIELD woke me up, they had simulated the forties for me so I wouldn't
have that shock, but had went a bit too far back." He stared at him.
"Then I escaped and ran into Times Square."


 


"That's one hell of an introduction to the new
era," Bucky said quietly, relaxing.


 


"Yeah. All the billboards, the women in skimpy clothes,
the lights, the cars!" He stared at him. "Cars used to be graceful
and have some elegance to the design but they all turned into boxes on wheels.
That was one of the first things I noticed when I got free, and then I spotted
the lights and the flashing billboards. Then Fury found me and calmed me
down." He grimaced. "There's a been a number of times I was really
pissed off that they dethawed me and I had to relearn everything but the
basics, and even some of them had changed. Guns are aimed a bit higher and
shorter now. Threw my aim until someone explained the difference to me. It's
millimeters but it's the difference in weight too. Then SHIELD started up the
Avengers Initiative due to a few things. I was still mostly trying to acclimate
and calm down when the invasion happened."


 


"I saw that in replay. They had defrosted me for good
then," Bucky said.


 


"I could've used you then too. Though you would've only
been a ground soldier it might've helped." He looked at him. "Then
Pepper was helping Tony and helped me with something I was struggling with, the
mail issues." He rolled his eyes. "She and Dawn came up with a nice
letter I could send back to people. I was hand-writing responses to all the fan
mail. I finally understood what carpal tunnel was." Bucky let out a small
smile. "Dawn and Pepper created a form letter for me to copy over and over
for the general things and let me handle the bigger ones that needed a bigger
response. I had one for adults, one for kids, and one for women who somehow
decided I was sexy and hot, like a movie star. I had no idea why. Tony had to
explain that to me."


 


"You've always been pretty oblivious to that,"
Bucky said.


 


"Yeah, but not the point."


 


Bucky stared at him. "I...."


 


Steve held up a hand. "The only reason you're not accepting
the subtle help that we've all given and offered is because you're stubborn.
Even the kids help you with things. Liz does it a lot."


 


"I like the little hellion."


 


Steve grinned. "She thinks you're better than her
stuffed mouse." Bucky grinned. "But you still need to work on that
anger. Especially at Dawn."


 


"She's interfering."


 


"Bucky, if you spent that much time with my wife I'd
wonder if you two were having an affair," he said bluntly. Bucky stared at
him, mouth open. "I would. Beyond that, Dawn has done *nothing* to harm
you. She's helped you in a lot of little ways. She's the one that popped you
for the check on your shoulder. I thanked Pepper for it and she told me."
He stared at him. 


 


"You're mad at Dawn for saving you, bringing you home. I
understand why. Even with the brainwashing you went through," he said when
Bucky opened his mouth. "I've seen it with others. Hell, I helped Clint
when he started to have problems thanks to being possessed by Loki. We all had
to help, he kept drifting off in a corner of the rec room at HQ and having
nightmares. Stark finally got in his face about it and he yelled back. So I
stepped in to separate them and we had a lot of long talks over beers about
nightmares and flashbacks. It helped him."


 


"He was possessed by Loki?"


 


"Yeah. That's how Phil died. Clint had led an assault
on the hell carrier to get a few things for their plans. That was a few hours
before the invasion. Natasha knocked his head into something and got him
down."


 


Bucky considered that. "She's still too perky."


 


"Do you think that might be a mask?" Steve asked
dryly. Bucky stared at him. He nodded. "Dawn's a lot deeper and darker
than she wants to be thanks to Romania and all that. Then again, she got put
into protective custody because there had been a hell goddess that was going to
sacrifice her for that specialness."


 


"Eww."


 


"Yeah. Basically. Dawn knew that getting close to
someone would make them targets. Frankly if it hadn't been for that cult to
Thanos, she might not have had a relationship yet. She flirted a lot but never
went further. Xander had a lot of casual things but never anything heavier
until it was someone who could handle his life. Dawn's a lot like a female
Xander with a more bright outlook because he's damn dark at times too. You
don't get to be in every major war on this planet and not be."


 


"I didn't realize that."


 


"Xander didn't have full skills or memories when he
started to hunt. He had some hellmouth poisoning when he landed in that last
life and it seriously screwed with him for a bit." Bucky looked confused.
"He'd deage and start a new life. Usually he could control how far back he
went but the life before he was Xander in Sunnydale he had gotten really sick
and that sent him all the way back to being a baby to start over. Remember
William? His parents were like Xander's from what I've heard." Bucky
shuddered. "So without full memories he went back into demon hunting
because they took his best friend. For his graduation, he had to mobilize the
students to fight a real battle against an ascension going on."


 


"They were kids!" Bucky said.


 


"Yeah, they were," Steve agreed. "And he led
the battle to let them get their families out of the way." He stared at
him. "We have film of it from some dropped cameras they confiscated. It
was bad."


 


"So I'm surrounded by warriors?" he snorted.


 


"You're one too, Bucky. You always were." He
stared at him. "The only difference is they didn't have to turn you into
one with radiation and needles." Bucky stared at him. "I regret all
the time I wasted playing politics during that. I could've helped so much more
but I was too young to realize that."


 


Bucky nodded. "I can see that. There's a few times I
could've used the team behind me." He looked at his hands then at Steve.
"I am projecting that anger on her."


 


"Yeah, you are."


 


"The cat said I'm projecting my feelings about my arm
on her gifts too."


 


Steve looked at the partially metal arm then at him. Tony
had upgraded it for Bucky. "You want pity for it?"


 


"No!" He scowled. Steve grinned. "I hate that
thing."


 


"Then have Tony remove it. No one says you have to have
two good arms. Plenty of people have adjusted to only having one arm." He
shifted to look at it. "I see the girls were polishing it again."


 


"Yeah," he said. "Liz pounced me at breakfast
and told me I wasn't shiny."


 


Steve grinned. "She thinks everyone has to have
something twinkly or shiny on or else they're not fully dressed. There's a time
when I thought Dawn was the same sort of simple fashionable girl like Liz is
turning into. Then I saw Dawn having to rescue herself one day. Stepped in as
she was kicking the last guy. She just blew it off with a smile and a 'they're
idiots who were trying to mug me' and walked me off like I was an imbecile who
had no idea what was going on. I thought they were going to rape her or
something. 


 


"Found out differently later when Tony was yelling
about her not calling for help from the guards since she was only up the street
and they had been from a weapons dealer that still sends her cards on her birthday."
Bucky shook his head quickly. "I asked Tony about that. He said Dawn's had
a ton of people who wanted to own her or sacrifice her. I asked if I could help
and he snorted and said she doesn't even let him help most of the time. 


 


"We *really* could've used the help when she was
pregnant with Philip. Someone kept sneaking into the house to poison her juice
on her. Clint and Natasha were on assignments all the time. There was a
constant threat of kidnaping by the people who wanted the baby to start their
own Avengers team. There's still a few groups that have tried to dose her with
fertility medicine." He grimaced. "If there hadn't been a huge thing
that nearly ended humanity that Dawn had handled, and then Clint had fixed,
Philip would've been twins thanks to some of them in England." 


 


He grimaced a tiny bit. "Dawn pretty well went through
most of her last pregnancy by herself, and with Benji. We were all very happy
when Benji got handed over to help her. He could go everywhere with her and
protect her. Or talk her out of crying on the people she had just beaten or
shot for trying to take her. That happened a lot too. Benji got her the ballet
slippers so she could wear shoes that didn't hurt. I have no idea what's wrong
with her feet that she can't find lower heels. Something about narrow and not
made in that size for things like sneakers."


 


"She has some. They're too loose."


 


"That happens a lot," Steve agreed.


 


"So all the fussing that Natasha's getting, Dawn didn't
get?"


 


"No. She might've wanted it too but no. She told Pepper
that she's not upset that Clint's favoring Natasha. It's her first one and
they're doing all the first parent things together. Heck, Dawn hasn't been
spoiled hardly at all. And then you started on things, which made it worse. You
really walked the other direction when she fell?"


 


"I didn't see her fall."


 


"You blocked out her falling, you were up the hall and
even before all that with the Howling Commandos and the war you were more
observant than that, Bucky." He stared at him. "You don't shy away
from Pepper near as often as you do Dawn."


 


"Pepper's a normal woman."


 


"Dawn's very normal but she's had to train because
people want to own or kill her. For that matter, they tried what they did on
you on her and Clint in Romania. Dawn still has flashbacks at times. They
implanted memories of horrible things that Clint was going to do to her so
she'd fight him and kill him for training. It says something when even the
Goddess of Memories is upset enough to sniffle some as she's blocking off the
false memories they created. They had to use lethe water to get some of them
removed. Loki got it for her while they were on leave from the US."


 


"They went what?"


 


"JARVIS, can you please pull up one of the saved
speeches about why the trio had left the US for almost two years?"


 


"Yes, I can do that." He pulled up one for them to
watch and projected it against a wall.


 


Bucky stared, frowning. "But... why?"


 


"Because of her magical gifts." Steve looked at
him. "That was probably one of the nicer guys. The guy in the embassy in
Amsterdam went up in front of the UN to suggest that we give all of us 'genetic
freaks' a separate, safe place to live so we couldn't harm anyone and we
couldn't harm ourselves. It says something that he got passed into an ambassador's
job."


 


"That takes Congress voting him in, right?" Bucky
asked quietly.


 


"Yup."


 


"Huh." JARVIS ran another one.


 


"Not that one please," Steve said quickly. It
switched to another one. Steve calmed himself down. Lamaze had taught him stuff
too. Bucky looked at him. "Don't ask. Please."


 


Bucky watched the others. He'd come back to the few Steve
had blocked that night. What he saw was enough to horrify him. "She was
...."


 


"They spent months in North Dakota working to heal from
all that until that one battle we had to bring Clint and Natasha in for. Then
they moved to Guatemala. Clint and Natasha got restless after some time there
so they moved on to do it like they had as assassins before SHIELD took them
in. They had neat things like that group in Rio that was sacrificing kids with
magical gifts. Or that drug dealer that she threw up in the air and he came
down a half-hour later because he had Clint and Natasha hostage. Really, we're
never going to know everything they did while on the run. Clint and Natasha
don't know everything that happened. They had some assignments to handle so
left her alone. Things happened then like they do now and Dawn handled them
without telling anyone she had to."


 


"That must've pleased Natasha to no end," Bucky
quipped bitterly.


 


"She helped train Dawn into being able to handle it
back when she was first taken in by Stark. Her and Phil. They said she used to
handle demon problems without them knowing way back when too."


 


"So the perky is an act?"


 


"No. The perky is some of who Dawn is and partially
it's a mask so that no one sees the real her. She and Tony get into some
snarkfests over things like fashion while she and Pepper shop. Oh, if you hear
'fuck this shit' coming from Dawn's mouth, duck. She just tapped into the heavier
magic and you're possibly in the way of whatever she's fighting."


 


"Like some sort of entrance code?"


 


"Yup. She claims she's got a well to her powers and she
only pulls up buckets now and then. When you hear that, she's just turned on
the pump." Bucky nodded once at that. "I heard it a few times at
battles and realized that's what happened because no one told me. Phil tells
her to quit swearing so much but other than that....." He shook his head.


 


"I heard her going off on the kicking in the bathroom
in Russian one day," Bucky admitted.


 


"She can speak a few but anytime she starts yelling
insults in Arabic someone either panics or State Department people show
up." He felt a shiver and looked around. "JARVIS?"


 


"I believe that was another time fixing thing but I'm
not sure what, Steve. Dawn got called from lunch by a few gods. Alexander is
not in a good mood. Neither is Agent Coulson. Dawn's in the infirmary. She's
unconscious from a bit of magical backlash."


 


Steve hopped up, going down there. "What happened?"
he demanded.


 


Clint stared at him. "You're the only one who can stop
them, Dawn," Clint mimicked. "Mortals can't handle it and neither can
we. We don't have the skills. It has to be you and it can't wait or else
humanity won't give you enough time to deliver her."


 


"Who?" Phil demanded as he appeared.


 


Clint looked at him, putting them firmly in his mind.
"The future targets."


 


Phil read them and sent that to Xander. He'd know who they
were. Phil looked up. "They're holding a tribunal now. Let's go," he
said, taking Clint. He appeared there. "Dawn's unconscious, she can't put
up a report," he told the judges. "This is her spouse, who can get
into her mind."


 


"I'm not sure I want to see it and she's trying to
block it from us," Clint told them. He glared at the gods. "Has it
escaped your notice that some of us can do the same thing?"


 


"It was those she watched over," one sneered.
"Upstart mortal." Clint punched him, sending him to the ground
crying. "I'll destroy you!" he shouted.


 


"Try it," Xander said, staring down at him.
"Because I'm going to hit you next." The gods moved away from him.
"ARES!" He appeared in a dark flash of light looking pissed off.
"What, exactly, happened? I wasn't aware of anything until the flip happened."


 


"There were three geeks that had been stolen in about
two weeks from Stark's group of them," he said. "Including the two
she doted on. They had their spouses and children. They wanted them to work on
an upgraded version of the green bomb Max had," he said with a nod at
Xander.


 


"Like a nuclear weapon?" Clint asked.


 


"A sonic nuclear weapon. No radiation, bigger
destruction, totally green," Xander said. "It's what was going on
when Clay's team got fractured." Clint nodded at that. He'd heard
something about that.


 


"Anyway, they wanted it to be bigger in case there was
another alien attack or something. Or to take out a whole country instead of
just an island," Ares said. "So these weaklings sent Dawn to keep
them from being kidnaped and take out the people with the bomb. She had to go
forward to stop it and then backward to stop them from starting."


 


"She's immortal, she can handle it," another one
sneered.


 


"She's pregnant," Xander said. "And it's not
her job. It's my job or Phil's job to decide that, not you." The god
sneered so Xander hit him. He went flying into a pillar because Xander didn't
hold back any godly strength.


 


The head judge cleared her throat. The others usually let
her speak "May I?" she asked Clint, who nodded and let her link into
his mind to read Dawn's memories. She sighed and let him go. "You have one
hell of a wife, sir. We're all very happy that she managed it, even though she
was in mortal peril." She shared it with the other five judges.


 


"Which I do not like," Clint assured him.
"That's not her job either."


 


"No, it's not," Xander agreed. "If I had
heard about this, I would've stopped it then."


 


"Frankly, one of them was behind it in the first
place," the third judge said. "If Dawn had her special dagger on her,
one of you wouldn't be here." He stared at that one, who shook his head.
"Oh, yes, you are." He put up a history mirror and ran it back,
showing where the godling had started the problem. All three were helping it
though when he tracked it. At one point, Xander growled and the room shook.
"Easy, Alexander. We do not want to be destroyed."


 


"They're going to be destroyed," Xander said.
"I'm not putting up with a threat to humanity."


 


"They'll rebuild and maybe they'll properly
worship," that one sneered at him.


 


Clint had the vision, moaning and holding his head. "No
they won't," he gasped.


 


The judge showed that. The world was about to end. They were
arranging how to move people to another realm safely. People were blaming the
Avengers for not getting things done to save them. They got almost everyone
moved in time and people were setting up new communities but they were still
trying to kill anyone with any gifts, thinking it was their fault. When proof
came up, they went after Dawn anyway. Her snappy 'if I had ten more Keys I
could've undone it, but not even I have that many' got her killed with her
children. The flash of her dying killed a good portion of humanity. Xander
reached over to knock Clint out so the vision had to end. Clint slumped to the
ground but he quit having the brain ripping pain of watching everyone die a
second time. The judge removed all touches of him from Clint so he wouldn't
suffer. "It appears that we're looking at the future death of humanity and
it's causes."


 


"There won't be a cause to start it off," Phil
said. "It's our job to make sure that humanity is protected."


 


Xander nodded, staring at them. "Yes, it is." He
looked at the judge.


 


"That is your call, not mine. They are not being
formally charged. For this, they can be if you wished."


 


"They might start things off anyway," Xander said,
staring at them again. "We'll look totally evil," he told his mate.


 


"Better thought to be evil than dead." They nodded
and sent the killing curse Gaia had taught them at the trio of upstart idiots.
"Are there others, Ares?"


 


"Two in their group. I can go back to make sure their
plans are derailed." He looked up then frowned. "They were behind
Loki going to the Chitarui." He left to bring them to Xander. Loki could
help. He hated being a pawn as much as Ares did.


 


Phil got Clint back to the Stark infirmary. "He had a
vision," he said quietly, putting him on the bed next to Dawn.


 


"We saw," Tony complained.


 


"It's fixed. The ones who were prompting humanity to
end are no longer able to." He left again.


 


Tony took the headband off Dawn's head. It had linked the
vision to a tv set box that he had rigged up. They went back to work on Clint
and Dawn. Dawn's fetal monitor was showing the baby was safe. Dawn wasn't as
healthy as the baby was.


 


Natasha stormed in. "The baby?"


 


"She's fine. We checked," Shivs said. "Your
spouses are another matter. They're both in shitty shape." He went back to
working on Clint's spasming arm. The medicine had caused the sudden cramp and
even sedated he had tried to cradle it. It finally eased and Clint was looking
like a normal post-vision case. Dawn was resting quietly. The temporal energy
fluxes she had were slowly fading. Her own magic was stabilizing. She'd heal
within a few days. Clint might be up and around without a headache by then.


 


Tony got a chair for Natasha and sat her in it. "Sit
and stare." He went to tell Pepper what had happened. Dawn could go on
maternity leave as of today.


 


Steve looked at Natasha. "What happened?" he asked
calmly and quietly. "We need to know what SHIELD has to do," he said
when she looked at him.


 


"The vision was humanity ending anyway. They blamed us.
Killing Dawn took out a good portion of the people who did it and anyone in
about another hundred miles around."


 


"She created a last strike," Andrew said as he
walked in. He handed over a report to Steve. "Dawn asked before she got
sent home. She showed us what they had started off when they took us and the
families."


 


Steve read it over, squeezing his shoulder. "No one
would blame you for making that choice, Andrew. Not at all." He looked at
him. "Really."


 


"I know. And if we ever go there of our free will,
don't let Dawn take us out. Have Rodney do it, anyone but Dawn. No one should
have to take out their close friends and near-family." Steve nodded.
"Is she okay?"


 


"She's fine," Steve said.


 


"Good." He looked at Clint then at Steve. "We
have a spare of the headband. We saw and we'll get to work on ideas later,
after we've kinda cuddled away the anger." He walked off.


 


"Thank you." Steve handed it to her. She read it,
shuddering delicately. She handed ti back. "Now that we know. Agent
Coulson, is there something we need to know to stop this before it can
start?" he called.


 


Xander appeared. "No. There's nothing you can do to
help. It's already been stopped. The idiots and their friends that decided it
would make humanity humble and subservient to them again are gone. They can't
start it, they can't go back and start it. The few things that were already on
the way to starting were ended by Dawn."


 


Howard faded in, nodding. "I have a whole new
appreciation for Dawn. I had no idea she was more than plucky."


 


"Yes, she is," Steve agreed. "She's always
been more than plucky. You didn't see that when she had to keep saving herself
while she was pregnant with Philip?"


 


"I wasn't watching her," he admitted. 


 


"That seems to be a common theme," Xander quipped.
"I had that once." He looked at Steve again. "Beyond that, all
but one guy's research is ended. He might have a good point but we'll let you
guys watch over him and see where it goes from here. The sonic weapons aren't a
*bad* idea. They're less harmful. So we'll let him keep going." He leaned
down to kiss Dawn's temple, sending her some healing energy. She shifted and
grinned in her sleep. "Rest, Dawnie. You've got to rest. We'll be back later."
He disappeared again. "Phil, Dawn's pretty much staying down at the
moment."


 


"I'll go sit beside her in a few minutes." He went
back over the other tendrils that they could still find. They had to handle
things so it was not attempted again.


 


***


 


Joyce looked up as their head of Legal Affairs walked in.
"What's wrong?"


 


"Your daughter is suing us again." She handed over
the forms.


 


Joyce looked at it. "Why haven't we paid her? I know we
were due to make two payments by now."


 


"I don't know. I talked to the insurance team that we
worked with and they swear up and down she's been given it."


 


"No, I don't think so." She called her daughter's
phone and got Pepper. "Pepper, is Dawn busy?" She heard what was
going on and winced. "I'll be over soon. Do you know anything about the
insurance from that lawsuit?" She made notes. "Thank you." She
hung up. "Maria?" She came to the door. "Did you ever find out
anything on why they didn't make that first payment?"


 


"They never got back to me and I had other things that
had to be done. They never did?"


 


"Nope," Joyce said. "So her lawyer is
enforcing penalties." She handed it back. "Do whatever you have to do
to beat them. They should drop it if it's being fixed."


 


"I hope so. It looks really bad on us." She went
to talk to them in person with Dawn's lawyer from Stark. She was a shark, she
could nibble on them. "It was not us. As far as we knew they had paid it
as they should have," she said in greeting, shaking the Stark head
lawyer's hand.


 


"Great. That's why we only mentioned you as a
connecting party and part of the payment system." They looked over the old
agreement and then went to talk to the lawyers for the insurance people. They
spluttered and choked but they were going to have to pay it and a penalty as
that was in the contract. The judge had signed off and agreed that a daily late
payment penalty plus an additional monthly one on top of the daily one was a
good thing. Even at one percent a day and fifteen percent on top of that for
each month late, based on total accrued worth. The insurance lawyers got a
hearing with the new judge in chambers to throw it out thanks to some contacts
that knew him.


 


The new judge looked it over. Then at their protests that
they had paid, which they hadn't. They had authorized it but hadn't paid it.
The judge looked at the Stark lawyer. "You're mean."


 


"The last event was them sending biological weapons at
her and her son at her desk at Stark International. Who knew how many people
would've been infected. That was an escalation we weren't willing to go past.
That was after that was filed. How precious is a young life and the lives of
anyone that could've been hit by it?"


 


"They're probably worth more than this
settlement," he agreed. "My wife would've extracted it in
blood."


 


"Dawn spent three weeks in quarantine, Your Honor. She
let me do it for her while she was unconscious, naturally and not, for two
weeks of it. That's why God made lawyers - to make people suffer when they did
stupid shit."


 


He laughed and nodded. "Yes, it seems that's a good
reason for our creation." He looked at the others. "You haven't even
made a good faith effort. No, I'm not going to throw it out. You're liable for
the penalties. You made an agreement and you have to live up to it, gentlemen."


 


"Her new daughter is looking forward to *years* of cute
clothes," the Stark lawyer said with a smile. They shuddered. "When
can she expect it? She'll be out of the infirmary in a few days."


 


"Why now?" the SHIELD lawyer asked.


 


"I'm not sure beyond the gossip that said some younger
god from another pantheon showed up at lunch and said only Dawn could fix it.
She came home and collapsed." They shared a look. "I'm pretty sure by
now one of your bosses has a report and so does mine."


 


"Probably." She looked at the lawyers. "It
wasn't us. It was coming from your people. That's why we have insurance."


 


"It is," the judge agree. "And they're liable
for it." He smiled at them. "Next time, don't try to screw over
people and you won't be out even more money. She could've pushed for a higher
judgement." They stomped off.


 


"It had started at ten per incident," the Stark
lawyer said with a smile. The judge laughed. They left to work out when and how
the payments were going to be made this time. The first one would be made
within days. With the penalty applied so they didn't have to keep paying that.
That would make Dawn happy. She could buy special shoes.


 


***


 


Clint snapped awake and one handed drifted up to hold his
head. "Ow." Someone stuck a needle in his arm so he glanced at the
nurse. "Vision."


 


"We heard." She smiled. "You're okay. Dawn's
fine. She's in the next bed," she said quietly. "Agent Coulson went
home for the night but otherwise you've been guarded by your non-ill wife.
We're moving you to the bigger bed in a minute, Agent Barton."


 


"Thanks. Dawn?"


 


"She's a bit exhausted but she's fine. Tara said her
magic's rebalanced. Her Keys are fine. The baby's fine. She's jut
exhausted." He nodded, looking over there. Natasha was curled up on a bed
asleep. "She just drifted off. When she gets up we'll move you three for
some privacy."


 


"Thanks."


 


"You're most welcome. Want some soup?" He nodded
so she got some sent up for him. He drank and watched his wives sleep. It was
sweet of him. He was always good when they were in here. Natasha woke up with a
stretch so they got them all moved. Clint carried Dawn. Natasha followed. They
curled up together with the monitors above them. She made notes in the chart
and went back to the main infirmary. Phil was looking around so she pointed. He
nodded, going to watch over them for now. She smiled and made that note as well
so no one would be startled by him sitting in the corner behind the door.


 


Phil walked into the room, closing the door behind himself.
"Are you all right?" he asked Natasha quietly.


 


"I was not the one in danger." She looked at him.
"Why did they ask her?"


 


"Because they were snotty upstarts who didn't want to
ask someone else. Plus they thought we'd help by protecting her." He sat
down. Clint blinked over at him. "You better?"


 


"Mostly. Slight headache. She's fine. Just tired."


 


"Good." He got up to touch her, adding some power.


 


Asclepias showed up. "That's not how you do that unless
you want to join their thing." He showed him how to properly add healing
power.


 


"That's how Xander showed me."


 


"Xander's been doing it wrong and I've told him that a
number of times." Phil smiled and added some more properly.
"Great." He checked Dawn over, smiling at her. "You did good,
kid. Very good." He smoothed a hand over her head. "Few nightmares,"
he told Clint.


 


"Figured she would."


 


"Good." He checked Natasha and smiled.
"You'll go well in a few days." He disappeared.


 


"I'll check my preparations later," Natasha said.
Phil settled in to help her watch over Clint and Dawn. Then she squeaked when
she found herself floating in midair and settled on the bed on Dawn's free
side. "Okay," she agreed. "I could use a nap."


 


"I knew you could," Clint grinned. They snuggled
around Dawn, making her sigh and smile in her sleep.


 


Phil settled in to keep watch. There were still people who
wanted Dawn's daughter.


 


***


 


Clint looked at Dawn's delivery bag then at Natasha.
"Why did you unpack it?"


 


"It needed washed."


 


"They were already clean, Nat." He stared at her.


 


"She'd never wear those."


 


"Like the ugly plaid ones you hide from everyone, those
are her very comfortable and comforting pajamas. She packed it so I'm assuming
she'd wear it." She huffed but got them for him. Clint added in one of his
t-shirts since she was short a shirt. He also stuffed one of the packages of
sanitary pads in there. Natasha took them. "She'll need some too."


 


"We're out in the house."


 


He went to buy some more, putting Dawn's bag up higher than
Natasha could jump, and she couldn't climb because the baby was making her
wobble. When he got back, he finished packing it for her and put it back up
there, earning a dirty look. "That way there's no urge to undo it on
her." He took a kiss and smiled. "You're going first anyway."


 


"She doesn't...." He stared at her so she huffed.
"Fine." She walked off. "Philip?" she called. He came
rushing out of his room to beam at her and bounce around her feet. "Come
read with me?" He climbed up her to make her sit down and read to him.
"That's very good climbing. We need to teach you to climb things other
than the humans." She settled him next to her and picked up her book.
Clint gave her a baby book. "He likes it when I read that to him."


 


"He needs some kid things explained and that's on being
a big brother. That way he's more used to the concept when it's his turn to be
one."


 


"Fine." She read that to him and he babbled at her
stomach. "I don't think you'll have any problem with being a big
brother."


 


"He might get confused and pouty about where she
went," Clint said from his seat. He patted his lap and Philip climbed down
to run over and pounce him. "Nice pounce, little guy." He cuddled
him. "What are you going to do when Mommy's in the hospital and it's just
us?" Philip babbled at him about the trees. "Trees are at the other
house." Philip pouted and made swimming motions. He still didn't know what
to call the pool. "So's the pool, yes. We can go see them soon."
Philip climbed off him and went to babble at Natasha's stomach, looking up at
her before he patted.


 


"You may pat her gently, Philip. She already loves you.
She quits kicking when you pat her." He babbled and patted the belly some
more. "Did we forget the cats?" Clint pointed at where they were on
top of the kitchen cabinets. "What are you two doing?"


 


"Hiding from the kid." He crossed his feet.
"I put the automatic air can deterrents on the counters."


 


"Thank you." She smoothed over Philip's hair.
"You need a trim."


 


"Princess?" Philip asked, staring at her.


 


"You'll never be the princess either Mommy is,"
Clint said. "And if your uncle calls you that again, kick him on the
ankle, Philip." He got up to find the bug checker so they could do one.
They got tossed down the elevator shaft.


 


Phil frowned at Natasha's stomach, patting it and staring up
at her. "No!"


 


"That's just an early labor pain, Philip," she
soothed. "It's to make sure I'm ready for her to come out so you can pat
her instead of me and her." He scowled at her. She smiled. "It's
fine."


 


"Dada, no!" he shouted, patting her stomach again.


 


He came over to check. "It's okay. It's almost time for
her to come out." Philip scowled at him too. He kissed him on the
forehead. "It's okay. We've got it." Philip huffed but kept patting
and babbling at her stomach until it quit hurting her. "Soon?"


 


"Pre-term, not real one."


 


"Okay." He went back to making lunch. "Want
cottage cheese?"


 


"Not really." He smiled. She got up, letting
Philip 'help' by pushing on her so she was standing. "We will help the
father make lunch." He bounded in there to help Daddy. He loved to help.


 


"You're very helpful," Clint assured him with a
grin. Philip smiled and nodded, taking his sandwich to eat. Natasha got what
she wanted. Clint ate the one he had been making her. That worked for them
today and he had never considered that combination. It wasn't *bad* but not his
usual. Though nothing would make him eat it again probably.


 


***


 


Natasha woke up as usual at about six in the morning and
frowned at her stomach. There was no kicking and no movement. She scowled at
her stomach. "Are you that deeply asleep?" she asked.


 


Clint gently pushed her back down. "You're still loopy
from the drugs, Nat." She blinked at him. "Hi." He grinned.


 


"Why isn't she moving?"


 


"She's fussing at Dawn." He pointed. "You
don't remember anything from last night?" Natasha slowly shook her head.
"That's okay." He kissed her. "Dawn?" She looked up from
feeding the baby a bottle. "She's finally not quite as loopy."


 


Dawn carried her over. "Here we are, one little tough
girl who keeps fighting with the clothes she's wearing because they're
pink." She smiled.


 


Natasha blinked at her daughter. "You're very tiny and
wrinkly." Dawn smiled and nodded. "Hmm. Is her birth certificate
filled out?"


 


"Not yet," Clint said. "Not sure which way
you wanted to spell it. We can do that later, when you're less loopy." He
patted the covered foot, getting a fuss. "I know you want to be naked.
Sorry! You have to be clothed, like Mommy is."


 


Natasha blinked harder at her. "Why do you have a
bottle?"


 


"Because you'd throw a fit if I breastfed her?"
Dawn guessed. "We weren't going to stick her on you while you were asleep,
Nat. Also, you weren't sure if you were going to nurse her."


 


"I'm still not sure." She frowned at her daughter,
who scowled back. "Your father has that same look when you wake him
up." Clint laughed and nodded. She cuddled her. "We'll manage to deal
with things." Clint took her and put her into her bassinet. "Is she
healthy?"


 


"Very," Clint said. "They've done all the
bloodwork. They only have to do a hearing test because that's easiest done
after a day." Natasha nodded and yawned. "You rest. You need to nap
off the drugs."


 


"I can do that. I should go to the bathroom."


 


"You're fine." She nodded, drifting off again.


 


Dawn grinned and took a kiss from Clint. "She does
wonderfully under sedation."


 


"She does." He took another one with a wink.
"How soon on you?"


 


"About a week or so probably."


 


"Okay." He rubbed her stomach. "We've got the
clothes in the car from the coven thing, right?"


 


"Yup. I can drop them at home."


 


"We can do that later." He helped her into a seat
and got Shamira out to look at her. "Okay, daughter. So, now that you're
out, how is it?" She was still sleeping. "Your big brother's going to
adore you."


 


"I can go get him."


 


Clint stared at her. "You, sit, stay, good wife."
She barked. He smirked evilly. "Keep it up, Dawn." She rolled her
eyes. "Philip's just fine with Grandpa and if something's going on he can
see Beya like usual. He'll get to meet her in a few days. When she and Mom are
both napped out." The nurse came in to check. "Are there no kid rules
up here?"


 


"No, your first child is more than welcome to come meet
her up here, Agent Barton. Try to keep him from squealing loud enough to be
heard outside, but otherwise it's okay." She took the baby to look over.
"You look okay. No one's asked for a diaper yet."


 


"We changed her an hour ago," Dawn said with a
grin. "We're a bit experienced with it and hoping the first one potty
trains soon."


 


"Just don't buy him those stupid ruffled big boy
panties again," Clint complained, taking the baby back. "We're good.
We're kinda experienced at all this." The nurse smiled and made that note
in the records for them. He looked at Dawn. "Why do you want to go
home?"


 


"So I can lay down and put my feet up."


 


"Oh, that." He handed over the car keys then took
them back. "Cab."


 


She snorted. "You want *me* in a cab?" She took
the keys back. "It's my car. Not like I can get up to a high speed thanks
to traffic around here." She kissed the baby on the head. "I will see
you in a few hours with the big brother." She took a kiss from Clint then
placed one lightly on Natasha's forehead. "I'm going to rest." She
walked out, smiling at the nurse. "Another week or so and I'll be in that
bed." The nurse smiled at that. "Really."


 


"You don't look that far along."


 


"I know. But we got pregnant the same night." The
nurse smiled. She went down to the parking garage, finding someone there.
"Benji." He flinched, looking around until he spotted her.
"Work?"


 


"Protecting."


 


"Clint's up with Natasha and the baby. She's still slightly
under the drugs." He grinned. "I'm going to rest and then bring the
baby back later."


 


"I can drive."


 


"I can drive too," she said.


 


Benji stared at her. "Don't try, Dawn." He had
seen her driving by barely being able to reach the steering wheel the last
time. He was to much of a gentleman to let that happen.


 


"Fine," she sighed, handing him the keys. She
looked over at Hunt. "He do that to you too?"


 


"No. Not often if I want to drive." She smirked.
"Where?"


 


"Fourth, 475." He nodded, heading that way. She
got into the car. Benji got in to drive her home. "I've got about a
week."


 


"How did that happen?"


 


"Potion."


 


"Ah. That way we wouldn't have to go at the same
time?" She nodded. "It'll be easier. All the people that want your
kid will show up later and Natasha will be able to protect the kids." She
smiled and patted him on the arm. He dropped her at home and parked the car in
the garage up the street they had a space in. Dawn went up to lay down, taking
the baby from Grandpa Bruce on the way to bed. Benji settled in to watch over
Dawn. There had been big threats this morning to both girls and Philip.


 


Philip came bounding out to the living room once Mommy was
asleep. "Baby! Baby baby baby! Now!" he ordered when Bruce only
smiled at him.


 


"You can see the baby after Mommy sleeps, Philip."


 


"But want now!" he whined and pointed, bouncing up
and down. "Please!"


 


"In a few minutes. Let Mommy nap. She needs a nap. Your
other baby sister is going to need a few days of rest before she comes
out." Philip pouted. "Color her a pretty picture." Philip smiled
shyly and settled in to do that for him. That didn't take all that long but
they were going to make Mommy Natasha a snack too. That should take longer. He
hoped.


 


***


 


Philip climbed up onto Mommy's bed, frowning at her stomach.
"Baby!" he whined. She pointed at where Clint was sitting with her.
She smiled as Philip climbed over her and slid down the other side to run over
and look at her. Clint picked him up to sit in his lap. "Baby!" He
grinned at his daddy.


 


"This is Shamira. Can you say that?"


 


"Sh'ra?"


 


"That's pretty close." He let Philip hold her
hand. "She's very fragile. Like the kittens are, Philip. You can not bang
her around or anything."


 


"Pet?"


 


"No, she doesn't get petted. She gets cuddled." He
showed him how to do that. Philip beamed at the mommy. Bruce took pictures.


 


"Please do not get any of me as I look horrid,"
Natasha complained quietly.


 


Bruce looked at her. "Most women do right after birth.
They also tend to feel very womanly."


 


"I do, but I also feel very sore."


 


"That goes away in a few days." She whimpered and
shook her head. "It does unless you had a c-section."


 


"I don't want the scar but I might hurt less." She
looked over. "Philip, don't hug her too hard. You'll squash her."


 


"I not!" He flapped a hand at her like his mother
did and went back to cooing at her. He grinned at the stranger coming in.
"Baby!"


 


"I can see that," she agreed. She smiled at the
adults. "May I?" Bruce glared. "Please."


 


"Nope," Clint said.


 


Natasha stared at her. "Marian, do not make me get off
this bed to kill you." Ethan walked in behind her and grabbed her, walking
her off. "Thank you, Hunt."


 


"Welcome. We're local until Dawn delivers."


 


"Thanks! I need that help," Clint called. He
looked at the babies. "That's kinda neat." Philip beamed and sucked
on the baby's thumb for her. "No, only she gets to suck her thumb. You
used to suck yours until you gave it up." He kissed him on the head and
stood him up. "Go potty please." He ran in to do that with the
Grandfather since he pulled him.


 


"She might be a good bribe," Natasha said quietly.
"Is she resting?"


 


"I've got it. Nap." She nodded, curling up around
her sore stomach to sleep. Clint had her protection in hand, she was safe, and
still tired. Clint smiled when they came out. "Did he?"


 


"He did a whole lot." Clint let him cuddle the
baby again. "This is a treat, Philip. Unless we're on the couch or
something." Philip nodded, cooing at his sister. They settled in to deal
with new baby things until they got a visitor. 


 


Barney walked in and stared at Clint changing a diaper.
"You do that?"


 


"A lot. Someone's got to change them when Dawn and
Natasha are sleeping." He looked at him. "This is Shamira
Raisa."


 


"That's a pretty name." He looked at her.
"What is that?" he asked, looking disgusted.


 


Clint looked at the diaper then at his brother.
"They're like that for the first few days, then they turn a *lot* worse.
Philip's had one that escaped his diaper and hit the roof of the car during a
road trip."


 


Barney shuddered. "Makes me glad I don't have any ankle
biters." He got kicked and winced. "Ow!" He glared at Philip.


 


"Quit staring baby! She girl!"


 


"I'm not some park pervert, kid. Really." Philip
was still scowling.


 


"He won't hurt her or your mother will shoot him, Philip,"
Clint said as he finished changing the diaper.


 


Philip grinned. "Good!" He held up his hands.
"Me?"


 


"Did you go potty?" Clint asked. Philip whined and
shifted his weight. "Let me hand her to mommy and we'll change you."
He did that and took Philip to clean him up in the bathroom. "Sorry, he
hasn't gotten the hang of poop yet."


 


"It happens." He watched Natasha sleep and hold
the baby. "Good drugs?" he guessed.


 


"That and exhaustion," he said as he came out. The
nurse came in. "She's good. Just got changed. Had her first poop. It was
normal tarry, yellow stuff."


 


"That's great." She smiled and pulled a gun.
"I'd like the children please." 


 


Barney punched her. He picked up the gun to look at and put
the safety on then put in his back waistband. "Whatever, bitch. She's not
even the one that has the bigger bounty on her diaper."


 


"I'll kill them all," Clint assured him with a
grin. "Thanks for the assist." Security guards came up when he pushed
the button for them. "She wanted the kids."


 


"Oh, dear," the guard said. "Did she have a
weapon." Barney huffed but handed it over. "Thanks."


 


Dawn strolled in. "Hey, guys, when did you start
working here?" she asked with a smile, pointing at the guard behind her.
They looked and frowned. The real guard got more people up there. Dawn shook
her head. "Pitiful. Really pitiful." She smiled at her son. "Are
you enjoying your first baby sister?" He beamed and nodded, cuddling her
with Mommy. "Great! In a few days you'll have a second one." He
ignored that. "Clint, where's my bag?"


 


"I put it in the top of the closet since Nat was being
a bit fussy."


 


"Oh, that's why I couldn't find it to make sure I had
everything packed."


 


He smiled. "I repacked it, Dawn. It's got all that
you'd want outside your tablet."


 


"Okay." She sat down beside him.


 


"Mine!" Philip said.


 


Dawn stared at him. "Your what?"


 


"My baby!" He shielded her. Dawn reached over to
grab him and pull him over. "Hey!"


 


Dawn stared at him. "Why do you think that you have to
protect the baby from me?"


 


"Mine!"


 


"No, ours," she said just as firmly.
"Including mine. So quit, before I paddle you." He pouted. "Not
yours. Ours." He pouted but climbed back up to cuddle her.


 


"I don't mind him being protective," Clint said.


 


Dawn stared at him. "And when he tries to stop me from
changing her are you going to feel the same way?"


 


"Well, no," he said. "Philip, all the parents
get to play with the baby too."


 


"Shut up." Dawn did swat him for that. He pouted.
"Mean!"


 


"Yeah, ya think?" Philip huffed and made sure both
of them were facing the other mommy.


 


"You are very protective of her but all the parents
have to be able to take care of her," Natasha said quietly. "That
includes your mother."


 


"Mama pet no. Mine!" Dawn huffed and walked off
shaking her head. "See!"


 


"Son, you just made your mother cry," Clint said.
"I don't like that." Philip whimpered. "Dawn?" He got up to
follow her. She was gone. He ran into Hunt in the elevator. "Dawn?"


 


"Benji."


 


"Thanks." He sighed. "Philip just upset
her."


 


"He's little. He doesn't understand."


 


"I hope that's why." He went back in there. He and
his son needed to have a man-to-man talk.


 


***


 


Dawn grunted and sighed, holding her stomach. "Just
stress," she reminded herself. "Those aren't pains." She got up
to get some water. That's when she had the first pain. She panted her way
through it, calming herself down. She got the water and timed it until her next
one. She knew when she was supposed to go to the birthing center and it wasn't
yet. When it happened, it wasn't pleasant and Dawn had to jump up to get her
bag. She came off the elevator to press people. "Guys, need a cab,
now," she ordered. "If you're blocking them I'm going through
you!" They took pictures. Dawn called. One got there and she did shove a
reporter. "Move!" She gasped. "Now!" She got away from
Dawn. Dawn got into the cab and gave the name of the birthing center.


 


"Ma'am, you're glowing."


 


"I'm in labor. I'm a witch and I'm in labor. I need
there *now* before this baby comes." He nodded, taking off. "Thank
you. The glow isn't anything huge. I think." She tried to text Tara but
she didn't have her phone on her. Or her keys. Or her wallet. She summoned that
one at least so she could pay the driver. She got out and walked inside. The
nurse gave her brightness a look. "Something's wrong. This is my second
and I feel like I'm in ripping pain." They got her to the exam room to
check her over. Her blood pressure was up. She was swelling. And she was
spotting in the wrong way. "I do not want a c-section," she told the
nurse. "By any means."


 


"We'll see." She got an ultrasound tech down to
look at her while she finished her check-in. "Ma'am, it says to call
another patient?"


 


"That's my wife and my husband had better be up there
with her."


 


"Okay," she said, calling that floor. The tech got
there so they could see what the problem was. It wasn't great but it wasn't an
immediate c-section. Dawn did agree to be put on the heavy inducement to speed
up her labor and IV meds right then and there as they were admitting her. The
nurse walked in. "She said your spouse is asleep."


 


Dawn sucking in a calming breath. "I don't care."
The nurse grinned at her. "I'm sorry if I upset the nurses with the way
I'm going to be swearing at someone in my family." The nurses got her
calmed down. She needed her blood pressure down. She sent a mental shout at
Clint, making him snort and almost wake up. It woke up Natasha and Dawn said
she could use Clint since they were pushing the idea that she might be going in
for surgery in a few minutes if they couldn't fix a problem. Natasha said she'd
tell him if she could get him awake. Dawn calmed herself, gripping the railing
of the bed as another contraction hit. "There's more ripping pain."


 


"The placenta's trying to come up too soon," the
nurse said. "It's still in good contact. The baby's monitor shows she's
not in distress, Mrs. Summers." Dawn nodded, doing her breathing.
"Are you sure about the surgery?"


 


Dawn nodded. "It's shallow but I'll never be able to
handle scars. I've magically removed all but three and this one I won't be able
to, and I shouldn't have to. It is my method of absolute last resort. At the
very least because we have a two-year-old son."


 


"I get that. I had mine three years apart," the
nurse soothed. They got her onto the security floor. "Why aren't you near
your wife?" 


 


"Because last time there were six different people who
tried to break in to get the son. Ow! Owowowowowowowow!" The nurse
breathed and Dawn gulped, following along. "Fuck, I hate this part."
The nurse smiled. "In my file is a special contact number for a Tara
Maclay. She's a witch friend and the baby's magically active. As in she may
come out as a glowy ball active."


 


"We've seen another born nearly there. I'll see if I
can reach her."


 


"If not, Clint's going to have to find my phone. I
forgot it." She winced. "This is moving a shitload faster, thank
you!" The nurse checked her. "Better?"


 


"No blood. Heartbeat monitor is good. We're in good
contact so we don't have to use the scalp-sticking one." She patted her
leg and covered her back up. "It's all right. Just stay calm. Try to
reduce your blood pressure. I'll get you some ice chips."


 


Dawn smiled. "I liked you guys last time too. You were
good when my spouses were off taking out people who wanted my son." They
smiled and got what they needed.


 


One brave nurse went down to Natasha's room. They were both
asleep. "Agent Barton?" she called from the doorway. He groaned and
shifted and stayed asleep. "Crap. His wife's having issues."


 


"The perky brunette?" the nurse asked.


 


"Is his other wife."


 


"Oh, dear."


 


"She's up on security. We need him now, she's having
issues. We're seriously about to talk her into a c-section and she's the sort
that scars freak her out."


 


"Some people they do. I noticed the one on her
neck."


 


"She said she's removed all but three of them."
They shared a look and Dawn's nurse went back up to check on her and call her
OB. They were going to need him soon one way or another. Dawn's blood pressure
was still a bit high. The swelling was coming down with her ankles being
elevated. Dawn was concentrating on not pushing and trying to breathe through
the pain. The nurses got her calmed down again. The poor girl. Clearly he
wasn't paying the right sort of attention.


 


Benji leaned in. "Dawn?"


 


"Benji, I swear to the Goddess, get Clint up here now!
I either have this baby in the next hour or they're going to have to do a
c-section. Either he shows up or I'm getting a damn divorce the hard way."


 


"Okay." He went to do that for her. He walked in
and smacked Clint on the shoulder, pushing the gun that popped up in his face
away. "Your other wife is in labor and in trouble. She said she's also
looking forward to killing you for the divorce."


 


"Dawn is overly dramatic," Natasha complained.


 


"No, she's got three nurses trying to get her blood
pressure down. They're all going 'are you sure you don't want a c-section, it'd
be safer' right now." He stared at Clint. Clint handed him Philip and
hopped up to go up there. "How do you three manage things?" He walked
the baby out to look in the nursery since Shamira wasn't in there. Philip
pouted that he couldn't cuddle her, just look at her through the glass. Benji
wasn't used to kids so he had no idea how to hold one. Ethan showed up.
"Had to get Clint up."


 


"He's exhausted. Most new parents are from what I've
seen." He picked up Philip to look at him. "Want to be a big
boy?"


 


"No." He pouted. "Want Sissy and Mommy."


 


"Sure, we can go back to Natasha's room." He
climbed in with her once they got there, making her wince and moan a bit but he
went back to sleep. They settled in to guard her for now. Clint could take care
of Dawn.


 


***


 


Clint stormed in. "What's going on?"


 


"I hate your ass and I'm going to gut you later,"
Dawn snarled.


 


"Okay..... Why?"


 


"Sir, we're trying to get her blood pressure
*down*," the nurse said firmly. "It's in the critical range for her
to have a problem, much less her child." He nodded, moving to grab her
hand and do the breathing with her. They all shook their heads.


 


"C'mon, you can focus," Clint soothed. "We
can do this."


 


"We need to do this soon," the nurse said.
"Push, Dawn, see if you can move her down a bit more."


 


"We can do a c-section," Clint said. "You can
heal it."


 


"Where do you expect me to get the energy for
that?" she snorted. "Since we can't find Tara, I've got to do
protections on her. Am I going to sacrifice someone to get it?" He
groaned. "Just... help me push."


 


"Okay. I'm sorry I was napping."


 


Dawn calmed herself as best she could. "I screamed. A
nurse yelled."


 


"Shamira would not sleep last night," he said.


 


"Great." Clint calmed down his immediate reaction.
Dawn winced. "Contraction." They watched the monitors. Dawn's blood
pressure was back up. She panted and winced. "Goddess fucking damn
it!" she cried. "I can't be that down with a c-section. No one will
take care of her or Philip."


 


"I'm doing good," Clint assured her. "I can
handle him and her."


 


"And the other one you haven't left the side of?"
she snorted, staring at him. "You know what? Out!" He backed off. She
was glowing again. She squeezed her eyes shut and breathed. Dawn concentrated.
There were magic spells to ease the labor. To make her dilate faster and
harder. She had looked them up in case of emergencies. She looked around.
"Need.... Net. There's a spell." Clint handed her his phone. She
looked it up and found it within a minute, panting her way through it. She lit
up like it her bed was a Christmas display but the scream she let out made the
nurses shiver. It worked, she was almost fully dilated. She was there. She
could push. "Oh, ow. C'mon, kiddo. Got to come out." She caught her
breath, getting handed the oxygen mask. "C'mon, daughter." Clint came
back to take her hand and help her while she pushed. She passed out as the baby
was coming out, letting her OB finish pulling her out. She was only partially a
glowy ball, she had legs.


 


The nurse looked. "I have no idea how to fix
that."


 


Tara appeared in a flash of light. "We were upstate at
a wedding. Maria's complaining that it looks bad to her family." She took
the baby to do the protection, making her turn back into a little girl.
"There you go, Alexina. Such a pretty girl," she cooed. "Good
girl." She let the nurse take her and moved to Dawn, undoing the spell.
"That was a bit drastic."


 


"The baby was having problems and she decided she
couldn't do a c-section," Clint said. "She couldn't heal it."


 


Tara nodded. "Because if she's not able to get up and
shoot someone, they're going to either kill or take the baby." She stared
at him. "Not like anyone's been with her for days." She went to talk
to the other baby. "C'mon, we'll put you down with your sister. Your other
mommy will be discharged tomorrow so they can come up to hang out with
you."


 


"Natasha wants to go home," Clint said.
"She's exhausted, Tara."


 


Tara looked at him. "And you're going to be....."
He growled. "Okay. I'll try to spend more time here just in case. That way
you can watch Philip and Shamira." He nodded tersely. She came over to
help Dawn wake up. "Hey." She blinked at her. "Hi. She's
out." She grinned. "She was only partially glowy but I fixed it and
she's okay." Dawn nodded, swallowing. Tara got her some water. "Maybe
I'll go to nursing school." She patted her on the arm. "Want me to
see if they can bring her over?" Dawn nodded. She carefully picked up the
baby so she could see her. "Here you go, one mommy." Alexina yawned
and blinked but quit fussing when she was handed to Mom to cuddle.


 


Clint stared, letting her grab onto his finger. "Hey,
kiddo. It's the daddy. You good?" The nurse took her back. "I'll
bring Philip up in a few minutes to look at her."


 


"She needs to rest," the nurse said quietly.
"He can see his sister in the morning." Clint nodded. "She'll be
in surgery about ten?" she asked the doctor.


 


"Nine-thirty is when I have it scheduled."


 


"Surgery?" Clint asked.


 


"To put on the clips," he reminded him.


 


"Oh, that. I don't know why but if that's what she
wants." The nurse nodded. Dawn was falling asleep again. Clint got to
stare at his other baby girl for a few minutes before they took her to the
nursery on that floor. He looked at Tara. "I'm not doing it on
purpose."


 


"We know." She shrugged. "Still sucks monkey
butt, Clint."


 


"It does. I'll get Nat home then come back to sit with
Dawn."


 


She nodded. "I'll try to be here. Maria planned on
leaving early in the morning so she could make work after lunch." She
kissed him on the cheek. "Let her rest. She just did a day's worth of
labor in under an hour by force." She went back up there, making Maria
relax. "She's fine. Was a bit glowy. Dawn had a few problems. Clint's
discovering he's got a few choices to make in the next few days." Maria
groaned. "I don't know. We're going back tomorrow morning?"


 


"Yeah, we are. Is she healthy?"


 


"So far. I didn't feel anything wrong with her."
They went back to the reception. Their kids were being watched by Phil and
Xander.


 


***


 


Clint walked into Nat's room the next morning with Alexina.
"Hey, look who I borrowed from the secure nursery."


 


Natasha smiled. "Good morning, Alexina." The baby
fussed.


 


Philip scowled at him, moving between his sister and this
new one. "No!"


 


"This is Mommy Dawn's baby, Philip."


 


"No! Not mine!"


 


"Yes, ours." He stared at him. Then at Natasha.
"Let me call Beya to pick him up."


 


"We can take care of him," Natasha said quietly.


 


"And who's going to be there with Dawn?" he asked.
She slumped and nodded. "So I'm going to take you home, drop him off with
Beya so she can straighten him out, then I'm going to protect the other one
until she gets to come home. We good on that plan?"


 


"We're fine on it. I could use the quiet sleeping
time."


 


Clint nodded. "Great." He looked at his son.
"Want to see Mommy Dawn?" The baby scowled at him. He walked off.
"Philip, come on." He went with his father and that strange baby.
They walked into Dawn's room. She was just back from the surgical ward.
"See, Mommy's just had hers too." Philip stared at her then at his
father then burst out crying and fled. "Crap." The nurse took the
baby so he could chase the older son. "Philip!"


 


"No! Not mine!" he shouted at him then got onto
the elevator. Hunt caught him in the lobby for Clint, weathering the kicking
and screaming.


 


Clint came off the elevator and took him. "Sorry, he's
upset he's got a sister." The staring people smiled. He took him back
upstairs to have a talk with him. Ethan followed. "Hunt, can you watch
Dawn?"


 


"Yup." He went up there, looking in on her. No
baby in her room. The nursery was just up the hall. She was in there getting
cleaned up. The nurse gave him a pointed look. "Barton had me sit watch on
his wife."


 


"That's fine. She's resting after some minor
surgery." He nodded, going to sit in her room. "At least the clipping
can be done through one hole in the bellybutton," she told the baby.
"Your mom won't mind that." The baby burped for her. "Nice job,
dear. Keep doing that so you don't have colic. I don't think your parents could
handle that right now." She checked, Dawn was asleep so the baby could
stay in the nursery for a few hours until she woke up.


 


***


 


Dawn blinked awake because someone walked into her room.
"What time is it?"


 


"Almost three," Barney said. "I have a
niece?"


 


"You have two nieces, jackass. Don't start that
shit."


 


"Sorry." He smirked. "Where is she?"


 


"Hey, Nurse Dorothy, can I have Alexina please? This is
her uncle." She nodded, getting the baby for her. Alexina was fussing.
"I'm sorry, did I interrupt your nap too?" She let him see her, but
not hold her. He stared at her. "You're all sweaty. She's on low germ
contact for at least six weeks. Babies are fragile that way."


 


"Oh." He stared at her. "Hey, shorty."
The baby stared at him. "She's probably going to be pretty some
year."


 


"They all come out wrinkly."


 


"I saw Shamira. Where is my brother?"


 


"Probably settling Nat in bed."


 


He shook his head. "It's not my fault he's like
that."


 


"He's just overly stressed and stretched between us
right now." She sighed when no one else showed up. Barney was at least
decent company. The baby finally got hungry. "Barney, got to
breastfeed."


 


"I don't need to know," he said, backing off,
hands up in the air. "Have fun with that. I'll see her when she's less
wrinkly and weak." He fled. He also avoided his brother's probable path.


 


She looked at the baby. "Want nummies?" She undid
her bra and let the baby latch on. It didn't make her happy. "C'mon, you
have to eat."


 


The nurse came in to help her. "Here, shift so you're
sitting up more. Some babies need less looming over them," she said
quietly. "Some want to be smothered and some don't." The baby still
wouldn't suck. "She had a bottle while you were down earlier."


 


Dawn nodded, trying the other side. Nothing. She didn't want
to suck. She'd suck on their fingers. She'd suck on her own fingers. She'd suck
on a bottle but even putting some formula on her nipple didn't work. Dawn
handed her back and did back up her bra. "We'll figure it out." The
nurse gave her a pat and got her the bottle again. She ate that way. She was
clearly hungry. Dawn cuddled her, letting her relax. "Do I stink, is that
the problem?" she asked as she gulped the formula. "I'll go take a shower
and we'll try again next time." Alexina fell asleep in her arms, quietly
huffing.


 


"Want me to bring her back?"


 


"Until I can get a shower, please. Thank you. I'll deal
with her tonight." The nurse smiled and nodded, taking her back to the
nursery. Dawn went to take a shower. She needed one. "I wouldn't get that
close to my stink if I was a baby either," she decided. She came out to
find her OB was there. "Hey, Dr. Aram."


 


"Dawn, how do you feel?"


 


"Like shit and I had to do heavy magic while exhausted
to save both of us."


 


"That's about what you did," he agreed. He stared
at her. "You could have."


 


"Doc, there's already been two attempts to see the
baby," Dawn said quietly. "One by her uncle, who isn't a good guy,
and one by someone that I got told was stopped in the stairway with knockout
gas." He slumped but nodded. "If I was still down with a c-section,
she never would've gotten the protections and we'd be more vulnerable."


 


"I can understand that. Let's start with your
incision." She laid down and let him check that then her. "Good. I'm
glad I did the scraping. It helping?"


 


"I'm not bleeding hardly at all."


 


"Great." He smiled, taking the baby from the
nurse. "Here we are. How are you?" Alexina yawned at him.
"That's a good greeting at your age, young lady." He checked her
over, nodding. "She's good. Her bloodwork?" The nurse handed it over.
"Excellent. Hearing?"


 


"And how's Shamira?" Dawn asked.


 


"She's good. She's home," the nurse said with a
smile. "She didn't have anything to worry about."


 


Dawn nodded. "That's good." She took Alexina back.
"Want to try that eating from Mommy thing again?" Alexina fussed but
still wouldn't latch on. Dawn sighed and let her rest for now.


 


"She's not sucking?" the doctor asked.


 


"She slurped down a bottle," Dawn said. "She
doesn't want to eat from me."


 


"She'll appreciate it when she's not tired from the
birth," the nurse said. Dawn nodded. She tucked her back in. "Is your
husband bringing you dinner?"


 


"I have no idea. I haven't heard from him since he said
he'd be back after he got Nat home. If you see Benji or Hunt, ask them. They've
probably seen him since I have."


 


"I saw Agent Hunt lurking earlier. I can ask him when I
go on break." She smiled. Dawn gave her a one-armed hug. "You try to
rest."


 


"I'm going to." She and the baby laid down. The
doctor signed things. "How long?"


 


"Tomorrow at the earliest, probably the day after. Just
in case." Dawn nodded that was fine. The doctor went to see his other
patients. He ran into Benji in the hallway. "Her spouse?" Dawn had
told him who they were and why they were around.


 


"Home napping with the other wife," he said.
"I brought her dinner if that's all right."


 


"She'd love dinner," the nurse said with a smile.
"We'll save the couple's dinner for later when he gets here." Benji
smiled, going into Dawn's room. "He's very nice," she told the
doctor, who nodded.


 


"He is."


 


Dawn grinned. "Thanks, Benji. Here, hold Miss Spoiled.
She doesn't want to nurse at all."


 


"Some people like the taste of formula I guess."
He cooed at her, making her happy. "You going to be okay?"


 


"I'm fine, Benji, even if my jackass doesn't come back.
Though, if he doesn't...." She sighed. "I have no idea."


 


"I get that. I'd be peeved too."


 


"No, I'm well beyond peeved." He nodded. She dug
into her deli sandwich, grinning at him. "You remembered."


 


"Of course I did." She hugged him and ate the
sandwich quickly. She was starving. She got done and took the baby back.
Alexina was napping quietly so that was good. "How's Philip?"


 


"Calmed down from his absolute meltdown earlier."


 


"There's a reason they call it the terrible twos I
guess. Usually he's pretty good. He'll figure it out when we explain it a few
dozen times." He patted her on the ankle and frowned. "Swelling, I
know. It happens." He nodded. "Thanks," she said quietly,
staring at him.


 


"It's what friends do." She nodded. "If I'm
ever in here, you can bring me dinner and fuss a bit." She smiled.
"Good girl. Let me go relieve Ethan so he can find something to eat."
He gave her foot another pat and left her to bond with the baby.


 


Dawn looked down at Alexina. "I hope you find a lot of
friends like Benji, sweetheart. Everyone needs a few of them." She
relaxed, calling her desk at Stark. Her voicemail answered but it was the
computer greeting, not hers. She called Stark's phone, getting his voicemail.
She called JARVIS's number. "JARVIS, it's Dawn. Is Pepper okay?"


 


"She's fine, Dawn. She's in the building where you are.
Are you all right?"


 


"So far. Is Philip with Beya or at home?"


 


"I believe he's at home. Beya's with the other
children."


 


"Great. Thanks. Tell Stark when he checks in that I'll
be heading home within two days and I'll see him in about a week about what he
wants me to do while I'm on maternity leave."


 


"I can do so. Try to rest."


 


"I'm trying. Thanks, JARVIS." She hung up and got
comfortable again, staring at the baby. "Hi." She made a few grunty
noises. Dawn tried to nurse her since she was hungry but nope. Still. She
didn't like it when Dawn pumped for her either.


 


***


 


Dawn woke up around two. Someone was in there with her. She
looked around then threw something at the person near the baby's bassinet. He
yelped and ran from the room. Dawn checked. "Nurse Amber?" she
called. She came in. "Who was that?"


 


"I'm not sure, Security is finding him. Let me check
her, Dawn."


 


"Please. I thought I was being paranoid." The
nurse checked her over, not finding anything like a needle mark. They both
relaxed and Dawn curled up with the baby next to her. That was safer.


 


***


 


Tony walked in the next morning. "Pepper's back in bed.
It was false labor but she's sliding into real."


 


"That's great." She smiled. "Take her for
two?" He took the baby so Dawn could go to the bathroom.


 


"Why isn't she in the nursery?"


 


"Because I woke up last night to someone in light-bending
camo leaning over her," she called. Then came out after she had washed her
hands. She gave him a look. "Philip took one look at her and had an
absolute fit. Ran screaming from us, shouted at me, headed down in the
elevator."


 


"I heard." He handed her back once Dawn was in
bed. "You don't have to work from home. You're ahead."


 


"I figure in a week I'll need something to do during
some of the naptimes."


 


"That's true and there's a trade meeting in about three
weeks. Though you have that done."


 


"I know. But it might need updated or something. What
happened to the voicemail?"


 


"Your temp replacement erased it by accident. She
nearly fried the desk phone."


 


"Oooh, I'm sorry."


 


"It happens." He looked at her. "She
good?"


 


"So far. She doesn't like the tit. She refuses to
breastfeed."


 


"That kinda sucks but yet doesn't," he joked with
a grin. She grinned back. He looked around. She shrugged. "At all?"


 


"He was helping them nap. Apparently he was really
tired."


 


"Okay. I'm going to kick his ass."


 


"I'm about to sacrifice him so I'm a widow," she
admitted dryly. "I...." She shook her head and took a calming breath.
"Lamaze, great for many things."


 


"Yeah, I found myself doing it too." He put his
hands in his pocket. "Call if you need me, Dawn. Even if she's in labor
one of us can answer a distress call."


 


"Boss, if I need to send up a shout of distress, I
won't need to call. You'll hear sirens."


 


"Good point." He nodded. "Let me go check on
Pepper." She grinned. "I'll send your love."


 


"Thanks. I might get to go home later or early
tomorrow."


 


"Great." He left, going back downstairs. He walked
into Pepper's room. They were doing another check to see if she was staying or
not. "She said Alexina will not nurse. She'll bottle but not nurse no
matter what."


 


"That's sad. I know Dawn liked nursing Philip,"
she said. "I can go home for another few hours at least."


 


He smiled. "You know as soon as we hit the car you'll
have a real contraction."


 


"I know."


 


"That is how it usually goes," the nurse agreed
with a smile. "Her other spouse went home yesterday. Their son is very
well behaved."


 


"Dawn's done a great job with him," Pepper agreed
with a smile. "Let's go so I can start this off for real." She stood
up and gasped, holding her stomach. The nurse grinned and got her back down to
check her again. "Ow."


 


"You are," she said happily. "Let me go
undischarge you, Miss Potts." She went to do that. "She stood up and
had a real contraction," she reported. They all smiled.


 


***


 


Tony looked out the window that night, seeing a glow.
"Oh, please no," he muttered, getting up and hurrying down there.
Steve was napping but he'd be there with Pepper. He walked out into a stand
off. "Dawn?"


 


"Stay." She looked at the woman who had her
daughter. "Give me my child back, bitch. Now."


 


"I...."


 


"Ma'am, let us handle it," one of the officers
standing there said.


 


Dawn sneered at him. "She walked past you with my
daughter and a gun in her free hand. Two of your officers did nothing. Do you
really think I trust any of you?" He backed off. Tony came over.
"Stay, Stark." He stopped moving. She stared at the woman.
"Give. Me. Back. My. Daughter," she said slowly and clearly. "I
may be tired and sore, but I'll be damned if I can't float her and kill you at
the same time." The woman was shaking. "Now!" She started to
toss the baby. Dawn moved forward to stop her and punched her, taking her
daughter to limp back to her room. She glared at the officers. "Thanks for
watching her try to kidnap my daughter," she sneered. "Maybe it'll be
yours next." She walked back inside, Tony following. "I'm fine,"
she said in the elevator.


 


"I don't think anyone's going to believe that," he
said calmly. "I could've...."


 


"It was a distraction and she was the sort to hurt her
if she didn't get her way, Tony," she said quietly. "Thanks but next
time." She looked at him. "We know there'll be a next time. They
didn't leave Philip alone until he was six months old." He nodded,
escorting her back to her room. The nurses sighed when she came off the elevator,
taking the baby to check over while one looked Dawn over. Dawn yawned and fell
asleep almost as soon as she was tucked in.


 


Tony looked at them. "I'll have someone come up to sit
with her." They nodded, taking the baby back to the nursery for now. Tony
walked off calling Barton. No answer. Or on Romanoff's phone. He called Happy.
"You busy?" He listened. "No, Pepper's finally in labor. Dawn
had to rescue her daughter a minute ago. I have no idea. I have no idea if it's
another problem or not. Yeah, I think it'd be a great idea if she hit the
infirmary or even a guest suite, Happy. Thanks. Resting at the moment. Try not
to wake her up?" He smiled. "I knew I could count on you." He
hung up and went to tell Pepper and Steve, who were watching out the window.
"I called Happy. He'll watch over her until she wakes up then take them
both to the infirmary or a guest suite, whichever they say she needs."


 


"Good!" Pepper said. "Where's Clint and
Natasha?"


 


"For all we know, they could be trying to get back
Shamira and Philip," he said. "I didn't see Hunt or Benji down
there."


 


"Wonderful." She got helped back to bed.
"Think she's going to have a fight?"


 


"I think it's a pretty foregone conclusion," Steve
said. "Not even I'm that clueless about women."


 


Pepper sighed but nodded. "We'll figure it out."


 


Tony checked his email. "Oh, we have one." He
looked at it. "Shamira was in the ER all night. She started to cough and
they couldn't get it stopped." He tapped back a message to Clint and
forwarded it to Happy so he could tell Dawn since Pepper was having another
contraction. "Closer," he said with a grin.


 


"Soon," she agreed. "I might agree to a
c-section just to get it over with."


 


"If that's what you want, we'll baby you through the
recovery," Steve promised with a grin. "I know you've got some
surgery anyway to get your tubes tied off." She nodded. He kissed her and
helped her through it. "Want me to get a nurse?"


 


She nodded. "I think we should check. I'm not sure I'm
progressing." Tony got a nurse since he wasn't busy. She came in to check
Pepper and agreed, she wasn't going very fast. They talked with her OB, who
said to wait two hours to make sure, and try the pitocin. Which Pepper agreed
to.


 


***


 


Dawn got home and Clint looked up from cooing at the baby.
"Why didn't you call?" She threw his cellphone at his head, making
him duck. "Easy!"


 


"Fuck you." She went into the bedroom, slamming
the door.


 


He looked at his first daughter and shrugged. "Some day
you'll have hormones too." He frowned, looking around. "Dawn, where's
the baby?" he called.


 


"With someone I can actually trust to back my ass up
when she's stolen again," she yelled.


 


"That's kinda unfair. We were in the ER all
night."


 


She came out with a bag, grabbing her phone and tablet,
staring at him. "So were three others that I had to shoot after that
incident. And another one this morning that snuck into the hospital since
Barney didn't even try to steal her." She walked off. If she could've
slammed the elevator door she would've. She came off, getting a bag for Philip and
him. "C'mon."


 


"Mommy?"


 


"Now, Philip. There's bad guys." Philip nodded,
following her. He knew that meant he was going to spend some time with Beya.


 


"I can..." Clint said, starting to get up.


 


She stared at him. "It's funny. I managed without
help." She stared at him. Then she and the son left. The cab had waited.
Happy was bringing something to Tony and she had made sure this one wasn't a
bad guy. They went back to Stark for the night but Philip was still having a
fit. She stood him on the table to get at eye-height with him. "You
remember how my tummy kicked you? Not just Mommy Natasha's?" He nodded,
biting his lip. "That's the one that kicked you, the same as Shamira was.
I do not need this, Philip. I really do not. You have two sisters and you can
love them both or not. But I do not want to hear one single fit. Mommy is sore,
she's tired, and she's not really feeling well." He cooed and stroked her
forehead like she did his. She hugged him. "I know you're too little to
understand. We'll figure it out." She sighed, cuddling him. The baby was
quietly napping for now. At least until an alarm started to go off.
"JARVIS?" she called. "Who is it this time?"


 


"Barney Barton's group."


 


Dawn nodded. "Is he with them?"


 


"I'm afraid he is."


 


"That's fine." She stuck him and the baby in the
closet and found her guns in her bag. When they busted in she pointed them at
them. "Don't make me take another life today. Clint might sob." He
stared at her. "Like I didn't realize you were trying to get intel, Barney.
Some of us are really bright." She stared at him. "How many of your
flunkies are you willing to see die?"


 


"We won't. We can knock you out and take them
anyway."


 


Dawn laughed. "I doubt that." They set off
something sonic and she shrugged. "Yay?" She shot most of them. She
saved Barney, walking over to kick the off switch then stared up at him. He was
tall like his brother. "Are you really that stupid?" she asked.


 


"I'll still win. We have someone who has them
now."


 


Dawn checked then shot Barney in the stomach. He screamed as
he went down. She got him in the throat and grabbed something, hitting it.
"JARVIS, how did they get in?"


 


"They blocked me and they cut a window. You can't fly
and they're in an ultralight."


 


"Fuck it," Dawn said hotly, calling up magic. She
summoned the craft back. It was heavy. She had a headache. Oh well! She took
her kids back and then blasted the thing with magic so it fell. The people in
it screamed. Yay. She checked, the kids were dolls. Her kids were in the other
one. Barney was laughing. Dawn opened up all the keys. Barney gasped at the
glow. She summoned her kids back. They were fine. Philip had protected the baby
and they had her in the babyseat. Then the idiots exploded. Dawn checked then
looked at Barney. "I'll see all of you in hell," she said coldly.
"Did you think I stood beside Gods and fought the same battle they did and
had puny powers? I can destroy *everything*," she said slowly and clearly,
staring down at him. "I can sneeze and destroy this whole city. So you have
fun in hell." She took the kids down to the infirmary. "Doc, I only
left you one casualty to deal with unfortunately. They had the kids. I had to
summon them by over a block."


 


He took Alexina to check over. "She took no harm from
it, Dawn." He looked over Philip, who was also fine. "Let me have
someone get your bags." Dawn nodded. "Where are you going?"


 


"Somewhere safe." She looked at him. "We'll
figure it the fuck out later."


 


"Good idea. You sure?"


 


"No, I'm not. Then again, apparently I'm not married
anymore either. Tell Clint that I left him a bit of Barney if he wants to kick
him around for trying to take his kids. Not much but at least I didn't destroy
everyone this time like I promised to do." He patted her on the arm. Their
bags were brought. "My tablet?" They called and got that, plus the
bottles out of the fridge and the diaper bag. Dawn found her phone and called
someone. "I need a flight from New York, pick an airport. Midwest. North
Dakota for now." She consolidated the bags, nodding. "That'll work.
Myself and my two children. One toddler, one newborn. She'll be fine. Thank
you." She hung up and tucked the phone back into her bag. "C'mon,
Philip. Mommy's going to show you somewhere." She looked at the docs.
"Tell Stark I'll call in a few days." He nodded. She got escorted
down to get a hired car. Happy had called for one for her. She hugged him.
"Few weeks. After I calm down."


 


"It'll take longer than a few weeks," he said with
a smile. "You've been bouncy since I met you."


 


She smiled. "Thanks, Happy. See you soon." She got
them into the car and headed out. "Newark Airport please." The driver
nodded, taking them off once she had the carseat hitched down. She relaxed and
watched Philip. "You're very good with her, Philip. Thank you for protecting
your sister." She kissed him on the head. "We're all very proud of
you."


 


"Daddy?"


 


"He's proud of you too." 


 


Philip grinned and settled in to babble at his sister. This
one wasn't the same as his other one. "Other sissy?"


 


"Soon. She'll be with us soon." He nodded, settling
in. Bad guys had come so he knew that meant they were going to hide for a few
days. He'd see her after that. Mommy always made sure they were okay.


 


***


 


Clint got woken by his phone, making him flinch.
"Barton," he snapped into it. "No, I was asleep. Did I miss a
call out, Steve? What do you mean my brother came for the kids at the
tower?" Natasha stiffened next to him. "Dawn and the kids?" He
blinked. "You know they left and don't know where? Why not?" He
nodded once. "Does she still have Philip? Thanks." He hung up and
threw his phone. "Dawn's headed somewhere."


 


"Guatemala?"


 


"He doesn't think so." He got dressed and looked
at her. She stared back. "Coming?" he prompted.


 


"She's not there to help. By the time you find her,
we'll be ready to go so Beya can watch Shamira."


 


"Beya's back on Asgard for the moment. Joyce has the
Stark kids." He got dressed and stomped off. He got to the tower and found
officers and agents handling a wrecked ultralight. He stared. "Dawn?"
he asked one of the staring reporters.


 


"They had your kids. We saw Dawn hold out a hand and
the kids come flying back then she flicked this thing down like it was
trash."


 


"They are trash and they should be damn lucky they died
that way." He walked into the tower.


 


"Sir, your wife took a hired car to the airport,"
one of the guards reported.


 


"Great. My brother dead yet?"


 


"No, sir. They bandaged him enough for the police to
talk to him. They're in the infirmary."


 


"Sure." He went up there, shooting out a window as
he walked in. He grabbed his brother on the way past and shoved him out the
window, holding him there by his damaged throat. He sneered at him. "Did
you think she was the nice one?" Barney gurgled. "Good, you're dying.
She should've left me more but I'm kinda glad that someone was there for
her."


 


"No, she killed the others on her own," Dr.
Pigalli said. "If you kill him there, we have to treat him, Barton."


 


"No you won't, Doc. There's no coming back from hurting
my family."


 


"Then you're doing yourself?" Barney sneered.


 


Clint shoved him out and let him go. "Nope. Not in the
least." Barney fell the six stories and hit the pavement. "I'll deal
with the rest of your people later." He walked around the shocked
officers. "He tried to kidnap my children. That's a death sentence in my
family." He walked upstairs. "Where is she?" he asked politely.
"I haven't been able to track her yet," he said when Steve opened his
mouth.


 


"She went to North Dakota but she's not there,"
Stark said, coming out from changing clothes. "We know she's not in
Guatemala. We have a pickup in the house to check on it and you guys. In both
actually and the apartment in Rio." He stared at him. "Did you make
more of a mess for them to clean up?"


 


"Yup. She barely left me any."


 


"Hell, she didn't leave us any at all," Stark
said. "And it's my building." He stared at him. "So, what are
you going to do?"


 


"We're going to find our wife and guard her until it's
safe."


 


"Last night two NYPD cruisers let the woman taking
Alexina from the hospital walk past openly carrying a gun," Steve said
quietly.


 


"Great. They can hate us. They can even try to charge
me for shoving Barney out the infirmary window. By the way, take it out of my
paycheck, Stark. JARVIS, where is Dawn?"


 


"I'm not allowed to divulge that information, Agent
Barton. She's put up the highest security rating where she is so there's no
listening in of any sort. I'm not even sure if she's left that area yet."


 


"Where is it?" Tony asked. "So we can check
on her in a few days."


 


"I cannot, sir. You programmed me not to in these
incidences."


 


"Can you just tell Tony?" Steve asked.


 


"No, I cannot. We have not swept for bugs recently and
I cannot put their lives in jeopardy."


 


"Can you email it? Text it?" Clint asked.


 


"No, that is not secure."


 


"I have a secured phone," Steve said.


 


"Which has been hacked at least three times, sir. Once
by reporters."


 


Clint walked off shaking his head, going to ask them. He
walked outside. "Guys?" The reporters stared at him. "Where's
Dawn? She's got some sort of security system set up so no one can find her but
with the way you guys stalk her I'm sure one of you has spotted her at the
store getting supplies."


 


"She's not been out yet," one said. She stared at
him. "Did you shove him out the window?" She pointed at the body.


 


"My brother tried to kidnap my kids. That's a fatal
mistake." He stared at her. "Where? Even best guess."


 


"She's in North Dakota."


 


"Stark's AI said she wasn't."


 


"Hmm, and yet she has ways around that, Barton. She's
in North Dakota. Somewhere."


 


"Our place?"


 


"Not sure."


 


"Thanks. At least it's a smaller area to search."
He stomped off, going home. One officer started to open his mouth so he stared
at him. "Yay." The officer backed off, calling that in. By the time
he got home, Natasha was dressed. The baby was dressed. She had their traveling
bags packed. He added in more weapons and checked. Their joint credit card had
been canceled. Thankfully they had some money stashed and fake ID's so they
could travel more quietly. He took the baby carrier and they left. The cats
were in a carrier being carried by Natasha. "Callia could watch
them."


 


"She's busy. So is Joyce."


 


"Damn. But okay. If we have to, the kids can watch
them." She nodded and they got into the cab to go to the airport. He
blinked at Benji. "Any idea?"


 


"She said not to show up."


 


"Fat chance," Clint said.


 


"She's near the house but not in it. No idea
otherwise." He drove them off. "She good?"


 


"She's fine, Benji, thank you," Natasha said.


 


"And for helping them when I was busy," Clint
said. He wouldn't say out loud that this had been a clusterfuck but it had
been. Ever since they had gotten pregnant at the same time. Maybe Clint needed
to tie himself off to make sure it didn't happen again. Right after he gave
Dawn the option of doing it for him with a rusty spoon. Because she might like
that.


 


Natasha kept her thoughts to herself, staring out the
window.


 


***


 


Dawn woke up to the pressure of a two-year-old on her sore
stomach. She blinked at him. "What's up? Need a cuddle?"


 


"Lex needs diaper."


 


"Thank you." She sat up and kissed him on the
head. "Were you a good boy while I napped?" He grinned and nodded.
"Good boy." She cuddled him then went to change the baby. She was
fine, just messy. Her son had eaten the cereal bars she had pulled down for him
in case he had gotten up before her and had spilled milk over most of the
kitchen but that was what kids did when they got into the fridge. She cleaned
it up and made dinner for them, settling in to eat. She needed to recharge so
they could move on soon. She wasn't sure where at the moment. Most of the
places she'd go were either well known or a bit cranky. She'd make new family
though. She was good at that. People liked her and she could make new friends
and everything if she had to change identities and jobs.


 


***


 


Philip stared at his mother the next morning. "Why
hair?" he asked.


 


She smiled. "So no one recognizes me for a few minutes.
It's a disguise."


 


"Oh." He held up his bangs. "Me?"


 


She smiled. "You don't need any. Almost no one gets
pictures of you." She cuddled him and Alexina. The baby was finally
settling down and adjusting well. She still wouldn't nurse but Dawn was drying
up anyway. "Where do you want to go? Hot or cold?"


 


He blinked at her. "Snow?"


 


"You want to see snow? We can do that. Half the world
is in fall and almost winter." He grinned. She smiled back. That gave her
a few ideas. She had some good ones. If he wanted to play in snow, she could do
that.


 


***


 


Natasha looked up from her searching. "She must have
another identity set up and no one knows what it is."


 


"I get that. I have no idea where she is. If so, we
could talk to her and get this all straightened out then help her hide you two
and the babies." They had to leave their publically known house in North
Dakota because reporters were camped out. Clint walked off to check on the
baby. Natasha was giving him room to vent and he appreciated that. Their phones
went off. "Not now," he complained. They got beamed back. "Um,
Stark, baby," he pointed out. Tony pointed at where she was laying on the
cushions. "Thanks. What?"


 


"Huge robot no one we know did that's spilling out
robotic soldiers. They're capturing people to bring back to the mother
robot."


 


"Alien?"


 


"No clue." They got their gear and headed out to
handle it while Happy watched the kids. Beya wasn't back yet. They ran into
Xander and Phil there handling it. They dove in to help and it was stopped
within a few hours. By the end they were worn out. Clint's shoulder was killing
him from the strain. He looked at Coulson as he walked up to him. "Where
is she?"


 


"I don't know. She hasn't sent anything out that I've
caught," he admitted. "I'm just as worried as you are."


 


"I'm wondering why she didn't come to us," Xander
said.


 


"Because you guys talked to her about as often as he
did," Stark said dryly, putting up his face shield to stare at them.
"You'd think big brothers would care more." He flew off. "She's
not in the US, Barton."


 


"Anything beyond that?" he yelled. He stomped off,
still in a really foul mood.


 


Phil looked at Xander. "Did I ignore her?" he
asked quietly.


 


"Yeah. A bit. You couldn't touch her on the arm a few
weeks before she delivered, Phil. What did you expect, hearts and flowers?
Dawn's a lot like I am." He walked off, sending himself back to the
temple. He saw Roque and the guys, shrugging. "Robots." 


 


"We saw," Jensen said. "You okay?"


 


"Sore, tired. Wondering if Dawn's okay."


 


"Yeah, they're fine," Jensen said. Xander froze
then turned to stare at him. "I know nothing beyond that they're fine. An
online contact of a contact of a contact said he spotted her grocery shopping
with the kids. Philip was happily babbling, Dawn has black hair, and they're
somewhere in the southern hemisphere."


 


"That's more than we had." He sent that at Phil.
"Thanks. Let me know? I'm worried even if the others are just mad."


 


"Yup, if I knew more I would." He nodded, going to
shower. Jensen relaxed, thinking about it. "Can't he tell where his people
are?"


 


"Not if she's blocked it off and isn't doing anything
to protect people," Roque said. "They can probably both get an 'I'm
fine' feeling from her but not a location. Or she's got something set up to
block it."


 


"It's totally blocked," Xander said. "I've
tried everything." He went into the kitchen to get a drink then back to
his bedroom. "Dogs?" They ran in to play with him.


 


***


 


Philip looked at his mom. "We finally here?"


 


"We're finally here," she promised with a smile.
"This is all ours. There's people that work here for us but the house is
ours."


 


He looked up. "Daddy?"


 


"I'm sure he'll find us soon, Philip." She smiled.
"It'll be okay and within a month we'll have snow." He grinned and
checked the baby then grinned at her again. "C'mon." She got them out
of the car, smiling at the man meeting them. "Hi. You must be Craig."


 


"I am," he said, smiling at her. He was a bit wary
but she had been firm in her plans for the ranch. They had talked over the
phone a lot about things but they hadn't met in person. She had good ideas
though and he appreciated that.


 


"Wow, you're really tall," Philip said with a
grin.


 


"I am but I was as small as you once," he said,
grinning back. "I'm Craig, what's your name?"


 


"Philip."


 


"That's a good name. That your sister?"


 


"That's Lex."


 


"Alexina," Dawn said with a smile. "How's it
going?"


 


"Not bad." He walked them up to the house once
Dawn had her bags. "What's going on?" he asked once they were out of
view. "I saw all the buggering going on in your former home."


 


"Home, life, all over buggering. Technically I'm on
maternity leave for the next three weeks." She smiled. He smirked back.
"Philip wanted to see some snow. No one expects me to be down here so
we're safer in case someone tries for the kids again."


 


"That's good. Saw some of that."


 


"His uncle tried to get them."


 


"Saw that too. Was all over the gossip shows."


 


Dawn grinned. "They stalked me around a lot." 


 


"They do that to pretty people." She blushed.
"This is your house." 


 


"This is more than comfy. Thank you, Craig. I'll see
you tomorrow to go over how things are going?"


 


"They're good. Good birthing this year too." She
beamed. "We'll do fine." He patted the baby on the head. "Go
nap. You look knackered."


 


"I am. I'm only a week post-birth and it's been
non-stop since then." He nodded he understood that. "We'll see you
tomorrow. C'mon, Philip, let's find your room." He ran for the stairs. She
followed, showing him where the bedrooms were by the plans she had for the
house.


 


Craig watched then decided that she needed to rest so he'd
not be too early in the morning. He guessed her spouses would be with her soon.


 


***


 


Clint got handed a picture by a reporter, who stared at him.
He was being a bit publically available in case one of the reporters found
something. Natasha was still avoiding being seen until she was back in pre-baby
shape. He looked at it. It was Philip playing in some snow and there was a
horse and a tree. He looked at her. "Where?"


 


"New Zealand we think. That got passed on from a friend
of someone who knew Jensen."


 


"Thank you and them for us?"


 


"I can do that. Are you going to do something
rash?"


 


"No. Why?"


 


"Someone at SHIELD almost put out an AMBER alert for
him until her mother beat him."


 


"I'd never do that. I don't want Dawn in jail or
anything, just safely with us." She nodded, patting him on the arm as she
walked past him. "Thanks."


 


"Welcome. We'll take the payback in stalking you guys
around again."


 


"Sure. I won't growl for a few days." He called
Natasha. "New Zealand. I don't know. Someone Jensen knows gave a reporter
a picture of Philip playing with a horse in the snow." He walked off.
"Coming." He finished picking up what they needed and headed back to
the hotel room. She took the picture to scan for identifying things.


 


She stared. "That tree is native. The snow means
they're probably on the South Island. Probably near the mountains."


 


"Philip's due for a set of shots," Clint said.


 


"They do have doctors down there."


 


"I remember. They had some great docs that stitched up
my arm that time." He considered it. "Where?"


 


"Farther south with that snow. Horses?" She looked
that up. Not a lot to go by. She looked over Dawn's phone records again. There
had to be some clue. She hacked into Stark International's system to check who
Dawn had called from her desk. There was that one number that they couldn't
identify. Stark popped up an IM asking what she was doing. She'd normally
ignore him but he was worried about Dawn and the kids too. She told him what
they knew and pointed at that one strange number none of them could find.


 


A minute later he sent her a text that it was a cellphone. He
also emailed her a copy of that phone's records. Which included a lot of calls
to a ranch in New Zealand. Clint was reading over her shoulder. She typed in a
'thank you' and made plane reservations. He packed them up, getting the baby
ready to go. The cats were with Diana and Sean in the LA house. They'd see
their spoiled furry ones soon. Hopefully with their other minion of spoiling
and the one they ran from.


 


***


 


Craig looked up as one of the guys leaned into his office.
"Problems?"


 


"Think her spouses finally caught her." He
grinned. "Someone who looks a lot like that archer guy got out of the
truck and stormed into the house."


 


"Good thing she's in the barn then, huh?" The
farmhand went to tell them that. He shook his head. Things were insane around Dawn
but he appreciated her a lot. She had a good outlook and good sense. Plus left
the decisions she knew nothing about to him.


 


Clint turned around when someone walked up behind him.
"Where's Dawn?"


 


"Barn giving the sprout a riding lesson," he said
with a grin. "Got an old pony out there that's been here since time
began."


 


"He loves animals. Which barn?" He pointed.
"Thanks." He smiled and shook his hand, heading that way. Natasha had
gotten out with the baby. She followed him. Philip was concentrating very hard
but he was grinning like this was the best ever. Clint and Natasha watched.
They had noticed when Dawn noticed someone watching her. She had stiffened
slightly.


 


"Oh my god, Daddy!" Philip squealed.


 


"Not around the horses," Dawn reminded him.


 


"Oops, sorry," he said, hugging her neck. He
wiggled down, not letting his mom catch him, and ran over to hug his father,
beaming up at him. "You comed!"


 


"I did! I wanted to be here sooner." He picked him
up to cuddle, moaning when his son turned into a warmth sucking leach that
stuck himself to his chest. "Are you chilly?"


 


"Nope."


 


"He's got on two shirts." She petted the pony,
walking her off to properly put her up. She was happy because she liked Philip.
She came back to find Natasha staring at Alexina. "She's fine. She's
napping."


 


"That's always a great thing. Shamira hates that now
and then," Natasha said, staring at her. "You ran."


 


"I needed to." She stared at her.
"Considering I got no respect, no love, no attention, nothing from anyone
but the boss, yeah. I needed to."


 


"It wasn't...."


 


Dawn held up a hand. "I don't want to hear it, Clint.
You were barely there when I needed you. Then you went right back to her and
didn't come back." She shrugged. "Told me what I needed to
know."


 


"Yet we've spent the last month trying to figure out
where you were," he said, staring at her. She stared at him. "That's
not proof enough?"


 


"Proof was me being in that bad of shape after the
birth and being alone. Vulnerable and alone." He shuddered. "What did
you expect me to think?"


 


"Can we talk away from people?" he asked.


 


"Sure. Horses react to emotion and it's not good to
make them upset." He nodded, letting her pick up Alexina's carrier and
walk off with her. They followed. This was going to be a hell of a fight. He
was sure it was. She walked into the house, smiling at Craig and taking the
forms. "For the foals?"


 


"For the sale."


 


"That's cool. We looking decent?"


 


"Very. We've got a few good fillies going up and that
new colt is looking good for the spring one if we're not keeping him."


 


"Great news." He grinned and left them alone.


 


"He your new toy?" Clint asked.


 


"No, he'd be more interested in you than me."
Clint nodded at that. "He ran the ranch for the last people until they
died. He tells me what I need to know when I have not a clue about bloodlines
and the like. We do pretty good running this place. He's got first right of
buying it if I decide to sell it some year."


 


"Great." He looked around. Dawn led them to a
sitting room. It was a bit stuffy and formal, clearly not decorated by Dawn.
"Came with it?"


 


"Yup." She settled down and let Alexina's carrier
sit on the coffee table so she could nap. She looked at Clint. "Put her
down, Natasha. She's fine in here."


 


She carefully put her on the coffee table next to her
sister. "I was not worried."


 


"Body language, Natasha." She looked at Clint.
"You wanted to talk?"


 


"I didn't mean to abandon you that way, Dawn."


 


"And yet, that next night I was having to get the baby
back from someone, by myself. Still damn sore I might add."


 


"I was moving well enough the next day, though we would
have helped if we had known."


 


"We called the house. The nurses were putting in
panicking calls to every single number in my file. They got everyone but you
guys." Dawn looked at him then at her again. "Beyond that, did he
tell you I had to do some extra spells to speed up the labor because she was
trying to detach? It was that or a c-section that would've left me too
vulnerable and unable to save her when they came. I basically did the whole
labor, most of a day's worth, in about thirty minutes. Plus the blood pressure
stuff and the swelling." Natasha bit her lip but nodded at that. "So
forgive me if I feel very little of anything like sympathy, Natasha. Right now,
I'm back at the livid stage. That's an improvement but not much of one."
Clint started to open his mouth. "If you're my spouses, I'd expect the
same sort of help that I give you two. That might even include helping me when
bad shit happens. Like people break in to steal our child. That seems to have
disappeared somewhere in the last two years though."


 


"If you don't tell us how are we supposed to
know?" Clint asked.


 


"They called the house phone, your cellphone, which is
how we realized you had forgotten it, her cellphone, her backup cellphone, and
your backup cellphone that usually sits on the dresser. That's pretty well when
I knew you had made a choice about things, Clint. It became really clear."


 


"You left Barney alive?"


 


"I was starting to like him," she admitted.
"Though I knew he was searching for intel on something or someone. I did
give him a bit of mercy. He would've died within a few days."


 


"He died when I shoved him out the infirmary
window."


 


"I'm sorry you had to do that. If I had known you would
I would've spared you that pain," she said quietly.


 


"Not a problem."


 


She shrugged. "Okay."


 


"You took off," he said.


 


"You didn't want to be around me. What other thing did
I have at that time? I'd guess that a breakup out of view would be easier on
all of us. I was going to reappear via the projection system for my first few
days back and then fly back about a week late."


 


"Stark knew that?"


 


"That I'd show up by projection for that first
week."


 


"Did he ask where you were?"


 


"No. I haven't gotten anything since I sent him that
email. I guess I'll find out if he fired me after all when I log on."


 


"I doubt he did since he helped us find you,"
Natasha said. She looked at the girls then at her. "Is she all
right?"


 


"She's been good. Had a slight case of sniffles but it
cleared up with some warm towel treatments."


 


"That's good."


 


"Her?"


 


"She's fine. Won't sleep sometimes but otherwise she's
good."


 


"Great." Dawn grinned. "I'm glad she's
healthy for you, Nat."


 


"Daddy," Philip said, looking at him. "Quit
fighting."


 


"We're not fighting yet, Little Phil." He kissed
him on the head. "We have to talk a whole lot though. There's been some
bad days and we need to talk about them. We still love you and you're still my
boy." Philip grinned and put his head back down to cuddle again.


 


Dawn smiled. "If you want, I'll work out a visitation
agreement," she said quietly. "That way you can see them when you
want to."


 


"No, I want you all back home, where you belong,"
Clint said.


 


"Clint, how long did it take you to realize I had left
the hospital?"


 


"I got told that and we were dealing with her being
sick."


 


Dawn nodded. "That's nice but I left the next
night."


 


"She was still sick," Natasha said.


 


Dawn looked at her. Then shook her head. "Why didn't
you go to the Stark infirmary?"


 


"I didn't even think about it," Clint admitted.
"She was coughing so I took her to the ER."


 


"You didn't think about bringing her the next
night?"


 


"We were exhausted and the medicine they gave us was
working," Natasha said. "I was barely moving."


 


"I remember that state," Dawn agreed. Natasha
nodded. "You know, something stuck. It's actually something Barney said.
He asked me why I stayed when you saw her like roast beef and me like
hamburger." She looked at him. "I said I was getting most of what I
needed."


 


"He, um, was pretty wrong," Clint said.
"You're a full steak the same as she is."


 


"Then I would've had my husband there when I needed
him. Even before the birth."


 


"I was fixing it, Dawn."


 


"And then you went right back to it, Clint. I saw you
during the birth from hell and then not again. What the hell did you want me to
take from that beyond that we were not really together any longer?"


 


"No fighting," Philip yelled.


 


"We're not," Dawn sighed. "Philip, want to
take the girls over to the play stuff to show them the animal pictures?"
He grinned and nodded, letting her put them over there so he could pull out his
animal magazines she had gotten him. That way he could show them what they
were. She sat down again. "I don't know anyone who would think that their
spouse not showing up for over three days in a row wasn't a sign," she
said quietly, staring at them. "You guys made your choice. That left me
very little of one. I'd love for it not to be like this, but there's no way I
can translate this into anything else. You abandoned me."


 


"I didn't mean to."


 


"Then you sure as hell had one heck of a mind
slip."


 


"It wasn't like that. We were mostly sleeping,"
Natasha said.


 


"You've never slept through your phone, Nat. Neither of
them. Even when you were on the muscle relaxers for that pulled back you
couldn't sleep through the phone. Even if you had just crashed after a major
battle." Natasha pressed her lips together but nodded that was true.
"You ignored *multiple* calls from the hospital and me and Stark. Where
would you be if you were me?"


 


"Somewhere more desolate to match my mood." Clint
stared at her. "I would." She looked at him. "We did screw up
badly."


 


Dawn nodded. "You abandoned me. I can put up with a lot
of shit in my relationship, including being the secondary citizen in it, but
not that. Even when I've been in the middle of big things for work, or
problems, or anything else, I still came to help you two. I nearly got fired a
few times for it. Stark laid it on the line twice about me going to help you guys
instead of what I needed to be doing. There wasn't going to be a third
one."


 


"Fuck," Clint said, standing up. "We did not
mean that, Dawn. We didn't mean any of it."


 


"What would you be doing if we did it to you,
Clint?"


 


"I'd probably be drinking."


 


"Yeah, well, I have a few things I have to be
responsible enough to deal with and people who still want the kids. Not like
the guys here are going to be able to protect us. I'd have to protect us and
them." He flopped back down. "I'm willing to talk about it. I'm
willing to hear how things are going to change. You can have until start back
to work or whatever I'm doing next week to figure this shit out. You can stay
here, all that. There's guest rooms. Shamira can stay in the nursery with
Alexina if you want." She heard the phone ring and stood up to get it. 


 


"Yup?" She listened. "Hey, Pepper. No, having
an argument with Clint and Natasha. That's what I was planning on doing. I can
do that from my tablet." She listened. "No, I don't need more time
off. Did you guys want me to take more time off? No, I'm in New Zealand. Horse
farm actually. Yup, that stuff." She listened, chewing on her lip.
"If that's what he wants, I fully understand. I do bring a lot of stress
and stuff. No, I get that. Thanks, Pepper. Have fun." She hung up and
walked off, going to hide in her room for a few minutes.


 


Natasha called Stark. "You have shitty timing,"
she said then hung up. She looked at Clint. "I'll watch them." He
nodded, going to chase Dawn down. She could use a shoulder. Natasha went to sit
with the kids and help them play. She smiled at the animal magazines, taking
them to show them what they were and tell them about the animals. Philip
grinned at her for it.


 


***


 


Tony threw his phone. "Fuck! That is not what I
meant!" he shouted. Pepper stomped in crying. "What happened?"


 


"She thought we fired her because she has so many
things happening," she said, going to their room. Tony followed to hug
her.


 


Steve sighed, calling Natasha's phone. "That is not
what she meant to say, Natasha. Tell her to call Pepper please?" he said
into the voicemail. "JARVIS, where are they?"


 


"New Zealand. On the South Island. Near Cromwell
slightly."


 


"Can you book someone a flight down there?"


 


"Yes, I can. I'm not sure if I should or not, Steve. I'm
not sure if that's what anyone would want."


 


"We'll talk. Just find out where exactly so we can get
there easily." He went to help calm Pepper down.


 


Callia looked up. She looked in the bedroom. Sometimes,
adult things scared her. She'd have to go through that level of BS some year
soon and it sucked ass. She calmed herself to think logically. She looked at
her siblings. "You guys watch over Maeve," she said quietly.
"Let this Stark go fix that one's problems." They nodded, going to fuss
over the baby. Callia went to her room to pick up a few things. She logged onto
her tablet and got the directions from JARVIS, who said he would book her a
flight when she started to. She smiled and left, heading down to catch a cab. 


 







She made it to the airport easily enough and checking in was
easy too. The corporate jet was there and waiting. She got on and flopped down
with a sigh. The stewardess gave her a look. "Fixing an issue. They'll
follow sometime to finish fixing it." The stewardess nodded. They were in
the pre-flight checklist when Tony stomped onto the plane and buckled his
seatbelt. "Does this mean I can't drive the jeep I rented?"


 


Tony stared at her. "You're not old enough yet and you
haven't even been in the simulator."


 


"Aunt Natasha put me in it a few times to make sure I
could handle it if I had to."


 


He shook his head. "Not going to work."


 


"Fine." She got comfortable. Tony got up to get a
drink. "Mommy Pepper?"


 


"Cried herself to sleep. Steve's got her. Do you
actually think Liz and Chris can handle her?"


 


"I was helping a lot with Liz about that same
age," she reminded him. "Including changing a few diapers." He
stared at her. "Not like we had reliable nannies in that day, Dad."


 


"Good point but not really." He sat down.
"You had a plan?"


 


"Going to talk to her like a reasonable niece should.
Figure out if we can mediate at the very least so I don't have to explain
divorce to the siblings and Philip."


 


"I doubt they can with how they're bound."


 


"I'm pretty sure Auntie Dawn was sure that's where it
was heading. I caught her looking up things on divorce before they got
attacked. How did they get all the way up there?"


 


"Gas and a stolen ID card for the stairwell. Barney had
stolen it when he tried to sneak in."


 


"Great. He's staying dead, right?"


 


"As far as I know, no one's claimed his body."


 


"Even better." She opened up her tablet so she
could read. It had the wi-fi turned off so it wouldn't bother the plane. Tony
finished his drink. Callia tossed over something. "Here, do the peer
review thing for me please? I know I have a coding problem and it keeps
rebooting itself for no reason."


 


"Sure, clone."


 


***


 


Clint found Dawn and crawled up next to her to hold her. She
was crying but she stiffened when she felt him. "Hey, it's just me,"
he said quietly. "Comforting is one of the many things I'm good at."
She shook her head, wiping her face off. He kissed the back of her head.
"It's hard, I get that. We'll talk later. Right now, you need to let it
out."


 


"I'm fine."


 


"Bullshit." He cuddled her better. She didn't move
to snuggle back into him like usual. She was keeping herself stiff. He ran a
hand over the back of her shoulders. "I'm not going to get pushy, Dawn.
I'm just being comforting."


 


"I can handle it."


 


"You shouldn't have to." He sighed and made her flip
over. "I fell asleep again when I got back down there. I meant to come
back up. By the time I woke up you were in surgery to have the clips put in. I
did get the baby to show her off. Philip had that fit."


 


"We've had a few talks about that. Even he loves her
more."


 


"She was first, that's all that is."


 


"No, he compares her to Shamira every night. Tells her
she's not her but she's neat and good night." Clint grimaced. "At
least he doesn't hate her anymore."


 


"I'll talk about it with him later." He ran a hand
over her hair. "I think you went too dark. It's washing you out."


 


"It's handy and temporary."


 


"That's good." He looked down at her. "I did
not mean to screw up that badly. At all. I fully admit I screwed up hard."
He stroked over her hair again. "I want to be here for you the same way
you are for us. I can't be in two places at once and having to decide is giving
me an ulcer because no matter which one I pick it's wrong." She stared at
him. "Even if that's a bad admission it's true."


 


"Sometimes the choice should be a bit clear."


 


"It should be. I...." He swallowed. "I should
have come right back up. You did need me. I didn't even think about what hell
that put your body through, Dawn. You should've done the surgery."


 


"Then I wouldn't have been able to protect her the next
night, and she'd be dead."


 


"No, we were there."


 


"No, you weren't."


 


"We would've been."


 


"You do realize that I'm still in pain from that?"


 


"No. You have us so blocked off we couldn't tell more
than you were alive." She shook her head. "It's been a month."


 


"How long did it take you to get over that ripped leg
muscle?" He shuddered. "I basically ended up doing that to my cervix
to get her out safely. Beyond that, if I had done the c-section and we couldn't
find Tara, she could've died when I couldn't stick her form. Glowy balls don't
really breathe the same way. She was over half glowy ball."


 


"We did get Tara down."


 


"We barely got Tara down," Dawn corrected.
"If I had been awake, I would've already stuck her form."


 


"Oh. So she got some oxygen deprivation?"


 


"Not fully. She was still attached to me so that was
most of it. She was probably trying to breathe." He shuddered shrinking
back some. "She's fine. I had them make sure of all that. The nurses were
great and did all the extra checks too. She's fine. Her EEG was normal
looking."


 


"That's good." He shifted then pulled her against
him to hold. "I'm a dumb fuck."


 


"I'm not answering that." He held her tighter,
making her calm down.


 


Philip ran in. "Mine!" he shouted and pounced his
father, wiggling between them so he could have Clint all to himself.
"Mine, Momma!" He kicked at her, getting a swat on the diaper for it.
"Hey!"


 


"No kicking, Philip. That's mean."


 


"Oops?"


 


"No, you knew what you were doing." He pouted but
cuddled Clint and wouldn't let go.


 


"Son, I'd like to cuddle the Mommy too," Clint
said patiently.


 


"So?" Dawn huffed and got up.


 


"No, Dawn, he's just acting out." He got up and
pulled her back down with them. "Flip over, Phil."


 


"No!"


 


"Yes. We can both cuddle Mommy."


 


"No, have you."


 


"No, she needs us."


 


"So?" Clint put him aside and cuddled Dawn, making
the baby cry.


 


Natasha walked in with the girls, putting them down to hug
him. "What's wrong?"


 


"My daddy!"


 


"He wouldn't let me cuddle Dawn. He kicked her to get
her out of the way," Clint said. "I said we could both cuddle her and
he said he had me."


 


"Hmm." She laid down with him between her and
Dawn. He wiggled over and kicked Dawn again, making her groan and swat him on
the diaper. "Dawn," she chided.


 


"He knows not to kick on purpose."


 


"He was climbing."


 


"No, he kicked her," Clint told her.
"Apologize. Now."


 


"No!"


 


"Now," he said more firmly. "You do not kick
your mother." He started to sniffle. Clint stared at him. "Apologize
for kicking your mother."


 


"No!" He got up and ran off to slam his bedroom
door and cry.


 


Clint groaned.


 


"You go to him, I'll comfort her," Natasha said.
Clint nodded, going to do that. She curled up behind Dawn, one arm over her
stomach. "Why are you still sore?"


 


"I had to do a spell to basically move my cervix all
the way to fully out of the way in under a few minutes."


 


"You could have done the c-section."


 


"And then *who* would've saved Alexina the next night?
That woman would've killed her instead of handing her over. The officers sat
there and watched her walk away with the baby and a visible gun in hand,
Natasha. You guys weren't there. Tony tried but he was a big distraction at the
wrong moment. Did you want her to die?"


 


"Of course not!"


 


"Then make up your mind, woman. You weren't there to
help. He wasn't there to help. Who did you expect to help us if I was down with
that new incision and the pain meds?" She looked at her. "I knew
going in that I wasn't going to get enough help. They barely got Clint up there
to help me through it and the nurse nearly threw him out because he was a
jackass."


 


"Calm down." 


 


"I am calm." She got up and stomped off to go back
to the barn. They wanted to take care of everyone, let them. She needed some
her time. Not like anyone was going to miss her.


 


Craig stopped her. "It's going to storm."


 


"I'm going to the east paddock."


 


"There's no shelter there either."


 


"They have the kids and I need a break before I start
to rant and scream and upset the kids."


 


"Uh-huh. Take a four-wheeler?"


 


"Not exactly the same. Let me take the old mare I've
been learning on. There's trees. It's not supposed to be a bad storm."


 


"It'll be a cold, wet rain. You don't even have on a
jacket."


 


"I can put up a shield."


 


"No. I can't let you make yourself sick. Sorry, bosslady."
He stared at her. "Even if they're assholes."


 


"Even if my son hates me? Again?"


 


"Even then. Kids are funny that way." She got free
and stomped off. "Fine. I'll send someone with a jacket." He watched
her stomp off. She was good enough to protect herself but she'd die of
frostbite if she stayed out too long. He went up to the house where Clint and
Natasha were having an intense argument. "She stomped off to the east
paddock without a jacket on. I wouldn't let her take her mare since it's due to
storm soon."


 


"I can bring her a jacket," Natasha said. Shamira
started to cry, making Natasha wince and head up.


 


"I'll bring her a jacket," Clint promised.
"Thanks for watching out for her."


 


"She's a good boss. She's a nice lady too. Looks a bit
worn out though." He walked off.


 


Clint went up and found Dawn's jacket and her hiking
backpack. That had handy things in it like flares for heat if they had to set
up a tent. He made sure he had his phone on his way out the door. He checked
the skies, it was seriously not looking nice. He hiked off. The map they had
found of the farm told him he'd be hiking for probably a good half-hour unless
she had stopped sooner.


 


Natasha looked at the pouty son. "We will talk,"
she said quietly, taking him up to the bedroom to do that. He needed to get
some things straightened out.


 


***


 


Dawn stomped and muttered the whole way out there to the
tree she had found. She knew she was acting childish, that she was running away
and hiding, but damned if it didn't hurt. It was like nothing really changed.
It was the same stuff over and over again. That's when it hit her this was part
of the same argument during that correction where Natasha had cheated, only
they had went the other direction. She shook her head, finishing her stomping off
a bit more calmly. 


 


She was turning into Xander. No one listened to her when she
said things. No one wanted to be around her unless she was being useful. It's
like she was the cat at times. She only got attention and affection when she
climbed all over you to get it. Then again, Nat played with the cats more than
she did her. Clint too. She found her tree and looked at it. It had a nice
hiding area up there where a main branch had broken off. She started to climb
up and slipped on some damp moss, wincing as her ankle twisted. She finished
the climb and checked it. It'd be fine with some rest. She snuggled into the
little cubby, watching the storm come in.


 


***


 


Clint found Dawn's trail easily enough. She wasn't hiding
it. By the length of stride she was still really mad at their son. He'd have to
figure out how that had started and fix it. That wasn't allowed. He wasn't
allowed to hate his mother. Have a preference maybe but not outright attack
her. He checked the sky. The storm was going to hit soon. He hurried up,
muttering about Dawn having to pick somewhere that was halfway back to
Australia to hide in. He finally found the east paddock, which was overgrown
and clearly not in use. He scanned it from the edge. No obvious signs of Dawn.
He had taught her to be sneaky. He walked around the edge of the clearing,
realizing she was probably watching him. 


 


Maybe he was too old to do his real job since he couldn't
spot her. He finally stepped back and scanned the trees, finding a few that had
broken branches. One tree had a nice rock leaning against it but it was too
small and too dirty for Dawn to be in. He had a feeling and looked up at the
tree he was leaning against. No Dawn. He looked for clear signs she had moved
past here. No, there was a scraped tree trunk. He scanned the tree. Her hiding
spot had to be off to the side where that weird cupped area was. He shifted to
look and spotted her. "Want to come down? I brought your hiking pack so we
have the tent."


 


"Nope."


 


"Please."


 


"No."


 


"Fine." He climbed up and sat facing her.
"Want to talk?" She shook her head. "You sure?"


 


"Yup. I realized on my hike it's the same argument we
were having when she cheated, only now it's that we're not close at all and you
still ignore me. I'm feeling a lot like a teenage Xander around my
sister."


 


"Am I Buffy or Willow?"


 


"You'd have to be Buffy, she's got red hair and you're
more blond."


 


"Good point. Though I can't wear her clothes."


 


"Neither can Natasha. At least you could wear flirty
club clothes on patrol. She'd be dressed all in stalking clothes."


 


"Good point." He checked the sky. "It's going
to pour in a few minutes."


 


"I'm fine."


 


"I'm not. Want to help me?" She shifted. He
spotted her ankle and stopped her, running a hand over it. "Twisted?"


 


"It's fine."


 


"It's sore."


 


"I'll rest it for a few and it'll finish
unswelling." Clint nodded, setting up the tent to shelter around them by
hitching it to the branches. He covered the last side with the space blanket
and tied it down tightly too so less wind and rain would get in. Then he
shifted and carefully picked her up, making her squeak and clutch him. He
settled in her spot and put her on his lap. "What the fuck?"


 


"I'm comfy." He stared at her, holding her for
now. He put her jacket on her too so she'd be warmer. "I had no intention
of doing that," he said quietly. "At all, Dawn. It was not planned,
it was not on purpose. It wasn't a sign or anything. It was me being
stupid."


 


"It was you being stupid before Pepper and others
mentioned it, Clint. Afterward, it's almost psychological."


 


"Maybe. I'm hoping I'm not pushing you away for your
own safety." She snorted. She tried to shift so he pulled her back against
his chest. "You'll fall and be hurt worse than a twisted ankle. Sit
still." The storm started and he listened. Not a lot of wind yet. So
they'd be okay. He gave her a squeeze. "Can we please talk?"


 


"We tried that, Clint. Did it do any good?" she
asked, shifting to face him. She was straddling his lap now.


 


"I thought it did."


 


"And yet it still happened. You, her, Pepper at least
had better reasons. Phil and Xander. Everyone. It's a damn good thing I can
make good friends wherever I decide to start over."


 


"You don't have to start over. Stark said that's not
what she meant. He texted Nat's phone."


 


"Yeah, she did."


 


"I don't think so." He rested his hands on her
hips because the tree was swaying a bit in the new bout of wind. "How
sturdy is this tree?"


 


"It's a few hundred years old."


 


"That's good. Then we probably won't blow over unless
there's a tornado." He stared at her. "When Pepper yelled at us about
it, I did change."


 


"For a few days."


 


"You weren't that upset by it then."


 


"No, I realized it was her first time and she was
sharing that with you since you missed so much of mine." He winced at that
reminder. "I realized that. I didn't want you two to completely cut me
off. I'm pretty sure that's where the baby's getting it from."


 


"That may go along with his 'mommy pet' thing
too," Clint said. He stared up at her. "I did try. You worked extra
hours."


 


"Because each time I came home I felt like I was
intruding in my own house. Like I was an inconvenient guest that wouldn't go
away. Hell, even our cats like her more than me."


 


"She does spoil them."


 


"I play with them all the time and as soon as one of
you walk in, I'm suddenly worthless to them too. Am I your forgotten catnip
ball too?"


 


"You are my catnip but I never forgot you, Dawn. I
never dropped you. It wasn't intentional." He stared at her. "Though
I think that's a bit paranoid that the cats pounced on us when we came
home."


 


"When was the last time Loki snuggled up to your
hair?"


 


"It's been a while," he admitted when he thought
about it. "They're being hellion sat by Sean and Diana."


 


"I figured they were, or Callia."


 


"No, not her." He shifted her closer, kissing her
on the tip of her nose. "We were there and trying."


 


"You didn't try. I could be sitting right there with
you two and you two would curl up and talk about stuff and treat me like I was
a ghost. We spent plenty of time like that on the couch until I'd give up and
go to bed early, and you two would come in sometime. That's why I spent so much
time in the tub. Because at least in there I could pretend that you guys needed
alone time."


 


"Are you really thinking we forgot about you?"


 


"Where were you when I nearly passed out in
lamaze?" she asked.


 


"You did?"


 


"You were next to me."


 


He blinked. "When was that?"


 


"Our sixth one after I suggested it."


 


"Nat..."


 


"I suggested it and brought Nat there to protect her
when she was nearly snatched that time, then it was her idea." She stared
at him. "I was going for over a month before then."


 


"You were?"


 


"I asked you to come with me. You were busy cleaning
guns. I asked Nat and she said it wasn't time yet. Then suddenly it was all
good because she enjoyed it."


 


"I don't remember you asking." She stared at him.
"Seriously?"


 


"Yeah, I seriously did. Like me asking if you want to
go to the movies and you're always tired. Then an hour later Nat wants to go
rollerblading and we're not tired?"


 


"When was that? I know you girls pull things back from
the backend of forever during a fight but really, Dawn."


 


"The week before Halloween? When we ended up in the ER
for you to get stitches."


 


"Oh, then. You were working late."


 


"I blocked your view of the tv and suggested a movie
night out. I had that day off. Which kinda proves my point." She shifted
but he pulled her back down. "Let go."


 


"No, we're going to talk. Besides, you can't stomp off
from the tree in the middle of a downpour. You'll get sick."


 


"No I won't."


 


"Yes you will. Shivs sent you a prescription for
antibiotics, Dawn."


 


"I got a bit of mastitis."


 


"Huh?"


 


"Milk infection. She never would nurse. When it was
drying up I got a bit of an infection."


 


"Oh. Okay." He gave her waist a little squeeze,
getting a wince back. "You're still that sore?"


 


"Yes. It's possible that I did some real damage doing
that spell, Clint." He slumped. "Then again, I thought we were more
than the sex."


 


"We are," he said firmly.


 


"Then why are you so upset?"


 


"Because I don't like seeing you in pain? I've proven
that a number of times. Taken care of you during it. Like with your leg."


 


"Yeah, you did," she agreed. He relaxed again.
"It was good back then. All this stuff was a lot lighter."


 


He stared at her. "Explain that."


 


"Back when my leg was broken, you still treated Nat
like she was the most special thing and I was special to you. Not as special
but still special. There were enough times that you made me feel like the
princess you called me back then that I could believe it. You held doors and
you reminded me to eat when I was busy. You gave me neckrubs when classwork was
getting to me. We made dinner together." She shifted. "I think the
near plane crash may've been when you realized what Nat really was to you.
Things changed then. Slightly and subtly but surely did change. It was more
about you and Nat and I was there."


 


"Your leg was after that."


 


"What happened when we got back?" she asked. The
tree shivered thanks to the wind batting at it again. "The day we got
back, what did you do?"


 


"I watched a ball game probably."


 


"You and Nat went out to do stuff."


 


"We did stuff." She stared at him. "We
did."


 


"Sometimes."


 


"We got a lot of alone time."


 


"Sometimes."


 


"Things can't be totally equal, Dawn."


 


"I know that. I don't expect a truly equal split. I
also don't expect to be made to feel like I don't belong there. Like I'm the
mediator between you two so you can coexist and not fight. Because a lot of the
time it's like I'm a buffer pad."


 


"I..." He scowled. "You're not."


 


"I am. Take a good, objective look, Clint. When was the
last time you talked to me about *anything*? A book, a movie, a weapon, the
baby? Anything?"


 


"I talk to you all the time."


 


"You don't. You talk to Nat."


 


"Why can't you jump in?"


 


"Because then I get made to feel like I don't belong
there and I'm intruding."


 


"You're not, Dawn. You're really not. It's in your
mind."


 


"If it was, I wouldn't have been looking up things like
marriage counselors. I went to one for a single appointment but I decided it's
not what I needed. I brought in a full set of notes about that whole week. She
looked at me and asked if I was thinking about divorce. I said I didn't want
to. She said I was being used as a sex slave." He slumped, shaking his
head. "There was a time you made me feel just as special as she is. That
we were a real trio, and together. She doesn't usually want to sit on the same
couch as me. You cling to her to make sure she's not off flirting with Bucky.
It's like I have some disease that only assassins can catch. And since you
started to do it, so has Phil. He wouldn't even pat me on the arm the last day
I was at work."


 


"You've been a bit cranky with everyone," Clint
said dryly.


 


"Really? That was after I fell, Clint, and I was
fighting with the twisted knee." He slumped back against the tree. "I
don't know what to do to fix this. I don't think I can fix it. It's gotten to
the point where even my mother doesn't talk to me. The last time I called, she
claimed to be busy and said we'd chat that weekend, which never happened. What
do you want me to? Let it keep going until the point where I'm really a ghost?
You damn near got that wish when I was in labor," she finished quietly.
"Then you went back to Nat and stayed there."


 


"I don't want you hurt, Dawn."


 


"Are you sure?"


 


"Yes!"


 


"Absolutely sure? Because maybe that's how you think
you take care of me." He pushed her off and got up, climbing down the
tree. She sighed in displeasure. "Clint." She started to move but he
yelped. She slid down the tree to help him up. "Mud?" He grimaced but
nodded. "Anything hurt?"


 


"No." He got free of her. "I'm not like that,
Dawn."


 


"Then why did you abandon me when I was halfway to
dead?" She stared at him. "My blood pressure never went down that
night. I was still bleeding pretty heavily the next morning. They had to scrape
me out when they put in the clips." She stared at him. "They were
worried enough to call Mom and Bruce said he'd come in the next day but then
Mom started to cough." Clint stared at her, weight carefully off one leg.
"Want helped back to the ranch?"


 


"Maybe we shouldn't have come," he said.


 


"I'm not sure what's going on, Clint. I was giving
myself room to think safely. Because I didn't want to shoot another person over
the kids. In a building where I should have been the safest." He turned
back to look at her. "We deserve and need the safety of having someone
there beyond one adult. I can do it but that means I don't get to do anything
else until they can protect themselves. They knocked out the guards and came
right for me, realizing where I was. Didn't kick in any other door but the
suite I was in." He shuddered. "There were eight of them. Where in
the fuck were you and Nat? Cuddled up at home."


 


"You didn't call."


 


"I did try to call, you didn't answer any means of
communication. Or her. None at all. I'm pretty sure you would've gotten up if
it was Steve and he was calling an assemble. But not when you're supposed to be
helping me protect us?"


 


"It wasn't like that!"


 


"It was! How did you forget your phone?"


 


"It must've fallen out of the bag." 


 


"On her bedside table? That's where the nurse said she
found it." He huffed off. "Other direction is the ranch." She
looked at her tree. "You don't feel as safe anymore," she muttered,
going to find a different one. She got grabbed and reacted, even though she was
wincing and slower than usual. She ended up on her knees holding her stomach.
She kicked back and they yelped but she made herself get up to see who it was.
It was one of the ranch hands. "What the fuck do you think you're
doing?" she demanded.


 


"You clearly need better," he sneered, getting up.


 


"No, I don't. I had perfection, they slipped off the
pedestal." He tried to hit her so she blocked it and kicked him. That hurt
like a bitch. He looked happier at that. "I've killed people before.
You're next in line if you don't back off."


 


"Pretty big words," he sneered. "Such a
scared little girl." Dawn pulled up power and the guy got to scream as
lightening was attracted to it.


 


"Dawn!" Clint shouted. He caught her as she fell.
"Fuck!" He found his phone to text Nat where they were and they
needed help. Craig and a few guys on ATV's showed up. "He attacked her.
She was fighting back and lightening hit him." They nodded, getting them
onto one of the ATV's to go home. They got the other guy on one and called an
ambulance to meet them at the gate. Clint got Dawn back to the house, wincing
at his leg. He had twisted his hip pretty well.


 


"Give her to me," Natasha said, taking Dawn from
him. "You need to warm up. What did you hurt?"


 


"I slipped in some mud." He followed her up to the
bathroom. "She was kicking the guy who attacked her around and ended up on
her knees clutching her stomach, Nat. He didn't hit her there." Natasha
looked at him. "I don't know. She twisted her ankle getting into the
tree." She nodded, stripping them both down so they could shower. He and
Natasha helped warm Dawn up then got her into bed. He laid down beside her, one
arm over her stomach until she whimpered and tried to shift away. "Damn it,
it's been a month. You should not be that sore."


 


"She was sore earlier. She was also making sure she
didn't move all that much." She got a heating pad but Dawn flinched away
from it too. "She needs to see someone."


 


"She probably has." He took the heating pad for his
hip and relaxed. "She thinks we abandoned her."


 


"She may have a point." They shared a look.


 


"She mentioned feeling like she was an inconvenient
guest in the house. Said all those nights in the tub were because we wouldn't
even talk to her."


 


"She never jumped in."


 


"She said we gave her looks and treated her even more
like she didn't belong with us."


 


"I didn't think I did. We don't share the same books to
talk about."


 


"You and I don't read the same things," Clint
reminded her.


 


"Yes but I don't find yours to be trivial."


 


"I like some of her fantasy series, Nat."


 


"Really?" He nodded. "To each their own I
guess. I found most of them frivolous."


 


"The one she suggested you read had a lot of action and
a death to stop the bad guys at the end. It was a bit angsty and a lot sad in
places. You considered that frivolous?"


 


"I didn't read that one. I picked one of the shorter
ones."


 


"Maybe that's why." He checked her back. Lesser
whimpers of pain. Her stomach was warm to the touch and she felt fevered.
"We might need the ER for her."


 


"There's one about twenty miles away. We can drive her
there." Clint nodded, staring down at Dawn. "She's fine."


 


"She's not fine. This isn't fine, Nat." He stood
up. "Do we have a sitter on hand?"


 


"No, not that I'm aware of. There's no housekeeper or
anyone."


 


"Fine, you watch them, I'll take her to the ER."


 


"I can since you're injured."


 


"You can't carry her down the stairs, Nat." He got
up and put on pants and a long-sleeved shirt then put Dawn in some sweats. He
carried her down to the front hall, grabbing their jackets and opening the
door. "Come close this," he called. She came down to do that. He
carried Dawn to their car, then had to go for the keys. He came back and got in
to drive. Craig looked out. "She's got a fever. ER?" He pointed.
"Thanks. Nat's got the kids." He drove them off, one hand on her
wrist to check her pulse. He didn't like this at all.


 


Craig went up to the house. "Miss Natasha, are you all
right?"


 


She came down the stairs. "So far they're all sleeping
so we should be fine." She smiled. "Thank you."


 


"Welcome. Kitchen's mostly stocked. She said she needed
to get groceries but there's shelf stuff." He went back to his own cabin.
Tonight had been hell but he had seen why Dawn had walked off. He would've too.


 


***


 


Clint limped into the ER carrying Dawn. "She's got some
sort of infection. She's a month post-birth, she's still sore to the touch, her
stomach's swollen, and she's got a fever. She passed out earlier after
defending herself from someone."


 


"All right." The nurse got him signed in. She
smiled at his ID. "New York?"


 


"It's a pretty city." She grinned and got them all
registered. They weren't that busy so Dawn got bumped up ahead of a few people.
When she got carried back the nurse back there scowled at him.


 


"Why didn't you call an ambulance?"


 


"Because it's serious but not life threatening. I'm
trained in how to field treat injuries, ma'am."


 


She huffed but helped him put Dawn on the bed so she could
check her over. "How long ago did she deliver?"


 


"They're ... Sharmia's five and a half weeks so
Alexina's a day under five weeks." The nurse blinked at him. "Long
story that led to a fight," he admitted. "We're working on it."


 


"Good!" She checked Dawn's pulse rate and frowned.
Then her blood pressure. "Does she usually run high?"


 


"She hadn't been but she did during the birth. She
doesn't tell me things like that," he complained. "All I hear is 'I'm
fine' and that's it. She used to, most of the time, but now she's saying I
ignore her."


 


"Uh-huh." He glared. She smiled to calm him down.
"Let me get the doc to have a look at her." She walked off to find
the OB. "Young woman, about five weeks post birth, unconscious after a
fight earlier against someone attacking her, but not why she's here. Her uterus
is swollen and she's flinching at any touch, even while down. Her temp's up,
her BP's up, and her spouse is a moron who claims she never tells him anything.
Apparently they're arguing."


 


"I love the ER," he quipped, going to check on
her. "Girl or boy?" he asked as he walked in.


 


"Girl. She had a hard labor, Doc. Hard and fast because
the baby had problems and she wouldn't allow a c-section."


 


"Some women won't do one," he agreed.


 


"She was more concerned that someone might come for the
baby." The nurse gave him an odd look so he pulled out his SHIELD ID card.


 


"Oh!"


 


"Yeah, and she was right. I was helping the other
spouse with things so Dawn had to get out of her birthing center bed to take
down at least one bad guy. I don't know," he said when the doctor stared
at him.


 


"Sometimes a vacation's a great thing in any
relationship," the doctor said. "Maternity leave is great that
way."


 


"Yeah, until she came here from New York without
telling us where she was going. We only found her tonight."


 


The doctor nodded. "You're her spouse?"


 


"Yes," he said patiently. "We're having an
argument." That got a nod. He checked Dawn. Dawn started to wake up so
Clint grabbed her hand and nuzzled her ear. "We're at the ER. That's an OB
looking at you to see why you're still so swollen and stuff," he said
quietly.


 


Dawn blinked at the doctor. "Sorry, must've been
exhausted."


 


"Clearly." He looked at her. "D&C?"


 


"When they put in the clips the next day. I was still
bleeding pretty heavily then so he did one."


 


"He a good doc?" he asked.


 


"Yeah. Dr. Aram in New York. He's a sweet guy and the
coven all love him."


 


"Huh. You're one of those sort?"


 


"That's what wore me out earlier. The guy that got hit
by lightening was trying to grab me. I passed out after he got hit."


 


"Saw him. Not too horrible but I'll pass that on."
He looked again. "Your cervix is very messy looking." She sighed but
nodded. "Looks like it might've torn a bit during the birth."


 


"It was more important she came out as fast as possible
than us being careful."


 


"That's always a great thing." He looked up.
"I'm going to palp."


 


"I'm already in pain, Doc, go for it."


 


He smiled and did that, making her wince. "Let's look
at the tissues. You think you can handle a vaginal ultrasound?"


 


"If I must. I'd like that to quit aching so much."


 


"Hmm, might be a while on that. Let's see if you've got
an infection as well." He got handed a swab. "Any diseases I should
know about?"


 


"We're faithful, Doc," Clint said. "I've got
all that I want and more than I can handle." He kissed Dawn on the head.
"She's my favorite princess."


 


"That's great." He took a second swab. "Going
a bit further up." Dawn inhaled and slowly let it out while he did that.
He looked. "No need for the ultrasound, you're infected." He handed
that to the nurse, who put it into the sample case and took it to the lab.
"You've had other problems?"


 


"Little bit of milk inflamation. I had a week of
antibiotics for that. The baby refused to latch on no matter what I
tried."


 


"Sometimes, first time mothers can't get the hang of
it."


 


"She's my second, Doc."


 


"Oh. Well, sometimes girls are picky," he said
with a grin. She smiled back and nodded. "When do you go in for your
followup?"


 


"Two weeks. I'll be back in New York by then probably
or I'll pick one down here to do it."


 


"Can you go sooner?"


 


"Only if I go back to New York sooner."


 


"If we have to, we can find a way to get her up
there," Clint promised.


 


"It should be okay." The nurse came back with the
report. "Looks like a normal infection." He looked at her. "That
ripped muscle isn't going to heal quickly."


 


"I kinda figured it wouldn't but not like I'm having
sex anyway, Doc."


 


"Good!" He looked at Clint. "If you finish
your spat she's still no sex for a month."


 


"At all? Not even touching? Or just penetrative?"


 


"Probably too sore for anything," he said. Dawn
nodded quickly. "Once the infection goes we'll see." He looked at
her. "Allergies?"


 


"No, not to antibiotics."


 


"Good. We'll put you on something strong and not at all
subtle." He wrote out one for her. "Warm bath, epsom salt, marriage
counseling."


 


"Thought about it," Dawn agreed.


 


"If it'll help," Clint promised, squeezing her
hand. She looked at him. "If it helps I'll go."


 


"You duck post-mission reviews."


 


"I know that. And?"


 


She nodded. "I'll consider that offer."


 


"Good." He kissed her on the forehead again.
"Any other orders, Doc?"


 


"Not at the moment. Make her rest. You can do some of
the baby stuff."


 


"I can and will." The doctor nodded and smiled.
"Tylenol? Advil?"


 


"Whichever works for her. And get your blood pressure
down, young lady."


 


"It's high again?"


 


"It's fairly high. Have you talked to someone about
that?"


 


"Um.... nope. Not really. I usually meditate it
away."


 


"Well, it's not working so let's try a month of
medicine for that too," he said, writing that out. He handed it over.
"There. Get it filled tonight. Major chain pharmacy up the road a
bit."


 


"Thanks," Clint said, shaking his hand. They left
them to get dressed. Dawn winced as she stood up. "Want carried?"


 


"No."


 


"Okay." He walked out with her.


 


"Sir, did we need to look at your leg?" the nurse
asked. "I didn't notice you were limping."


 


"I slipped and fell in some mud. I have a heating pad
and some ice." He grinned. "Thanks."


 


"Welcome." She watched him hover all the way to
the car.


 


***


 


Philip woke up about ten minutes after Clint had taken Dawn
off, walking into the bedroom yawning. "Daddy?"


 


"He's with your mother at the hospital. She was getting
sick."


 


He pouted. "My daddy!" he shouted.


 


"Your other mother is sick, Philip. He had to drive her
to the hospital. Want to come cuddle?" She patted the bed. "Shamira's
missed you." He started to cry and kicked the cradle. "Stop it
now!" she ordered. He did it again and she swatted him for it. "No!
Bad! Very, very bad!"


 


"Want daddy!" He ran off to go hide.


 


Natasha put the baby down and went to find him. This acting
out was not good. She found him in the kitchen pantry and hauled him out to
pick him up and stare at him. "You do not harm your sisters," she
said firmly but quietly. "That is not good, son."


 


"Not mine!" he shouted, kicking at her.


 


She shifted how she was carrying him but did carry him back
upstairs to have a discussion with their son. He continued to kick, scream, and
throw a fit about his father not being there and Alexina not being his. She
finally had to call in a bigger expert. "Coulson?" she yelled.


 


He appeared, blinking at her. "This is nice."


 


"Dawn apparently owns it." She handed him the
baby, catching his foot before he could kick at the girls again. "I have
no idea what to do about this. He's been acting up the whole time since Alexina
was born."


 


Phil sat down to read his mind, staring at him. "You
have *two* sisters, Philip," he said, getting the point across. "One
from each mommy. They're both sisters. They're both yours to protect and
adore." He kicked him and Phil cuddled him. "This may be beyond my
grasp too. Gaia?" She appeared, picking up Philip with a coo. "He's
not jealous of them. He just hates one of them."


 


"And his mother. He kicked her earlier because Clint
was hugging her. He's thrown fits, he tried to hurt Alexina."


 


"Oh, dear." She sat down to read the baby's mind,
inserting an idea or two. Which made him throw another fit.


 


Loki appeared, holding out a hand. "Godson." 


 


"Bad!" he shouted, swatting at him.


 


"Yes, and you're turning into me." Philip burst
out crying. He picked him up to stare at him, sending over two thoughts. The
baby sniffled and stared back. "They are not breaking up. We would not
allow that because they keep each other out of my hair," he said.
"You have *two* sisters, like the twins. They are both yours. I expect you
to treat them better." He stared at him. "Hurting them or your mother
will make you turn into me." Philip was looking pathetic again. He handed
him back to Gaia. "He's afraid he'll lose his father and blames it on Dawn
bringing home another baby to compete with his, like how my namesake hated
Tsarina when she first came." He left, sending Asclepias to them. 


 


Gaia worked on that thought and Philip eventually calmed
down. "Your parents aren't fighting over the extra baby. They're both
yours. They're fighting over silly adult things."


 


"Or not so silly adult things," Natasha admitted.
"Why could you not touch her arm?"


 


"I don't know," he admitted.


 


"She mentioned that as well and is sure that she'll
make new friends and family wherever she's moving."


 


"She's leaving Pepper?"


 


"She thinks Pepper fired her."


 


"Oh, dear. We'll look into it."


 


Natasha laid a hand on his arm, sending over a silent
thought. He created a mirror that started earlier so she could watch it and see
what was going on. If Dawn had valid complaints then they had to do more fixing
than she thought. She watched them totally ignore Dawn more than once.
"How long has that been going on?"


 


"You had a little of it originally but after the plane
crash it got a bit worse and slowly slid when she didn't force her way back
in," Phil said. "Or as Xander put it, why should she have to fight
for her spouses' attention when they were right there."


 


"Sometimes you have to," Gaia said.


 


"No, not really." He let her see.


 


"She could have opened her mouth and said
something." Phil put it to one of those moments. And they ignored her.
"Oh, I see."


 


"We didn't realize and Dawn decided he was helping me
experience my first and only child. We have messed up."


 


"You can still fix it. Dawn does forgive," Phil
said quietly.


 


"I can only hope so. She's having an infection looked
at. Her stomach is still sore."


 


"With the spell she used for the delivery, I don't
think it'll quit hurting anytime soon," Gaia said. "We used to use
that when a mother was dying so we could get the child out." Natasha
shuddered. "Which she about did." Phil looked upset and took Philip
to cuddle. "I have no idea *why* but for family, you don't pay much
attention to each other, children." She got up. "Philip, protect both
your sisters." He was sucking on his thumb, staring at her. "Your
Mommies need the help protecting them." She disappeared.


 


Philip huffed. "Kitty kitty Tsa better than kitty kitty
Loki," he said, staring at the girls.


 


"No, they're the same, Philip," Natasha said.
"Really they are. The same as the sisters are, like the twins."


 


He scowled at her. "Bad you!"


 


"You quit," Phil ordered. "Now."


 


Asclepias appeared, staring at him. He tapped the baby on
the head, making him glare at him. He sent over a thought that made Philip cry.
"If you hurt the baby, your daddy will be *very* upset with you," he
said gently. "So you must treat the girls good, Philip. You have to
protect them and be gentle with them."


 


"No! Not mine!"


 


"Yes, yours," he assured him. "They're both
yours."


 


Philip wiggled but Phil kept hold of him.


 


Xander appeared, holding out his hands. He took Philip with
him to talk alone. He finally got him calmed down and got into his pointy
little brain, fixing it. He brought him back to hand to Natasha. "Now he
thinks they're twins. That should help a lot more." He looked at
Asclepias. "She's on her way back from the ER."


 


"Huge problem?"


 


"She had to use the spell to get the baby out
immediately," Phil said.


 


"That sucks." Xander nodded. "She's lucky she
survived that." Natasha got up to be sick. He reinforced what Xander had
done. The baby would calm down. He was still showing a clear favorite.


 


"Mira needs didi," Philip reported.


 


"Does Alexina need one?" Phil asked, getting up to
grab the necessary things.


 


"No."


 


Xander checked. "Yeah, she does."


 


"So?" Philip snorted. "Mira."


 


"Both," Xander corrected. Philip glared. "I'm
hoping this isn't like your thing about not liking your mom." He disappeared.
"I'll see Dawn tomorrow."


 


Asclepias checked the girls. "Natasha, Shamira's got a
bit of a sniffle."


 


"I've got medicine for her," she said, coming out
of the bathroom. "It's in our bag in the car." He nodded, checking
her. "Is she all right?"


 


"She's fine. She didn't take any harm from the extra
time as a glowy ball instead of a girl. She didn't take any harm from the
birth." He frowned, looking toward the front of the house. "Someone
injured just showed up." Clint helped Dawn up the stairs. "Dawn, I can't
read you at all. What sort of shield did you put up?"


 


"I didn't." She sighed as she laid down.
"Crap, I need to change her."


 


"Mira didi," Philip said with a grin.


 


"Good, then you can help your other sister be changed
too." He scowled. "Keep it up, watch me ground you to the room with
no pony tomorrow." Philip sniffled. "I'm not putting up with that
shit. It's bad enough you did it to me."


 


"Not like you!" he shouted, huffing off. Phil
caught him to hand him back.


 


"Let him huff off, Phil. He's turning into a teenage
girl. All he'll do is throw a fit." He let him go.


 


"Daddy!" Philip cried, clutching him.
"Mine!"


 


"I'm yours and the girls' daddy, Philip. You can help
me take care of them."


 


"No!" he screamed. "Not mine!"


 


"Yes, yours." He stared down at him. "Quit.
Now. Mommy doesn't need this shit. I don't need this fit. You were such a good
boy."


 


"No! Have Mira, have you, no!" He tried to grab
her but Clint put him into his room and shut the door so he could have his
tantrum in peace.


 


Asclepias touched Dawn's arm. "When did you do
that?" he muttered, searching back. "You're reading as only partially
alive, Dawn." Clint sucked in a breath while Natasha stiffened. "It's
been months though." He found it and looked at the incident. "That
shouldn't have mattered." He looked at the others around it and sighed.
"That's why. There was a spell that someone did."


 


"On purpose against her?" Clint asked.


 


"Yes."


 


"The First thing?" Dawn asked quietly.


 


"No, and I cannot remove it. Magic is not my
forte."


 


Xander appeared with Sekhemet. "She does."


 


"I do." She looked at the spell he had spotted,
unraveling a lot of magic around her. Dawn yelped and started to glow so she
put that one back. "Sorry, that's woven into your body matrix." She
kept going, finding a few choice others. "Rosenburg." She found the
one that was woven in again and sighed. "They did a number on her to make
her miserable for not being of their path."


 


"Great," Dawn said. "So much for tolerance.
My midwife?"


 


"If she had known, she would've killed them,"
Asclepias assured her. "I'm going to make sure that she knows later."
He patted her on the leg, healing what he could of the damage the birth spell
had done. "That should ease it some and the antibiotics should cure the
rest."


 


"We're going to have to take her to elemental form to
remove that one spell." She looked at Xander, who nodded he could help.


 


Isis appeared and smiled. "Good evening, Dawn."


 


"Good evening, Lady Isis. Lady Sekhemet has said that I
got spelled against my will."


 


"I can see that." She and her fellow goddess
worked on Dawn's spell while Xander held her form steady. "Hmm. It's a
good thing you had the baby when you did. She's not affected by this."


 


"The Key split off early," Dawn said. She went to
glowing form. Clint was leaning against the wall, arms crossed tightly over his
chest, lips squeezed together so he didn't upset anyone by screaming. Natasha
was stiff but staring while watching over the babies.


 


"Guys, the Keys are trying to break apart," Xander
said quietly. They were unmerging. A few were crying. "Hey, she's being
healed," he said.


 


Clint came over to touch them. "Give it ten, guys.
She's okay, just being healed. You're not leaving." They cuddled him while
they got Dawn's form restabilized. Then they zipped back into her. Clint sucked
in a calming breath.


 


"Just like lamaze," Asclepias said in his ear.
"Calm it down. Dawn's fine." He put him back against the wall.
"It's okay." Dawn got returned to her natural form. Naked, the
hairdye was gone. Dawn was in a puddle of sweat. She was glowing but
concentrating on the Keys. They finally settled in and she quit glowing and
went limp, passing out.


 


Asclepias tested her again. "She's fully back."


 


"I do fully declare Dawn Summers-Romanoff-Barton to be
fully alive," Xander whispered then blew across her forehead. A chime
tinkled and Dawn went gray but shivered and slowly looked healthier.


 


"Was that her blood pressure problem too?" Clint
asked quietly.


 


"No, that was you guys," Asclepias noted. He
checked. The infection was still going. "Get her to take her first pill
when she gets up. With food but not milk with that one." He tested her
again. Fully healthy. He removed the tubal clips. "Those are causing a
problem."


 


"They're safe for a human body," Natasha said.


 


"Yes, but not natural. I can block them off and remove
it later if she wants." He did that.


 


Apollo and Hades showed up. "I had wondered if it was
where I had protected her," Hades said. He tested her and released his
hold on her. "You'll have a future job but not a present one, young
lady." He clothed her since she was naked.


 


Apollo tested her and tweaked something. "You forgot
that."


 


"I did?"


 


"You did." He checked and untweaked it on his
father. "Son." He showed him why and Apollo grimaced. "She's not
nursing?"


 


"Alexina would not latch on," Natasha said
quietly. "No matter what she did."


 


"Some bitches are picky bitches," Apollo said
dryly. He checked a few other things, correcting one. "That should help
too." The Keys fixed it on him. He refixed it and they zapped him for it
and fixed it. "Fine, you're not exactly the standard human." They
purred and cooed at him then settled back down. Asclepias frowned and fixed
that as well. "We're good," he announced.


 


"Great," Xander said, grinning at them.
"Thanks, guys."


 


"Welcome." Apollo left.


 


Asclepias shook his head, looking at Hades. "I'll talk
to the witches." He disappeared.


 


The healer god looked at the spouses. "She's still got
some tearing, I couldn't heal it all."


 


"The doc said no sex for a month," Clint said.


 


"Try closer to three unless you want her to be on
painkillers." Clint shook his head quickly. "Good." He showed
them both what was wrong with her. "Just so we know." They nodded.
"The antibiotics should work. She'll have the mother of all periods in
about two days. It'll help with the infection ending, I made sure of it. She
needs to eat, she's a bit dehydrated, and try to keep her blood pressure
down."


 


"The doc at the ER gave her a medicine for it."


 


"Good!" He spotted Philip watching. "She's
fine, little guy. We made sure of it." He looked at the parents again.
"Don't let the fight ruin you. That's one of the things they wanted."
He disappeared to talk to her former midwife.


 


Xander shrugged. "I had no idea about any of
that." They nodded and Clint punched him on the arm. "Want me to take
Philip?"


 


"He's got to learn to get along with his sisters,"
Clint said.


 


"He's still denying that Alexina is a sister,"
Xander said. "Even after we all worked on it. Even Dad." He
disappeared.


 


Clint laid down with his arm around Dawn's upper stomach.
"Nat, can we nap?"


 


"I think we need one," she agreed, taking the
girls to put down.


 


"No! Not hers!" Philip shouted.
"Mira's!"


 


"Go to your room now, Philip," she ordered with a
point. "It's for both girls." He glared. She stared back. "I
will break that habit from you." He stomped off. Phil showed up to ward
the door against the baby acting out in anger and took him with him for a
longer discussion. His own son could help by explaining things. If not, Melissa
could make any boy sorry. Natasha smiled, settling them in for now, then went
back to the bedroom. "May I?"


 


"It's our bed, Nat." She laid down on Dawn's other
side. "Was that all it was?" he asked once she was comfortable.


 


"No, not likely."


 


"I didn't think so. So we still have to finish
arguing." Natasha nodded. "I'll make breakfast?"


 


"I will."


 


"Okay. Thanks." They snuggled in around Dawn,
making sure she felt safe and protected since she was so sick. But getting
better, they had to remember she was getting better.


 


***


 


Phil brought a tired toddler back and put him down beside
the bed. "Cuddle Mommy, Philip. She needs cuddles. She's sick," he
said quietly. Clint looked back at them. "Melissa made him understand
about twins and two sisters. Then she made him very sorry for calling one
sister evil. Sorry about the bruise, she pushed him down while I was getting
cocoa."


 


"They happen. The kids all knock each other down.
C'mon, Little Phil. Mommy Dawn needs cuddles. She's sick." The baby got
some help but climbed up to cuddle Natasha.


 


"Not me, that mommy's sick," she said with a kiss
for his forehead. "Cuddle her, Philip."


 


"Mine," he told her. "She babies." He
snuggled in.


 


"He'll eventually grow into it," Phil said. They
hoped so anyway. He checked on Dawn's well being then left.


 


Natasha stopped Philip from kicking at Dawn. "Be
gentle, she's sore. She has booboos," Philip."


 


"Kid, quit upsetting me," Clint ordered. "No
more upsetting any of your three parents. At all."


 


"He's been like that since he was seven months old. It
might be too late to change it now," Dawn said through a yawn.


 


"Let me go make us breakfast," Natasha said,
kissing her on the cheek. She took Philip with her to talk to him. She hadn't
realized how bad his favoritism had gotten.


 


Clint stared at her. "Feeling better?"


 


"Somewhat."


 


"Good. Antibiotics are right here. So's your other
medicine." He sat up. "Let me go to the bathroom and check on the
girls, then we'll all eat breakfast and talk?" She nodded. He went to do
that. The girls needed changed. He heard a door slam and figured it was
probably Craig or one of the ranch hands.


 


Callia plopped herself down on her aunt's side, staring at
her. "You are not allowed to abandon me. Who else would teach me girl
things that Mommy Pepper doesn't know about. She hasn't been a girl in a long
time so she's not really up to date on girl things."


 


"I'll still visit."


 


"Yeah, that's what Grandma said too and she doesn't
either."


 


"Unlike Mom, I'm not the sort to ignore things."


 


"Good." She shifted.


 


Tony walked over from the doorway. "That isn't what she
meant. You're not allowed to leave us, Dawn. You know that. Like any good cult
leader, since a few people have made that claim, I'm pissed off when my
lieutenants try to escape. Beyond that, you made Pepper cry."


 


"She said...."


 


"No, no no no no no. She was talking about safety
reasons, Dawn, not you not coming back at all. Really. Your voicemail is
repaired."


 


"Her email's fixed because the same stupid cow tried to
delete it on her," Callia said. "We talked to JARVIS and it took him
nearly a whole day to get all her naughtiness undone. She wanted in Dad's
panties."


 


"A lot of women have and a lot of them are a bit
destructive if they think people are in their way. Thankfully we've raised you
better, daughter." Dawn blinked at him. "What?"


 


"Hallucination?"


 


"Fat chance, Dawn. I'm not that nice." He stared
at her. "You good?" She shook her head with a grimace. "Birth
complication?"


 


"Yup," Clint said, coming in with the girls.
"Huge one. Has antibiotics and blood a pressure med." He put the
girls around her. "Here, see, Mommy. We'll get you both bottles in a
minute." He straightened up, looking at Stark. "How much did I pay
for the window?"


 


"Few grand." Clint nodded, going down to the
kitchen. He looked at the girls then at Dawn. "They're pretty."


 


"Philip hates Alexina."


 


"Hmm. Is that like his thing about you?" Dawn
nodded with a grimace. "So maybe he's never going to learn how to
share."


 


"Maybe. Not sure yet."


 


"We'll figure it out." He looked at the two fussy kids.
"You two are cute, but Maeve's a blonde so far."


 


"Kids darken."


 


"Yes we do," Callia said. "Though I think
Chris might want to crossdress." Tony rolled his eyes. "He's the one
that let Liz talk him into putting on the dress and her shoes."


 


"I saw that. Steve was horrified since there were press
in the building. Then Liz told the reporters they were 'matching' and they all
cooed at him being such a tolerant little brother."


 


Philip ran in. "You have one," Philip ordered Tony
with a point at his sisters.


 


"No thanks, I have one of those at home and she's a bit
whiny," Tony said. "It's nice not to have a baby that needs to be
walked around for a few hours." Philip pouted. "Sorry, kiddo. You've
got little sisters just like Callia has."


 


Callia nodded. "I do, yes. Suck it up the same way I
do, Philip." The baby pouted at her. "Sorry but no one saved
me."


 


"You have?" he asked her.


 


"No, I'm not going to have. That would mean I'd have to
change poopy diapers and I'm not that sort of genius until they're mine."
He pouted, ignoring his mother. "What's wrong? You don't like your
sisters?"


 


"Only one of them," Dawn quipped. Natasha came in
with breakfast. "Thank you, Nat."


 


"Welcome." She looked at the son. "Move
please." He glared. "Now." He moved. "Thank you." She
settled the tray on the bed, letting Clint handle getting Philip to eat.
"Kitchen is downstairs."


 


"I needed to talk to Dawn about her plans to come back.
How did you get a projection system?"


 


"I installed a projector I bought online and let JARVIS
tinker with it," Dawn said.


 


"Huh. So not Stark tech but merged to work with
it." She nodded, eating a bite of toast. "That's sneaky."


 


"I thought it might be necessary some day."


 


"It might," he agreed. "This the only
house?"


 


"We would've had to go back to North Dakota."


 


"That's even better. I have one installed in my house
out there too." He sat on the foot of the bed, staring at her.
"Complications?"


 


"Slight infection."


 


"Be honest, Dawn, they had to take you to elemental
form last night because you were dying," Clint said. Tony sucked in a hard
breath. "Some of the west coast bitches cast a spell that basically made
her seem like some sort of shade."


 


"Great," Callia said dryly. "That means
someone can cast a justice spell on them."


 


"We will not," Dawn ordered. "Only the
injured party can do that or it backfires and kills you."


 


"I wasn't going to. I'll help you prepare it."


 


"We'll see." Callia nodded. "For right now I
think I need more rest." Clint handed her the medicine she needed to take
and she did without complaint, shifting some. "Let me nap. You guys go
talk and look after the kids?"


 


"Of course. We're not going to make you take care of
them when you're sick," Natasha said, gathering the chest carriers for the
babies. They each put one on, Clint getting Alexina to get Philip more used to
her. Philip scowled at him but yay. "I'm told he has a pony," he
said.


 


"Pony? Yup," Philip said with a smile for her. He
led them out to his pony. Callia cooed. "Mine!"


 


Callia looked at him. "That doesn't mean I can't pet
her. You pet my cats and I pet yours."


 


"Kitty not pony."


 


"That's very true, son, but Callia can pet the pony
while you get stuff so you can ride her. I saw you riding her yesterday,"
he said when Philip looked up at him. The baby beamed and ran off calling for
Craig, who laughed but came out to show them how to saddle the pony and how to
hold onto his wiggling self. Philip beamed as they rode around the small
enclosure. The pony didn't seem to mind Clint or the extra baby. Philip whined
when Callia came over to watch. "She's not stealing the pony, she just
wants to watch, Philip," he said patiently.


 


"He is seriously jealous," Tony quipped.
"You'll get that in school," he told her. She grinned at him for
that. "You still have to keep up music practice."


 


"I am." They went to tour the rest of the barns
while Clint and Natasha helped wear their son out.


 


"Mommy, me sissy!"


 


"She's too young to ride," she said patiently.
"When she's your age she can ride the pony. She can't even sit up on her
own yet. She can't ride until she can sit up." Philip nodded and hummed,
which made the pony shake her head.


 


"She's been here since before it was a farm as far as
we know," Craig said as he joined them. "Dawn?"


 


"Slight infection so she's resting," Clint said
quietly, looking at him. "Thank you for watching out for her."


 


"She's a good boss and a sweet girl. Anyone should be
proud to have a girl like that." He smiled at Philip. "Wanna help me
feed?" He cheered and slid off, hugging the pony. "Good boy. Let's undo
her."


 


"Can I ride her?" Callia asked. "I get to
start taking lessons at school next year."


 


"Sure." He showed her how to get up into the
saddle and how to sit. "Now, hold on this way," he said, showing her
before handing her the reins. "And only going slow. She's an old pony,
love."


 


"Okay. Thank you, Mr. Craig."


 


"You're welcome." He watched. "She's
decent."


 


"She's always adored animals," Tony said with a
grin, taking film for Pepper and Steve. Little did he know it was going to
start a fit by Liz to have her own pony. It'd take Pepper and Steve *hours* to
straighten that out.


 


***


 


Dawn woke up to a nudge, taking the pills Clint was holding.
Though she heard Clint being confused. She blinked at them. "The food I'm
supposed to take them with?"


 


"The bottle...."


 


Clint jogged up the stairs. "Hi," he said,
punching them. He took the pills to look at. "Nice poisoning choice but
Dawn makes better." He hit them again.


 


"I don't have any with me," Dawn said through a
yawn. She sat up and stared at the guy, raising a hand to bind them. No magic.
She looked at her hand then checked herself. Still no magic. Keys but no magic.
"How on earth did we do that?"


 


"Do what?" he asked.


 


"No magic."


 


"Seriously?" He kissed her. "You taste
magical enough." She gave him a look. "Sorry, trying to make you feel
better. Xander, got a few?" He appeared. "Her magic?"


 


"What about it?" Dawn tried something simple,
nothing happened. "Huh." He tested her. "I feel magic. I feel a
lot of magic pooling. None's connected?" Dawn shrugged, letting him lay a
hand on hers while she tried to do something simple. "No, that's not a
disconnection."


 


Asclepias popped in and looked. "Dad keeps forgetting
that she's got a magical nature, not a mundane one." He fixed it and Dawn
suddenly glowed and hummed. She concentrated and the Keys were still going
spastic. Dawn looked at him and he shrugged. He had no idea. She looked at
Xander, who had no idea.


 


Clint walked over and sat on top of her thighs, joining
hands with her. "Just like in class." She nodded, letting him into
her mind. They joined, and Clint had a good shout at the pouty Keys. Who
finally realized that Dawn was okay, she might have more kids later and if not,
she might let one of them go to a kid that needed her, and to please settle in again.


 


"I think I know more about her..." Apollo was
saying when they came out.


 


"I think you turned off her magic again, Dad,"
Asclepias was complaining.


 


"Whine!"


 


Dawn looked at him. Then cleared her throat. "Thank you
for nearly sending the Keys critical mass." Apollo went pale and shook his
head. She nodded. "They thought we were still dying."


 


"They did," Clint agreed. "They also got a
bit pouty that Dawn was taking a few years off kids. Though it'd be nice if our
grandkids could have them."


 


"They can." He looked at her. "Still
mad."


 


"I get that. I'd be mad too." He forced his way
back into her mind since he shields were back up, opening up to her. He tapped
the same thing in her mind and had to pry it open, making her wince.


 


"Guys, not a good idea," Xander said.


 


"Yeah it is. They can fry each other out," Apollo
said. "No more issues." Xander hit him and knocked him out.


 


"Xander," Asclepias complained. "Not in front
of me please? Not that he didn't deserve it."


 


"Scan him for a problem?"


 


"He's got many. Half of them are related to who he
sleeps to," he quipped back.


 


"Not that sort."


 


Asclepias frowned and scanned and found one. He ended it
with a blast of power that made his father moan and whine while holding his
head. "Good. I don't know who you let do that but damn, Dad."


 


"Find out, let me know so I can end them," Xander
said. "Scan the others." He nodded, taking Apollo with him. A few
minutes later, he looked up at the scream of outrage. And then suddenly
everyone realized that healers can hurt people a whole lot. "I thought we
killed that uncle."


 


"Apparently not hard enough," Natasha said as she
joined them. "What's going on?"


 


"Clint's trying to get her to fully open up so they can
fight that way."


 


"Hmm." She poked Dawn on the sore stomach, making
her flinch, which took her attention away from blocking Clint for that critical
second he needed. She went back out to deal with the children.


 


Xander smirked. "That's mean."


 


"Thank you."


 


***


 


Clint finally found the last few barriers and pulled up
Dawn's defenses against her. She was trying hard but he managed to pry that
last door open and found space. Empty, cold space. "Not likely." He
stepped into it and winced at the barrage of bad thoughts about him doing that
to her. "I'm not assaulting you, Dawn. I'm helping us. I'm not getting too
intimate. I'm not cuddling or anything." He reopened his and stepped back
in. Dawn's thoughts went blank so he let his own out. They echoed but it gave
him a direction. 


 


And they were back in the mental forest. He found the cave
she was in, the one he had found her in before, and laid down on top of her so
their foreheads could press against each other. He smiled. "That mental
magic book was real handy." She struggled a bit but he calmed her down. He
let her into his mind, even though she didn't want to. He yanked her over. They
were in a warm living room area. Large leather couch, wood paneling that made
it look like a library. Some books here and there. A few low level lamps so the
room was a bit dark. It smelled nice, like his favorite cologne.


 


She looked at him. "Huh?"


 


"We're going to talk."


 


"So you invaded my mind like that and forced your way
past all my protections to talk?"


 


"Yup. This way we can both rest." He pulled her
down onto the couch with him, watching her enjoy how the couch seemed to cradle
her without being too soft.


 


"How did you do scents?"


 


"Practice. I built it up when I was in bed with a hip
fracture for sixteen weeks." She shuddered. "Everything but traction,
yeah." He pulled her closer, touching their hands together. She flinched.
"You have never had that reaction to me."


 


"Yeah but this is different."


 


"No, this is us. The real us, no masks, no hidden
bullshit. Just. Us." He touched her again and the energy flowed but she
didn't flinch. He moved his hand up until it was working on the stress knot in
the back of her neck. "We'll figure this out." She looked at him.
"I'm a bit possessive in case you hadn't realized," he said dryly.
"And I'm not giving up on anything."


 


"Archers never give up as your told Bob."


 


"Yup, we don't. Especially not when we've screwed up so
horribly." He kissed her and she moaned as the images overloaded her mind.
He groaned back because hers were just as hard on his. But it helped. He pulled
her into his lap, making her moan for a different reason. "No more than
this, Dawn," he promised, kissing her again. She let him. It helped. He
could see all the lonely times. He could also see all the times she had handled
things herself and not told them, and why. He could see the tiny little fears
that still inhabited the dusty corners of her mind. He pulled back, looking at
her. "Never, ever make due, Dawn. If we're ignoring you, pounce us."


 


"Then she gives me that look."


 


"I get it too. We'll pull her in next." He stared at
her. "No more going on things on your own either. You worry the shit out
of us when we hear about it later." She shrugged. "You don't care
that we're worried?"


 


"Most of the time I'm one of the very few people who
can handle it."


 


"Not always. Also, if you're in trouble, let us
know!"


 


"I tried that and you were busy."


 


"That one was monumentally bad timing but I'm figuring
they planned it that way." She shrugged, shifting off his lap. He pulled
her back. "No, I like you there."


 


"I can..."


 


"You can but you don't have to. Like with the weapons
maintenance. Just because you can doesn't mean it's your job. That's my job and
I forgot so thank you for handling it, but yell at me. That's my version of
taking out the trash." She snorted, looking down again. He tipped her face
up, kissing her again to show her other things. She got sniffly but he
understood that. "Sometimes guys can't say what they mean," he said
quietly. "Even mentally at times. It just doesn't come." He felt that
she was uncomfortable and shifted them to laying down with her on his chest.
"Easier?" She nodded. "We'll work on that too, Dawn. We need to
work on things. You tried and I shouldn't have ignored it." He nuzzled her
neck. 


 


"That's not going to happen again. I find you
fascinating, even when you don't let me see the bottom levels of your
brain." He nuzzled her again. She was sniffly again. He cuddled her.
"Let it out. You need to let it out. It's been a long time and it's been
hard but we're mending this road and the path is coming back together
again." She shook her head. "Shh, I have you and you're safe."
She shook her head again. He kissed her temple, letting her feel him again.
That broke her and she cried. "You used to feel safer around me," he
said quietly. "And I don't know why that changed but you're still safely
mine," he whispered, making her cry harder. He let her, knowing she needed
it.


 


***


 


Natasha came up at lunch, finding Callia soothing her aunt.
"She's fine."


 


"She's not fine. Clint upset her."


 


"Sometimes being upset is the answer." She patted
her on the head. "Some day you will find someone who frustrates, annoys,
and fascinates you the same way your aunt does us."


 


"Shouldn't love be in there somewhere? Or at least
lust? You said the same thing about the cats, Auntie Natasha." Natasha
blinked at that. "Auntie Dawn is many things but not a kitty cat. She
deserves more than an owner who brushes her weekly and pets her when you're
watching tv." She went down to talk to her father and play with Philip. He
was still ignoring Alexina. She hauled Philip up to stand him in a chair,
staring at him. "If you ignore one sister, she'll turn out evil. Then some
day you'll have to fight her like your daddy did Uncle Barney and Uncle Thor
did Loki. That's bad and it'll make Grandma cry. Which is super bad. You have
*two* sisters. No matter what you want, you have two sisters, two mommies, a
daddy, and a whole lot of cousins. So be a better big brother. Both sisters
need you to."


 


"Not mine."


 


"Yes, yours. If your mommy has a kid, it's your
sibling. The same as Liz is mine even though we don't really share a parent.
Which is kinda over your head but still. You made the mommy cry. Both mommies
cry, Philip. You made them cry because you're mean to Lexi. You made me cry and
Grandma cry for the same reason, because you were mean to Lexi." Philip
started to sniffle. "You have to treat Lexi like Mira. They're both
sisters. The same as you not liking your mommy is making your daddy cry."
Philip burst out crying so Callia hugged him. "You can be a better big
brother, Philip. You can love both sisters and both mommies and no one will
cry. Okay?" He cuddled her, looking over at his sisters. "Can you be
a good big brother?" He nodded, sliding down her to go babble at them. She
slumped down in her seat, looking at her father.


 


"That is better than I could've done," he said
quietly, smiling at her. "You understand people a lot better than I do,
daughter." She smiled. "And you still can't date until you're
eighty."


 


She laughed. "Boys are still gross things who don't
like science. Can I have a horse?"


 


"When you're old enough to buy one for yourself and a
place to take care of it, plus hire staff to help you when you forget like you
do your cats and dog."


 


"Oops." He nodded. "Renting one?"


 


"Once you learn how to ride."


 


"I can like that." She looked over, smiling at
Philip singing them a silly daycare song. The girls were napping peacefully and
it was good. Then Philip took off toward the upstairs. He ran past Natasha and
up to the bedroom, pouncing his parents. Callia raced after him, she was the
fastest at it. "Let the mommy and daddy nap, Philip."


 


Philip woke up Daddy. "You cry me?"


 


"Sometimes, yeah." He cuddled him. "Sometimes
you upset me and Mommy a lot by how you act." Dawn came out of all that
and cuddled him too. Clint kissed the tear tracks, then her. "Sometimes
you do bad things and it makes us sad but we know you don't usually mean
them."


 


Philip blinked at his mommy, noticing it looked like she was
about to cry. He cuddled her, crooning at her until she hugged him. Dawn was
sniffly again but the baby was going to help her. Clint got his other side to
cuddle them both. "I sorry, Mama."


 


"It's okay, Philip." She kissed him on the tip of
the nose. "We'll figure it out." He snuggled in, cuddling her.


 


Clint relaxed. "Who told you we were upset?"


 


"I used to hate it when Mommy Pepper started to
cry," Callia said from the doorway. She left them alone, closing the door
behind herself. They needed privacy for talking things. She shooed her aunt up
there too, taking the babies to feed. "Not like I'm not a bit experienced
at this part," she told the girls. "Even when I was little and Liz
came I helped, plus with Auntie Tara's kids." She looked at her father.
"She's coming home, right?" she asked quietly.


 


"I think so. We'll talk about it tomorrow." She
nodded, going back to cooing over the girls. They were sleepy and quiet, unlike
Danielle when she had been a baby, or Melissa or Liz.


 


"By the time you have some, we'll have to come up with
new problems for you to figure out."


 


"I'm not sure I want kids."


 


"Some day you can make that choice."


 


"Yeah but not anytime soon." 


 


***


 


Tony got everyone to the airport. Dawn had left orders with
Craig about calling her. Clint had joked about calling her in that special way
and gotten a laugh from Craig. Natasha had gotten some quiet time in to finish
her maternity leave. She'd hit the gym to get back into shape when they got
home. Tony pointed. "This way, Dawn."


 


"Oops." She followed them. Clint came over to take
the baby carrier from her, putting his free arm around her shoulders. She
looked up at him. "What?"


 


"Our next vacation, can we go somewhere with
bikinis?"


 


"If I can get back into shape, Clint."


 


"I like you the way you are, Dawn. Cuddliness and all.
A bit of extra skin isn't going to upset us even if you looked like Jabba the
Hut."


 


"If she looked like Jabba the Hut, we'd put her on a
suitably complete diet and encourage her through helping us train,"
Natasha said with a smirk back at them. "As you do not, and you are ten
pounds under your correct weight, we will help you do exercises to tone up that
skin and if we must, we'll get some subtle work done."


 


"Most of it's shrank up," Clint agreed. "Only
a tiny flap that hasn't and it'll go soon." Dawn nodded with a sigh.
"And if not, it's up to you about what you want to do about it." He
kissed her on the ear.


 


"I've been doing situps again, when I could stand
to."


 


"That'll get better, Dawn. Though, I'm really hoping a
month ends soon. I want to cuddle better." Dawn gave him another funny
look. "What?" 


 


"Are you possessed?"


 


"No, I've finally gotten some real sleep for the first
time in over a month." He smirked. "Callia, thank you for getting up
to feed them last night so we could sleep in."


 


"I was right there anyway," she said dryly,
smirking back at them. "The more I help, the longer before I have one,
though I will expect babysitting from you guys."


 


"Sure," Natasha agreed. "They can play with
our grandchildren."


 


"Cool!" She turned around and spotted a problem.
"Hmm. Dad?" She pointed.


 


He looked. "I doubt they're here for us, Callia."


 


"No, Mr. Stark, I'm not here for you." He stared
at Dawn. "How did *you* get into the country?"


 


"With my passport. Why?"


 


"We don't have any papers on it." She pulled out
her passport to hand over. He looked at it. "That is our entrance stamp.
Which airport?"


 


"The tiny one by the ranch," she said. "I
flew in privately."


 


"Ah!" He nodded, handing it back. "What
vacation ranch were you at?"


 


"Mine." He blinked. She smiled. "I like
horses."


 


"Did you go looking to own properties here?"


 


"Well, not totally. See, there's a convention where
Alexander goes to talk to other realities' versions of himself. I had a problem
I was consulting with one of them about and found out that a Xander in another
realm owned that farm and he really liked it, and it made them good profits
plus it was a very relaxing area. I found out that the me in that realm liked
to go there on vacation. So I looked into it and it was on sale due to the
former owner's death, and about to be auctioned off. Which would've been a
shame for all the horses and staff. So I bought it." She smiled. "I
have a great farm manager. He's been with it for years. He tells me what we
need and I admire the horses they're breeding. My son found an old pony there
that adores him riding her around. So it's all good for the family. Why? Is New
Zealand against me because I have gifts?"


 


"No, we're more against you because you have
weapons."


 


"Yes, but I help with apocalypse battles and my weapons
go to my spouses."


 


He nodded. "Any there?"


 


"Few guns. Mostly hunting rifles."


 


"We checked and were planning on buying some local guns
for that house just in case something happened," Natasha said. "I was
planning on a few handguns and a few more long distance guns for our use."


 


"Huh," the agent said. "Can you hold off on
that?" They all nodded. "Excellent." He smiled. "When are
you coming back?"


 


"The next time I need to get away from my
spouses?" Dawn guessed.


 


"That's fine, ma'am. You have a good trip home. Next
time, warn us so we can put someone nearer to there in case the usual happens
and you're attacked?"


 


"I'm not always attacked," she complained.


 


He stared at her. "We heard from some agents in
Guatemala, Miss Summers. We're aware of what's happened. When we heard that, we
went looking at other places where you're known to have a residence. Brazil
didn't have much beyond you saving some kids and a few other things. But the
vineyard in Belgium, they had an interesting file on you. And the farm in lower
France. They were highly amused. They had no idea you liked real food." He
smiled.


 


She grinned back. "Lavelle had a huge amount of
businesses and I decided I wanted to start some of them here."


 


"Great. Lavelle being their Xander?" She nodded.
"Even better. What does he do?"


 


"He's a world class jewel thief and assassin."


 


"The me there must be nuts thanks to him." He
smiled. "Warn us and we'll add an agent or two to the local office near
there. It can only help keep everyone safer." He walked off to tell his
bosses that.


 


"Vineyard?" Clint asked. "Farm?"


 


"Yeah." She smiled.


 


"Wanted to hear about this?" Clint suggested.


 


"Oops?"


 


"Yeah, not likely. Your backup identity?" She
nodded with a grin. "Cool. We can go over that later too since it looks
like a lot of people know." He walked her off again. Tony was moaning and
shaking his head. "Do we get tithes from them? It only seems fair."


 


"We haven't yet but we'll get a slight one this year.
The vineyard was really ancient but it was run down and they had to restart a
lot of the vines due to some weather stuff. The one in France has some vineyard
area but it also has cheese production."


 


"How many farms did Lavelle have?" Callia asked.


 


"He had eighteen if I remember right. Enough to supply
all his many businesses and the converted cruise ship they had to hang out on
between jobs so they were in international waters."


 


"That's what I'd want too if I was a bad guy,"
Tony quipped. "Wasn't he the fandom convention guy?"


 


"Yup. Used to dress up and all that." She smiled.
"He had a private library, with librarian, of his anime and comic
collection. He's the one we got the kimonos from." Tony whimpered.
"Our Xander likes comics too."


 


"I knew that." He looked at his daughter.


 


She patted him on the arm and grinned. "Some day I'll
be this world's version of an evil empress but I won't be that evil."


 


"That'll work." He got them onto the plane and let
the pilot take them off. The kids, including Callia when she got tired, went
down for a nap in the back. The adults sat up and talked about Dawn's new farm
habit. Tony wasn't sure why she couldn't play farmville instead of owning real
farms but he guessed if it made her a good profit it was okay.


 


***


 


"Why are we in LA?" Dawn asked.


 


"Because it was closer and I thought you'd like to pick
up your spoiled furry beasts?" Tony asked. "And we're going to New
York tomorrow?" Dawn smiled. "Go home." He gave her head a nudge
once they got through Customs. They made it outside at about the same time and
found no ride. Tony texted Happy. "Ten minutes."


 


"That's fine," Clint said, staring down at
Shamira. "Feel better?" He went back inside to change her. By the
time he came out, Alexina needed one and the limo was there. He contemplated
doing it in the limo but no, it stunk. "Give me five."


 


"Change it in the limo. Not like we haven't seen
crapped in diapers before," Tony said. Clint shrugged and got them in,
letting Natasha change the baby. She kindly threw the diaper into a trash can
and not at the reporter trying to catch sight of them.


 


Philip scowled at the reporter. "You go the fuck away!
Leave mommy alone! She's sick!"


 


"What's wrong?" the reporter called.


 


Dawn got Philip back into the car. "I'm fine, just
sore." She got in and checked then closed the door with a sigh. She turned
around and found Philip mooning the reporters. "What have I said about
that?" He scurried back to his booster seat. She looked up and shook her
head. Then sighed. "Are you dropping us off, boss?"


 


"Yup. You're conveniently nearly on the way." They
grinned and settled in for the longish ride from the airport. At least they
were comfortable when the freeway turned into a parking lot for a few minutes.
By the time they got to the house, Dawn was nearly asleep again. They got them
out and inside. Natasha was attacked by meowing frantic things. Dawn laid down
on the couch and napped. 


 


Sean came hopping in from the garage apartment, hugging
everyone. "Hi."


 


"Diana on a date?"


 


"Looking at the college to register." He smiled.
"Hi, cousins." They cooed and wet themselves. "Artie would love
you guys."


 


"We'll pay for someone to babysit," Clint offered.


 


Sean looked at him. "I don't know nothing about
birthin' no babies to quote a movie." He walked off happier. Philip
followed. "Sure, we can go read English literature." 


 


"Bring him back when he's hungry and he's only got one
diaper left," Clint said.


 


"I can tell Diana to pick up some." He called that
to her and settled in to read Philip his homework. 


 


Clint looked at the mobbing cats. "I remember when Loki
was pretty much my cat."


 


"He misses my stomach," she said. "Get Dawn
to bed. I'll put the girls down." He nodded, carrying her that way. The
cats followed and Tsarina sniffed in disdain but oh well. They had babies in
the house, she had to put up with it. Loki sniffed them and meowed at Tsarina
until she huffed off. Then he hopped up and got all the baby drool to himself.
Natasha shook her head. "Do not harm the babies or you will be a
rug." She petted him and left him there.


 


Tsarina snuck in a few minutes later, standing up to rest
against the crib, sniffing them. She meowed. Loki looked over at her so she
meowed again. He went back to bathing the smelly thing that his humans liked.
Thankfully they didn't have many small and whiny things in the house. He hated
kittens. He finally got tired of it and hopped out to go chew on his human's
hair. He almost always tasted good. Today he tasted sweaty so that was nice.
Clint reached up to pet him so he meowed and cleaned his hair for him. He moved
to the alpha female and she tasted strange so she went to the pet female. Her
hair tasted weird but good so he stayed to lick and nibble that instead.


 


Clint shook his head. Poor Dawn would need a full shower and
possibly a trim tomorrow.


 


***


 


Dawn looked at her doctor the next week, shaking her head.
"I'm still sore."


 


"Well, we were in a hurry."


 


"Yeah but I think I was right to do it."


 


"You were." He looked at her. "You had the
hospital in New Zealand send me what they put you on?"


 


"That way you could see whatever he didn't tell
me."


 


"Good." He smiled. "Let's see." She got
into position on the table and he put on some gloves to look her over. "I
can see what he did. You're going to be aching for a while, Dawn."


 


"It happens."


 


"The infection?"


 


"Still taking the antibiotics. My stomach's still
tender to the touch. Oh, and I think someone helpful took the clips."


 


"Could be." He found a swab to use. It came out
looking disgusting. "You're still infected."


 


Dawn sighed. "Are we removing it?"


 


"No, that's a drastic step." He looked at her.
"We might have to do another scrape out."


 


"If that's what's gotta happen and it'll make it hurt
less, okay." He smiled. "I'm still having problems walking,
Doc."


 


"I can see why. When are you due back to work?"


 


"Last week."


 


He grimaced. "We can schedule it over a weekend."
He looked at her prescription bottle, frowning. "I'll put you on something
stronger too." He wrote out that order. "Okay, sit up." She did
and he moved out of the way. "Any other concerns?" he asked, staring
at her. She shrugged. "There's a note that you two were arguing?"


 


"We're still slightly dancing around each other."


 


"That happens sometimes."


 


Dawn nodded. "At least he's trying. If not, I'd be in a
different apartment."


 


"I understand." She looked at him. "Counseling?"


 


"No, I don't think I need any."


 


"Any hints toward postpartum depression?"


 


"No. No hints of depression or wanting to hurt the kids
as long as I get at least two hours of sleep a night." He smiled. "I
think I'm okay. We've finally gotten Philip to accept he has two sisters so
he's not trying to hurt Alexina." The doctor scowled. "He used to
look at her and go 'you're not Mira but you're fine' and kick at her crib.
Threw an absolute fit when they brought Shamira with them to have that
fight."


 


"Is he better?"


 


"Callia got through to him."


 


"Kids see things that adults don't. You'll handle
it."


 


"He's still not allowed near the kids without
supervision. The cats have more freedom around the kids than he does."


 


"That's good." He stared at her. "You sure
you're okay?"


 


"I'm relatively okay. Just sore." He nodded,
handing over the prescription. "Food?"


 


"Half hour before. No milk." She nodded. He stood
up. "I'll see you in another month to check on that." He shook her
hand and walked off.


 


Dawn got redressed and checked out, going down to the hired
car. She didn't want to trust a cab right now. She was in too bad of shape. So
of course, they tried in the lobby of the doctor's building. She blinked at the
man that ran at her with a gun in hand. She sent a mental shout at Clint,
staring at them. "Yes?"


 


"You're coming with us," one said, holding a gun
on her.


 


Dawn looked at him. "Why? Are you agents?"


 


"It won't matter," he sneered.


 


"It will." Dawn subtly pulled up some magic.


 


"Don't you dare. You're not faster than the bullet,
Summers."


 


She smiled. "Are you so sure of that?" She
disappeared to the outside area and checked, getting into the car.
"Where's Clint?"


 


"He called and said he's being forced to do an
interview." He drove off since he saw guys with guns running their way.
"You good?"


 


"Slightly. I need another antibiotic." He nodded.
"We can get it on the way home. Let's go wherever Clint is. We can save
each other." The driver laughed and nodded. Dawn relaxed, tapping out a
text to everyone that she was fine. She was still tired so she drifted off in
the car. The driver grinned and changed streets to give her a smoother ride to
their destination.


 


***


 


Clint looked up and frowned. "Sorry, got to cut this
short."


 


"Are you going to rescue Dawn? You seem to do a lot of
it."


 


"Sometimes but she does the same thing for us. Right
now she's pretty knocked out and her driver's going somewhere I'm not
sure." He stood up. "Have fun."


 


"One last one?" she begged. He gave her a dirty
look. "Dawn was said to be in the emergency room down there? Why?
Complications from the birth?"


 


"Something like that." He left, taking the car. He
loved the Lotus. It moved very nicely through traffic. He found the car Dawn
was in and made sure it was her by gently waking her. Yup, it was her. He
assured her he could see her glow. She pulled it back in and the car pulled
over. Clint followed, getting out to walk over. "Hey, Princess."


 


"Clint. We were coming to meet you."


 


"Looks more like you were going to the airport."
He stared at the driver. Who slumped down. SUV's pulled up but they weren't
agents or officers that Clint recognized and they didn't have federal tags on
their cars. Clint groaned, sending a shout at Natasha. Dawn put up a shield
around them. It wasn't going to stop the guys but it'd slow them down.
Hopefully they'd have backup by then.


 


***


 


Tony looked up at the alert, heading for his suit.
"Figures. JARVIS, figure out who and where."


 


"They're downtown and she's trying to hold them off,
sir."


 


"Great." He got the suit on and headed out at a
high rate of speed.


 


***


 


Steve's phone went off in his meeting. "Sorry, have to
go handle something. I'll reschedule the rest of this." He rushed off. He
had his shield in the car. Phil got him picked up and taken there. Tony was
groaning on the sidewalk. Dawn and Clint weren't there. "Stark!" He
jogged over. "What happened?"


 


"Dumbasses had a sonic cannon. I got dizzy." He
stood up with help. "Where are they?"


 


"Who were they?" Phil asked.


 


"Didn't hear anything said. JARVIS said he can't
identify them yet."


 


Steve looked around. "Agent Coulson, question the
driver."


 


"I would but he's dead, sir."


 


"Get the local cameras." He nodded, calling in a
response team. He went for the one that had direct view himself. By the time he
got it, the response van was there so he could view it.


 


Steve and Tony watched it. "What does one woman's wants
matter to the fate of the world. He can be with you and we'll appreciate
that," Tony translated. "We won't hurt you but you can do for us what
you do for the Americans." He winced as they hit Dawn, who fried one. They
pulled their dead with them. "They're speaking flawless english."


 


"The Brits again?" Phil asked.


 


"Not sure," Tony admitted. "Bit formal but
still no word problems." Phil leaned over to zoom in on the faces in the
stopped video frame to look them up. "JARVIS, help them."


 


"One is a German agent and one is a French one,
sir," he projected from Tony's speakers. "The blond male in the back
is a French one. The redhead is German."


 


"On special project?"


 


"I don't believe so," the AI said. "Not
absolutely sure. I'm sending what I have so far to Agent Coulson's email.
Though it seems to be getting deleted repeatedly. Let me stop that, and you
need a new few agents, Captain."


 


"Great. Tell Joyce?"


 


"I already have. She and Agent Hill are going to make
sure you need a few new agents." He shifted the video and pointed.
"That one is French as well, sir."


 


"They can't expect her to get pregnant, even if they
don't know about the infection," Tony said.


 


"Egg harvest?" Phil guessed.


 


"Possibly. Wouldn't take more than a few days of
steroids to start it." That got a nod. "When are we going?"


 


"We need to find them," Steve said. "We can't
just barge in on other countries randomly."


 


Natasha walked up to them, looking tired but mostly fit in
her official SHIELD uniform. She pointed. "He is British, the one next to
him is German, and that one is French. The last is from Norway."


 


"That's good to know," Tony said, looking at her.
"You fit?"


 


"I will be if I must be. I do not like having to rescue
my wife and I can take the lack of sleep due to colic out on them." She
climbed into the van. "Beya is back. She has them."


 


"Hopefully she'll keep Philip off the girls."


 


"I told her." They got taken back to SHIELD to
find them and see if Natasha could track them. Clint was fighting hard. Dawn
was unconscious. They had her on an IV of something. She sent a thought at
Clint. He goaded the agent and they said it was an antibiotic. They had no
desire to hurt her, just have her help since she had been so stubborn. Natasha
called a warning out to Sean and Diana, just in case they came for them. Thor
showed up with his wife behind him. "Go guard your siblings," she
ordered Artemis. "They're vulnerable to the same people wanting
seed."


 


"They cannot get mine, Aunt. The child I carry would be
harmed." Natasha stared at her and she grinned. "Mom's over the
moon."


 


"I'm sure we all are," she said, giving her a hug.
"We will share what helped us." She nodded, cuddling her. "Go
watch your siblings."


 


"The cousins or the siblings?"


 


"Beya has the babies." 


 


She nodded, sending herself to her twin, who happened to be
in class. "Sorry, kind of need my twin sister since our aunt just got
kidnaped." Diana packed up and followed her. "Auntie Natasha said to
guard each other. They want seeds to start their own program."


 


"Sean's in the math building." They hurried over,
having to run when someone tried to snatch them.


 


Artemis sneered at the idiots. "I am the bride of Thor
and no mortal will touch me." They tried and she smacked them down. Her
mother-in-law was helping her learn battle magic. It was coming in handy even
if she was making a mess. The last one standing stared at her. "My future
child makes me cranky," she sneered. "Especially with those who would
touch my family." He backed off slowly. Cop cars screamed up and they
jumped out. "They tried to take me as they have my aunt," she told
the one that was running toward them. "I do not like it and no mortal
touches what is Thor's without his consent."


 


"Agreed," the officer said, grabbing the last guy
standing. "Ma'am, was that magic?"


 


"Aye." She grinned. "My mother-in-law is
teaching me battle magic."


 


"Wonderful. Are they dead?"


 


"I know not, I did not check." She felt someone
appear behind her. "John!" She hugged him.


 


"Artemis." He looked at her. "You okay?"


 


"A bit ill most afternoons," she admitted with a
shy grin. He gave her a squeeze. "They want me as they wanted my aunt and
uncle."


 


"We heard. Let's get Diana and Sean." Sean cleared
his throat, handing the officers two guys. Diana handed over one crying woman.
"Who's she?"


 


"Someone who tried to grab me. I have no idea but I
wasn't about to leave a hostile entity around during an emergency."


 


"No, I wouldn't either," he agreed, staring at
her. "You're Area 51 personnel," he realized. She nodded. "Why
did you want them?"


 


"They're alien!"


 


"No, they're only half Asgard warrior," he said
dryly. "And I do mean the type that flies around New York with his hammer
and winged hat, not the short one." She shuddered. He walked the kids off.
"I'm taking them to safety."


 


"Yes, sir. Thank you," an officer said.
"We'll need a formal statement."


 


"I'll have an MP take one, Officer...."


 


"Creghold." He dug out his card and handed it over.
"That's my email and the local fax number, sir."


 


"I can do that. Thank you." He got them back to
the city, watching Artemis go heave into a bush. "Medics to help the
pregnant woman and MP's to take a statement," he called. They came rushing
out. "Someone stupid decided they wouldn't mind being forced to give over
genetic material."


 


Doctor Keller snorted. "Idiots."


 


"Great ones. Guys, the LAPD needs statements." He
handed over the card. "To them please." They nodded, walking the
three kids off. Artemis had some cold water and a cool compress for her neck.
It was helping some. John searched, not able to find Dawn. He found Clint and
sent that at Phil. He got back a warm mental pat. Then suddenly everything felt
like Xander was losing his temper. "Huh, Xander's about to kill some more
people." He walked off, he wasn't going to help or hinder that one. Xander
was going to be just fine handling it.


 


***


 


Clint finally broke free and went to find his wife. He found
a gun too and it was going to be messy. He ran into Cap and the SHIELD teams on
the way. "She's in some sort of infirmary." They nodded, finding it
and busting in. The nurse screamed but Tony sedated her with a repulsor blast.
"Dawn?" he asked, patting her. He looked at the IV bag. Antibiotics
and some hormones. He found the medical records, looking through them to find
her. "What the fuck?" he demanded at one. He read it. It had his
picture and not his name. "Cap, major issue. We have clones." He held
it up. Tony took it to look over. "Here, Dawn's," he said, handing it
over. Tony put a beaming tracker on her and it took her, IV bag on her chest
and all. They found the room number and went to look. Clint found his clone,
nodding. "We're busting out. C'mon."


 


"Who're you?"


 


"Clint Barton. Let's go." He nodded, taking a gun
to help out on the way out. SHIELD agents were ripping the rest of the facility
apart. "One extra," he reported.


 


"Great," Steve said. "We're SHIELD,
sir."


 


"I've heard of you." They got beamed back by
Stark, while he and Steve stayed to help find the rest of the problems.


 


Phil looked up. "Someone's upset Xander." He sent
a thought at him and nodded once. "That's a good reason. Someone's trying
the same thing on Buffy's DNA."


 


"Any idea who?" Clint asked.


 


"Area 51. JARVIS, I need O'Neill found."


 


"He's at the mountain, sir. Shall I call him?"


 


"No, I'll go get him." He flashed off after a look
at Clint and Natasha. They'd watch over Dawn for him. "We have a problem
and it's Area 51."


 


"They're not us." He looked at him.


 


"They're making clones. Xander said he spotted a lot of
clones being created."


 


"Fuck!"


 


"Exactly." He took him with him. O'Neill stopped
it the easy way by shooting the cloning tanks.


 


Xander looked at him. "Thanks, I wasn't sure where to
hit."


 


"There's a few choice spots on alien Asgard tech."
He stomped over to see what was going on. They weren't even half-formed yet.
Buffy's clone was almost looking like a fetus but not fully. He saw the tags
and growled. "I need McKay and Sheppard." Phil got them. "McKay,
break this in a critical way before I have to meet your clones."


 


"Excuse me? Who in the fucking hell cloned me without
my permission!" Rodney shouted.


 


"Area 51." He shot him a look. "Break the
shit." He came over to push them out of the way and check what was going
on then breaking it so everything was charred. He got the others, looking at
John when he found his. John shuddered.


 


Xander pointed. "I had one, Buffy had one."


 


"Fuck 'em, they're toast," John said, looking at
his brother. Phil nodded he liked that idea. Xander nodded too. "May
we?" he asked formally.


 


"You can and will get help doing so." He looked at
O'Neill. "Handle the mortals. There's no way they can take immortal DNA
and process it."


 


"Doctor Keller can."


 


"It wasn't supposed to get out," John reminded
him. "None of that stuff, sir."


 


"It hasn't."


 


John pointed. "Iratus in a jar?" He looked and
blanched. "I think it has, at least to them."


 


"We'll figure it out," Phil said, calling that in.
The local sub-office had teams there within minutes. "Any DNA samples you
find, log in, and unless they're someone you're not seeing here or Miss Buffy
Summers' sample, destroy it so it's never found." They nodded.
"Anyone unusual, we'll ask them." They nodded, taking control of the
scene.


 


"I can't break this one," Rodney said with a
point. "It's not in use yet but it's been tampered with and it's trying to
start a sample." He checked. "Two vials, marked with numbers."
The agents took them to put them into a sealed container. Xander got Rodney
moved and threw a powerball at it. It exploded. "That works," he
decided. He looked at John. "Can you do that?"


 


"Not as well. I'm a lot lower power than Xander is. He
can suck off Phil's powers if he needs to."


 


"Huh." He walked over to find their notes.
"Here, sample index."


 


"Let's go yell at people," O'Neill said. John took
him and Rodney back to the mountain so they could call the higher ups to scream
at them.


 


Xander looked at Phil. "There's one in South America
using some of theirs."


 


"We can help them stop it as well." Xander nodded,
calling those gods to handle their own people. They got very pissed off and
went to beat them to death. Xander and Phil went back to Stark to check on
Dawn.


 


"The hormones aren't hurting her," Doctor Pigalli
said quietly and calmly. "It might actually help some. The antibiotics are
a lot stronger than her prescription and it's looking like it might be helping.
Her white count is down." They nodded. "She's only under light
sedation. She'll be up in a few hours." She looked at Clint.


 


"No, they didn't dart me and I didn't sleep. They
didn't need mine until they got hers anyway."


 


"True, a warm transfer is always best." He nodded.
"Let's move you guys to your usual room."


 


"Andrew's in it," one of the nurses said.
"For that bite."


 


"We can take up a corner," Clint assured them.
"We've got to be up and down to go handle the kids anyway." She
nodded, letting them check on the kids then sit with Dawn. She got the others.


 


Doctor Pigalli looked at the not-Clint. "Is this like
the mini you out in LA?"


 


"No, Doc; I'm pretty sure they cloned him."


 


"Huh." She pulled out a swab. "DNA test to
make sure and I'll be pulling health checking bloodwork only." He nodded.
She did those and got him settled on a bed near the trio. They could keep each
other calm. She ran it, frowning at the medical file that had been handed over.
"Great." She brought it over to let him see it. "I'm
sorry," she said quietly.


 


He read it over, nodding. "Okay, so this means
what?"


 


"Implanted memories," she said quietly.
"We'll know more in a few hours."


 


"SHIELD has a memory scanning device," Phil said
quietly, walking over. "We can use it to see what they implanted in the
way of subconscious orders or memories."


 


He nodded. "I might take you up on that. Is she okay? I
heard her fighting in the infirmary. I know they carried a few bodies
out."


 


Clint grinned. "Dawn's a deadly bitch when she wants to
be." He walked over. "We'll deal. I've got a half-brother somewhere
in LA on the run. We had a brother but he died recently." Tony shuddered.
"Sorry, Stark."


 


"No, I would've tortured."


 


Clint looked at him. "She said if she knew I was going
to show up she would've saved me the trouble."


 


"Me too." He patted him on the arm. "So, any
good with a bow?" he asked.


 


"Guns, not a bow." He looked at Clint. "You
use a bow?"


 


"Yeah." He grinned. "My favorite
weapon." Andrew wandered in. "Why are you out of bed?"


 


"Dressing needs changed."


 


"What did you do?" Tony asked. "I haven't
heard a thing from you two."


 


"Patty's friend in Profiling called a hellhound somehow
so we had to take it down because it was heading for Liz to cuddle her."
He held up his arm. "Slightly poisonous spit."


 


Tony grimaced. "Why didn't you tell us?"


 


"You were already off to rescue Dawn. Bucky helped.
They're impervious to bullets. Liz cried some but Pepper got her calmed down
with Callia's pets." He let the nurse change the bandage. "I can hang
out in here if you guys want to take the big bed."


 


"We're fine," Clint promised. "Go rest.
Caro's probably going to pounce you soon."


 


"Too late. MB yelled at me for handling it." He
shook his head. "Then she stomped off when I asked if it was a mood
swing." Clint grinned. "It's fine. She'll come cuddle later." He
went back there, snuggling in with his daughter and wife since she was back.
"They found Dawn and a not-Clint."


 


"Huh." She stroked over his hair. "I don't
like you doing hero stuff, 'Drew. You scare me because then I'd lose you."


 


He kissed her. "You're not losing me." She nodded,
squeezing the hand she was holding. Caroline was snoring between them. It
worked for them for now.


 


***


 


Phil appeared in the halls of Congress. Two others appeared
with him. They walked off, going to handle a problem. They ran into Ares.
"Are you in my way?" he asked quietly.


 


"No. I know where they're hiding."


 


"Two of them are in the Senate theater and the other's
in his office," Phil said. "We have trackers."


 


Ares frowned. "Who are you after?" He manifested
the file. Ares grimaced. "I thought you were here after the other
set." He let him see that file. Phil handed it to an agent after reading
it. Ares smirked. "Nice delegating."


 


"Do you want to help them or should I call
Sheppard?"


 


John appeared dressed in his formal uniform. "Me? Of
course I'll help. I want to talk to the person who was trying to make me a
clone."


 


Ares shuddered. "Oh, Gaia, that's a horrible
thought." John smirked. The junior agent handed over the file. John read
it and grimaced. "Coming?"


 


"Definitely. That's more important than my clone. Phil,
tell me if you need help." He nodded, heading into the Senate chamber.
John and Ares walked off with two of the agents. A Secret Service agent got in
their way so John held up the file. He read it and got out of their way,
walking off calling his boss.


 


Phil walked down the hall and to the head desk to talk to
the Pro Tempore President of the Senate. "Sir, Agent Coulson with SHIELD.
We need to have a very quiet talk so we can remove two members from the floor
quietly." 


 


"Are they under arrest?" he said in a normal tone
of voice.


 


"Yes. They have endangered national security by pulling
together a group of agents from other countries to forcibly kidnap, rape or
gather genetic material, and had intentions of breeding them." The
President of the Senate shuddered. "We already have one fully aged clone
of an agent, sir. We're finding that they programmed him to take out other
agents for them."


 


"Dirt," he muttered. "Who?" Phil handed
over the file. "Agreed. Quietly?"


 


"I'd like that. That's totally up to them. The other is
in his office by what we're tracking." That got a nod and the file was
handed back. Phil pointed. They walked over to the staring senators and grabbed
the two to walk them off.


 


"What's the meaning of this?" another demanded.
"You can't just arrest them."


 


"Ma'am, they're partially behind a plan to kidnap and
rape certain agents so they can gather genetic material," Phil told her.
"They are under arrest for national security breaches. They've shared
classified material that they shouldn't have had access to. Including some SGC
data." She sat down. "Thank you for not making this more problematic
than it was." He walked off, going to gather the other one from his
office. He was trying to sneak out so Phil had to jog a bit but he was still in
excellent shape. He caught him going out the back entryway. He walked him
around in cuffs, reciting his rights to him. "Did we Miranda them?"
The lesser agents nodded, taking that one to put into the car. He checked with
John, who said they were coming. They had only missed one and Ares was tracking
him. Those got put into the van and the folder handed over. Then John went to
help Ares. Phil got them back to the nearest base so they could be formally
arrested. 


 


No one was going to get this sort of idea started.


 


***


 


Joyce smiled at the President as she walked into his office.
"You yelled, sir?"


 


"He couldn't wait to arrest them afterward?"


 


"No. I'm sorry but it needed to be seen. They did very
bad things. Agent Barton's clone is a very nice young man. He's a bit worried
but we're handling things nicely for him. Including his new identity. We're
still trying to calm down Dr. McKay about the one they started for him."
The president shuddered. "If they were done more quietly, someone may try
it again. Though, should *I* get hold of them, we're going to be having a
discussion about why they thought I needed another daughter." The
president scooted back. "Agent Coulson was very polite and subtle, sir.
That's why we sent him instead of an action team."


 


"He was. Very subtle. Very polite."


 


She smiled. "I've always admired Phil's manners. That's
why I didn't mind when he and Xander ended up together. He does very
nicely."


 


"I'm sure he does." She smiled. "Captain
Rogers was supposed to come."


 


"Captain Rogers is still screaming at generals, sir.
Something about trying to destroy this world that he's fought so long and hard
trying to protect, especially from people who had ideas about human
experimentation."


 


"I can see that point." He cleared his throat.
"Thank you, Mrs. Banner."


 


"You're welcome." She smiled. "I think I'll
find that darling little tea shop Maria told me about for lunch." She
left, going to find it. Her temporary driver/bodyguard should know where it was
or how to find the phone book.


 


The president shivered. "At least she didn't spank me,"
he muttered. He hadn't believed the reports from SHIELD agents saying that
Joyce was a scary parent but now he knew. He called the Pentagon to see how
many of his generals had committed suicide to get away from Captain Rogers. He
was shocked at the answer of 'none' but he did hear shouting in the background.
He'd check later, when the screaming was done with.


 


***


 


Dawn blinked awake. She blinked at the guy across the aisle
from her. "Hey, Dawn Summers." This clearly wasn't Clint or Gamble.


 


"Aaron Cross."


 


"Oh, cool." She looked around. "Stark?"
He nodded. "Wonderful. Doc, I'm getting up," she bellowed.


 


"Lay your ass down, Summers, you have a line," a
male voice called. "Your spouses are feeding the kids and will be right
back."


 


She sat up, blinking in the office. "I have to poop,
Shivs. Can't I do that?"


 


"Please do." He smiled.


 


"If you want a specimen, I'd be prepared to find a
spoon." She got up with a groan, looking at the line taped to her leg.
"Yeah, not going to happen." She grabbed a clamp on her way to the
bathroom and clipped it off then yanked it out with a hiss of pain.
"Ow." She sat down and smiled as things worked as they should.
"Better." She came out after flushing and washing her hands, handing
the doc the catheter bag. "With the pain I'm in, it's all the same."
She climbed back into her bed, staring at Aaron. "We're all a bit nuts
around here. It's all the geniuses sucking it from the rest of us." He
cracked a smile. "So.... long lost half-brother?"


 


"Clone apparently."


 


Dawn nodded. "Doc, can I go kill someone?"


 


"Too late."


 


"Fine. Spoil my fun."


 


"Spoil your spawn, Summers. They could use it. Philip's
pouty."


 


"At least he's not trying to kill one sister so he only
has one." Shivs came to the door to stare at her. She nodded. "Philip
did not want any sister beyond Shamira."


 


"Is he better?"


 


"We hope so."


 


Natasha walked in. "He's fine." She took a kiss
and smiled. "Food?"


 


"Please?"


 


"Clint's grabbing some." She stared at her.
"Did you pull your own catheter?"


 


"Not like I could ache more than I do."


 


"The IV has your antibiotics," Shiv said, coming
over to check it. "We've got you on some strong stuff." Dawn yawned
but nodded. "Your OB came in to check on you. He's going to do another
scraping this weekend probably. He can use our surgical room." He pushed
her back down. By the time Clint got there she was half asleep. She woke up for
soup. Shivs smiled, coming over to check on his other patient. "Dawn's the
administrative assistant to the CEO," he said quietly. "There's been
a number of times that she's been in here after a kidnaping attempt."


 


"She seems perky."


 


"Sometimes. Some other guy that got pulled from his own
realm called her his mean, dark angel." He grinned. "Dawn's a fun
girl." Someone stomped in. "Hi, Chris."


 


"Daddy?" he demanded.


 


"He's at SHIELD, Chris," Clint said.


 


Chris stared at him. "Skates?"


 


"Hell no I'm not giving you skates. You nearly ran over
Philip earlier." Chris pouted. "Yay?" The baby fussed.
"Kiddo, that doesn't work on me. The only one that fusses and I give in is
Dawn. Not even my own son gets away with that." Chris pouted worse with
the fussing. "Sorry. Go ask Mommy Pepper." Chris shook his head,
stomping off.


 


"Chris, please go make sure Philip's being a good big
brother to his sisters," Dawn called. "Tell them about skates too so
they're warned." He ran off with a cheer.


 


"I have used that same distraction technique to
distract the kitten," Natasha said. Beya walked in with the girls. Philip
was bouncing behind her. "Good evening, Philip. Hi, girls."


 


Philip beamed. "I went poop."


 


"Great job. Soon it'll all be big boy underwear,"
Clint said, giving him a hug. Philip beamed.


 


"He missed the potty," Beya said. "But
thankfully the litterbox is easily cleaned. Even if Callia's cats were very
confused and so was Callia when she found him due to Xander dog barking."
She walked off. "They were just fed and changed."


 


"Thank you, Beya," Dawn called. "Let us know
how much we owe you for the babysitting."


 


"They calmed Maeve down, Dawn. It was a good
thing."


 


She smiled. "I'm very proud you helped Maeve."
They kept sleeping. She shifted so Philip could crawl up to stare at them.
"Were you a good boy today?"


 


"Nope." He beamed. "We colored and
fixed."


 


"Fixed what?" Clint asked.


 


"Blocks," he said with an evil grin.


 


Tony strolled in. "He rearranged Callia's block project
on her. Made her pouty for hours on end. They also decided to get into the
holographic paint program, thanks to Liz, and painted her room on her. It took
her nearly an hour to get it the right shade again." Dawn shook her head.
"Though, Callia was highly unamused that she would have to clean his poop
out of the litter box. I cleaned it for her. She was not a happy genius."


 


"I have no idea how to handle that," Dawn
admitted. She looked at Philip. "Remember, you're a boy and boys poop in
potties." He meowed. Aaron tried not to laugh. "Oh, we know. Go
ahead." She looked at Philip again. "Try to use the big boy potty?
Please?"


 


"Good boy?" he asked.


 


"Yes, you're a good boy as long as you were good to
both sisters."


 


"Toy?"


 


"I'll get you one on the way home," Clint said. He
patted his son on the back. The son grinned at him and patted both sisters,
though he patted Alexina half as long. "We'll figure it out."


 


"I'm a bit worried he'll only tell us if Shamira's
having problems," Dawn said quietly.


 


"He'll tell us when she needs changed but not when Lexi
does," Natasha agreed. "We're working on it. We'll talk to the coven
here." She smoothed down Lexi's hair. Philip scowled at her. "I can
take care of both girls."


 


"Not yours."


 


"So? Dawn gave birth to you and I still take care of
you."


 


"Mine," he pouted.


 


"I am your mother but she did give birth to you."
She hugged him. He snuggled in. "We'll figure it out as you get
older."


 


"Dawn, did anyone tell you that Artemis is
pregnant?" Clint asked.


 


"Awww!" Clint smiled. "That's so great! I'll
hug her when I get out of here."


 


"Tomorrow," Shivs said.


 


"Fine, tomorrow. After Dr. Arams gets here?"


 


"Probably." She nodded. "Then some rest this
weekend." She nodded again. "Good girl." He went back into his
office.


 


"Dawn, we're still trying to figure out how to set
Aaron up."


 


Dawn smiled at him. "There's a family safehouse
apartment in Brooklyn. You can use it for now. We can work on getting you real
papers." He smiled. "Then we'll see what you want to do or if you
want to drift around to other safehouses."


 


"Thanks."


 


"Not a problem. You're family." He grinned and
went back to his magazine.


 


Clint kissed her, earning a grin. "I got all those
files from a contact of Nat's in England." Dawn slowly shook her head.
"Yeah, all the stuff that they had on you. Including the farms and the
backup identity in case of emergencies. Which they all decided was reasonable
after they read the 'I saved myself' files." He stared at her. "I
nearly yanked out all my hair, Dawn."


 


"You're the one who had me go in to see if I could
rescue those girls in that people sale." Tony choked and spluttered,
shaking his head. "He did!"


 


"I did. I thought she could go in as a buyer but they
ended up deciding she was a great selling item. So we had to get her and the
girls they were selling out. Unfortunately the locals weren't all that
interested in arresting them for selling teenage girls. We fixed that shit
quickly enough through a contact of mine." Dawn patted him on the arm.
"I'm not talking about that. I'm talking about the jewel thing."


 


"What jewel thing?" she asked.


 


"Don't try." He grinned. "You went back to
the same artist guy."


 


"Twice," she quipped. "And I looked great in
feathers and I looked incredible in the leaves too." She smiled. "My
backup identity does that sort of modeling."


 


Clint nodded. "We got the portfolio you left in France.
They wanted to see the weapons so they casually strolled around, without
putting in anything like a listening device since they knew we'd find them, and
found it on your desk. They nicely scanned it in too. So we have a full
set."


 


"The one in France was the showier ones that I use
whenever I apply for a new one."


 


"Where's the rest?" Natasha asked.


 


"In the vault in New Zealand? If I had felt better I
might've made myself feel sexier by going to be an artist's model.
Unfortunately not likely soon since I feel frumpy and fat."


 


"You're not fat," Clint said.


 


"You're seven pounds underweight," Shivs yelled
from the office. "Finish dinner, woman."


 


"I did. Thanks, Doc."


 


"I want to see," Tony said. "Since I'm kinda
like a parent to you, I want to be able to nag you about it, Dawn."


 


"Have JARVIS hack it, boss."


 


"It's not online. We printed that out and deleted the
email," Natasha said.


 


"No, it's on my tablet that he gave us in
Guatemala," Clint said with a grin.


 


"JARVIS," Tony called.


 


"I'm accessing it now and saving it down, sir. Very
tasteful and beautiful, Dawn."


 


"Thank you, JARVIS. It made me feel very pretty and
sexy."


 


"Though I do believe the one with the garbage may be a
bit too risque. Mr. Stark does have to watch his heart."


 


"It was for a recycling thing," Dawn quipped with
a grin at Tony.


 


Tony logged on through the nurse's desk system in the corner,
looking through them quickly. He paused at the 'garbage' one, which had Dawn
suggestively posed with bits and pieces of recycled garbage and a few whole
things like a green glass wine bottle over her breasts and an old, wrinkled
newspaper over her crotch. He moaned and moved on but the feather one made him
log off and go stand under a cold shower clothed.


 


"Which one got that response?" Dawn asked.


 


"He was viewing the feathered one," the AI said.
"I find it very tasteful yet erotic." Dawn grinned.


 


Clint kissed her. "Considering I pounced Nat and nearly
chased her around the apartment when I saw that one, I don't blame him if he's
in the shower." He took another kiss and picked up the girls. "C'mon,
we'll let Mommy rest. We'll come pick her up tomorrow after her doctor does
mean things to her insides so she feels better." 


 


Natasha took her own kiss with a wink before she strolled
off. "I need to get back into that sort of shape as well."


 


Clint pushed her against the wall to kiss her. "Nat,
how sore are you?"


 


"Minimally." She smirked and took Philip to carry.
"Come, we will eat dinner at home." He pouted. "We have food and
the cats to drop things for." He cheered. They went home to eat, put the
kids down after a bath, and then perhaps Natasha would get some pouncing in.
Though they did share with Dawn so she could vicariously enjoy it with them.


 


***


 


The next morning, while Clint was waiting on Dawn to get
done with the scraping, he decided he was going to be a bit evil. He sent a few
of the semi-inflammatory pictures to Benji and his half-brother. Gamble needed
to come out of hiding. Benji needed to choke and he'd share with Ethan, who
would groan and go do something like work for a bit instead of trying to climb
the outside of buildings in Hong Kong. He put his phone up and smiled at Aaron.
"I told Gamble about you so he doesn't freak out if you run into
him."


 


"Thanks. What's he like?"


 


"Pretty bad and a badass. Former SWAT in LA.
Sniper." That got a nod and a smile. "He's always been respectful of
Dawn. Even Barney was but that might be because the first time they met she
shot him with my bow."


 


"I'd probably be nice to the lady that shot me
too," Aaron agreed. "Is she okay?"


 


"The birth was hard on her and she's got some leftover
problems." That got a nod of understanding. "She'll be okay. It's
just going to drive us nuts because she's too sore to even cuddle."


 


"I guess that happens."


 


"Sometimes." The doctor came out. "Doc?"
He looked over. "She okay?"


 


"She's fine, Clint. The kidnaping didn't hurt her any.
They had her on some good, strong antibiotics. The infection's clearing up
well. I think I figured out what happened. I used the little camera to get a
closer look at that tearing and I put in a few retaining stitches to help her
heal." Clint nodded. "It's looking good but it'll still probably be
at least a month."


 


"That's fine. I can keep it at cuddling for the next
few weeks, or longer if we need to. I'll miss it but I'd rather have Dawn
pain-free."


 


"Good man." He patted him on the shoulder.
"She'll be out in about twenty. Give her an hour or so to wake up, then
you can go home."


 


"Okay. Thanks, Doc."


 


"Welcome."


 


"Doc, the clips?"


 


"They did," he complained. "Any idea
why?"


 


"I heard 'unnatural' and that's about it," Clint
admitted.


 


"Oh, that problem. Okay, well, she's looking a bit like
there's some scar tissue anyway so it'll probably be okay." Clint nodded
at that. "I'll check later on, when she's healed." He smiled and went
back to his regular Saturday schedule.


 


Clint leaned back and flipped open his magazine again. His
phone blinked at him so he looked at the first message. He snickered.
"Gamble said I'm evil." He went to the second one. "Aww, Benji
said he saw one with her and nearly freaked out." He smirked. "And
Hunt said that's mean because now Benji wants to drink away the nasty thoughts.
Awwww." He responded to them and laughed. He sent over another one.
Benji's 'that's evil' was followed by one from Gamble that said the same thing
with a few more swears. He put his phone up and told Natasha that, earning a
'quit being mean to them before they try to shoot you' back. He'd tell Dawn
later. Dawn liked to tease Benji.


 


Aaron watched this going on and wondered if the dirty nature
was inherited or not.


 


Clint got an idea and sent those pictures to Phil. For some
reason a few minutes later he heard choking and spluttering. He grinned at his
magazine. Even if Aaron was staring up strangely; it'd get explained to him
sometime.


 


***


 


Phil quit choking in the cafeteria at SHIELD and sighed, shaking
his head. "Barton needs something to do."


 


Maria came over to see what had made her senior agent choke.
She blinked. "Interesting composition." He showed her the other two.
She broke out in a mild bout of sweating. "Very interesting. When is he
off paternity leave?"


 


"Not anytime soon with Dawn being a bit ill." He
looked at her. "I'm sure there were worse in her portfolio."


 


"Why was she doing such things?"


 


"She said it made her feel sexy and sensual."


 


"I can see that point," she admitted. "Maybe
they'll find another way." She walked off to go find a cool place to
stand. She was a bit warm now.


 


Phil sent them to Jensen's phone. That way he could show
Xander. He put his phone up and finished his lunch. He'd need the calories to
deal with a playful Barton later.


 


***


 


Jensen looked at his phone instead of the recruits he was
making sorry for calling him a stupid geek. They were not enjoying the enhanced
obstacle course, complete with slingshots firing rocks and fireball shooters.
He blinked at the pictures. "Xander, your spouse forwarded pictures from
Barton," he called. "And suddenly I want my groupies."


 


Xander came over to look. So did Roque. "Wow,"
Roque said. He walked off. "Someone needs a Dawn leash."


 


Xander smiled. "She looks good in them." He went
to show John since he was on his city. "Dawn."


 


He took the phone to look at the pictures, blinking.
"Someone has a great eye." He handed it back with a grin. "Very
hot."


 


"They are." He grinned. "Clint sent them to
Phil."


 


"I'll see if he has more." Xander went back to the
recruits to save them from Jensen. John adjusted his seriously needy body part
and got back to reports. He needed to date.


 


***


 


Sean and Diana looked at their dance class instructor. They
had both picked this as a PE requirement because it was open and easy.
"Can't I have someone besides my sister?" Sean asked politely.
"I don't really want to grab her most of the time unless I'm shaking sense
into her."


 


Diana looked at him. "Who was it that nearly got beaten
for nagging me about my totally appropriate shirts?"


 


"Surely you two danced together at home," the
teacher said with a smile.


 


"Ma'am, we were raised somewhere that was fairly
restrictive and we were too young to join in the village parties when they had
them. No, we did not really dance at home."


 


"Aww, I thought you were from here in the US."


 


"We are, but we were still mostly raised on Asgard.
Which is like the Middle Ages with a lot of snow." The teacher scowled.
"Really."


 


One of the other students laughed. "Her sister showed
up in fantasy chainmail armor."


 


"My sister earned her armor," Sean corrected.
"She took the training with the Sword Sisters and she earned that highest
honor mark as well." The guy gaped. Sean nodded. "Not that I liked it
but she felt she should be able to protect her home and future spawn."


 


Diana shrugged. "She can have some for me too. I do not
want kids." Sean grinned. "Shut up, Sean."


 


"Fine."


 


"There's an odd number of girls," the teacher
complained.


 


Sean shrugged. "I'll gladly take someone other than my
sister. From what we saw online some of these are supposed to be sexy and I
don't like my sister that way." The teacher blushed as she walked off.


 


"That's strange considering how often you used to
complain about people staring at my chest," Diana said sarcastically,
pulling her hair up into a ponytail.


 


"That's because you looked like a slut, and I'm telling
Auntie you're bringing that up in front of strangers."


 


"Go right ahead. She's in surgery today."


 


"She's not okay?" Sean asked, starting to scowl.


 


"Something tore when she had the baby. They're working
on it today."


 


"Oh. I guess that happens sometimes." He shrugged.
"I don't know anything about childbirth and I'm hoping some mean goddess
doesn't change that some day." The others stared. He nodded quickly.
"Freya," he muttered. "Tried to get my uncle." They all
shuddered.


 


Diana grinned at them. "Oh, yes. A few times. Mom said
it was fun to watch them yell though." She looked around. There were two
too many girls. "I'll take the spare girl," she offered.


 


"That's fine. If it won't make either of you feel
uncomfortable."


 


"I'm not into girls. Some day I want to find out what
sort of guy I like but it's definitely not another girl." One of them
laughed so she was her partner and Sean got the other one. That left one spare
girl but they'd handle that. Maybe Sean would be gallant and help her too. He
did have nice manners thanks to their father and Uncle Phil's training.


 


***


 


Callia smiled at the guy she had wanted to talk to.
"Hi, Professor, do you have a few minutes to talk to a possible future
student?"


 


"Sure," he agreed, putting aside his papers.
"Are you coming to math?"


 


"Engineering so I figure I'll end up taking enough from
your department to qualify as a heavy minor or a double major."


 


"They do go together." He smiled. "You're how
old?"


 


"Ten."


 


"When are you graduating?"


 


"This year if I don't protest." He groaned.
"Which I am. I'm in no means ready to start college."


 


"That's why you came to talk to me."


 


She smiled. "That and I figured once I got on campus
I'd pick a teacher to be a sort of mentor. Someone who I could go talk to about
the stresses of being on a campus so young."


 


"When are you thinking?"


 


"I think sixteen would be okay. I'm not sure if I want
to go that far away from home and we have a home locally. It just seems *safer*
to be closer to home."


 


"It can be but being somewhere so different can also
give you new challenges to think about. You're not around the same people that
think the same way."


 


"I'm around geeks all day." She shook her head.
"No one thinks the same way."


 


"Who are you?"


 


"I'm sorry, my manners are deplorable and Mommy Pepper
and Stepmommy Steve would be horrified. I'm Callia Stark." He smiled.
"The going to college early thing runs in the family. And frankly, a few
more years of tinkering in the lab at home with our peer review practices means
that I can have help when I get stuck and frustrated. Anyway. I've taken these
classes," she said, handing over her transcript. "And the last page
is my current schedule from the day school Auntie Dawn found me. Next year I'll
actually be attending regular school but with how far ahead I am, they said if
I had a college choice I could start taking some subtle mandatories through
them during my class day."


 


"That's not a bad idea. I had a lot of college prep
classes myself." He looked it over. "You've done a lot of math
work."


 


"It's a foundation of what I do. I learned numbers
before words." She grinned. "I used to complain that letters were
harder than numbers and animals."


 


"They can be sometimes." He smiled. "Why here
and not MIT? If I remember right, I heard your father went there."


 


"MIT is *nice* but it's also a lot 'this is how you
design a bridge, a car, a robot' and I've been helping around the labs since I
was old enough to wander after people and bug them until they taught me
something. I've helped the people that created our Roomba army and I've helped
them with laser applications and all sorts of things. I've been designing on my
own now for years. I don't.... I know they have stuff I can learn from them but
I overheard one of the teachers telling Dad I was doing the same work as one of
their masters candidates and she'd like to compare them. Which isn't fair to me
or them. Is there a support group for kid geniuses? The other kids at the young
engineer's competition looked at me like I was an alien lifeform. I felt like I
should go put on an SGC patch or something. Especially since I spent most of
the time talking with Uncles Rodney and Radek."


 


"There's not really a support organization but as you
get further into the field and get contacts you'll find people who appreciate
you for your mind. Usually around your master's program."


 


"A lot of them look at me and go 'oh, you're just like
a clone of your father'. Which I'll take from Dad but not from them."


 


"I got a few really odd looks too. So why us?"


 


"You guys aren't doing the standard things. You have
weird ideas, which I do too. My first design was a rocket powered self-rocking
cradle." He smiled. "I have a set of rocket powered roller skates at
home if I can find where Dad hid them from my little brother." She
shifted. "I want to be around people who'll see my brain, not my age.
Somewhere that reminds me of the labs at Stark, where it's all free thinking and
free flowing and 'hey that's a great idea, let's try that' all the time. Except
for some chemists." She grimaced but let it clear up. "Even the OCD
guy is a bit less uptight than a few of our chemists." She shifted again.
"I want to find mentors that'll tell me when I have a weird idea that
probably won't work. Dad won't lie to me but he'll move around it as 'well, the
parts and labor costs to make it would be really high so normal people couldn't
afford it' and things like that. It's also why we have a suggestion board that
looks over creations to see if they're something that people might like to
buy."


 


"That's not a bad idea," he agreed.


 


"I want a mentor that's more blunt. It's a shit idea
and this is why. I know I'll get it when I'm older."


 


"Sometimes."


 


"Auntie Dawn is a lot more blunt. She has these little
stick on wings that she puts on you when you have a crackhead idea. I've worn
them a few times. Then I figured out why and mostly changed them so they were
more in line with reality. Though she still didn't like the mini-void cyclone
powered vacuum cleaner idea I got. I'm still trying to figure out how to make
the power core because it might be useful for other things. I told that to Dad
and he showed me what I needed to study to work on one then he sent me at Uncle
Rodney because he deals with other energy sources more than Dad does. 


 


"He agreed I needed to study a few things before I
attempted it. No one ever tries to discourage me from anything I want to think
up and I know I'm drifting in and out of what's really a good idea. That's why
I want somewhere that's kinda like the labs but I'd have a mentor. Plus someone
I could talk to about how much it sucks being a teenager on a campus and being
unable to date."


 


"I think you'll like it here. There's not many programs
that are that way. We do encourage a lot of self-guided work and project work
at the upper levels, after you've gotten the classes out of the way. I think,
in the four to six years you're planning, you might come in about ready to graduate
with some project hours." She nodded. "I think we'd be a good fit and
we'd love to have you temping over in math too." She grinned. "I
think you have some reasonable concerns and suggestions of what would help
you." She nodded. "Have you decided a focus of study within
engineering?"


 


"I'm thinking computer but I'm not certain. If there
was a combined one it might be easier. I talked to them about that and the
people over there said they could do a combined thing somehow. Not sure about
all that. He went way over my head about course loads and my age. He barely
looked at my transcripts and I think he only liked me for my name."


 


"It's possible. Colleges do run on grants and alumni
who are wealthy are talked into donating a lot."


 


"I know. I've seen that same look on some people in the
stores when they figure out who I am. Some day I might like to be a single name
diva." She grinned. "Just Callia instead of Callia Stark."


 


"That's nice at times but then people never leave you
alone."


 


"The reporter types drive me nuts now because I'm
Daddy's daughter and things about Auntie Dawn. I suffer their existence; unless
I'm using them to vent or something I ignore them. Liz likes to suck up to
them."


 


He smiled. "That happens at times." He handed her
back the transcripts. "Wait if you can. Sixteen was easier than fourteen.
I know we don't like to take people before fifteen. Also, you should talk to
Doctor Fredericks over there."


 


"He was out. He's who I scheduled with."


 


"Let me call someone." He called another office.
"Larry, have you seen Fredericks? I have a potential genius student for
him. No, not physics. Engineering."


 


"I have taken the first physics class and I understood
why but I kept going 'but that's not an absolute and I can try to find a way to
change that'," she admitted with a slight grimace.


 


He laughed. "Yes, she's one of those, Larry.
Please." He hung up. "He'll call him to see where he is." A few
minutes later they were interrupted by an older man with graying hair.


 


"There you are."


 


"I came to see you but I talked to Dr. Morgans for over
an hour because he said you weren't here."


 


He shook his head. "He's hunting donations for a new
building." He shook her hand. "I see you've met another
prodigy."


 


"I think every prodigy should have someone who understands
the ways we drive ourselves nuts beyond what the normal student has."


 


"It's a good idea," the math teacher agreed with a
smile.


 


She grinned. "Plus I'll have to see you a bunch
anyway." He laughed. She handed over her transcripts. "I'm trying *really*
hard not to graduate this year."


 


He looked them over. "Wow. You're farther ahead than I
thought."


 


"Dad had me taking three classes at a time. So some I
zipped through and some I dragged in."


 


"Good job, Tony." He went over things.
"There's not really an interdisciplinary degree in engineering with us but
there's a few that might suit you and you can dabble in the other areas. You
can go computer and dabble in the other stuff. You can go structural, which
will give you this but also buildings and other complex structures. There's
mechanical, which is probably your best bet as it has a subset of robotics as
well."


 


"I'm pretty good with robots. I upgraded Andrew and
Jonathan's girl fetching robot last weekend when I was bored."


 


The older teacher laughed. "I've met them. It doesn't
surprise me they did that in their youth." He smiled. "We can handle
this."


 


"I'd like to handle it and the school said I could do
some stuff ahead if I've picked a college."


 


"We can agree to that and yours is a good school. We've
had others from there. Thank you, Charlie."


 


"Welcome. I hope she can find a great home here."


 


"We're a lot like the labs at Stark. I've had a few
students interning and they said the coffee groups and the self-paced and
self-guided things were how they worked but they had peer review."


 


"It helps when I'm stuck," Callia agreed.


 


"It would here too." He walked her off.
"Let's talk to the Dean about how to early admit you next year so you can
get some of the stupid normal things out of the way." She beamed and waved
at Charlie then followed him out talking about her newest design.


 


Charlie smiled. "I was less hyper but she's good."
He got back to his grading. She'd be a credit to their university.


 


***


 


Callia appeared thanks to the beaming satellite that night,
staring at her family. "I am provisionally admitted at Cal Sci so I can do
the boring normal stuff during my school year starting next year." Tony
stared at her, mouth slightly open. "I'm going to be majoring in
mechanical engineering but I'm not allowed to start on-campus classes until I'm
at least fifteen and have to turn sixteen during my first semester." Tony
relaxed. "But," she said, sitting in her seat at the table. "I
talked to another prodigy today to see how they worked things. He went to
Stanford. He's in math so I'll see him a lot anyway. He agreed that all of us
needed a mentor to help us not go nuts and burn out. I think he'll agree to be
mine." Tony smiled and nodded. "I put my official advisor on with the
headmistress so they could work out what and how to do things. They have all
the systems in place, only need things like their syllabi. So I'm okay there
and she praised me for thinking ahead instead of tripping into a four year
problem."


 


"I agreed, it's good thinking but I would've went with
you," Tony said. "Any of us would've went with you."


 


She patted him on the hand with a grin. "Cal Sci is
thirty-five miles from the house and twenty-eight from the compound in Malibu,
Daddy."


 


"That's not bad and when you're on campus you can
commute for the first year or so," Tony agreed.


 


"If I get all the mandatory things like the englishs
and stuff out of the way then I might have a year at that point but they do
have a fantastic masters program as well. Depending on how old I am then and
how restless I might hit another college for my PhD and I might not. Or I might
decide to do a second undergrad in a related field like computer
engineering."


 


"Always wise," Tony agreed. "Masters usually
take two years so you'd be under twenty."


 


"Which is a good age to go see the world," she
quipped with a grin. "Go on a fantabulous world tour to see if I can
figure out if boys are worth putting on the special and usually uncomfortable
underwear for."


 


"No, no we're not," Tony assured her with a smile.
"Any other future plans?"


 


She kissed him on the cheek. "If you die before I do,
I'm going to call you back so you can haunt the company like Grandpa and tell
him to shut up but still nag some of us into having sense." He smiled. She
sat back down again.


 


"Just don't attend two different colleges in different
countries at the same time like your aunt did," Pepper said with a smile.


 


"Nope, I'm not that sort of nerd," Callia quipped.
"We'll let Liz do that."


 


"She might, I'm not sure if she likes languages or
not," Tony admitted. "I still would've went."


 


"Dad, the dean of the engineering school didn't tell
the guy I wanted to talk to I was there. Instead he took me on the tour and
talked to me about my degree choices without even looking at my
transcripts." Tony shook his head. "Doctor Epps called the guy I
wanted to meet with and we went over things. He's the one that took me to the
Dean, who heard 'Stark' and had his eyes light up. Apparently they'd like to
update the engineering complex. The Dean kept telling me it'd be done by the
time I was on campus."


 


"It's almost expected that I'd give to the colleges I
went to and any college my child goes to," Tony said. "That's how
they get funding."


 


"What about a scholarship?" Pepper asked. "We
like that college for interns and new hires."


 


"We do." He considered it. "We have some time
before we get begged." He looked at his daughter. "How did you pay
for the application fee and things?"


 


"I have a savings account?" she reminded him.


 


"That's my job."


 


She smiled. "Then pay me back, Dad."


 


"I can do that." He ruffled her hair. "Great
job, Cal. Next time, let us help though? It's making us feel like you don't
need us."


 


"Of course I need you, Dad. You won't even let me cut
meat with the sharp knives yet."


 


He laughed and hugged her. "That's very true. Just in
case you'd stab Chris." She grinned.


 


Pepper smiled at them. It was good to see. Her daughter was
so grown up now.


 


***


 


Tony walked into an office the next morning, very early for
Tony, and sat down to stare at the teacher. "It's good she could find
someone who was doing things around the same age she is. I was a bit older when
I went to college. I also slacked very hard so I couldn't have gone before
sixteen."


 


Charlie Epps smiled. "She's a charming young woman. You
did a great job with her."


 


"I can't even take half the credit for most of that. I
tried but girls are just alien to me a lot of the time. Thankfully, Pepper and
Dawn helped her a lot." Charlie grinned. "What're they going to push
for?"


 


"They are working toward a new engineering
building."


 


"She heard that and noticed the reaction to the family
name."


 


"She'll get used to that."


 


"Oh, she's used to it. She doesn't like to pay it a lot
of attention." He crossed his feet. "Pepper and I talked last night.
I'm prepared to sit three yearly scholarships for the next ten years. Possibly
being renewed. Some practical application field but not limited to engineering.
Also, there's the Stark International scholarships that are open. We never get
applications from you guys. Need based, all of them, old and new. Once in your
college career. Full tuition and a small stipend."


 


"They'd adore that, Mr. Stark." Tony smiled.
"You might still hear a few 'but the complex would help your daughter'
whines but otherwise they're always looking for scholarships."


 


"Great." He pulled out some papers to toss over.
"That's what Pepper drew up based on what we do with the others. Including
the application form we use for ours." He smiled as he stood up. "She
didn't even tell me she was interviewing colleges."


 


"She's sure that women in the hard fields are rare. She
told Doctor Fredericks that. You made her do a paper on it?"


 


"That used to be her punishment, a research
paper." Charlie smiled. "She's a good kid but she does have a mouth
on her. Sometimes a dirty mouth on her. We try but we're not always successful
with that."


 


"It happens to all kids."


 


"I hope she'll grow out of it. I can imagine her
telling the whole board to go fuck themselves. Not that I haven't." He
smirked. "We need to have a bigger free thinking event."


 


"We host coffee groups to toss around ideas in and also
symposiums. As someone who likes us for interns, you should see some of them.
You could presort applicants based on what they answer. That would let you find
the people with real ideas instead of the it'd be nice if I could hopes. We
have one next week."


 


"We'll be back in New York then but I'll try to catch
one. MIT had some but they were the most boring ever."


 


"Some of our speakers are too. Brilliance doesn't
always shine through when you're lecturing."


 


"No it doesn't," he agreed. "Thank you."
He left, going to look over a few things. The engineering building was old.
Then again, so was his lab building. It was the quality of the people inside,
not the shininess of the building, that proved worth to him. By the time he got
home, Pepper was answering questions about why he had given that program a
scholarship grant and if that was Callia's choice for college. "Remind
them she's ten," Tony said as he walked into the office. He frowned and
pointed at Dawn's desk.


 


Pepper hung up after another 'no comment'.
"Lunch."


 


"Oh yeah, that thing." He grinned. "You want
to join her?"


 


"I already did. She's getting a last minute medical
check too." Tony kissed her then went to get his own food. 


 


They'd handle all this stuff, the same as usual. Because the
company and Iron Man still ran on science and coffee.








52: Spanking Planners
Against Future Old Ones


 


There's a
lot of dumb plots against the kids. Including one by the kids.


 


 


Dawn opened the envelope that had been sent to her at work,
staring at the ring that fell out. It looked like a class ring but it wasn't
marked as being from any school. She hadn't ordered a class ring from any of
the schools she had went to. It had a pretty faux ruby in the center. It had a
scroll around it that had nonsense latin. It didn't have a year or a program on
it but it looked a lot like a standard class ring. She leaned over. Pepper was
on the phone. Her Stark sense said that he was busy in the lab and would bite
if she interrupted to see if he knew what it was. It had her name on it. She
was still staring at it when Natasha came off the elevator. "Did you buy
me a class ring?"


 


"I did not. I don't think you usually wear rings beyond
the obvious one." Dawn let her see that. "That is not a class
ring." She picked it up to look at the stone. "That is definitely not
a class ring." She handed it back. "We will have to see why they sent
you one."


 


She handed over the envelope. "It came in that."


 


Natasha looked, no note. No return address. Nice
handwriting. She sent a thought at Clint, who hurried over. Which piqued
Bruce's interest too. She held up the ring by the band. "Draitmeyer."


 


"Really." He looked at in the light. "That is
their cheap piece of crap entry rings." He looked at the envelope.
"Handwriting looks familiar."


 


"Should I be worried? Is this another flirty bad
guy?" Dawn asked.


 


"No. They're a very weird intelligence group,"
Clint said. "Most of us think they're all cranks but they have some of the
best spies in their pocket."


 


"So is that an invitation?" Bruce asked, taking
the ring to look at. "What's the inscription say?"


 


Natasha took it to look at. "Tunnel three to thee and
seven to heaven. Like the scroll, it means something only to them." She
handed it back to him. "We can see."


 


"Please. I didn't ask to join another group."


 


Clint smiled. "It's not a bad group. It's nothing at
all like SHIELD. They may want your help with something and not know how to
ask. The last one of them I ran into was a pair and one had great old British
lady manners and the other was a punk I was going to damage for his lack of
sense."


 


Dawn smiled. "Worse than the trainees?"


 


"Much worse than the trainees." He took a kiss and
grinned. "We'll ask around." They walked off with it to go over what
they knew.


 


"Summers, sparring," Bucky said quietly.


 


"Exempt until I'm not too sore to stand up, Barnes.
Sorry. Have to kick your ass some other day."


 


"You're what?" Bruce asked.


 


She looked at him. "Had problems. Had to do a spell
that pull it all up at once so I could deliver before she had problems too.
Took half an hour to do a day's labor." Bruce shuddered. "Yeah! So I
have a small tear and an infection clearing up. It'll be at least a month they
said."


 


"Does your mother know?"


 


"The last time I talked to Mom, she said she was a bit
busy, she'd call that weekend, and I haven't heard from her since. That was
about six weeks ago." He groaned. "I have no idea. Right now, I'm not
really happy with that but I figured it was like the thing when I had
Philip."


 


"I'm not sure. I'll ask her, Dawn." He smoothed
some of her hair down then went back to the sparring gym. He needed to call his
wife. She was busy not but that busy. Joyce was usually a lot more hovering over
Dawn.


 


Bucky stared at her. "I...."


 


Dawn stared back since he seemed stuck for words. "If
you're going to apologize, it's accepted as long as the shithead things
change," she said quietly. "If you're trying to spit out that you're
not going to hang out with Nat again, we don't fully mind it. Just the times we
find you two watching stars and things. The things that to us look like
dates." He nodded at that. "We all have friends outside the
relationship but think about it if it was your wife."


 


"I'd have creamed me by now."


 


Dawn nodded. "Probably." She smiled.
"Thankfully I'm sore." He nodded, walking off. "Send Liz my way
if you find her in the next little while please. She's got a baby doc
appointment at two."


 


"I can do that. She was glaring at us for sparring
again." He went back to the Avengers gym, having to walk around Thor and
his wife. "Looking nice, Artemis."


 


"Thank you, Bucky." She smiled. "Are you
sparring?"


 


"Some. Liz, your aunt wants you." She ran off, she
adored Dawn. He smirked. "Baby doctor later."


 


"That happens. We have to trick Philip too," Clint
said. "C'mon, Artemis. You need to keep in practice too."


 


"Yup." She took off the hat and cloak, then looked
at her boots then at him.


 


"They're fine. We'll keep anything away from your
stomach."


 


"Cool, Uncle Clint." She hopped up to work out
with them. Thor watched, staring at his wife. Sean and Diana appeared thanks to
the satellite and groaned, joining in. "No stomach hits," she
reminded them.


 


"You're having enough spawn for both of us, Artie. I
want nothing to endanger them so I don't have to do my fair share."
Artemis hugged her sister and they got back to it. "Uncle Clint, can you
please teach me how not to smite the dance teacher?"


 


"Why are you taking dancing?" Natasha asked.


 


"Easy PE," Sean complained. "We're doing the
basic steps but she wants to keep putting me with my sister. Even after I
pointed out that the later dances are kinda smutty dances and I don't like my
sister like that." Clint burst out laughing and hugged him. "I don't
know what her problem is and why she's into incest but damn!"


 


"The king of put downs is still Rodney," Stark
said as he walked in. "It's probably the height thing. Not too many people
are as tall as you two."


 


"There's three basketball players in there," Diana
complained. "They're with the really short girls. One of the couples looks
like that Aerosmith video about the elevator." Tony shook his head.
"When do we get to see the cousins?" she demanded.


 


"When you go steal them from the daycare?" Clint
suggested with a grin. "You can change all the diapers you want."
They laughed and got back to the sparring. "Stark?"


 


"Coming." He joined in. "Cute look,
Artemis."


 


"Thanks, Uncle Tony. It's my after-hours armor."
She grinned. "I'm pregnant."


 


"Wonderful! Pepper and your aunts can help you figure
out what works for you. Because each pregnancy has different cravings and
needs." She laughed but hugged him and got back into it. "Ahhh! No
sparring while pregnant. You know better."


 


"I have to keep in shape," she reminded him.
"They won't hit me in the stomach. I'd kll them." She grinned.
"I like them too much to kill them."


 


"Still, accidents happen so you need to stick with solo
practice or weapons practice that won't get your stomach hit," he ordered
with a point. "Go find a sword and work against Bucky."


 


"Sure. Bucky?" He nodded. She grabbed hers and he
grabbed one from the walls. She checked her blade over then lunged and caught
him a bit off guard. He fought back but she was very good. Bucky was still
learning how to use a sword.


 


Dawn walked in with a phone. "Artemis, leaning,
dear." She handed Tony the phone and walked off.


 


Stark listened. "It's Stark." The person on the
other end said a few things. "Since when?" He frowned, walking off.
"No, that's not good. No, I don't like that idea and I haven't heard a
thing about that." He frowned, then scowled. "No, absolutely not.
Thanks." He hung up. "Someone's trying to get Rhodey out of his suit
to give it to someone else." He put the phone aside. "We've got to
stop that." He picked up the phone and walked off calling someone else.
They could help with that issue.


 


"Guess he's not sparring today," Clint quipped.
The others got back to work. They'd probably have something happen soon.


 


***


 


Dawn ran into another mention of that strange new group on
the conspiracy sites and let out a complaining sigh.


 


"Hungry?" Pepper guessed from her desk.


 


"More people who think Tony's starting the next
Illuminati."


 


"What?" She came out to read over Dawn's shoulder.
"Huh. How long has that been going on?"


 


"I told him when I found the first one. Remember, you
said you wanted to take over France."


 


"Oh, yeah." She frowned but let it clear up.
"Okay, track that for him. Go ruin his night."


 


She smiled. "I think that was the baby doctor missing
and hitting his hand with the needle earlier because Liz was struggling."


 


"Probably. It amused Liz to no end though." She
went back to her desk.


 


Dawn went back to hunting that down. There had to be a start
point. Good conspiracies didn't just hop up out of midair on a whim.


 


***


 


Dawn walked into the meeting room Tony was going to be
talking to the interns from later that night. He was hiding from the kids in
there. "Did you know that our having interns is you grooming your minions
so you have people strategically placed in all the major scientific
companies?" she asked. The few interns in there burst out laughing. She
grinned at them. "New conspiracy about Stark wanting to take over the
world." She handed over the outline she had done. "I've got a full
packet of the stories."


 


He read over the outline, making tiny almost laughing
noises. "Okay, why are we worried?"


 


Dawn flipped the page and pointed. "The *listed*
members of the site. Anyone look familiar?"


 


He read it over, then stared at her. "The Chief of
Staff?" he demanded. She smiled and nodded, and pointed. He went back to
it. "That stupid damn minister."


 


"Yup, some of his people started it. The tech expos are
your way of drawing more powerful people to you so you can influence them with
your scientific magic that amazes others. All the interns are future useful
minions so you can spy to make sure no one's doing something that SHIELD won't
like, because he did include them, and the FBI is the only group that realizes
that, that's why they've been trying to piss me off by claiming I'm an illegal
alien now."


 


"You were born in Sunnydale. Screw 'em," Tony
said, looking over the rest. He looked at her. "Bruce?"


 


"Highest level assistant in the sciences you don't
cover, boss." She smiled. "They even found a place for me. I'm
apparently not only a public distraction so no one realizes this, but also
working to make tech work with magic."


 


"That's my job," Andrew complained, getting patted
by one of the interns he had been working with.


 


Dawn grinned. "No, you two and your families are the
other upper level minions with Rodney." Tony groaned. "So, boss,
they're attributing things to you, and that you're starting a religious cult as
well. They heard about some of the fandom convention stuff and got confused.
They are very confused and think the Stark/Rogers for president group is real
and you're really behind their push."


 


Tony looked at her. "Go home?"


 


She smiled. "I'm on my way home to be a great
distraction." She grinned. "Oh, and opening next week?" she
reminded with a smile. "Which is another sign of your plans." She
strolled off.


 


Tony turned and th