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Chapter 8

Hero Worship

  Please review.As Angel and Riley waited out the thunderstorm that was preventing their landing in Cleveland, Angel tried to telephone Robin and Faith, to warn them that Drusilla might be on her way, but he got no answer.  He thought about phoning the police, but what could they do?  Humans never really believed that creatures like him and Drusilla existed.  In the movies, sure, why not?  As plastic and makeup on Halloween night?  Sure, they'd seen that, but, real?  No.  The minute he walked into the precinct downtown and opened his mouth, they would lock him in a padded cell, and throw away the key.  And then he would be no help to Faith, Robin, Buffy, or Spike.

     And, ironically, wanting to help Spike was how the whole thing started.

     It all started the night they had the fight over the cup, in the old opera house.  Spike had been so passionate and so sure of his place that Angel, almost, envied him.  There was so much fire in his eyes, that even he was warmed by its glow.  During the fight, somewhere between getting his face bashed in with a cross, and falling over the balcony, it came to him, Spike wanted this, really wanted it.  Not just for Buffy, like he'd said, but for himself.  Angel remembered wanting to laugh, but his ribs had been broken, so he couldn't.  It's just as well, he'd thought, Spike will only think I'm mocking him, but I'm not.  I actually want to congratulate him on doing the right thing.  He wasn't fighting because he knew that there was a shiny reward at the end of the rainbow, he fought, even before he believed in the fairy tale, because he wanted to, and because it was right.  Angel knew, at that moment that it wasn't for him, this reward, and no amount of commiserating with Gunn was going to change the facts, and lawyers dealt in facts, didn't they?  The fact was; Spike deserved it more.  And Angel was going to move heaven and earth to make it happen for him.  If he couldn't watch out for Connor, he would make sure Spike would be all right.
******

     Dawn bit her lip, as the needle went in, listening for any hint of pain, "Sorry, Spike, but I have to draw some blood.  Buffy and I need to figure out why you still look like you did after Buffy dropped that organ on your head," she looked up at Spike's face quickly ashamed that she'd reminded him how he looked, "Sorry, Spike.  I didn't mean to remind you of ..."

     "Dru?" he asked.

     Dawn was happy to hear him talking again.  At first, when he could only whisper, Dawn had to admit, it was, just a little, creepy.  But, now, he just sounded like he was just getting over a bad case of laryngitis.  He could respond using whole sentences now.  That meant that she could ask him questions, and get real answers, which was good, considering that Spike still wasn't able to move without help.  Which was why she needed the blood sample to test.  "Yeah, sorry."

     "Would you stop saying that, Bit? You're driving me round the bloody bend, here!  Nothing you need to be sorry for.  Besides, been thinking about her myself, so why not have you tag along, too?  At least then, I've got some company.  It's a bit lonely in this old noggin of mine these days, what with Buffy in research mode."

     "That should be enough," Dawn said, sliding the needle out, and placing a cotton ball, and tape, over the small dot of blood that bubbled up, near his elbow, "Did that hurt?"

     "Yes," he said honestly, "but then, so does everything else.  Why should this be any different?"

     "I'm sorry," Dawn said.

     "I told you to stop saying that."

     Dawn smiled, a wide grin, knowing he still couldn't see her, he wasn't able to open his eyes yet, and said, "Sorry," as she ran to find her microscope, she thought she heard  a low rumbling coming from behind her, in the vault.
*************
   
     Drusilla knew that the Slayer protected the man she wanted to teach a lesson, so she'd just have to be patient and let him come to her.  She also knew how to wait.  She had a safe place, near the docks that she could hide in.  That was something Spike had taught her, always have an escape plan.  She had learned from Angelus, that was true, but sometimes Daddy could be so cross.

  She had known that her darling, deadly, boy was in danger ever since the King of Cups had come to her, in a dream, and told her so.  The Knave of Spades had nearly pierced William through with his deceit.  And, for that, he must pay.  Her King of Hearts had made him ashes, but begged her to make it right again, and she would, but for now the schoolmistress has things to learn about the stars and little specks of dust.  So, she would wait until it was time.  Then, she would take William and set him free.
********

     Angel watched as Riley loaded the dart gun, "Are you sure those tranquilizer darts still work,"  he asked, "Dru is pretty strong.  Especially when she thinks she's in danger.  I'm telling you, you aim that thing at her, she'll be on you pretty fast," he squinted at Riley, "How good is your aim with that thing?"

     "I can still take a hostile at fifty yards, if that's what you're worried about.  I have to be certified every year to stay on the squad," Riley double checked the gun sight, to be sure it was clear of dust an debris, and set it down, "If you're worried that I might, accidentally, shoot you instead of her," Angel nodded slightly, "Well then," Riley smiled, "In the military we have a term for that, 'collateral damage.'  That's known to civilians as, 'Whoops.'"
*************

     "So, what was it like?" Dawn asked.

     "To what do you refer?" Illyria said.

     "I mean, Spike.  He helped you, right?  That Pavane guy had you by the throat, and even though he could have been here, all the way here, I mean, he still helped you, instead?"

     Illyria said nothing.  It was starting to give Dawn the willies.  "You know what," she said, "Maybe you'd be easier for me to talk to if you didn't look like that."

     "You wish me to change my form?"

     " Yeah," Dawn nodded, "If you don't mind."

     "I do not.  I shall do as you wish."

     "That's great," Dawn smiled, as the brunette appeared in Illyria's place, "Now tell me.  What was it like?" Dawn asked as she looked through her microscope.

     The pretty girl chirped, in her Texas accent, "I'd never seen anything like it.  He could have been in phase with this reality, all he had to do was jump into the circle at the right time, and, presto, he's all the way back.  But he didn't.  He pushed Pavane in instead.  And Angel locked him up, for good."

     "Wow," Dawn whispered.

     "Yeah.  I told him that that only proved what I 'd been telling everybody."

     "What's that," Dawn said as she looked into her microscope.

     "That he's worth saving."

     Dawn shook her head, "No.  I mean, yes, he defiantly is!  But," she stepped back from the microscope and let the other girl see what she was looking at, "I mean, what is that?"

     "Looks like a parasite."

     "See what it's doing to his blood?"

     "It appears to be consuming it," Illyria said as she shifted her form.

     "See that other, wriggly thing, in the corner," Dawn turned up the gain on the microscope, "I know this from chemistry class.  That's what metal looks like, only it's moving.  Do you think Spike has some Hellmouth type of lead poisoning?"  Dawn didn't wait for an answer, she was racing a thirty second mile down to Spike's chamber.

     "Spike!  Spike," by the time she reached him, Dawn was panting for breath.

     Spike was alarmed.  His Bit was in danger, and he couldn't move a muscle, "What is it, Bit?!"

     "Think back, after you weren't a ghost, did you drink anything?  Maybe from a metal cup?"

     "Oh... Bugger!  It's that bloody Mountain Dew!"
********
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