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Chapter 5

Who's that Girl?


[A/N: The title comes from a Eurythmics tune.  One lifetime, I’d love to have a go with Annie Lenox’ voice.  The woman can sing.  The quote arises from controversy surrounding the publication of James Joyce’s masterpiece Ulysses and how it would endanger the mind of young girls.  If only they knew. *insert laughter*]

Four – Who’s that Girl?

If there is anything I really fear it is the mind of a young girl.
Jane Heap, as quoted in The Strange Necessity, part 1



Two more weeks.  Two more weeks and she would have been home free for the whole damn summer.  Two damned weeks.  Damn. Damn. Damn.  It was soo not fair.  

Sitting in the principal’s office waiting for the lecture she knew was coming, Dawn was mentally kicking herself.  This just sucked.  She was busted.  Skipping math class hadn’t exactly been the smartest thing she’d done lately, but it wasn’t the only thing.  At least it’s the only thing I got caught doing.  Looking around at the stupid motivational posters on the walls, Dawn absently twirled a finger in her hair.  She wondered which one of her guardians was going to get the phone call and hoped that it was either Spike or Tara.  Of the four constantly watching her, those were the two who wouldn’t give her the endless lectures and pep talks.  They would probably understand.  Wouldn’t give her as hard a time as the other two, at least she hoped so.

“Dawn Summers, follow me please.”

Grabbing her books, she made the long walk into the principal’s office.  

*****************************						******************************

Distant chimes rang in his head, disturbing his sleep.  Spike groaned and rolled over, trying to find a more comfortable spot in the cramped quarters of Dawn’s single bed.  It was, as always, a futile quest.  At least it was a bed.  More than he had come to expect lately.  He shifted his weight, easing a kink in his back that owed more to the injuries from last night’s patrol than his position.  There it was again, that pounding.  Who the hell was knocking on the door at this hour?  Opening one eye, in an effort to find the clock, Spike realized how late in the day it was.  After one.  His mind registered the pounding on the door, grumbling about disturbed sleep patterns and what not.

Pulling on his jeans, he bellowed down the stairs, “hold on.  ‘M coming.”

Reluctantly opening the door, a shirtless disheveled Spike was confronted by a well dressed, dark haired fairly attractive woman.  She eyed him speculatively, noting his state of undress and his general all around grumpiness.  He kept away from the sunlight, stepping back out of the open doorway.  “Is this the Summers’ residence?”

Her voice was even, without an accent.  She was about Willow’s height, little on the plump side, but nice curves in any case.  Spike eyed her again, noting with interest the briefcase in her hand.

“Yah.  Who’re you?”  Scratching his bare chest, Spike realized his state of undress.  “Um.. Yah, lemme get a shirt on.”

He moved toward the living room, where a relatively clean shirt was on the corner of the coffee table, where he’d left it yesterday after Dawn had sniveled all over him.  His voice came out muffled as he pulled the shirt on.  “So, who did you say you were?”

“I’m here from the school.”  He looked up quickly at that, motioning her inside the door.  No need to worry about this one.  Purely human by the scent of her, not to mention the pounding heartbeat.  Flashing her an assessing look, Spike motioned her inside to the living room.  “What’s this about then?”

“We’ve noticed a, well, something of a pattern with Dawn over the past couple of weeks.  And we know that her mother recently passed away.  I understand her older sister has custody of her. “

“Ah, this is great, but who are you?”  He sat down in the chair as she continued talking.

“Oh, I’m sorry.  I’m Ms. West, I’m the school social worker.  Dawn’s teachers have been concerned about her missing class and skipping whole days since her mother died.  We thought perhaps it was time for a meeting with her guardian.”  Spike just stared at her, unsure of what to do or say.

The insane thought ‘we’d all like a meeting with her guardian’ circled round his head, but he said nothing.  He had no idea if this was routine or not.  His only experience with formalized education had been well over a century ago, and he sincerely doubted any of his headmasters or prefects had engaged in meetings like this with parents.  More likely, they’d have just caned the miscreant and have done with it.  He couldn’t get up and call Giles, that would entail leaving this woman alone, able to snoop at will.  No, better he get rid of her as quickly as possible and then deal with Dawn later.

He had no clue she was skipping school.  It was not a good thing.  Education was important, and she wasn’t helping things by skipping out of classes.  They’d all agreed, as a group, that keeping quiet about Buffy being gone was the smart thing to do, especially if they wanted to keep Dawn close.  Otherwise, if the authorities found out, Dawn would be shipped off to a home, and none of them would be likely to have any right to visit.  And Dawn was supposed to go to school and try to stay out of trouble, keep under the radar.  

“Buffy’s not here right now.”  Damn how that hurt to say.  Thank god they put the bot in a locked closet in the basement.  He didn’t think he could explain some of the responses they’d been unable to reprogram.  Willow had been working on it, but a lot of the phrases were still inappropriate for everyday behavior, and nothing that would help him in this situation.  

“She’s at work. Okay, is there a time when I can schedule a visit with her?”  The woman wasn’t entirely interested in who he was, she was just too busy making small notations in her paperwork.  

“Ah.. Not sure when would be a good time.  I’ll have to have her give you a call so she can suss that out with you.”  He couldn’t see what it was she was writing, but she seemed rather intent on it.  

“Yes.  That would be fine.”

Reaching out her hand, she held out a card to him.  Spike looked at her sleepily, then realized what she was doing.  “Right then.  I’ll just give this to her.”

Quickly, the woman was on her feet again, putting all her paperwork back into her briefcase.  He caught her looking at him from the corner of her eye, a slight blush covering her cheeks.  Ahh . . . so the bird wasn’t immune.  He thought she might be like the wiccans, because she didn’t even blink, but the telltale sign of interest gave him an edge. 

“Well then.  I’ll let Buffy know you were here.  I’m sure she’ll want to speak to you.”

He grinned, looking her up and down.  She was pretty enough, but not worth either the time or trouble, even if his heart was in it.  And it wasn’t.  Didn’t matter looking, but anything more required an effort, and not one he was willing to expend, not unless something came up with Dawn that the bot couldn’t handle.  Which it might, so the intense looking was good groundwork, but he wouldn’t do more than that.  The woman colored further, this time looking him straight on, giving him her own once-over.  

Making her way toward the door, she said, “I’m sorry, I didn’t get your name.”

Ushering her out the door, he considered using Spike, but he didn’t think that would help Dawn’s current situation.  Spike didn’t sit well with authority-type figures.  Deftly he opened the door and willed her to take the steps outside. 

 “Name’s William.”  He didn’t elaborate further.  Let her think what she wanted, but her next words threw him for a loop.  

“I thought Dawn’s father’s name was listed as Hank.”

He stood there gaping at her, no answer crossing his mind.  She was down the steps before he could think of anything to say.

****************************						*******************************

Hours later, he was still somewhat mystified over his encounter with the school social worker.  There’d been no indication that Dawn was having a problem, no letters home, no phone calls from any of her teachers.  Spike had decided first off that he was going to talk to Dawn before he brought this to Giles.  The last thing the girl needed was a full blown lecture from the tweed one.  And he doubted that the girls would be up for the kind of lecture Dawn needed, and forget about the whelp.  He would be more of a hindrance than a help.  So it was up to him.  He hated doing this to her, hated being the one to put his foot down and make her tow the line, but this was important.  Not just for all of the rest of them, but this was Dawn’s future at stake.  The last thing he wanted was for her to end up in a foster home.  The only good news about that was she would probably end up staying in Sunnyhell, but if they managed to contact her father, she could end up anywhere.  Not that he personally had any problem following her – in fact, he was the only one that probably could leave on a whim.  And he would, if that wanker of a father took her away.

He was still lost in his own thoughts when Dawn came in through the back door.  It took him a long moment to identify the rustling in the kitchen as her rooting about for a snack, but when he did, he was on his feet and approaching her before he could second guess himself.  “Dawn.  How was school today?”

There, give the girl an out.  Give her a chance to make good, a chance to come clean.  Her head in the refrigerator, back to him, she said, “it was mostly a day.  Nothing big going on.”

“Really?  Hhmm.”  He waited a beat, then “that’s good then, nothing big.”  

Dawn froze in the act of moving around leftovers from last night’s dinner, then slowly backed up.  “Yeah well.  Nothing big is good.”

“Good then.”  Spike knew his tone of voice signaled his total disbelief.  He could spot bullshit a mile off, and this conversation reeked of it.  But he said nothing more, just raised a brow at Dawn and tossed her an orange from the counter.  

“Ah Spike, how mad would Giles be if I had to go to summer school?”

“Is this a rhetorical question or one with some basis in reality, pidge?”  Spike moved to stand in front of the sink, his arms crossed in front of his chest, watching her carefully. 

Dawn looked up at him, a sad look in her eyes.  “Spike, I think I screwed up.  I’ve been skipping classes, and I got busted today.”  

Points for honesty, he thought, and knowing what she’d done was stupid.  “Can’t imagine that Rupert will appreciate this, Dawn.  You know how he’s been going on about keeping scoobie business away from prying eyes.  Wanting to keep quiet about your sis.”

Dawn’s sigh was deep, ending in a quiet sob.  “I know.  I just couldn’t . . . I can’t explain it.  I just, just. . . .”  Spike could take a lot of things, could be impassive at a lot of emotional outbursts, but Dawn’s tears stroked something inside that he’d thought long dead and buried.  Compassion.  He no more wanted the girl to cry than he wanted a dose of syphilis.

He watched, trying to maintain some distance, while the tears started sliding down her cheeks.  Part of him knew she was manipulating him and was well aware she knew he was a soft touch where she was concerned.  Another part of him knew she really was sorry, but sorry for being caught, not for her actions.  “Niblet, you know we’re trying to keep the authorities from takin’ you away.  If they find out, you’re good as gone.”


No reason to sugar coat it or play it nice with her.  Someone had to stress it, play the heavy with her, make her understand what could happen, because so far, it seemed she wasn’t getting it.  “Do you wanna go to a foster home?  Or worse, go with your father, far away from the rest of us?  That what you want?  Foster family might not let any of us near you, specially me.  What would you do then?”

Laid out like that, Dawn couldn’t argue with him.  She knew there was no way she wanted far away from them, knew she didn’t want to go live with her father – who hadn’t been heard from even after they tried notifying him when Joyce died.  They’d not bothered after Buffy, knowing that in order to keep her death quiet, they had to pretend.  Staying out of trouble, not making any waves in school was all they’d asked Dawn to do.  Thing was, he understood why she was acting out, but knowing didn’t make it any better.  Rupert was going to have to be told.  The school could make life difficult, especially if Dawn continued to act out.  Slumping onto one of the stools, Dawn laid her head down on her folded arms.  

“I goofed, didn’t I?”  Not waiting for a confirmation from Spike, Dawn kept speaking, “dunno why I did it, I just. . . . it seemed like a good idea at the time.  I just . . . what point is there in going?”

He waited her out, knowing that she wasn’t finished.  “My life sucks.  Mom’s dead . . . Buffy’s dead, and I’m left here all alone.  Who cares if I don’t finish school?  What is the point anyway?  Why . . .  I mean . . . just why?”

Voice hitching quietly, she continued “its just, who is gonna care?  What , I mean . . . . its just, Spike, what the hell am I gonna do?  Who is gonna take care of me . . . when this is all done?  Who?”

Enough was enough.  Spike moved over to where Dawn was hunched over, tears streaking down her face, pooling on her hands.  “Sssshhhh.  Niblet, don’t cry.  You know I’ll be here.  Forever if you need me, not gonna leave you anytime soon.  Made a promise, gotta keep it.”

It was the first time since Buffy’s death that he spoke about the promise he’d made to her, to look after Dawn.  First time he let it slip to the girl in question, anyway.  He’d had it out with Giles, just before they buried Buffy, before the LA crew arrived, after the watcher had come to get him while Dawn was hysterical.  Spike had laid down the law to Giles, telling him in no uncertain terms that Dawn, and Dawn alone was his priority.  He also had told him about his promise to Buffy.  Somehow protecting Dawn had extended to doing patrols every night, and he had no idea how that had really started, but the truth was, he needed the physical release patrolling brought him.

Dawn lifted up her head, her big blue eyes full of tears, at his last words.  “Spike, you made a promise about me?”

Fuck.  He’d not wanted to tell her about it, at least not this way.  “Yeah, did that.  Made a promise to your sis, to keep you safe.”  

“You promised Buffy you would take care of me?”

“Did.  Would protect you always.  Even without a promise.  You’re m’niblet.”  

She squeaked, throwing her arms around his torso, holding onto him.  “Don’t leave me Spike, please don’t. . . . please.”

“Not goin’ anywhere, gonna stay with you.  Even if someone else tries to take you.  Gotta protect you.”

His arms came round to hold her close, his hands running through her long brown hair, waiting out her tears.
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