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Chapter 6

Schools Out for Summer?


[A/N: The title comes from an old Alice Cooper song, you know, THE Alice Cooper song.  The quote just seemed more appropriate given the tone of the story up until now.]  

Previously: The scoobies try to deal with life after Glory, Spike and Dawn bond intensely, Dawn gets caught being a kid, and now, Spike has to be the bad guy.  This picks up the night following Dawn’s admitting to Spike she’s been cutting school.


Five – School’s out for Summer?

No blessed leisure for love or hope, but only time for grief.
	- Thomas Hood, The Son of the Shirt


Giles stood, arms crossed, watching while Spike paced back and forth across the floor of the training room.  “Thing is Rupe, I understand why the girl is doing it.  Doesn’t make it right, but she’s feeling lost.”

He whirled about, facing the older man.  “Feels like she’s got no one to really care about her, what she does.  ‘Swrong, but that’s what she’s feeling.  Tried telling her she’s not alone, but . . . “ he shrugged, struggling for the words.  This wasn’t easy for him, trying to be compassionate, but he cared for the girl.  If he admitted it to himself, he loved her, worried about her like he would have for one of his own blood.  Even without the promise he’d made to Buffy, he would have looked out for her.  “Doesn’t help that she’s blaming herself for what her sis did. “

Waiting a beat, Spike continued, “she thinks everyone blames her.  Feeling lost.  Alone.”

There was no visible response beyond the tightening of Giles’ jaw.  He couldn’t rightly refute anything the vampire was saying, because he was guilty of feeling that way about the girl.  It should not have come down to a choice between them.  It should have been clear-cut and simple.  Destroy the key.  Close the portals.  Destroy Glory.  Instead, it became a . . . situation akin to disaster.  The key was a young girl, blood and flesh of the Slayer, and how do you destroy something you’ve come to love?  Rupert knew it wasn’t within Buffy, even as he’d first suggested it.  And even as he’d said it, he knew she wasn’t going to agree to destroy the key, knew he’d hurt her even by suggesting it.  Despite the belief that it had to be said.  Which was why, in the last hours before the battle, instead of turning to him, Buffy had turned to this vampire before him, made him promise to protect the key, even from himself.

“Spike.  I know she blames herself.  We’ve all blamed ourselves, including I think, you.”  Gesturing over Spike’s words of “‘m not the issue”, Giles continued, “but it wasn’t her fault.  Buffy made a decision on her own about how to close the dimensional walls.  We cannot second guess that.  It does her memory no service.”

“Right then.  Girl’s been skipping classes.  Needs to make up for lost time and got to watch her.  Can’t have them take her away.  Won’t be able to protect her.”  Spike lost no time in getting to the heart of the matter.  “Niblet trusts me to tell her what’s what.  No sugar on it.  But she needs to know legalities and what not and what could happen if her good-for-naught father comes back.”  He stopped pacing, facing away from the other man.

“Needs to hear from someone else wasn’t her fault.”

“All right Spike.  I’ll sit down and talk to her about it, though I’m not sure she’ll listen to me if she’s already ignoring what you tell her. “

“She listens, just needs to hear from someone else, not her fault.”  

Without another word, Spike stalked out of the training room, voice trailing behind him.  “Right then, I’ll leave you to it, ‘m off to kill the nasties.”

Rupert stood there long after he’d gone out, trying to get his thoughts together before speaking to Dawn.  He understood the problems the vampire had in dealing with the girl, after all, it wasn’t everyday that a vampire undertook to protect a human child.  That this one was not a normal child was immaterial, and he was beginning to believe the vampire wasn’t normal either.  Dawn was human now and completely unprotected.  They had no idea who or what might still be after the girl, what her ultimate purpose was, and how she could trigger her ‘gifts’.  He and the others had talked it over, just before and again after they had buried Buffy, what to do.  At the time, the last remaining Summers had been too distraught to be included in the conversation, and they’d only just informed her of what she needed to do to stay with them.  Perhaps it had been something of a mistake in not including her.  

Dawn was home, with Willow and Tara.  Xander and Anya were elsewhere, no doubt planning the wedding they somehow thought was a secret from him.  He would inform the girls of the situation, and hopefully enlist their help with Dawn, but, he realized it was up to him to convey the seriousness of her situation.  Spike, much as he hated admitting it, was right.  They couldn’t leave the girl to the mercies of the California social services, nor could they allow her father, if he could be located and forced to face responsibility, to remove the girl from their protection.

In for a long night, Giles locked up and made his way toward the house on Revello Drive.

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

Hours later, Giles was sitting on the couch, a tumbler of 25-year old scotch in hand, waiting for Spike to come back.  The talk with Dawn had gone surprisingly well, though he suspected she was more upset with herself for getting caught than she was for the acts that got her in trouble.  Oddly enough, she was just as afraid of getting shipped off as the rest of them were.  Tara had been horrified at the thought, and Willow had agreed to start tutoring Dawn.  He’d laid it out for the girls, coming down especially hard on Dawn.  He sat up, waiting for Spike to come home, as they’d begun the ritual of going over his patrols.  There was more bad news, news he didn’t relish sharing with any of them, but he no longer had a choice.  

Most of the lights were off as he waited, preferring to in the relative darkness.  Giles left the  fax he’d received as he was locking the shop doors earlier.  Somehow, some way, they had been discovered.  He sat, sphinxlike, while Spike quietly clattered in the front door, locked up and made his way around the house, making sure everything was locked up tight.  It wasn’t until he made his circuit round the first floor, coming back around to the living room that Spike found Giles.  

“Sitting drinkin’ by yourself isn’t good mate.”  He’d stopped short, dropping the short axe down by his feet, wondering why Rupert was sitting so quietly.  Not that he was ever really noisy, but something about his posture was stiffer than usual tonight.  “Not go well with Dawn?”

“No, it went as expected.  She did need to hear from me.”  Giles shifted a bit, easing forward, placing his drink on the table next to the paper.  His motion drew Spike’s attention  to the paper laying there.  “What’s this?”

“Sit down Spike.”  Giles managed to refrain from drawing off his glasses, but it was a near thing.  He needed something to do with his hands, but instead he waited until Spike sat, then moved the paper across to him without lifting it in his hands.

It was just a short note.  Just a small little communique.  It should not have provoked the reaction Giles was giving it.  Spike looked down at it, without reading the words, gauging the watcher’s body language. 

“Rupes, what is this?”

“Spike, read it.”  He reluctantly looked down at the paper, suddenly not wanting to even touch it.  “Rather you tell me first.”  

“Spike.  Just read it.”  He couldn’t resist any longer.  Rupert dragged his glasses off his face, placing them on the table with delicate slowness next to his scotch.  His breath was soft in the air, sounding very loud in quiet room.  Spike finally picked up the paper, scanned it quickly, drawing in a deep unneeded breath.  

“Fucking hell.”

“Rather” was Giles’ one word response.

“What are you gonna do?”  Spike tossed the paper back down on the table, almost loathe to touch it.  “Bloody fucking buggering hell.”

The younger man slumped back on his tailbone, his legs spread wide and hands dropped down between his legs.  His expression nearly exactly mirrored the other man’s emotions.  Giles waited a moment, knowing he’d had a bit more time to come to terms what the fax said, but also knowing his hands were effectively tied.  While he was still a British citizen, he had “resident alien” status with INS, and also was the owner of a thriving business.  Truthfully, he no longer worked for the Council full time, but he did owe them allegiance, and not to mention he still did consulting from time to time.  But that was just semantics.  

“Evidently, the Council has independent sources of information here in Sunnydale.”  Both men shifted in their seats, neither one liking the implications of that.  Spike looked away, then back at Giles, opening his mouth to speak, then shutting it again.  

“‘S’not good Rupert.  Can’t have them spying about.”

“I know.  This doesn’t bode well at all.”  Giles picked up his scotch, sipping it a bit before he spoke again.  “I’m going to have to return, at least for a little while.”  

“Hell of a time to leave, Rupert.  Girls won’t like this a bit.”  Spike somehow knew Giles hadn’t yet said a word to the others, didn’t need the other man’s confirmation of his silence.  “How’re we gonna survive without you, even for a little bit?”

While he was flattered, Giles had no illusions about how well they would all survive.  The only one that really needed him, avoided him at all costs unless forced to deal with him.  Dawn was more comfortable with Spike and Tara, listening to the vampire as if he were the parental figure instead of himself, and Tara tried valiantly to fill Joyce’s shoes.  “No doubt you will all be fine.”

The loud snort sounded like a gunshot in the quiet.  “Doubt that very much.  Don’t play games with me Rupert.  Doubt anyone but Dawn listens to me, and you know Harris would just as soon leave me in a puddle of holy water than not.”  He shifted forward in his seat, hovering over the loaded missive, “know the girls might not care to have me here if you’re long gone.”  

“I think you’re wrong.”  Shaking his head slightly, Rupert moved forward, so that they were nearly nose to nose.  “I think the girls like having you around, at least they know nothing demonic can get past you.  They feel safer with you here.  There isn’t much I can do about Xander, I doubt anything will ever change his view.  But” and he waved a hand to dismiss what he’d just said, “that’s not something we can worry over.  I’ve at least got to return to file my final diary.”  

His voice wavered a bit, and Giles took a moment to compose himself.  “I don’t know that I trust you completely, Spike.  Don’t know that I ever will.”  Lifting his eyes to meet Spike’s look head on, he continued, “but I can’t deny that you’ve proven you won’t do anything to hurt the girls.  I have to trust that will continue.”

Well.  Another admission from the watcher.  Spike was certain the hellmouth was going to open and swallow them all up.  Sitting here, this moment, was nothing short of a bloody miracle.  That racked up two in the plus column, both courtesy of the other Brit.  Who’d have ever thought?  Not himself, given the reaction only his presence had gotten right after his revelation to Buffy of his feelings.  Looking away from Giles, Spike tried to mask how much this admission meant to him.  

“Made a promise.  Intend to keep it.” was all he said.  

But it was enough.  They both knew what it meant.

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

It took a few days, but Giles managed to break the news of his imminent return to Mother England and the Council to the girls.  As expected, Dawn took the news silently, then pitched a fit later on, when it finally sunk in that another support was leaving.  This time, she didn’t take it out on anyone but the culprit.  There’d been a letter home from school, indicating that Dawn was required to attend summer school, since she had missed so much time for one reason or another.  Despite being warned, and knowing that he’d already spoken to her once about this, Giles confronted the teenager again.  

He’d caught her just before bedtime, on a night when Willow and Tara were both out, and while Spike was out patrolling.  It quickly escalated into a shouting match, something neither one of them had expected.  Giles felt he had to impress upon her just how important it was that she behave and keep out of sight of officials, especially since he was leaving for an unknown amount of time.  Dawn had immediately jumped to into defensive mode, shrieking that he wasn’t her father, he didn’t even like her and why should she listen to him anyway?

Her voice had ridden higher and higher, until it hurt his ears.  She was near hysterics again, only this time Giles knew exactly what had triggered this.  Spike had warned him, knowing the girl would lose her cool during any discussion with Giles.  Internally, Rupert cursed the vampire’s insight with one breath and with another he thanked him for it.  

“Dawn.  Settle down.”  He caught her by the shoulders, lightly shaking her.  “I’m not staying in England, I’m coming back, I just don’t know when.”

She crumpled.   Dawn just slumped forward into his chest, his arms coming round to hold her up.  Incoherent words, half sentences and muffled hiccups escaped her, while Giles held her close, trying to soothe her.  

That was how Willow found them, Dawn curled up next to Giles, while he explained to her where he was going, why and who he had to report to.  He also told her he was going to try and unearth the identity of their informants, and get some agreement from the Council to remove the surveillance.  

Contemplating the two, the redheaded wiccan prayed that Giles would stay away for a very long time.
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