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Chapter 1

Settling In

It's just short of the new year here in the states, and what better way to start it than by posting a new fic? (large amounts of alcohol?) 


At any rate, hope you are all celebrating safely and have a Great New Year!!Settling In 

Quentin sat at his desk, looking over the paperwork needed to convince the prison holding Faith to release her to The Council. He didn't like using his contacts like this, it was frivolous, but he either needed to convince Faith to fight for them, or... well the 'or' was obvious. They would need a new Slayer. 

Excerpt from "Akoshta: Book II: Self" by Kaylorin 

~~`~~

His years as warden were almost over, and he was grateful. His position in the penal system was becoming more tiresome as the years wore on. The mildly overweight grey haired man ran a tight ship, but he was slowly drowning in the sea of criminals whose numbers grew each year. 

At least here he had silence. In his small, comfortable office with a view of the yards, he watched as an array of women walked from one area to another. Some exercising by lifting weights while others sat on benches playing cards. Still others played the few board games that had been approved for the group of thieves, murderers, and kidnappers. 

He turned back around in the seat that was worn from too many hours of deskwork and conferences. His old desk chair was the one thing he wanted to take with him after he finally retired. 

The stack of papers and letters he had to look through loomed before him. With a sigh, he did his daily in-box check. Most were requisitions for different items used in the prison. Others were letters from officials of various standings who wanted a report on this or that. A few were more personal letters, and, as he neared the end of the pile, one such personal letter caused him to go white. 

The envelope was the same type they used with each correspondence. The prison's address was written neatly in a familiar script, and the beige envelope was sealed with a mark pressed into the red wax seal, something he recognized from movies made of past events such as civil wars, or those period romance movies his wife liked so much. One he also knew meant that a group called The Council had a request of him. 

Long ago, when he first retained this post, he was warned about these people. The group was known for many reasons, one being their insurmountable power to get things done. Anything. Although the warden knew of them, he had only had contact with them the first time two years ago. When a young woman was brought in for murder. 

Faith was the woman's name, and special compensations had been made for the woman they were told was strong beyond imagination. She had never caused problems. Could even be called a model prisoner, and she had earned herself enough respect that he was sure early release was imminent. 

He opened the letter and read. 

~~`~~

"Jeez, Spike, how did you ever get this thing in the crypt?" Buffy asked as she helped him carry a large oak desk through the Summers' front door. They'd already gotten his dresser upstairs. Now all that was left were a few boxes and a rug. 

"Minions," he answered, offering no further explanation. 

They stopped at the foot of the stairs, not at all looking forward to taking this piece of furniture up them. "You know, maybe we could just put this in the far corner of the dining room. It would look real nice." She smiled sweetly at him. 

He tilted his head and looked down at her. "C'mon, Slayer. Den's upstairs, so the desk goes upstairs." Spike leaned on the desk's top. "Unless you've changed your mind?" 

Dawn, who'd been standing behind them, waiting for them to move, came in through the door carrying a cardboard box, and tried to wiggle past the pair and their burden. 

"Oh, no, you don't. Buffy said you're moving in." She set the box on the floor then straightened up and eyed her sister as she crossed her arms while facing the new man of the house. "You're moving in." 

Xander walked in from the back door carrying a rolled carpet, setting it down in the living room. "I thought this discussion was had? As in, already settled?" 

Buffy shook her head at her friend, then looked at her sister. "He is, Dawn." Glaring at Spike, Buffy proceeded to lift her end of the desk again. "Well?" she asked Spike, who had yet to pick up his end. 

"Right then." He lifted it carefully, and the two headed slowly up the steps, followed by Dawn. 

Xander headed back out to his truck. "Anya, hand me that box." She'd been standing in the bed of the truck, trying to decide which box to take in. Several were the recent purchases Spike had made since they'd gotten back from their visit with The Council. She shoved a box towards him, and picked one out to carry herself as well. 

"When are Tara and Willow getting here to help?" Anya asked as she stepped down from the truck, Xander's hand holding hers to steady her. 

When she was standing on the driveway again, Anya followed Xander into the house. "I told you before, they still haven't finished unpacking their place from before we left a month ago." 

The couple walked up the steps and into the master bedroom where Dawn was unpacking some of Spike's CD's, and set their boxes down on the floor next to the bed. 

Suddenly Dawn crinkled her brow as something caught her attention. "Wait a minute," Dawn called to Spike after Anya set her box on top of Xander's. "How could minions have helped you? You didn't move into the crypt till after the chip, and chip-Spike didn't have minions." She headed into the den with Anya and Xander trailing her; all three were curious. 

Spike pushed the desk into place next to the other one, while Buffy unpacked one of the boxes that had already been brought up. Several books and folders began to fill the newest addition to the den. "Yeah, well, that's not entirely true," he said when he saw the others walk in. 

Buffy set a folder into the drawer. "You had minions? After the chip?" 

Xander found himself very interested in this. Anya thought he must have been very resourceful if he had minions after the Initiative's experiments. 

"Oh, no." He shook his head. "But Harm had a few, plus, I'd used that crypt a few times before the chip. Somethings were already moved in by then." 

"You'd been using it? When?" Buffy hadn't heard that before. 

"Ohhh," Dawn nodded. "It was when Angelus and Dru were. 'gettin' it on'. Wasn't it?" she asked with no tact at all. 

Anya laughed at the teen's use of slang and was impressed with her deduction along with her simple voicing of her thoughts. The former vengeance demon was quite proud that perhaps some of her ways were rubbing off on the taller Summers.. 

Spike grunted in response. "Yeah, that's when I first found it. Started moving things in, just as a precaution. Had to 'ave a place to stay, especially being in a wheelchair, walking or not. Had to keep up appearances." He stroked the desktop lovingly. "Took me forever to restore this thing though." 

Buffy and Dawn looked at each other, eyes wide. Buffy then stared at the man who seemed to reveal more and more about his long existence, the closer they became. "You restored it?" 

"Oh, yeah!" he said, smiling. "Found it in the junkyard. Was a mess, but it had some character." 

"Now I'm scared," Xander announced. "We have something in common." He faked a shiver. 

"Huh." Buffy said, blank faced, then turned around and headed for the door. There was still a pile of things that had to be moved from the trucks Xander had loaned them from his job.

She walked down, now more ashamed for not knowing he'd had the crypt long before her freshman year in college. Not only that, but the guy had more little extra talents hidden than she thought she'd ever know about. 

"I don't think she saw that one coming," Dawn said as Spike led her back down the steps. 

"None of us did," Xander agreed, walking with Anya behind them. 

Spike smiled; knowing he could still shock the Slayer gave him a thrill. "Guess not." 

The five of them spent much of that Saturday unpacking and getting Spike settled. A change of blanket on the master bed, a few knick-knacks and some colorful additions to the CD collection were some of the more subtle things done to make this place his home as well. Changing it, but not redecorating. 

Other things had been done earlier in the week. After they'd gotten back from London, Dawn made a huge production about throwing out the frozen bloodbags. Spike took a few moments to look at the house in daylight. He was taken on a mini shopping spree, primarily to obtain a few items that he hadn't required before they'd gone to The Council. 

Toiletries, mostly. Then, of course, there was the ultimatum made by Buffy. either 
condoms or celibacy. 

After her declaration, he did something he had hated to do. He went to Xander for help. After all, it wasn't like William had any experience with that sort of thing, and a vampire never had need for that type of information. 

Slowly, as the days went by, he accumulated several items he would need in his newfound humanity. Then Buffy had come by a few days ago with a question. "Exactly how would you feel about moving into the house?" And that led them to this. 

With the final touches of his toothbrush in the bathroom and his favorite beer in the fridge, he was home. 

Buffy pulled the kerchief from her hair and flopped onto the couch. "Please tell me there's nothing else?" 

"That's it, pet, just some unpacking left." He said as he fell onto the seat beside her. 

"Good," Dawn said as she sat on the other side of Buffy. "Cuz I'm beat." 

Xander and Anya sat in the armchairs across from the three and relaxed into the cushions. 

"A nap. A nap would be so much of the good right now," Xander said as he laid his head against the back of the chair. They had spent the better part of the morning lugging Spike's things up from his place and the early afternoon moving him into the Summers house. 

Just then, the door opened and in breezed Willow and Tara. "Hey, guys. Did we miss all the moving?" Willow asked as she took in the sight of her worn friends. 

Tara came up beside her. "We tried to hurry." 

"S'alright ladies." Spike waved them off. "Got 'er done. How did you two fare?" 

"We're all unpacked. I couldn't believe how much we had left," Willow said as she seated herself on the floor. Tara joined her. 

Xander sat himself up a little. "So, what's the plan for tonight? Bronze?" 

"I'm not really in a Bronzey mood. Maybe a movie fest?" Buffy offered. 

"I am not watching '10 Things I Hate About You' again," Spike declared. 

Dawn was about to argue when the phone rang. "I'll get it!" She leapt out of her chair and made a mad dash for the cordless phone in the kitchen. 

"Look." Xander pointed at the scampering teen. "Energy. I remember energy." 

"Buffy," Dawn called from the kitchen, "it's Giles." 

"Well bring it here," Buffy called back. "It's, like, the whole reason for having a cordless." she muttered to herself. 

Dawn handed her the phone a moment later. "Hey, Giles. What's up? How's it going being the big boss?" 

Giles voice came to her through the wires that connected continents. "Quite well. I have some news that I wanted to share with you as soon as I could." 

"Oh, yeah?" She sat up a bit. "What is it?" 

Giles cleared his throat. "Well, it seems that The Council has a reserve of funds. Quite a bit, in fact." He paused. "Buffy, we could pay for your university, even Dawn's when the time comes." 

Buffy was filled with shock and glee and sat up ramrod straight. "Are you serious?" 

"I'm very serious. There is something else as well. We could pay you a fee. Weekly or monthly, whichever you think will be easier for you. But, Buffy. Buffy, you'll be well off. Those bills, all of the worry you've been having, you will easily be able to take care of it." He cleared his throat. "With a budget of course." 

She didn't feel the tears, but the strange looks she was getting from her friends made her realize them. "God, Giles. That's… I mean, thank you." 

"If anyone deserves it, it's you. And how are things there?" 

"Good. Spike is, um, is moving in." 

"I suspected as much," he said. She awaited the sounds that meant he was cleaning his glasses, but they never came. "And everyone else?" 

"Well, Anya opened up the store. Xander's been working all week. Willow and Tara finished up their registration, and Dawn did, too. I think we're set." 

"You just remember to call me if you need anything, ok?" Giles asked. 

"I will. Bye, Giles." Buffy was about to hang up when the rest of the group all began to yell "Bye, Giles!" 

"Tell them I'm thinking of them." She heard Giles say before the line went dead. 

Buffy pressed the off button. "He says he's thinking of us." she shared. 

"It's still weird, him not being here," Xander said. 

The room was quiet, until Spike interrupted. "So, why don't you ladies find us some suitable entertainment?" He motioned to Willow and Tara, who both nodded. "You and I and the Bit can finish unpacking," He motioned to Buffy. "That is if you don't mind being on snack detail?" He asked Xander. 

"Sounds like a plan to me," Willow said as she stood up. "I'm in a pizza mood myself." 

"Chips. We need chips." Spike cast his vote. 

They were interrupted again by a knock at the door. 

"People knock?" Buffy asked as she stood up and went to the door. She opened the door and froze at the sight. 

Xander and Anya watched her open the door, but couldn't see who it was. Buffy stood there, not saying a word. Xander leaned back trying to see who was standing outside the door "Buff, who is it?" 

When Buffy didn't say anything, the whole group looked at each other strangely, and got up to see who had Buffy stunned silent. 

"Holy cow," Was all Xander could come up with as he stared at the familiar face. 

"Uh oh," Willow mouthed to Tara, who had only met this girl once. Once had been more than enough. 

Dawn crossed her arms and gave the woman the snake eye. "Come back to kill and torture some more people?" 

Spike had no clue that the female was, so he watched for Buffy to make her move. 

Instead, Buffy still stood there, not knowing what to say. 

The young brunette still standing on the other side of the threshold heard the silence coming from the Slayer in the house, and greeted her with one hand on her hip. She tried to keep her eyes on the porch's wooden floor, barely peeking at the people staring at her. 

"Hey, B."Ok, not so much of a shock, I know but there's more comming up soon.
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