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Chapter 21

Chapter 20 - Meeting of Minds

The timeline for Season 5 isn't going to be exactly the same in my story here.  I have tried to keep a lot of canon straight, but the timing needs to be different pretty much from here on out.  Some things are going to happen sooner or not at all.  I believe I said this before, but just reminding and informing everyone.  That way I don't get a bunch of reviews telling me I screwed up the timeline for Season 5.  {Chuckles}


Not Beneath Me - Chapter 20 (Meeting Of Minds)






By Tasha




Chapter Summary: Angel, in true jealous fashion, insulted Buffy and Giles while he assumed that they were all under a spell to like Spike.  He was rude and obnoxious going so far as to attack Spike and slap Buffy.  Giles stuck by Buffy's side, and he got just a bit too much pleasure out of holding Angel at crossbow point ultimately shooting him in the shoulder with the bolt as a warning to back off.  Spike was still weak, but he's had a few infusions of Slayer blood now.  Hopefully he will get better.  Giles left to head back to the cemetery before he headed to the hospital.  Wesley and Cordelia arrived at the mansion shortly after Angel returned there.  Angel and Wesley are also headed to the cemetery where the fight took place.  Joyce should be heading home in the morning.

Author's Note: The timeline for Season 5 isn't going to be exactly the same in my story here.  I have tried to keep a lot of canon straight, but the timing needs to be different pretty much from here on out.  Some things are going to happen sooner or not at all.  I believe I said this before, but just reminding and informing everyone.  That way I don't get a bunch of reviews telling me I screwed up the timeline for Season 5.  {Chuckles}

(Disclaimer and Distribution notes are listed in the Prologue of this story.  Thank you ahead of time for reading and accepting or abiding by them.)

'Single' quote marks surround thoughts in this story.  "Regular" quotes are around spoken words.



Giles walked around the main area where the fight took place.  He adjusted his glasses several times in the hopes that he'd see something.  "It has to be around here somewhere."  He crouched down as best he could to search the ground.  Wherever the hypodermic ended up, he didn't want to kneel or press his hand onto it.  If it weakened Spike that much, he worried what it would do to a human.

Giles tried to remember the placement of each person during the fight.  He walked over to the tree where Buffy was tied up.  Nothing out of the ordinary was there except for the remains of the ropes Drusilla used to tie her up with.  He gathered a few lengths of the rope to examine.  They must have been enchanted with magic or they never would have held Buffy for more than a few seconds.

Giles sighed in frustration.  The moon danced in front of and behind clouds faster than his eyes adjusted to the darkness around him.  A flickering light seemed to be coming from a crypt near the battlefield.  He headed to the door with a stake out and ready.

~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~ 

"Angel, please stop and think about this for a few minutes."  Wesley pleaded with his employer to slow down and think about his actions.  Angel practically ran all the way from the mansion to the cemetery across town.  "If this were a game, Spike never would have let you dust Drusilla.  No head game, even in Angelus style, would have been worth more to Spike than Drusilla.  You've told me that yourself."

"I don't care that it doesn't seem to make sense."  Angel twirled around, his coat billowing behind him, to face Wesley at the edge of the cemetery.  "Maybe he assumed I wouldn't dust Dru.  So now, he's on his own and winging it."

"Listen to yourself," Wesley argued.  "This is a bit obsessive even for you.  We are out in the middle of the night in a cemetery looking for something that we don't even know exists!"

"There has to be a needle somewhere unless it dusted with the boy."  Angelus growled.  They reached the area of the battle.  "I want to know what was in it, even if it is only to be able to use it against Spike to kill him."  He started searching the area in full game face to take advantage of all of his senses natural and supernatural.  "Aren't you supposed to be on my side?"

"I am on the side of truth."  Wesley stood next to a headstone.  "Rupert Giles and I may not have been friends in any way, but I do still respect him as an elder Watcher.  I didn't realize it at the time, but I do now."  His foot accidentally kicked a large pile of dust.  He looked down at the dust.  He wondered whom it belonged to.  "If he's being influenced by demonic powers, I want to find a way to stop it, but Mr. Giles is a smart man.  He wouldn't be easily fooled by anyone, especially a vampire, after what happened."

Angel's shoulders slumped forward.  He knew what Wesley was referring too.  With every day that passed, Angel tried to force the guilt of Angelus' actions to the background of his mind.  Seeing everyone in Sunnydale only festered a wound that never seemed to seal itself.  "That's one reason why I believe a spell is involved.  Giles would never trust another vampire again especially one without a soul.  Now look for the needle."

~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~

Giles ducked into the crypt just as male voices grew louder and came near him.  He was thankful not to find anyone still in the crypt.  He revealed evidence of several minions who sat in the crypt for a decent amount of time.  He sifted through several little bags of herbs.  He mentally jotted down what each one seemed to be while he listened to the conversation outside.

Giles wasn't surprised to distinguish Angel's voice as the loudest of the pair outside.  'He just doesn't let go when he thinks he's right.'  He shook his head back and forth.  'Arrogant fool.'  He listened to Wesley's impassioned plea for Angel to forget about it.  He stood up straight when he heard Wesley talk about Giles with such respect and admiration.  'Guess he isn't as much of a pillock as I thought he was.'

Giles never knew that the upstart of a young Watcher held anything but disdain for him.  It was refreshing to hear that even if they hadn't gotten along, Wesley grew enough to realize Giles' worth as a Watcher.  'Maybe I can get Wesley to understand what is really going on in Sunnydale right now.  Perhaps he would understand.'  He wasn't sure about Wesley's readiness to hear about Spike's road to redemption, but Giles really didn't have anything to lose in trying.

Giles blew out the candle.  Obviously Angel and Wesley hadn't seen it yet.  He needed to get Wesley's attention without gaining Angel's.  As his hand rested against the sarcophagus, his fingertips tipped over a tiny glass vial of liquid.  He caught it before it rolled off the stone slab.  'Now what do we have here?'

The door to the crypt burst open.  Wesley, stake raised, walked into the crypt.  Out of the corner of his eye he'd noticed the flickering and then extinguishments of light coming from this crypt.  He swept the beam from his flashlight back and forth over the contents of the crypt.  His eyes widened at the startled form of Rupert Giles on the far wall.  "Mister ..."

Giles rushed forward to Wesley.  He covered Wesley's mouth with his hand.  "Shhh ..."  He poked his head out the door.  He noticed Angel was still looking at the ground in concentration.  Confidant that Angel was none the wiser to Giles' presence, he shut the door.  "I really don't want to deal with that bastard again tonight," Giles whispered before he removed his hand from Wesley's mouth.

Wesley acquiesced, "I understand.  From what I've heard it's been quite an evening."  He tucked his stake back into the waistband of his jeans under his belt in the back.

"That it has, and that isn't even the half of what we're dealing with."  Giles took in how Wesley looked.  In dark denim jeans and a button down cotton shirt with the top couple buttons left open, he was a stark contrast to his former tweedy self.  Giles smiled warmly.  It seemed that Wesley had indeed begun to "grow up".

Wesley nearly blushed under Giles' perusal.  He felt strangely on display to his former colleague.  He shifted his weight from one foot to the other.  "You realize Angel believes you are all under some enchantment.  He is determined to break whatever it is."

Giles sighed.  "Yes, I know.  He wouldn't listen to our explanations.  We didn't even get a chance to tell him all that is going on."  He tucked the glass vial into his pocket.

"What was that?"  Wesley questioned.  He tried to make out what Giles had in his hand, but it was gone before he could get a good glimpse at it.

"Hopefully a means to an end," Giles cryptically explained.  Even after a couple ingestions of Slayer blood, Spike still hadn't fully recovered from the injection.  Something that powerful had to be helpful against Glory.  He needed to get the vial home to break down the compound.

"Mr. Giles ... Rupert ... please."  In those few words Wesley conveyed his pursuit of the truth and knowledge.  Even if Angel was his employer, he vowed the day the Council fired him to never follow any organization blindly again.  Something wasn't right here, and he strived to find out what was wrong.

"It appears to have a liquid compound in it."  Giles held up the vial into the beam of Wesley's flashlight.  "I'm hoping it's the same compound that was injected into Spike.  I need to determine if there are any long term effects."

"Why do you care what happens to Spike?"  Wesley's voice wasn't vindictive but one of curiosity.

"Because Buffy seems to be in love with him, and it is obvious that he is love with her.  He treats the rest of the Summers' females as his family to protect.  He's also been helping with her patrols for a while."  Giles clutched his fingers around the vial.  "I might be able to use this liquid to help us with the true evil in our lives right now, and it has nothing to do with Spike.  We could use a break."

"You are willing to accept the claim of William the Bloody, a soulless demon, that he loves your Slayer?"  Wesley may have been a replacement Watcher for Buffy Summers, but he knew that he was never truly considered Buffy's Watcher in the Slayer's eyes.  Giles always knew Buffy better than Wesley ever could.

"That soulless demon has shown more restraint, love, caring, protective and possessive spirits than most soulful humans I know."  Giles' voice had a hard edge to it.  If this turned out to be an argument with Wesley, he was prepared to knock the young man unconscious to make good his own escape.  "He willingly went up against the woman he cared for and loved for over 100 years to protect and save Buffy from her."

"Cordelia Chase has visions, and she saw Spike fighting someone while Drusilla was there.  I can only assume that it was Spike fighting Drusilla and her Childer in the hopes of taking them both out."  Wesley started to piece together various pieces of the vision Cordelia shared with him.  "We misinterpreted the vision originally.  We thought Spike and Drusilla were the threat to Buffy."

"Spike placed a familial blood claim on Buffy and her sister Dawn to keep any Aurelians from being able to harm them."  Giles leaned back against the wall to support himself.  "That would be stupid to do if Spike wanted to be able to harm Buffy.  I've checked the ritual in my books, and he did indeed perform the right ritual.  Spike can't physically harm Buffy."

"He willingly bound himself to two humans in such a protective manner?"  Wesley was amazed.  "I believe part of the ritual includes the desire for the initiator and others from the family line to seek to protect those in the familial claim."

"Exactly.  Drusilla had to be very twisted with hate to fight the protective instinct," Giles answered.

"So he is protecting her only because he feels compelled to then?"

"No," Giles muttered in frustration.  "He performed the ritual out of the need he already had to protect the woman he loves and her family."

"Ah, I see.  Highly irregular."  Wesley removed his glasses.  He rubbed and wiped at the lenses in a nervous habit.  Everything sounded so bizarre, but he wanted to listen to everything.  Angel had been acting very strange lately, and he would not take everything Angel said as fact.  He would make his own hypothesis.  To do that he needed all the information he could get from both sides.

Giles smiled at Wesley's habit.  It mirrored his natural tendency to do the same.  He was growing used to the whole situation, and he wasn't cleaning his glasses quite as often anymore.  "I'm gradually realizing just how irregular Spike is for a vampire.  He is truly unique.  He goes against everything we've ever been taught."

"Do you think these changes are inherent to William the Bloody or might other vampires also be this way?"  Wesley chewed on his inner cheek.  "We can't spare every vampire on the hopes that they will be like Spike."

"Unless I see otherwise, I will assume that Spike is the exception.  Heaven knows I've seen that vampires can be evil and sadistic."  Giles tucked the vial back into his pocket.  He gathered the various herbs lying on the floor.  He stuffed them into a bag before he handed them to Wesley.  "I have jotted down the types mentally for my research.  Take these with you, and see what you can come up with."

Wesley nodded.  "Angel has Cordelia and I looking for a spell.  So, he shouldn't question me while I work on the herbs."

"Good.  We need to know as much as possible if we are going to defeat Glory.  She's unlike any demon we've encountered, but something tells me that she is so much more than we think."  Giles peeked out the door of the crypt.  "See if you can get him out of here.  I need to get back to the hospital."

"Hospital?"

"Joyce Summers had surgery for a cancerous tumor."  Giles voice was laced with the sadness he felt in his heart.  "She's been in the hospital for days of tests, two surgeries and recovery."  He ached when he was apart from her like this.  They'd lost so much time already.  He had no desire to waste any more of their lives that could be spent together.

"You really do have a full plate right now, don't you Rupert?"  Wesley felt sorry for Giles.  In L.A. their battles with Wolfram and Hart grew, but he had no personal ties to the problems at hand.  Of course Angel did with the reappearance of Darla, but other than Wesley's conflicted feelings where Cordelia was concerned, he was relatively safe from emotional attachments to those in L.A.

"And growing every day."  Giles considered their next course of action.  He figured that he'd better inform Wesley of one other kink in things.  "Xander Harris is in the hospital because he tried to kill Spike but Buffy stepped in the way.  If you see him, keep him and Angel away from each other."

Wesley understood why the two needed to be kept separate.  He remembered how much Xander spoke out against Angel and anything demonic.  He was also one of the two kidnapped by Spike when the vampire returned from South America.  Despite the boy's hatred for Angel that would make a person unconcerned, Wesley had the foresight to realize that Xander and Angel might work together to get at Spike.  "I'll try to keep Angel as isolated as possible.  You all could use a break from another disturbance."

"It would be most appreciated, Wesley."  Giles sighed with relief at the young man's understanding.  "I need to get back to Joyce."

Wesley heard the emotion in Giles' voice.  He was sure more was going on with Joyce Summers than being Buffy's mother.  He nodded, headed out the door, and headed straight for Angel.

~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~ 

Angel completely concentrated on his task.  He never noticed that there were two human heartbeats in the cemetery.  He scoured the ground in his search for the needle used to inject Spike.  He spent 15-20 minutes deep in his search before he noticed the white plunger tip sticking out right next to a headstone.  'Yes!'  He thought to himself.

Angel bent down to retrieve the small object.  Several cc's of liquid remained in the main chamber.  He tipped it upside down, needle pointing upwards, to make sure no more of the liquid had a chance to leak out.  He hoped the liquid would either tell him what was going on or give him a weapon of torture against his Childe.

Angel turned in a circle to search out Wesley.  He headed for the crypt Wesley emerged from.  "I found the needle."

"Good."  Wesley held up the pouch holding the various herbs Giles located.  "I found what could be the ingredients to make your little potion or what's in that needle."

"Excellent.  The night isn't a total waste then."  With almost a bounce in his brooding self's steps, Angel headed back to the mansion.  "Let's see if we can't figure out what these do."

Wesley followed Angel.  He was glad the vampire was so engrossed in his discovery.  It would make Giles' escape more easily unnoticed.  Before he left the crypt, they agreed to meet at the Magic Box the next day in the afternoon.  He hoped he had some answers for Giles by then.

~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~

Quentin Travers stepped off the Council jet parked on a small Sunnydale airstrip.  The sunrise was a couple hours ago.  Even though the head of the Council slept some on the plane, he was tired.  He felt a nap was in order before he tackled the problem that was Miss Buffy Summers.

Several council members, secretaries, and other personnel exited the plane behind their leader.  Various briefcases, duffle bags, and other equipment were distributed between each member to carry to the cars waiting for them.  The entire group was silent, lost in their own thoughts about the task ahead.

~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~

Buffy finished getting ready to meet Giles at the hospital by 11 a.m.  They were supposed to do a couple more tests.  Then they were going to let Joyce come home.  Buffy wanted to bring her mom back here as soon as possible.  She knocked on Dawn's bedroom door.  "Are you ready, Dawnie?"

There was no answer.  Buffy knocked again, but she was still met with no response.  Just when she was ready to burst through her sister's bedroom door she heard the sound of Dawn's laughter from the kitchen.  She ran down the stairs.

"That has to be the grossest thing I've ever seen."  Dawn cringed while she laughed.  "I'm glad I finished eating because I so could not eat after seeing that."

Spike huffed in mock indignation.  "Don't knock it until you try it, Bit."  He looked down at his blood covered pancakes.  "On second thought, you shouldn't ever try it."  He leaned over the counter to pinch Dawn's cheek.  After receiving another small dose of Slayer blood in the middle of the night, and then one again this morning, Spike finally felt back to his normal self.

"No worries there, Spike.  I'm not requesting that on the Summers' family menu."  Dawn rinsed out her glass.  She set the dishes down in the sink.  She was glad to see Spike up and laughing.  After what Giles told them last night, she was pretty worried about Spike.

Buffy stared at the two interacting back and forth.  It made her smile to see the easy camaraderie that the two shared with each other.  'How could I have missed that for so long?  How did I not allow myself to see this side of him?'

"Hello, luv."  Spike walked to Buffy.  He leaned down and kissed her softly.  "Want some breakfast?"  He ran his fingers through her partially damp hair.  "I made pancakes."

Buffy gazed up at Spike with the love she felt radiating in her eyes.  She pressed another quick kiss to Spike's lips.  "Yep, just a couple.  You can leave the blood off of mine too unless you are providing the tap."  She teased.

Dawn and Spike stared blankly at Buffy.  They'd never seen Buffy tease about such a thing.  Had Buffy actually teased about Spike using his own blood for her pancakes?  Spike and Dawn shared a look before they looked back at Buffy.

"It was a joke, guys.  Sheesh."  Buffy playfully slapped Spike on the shoulder.  She was so happy to see him moving around freely and jovially.  One dose of her blood cured Angel of a deadly poison.  It took at least 4 or 5 times for Spike to recover.  She gave him a considerable amount each time too.

"Fine, but don't insult my tastes.  You put that brown maple stuff on your pancakes because you like it.  I happen to like A negative."  Spike shrugged.

Buffy leaned close to Spike, scraped her fingers over Dru's marks and whispered, "Maybe you'll let me get that sample I've been wanting to have to remove those marks from your neck."  She snarled low in Spike's ear to show her desire.  "I know you tasted sweet when I nibbled on your cut lip."

Spike gaped at Buffy dumbfounded.  Dawn looked back and forth between Spike and Buffy.  It was amazing what a difference a week or two could make.  Life was much better this way.  "Isn't it time we left to meet Giles?"  She hated to interrupt, but she was anxious to get their Mom back home again.

"Yes, Dawnie."  Buffy grabbed a plain pancake from a plate on the counter before she stepped away from Spike.  She felt the love he held for her.  She felt the snap of worry course through him in the next moment.

"I still don't see why you won't let me go.  I can't protect you from the house."  Spike grumbled.

"It is day time out, Spike."  Buffy rubbed Spike's arm.  "Sun equals dusty boyfriend, and I am not through with enjoying you yet."

Spike growled, pulled Buffy's body tight against his, and spoke, "You'll never be through or rid of me as my Mate."  He bent down to nibble on his marks from the familial claiming.  "You'll be mine for eternity," his voice trailed off into a purr until he moved away from Buffy to the sink.

Buffy inhaled and exhaled quickly.  She fought to keep her racing heart calmer.  Everything about Spike was full of life in ways that a dead being should not be able to do.  She loved it when he was acting all feral and passionate.  "We'll be fine.  It's daytime, and we're going to take the Jeep.  Mom will fit more comfortably in there than Giles' little car anyways.  So, it is probably a good thing his car broke down."

Spike raised a brow at Dawn over his shoulder.  "You are a brave one, Bit."

Dawn rolled her eyes.  "Yeah, yeah.  I know."  Dawn grabbed her purse from the counter.  "Let's get this over with."

"No picking on my driving.  I'm nervous enough as it is."  Buffy called out to Dawn while she followed the teenager out the front door.  "Love you, Spike."  She called back to Spike.  She knew if she went back to give him another kiss, they wouldn't be leaving until the afternoon.

Spike chuckled.  He knew why she didn't come back.  He shook his head while he washed the dishes.  He wanted everything to be clean and ready for Joyce's return.  He had to get the dining room all fixed up.  It was still in shambles after the incident with Xander.

~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~

Dawn burst into Joyce Summers' hospital room.  "You have got to get her more driving lessons."  She panted.  Her complexion was pale.  "I'm too young to die."  She thought about being the Key.  "Okay this body is too young to die, yet."

Buffy hung her head as she walked in much slower behind Dawn.  She handed the keys to Giles.  "No dents, but it wasn't a fun time."  She echoed Dawn's sentiment.  "Why can I kill demons, disassemble and reassemble crossbows, wield a sword, and see things other can't see in the dark but I can't see stop signs and red lights in broad daylight?

Joyce covered her mouth to hide a laugh.  She never understood why Buffy was such a horrible driver.  She assumed part of the reason was because Buffy was scared of driving.  Perhaps it was time to get Buffy more driving lessons.

Giles chuckled softly.  Buffy's lack of driving skill was well known amongst the Scoobies.  It was considered taking your life into your own hands if you drove with her, but today it was necessary to get the jeep to the hospital.  "I'm sorry you had to go through that, Buffy."

Buffy slumped down into one of the hospital chairs.  "It's okay.  You didn't ask your car to break down on the way here last night."

Joyce slid out of bed.  She was fully clothed in her regular attire.  She held a couple prescription slips in her hands and what she had affectionately been calling her "jail release" papers.  "As much as I want to console you Buffy, I want out of this hospital more."

Buffy brightened at the prospect of having her mother at home again.  "They still agreed that you can go?"

"Yep."  Joyce waved the papers around.  "These say I can get out of jail and go back home."  She chuckled.

Giles smiled warmly.  Joyce was so full of spunk today.  After seeing her so worn out ragged for the last few days, he was pleased to see her more like her old self.  The worry lines of pain around Joyce's eyes told him that part of it was a cover for the pain she was in, but Joyce was indeed happy to be going home.

Dawn wrapped her arm around her mom's.  She hugged Joyce with the other arm.  "Spike is excited about you coming home too.  He's fixing the place up."

"He didn't have to go through all that trouble."  Joyce didn't want to put anyone out.  She didn't expect special treatment.  The looks on the faces around her told her that she was going to be getting a lot of attention and treatment.

"It was a pretty big mess, Mom."  Buffy sighed.  "We weren't able to clean up after the mess with Xander.  You don't need to see that."

Joyce's mama bear side emerged.  "He will pay for anything he broke, and he'd better not even think of coming around unless it is for some major apologizing."

Giles wrapped his hand around Joyce's free arm to escort her out of the room.  "We shouldn't have anything to worry about where he is concerned for a while."

The four of them walked to the elevator.  Ben met them at the door.  "Congratulations on going home, Mrs. Summers."

"Thank you, Ben.  I'm looking forward to being in my own place again.  The prescribed bed rest part I'm not too thrilled about."

Buffy glared at Ben.  Something wasn't right.  She tried to shake it off, but she couldn't.  Ben had been nothing but nice to them at the hospital.  Why was every instinct inside of her now telling her kill the man?  She was confused.

Ben smiled genuinely.  "You need to follow the doctor's orders.  He's very good at what he does."  He backed away from Buffy a couple steps.  Something in the woman's eyes was scary, almost demonic.  "He only tells you to do what will be the best for your recovery."

"I'm sure that's true, Ben," Giles wondered about Buffy's reaction.  He felt Buffy stiffen next to him when Ben met them.  For a brief moment he swore her eyes even changed color.  He'd be sure to ask her about it later.  "If you'll excuse us, I want to get Joyce home before she is too tired out."

"Of course.  Have a good trip."  Ben turned on his heel, shook his head, and walked away.  'That is one strange family.'

Dawn watched Ben leave as the doors to the elevator closed.  When they walked into the elevator Buffy's body was between her and Ben.  Dawn was tall and limber enough to see around her sister.  She felt something make her shiver when Ben was around this time.  She wondered what it was.  She would talk to Buffy about it later.  Buffy was acting like she was protecting Dawn from Ben, and Dawn wondered why Buffy felt that was necessary.

~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~ 

Spike tilted his head to the side a little.  The glass and mess in the dining room was all cleaned up.  He reframed the lithograph that fell to the floor in the struggle.  They would need to get a new piece of glass later, but it still hung in the original frame.

Spike wiped the dining room table again.  He repaired the hole in the wall and some of the broken boards.  Dust settled on everything in the dining room.  So, he had to dust and wipe everything down.  He wanted the house to be perfect for Joyce's homecoming.

Spike heard the shutting of car doors outside.  He turned on the stove to heat up the kettle filled with water.  He brought out a tray of various snacks that he found in Joyce's cupboard.  He set it down on the living room table.  He turned around in time to see Joyce walk in the door.  He stepped back to avoid the sunlight.

"Home, sweet home."  Joyce sighed happily.  She walked over to Spike and hugged him.  "Thank you so much for cleaning up.  I'm not sure I would have been able to do it."

Buffy, Spike, Giles and Dawn all gasped.  "There will be no cleaning of any sort for a while, Joyce."  Spike was the first to speak up.  "Buffy asked me to move in, and I've accepted.  Between the three of us, we'll get all the housework done."

Dawn started to grumble but stopped when Spike shot her one of his "you'd better do it" looks.

"I'll take care of most of it since I don't really have any commitments outside of you all."  Spike explained.  He looked at Buffy with encouragement.  "Buffy was even talking about looking into catching up on her college classes."

"Is that true, Buffy?"  Joyce hugged Buffy when she saw the nod.  "That is great.  I've been so worried because of all the time you missed taking care of me."

"Family comes first."  Buffy hugged her mother in return.  "You take of those you love before anything or anyone else."  Her gaze landed on Spike as she spoke.

Spike would have blushed if vampires could.  The love and desire in Buffy's eyes still amazed him to have it directed at him instead of someone else.  He was a very lucky man.

The five of them sat down in the various chairs and couches in the living room.  Each one talked about any ideas they had concerning the little tiff the night before.  They shared glasses of tea, milk, soda, and various snacks while they talked for the next couple hours.

Giles shared some of his findings on the herb list he compiled.  He said that he left a portion of the vials liquid with a friend of his at the hospital to analyze for contents.  "I was unable to find a specific potion that used the particular combination of herbs I discovered."

"Maybe it was influenced in more than one way?"  Spike sat back on the couch with Buffy.  He wrapped his arm around the back of the couch and down her shoulders.  "What if it is actually comprised of two separate potions or even a potion and another spell?"

"You could be right."  Giles jotted down some notes.  "I'll have to broaden my search."  He sighed.  "It's going to take longer to figure out, but Wesley is looking into his own sources as well."

"Are you sure that it is wise to trust this Wesley again?"  Joyce asked.  "After all he does work for Angel, and he is here with Angel too."

"I overheard them speaking last night, and I am fairly confidant that he can be trusted."

"Fairly confidant?  You'd bloody better be positive, Watcher."  Spike countered.

"You can never be 100 percent certain of anything, Spike."  Giles closed his notebook.  "I trust him to be straight with me on his findings.  He didn't sound too convinced that Angel wasn't just seeing things that weren't there."

Spike nodded, and Buffy sat up on the couch.  "If he crosses the line, I'll handle him like Angel."  She wasn't trying to threaten anything.  Another piece of dynamite in the powder keg shed was not what they needed.  "He never cared much for me.  I was too much of a rebel."

"I think you will find certain changes in Wesley to be to your liking."  Giles explained Wes' appearance and sense of confidence that he carried with him.

"That's cool.  When are you seeing him again?"

"In a hour at the Magic Box."  Giles stood up.  "Which reminds me, as much as I am pained to admit it, I need to get to the shop."

"It's fine, Rupert.  I understand."  Joyce stood up in front of Giles.  She took his hands in hers.  "You've spent so much time with me already.  You have other responsibilities."

"I would spend every moment with you, if I could."  Giles kissed the top of Joyce's hand.

Spike, Dawn and Buffy headed for the kitchen as soon as Joyce stood up.  They wanted to give the two adults some privacy.  Dawn rested against the island with her elbows out behind her and her back against the ledge of the island.  "It's just so sweet."

"You're such a romantic, Nibblet."  Spike teased.

"And like you aren't?"  Dawn turned around with a raised brow directed at the vampire.

"Yeah ... well ... um ... I'll never admit it."  Spike humphed in a "so there" sound.

Buffy chuckled.  "Give up while you're ahead, baby."  She nestled into Spike's side to hug him.  "You're secrets are safe with us, but you can't hide your Inner William from us. We know all about him."

Dawn jumped to the other side of Spike to share in the hug.  "Yep, you're doomed when it comes to Summers' women.  We are your weakness."

"Nope."  Spike hugged both Buffy and Dawn tightly.  "You are my strength."

The front door clicked behind Giles' exit.  Joyce stepped into the kitchen.  "Thank you."

"No problem, Joyce."  Spike moved around Buffy and Dawn to reach the woman he considered as much his mother and friend as he did his biological mother.  "You look a bit tired.  Would you like a hand to your room?"

"Thank you, Spike.  I guess coming home wore me out a bit more than I expected it too."  She walked slowly up the stairs next to Spike.

Buffy followed behind the pair.  She and Dawn helped settle their mom into her room.  Spike left while the women took care of the changing and tucking in.  When they were content of Joyce's well being, they all headed back downstairs to sit on the couch.

~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~

With a slight bounce in his step, Giles exited the jeep.  He parked it in a spot near the front of the store.  After all of the upset of the night before, it was nice to have his day going so well.  His wonderful day ended the moment he stepped into the Magic Box.

The color drained from his face at the large amount of men and women dressed in tweed crowding his shop.  They were standing everywhere, checking things out.  Sitting at their research table sat a man he hoped he wouldn't have to see again, Quentin Travers.

Anya rushed over to Giles.  "You have to make them go away, Giles."  She whined in frustration.  "They've been here for hours, and they are scaring the customers away."  She pointed to Quentin Travers, "Especially that one.  He glowers."

Giles would have chuckled at Anya's assessment of Quentin Travers, but he was too annoyed to find Quentin's presence in his shop.

Quentin pulled an antique timepiece from his vest pocket.  He clicked it open to look at the time.  He snapped it shut, and without looking up at Giles he spoke, "Do you even know the meaning of work and productiveness anymore, Rupert."

Giles refused to let the older man rile him.  "I know exactly where my priorities lay.  I am not accountable to you any more."  He no longer worked for these pillocks.  He wasn't at their beckon call any more.  "Whatever you want, Quentin, you can't have it."  He walked over to the cash register to go over the sales book for the day.

"Perhaps we have something for you."  Quentin offered in a token explanation for their presence.

"I highly doubt you'd be offering us anything since we no longer work for you."  Giles spoke up without a glance in the direction of Quentin Travers.

A man of India based origins spoke up in anger.  "The Slayer will always work for the Council.  She can't get rid of us!"

Giles snapped the book he was reading shut.  The pop of the heavy book snapping shut startled a few of the Council members.  "Yet, she has quit the Council."  He moved around the counter to face Quentin again.  "Unless I hear a very good reason soon, we will have nothing more to say to each other aside from get out of my store."

~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~

Wesley entered the Magic Box with his head buried in one of the books he studied all day.  "I think that I might have a ..."  He stopped mid-sentence and looked up at the sound of a clearing throat.  Giles stood in front of a table.  Wesley started to speak, but then he noticed all of the other people just standing around the shop.  He raised his brows in question.  Last he heard Giles was fired from the Council like Wes.  What would the Council be doing here now?

"Don't look at me.  I didn't invite them," Giles grunted in response.  He'd thought about contacting the Council to find out more information on Glory.  He never got to it because of Joyce's sickness.  Now the Council was here on his doorstep, uninvited.  That didn't bode well for their little group.

Quentin Travers looked over Wesley.  He reassessed every aspect of the former Watcher in that glance.  His judgments mainly stayed the same as his previous ones, but he took note of the changes in stance and appearance.  "Nice of you to join us, Wesley."  The condescension that was always apparent when Travers talked to someone he didn't like was out in the open when he uttered Wes' name.  "Perhaps you can enlighten us on what's been happening lately to warrant the presence of 2 ex-Watcher's since Rupert here doesn't seem inclined to."

~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~

(To Be Continued)


This story archived at http://https://spikeluver.com/SpuffyRealm/viewstory.php?sid=8767





Disclaimer: All publicly recognizable characters and settings are the property of their respective owners. The original characters and plot are the property of the author. No money is being made from this work. No copyright infringement is intended.







This book was created "On-The-Fly" using eFiction and ePubVersion



