Three Men and a Dawnie

Joss’ toys, I am just playing.

Summary: A brief journey into Dawn’s mind as she ponders the men in her life in a, romantic way.
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     Dawn surveyed the scene around her. Counting ten hungry vamps, she swallowed hard. Why hadn’t she called Buffy for a ride home from the theatre? Why did she have to come through the park? How long had she lived in Sunnydale? And with a sister who was the Slayer, to boot! When was she ever going to learn?

     “This is the Slayer’s little sister, boys,” the obvious leader of the undead gang began. His yellow eyes looked her up and down and his sick smile grew. “You wanna talk sweet? Man, this pretty little thing has got to be the absolute sweetest!”

     They licked their lips and growled hungrily. Dawn looked desperately for a way to escape, any way, but saw nothing. A few of the monsters stepped toward her and she trembled. They laughed.

     “I wanna taste,” a long, dark haired one said, moving closer.

     “Me first,” a spikey one quipped, doing the same.

     “I found her,” a short, stocky one stated, stepping up on her right.

     “But I got here first,” a tall, lean one added, flanking her from the left.

     They were so close she could feel their cold breath on her warm skin and she gasped without even realizing it. The leader glared at his minions and waved them away.

     “No one touches her until I say!” he growled, fangs bearing. 

     They exchanged a glance then backed away, clearing a path for him. Grinning from ear to ear, he walked up to her and reached out.

     “Now, now, pretty young thing,” he purred, brushing his fingers over her neck. “No need to fear. Big Mike is going to take very good care of-“

     Before he could finish his sentence, there was a loud crack followed by an ear piercing scream. All eyes turned to find a caped, masked man in black dangling what once was the arm of the stocky vamp from his gloved hand. A sudden rush of fear rang through the crowd and the vampires began slowly mulling away.

     Then, as if on cue, they turned in unison and started running. Faster than the human eye could see, the mysterious man started tossing wooden stakes into the air and within seconds, dust was everywhere. 

    Dawn sighed breathlessly, her blue eyes wide with pure joy as her rescuer moved toward her.

     “Are you alright, beautiful?” the crisp, English accent softly inquired, taking her hand.

     “Oh yes, I am so alright!” she replied, her eyes fixed on the handsome man. “Thanks to you. Thank you, SuperVamp!”

     He smiled and pulled her close. Brushing his lips over her ear, he purred.

     “It’s Spike to you, beautiful,” he whispered, licking her lobe. “And you are beautiful, so much more so than that daft sister of yours. And you know, Pet, no one tastes you but me.”

     She closed her eyes as he placed a string of kisses down her neck, licking tenderly before sinking his teeth gently into the-

     “Faith? Do you have my Hot Pocket again?”

     The loud, whiny voice of Andrew jolted the youngest Summers out of her daydream and she frowned. Man, it was just getting so good!

     “I told you,” the whiner continued, following the meatball pocket munching Slayer through the living room. “That was mine!”

     Faith ignored him and proceeded to go outside, where Buffy had the SITS working out. Upset that his lunch had been napped, he turned to the nearest person to complain.

     “Why does she do that?” he whined. “She knows they’re mine.”

     “And you have just answered your own stupid question, geek boy,” Xander said, making himself comfy in the overstuffed chair. “Ah, this is just what the Xan-man needs after a long morning of listening to that.”

     Dawn smiled as he propped his feet up on the coffee table, her eyes taking in his long, jean clad legs then moving to his face. His good eye closed, she watched him as he cat napped her smile growing as her mind wandered. Xander Harris was so the great guy! Handsome, smart, funny, a perfect gentleman, he was exactly the guy your mom wanted you to marry. Yep, Xander was the all around good guy…..

     The music pounding, the guitar solo brought down the house. Dawn made her way to the stage, her baby blues never leaving the spiky haired, tight jean, torn tee shirt wearing lead singer/guitarist.    

Xander finished up the song, thanked the audience and, after tossing his instrument to his band mate, hopped off of the stage and down to her.

     “Hey, baby, you look hot,” he purred, taking in her black mini and fishnet blouse. 

     “Thanks, so do you,” she replied, reaching up and playing with a few dark spikes.

     “Xander! Oh Xander, please, please, take me back!”

    They looked at the begging ex vengeance demon standing beside them.

     “An, I told you,” he said, rolling his eyes at his ex girlfriend. “You’re just not hot enough for me. I need a real woman, someone who can steam up an ice cream truck.” He smiled at Dawn. “And that woman is Dawn. Man, look how hot she is! I can’t believe I ever thought Buffy was hot. She couldn’t even warm a pop tart! My Dawn, on the other hand…..” He paused and licked his lips. “Well just look at her. My girl is smokin’!”

     “But Xander, we were engaged! You gave me a ring!”

     “And now I’m giving you this.” 

     He raised his hand in a little wave, threw an arm around Dawn and led her out of the Bronze. In the parking lot, the couple was met with a herd of adoring fans all clamoring for the Xan-man’s time. With a smile, he shooed them away and continued to the fine vehicle awaiting them.

     “Oh Xander, you got the Hummer!” she squealed, upon seeing the fire engine red suv. 

     “That’s the one you wanted, baby,” he noted, gently shoving her against the hood. “And you know, I always get my girl what she wants.”

     His arms wrapped around her and he pressed his body to hers. Their lips met and-

     “I told you, you insipid little twit, I do not, nor will I ever, care! Now go away!”

     The distinct voice of her sister’s watcher rang through her ears bringing her Xander fantasy to an abrupt end. Sighing angrily, she turned to see Andrew sulking away from the Englishman. Poor Giles. As if it wasn’t bad enough he was stuck in a house full of teen age girls, he had to deal with Captain Dork from the Starship Geek. 

      She felt bad for him. It couldn’t be easy, but he was handling it with total grace…just like he did everything. That was the way he was. No matter what the crisis, what the danger, what the irritation, Giles was the epitome of class and sophistication. Sure, he was old and not exactly cool like Spike, or hot like Xander. But still, in his own, Giles way, he was kind of cute. Sort of, 007-esque…..

     “For you, darling.”

     Dawn accepted the dozen red roses from the tuxedo clad Englishman and smiled.

     “They’re beautiful,” she cooed, inhaling deeply. 

     “They fail in comparison to you, my darling.”

      Taking her hand, he placed a soft kiss on the palm. Her smile grew and she felt her breathing speed up just a bit.

     “Here, allow me.” He took the flowers, placed them in the vase on the candlelit table then reached for her. “Dance with me, my lovely?”

     Celion Dion’s, My heart Will Go On filled the air and she stood, allowing him to lead her to the dance floor. Once there, he admired her gown.

     “Simply gorgeous,” he purred, his eyes smiling at her, “so much prettier than Buffy.”

     He extended his arms, she stepped into them and they began swaying gently to the music. Dawn’s heart sang along with the diva. Giles so knew how to dance. And he smelled really good! Maybe there was something to this, older man thing. After all, look at Buffy and Angel. He was like, so old, ancient even, way older than Giles, and, to be honest, a lot worse of a dancer.

     “She smiles and my heart sighs” he began, his eyes locked into hers. “As the sun is to the moon, her heart is to mine…beating in perfect time…our dancing souls together on the wind of the dark night…..the cool of lost desire filling the depths of our passion…I wait with anxious lips…to kiss the dawn.”

     Dawn was sure she felt her heart actually stop. Wow! That was so…wow! Ok, he was way better than 007! He was like that guy from Evita…the one married to Madonna. 

     Her eyes grew wide as he leaned in close. He was going to kiss her! He was going to and she wanted him too.

     “Darling,” he whispered, mere millimeters from her lips. “My darling, I love you so. I love you my darling Willow.”

      She closed her eyes and-what? My darling what? Her eyes flew open and she shoved him away just as he went in for a kiss. Startled, he furrowed a brow.

     “Darling, what’s wrong?” he confusedly asked.

     “Willow? My darling Willow?” she baulked, hands on her hips. 

     “I beg your pardon?” he cluelessly replied.

     “You said and I quote, I love you my darling Willow, end quote. You called me Willow!”

     “I most certainly did not!”

     “You so most certainly did!” She threw her hands in the air. “Gosh, why am I surprised? It’s always Willow! Always has been, always will be!” She looked him in the eye. “Why am I the ONLY one who knows this?”

     “No, no and did I say, no?”

     The redhead of daydreaming discussion brought Dawn’s attention to the here and now and she watched the scene in front of her.

     “Ah come on, Will, it’s just one little spell,” Andrew urged.

     The witch glared at him.

     “K, number one, I am no way doing a spell to orb you a Hot Pocket here, no matter how flaky and tender the new crust is. And number two, never, ever, ever, call me Will.”

     Dawn chuckled as the exasperated nerd finally gave up and sulked away. Willow sighed and returned to the research work at hand. As she read the magic book, Dawn thought about her redheaded friend and the Watcher. It didn’t take a brain surgeon to see that they had feelings for each other. And after last year, with Tara’s death and Willow’s dark mojo mood swing, well, hello, can we say duh?

     “Shut up already!”

     Dawn’s smile faded as Willow’s new ‘friend’ came into the room. She didn’t like Kennedy. At first, she had thought the girl was pretty cool. But now, well, cool or not, she so didn’t need to be with Willow! She was defiantly no Tara, not even in the same class and it totally killed her to see the slayer in training hanging all over her surrogate sister.

     “Can anyone do anything with that whiner?” she clepped, gesturing to Andrew who was currently hovering in a corner in the kitchen. “I mean, get him something to stick in his mouth.”

    Dawn wanted to make a suggestion but refrained. Instead, she turned her thoughts to her recent daydreams. Spike, Xander, Giles, three terrific guys she had been living with, more or less, for the past several months. They were all cute, sweet, basic great men, just not for her. Sure, she could still have her little fantasies and hey, why not? But her heart knew that the real man of her dreams, the one who would make her all warm and fuzzy, was still out there, somewhere, who knew where.

     “Ok, that’s it, I have had it!” Andrew stormed into the room, a look of determination on his face. Dawn’s brow shot up but the others paid him no attention. She furrowed her brow and smiled without even realizing it. He was kind of, cute, in a totally geeky kind of way. 

     “From now on, I am putting my name on my stuff and if anyone and that does mean our dark haired slayer, touches any of it…” His eyes found Dawn’s and he paused briefly. “Well then, I am going to…going to…”

     “Going to what?” she quipped, keeping her eyes on his. He did have nice eyes.

     “Going to…that is…”

     And he was highly intelligent, which was cool, because brains were hot. Not that he was or anything. She wasn’t saying that.

     “What are you going to do, Spok?” she mused, suddenly noticing the patch of chest that was peeking out of his shirt. When did that appear?

     “I am going to…be very, very, very…upset.”

     His voice wavered but he kept the look of semi sternness on his face, causing the Slayer’s kid sister to sigh lightly, as a wave of warm and fuzzy crept over her.
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