Chapter 6
I was expecting the Scoobies to gasp, or exclaim loudly, or even get angry at me. I just said their friend was going to die and they were not known for sitting quietly by while bad things happened. That’s what separated them from the rest of their classmates. That and they didn’t fall prey to the Sunnydale syndrome where everything was explained away by a stupid excuse.

I wasn’t expecting Buffy to stand in that same eye-blurring speed she used on her vamp playmate from earlier in the night. Her sudden agitation came with another swipe from her aura spell which was quickly becoming a hideous annoyance. Despite her aggressive stance, Buffy looked more lost than mad.

“Don’t worry, she would have gotten better. Though, Xander? You should definitely learn some better first-aid. If it had been anyone else, she would have likely died later on that night,” I said while ignoring the hovering Slayer.

“So is the Buffster not at risk of dying now?” Xander asked with a concerned look.

I shrugged though I spoke up when I noticed the annoyed looks.

“Look, the problem was that she would have died because that prophecy is a Cassandra type prophecy. It was self fulfilling. But, I’m not the source of the prophecy so it should be a loophole around it. The way things worked originally, Buffy got all wigged out by the prophecy and decided to attack ‘The Master’,” and here I threw up my fingers to quote the name and used the most annoyed sarcastic voice I could managed, “and decided to attack him alone. It was self fulfilling. If she works with the team, she would have been fine. The jerk used his minions to whittle her down until she was tired then used his edge in mind control to get into her head. Then he took a quick sip and was free from his prison.”
Buffy plopped back into her chair, her face not showing the hope that I was expecting. Instead she looked like she was about to give up.
“And how do you know that I won’t die this time?” she asked in a sad voice.
“Simple. You don’t even need to fight him,” I said. At that she opened her mouth to speak to which I just waved my hand.
“No, I mean, none of us really have to fight him. The jerk is stuck in his little prison. He is a sitting duck. He can’t escape. Normally, fighting vampires requires a Slayer or a heck of a lot of teamwork, but that’s because they are so fast and can escape or attack quickly. In this case...he is practically tied down. We don’t need to fight him. We just need to kill him. Pump a water tank of holy water down their. Throw around a few oil drums filled with gasoline and light them on fire, chuck a bunch of bundles of thermite or a hundred other solutions. He can’t escape and as long as you,” I said, jabbing my finger at Buffy, “don’t stupidly go and attack him like he wants. he is currently a sitting duck. We’ve already won.”
The room was silent after my little outburst, but I couldn’t help it. Buffy’s first big bad almost killed her not because he was so dangerous or powerful but because Buffy decided to hold the idiot ball and I wanted to be sure she didn’t do it again.
Buffy huffed loudly, then grabbed her purse from the table where it had been waiting for her then stormed back out of the room throwing a “I’m going home,” over her shoulder.
“Buffy! Yes, well…” Giles said, his voice trailing off as Buffy continued without slowing, then turned his gaze to me.
Looking awkward, the two teens stood as well, Xander making some comment about getting a good nights sleep and a healthy breakfast as he quickly shooed the female Scoobie ahead of him. While helping her grab her books, he shot a quick quizzical look to the older man who simply smiled an awkward smile in response. Despite the subtle silent communication, the pair seemed to come to some agreement where Xander nodded and walked Willow out.
Then their were just the two of us.
“So. Is this where you threaten me? Seriously Ripper, mad respect and all - wait, do the kids say mad respect yet? - Anyway, I’ve got no intention of hurting your crew. Like I said, you and yours are fighting on the side of the angels here. Well, actually, the side of good seeing how this is a hell dimension and the angels here can be right shits some times,” I said in a quick spew to try blind him with more bullshit.
Given the single eyebrow raise I got in response, I doubted it worked.
“Was any of that true?” Giles asked while studying me carefully.
Shrugging without care, I reached out and snagged one of the old tombs on the table, the cover sporting some phrase in Latin that seemed to squirm in my sight until I could read it as ‘The feast of the thirsty-dead.’ It wasn’t a perfect translation, but I could feel the language context and the culture of the writing hovering at the edges of my mind.
“I haven’t lied yet. Not that I’ve told the whole truth either. I wasn’t kidding about it being something that more than one mortal would go bat shit crazy over. I know good chunks of this dimensions’ past, present, and possible future. I’m not one of the good guys, but that’s more because I don’t want to really get involved than any kind of malice. It’s way too easy for my kind to go over the edge into ‘god emperor tyrant’ territory. I’d like to avoid that thanks,” I said while still fiddling with the book. While I could read the pages, the weird translation thing going on in my head doing the bulk of the work, it also took time for things to rearrange and condense in my head. It was yet one more power I would need to practice with. Maybe I could use it to learn languages faster, or I might get quicker or better at translating things.
Before he could say anything else, I looked up and speared him with an intense look.
“I wasn’t kidding about being a newborn either. Right now I’m weak. I’ve got powers and whole lot of potential, but until I gain some time to learn, it would be way too easy for me to spiral out of control in any number of ways. That’s one of the things that goes wrong with my kind. Trauma is not a good thing for a young god-like being in the making to experience so early in their life. I’m trying to step carefully and slowly. One day I might be able to clear this dimension of its demonic taint with a wave of my hand, but that day is not today. I’m well aware that even the powers I do have right now are untested and potentially volatile. I’ve no plans to experiment wildly. Yes, I’ll almost certainly survive it, but this dimension might not and that’s not something I want to have on my mind for the next millennium.”
Giles took off his glasses and began to clean them slowly while he stared off into the distance. I was more certain than ever that it was a developed mannerism used to buy time and think.
“You swear upon your name that you have no intent to harm humanity?” Giles asked when he finally put his glasses back on.
“On my name, I have no intent to harm humanity,” I said, the solemn words seeming to pulse for a second between us.
“You swear upon your name that you have no intent to harm Buffy or her friends?” Giles asked, his voice just as intense as the last time.
Holding up a single finger I straightened in my chair as I gently set the book back on the table. I quickly glanced around the library, trying to get a feel for the magical content of the room. It didn’t feel particularly different from the rest of the building – a mix of blue and black. I could already tell that this world was predominantly red and black and it bled into and tainted nearly anything. 
“I swear, upon my name, that I have no intent to harm Buffy or her friends,” I began and watched Giles slowly relax before tensing as I continued, “except in so far is directly required to help them. This would almost entirely consist of information which I think they would need or want but might be emotionally or mentally upsetting.”
Giles frowned at that but didn’t gainsay my words.
Clapping my hands, I smiled at him with my now practiced manic grin.
“Now, why don’t I follow you home and when you don’t invite me in, I’ll crash on your couch. I could use a good night’s sleep and a nice old fashioned English breakfast. Oh! And tea in the morning would be lovely.”
I had a feeling that Giles’ grumpy British frown would become a new constant with me around.
