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Chapter 37

Circles

Please reviewShe found herself walking on the beach at sunset.  Or, it could have been sunrise; she couldn't really distinguish which one it was.  The point was the sky was tuning that pretty orange color that only comes twice a day, at sunrise and sunset.

     Buffy felt the softness of the sand as it cradled her feet.  She could smell the salt in the air and feel the gentle mist from the waves on her face.  It was cool and comforting.  Like he had been.

     "Buffy?"

     She turned and saw a small flicker of light coming toward her.  Sunset, she thought.  It must be sunset here; otherwise there would be no need for candles.

     "Mom?"

     Her face glowed a little.  Buffy wasn't sure if it was due to the candlelight or the fact that she was dreaming.

     She was dreaming.  But how could she have fallen asleep when everything was so horrible on the outside?  How could she be so selfish?  He wasn't here anymore.  She shouldn't be dreaming about beaches and her Mom and candles, not when he wasn't there to share it with her.

     Joyce smiled, "Oh, Sweetie he's here with you," she winked, "I made sure of it."

     "But, I saw it.  He's dust.  I know it."

      "Honey, let me show you something," she said as she knelt in the sand.  Buffy watched as two large circles were drawn, one next to the other, in the sand, "You see the point where the circles overlap?"

     "Yeah."

     Joyce nodded, "They're separate but they're together, too.  At that one point, they exist together.  They need each other; otherwise the circles wouldn't be complete.  Understand?"

     "No."

     Joyce sighed, "Okay, let's try it another way," she said as she blew out her candle.

     "But, Mom, now I can't see you."

     "Buffy, you don't need light to see me.  It's always twilight here.  Didn't he tell you not to use your eyes?"

     "Yeah, he did," she whispered, choking on her tears.

     "I know.  That's good advice, Sweetheart.  And that's why I gave you both a little gift," Joyce hugged Buffy giving her a little kiss, "I knew this was going to be hard, on both of you.  So, I did what I could to help."     
 
      "What gift, Mom?"

     "It's just a little surprise.  You had your gift.  I have mine.  I love you, Buffy."

     Buffy felt a kiss brush her cheek as her mother disappeared.
***************************

     Spike paced outside Buffy's room.  He wasn't sure what would happen once Buffy opened her eyes and saw him.  Would she recognize him?  Would she cry?  Would she scream?  Or, would she stare off into space, too far for him to reach?  Had Drusilla's last act been to do something he had sought to do, but thankfully had neither the inclination, nor the strength anymore, to accomplish?  Had Drusilla finally killed Buffy Summers?

     He was unprepared for just how ill the idea of her death made him feel.  As he stared at her diminutive frame lying in the bed with tubes and wires crisscrossing every which way, he tried to gather the courage to go in and see her.  

     At the factory he'd been running on instinct.  It was animal fury that had driven him then.  Even things he should have taken pleasure in, the throttling he'd given Angelus, had been without thought.  If it hadn't been for Bit, Angelus would be dust on a concrete floor right now.

     Spike wondered if Angelus knew just how close he'd been to crossing a line.  He wondered if Angelus knew that Dawn had saved him.  When Spike thought about it, he knew that Dawn had saved him too.  It wasn't that far of a jump to just letting the fury take hold.  If that had happened, no one would be safe.

     As he watched the two girls he loved more than his existence, the ones he loved, and prized even more highly than his own soul, he wondered why he still cared for them.  It didn't make sense to him since he didn't have a soul to tell him they mattered, but somehow they did.  He still cared.  And, if it were possible, he cared even more than he had before the soul stood in the place of his dead heart.  Something in him still burned, like a tiny candle flame, for them.  Something kept him warm.  He didn't know what it was, but he knew that without it, he wouldn't be entirely whole.

     Dawn came out of the little room.  When had she grown up?  "How is she, Dawn?"

     "I think she's sleeping now.  You can go in to see her, if you want to."

     "I can't Bit," he choked, "not like this."

     Dawn took hold of Spike's hand, which still had Buffy's blood on it, "I don't really think she'll care what you look like, Spike.  Just go in and be with her. That's all that matters."

     He shook his head, suddenly feeling exhausted, "That's not what I meant, Dawn."

      The pain in his eyes made Dawn want to cry.  She knew he was feeling the loss of his soul now.  She could see that he was drowning, and Buffy was the only thing that would save him.  But, he wouldn't take the safety she would give him for fear of dragging her down in his wake.

     "Spike, take some advice from a girl who's even older than you are," she winked, trying to put on a brave face, "What you did for her proves, to anyone with eyes and even an ounce of heart, that you have more soul," she stopped when he lowered his eyes, "Hey, look at me," his gaze returned to hers, "What you did proves that you have more soul without one than that other vampire," she practically spat out the words, "does with one.  Now, go in and see her.  Just sit with her.  She'll know you're there.  You won't even need to talk."
**********************

     Down in the parking garage, Angel was licking his wounds.  He was glad Dawn came when she did.  If she hadn't come at that moment, Angel was certain he would be headless right now.

     "And, what does that say about you, Angel?  The fact that he was able to control himself when he so clearly wanted to tear your head from your shoulders, I wonder, would you have been able to stop?"

     "Holland, do you ever tire of pestering me?"

     "It's a legitimate question, Angel."

     "Angelus isn't me."

     "Oh really?" Holland was incredulous, "Because lately, to be frank, the Home Office has had trouble differentiating the two.  Angel and Angelus seem to be acting quite similar these days.  That's why the Powers put on this little passion play.  They wanted to see who really deserved the dessert at the end of the meal.  Guess we all get what we wanted.  The Higher Ups get their Champion," Holland sneered.

     "But Spike doesn't have a soul.  How does he end up with the Shanshu?"

     "Oh, don't worry.  He won't be getting the brass ring quite yet.  But, he's on the fast track now.  It won't take him long at all.  Certainly not as long as it took you," he shook his head, "What am I saying, you still don't have it, Angel.  And let's face it, you probably never will," Holland shrugged, "But who knows?  Prophecies are such tricky things.  I could be wrong, entirely.  Somehow though, I doubt that I am.  But look on the bright side, Angel; you'll have a nice cushy corner suite down in the Home Office just waiting for you.  Nice doing business with you," he grinned as he handed Angel his business card, "We look forward to a long and, shall we say, fruitful relationship."

     With that, Holland Manners disappeared.
**********************

     He looked down at her sleeping face and wondered if the fairy tales could be true.  Could he wake her with just a kiss?  "Open your eyes.  Please, Buffy.  I need you to be all right," he took her small hand in his and kissed her fingers lightly.  He didn't know what to say to her, so he said the first thing that popped into his head.  It seemed crazy.  She wouldn't go for it, he was sure of that.  After all he didn't have a soul now.  And, Buffy wanted to be a normal girl.

     But then, what was normal anyway?  Dawn was right, what he did proved he had something no one else did, "Buffy," he suddenly was unsure of his words, whether out of fatigue or just plain fear, he couldn't tell.  But it was too late to back out now.  The words were off of his tongue before he knew what he'd said, "Buffy, if you wake up, I promise to get you a beautiful circle of gold to fit on your beautiful finger.  Just wake up, now."

     When his brain processed what he'd said, he wondered where it had come from.  As it turned out he needn't have looked far to find the answer, because at that very moment, Dawn and Willow were having a very enlightening conversation.
********************

     "Willow, you have to help Spike get his soul back."

     "But, Dawn, he doesn't need it," Willow said, smiling, "He and Buffy already share one."
*******************************

     Buffy didn't need to open her eyes to know that Spike was there.  And, somehow, even though she couldn't articulate just how she knew, she knew what he had done to save her.  She knew just what he had lost.  And she knew what he had gained.

     She looked up into his tired beaten face, and asked, "You promise?"

     The joy Spike felt at seeing her emerald eyes had to express itself, "Yes.  I promise.  As soon as you're well enough."

     The reply was weak, "I feel like a million bucks."

     "I love you, Buffy Summers," Spike said as he leaned over and gave her a gentle kiss.
********************************
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