







Future Imperfect

By: Lilachigh


This ePub brought to you by: The Spuffy Realm.




Chapter 3

Chp 3  The Biggest Bad

Thank you for great reviews.  Hope you enjoy this view of the future.Future Imperfect  by  Lilachigh


Chp 3   The Biggest Bad



Buffy stared at her granddaughter hovering in the doorway – her pyjamas were bright with pictures of the latest TV comic star – some sort of bear with wings - but they were too small and too young for her.  Her feet and ankles looked white and thin poking out from the bottom of the legs and Buffy suddenly grinned as she realised that those feet were exactly the same shape and colour as Spike’s!

“Joyce, walk properly,” she said. “You‘re not a humming-bird. You don’t have to hover.  You should be in bed asleep.”

Joyce drifted to the floor then ran over and clambered into Spike’s lap.  He rubbed his chin across her tangled blonde hair as she snuggled against his chest. 

“And what’s all this rubbish about us not loving your mother,” Buffy went on.  

“It’s what Mom says,” Joyce muttered defiantly.

“Well, that’s something we’ll have to sort out with her,” Buffy replied. “She’s completely wrong and I expect you misunderstood her.  But what‘s important now is you and Billy.”

“Is this the right time to start in with the explanations, pet?” Spike said softly.  “They’ve only just arrived.  They probably don’t even remember us very well or know why they’re here.”

“Yes we do,” Joyce said, sitting up straighter.  “We’ve been sent away from home because I’m bad.”

“What!”  Buffy and Spike spoke at the same time.

Joyce shrugged, slid off Spike’s lap and stood in front of them,  “I’m bad, and Dad says I’m the biggest bad he’s ever known and he’s known a lot.”

“That’s true,” Spike muttered under his breath.

Buffy’s lips twitched.  Joyce was leaning against the table, her head tilted to one side, eight years old and with an attitude that brought memories flooding back.  There was nothing to remind Buffy of the little girl’s parents; everything in her cocky, pugnacious approach to life was inherited from Spike.

She took a deep breath.  “Joyce, sweetheart, you and Billy haven’t been sent away from home because you’re bad – ”

“Not Twin,” Joyce interrupted anxiously. “Don’t be cross with him. Billy’s not bad.  But he had to come because we go everywhere together.  Mom said he could stay at home, but he just got in the car when it was time to go.”

“Your Mom and Dad know you have – well, problems.  They thought Granddad and me would be the best people to talk to you about them, that’s all.  No one thinks you’re bad.”

Joyce didn’t look convinced.  She flicked her finger against her thumb and made a little scarlet mouse with emerald spots run across the floor.   She watched her grandparents out of the corner of her eye, but to her surprise, neither of them flinched or looked surprised.       

She flicked her finger again and a much larger mouse appeared.

“Joyce – before you get to the rats and leopard stage, do you want to know about what you’re doing,” Buffy asked briskly.

“It’s a bad habit,” the little girl said, repeating something that had obviously been said to her many times.  “Mom says I mustn’t do it.  Auntie Willow gets all upset.”

“Do you see a lot of Auntie Willow?”

Joyce nodded.  “When we were little she was round at our house visiting Mom all the time, then she went to live abroad for a while after I took her to a funny place where everyone had green faces and lots of lots of arms.  She didn’t like that at all. I thought it was cool.”

Buffy glanced at Spike in despair.  Poor Willow – she had been so thrilled when Shanny was born, so delighted to be her god-mother…even though, as she’d often said, being Jewish excluded her from the actual Christening….   

……“Buffy, she’s perfect!  Adorable. Aren’t you, Shanny, aren’t you adorable?”  Willow tickled the little girl and made cooing noises at her.  

Buffy prowled across to the window and stared out at the dusky grey sky.  Pinpoints of emerald and scarlet showed where the house was surrounded by some of the demon army who’d been tracking them across Europe. 

She threw a glance back at Willow and smiled.  It had been a very long time since she’d seen her friend looking this happy. After Kennedy had died in the first weeks of the European Demon War, the witch had retreated into herself. She used whatever magic she could to help the cause, but so many of the demons they were fighting seemed untouched by her brand of witchcraft.

“We think she’s adorable, and she’d been even more gorgeous if she didn’t cry at all the wrong times,” Buffy said with a sigh. “It’s difficult to creep up on a monster in a stealthy fashion when Shanny starts wailing for her next meal. But she’s learning. She’s much quieter than she used to be.”

Willow finished changing the baby, dressed her in the jeans and sweat shirt she always wore and tucked her into the travelling backpack that Spike had made.  Dawn usually wore this to carry Shanny, but Dawn had gone back to London with Giles to plan a second front so Willow had been promoted to Shanny carrier.  

“You didn’t think of sending her to England with Dawn?”

Buffy turned back to the window. Spike was somewhere out there in the Roman night, trying to discover what plans the demons had and she was getting nervous because he’d been gone a long time now with no word.

“No, we want her with us. Oh, I know Dawn and Giles would protect her with their lives, but she’s our daughter, Will. We love her so much and she belongs with us.”

Willow frowned and ran her fingers through her short ragged red hair.  When Kennedy had died, she’d cut it to about an inch all over.  She didn’t want to look pretty any more, or even attractive.  Tara, Kennedy,  everyone who loved her died. There would be no one else.

“She’s almost two now, isn’t she?  Seeing things, hearing things. They must make an impression on her mind.  Buffy, I don’t know anything about babies, but is it right to have her here, in the middle of the fighting and killing?”

Buffy shrugged and checked the street once more. Where was Spike?  Every second he was out of her sight was a nightmare for her.  Since they’d found each other again, since he’d been given half of the Shansu prophecy by the PTBs – that although he would remain a vampire he would age like a human being and be able to father a child – Buffy had had the feeling that this marvellous gift could be taken away just as easily as it had been given.

“Come on Will, Shanny’s the daughter of a Slayer and a vampire.  She’s going to see a lot of weird things in her life. Not much point in pretending the opposite, is there?”

Willow gently pushed the brown curls away from the toddler’s eyes. Shanny needed to have her hair cut, or at least tied back with a ribbon.  Two big brown eyes gazed up at her.  Willow sighed. She adored the little girl, but worried about her constantly. She was so quiet.  You would find her playing quietly by herself in a corner of the room while her parents discussed battle tactics. 

Willow glanced across at Buffy, saw her face change from strained and concerned to joyful and guessed that meant Spike was nearby.  

The door was thrust open and the vampire stalked in, leather coat swinging. Shanny’s gaze swung round to watch as her mother and father flung their arms around each other and kissed.  For a long minute they had eyes for no one but each other, then Spike said, “And how’s my other best girl?” and bent down to kiss and hug his daughter. 
Buffy watched, smiling, as Spike picked up their daughter and danced round the room with her.  Was Will right?  Should she have sent Shanny back to England with Dawn?   But surely the best place for a child was with her parents.  Life couldn’t go on being so difficult.  The demon army would be beaten eventually and then she and Spike could settle down together and bring up their daughter properly in a world where monsters and hell things no longer existed….

But Willow’s memory had gone flashing back to her own childhood and parents who adored each other. She knew in her head that they loved her, but had never really been able to dissuade herself that she was somehow very much in the way.

She sighed. Well, Shansu would always have her Auntie Willow in her life. She would never let her down. Ever…

…”Mom told Auntie Willow it was up to her to teach me self control when we came back from the green-face world. Then they had a big row, because Auntie Willow said it was impossible,” Joyce said now.  “So she went away. And Mom cried because I’m so bad Auntie Willow didn’t want to stay.”

Spike tried not to smile.  He knew Buffy would bloody well slay him if he made a joke of all this. But he could see the funny side, that was the trouble. Shanny, his darling Shanny, had broken his heart as well as her mother’s, but this child had stolen it away and refused to give it back. 

He could just picture Red sounding indignant and mortified that she couldn’t teach the little girl how to control herself.  For Joyce was trespassing on the witch’s territory. He supposed it would be a bit like Andrew besting him in a fist fight. He’d never get over it. Never live it down. No wonder Willow had gone to Europe.

He remembered what she had said to Buffy when she’d paid a flying visit to them before she left.

“Joyce scares me, Buffy. She’s eight years old and has more power now than I’ve ever had.  I don’t know where it comes from and I don’t know what to say to her. She’s way beyond me and she scares me silly.  And she terrifies her parents. Shanny thinks it’s all my fault, that I’ve taught her – ” 

There was a catch in her voice.  She loved Shanny so much, she was the daughter she’d never had. Her anger was more than Willow could bear.  

“But I haven’t. I’ve never said a word to her. The only spell Joyce has ever seen was when I made her teddy-bear dance in her crib and she was doing that herself two days later and she couldn’t even talk!  I’m going to Europe to see Giles.  He might have some ideas.  I’m all out.” 

Now as Spike watched, Buffy pulled Joyce towards her, placing her between her knees and holding her shoulders firmly.  “Listen, sweetheart. What you can do isn’t wrong – not like telling a lie or stealing is wrong.  It’s called witchcraft and usually you learn to do it when you’re way older than you are.  Auntie Willow was about sixteen or seventeen when she started.”

Joyce rolled her eyes and Spike choked behind his hand as Buffy’s indignant expression crossed his granddaughter’s face.  “Jeez, Gran, I know I’m a witch,” she said with the ill-concealed impatience of the young talking to the very brain dead old.  

“Oh, how do you know?”

Spike heard a soft sound on the stairs and whirled round.  Blue eyes met sapphire, the blond curls were identical, but the hard, flat planes of the older face were softened to chubby cheeks in the boy who stood there in the doorway. A warm, charming smile curved full lips.

“I told her, of course,” Billy said and for the first time, a shiver of nerves ran down Spike’s back.
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