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TimeLine:  AU - replies on nothing.  But set around where S2 would be, when Spike first meets Buffy in the Bronze.


Prologue – Creation Divided

 

In the beginning there was one Earth and one pure being to govern that Earth.  

Slowly the earth grew plentiful.  Trees and vegetation sprung up around bountiful streams, rivers and lakes.  Insects crawled the dusty planes, and soon they were joined by animals who shared in the lush, green overgrowth.  In the seas algae grew and multiplied, and fish swam within the reefs.  In time they were united by reptiles who helped bridge a gap between the two divisions of water and earth.

And then came the humans.

There were five at first.  Four men and one woman.  

But unlike the other creatures, they could not live in harmony.  They were greedy and callous.  They wanted the earth for themselves.  And they would do anything to get it.

However, like all avaricious things, their downfall lay in their inability to share with even one another.

The one pure being took pity on the world it had created, and in its charity divided between the five the earth it had borne so dearly in a final attempt to keep the peace.  Each part was to be governed by each of the five, who with their bounty were offered immortality as a gift.  

But their favour was bequeathed with a price; one rule.  That they could not personally kill a being within the Earth that had been granted so freely upon them and that together they must retain the balance created on the Earth.  

It was their choice.  

The repercussions would be severe.  

They were warned.

But greed overrides sensibility.

And they accepted it gladly.

No mere mortal, demon or power would be able to view these separations, long formed before time as they knew it began.  Nor were they privy to the rule that bound their world together with such fragility.

But the separations, they were there, and they held strong…

Even as around them, creation crumbled.

 

Chapter One – Lost In The Telling

1773 - Winter

 

The first spoke out.  “This is a problem.”  

“It is starting.  I can feel it.”  Agreed the second.

“Something must be done.”  Concurred the third.

“And soon.”  Completed the fourth.

In a place overlooking the world, a place where no being that dwelled within it could see, five once-humans sat gazing down at the earth that belonged to them.  They sat in a circle, placed high on magnificent chairs of spun gold, silver and bronze which levitated in the air.  In between them, a swirling vortex showed to them the object of their attention.

“Under which separation does he lie?”  The first asked, looking out to his four companions, looking for a way to rid himself of the responsibility that had befallen them all.

A responsibility they had once accepted in such haste – the hubris of the young.

The four looked back at him, silent in contemplation.

Finally the fifth spoke for the first time, her voice soft and calm.  “He is in the centre.”  

“What are we to do?”  The third asked in fear, his youthful face suddenly giving away his age of many millennia’s.

“What can we do?!”  The fourth completed.

“Nothing.”  The fifth spoke again.

“Nothing?!”  The other four replied, shocked and in tandem.

“It is done.”  She continued, as if they had never spoken, and indicated the moving pictures below.  Her coterie turned and gasped, as below them a vampire was made.  His thin wire glasses fell to the ground as the vampiress who was to sire him bit deeper and harder, moaning in delight as his blood ran down her throat and coursed through her dead veins.

“This changes everything.”  The second accused, his hard eyes staring out to his associates.

“Perhaps.”  The fifth agreed, her voice serene.

“The balance is in jeopardy—” The first began, only to be interrupted by the fifth, his one-time lover.

“Yes, it is, but not yet by him.  Look.”  The vortex swirled below them, moving away from the heart of Britannia, to another part of its empire.  The Americas.

“They will destroy this Earth!”  The third cried out in dismay, as below them the American War of Independence began to turn in favour of the settlers.

“They can not win!”  Concurred the fourth.

“But what can be done?”  The second asked.

The fifth slowly sat back as the first responded, followed by the third, satisfied as the new debate continued over her head.  The matter of the Vampire, the one who would become William the Bloody, was lost for the time being.

For fair means or foul.

 

Chapter Two – Gently Watching…

1998 - Winter

 

It was a dark cold, cold night.  Not that that really mattered in California, especially not on a Hell Mouth.  The blokes were dressed in tacky thin shirts, and drenched in cheap cologne and the chicks were in push-up bras and dolled up to the eyeballs – all so desperate to get laid.  Not that it helped them any.

He was in some flashy night club.   Too much fake smoke, and too many untalented bands – but it was packed.  Hell, it was heaving.  Prime with wall-to-wall snacks and appetisers.  But he wasn’t going to ruin his dinner.  A snack wasn’t going to be good enough tonight, not when gourmet dining was right in front of him

His eyes circled the dance floor, before honing in on the girl he’d had followed here.  She was dancing.  Her youthful body, curling and writhing with another to the heavy beat.  

He focused in on her scent; it stood out easily from the others.  His kind could recognise her in the middle of the sea, on a huge pile of refuse with fairies casting spells around her head.

Her.

The One.

The Slayer.

He’d been in this town, Sunnydale – more like SunnyHell – for a few days.  Just enough time to steal a place to crash, acquire the odd obligatory minion and set up his plan to kill the resident Slayer.

She wouldn’t be his first.  

Or his second.  

She’d be his third.  

Not that he wouldn’t have tried for more over the years, but in between the bitch in China, the cunt in New York and this one here, he’d had family….business to deal with.  Which had, at the time, taken precedence.  Against everything, anything…

Not anymore.

Now the family was over.

Finished.

And he could continue to live his un-life once more.  

Free.

Free to gain the recognition and respect he deserved far out from under the wing of ‘Daddy Dearest’, before he moved on to the next ‘Chosen One’ that was called.  Hell, he could get a belt – punch in a hole for every one he downed.  And every one that bastard could never get.

He shifted his focus, bouncing lightly on the balls of his combat-boot encased feet as he scanned the room, looking for all the outs, the easy kills, the wanna-be saviours.  Thankfully he found plenty of the first two, and none of the third.

Well, none, except for the Slayer.

Hatred burned through his amber orbs as they followed the object of his contempt off the dance floor.  She was heading for the exit – after some yuppie vampire looking for a meal.  This was getting easier and easier.

Waving off the minion he’d brought with him to help entice the Slayer into a vulnerable position, and then naturally towards a violent end, he followed her out.  

The cold night’s air hit his face as he let the doors bang shut behind him, sending tingles across his long-dead pores.  With slow measured steps he followed the sound and the scent of a fight to the death.

Or at least, to the death of the vampire.

He situated himself at the mouth of the alley.  Intimidating, but comfortable in his position, he leant against a set of crates piled high, and watched the fight unravel before him with an assessing eye.

She could move; he’d give her that.  But already her weaknesses were making themselves known.  She dropped her left shoulder too much when she hit with her right fist and her balance wasn’t as great as it could have been.

This one would put up a fight.  Just like they always do.  But he would win.  Just like he always did.

He could feel it.

---

With a final thrust of her stake, the fledgling before her turned to dust with a satisfying scream of agony.  Wiping a tendril of hair out of her flushed face, she was half tempted to say ‘Another one bites the dust’ but she wasn’t quite that pathetic.  

Yet.

For a moment she though back to her date who would be – although knowing Jake she used the term lightly – worrying about her.  She must have been out here for at least ten minutes.  The vamp hadn’t been anything more of a run-of-the-mill vampire, but still something seemed off about the night.  Made her feel vulnerable and oddly afraid, and she was eager to get it over with.  It was taking it out of her tonight.

Sighing, she spun on her heels, and was about to take a step when a slow, derogatory applause stopped her.  Raising her head with a flick of her hair the Slayer assessed its source.

‘Bout five foot eleven, peroxide blonde, lots of leather with an extra side dish of attitude.  A twelve on the hot-o-meter.  

But also, she quickly evaluated, majorly lacking in the pulse department.

“Who are you?”  She asked, no quiver of fear in voice, though a shiver shot imperceptibly down her back when he smiled back evilly.

“Your executioner.”  He replied, his face slowly morphing into its true visage as he stepped up to the ring.

---

The Slayer swallowed.  It was so far her only betrayal of being afraid.  He was impressed.  And that said something.

“Cute.”  She replied, her eyes cold, and he watched as her fists tightened around the still-held stake.

The Vampire smiled again, and then the fight was on.

A furious flurry of kicks, blocks, punches and interceptions took place, but soon, too soon, the Slayer began to tire.  Her left arm, it was dislocated, and her right leg had been smashed too many times.  More hits made it to her supple flesh then ever should have.  More kicks connected then ever before.  She was bloody, beat and broken.  And she could feel it.

The end.  It was coming.

The Vampire noticed it too.  The resignation he saw in her eyes.  He recognised it, had hungered for it – had seen it in the other slayers, and in countless victims before her.  He revelled in it.

A muted cry escaped her lips as his heavily booted foot met with her exposed shin, and she felt something snap.

He saw his opening and dove with the perception and precision of a well trained killer.  He circled around her in a flash, his foot coming up to completely break her leg as he twisted her into his arms in an odd parody of a lover’s embrace.  Immobilised, exhausted, beaten and broken, the Slayer could do nothing but cringe to the pain as her head was jerked back and cold fangs sank into her neck.

Her pride would not allow her to cry out.

The Vampire drained her quickly.  There was not much blood left; most was still seeping from the many open wounds on her exposed body.  With a satisfied growl, he dropped her to the ground as her heart finally slowed to a stop.  Wiping the few drops blood from his mouth he kicked her to the curb of the alley for the club manager to find in the morning and absently drew his stained thumb into his mouth, savouring the last few drops of his victorious meal.

With a violent snarl he collapsed back into the wall behind him and felt his shoulder snap back into place.  It would heal.  Hell, with the vivacious infusion of Slayer-blood in his veins it was practically a hundred percent already.  Pushing himself up, he reached inside his duster pocket for his cigarettes and lit one up.  The familiar habit of drawing the nicotine into his dead lungs filled his jazzed body with a much needed instillation of calm.

His eyes found the Slayer’s dead body as he smoked.  Her vibrant red hair was already beginning to dull as death took her.  Her wide, brown eyes stared sightlessly back at him.  He smirked in her direction and flicked the cigarette butt over to her lifeless corpse, watching the dying ember burn a hole through her tawdry, thin top.

Turning on his heel Spike moved out of the alley, easily blending momentarily with the Goth crowd that had just exited the Bronze, before slipping flawlessly into the shadows.

 

TBC.... Chapter Three ::A Confrontation Brewing
A/N:  Reviews are always much appreciated!
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