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Chapter 1

Christmases Past

Written back in 2003 for the BtVS and AtS Lyric Wheel.  Many thanks to Kristin for the interesting song choice - “My Name is Jonas” by Weezer.  It really made me think.  Another Christmas Eve. 

The worst Christmas Eve of her life.

Buffy’s feet dragged through the short cropped grass of the cemetery, making a quiet rushing sound in the night.  She knew she should be going home, home to Dawn, and to Willow.  Home to Revello Drive, to her mother’s house.  But she couldn’t.  Not tonight, of all nights.  Christmas had been Joyce’s favorite holiday, and as much as Buffy loved Dawn, somewhere deep down inside of her, she knew that Dawn wasn’t really her sister, and that their memories together weren’t real.  That she was the only one who had been there all those Christmases.  That she was the one who was really suffering this Christmas.  She just couldn’t go home.

And so, somehow, Buffy found herself at the door of Spike’s crypt.  She had promised herself that she would never go to him again.  That she would never seek the comfort and distraction of his company.  But tonight, she needed it more than ever.  

She needed to be someplace free of the holly and the mistletoe and all the holiday paraphernalia.  Someplace where she wouldn’t be reminded of what she had lost.  

She needed to be with Spike.

Silently, Buffy slipped  inside the front door of the crypt.  The place was deathly quiet.  Spike was nowhere to be seen.  But even if she couldn’t see him, she could sense him.  He was close.  Very close.  

Buffy crossed the floor and sank down to the ladder that led to the lower level.  Even before her feet reached the platform at the bottom, she could already smell the familiar acridness of the candles Spike used to light the grim, cold cave.
 
What she hadn’t bargained for was the two foot tall pine tree, decorated with tiny white lights, that was sitting atop a table not four feet from the bed.  “Spike, what the hell are you doing?”

Spike jumped, obviously startled, and burnt his fingertips on the glowing yellow flame of the pillar candle he had just managed to light.  “Damn it Slayer!  Why don’t you try knocking for a change?” he scolded, as he absently brought his fingers to his mouth to sooth them. 

“Knock, knock,” she mocked, as she rapped her knuckles against the side of the ladder.

“Very cute,” Spike returned sarcastically.  He turned away from her and went back to work. 

“What are you doing?” Buffy asked, stepping off the platform and onto the floor.  “Vampire’s do not celebrate Christmas.  This I know for a fact.”

“Oh really?  And from who do you get your facts?  Angel the Broody Christmas Elf?”

Buffy narrowed her eyes and skewered Spike with her gaze.  

He simply ignored her.

“Fine,” Buffy huffed, as she finally tore her eyes from him.  She knew there simply was no fazing Spike these days.  Not after what had happened between them.  He still felt drunk with victory, and nothing she did or said could bring him down.  “So what’s this?  Some fear demons missing their Christmas tree?” she queried, nodding at the miniature pine.

“Look,” Spike said, as he lit a few more nearby candles, “it’s the best I could do.  Don’t exactly want to be advertising my affinity for the Christian holidays, now do I?”

“Then why even have a tree?” Buffy asked, as she folded her arms across her chest and glared at him again.

“‘Cause sometimes I  need somthin’,” he replied, purposefully not meeting her gaze.  “Sometimes I need a little piece of home, that’s all.”

“Yeah,” Buffy said quietly, as she turned away from him and stared at the tree again, the bright little lights causing her eyes to strain in the darkness.

“What . . . what are you doing here, anyway?  Shouldn’t you be home with the Nibblet?”  Spike watched her with concern - she didn’t even have to be looking at him to know the way his eyes had narrowed or the way his head had titled slightly to the side.  She could hear it in his voice.

“Yeah.  I . . . I’m supposed to be spending tonight with Dawn.”  Buffy ran her fingers through the flame of one of the candles; scorching her flesh, but not really feeling the pain.  “This is the first Christmas we’ve had together since . . . well, since . . .”

“Since your mum died.”  Spike grabbed her fingers out of the fire, but made no move to cool them with his lips.

“Yeah.”  Buffy pulled her hand away and took an unconscious step closer to the tree. Absently, she began to play with the drying pine needles.  The white lights strewn among the branches began to blur as impending moisture stung her eyes.  “I know it shouldn’t matter.  I know I still have Dawn and that she needs me and that I really should be there for her, I just . . . I just can’t bring myself to care.  You know,” she said turning to Spike, her voice gaining some strength, “it’s not supposed to be like this, right?  You do know that.  This isn’t what they sell you.  When you’re a child, you think that life is perfect.  That every Christmas is going to be perfect.  That mommy and daddy are always going to be there and everything’s going to be okay.  But it isn’t.”  Buffy sniffled in spite of herself and turned back toward the tree.  “And it never will be again.”

“Buffy . . .”  

“Mom loved Christmas.  After my dad left, it was just me and mom.  I do remember that you know.  Just the two of us.  No Dawn.  She’d make us hot cocoa, and we’d curl up on the couch together and watch the lights twinkle on the tree.”  A sick, sad smile graced Buffy’s lips.  “You know, she died on that couch.”

“Buffy.”  

Buffy felt Spike’s light touch against her shoulder.  She didn’t want to turn into it, didn’t want to react, but she couldn’t help herself.  She turned toward him.

He was staring at her awkwardly, without the usual brash confidence he had shown her so often of late.  He stared at her almost as if he was frightened that she would run away.  

Buffy shook her head.  “Don’t,” she said quietly, even though he had made no further move toward her.  “It’s Christmas Eve, I don’t want to do this tonight.” 

“I’m not askin’ you for anything.  I don’t have any hot cocoa to offer - no fresh milk or a way to heat it,” he provided, by way of explanation.  “But I do have a tree and twinkling lights.  And a big bed.”  He nodded toward the center of the room.  “I could just hold you.”  His eyes grew darker and as earnest as she had ever seen them.  “I just want to hold you Buffy.”

Buffy’s breath caught in her chest, and it took her a moment to find her voice.  “What?”

“Humor me, okay?”  Spike took her by the hand and gently led her to his bed.  

“No!” she said emphatically, finally remembering herself.  “There is no way–“

“Oh please Slayer, get your mind out of the gutter,” he said, as he propped the pillows up against the headboard.

“Me?!  My mind is in the gutter?  I’m not the one who’d rather use candles for foreplay than for decorating.”

“Well, that’s just because you haven’t tried it yet.  Still,” he said as he flopped down on the bed and stretched out his legs, “that’s not what this is about.  Come on Slayer,” he said as he patted the mattress beside him.  “Don’t you trust me?”

“Never.  That’s like asking me if I’d trust the Big Bad Wolf.”

Spike grinned and raised one finely arched brow in challenge.  

Well that she couldn’t stand for.  

In spite of herself, Buffy slipped into bed beside him.  She gave Spike one long, cautious look before grudgingly allowing him to pull her close, her head coming to rest on his strong chest.

“Now, is that so bad, Li’l Red?” Spike asked, as he began to gently stroke her long blonde hair.

“You don’t really want me to answer that do you?”

Spike laughed, and pulled her tighter against him. “You always have to be contrary, don’t you?  Can’t you ever enjoy anything?”

“Of course I can, just not when you’re involved.”

“Right.  So the reason you scream for me has nothing to do with the fact that I make you happy, even if it’s only for a little while.”

“You make me feel like I’m less dead, that’s all,” Buffy said, as she snuggled into Spike’s side, finally beginning to relax.

“Less dead, is it?  As opposed to being alive?”

“I’ll never really feel alive again.”  Buffy sighed and pressed her cheek closer to Spike’s chest, letting him know she was done talking.

They lay like that for a long time, Buffy staring intently at the vampire’s feeble little Christmas tree, and Spike staring listlessly out into space, simply savoring the joy of having Buffy wrapped in his arms. 

Then, Spike felt the faintest touch of moisture against his chest.  “Buffy luv?”

“Yeah?”  She tried to hide the tears in her voice, but it was futile.

“What’s wrong pet?  Really?  Is it your mum?”
 
“It’s . . .” she took in a deep, wracking breath, “I don’t know.  Everything?  I wish mom were still here.  Things were better then.”  Buffy sighed.  “Once, but never again.  Things’ll never be okay again.  I can’t be the adult.  I don’t want to be the adult.  A mother to Dawn.  I don’t want to carry the burden anymore.  I just want to be Buffy.  If I have to be at all.”

“I know pet.”

“Do you?  Do you really know what it’s like, to have to give up all your dreams, everything you’ve ever hoped for, and face the reality that the world is a cold, harsh place and that there’s no warmth in it at all for you?”

“Yeah pet.  I’m in love with you, remember?  There’s only dashed hopes and bitter cold for me.  I know it.  But I still go on hoping.  Trying.”

“Why?  Why bother?”

“‘Cause there’s nothin’ else.  This is it.  All we get.  And we have to make the best of it.  I’d rather have even a little of you, than not have you at all.”

“You don’t have me,” she said, with sudden and cold resolution.

“And I know it.”

Buffy stayed silent for a moment.  Then, she finally spoke.  “It’s just, they don’t tell you it’s not all . . .” she faltered, looking for the right analogy, “all . . .”

“Candy canes and sugar plums?” Spike provided.

“Yeah,” Buffy said weakly.  “It’s not all candy canes and sugar plums.  It’s not even that awful ribbon candy old ladies like to push on you when they’re trying to be nice.  It just stinks.”

“Gotta agree with ya there pet,” Spike said softly, as he continued to stroke her hair and stare at the soft, twinkling lights.

“What about you?” she asked, after another thoughtful pause.

“What about me?”

“Why the Christmas tree?  Really?”

“‘Cause, it makes me think of my mum.  She loved Christmas, she did.  And I miss that.  Miss . . . Oh God, I can’t believe I’m sayin’ this!” he rolled his eyes and drew in a girding breath, “miss what I was.  Sometimes!” he added emphatically.  “Only sometimes.”

“Miss what?”  Buffy asked, as she began to lazily draw circles on his chest with her fingertips.
 
“Miss the innocence.  Miss things being simpler.  Miss believing that the world was a safe, good place, and that I could do anything and have everything, if I was just good enough or tried hard enough.  Miss knowing my name is William.  Being William.  I miss that sometimes.”  Spike sighed heavily.  Then he shook himself.  “And then, of course, I realize that I’m just being a bloody ponce, and I get over it.”

“But you’ve still got the tree.”

“Only for one night, luv.  Only for one night.  And then when Christmas passes, I’ll be the perfect Grinch again, I swear.”

“Right,” Buffy smiled in spite of herself.  “The Big Bad.”

“Damn right.”

“Who misses his mommy,” she teased.

“Oh bugger off,” Spike swore at her.

Buffy pushed herself up on one elbow so she could look down at Spike.  “You’d like that wouldn’t you?”

“Yes I would pet.  But not tonight.  There’ll be no false comfort tonight.  You need to get home.  Li’l Bit needs you.”

Buffy cast her eyes away from Spike’s and stared down at his chest, her fingers still tracing the fabric of his familiar black t-shirt. “I don’t want to go home,” she said, sobering.

“I know, pet.  But you have to.  That’s what Christmas is all about luv.  Even a jaded old vampire knows that,” he said, a small laugh escaping his throat.  “It’s Christmas out there.  The town’s closin’ down for the night.  All the workers are goin’ home.  The merchants, the shop girls, the doctors,  . . . hell, even the lawyers.  All goin’ home to be with their families.  So why aren’t you?”

“You know why.”

“I know.  You don’t want to have to be the big, strong slayer.  The one who solves everyone else’s problems.  So why don’t you be something else tonight?”

“Like what?” she asked, finally looking up to meet his eyes again.

“Like a good, kind, comforting, grieving sister.  Buffy,” he whispered her name with such care that she thought she would cry again.  “Dawn needs you.  She needs not only for you to share her pain, but she needs you to let her share yours.  Go to her.”

“I . . . no I . . .”

“Yes, you can.”

Buffy called on some of her inner resolve, stiffened her spine, and began to protest, “I’d much rather stay here with you . . .” she began seductively.

“Nope, no can do,” Spike said, resolutely.  And with that, he unceremoniously pushed Buffy off of him and got to his feet. 

“What do you mean, ‘no can do?’  Don’t tell me you’re impotent in more ways than one now.”  She raised a questioning brow at him.

“Oh please,” he scoffed, swatting his hand in the air for emphasis.  “It’s not that.  It’s just vampire’s don’t do that on Christmas.  Kinda the same way we don’t go out and wreak havoc on Halloween,” he reassured her.  “Vampire’s don’t hunt on Halloween and they don’t fornicate on Christmas.”

In spite of herself, Buffy burst out laughing.

“It’s not funny,” he said, “it’s true.  Didn’t Angel ever tell you that?”

Buffy couldn’t answer.  Although she had managed to suppress her laughter, she couldn’t quite keep the grin off her face.  

“Well?”

“Okay Spike,” she managed, as she got up from the bed, swiping fresh tears from her eyes.  “I’ll believe you, but just because it would be too embarrassing for both of us if I didn’t.”

“Well good.  You’ll go then?” he asked hopefully.

“I’ll go.”

“Straight home?”

“Straight home.”

“Good.”

Spike stared at her, waiting for her to leave, but she couldn’t.  Not without one last thing.

Buffy took a step closer.  Rising up on her tippy toes, she placed a sweet and simple kiss against Spike’s lips.

“What was that for?” Spike asked, after finally regaining the power of speech.

“Christmas.  Believing.  Innocence.”  Buffy nodded toward the ceiling.  

Spike looked up.  There, directly above them was a small sprig of mistletoe.  “Forgot about that,” Spike mumbled, absently.

“Right,” Buffy said quietly, before turning and making her way toward the ladder.  She turned to see Spike, staring up at the little green leaves and white berries captured in a crimson ribbon, hanging from the roof of the cave.  “William?”

He tore his gaze away from the magical little plant and looked at Buffy.

“Yeah?”

“Merry Christmas.”

“Merry Christmas, Buffy.”

She smiled at him in reply, and then she was gone.

END
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