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Chapter 1

All Around Me

I own nothing associated with BtVS. We all worship the god that is Joss Whedon. Please don't sue me. May 20th, 2003

She stood on the edge of her old life. The weight of the world lifted off her shoulders and buried deep within the rubble of what moments before had been Sunnydale. She stood triumphantly behind that yellow school bus full of potentials. Young girls who now shared her responsibility, her strength. Waves of emotion crashed over her, the lifted weight replaced by a heavy heart for those lost in the final battle. Potentials who would never get to experience their destiny, Anya…

Spike.

Buffy blinked back the tears threatening to spill from her sparkling green eyes. A sparkle that had not been there in many years. But it came at a cost. Five years of peroxided and bleached memories ran through her mind and she let herself smile a bit. The monster that had once stalked her from the shadows of the Bronze all those years ago had turned into a champion she had trusted with her life and ultimately let into her heart.  She remembered what he said to her before the battle against Glory, and the words stung her heart.

I know you’ll never love me, I know I’m a monster…but you treat me like a man…

At that moment in time, he was right. Loving him was not something  Buffy felt she could ever do. Or would ever want to, for that matter. But from that night on, to her, the monster was gone. Replaced with a man who fought for her and her family. She respected him. A tear escaped down her cheek as she thought of those final moments with him. Their hands intertwined, engulfed by the painless flame of the love and passion they shared for one another. And in that moment, she told him, but it was too late. 

I love you…

She had seen the love in his eyes swell, it’s as if he had fallen in love with her a thousand times over again in just that brief second. 

No you don’t, but thanks for saying it anyways…

As she remembered, her heart shattered, and the tears fell freely down her face.

“Buff?” 

Xander approached, battered and bruised like the rest of them.

“Everyone’s loaded up, we gotta get to a hospital soon…some of them got pretty roughed  up”, he said softly, placing his hand on her shoulder. His touch was a mix of comfort for her loss and reassurance for the things that lay ahead for them. Buffy turned and embraced her friend. She new he was being strong, but the loss of Anya and the regret of not being there to save her clearly visible in his eyes. They had all lost someone…something that day. None of them would ever be the same. That in itself was enough to mourn, but it was also in some ways a reason to be thankful. 

She pulled back from the hug, wiping the tears from her cheek.

“Let’s get out of this hellhole”.

A goofy smile slipped across Xander’s face when she spoke.

“Ha! You said hellhole. This used to be the hell mouth…but now it’s a hole. Hellhole! Get it?” 

Buffy laughed, not remembering the last time she found something amusing. She nodded in understanding and patted her friend on the back. Good ol’ Xand, always there with the comic relief. The friends walked away from the ledge up towards the doors of the bus where Willow stood waiting. 

“Ready for the next big adventure?”, the redhead asked, her words coated with uncertainty and excitement. The next few hours would be the start of the rest of their lives and whether prepared or not, it was time to leave everything  they knew behind . 

“As long as it doesn’t involve hell-worshipping, woman hating preachers or scary scary ancient vampires, sign me up!”, Buffy said, ushering Xander and Willow up into the bus before her.  Maybe now I’ll be able to keep a manicure looking nice longer than  two days…hmm.

She paused for a moment before stepping onto the black platform of the bus steps, turned and gave one last look to the rubble and ruins that lay before her. The nostalgia began to flow and her heart sank again. She was leaving her life…and her love,  behind forever. There would be no place for her to come and visit her mother, no grave existed to lay flowers on. God, how she missed her.

Regaining her composure, she breathed in. It felt as if she had been holding her breath for so many years, waiting for a chance to breathe. This was that chance and she wasn’t going to waste it. But oh, how she longed for him to be able to experience this journey with her. Wherever you are, I know you knew that I meant what I said… I know it’s not enough to bring you back to me…but I wish it was…

Closing her eyes, she could feel his presence around her. That smell of leather, tobacco and bourbon that was so uniquely Spike filled her nostrils and she smiled. He was here with her, if just for a few moments. Buffy opened her eyes and it was gone, her heartbreaking all over again. Stepping onto the black platform she climbed the last few steps, letting the door close behind. She took a seat up front and looked to her friends.

“Let’s go gang”.

May 23rd, 2003


Days had passed. Rescue workers and disaster relief crews from surrounding cities had gathered at the hole that was now Sunnydale, searching in vain for any survivors but knowing the only things coming out of dirt and rocks were  bodies and rubble. The sun was bright and the air warm. A perfect California day. Men climbed in and out of the rocks, growing more weary with each passing day of no results.  Families crowded at the makeshift pavilions eagerly awaiting news of a found loved one that would never come. Cranes were transporting  platforms of workers down into the pit, only to be brought back up hours later covered in dust and dirt, finding nothing. 

A rescue worker spotted the badly bent “Welcome to Sunnydale” sign and  worked his way over to it. Wading through the rocks and debris took some effort, and he made sure to look down with each step for secure footing. Reaching the sign,  he bent over and lifted it off the rocks. A pile of dusty fabric lay beneath it and he crouched down for further inspection , running his fingertips across the material. 

Black leather.

The man began shuffling rocks and rubble away  from the material. With every handful, more and more what lay underneath revealed. 

A hand…blonde hair with dark roots covered by thick coatings of  ash…alabaster skin that was riddled in cuts, bruises and dirt. 

“MIKE! I think we got a body over here!”, yelled the rescue worker, carefully moving the surrounding debris from the head of the body to get access to the jugular for a pulse to confirm his suspicions. He leaned in close to the body, his fingers finding the notch on the neck.

A faint pulse vibrated against the mans fingertips.

“WE GOT A LIVE ONE!!”. 

The rescue worker screamed to the rest of the crew, and within moments the area where the bruised and bloodied man lay had become charged with EMS and firemen working in overdrive to free him. The man was naked except for the cover of the leather coat draped across his body. A strange heavy necklace around his neck seemed to have burnt its pattern into his chest and was cut  away at the scene. With all the commotion and jostling around, the injured man started to waver in and out of consciousness. He was placed on the stretcher and fastened into the basket hovering  underneath the rescue helicopter. As an EMS worker approached the basket to adjust the straps, the mans eyes began to flutter open. They were a crystalline blue and deep as oceans. The man fought to keep them open against the bright sunlight, and feeling the warmth on his skin, began to panic, thrashing his body against the restraints. He was subdued by two large male rescue workers and given an intramuscular injection of  olanzapine to calm him. It’s like he’s afraid of the sunlight or something…weird, the one thought to himself. As they drug began to take effect, the men secured the straps one final time and leaned in to speak to the man over the deafening whirl of the helicopter blades.

“SIR, MY NAME IS TONY…WERE GONNA GET YOU TO UCLA MEDICAL  CENTER AND GET YOU FIXED UP, OKAY?”. 

The injured man  tried to form words but every surface of his mouth was dry and chapped. He coughed. 

“CAN YOU TELL ME YOUR NAME SIR?”.

He swallowed a few times, moisture returning to his mouth , the rough sandpaper texture of his tongue subsiding as he spoke. His voice was soft and raspy but it was clear.

“…Spike.”I am extremely new to this so I probably don't have my categories correct or alot of other things for that matter so please please please comment, review, tell me what you like/dislike...just be gentle. More to come soon!

Chapter 2

When in Rome

Another Buffy birthday! And you know what that means...drama of course! Hopefully things start flowing a little better with this and future chapters. And the song at the beginning is the Italian variation of Happy Birthday, sung to me many many times by my late grandfather. And "Betta" is pronounced BAY-TAH, which is short for Elisabetta (Elizabeth in Italian). Enjoy!January 2006

Rome

“Buon compleanno a te, buon compleanno a te, buon compleanno cara Buffy….Buon compleanno a te!!”

The loft, which had pitch dark moments before, was now brightly illuminated by the mass amounts of  candles her husband and friends thought it would be hysterical to top the casada cake with.

“Oh come on!! You guys used the whole box!”, Buffy exclaimed through her laughter. Leave it to her husband and friends to make sure she felt her age.

“ Relax Betta, your even more beautiful now than the day I met you, so make a wish my darling…”, Sergio spoke softly in her ear, wrapping his arms around her waist and nudging her towards the strawberry and sweat cream casada cake Xander and Willow had picked up from her favorite bakery in Rome.

Buffy smiled and covered his arms with hers. Closing her eyes, she made a wish.  I wish…I wish I could see him one more time… 

She leaned into the sparkling candles, her hands holding her long chocolate-colored locks back and blew them out. Everyone cheered and hugged her as Sergio made his way over to the wall for the light switch. As the lights flickered on, Buffy made her way around the island in the kitchen for the large cake knife and plates, cutting everyone a piece. She stopped for a moment and looked at her friends, her husband, co-workers and friends of friends who had been invited to her 25th birthday celebration. Happiness…yeah, that’s the word I’m looking for. I’m happy…finally…I think . 

After Sunnydale collapsed into a giant hole in the ground, they had made their way to the east coast (by-passing the Cleveland hell mouth, of course) where they stayed for a few months as a way to kind of…recuperate. Giles felt it necessary to return to Europe, but this time the gang had followed, collectively migrating to various loft apartments throughout the streets of Rome with Giles settling in a cozy Tuscan villa that overlooked some of the most beautiful vineyards. Willow, Kennedy and Giles embarked on an international variation of the Magic Box that first year in Europe and were blessed with booming tourist business within months of opening. Xander had kind of fallen into a new line of work at a vineyard close to Giles’s villa. He had branched away from the construction work on account of “being all Cyclops-y” and now worked under the title of vineyard foreperson. None of the gang was exactly sure what he did…except provide the wine at most functions or meetings, and for that they were all eternally grateful that he was frosty nectar man once again. As for her little sister, she was growing up and off in Paris at University studying fashion. Dawn was going through that “I’m too cool to hang out with you old people” phase, and stayed away most of the time, living the Parisian dream, calling her sister once or twice a week to let her know she was still alive and well.

And then there was Buffy. During the months they stayed in New York she had enrolled at a fast-track business school and received an associates degree in business management. That’s where she had met Sergio. He was visiting family in Brooklyn and was staying at the same hotel where she was attending a “The Customer and You” seminar…Anya would have been proud! Sergio was just a few inches taller than her, but absolutely gorgeous. Tanned olive skin accentuated by deep set green eyes and thick black hair she could run her fingers through for hours upon end. He was slim built, not the style of guy she was used to but to her he represented a change, and some much needed normalcy. Once settled in Italy with the rest of the gang, Sergio had asked Giles for his permission to marry Buffy, whom he affectionately referred to as “Betta”. After a whirlwind engagement they were married in a small ceremony in the fall of 2005.  With help from Sergio’s family Buffy was able to put her passion for fashion and newly acquired business degree to good use, starting a small woman and children’s clothing boutique in a heavily tourist populated area of Rome. This proved both financially rewarding and physically demanding, being a different type of job than she was ever used to.  Slaying was easier than this…humans are so mean, and rude, and they keep messing up the folded clothes! 

Slaying was something she hadn’t done in almost three years and in an odd way she missed it. It was her destiny, but now she shared it with thousands of girls all over the world. Hundreds had been recruited to the new Watchers Council in Scotland, and it was a force to be reckoned with. Those girls took over the responsibility for her, but a part of her wanted some of it back. She missed the action, the intensity and the passion it made her feel. There were a lot of things she yearned for from her old life…Spike especially. His face was starting to get blurry in her mind, but oh how she remembered how blue his eyes were and how she could just lay there and lose herself in them. The coolness of his skin she could still feel on her fingertips and that smell of tobacco, leather and bourbon grazed past her from time to time. It made her sad, and angry. Angry that he wasn’t able to experience this new life with her. She loved Sergio, but the love she felt for Spike was something much, much more powerful and eternal. So many times she had tried to forget but then something would remind her of him. A flick of a lighter, the swoosh of a leather coat walking down the bricked streets of Rome….a flash of bleach blonde hair, it would leave her heart in little pieces all over again. She remembered the birthday they were all stuck in the house on Revello and wished she could rewind things back to that night, just to spend a few moments with him. Sergio knew nothing of her past lovers. He could never compare. But she loved him for his normalcy, and that was enough for her. Or at least that’s what she kept telling herself.

Buffy was brought back to the present as Willow popped a confetti popper in her face, covering her with shiny pieces of cellophane and long paper ribbons. The red headed which had a silly smile plastered on her face.

“Happy Birthday! Birthdays mean smiling, so cheer up gloomy gus”, she yelled at her, and pulled her into a tight hug. Buffy smiled and embraced her friend, shaking her hair all over as to equally coat the witch in tacky shiny cellophane.

“What’d you wish for?”, Willow asked, trying to brush some of the confetti out of her hair. “I bet I know!”
Buffy laughed.

“Your not supposed to tell what you wished for remember? It wont come true.”

“Well, I bet I still know…”

Buffy knew where she was going with this. 

“Will-”

The witch leaned in to whisper in the Slayers ear.

“A baby Buffy..!”.

She rolled her eyes. Since the moment her and Sergio said their I Do’s, everyone had been pressuring them to start a family. And she wanted one too, just not right now, not while she was still fighting the feelings in her heart. It wouldn’t be right, and she couldn’t hurt Sergio like that. She swallowed the tiny lump in her throat, feeling the bile rise in attempt to drown out the guilt of the lie she had been telling her husband. For the past few months, they had been “trying” for a baby. Well, Sergio thought they had been while Buffy secretly continued her birth control pills, her heart hurting for him each month her period came and watched as his disappointment grew. She didn’t have the heart to tell him she wasn’t ready, so they would keep “trying”, until she was ready for the real thing.

“Oh Willow, you know me too well”, she said quickly, hoping the subject would change and prayed for an interruption.

“Betta….darling why don’t you sit down and relax, enjoy your friends, this is your night…”, and with that her husband ushered her over to the couch where she plopped down between Xander and Giles.

“Splendid gathering Buffy…you surely are growing up”, her Watcher said, a glass of wine in his hand, his gaze fixed elsewhere in the room.

Buffy scrunched her eyebrows and looked at Giles. For one, she rarely saw him drink, and two, he was clearly focused on something else. She followed his gaze to a slender, middle aged female with long, curly dark hair that cascaded down her back. She wore black pinstripe dress pants and a crisp linen top with a large red necklace around her neck. Her name was Maria, and she was the day shift manager at the boutique. If she hadn’t known any better, she could of sworn to see Giles actually drooling. She let out a small giggle and patted Giles on the knee, turning her attention to Xander who was focused on whatever futbol game was airing on the television at that particular moment. 

“Well, you guys are boat loads of fun…”.

The men nodded in unison, still far from paying attention, as Buffy got up and walked to the balcony for some fresh air. Her hands grasped the railing and she breathed in. She felt alive, but only so much. It had been many years since she felt completely and utterly one with life, and the only person who ever made her feel that was starting to become a figment of her imagination and it was killing her. Looking down over the café lined cobblestone street, a flash of bleach blonde hair caught her attention and her green eyes got big. The man was too far away to see facial features, but the heigth, the build, the way he walked…everything was the same.  Not possible Buffy…get a grip on yourself, no more wine for you…. She shook off the goosebumps that covered her arms and stepped back inside, Sergio walking toward her with a gift box covered in pink and black paper, a large white bow adorning the top.

“Oh honey, you got me wayy to much already…”, she began to say, and he stopped her.

“It’s not from me, the doorman said it was left at the front desk with your name on it and he brought it up.”

She took the package from Sergio, and sat herself on the edge of the couch, careful to not ruin the bow as she opened the box. Once the ribbon was untied, she lifted off the box lid and the hairs on the back of her neck stood up.

“Oh my god…”.

The small journal was covered in a soft, reddish brown leather and embossed with gold lettering that read HeartSongs with the initials WAP underneath. It was beautiful, and it confused her. She flipped the cover over to the inside, noticing a small inscription handwrote in old English lettering.

 I knew…-S. 

And with that, the journal fell from her hands, her body going limp on the couch.

“Buffy!”, was the collective yell from the party guests as they rushed to the fainted slayer.

As the attended to her, somewhere below on the streets of Rome, he looked up to the light coming from the loft apartments balcony. Sticking his hand into the pocket of the leather jacket, he removed a cigarette from the pack and stuck it between his lips, lighting it with a flick of an all too familiar metal Zippo.

He breathed in, the tobacco filling his lungs.  I really should try to quit…eh, we’ll see . He took another drag and smiled.

“Happy Birthday, pet”.

Spike turned, walking down the ancient streets. It had been at least fifty years since he’d been here. There was nothing to come back for. Until now…Dun dun dun! See, it's not a Buffy birthday without some drama. Hope you enjoyed. Your comments and reviews are what fuel me to keep writing, so keep it up people!
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