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Chapter 5

Five






Buffy had been coldly going around the house ever since her birthday. Buffy was sleeping late, hadn’t eaten hardly a thing and seemed to vomit everything she did eat. Willow could almost kick herself for what had happened. Neither she nor Buffy had told the others what had happened that morning when Willow got home. She had simply contented the others that Buffy’s usual birthday disaster had hit while they were all gone. No one had seen Spike since that morning and Willow hadn’t seen Buffy look so bad since right after they resurrected her. She almost looked like she had died, again.

“Willow, I was wondering if I might have a word with you.” Giles said. He was filling his cup from the tea kettle on the stove.

Oh, this was bad Willow thought. But maybe he knows how to bring her out of this.

“I’ve noticed Buffy isn’t herself lately and I was wondering if you would tell me what was going on?” He was staring at Willow rather pointedly.

“I don’t know what you mean Giles.” Willow stammered and suddenly looked rather flushed.

“Well, lets see. Spike has disappeared. Buffy is a shadow who sleeps endlessly, won’t eat, and has been vomiting ceasingly. All since her birthday. And you’ve been avoiding all of our questions since then. Not that I mind not seeing Spike moon over Buffy, but I am terribly worried about her. Did something happen to Spike?”

“Not so much to as with.” Willow mumbled out before catching herself. 

“Oh boy,” Giles looks really shocked and now he was doing that glasses thing.

“Ah yes, well I had rather hoped she had staked him. Well I guess if I didn’t want to know I shouldn’t have asked,” Giles said, replacing his glasses. “Well, we all knew there would be repercussions if this happened. I just didn’t expect her to be so, so, sickly about it. I should go talk with her. It has been 2 months since it happened..

“And the girls are all complaining about the staying out of Buffy’s bathroom thing. I mean, how long can a dozen girls with, um, ...needs..., share one bathroom.” I really should just put a lock on my mouth Willow thought. I wonder if there is a spell for putting a lock on your own, OH. MY.GOD.... needs..” And with word, Giles was staring through the kitchen door that Willow had just run through.

************

Willow practically broke the bathroom door she came through so fast. 

“Buffy!!!” She practically shouted, then quieter, “Buffy. I know you don’t want to talk about this and you have every right to be upset that Spike hasn’t come back home and all. But I think there’s more to you being sick than just ‘being sick’ over Spike.”

Buffy was sitting on the floor, her head held up by an arm propped up on the toilet. “Huh?” Buffy replied with a confused look. “Speak english Will. I’m not exactly all here at the moment.”

“No Buffy, I think you’re all there all right, even more of you is 
there.” Willow bit her lip. She didn’t want to really come out and say it. Especially with lots of ears around the house that night overhear.

“Look Will, I really don’t feel like a guessing game today, and 
you’re not making much sense in any kind of way here.” Buffy felt a new wave of nausea hit her and she clutched the toilet until it she had emptied her stomach, yet again.

“Buffy,” Willow sat in the floor nest to Buffy and was whispering now. “Do you remember when you last cycle was?” She was biting her lip again.

“Don’t be silly, of coarse. It was, um. Well, it was...” Buffy was blankly looking towards the sink.

“Was is a couple weeks before your birthday?” Willow shyly asked.

Realization dawned on Buffy as she finally understood what Willow had been trying to say. “No. Can’t be. I mean, I can’t, er rather Spike can’t...cause he’s a vampire and they can’t...you know...”

“Buffy, Spike was human on your birthday.” Willow interrupted.

“Oh my gosh, Will.” Buffy looked extremely panicked, especially for Buffy. “No. We’ll just get one of those home things and I’ll show you you’re wrong.”

Two hours later Willow and Buffy were once again sitting on the bathroom floor. But now they were staring at two lines on both tests Willow had bought.

“You can’t tell anyone Willow.” Buffy was now staring straight at Willow and had that very determined look on her face.

“But Buffy, at least Giles should know. I mean we need to change you’re training and...”

“Thats exactly why you can’t tell him.” Buffy reiterated. “Nothing is going to change.” Willow had begun to protest again and added that everyone would figure out soon anyway when Buffy had cut her off with a look that shot daggers..

“OK, I won’t tell anyone. But promise me one thing. You’ll tell 
Spike. He deserves to know Buffy”

Buffy just looked down at the floor tiles and whispered, “I know”

**********

Two months. It had been over two months since that nightmare. Spike tipped up the bottle and finished off the last of the tequila. He tossed it across the room sending it crashing into the wall.

“Hey!” Clem jumped up. “Spike, you know, I don’t mind you staying here but you gotta respect the crypt!”

“Sorry mate.” Spike mumbled as he drunkenly nodded half conscious.

Just then the door crashed open and in the entrance stood a very angry looking Buffy.

“Well, I’ve got some shopping to do. Good seeing you Buffy.” Clem managed before he hastily left the crypt.

“Do you know how hard you are to find?” Buffy said, stepping in to the dark room.

“Apparently not hard enough.” Spike said then half laughed thinking he’d said something funny.

Buffy had closed the distance and was standing in front of Spike. She had spent a good week trying to track down Spike. She had found out he was still alive, er, well undead easy enough. But finding out where he was hiding out had been another story. 

She eyed the blond vampire in front of her. She had thought a lot about him, about the baby. She had begun to think life might actually be good if she could just fix everything. And Spike looked like he needed a lot of fixing at the moment. 

“You’re drunk.”

“Well, yeah.” Spike said looking up at her his head still bobbing a bit. “Bloody hell Slayer, you look like....well, hell.”

“Thanks to you Spike. OK, us, but mostly you.” Buffy had that annoyed look she did so well.

“Don’t think I caught that one slayer, you wanna try again? I’ll try harder to understand you this time.” He snickered.

“Spike, look. You remember my birthday, right? well” Buffy started pacing back and forth in front of Spike. “You were human, and I was human, and sometimes things happen when two humans, you know, get together.”

Bloody bitch had come here to rub it in his face that she wanted a human guy. Well, he wasn’t going to listen to this. Suddenly he needed more alcohol, he thought to himself.

“Look slayer, I know you go for the live crowd now. I get it, so just clear out and leave me the hell alone!” Spike was now standing in Buffy’s path and she was staring at him like he had grown another head.

“What? huh? God Spike, could you be any more stupid? I came here to tell you I’m pregnant you moron!” Oh, hell. I really didn’t mean to tell him like that, Buffy thought. Oh well, cats out. Lets see how he takes it.

Spike just stood there looking at her. Buffy took one hand and pushed up on his chin until his mouth closed, snapping Spike back from whatever land his mind had escaped to.

She didn’t say what I thought she just said. Has to be the tequila. Must have got a bad batch, he thought.

“Come again Slayer?” He asked, his eyes squinted and searching her face.

“I said......I’m pregnant,” She quietly finished.

Spike just sat down in the chair he had been in earlier and stared into space for what felt to Buffy like an eternity.

“Spike, please. Say something.”

He finally looked up at Buffy and she thought her heart would melt away. He had that look. The one that she had seen on the stairs the night Willow had resurrected her. His eyes traveled down to look at her stomach. He closed his eyes for a few seconds and then they flew open again and he looked up at her face with what looked like..awe? God, could he hear it? His expression told her he could. She almost felt jealous. 

Spike reached a hand up and grabbed her by the waist 
and pulled her to him as he buried his head in her shirt, and quietly wept.

They had stayed like that forever it seemed. Buffy gently stroking Spikes hair as tears fell from both of them. Finally she felt him collect himself and push her back a little as he stood up. He quickly wiped his face with the back of his hand and looked down at her.

“We should get you back home pet, you look like hell.” He gave her that sad smile of his.

“Uh, uh. I was so busy trying to find you, I haven’t had a chance to patrol yet.” Buffy stated very matter of factly.

“And you’re not going to either. I can’t believe Giles is letting you patrol. We’ll get you home and then I’ll do it. No more patrolling, too dangerous now pet.” Spike said as he took her by the shoulders forcing her to see his expression.

“He doesn’t know,” Buffy said quietly, then quickly added “No one does, and you’re not going to tell them either. I am the slayer and I will patrol. I’m not dropping everything just because of this,” Buffy said with more anger than she ment to.

“Oh, so the dead man is back to being the mystery guy eh?” Spike said and let out a bitter laugh. “Well slayer, they’ll all catch on to your little game soon enough, and I don’t care what you say, you are not to patrol alone. Every demon in this town will be gunning for you as soon as word gets out, and believe me it will. Those that can’t hear it can sense it or smell it.”

Spike had practically run her through her patrol. Buffy couldn’t remember when she had taken less time on a patrol. They didn’t even hit one of the cemeteries. Spike had quickly staked two fledglings before Buffy could even get close and then insisted they go home. Home. Buffy thought smugly to herself. That ment he was coming home. 

The thought made Buffy absently glide a hand over her stomach. They would all be together. This was going to be good. Everything was finally going to be good. 

tbc...


This story archived at http://https://spikeluver.com/SpuffyRealm/viewstory.php?sid=11965





Disclaimer: All publicly recognizable characters and settings are the property of their respective owners. The original characters and plot are the property of the author. No money is being made from this work. No copyright infringement is intended.







This book was created "On-The-Fly" using eFiction and ePubVersion



