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Chapter 19

Leading Us Along

Thanks to willowmouse (I’m glad you were able to see the good in it ;), shelly (I know- they’re children, the both of ‘em!), rosie (oh wow… I’m shocked and marveled at your response- thank you bunches!), jane (I know- but I wrote it late when I was asleep… I fixed it as soon as I saw your review), spuffy (no, I’m not trying to make you sad on purpose… But would it really be believable if it was all fluff?  Gotta make us all work for that one, Spufftastic moment, or multiple as the case may be ;), spikesangel (I get why Spike had the date, but it wouldn’t have made sense in my version.  And I didn’t like how Dawn decided to blame Spike for everything that happened between him in Buffy- that moment in his crypt, you know? Buffy was a huge part of it…), Spuffyfan (I am terribly sorry for that… it’ll get better, I swear), cordykitten (again, I’m sorry I’ve made you sad, but it can’t all be sunshine and lollipops, can it?  Well, it could, but… surely that’d get boring after awhile, right?), Blondie Bear (glad we’re on the same page ;)  And yes, eventually they’ll get run off into the sunset… Well, maybe a little bit later in the evening), tis-kit (no please!  I 

I’ve had this empty hole inside.  And I’m the idiot that dug it out.

That particular part of the conversation Buffy had had earlier with Xander played in her mind.  Unfortunately, she knew exactly how he felt.  It was funny how she as well as her two best friends managed to screw up their relationships— she and Xander nearly simultaneously. 

Let’s face it; none of us are ever gonna have a happy, normal relationship.

We’re doomed!

Apparently, being a slayer wasn’t the only thing she was destined for.  She had also been condemned to an endless sea of failed relationships.

“Why do I even bother?”  She asked herself as she walked the familiar cemetery, twirling her stake.  And then she looked up, and saw his crypt several yards away.  She paused and thought that he was most certainly worth the bother and then some.  Even when he was being annoying…  Lost in her thoughts, she didn’t notice Spike approaching.  He stopped when he noticed her, though pretended as if he didn’t see her as he put down his grocery bag to take out his lighter and pack of cigarettes.

“You lookin’ for me?”  He asked with nonchalance, lighting up.  Buffy felt something not so pleasant constrict in her chest.  She ignored it, though, refusing to let him see her wallowing, even if she was (coincidentally) in his neck of the woods.  Not like she was looking for him or nothin’…  Yea.

“Really not.”  She said monotonously, turning away.  She may care, but at least she could feign indifference.  There was a bit of comfort in that.   And dignity.  Had to have some of that.

“Oh.  Right then.  Off you go.”  Spike pocketed his lighter, thinking quickly on a way to stall her.  He figured it would no longer be a common occurrence for him to be in close proximity to her anymore, being broken up or what all.  He had to find some way to spend time with her.  So, might as well drag out the brief moments he was given with her, eh?  Even if it will hurt like a bitch.

“Did you cry?”  Buffy paused with her back to him, frozen in shock.  How could he know?  Was it obvious?  Are my eyes still puffy?  She desperately hoped he couldn’t hear her heart race.

“What?”  She asked him, a hint of fear coloring her voice.

“The wedding.”  He clarified.  She felt her muscles relax as she turned towards him.  “Two hearts joined for eternity- great pelting showers of rice and so forth.”  

“You didn’t hear.”  She said, walking closer.

“What?  Families get out of hand?  Tear the place apart?”

“No.  Well, yes.  Absolutely.  But… Xander left.  The wedding didn’t happen.”  Spikes eyes widened in shock.  He sat down on the bench next to him, hoping she would follow suit.  A full blown conversation was much better than a few sentences in passing...

“Well.  Gotta say… didn’t see that coming.”  He thought he had helped assuage Xander’s fears of holy matrimony… Apparently not.  Not that he should feel bad about it.  Harris was a total git.  Period.  And what right did he have on giving out advice for relationships anyway?

“It was awful.  Anya was devastated.”  She said, sitting down next to him, not leaving much space between them.  Not that she did it on purpose.  Cause um, the bench was awfully small.  Yea.  Okay, that wasn’t completely true, if not at all.  It’s just… when would she get another opportunity?  Chances were he’d avoid her like the plague or something.  She wouldn’t have even seen him then had she not been “patrolling” only yards from where he resided at.

“Is that right?”  He asked, eyeing her.  Wondering what she was thinking.  If she thought about him… probably not.  No need to entertain those thoughts, mate.  She was probably relieved when I called it off— saved her the bloody trouble.

“They were… they were supposed to be the soothing light at the end of tunnel for me, you know?”

“Instead it was just a freight train, eh?”  Buffy nodded solemnly, looking straight ahead.  “Can’t rely on others for your happiness, pet.”  He muttered.  Buffy glanced at him briefly before shifting her eyes straight ahead again.

“Xander… thinks maybe they can still get back together, but… he hurt her a lot. “

“Yea, well… some people can’t see a good thing when they’ve got it.”  He said in a matter of fact tone (though hurt and a bit of anger seeped through), looking at her with a steady gaze.  She returned his stare, and swallowed once before responding.

“I saw it, Spike.  I’m just sorry that I didn’t acknowledge it.”  A brief spark of hopefulness flickered across his face before returning to cool indifference.  Buffy saw it before it disappeared, though, and felt a wave of warm hope blossom in her chest.  Spike took another drag on his cigarette.

“You admitting there was something to acknowledge then?”

“Of course, Spike.  I know that it’s late… But I knew I had a good thing.”  Spike looked down, flicking off ashes onto the grass, mulling her answer over.

“Did you mean it?”  She asked him quietly.  He snapped his head back up, full attention on her.

“Did I mean what?”  He asked, unsure of what she was referring to.

“That we couldn’t… be friends?”  She asked timidly.  “Patrol?  Just… just talking, even?  Something…”  Spike swallowed deeply, looking down at the burning embers of his cigarette.  Buffy just watched him, gripping her stake.

“It’s… it’s too soon, luv.”  Buffy didn’t think she’d hear him call her “luv” again.  Of course, it didn’t matter.  He couldn’t stand to be around her, apparently.

“Even this, here—now, is hard.  Too soddin’—” Before Spike could finish his sentence, Buffy was up and running away from him.

“Buffy!  I didn’t say never!”  Buffy paused, but didn’t turn around.  Instead, she collapsed to the ground.

“Buffy?”  He asked in a low voice, stunned and a bit perplexed.  Buffy!”  Spike yelled, running over to her once he realized she wasn’t getting up.  Just as he reached her, Willow and Xander approached, carrying stakes.

“Buffy?”  Willow asked worriedly when she saw her, dropping down to her knees beside her best friend.

“Spike— what happened?  Was it a demon?”  Xander asked, looking back between Willow kneeling next to Buffy, and Spike, standing there staring, unsure of what to do exactly.  He shook his head.

“Not a demon.  We were just sitting over there, talking.  She got up to leave, and…”

“Dizzy spell?”  Xander asked, watching as Willow stroked Buffy’s brow.

“No.  Buffy doesn’t get those.  Slayer’s never sick.” Spike replied, focusing in on her heart beat.  It was strong.  What the bloody hell is wrong with her?

“Cept that one time, Xander.  From that flu bug that was going around accompanied by exhaustion from slaying overtime.”  Willow said, stilling her hand on Buffy’s forehead to see if she had a fever.  She did.

“Junior year.”  Xander said absentmindedly.  He turned to Spike.  “When Angelus…”  He trailed off.  Spike was well aware.

“Buffy.”  Spike said in relief as her eyes fluttered open.  She sat up slowly.

“Buffy, are you okay?”  Willow asked.

“What happened?”  Xander asked before she could answer.  She dipped her head, eyes fluttering closed again.  She put her hands to her head, her face scrunched in agony.

“Oh… no!”  She lifted her head and looked around as Xander and Willow flanked her, taking her arms to help her stand.

“Here, let’s get her back to my crypt.”  Spike said, not taking his eyes off of Buffy.  She didn’t look so well.  And a bit…confused.

“It’s okay, Spike.  I think it’s best if we just took her home.”  Xander said. 

“No, guys, I’m okay.  I’m okay.”  She said, bleary eyed.

“Come on, Xander.  Help me get her home.”  Willow said in a tone that left no room for an argument.  Spike watched them silently as they walked away. 

“Put a little ice on the back of her neck.”  He called out to them before they were out of earshot.  He turned and picked up his bag of groceries, knowing that her mates would take care of her.

“She likes that.”  He said to himself, shaking his head briefly before walking off.  It was only an hour or so later when Harris showed up, telling him that some demon had given Buffy a dose of something, and the antidote was in his venom.  Of course the boy couldn’t track and catch him alone.

Spike exhaled slowly as he took a sideward glance at Xander with his flashlight and dart rifle as they traveled through the forest.  

“So, she’s having the wiggins, is she?  Thinks none of us are real.  Bloody self-centered, if you ask me.”  Spike said only slightly spitefully.  He was immensely relieved that it wasn’t something dire, and could be solved quickly.  Once he captured the demon, that is.

“Spike, we need muscle, not colorful commentary.” 

“Yea, yea.  Keep your soddin’ knickers on.  Got a beastie to find for the Slayer, right?  After all, it is always about her.  Her timetable, her needs, bloody assumptions—”

“Um, you think we can focus for a second?  This is kinda important.”

“Good to see you’re focused on what’s important and what’s not.  Like at your wedding.  Oh wait…”

“Don’t. Even. Start. Spike.”  Xander gritted out.

“You made a huge mistake, you know?  Bloody humans.  Always playing the ‘what if?’ game; worry about things that may or may not come about instead of livin’ in the present.”

“You have no idea how I felt.”

“Maybe not.  But I’d wager I know exactly how you feel right now—like a piece of- ”  Before Spike could finish his statement, the demon leapt out at them.  Xander yelped, attempting to aim the rifle.
	
“Oh balls.  You didn’t say it was a glarghk guhl kashma'nik.”

“That’s because I can’t say glar—”

Once again the demon interrupts their exchange, knocking Xander to the ground, simultaneously attempting to kick at Spike, who ducks.  During Spike and the demons multiple exchange of blows, Xander manages to fire off two darts into the demon, which were completely ineffective of taking him down.  He knocks Xander once again to the ground, focusing on the greater threat- Spike.  Spike, incredibly bored with the situation, and also in haste to get the serum to Buffy, grabs the glarghk… yea, the demon from behind and twists its neck, rendering it unconscious. 

Once the fight was officially over, Xander got up and walked over to Spike and the now laid out demon.  He and Spike stand there panting, looking at it.

“I’m willing to bet he feels like a piece of manure.  Get it?  I…”  He trailed off on Spike’s scowl.  “Never mind.”

*****

“It’s your ideal reality, and I’m not even apart of it.”  Dawn said angrily, tearfully.

“Dawn, I… I didn’t mean—”

“I have to go finish my chores.”  Dawn said, leaving with out a backwards glance.

Buffy put her hand up to her head, feeling dizzy.  How could that be an ideal reality?  Stuck in a mental institution for nearly a decade?  No Dawn, Willow, Xander, Spike… no Giles in either place now.  She laughed hard to herself, making the headache worse.  

“But Mom…”  Buffy closed her eyes, remembering the way her mother’s hand had felt on her cheek.  She shook her head, refusing to cry.  

“It wasn’t… it didn’t happen.  It’s not real, that place.”  She said aloud, attempting to convince herself.  The nerds, of course, are attempting to make her crazy… Crazy by making me believe that I was really crazy and that Sunnydale didn’t exist.  But why make up a reality as ludicrous as Sunnydale?  Demons aside, why would her own mind betray her, and put her through so much grief?  Losing her mom, Giles abandoning her, and just when she thought she had happiness with Spike…  And where was she, mentally, when she was dead the whole summer?  Nothing was making sense…  Nothing was making any sense at all.

*****

Several hours later after capturing the demon and getting it to Buffy’s, Willow finally made the concoction that would make Buffy well again.  Spike decided to leave the demon alive (and still chained to the pillar) just in case Willow needed more of his poison.  He came out of the basement and headed up to the Slayer’s room, hovering in the doorway, a bit uncertain, as Willow began to come out.  

“How is she?”  He asked, itching for a cigarette, though he knew it wasn’t allowed in the Summers’ home.

“Make sure she drinks all that.  I’m gonna let Dawn know that everything’s gonna be okay.”  She gave Buffy a smile before leaving.  Spike remained in the doorway.

“You alright?”  He asked her quietly.  Buffy grimaced, not looking at him.

“You need to leave me alone.  You’re not apart of my life.”

“Alright.  I suppose that’s fair, considering I was the one who said I couldn’t be around you…”  He paused, entering the room slowly.  “I just… I just want you to understand that when I said that, it wasn’t to hurt you.  I just wanted to do what I thought—what I think is best for me.  On the other hand, I had to make sure you were alright.”  Buffy looked up at him, frowning.

“You don’t care about—”

“You?  You’re daft if you think that I don’t.  But we do need some time apart, Buffy.  We both need time to suss things out.  I hope you understand that.”  Spike let out a weary sigh as Buffy frowned even more.  

“I love you Buffy, but we can’t be together.  At least, not like this.  S’not fair to me if trust is only a one way street.”  He swallowed, as if he were waiting for something… Whatever it was, it never came.  All he got was Buffy’s frowning face.  He turned and left.  

Buffy’s face went from a frown to pure anguish as she held the mug up.  She paused, then brought it up to her lips.  She paused again, staring off into space and pondering.  Slowly, she held the mug out, tipping it over the trash can, letting all of its contents spill out.  She didn’t want to be there anymore.

*
**
***


And… scene!  Okay, we can pretty much say that the rest of this chapter ended as the actual episode (“Normal Again”) did.  Except for maybe that whole bit about “screwing a vampire to feel,” cause it was way more than that, and that was really crass for her to say- crazy or not.

The rest of my author's response (since it couldn't all fit) goes as follows:  "tis-kit (no please!  I  heart ramblings!  In fact, that may have been my longest review ever.  Give me more, please), and golddrake (thanks, for this was my highest reviewed chapter for this fic.  Hope to hear from you again).

Oh yea- and I just couldn’t picture Xander saying “shit.”  It seemed totally OoC.

And sorry you guys for the HUGE hiatus- but this is junior year of college for me, finals and papers… and I pretty much blew that off to update this.  I should be working on my final papers, but guess what?  I don’t care!  I’m sick of school, can’t wait till the semester’s over, and I wanted to thank whatever awesome fan it was out there who nominated me for the Love’s Last Glimpse Award.  I’m against some tough, bad ass fan fic chicks, so I’m hoping (realistically) for “runner up” in whatever.  Either way, it’s an honor, and a pleasure to be writing for you guys.  I’m taking on two of the biggest eps in Spuffy history in my next two chapters, so please guys, wish me luck.  Oh, and review of course.

Until next time…
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