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Chapter 11

ch 12


I know I haven’t posted in the last few days. Truth is, I was busy. Yeah, I’ve been with friends, boyfriend, dealing with home matters. 

Okay, another thing to discuss. You probably won’t like what is gonna happen at the end of this chapter. *dodges tomato. Puts up hands to surrender* Now, calm down, I have a reason for doing what I am. A VERY good reason. One that you will REALLY like. So don’t go booing yet, k? 

 
 
Chapter 12

Spike knocked on Fredrick’s door. Buffy stood beside him, holding his hand. “He can’t be asleep at seven,” the vampire commented. 

At that moment, they were greeted by the watcher. He peered out at them, and then gestured them inside. “Good, you’re both here. I have translated the prophecy and I’m sure you will be interested.”

The blonds stepped through the threshold. They followed Fredrick into the living room. He went over to the recliner that had a book and a piece of paper on it. Grabbing both, he said, “Angela, I believe that these words pertain to you.”

“Buffy,” Buffy corrected. 

Fredrick looked over. “Huh?”

“That’s why we’re here. Remember when I came here suspecting that the slayer was Buffy?” Spike spoke up.

“Yes, I seem to recall that, yes. I also remember saying it couldn’t be possible.”

“Well, think again, cuz she is. Her past life came flooding back last night.”

Startled, Fredrick took Buffy in. “Are you sure?”

A great sigh escaped Spike. “What do you mean, mate? That she’s faking it?”

“I’m not tricking you! I’m Buffy Anne Summers, the vampire slayer. The one who jumped in that electric blue ball of light thingy. End of story. Now, around to important things . . . How did I heal myself?” Buffy said with  frustration. 

That caught Fredrick’s attention. “Healed yourself. You were ill?”

“Try clawed at by some dino-monster.”
“Dear lord,” Fredrick said. “Is it dead.”

Buffy smiled. She patted Spike’s arm. “No worries, my knight in shining armor beat the crap out of him.” She paused, glancing up at Spike. “You did, right? I was sort of outta it, but . . .”

“Yeah, luv, I kicked his arse good and proper. He won’t be botherin you again,” Spike replied.

“Anyway, I was really hurt bad. Spike took me to his friend Rebecca’s. While unconscious, I saw everything as Buffy. Then I woke up, fully recovered and Buffyish.”

Spike nodded. “She wasn’t just hurt, though, she was dying. One minute she was slipping away, the next sitting up in bed.”

A shiver ran through Buffy. No one had told her how serious her injuries had been. Wait, no, George had, but she hadn’t let it sink in. She had been close to departing from this realm a third time. So, what prevented it? The whole thing was a mystery, and she wanted answers. Now.

“So, come on, Freddie, shed some light for us. Make that moonlight, not sunlight,” Spike told Fredrick.

Fredrick cleared his throat. “This is very peculiar. Never has a slayer healed herself so quickly.”

Buffy plopped down on the couch. She leaned into the cushions as if trying to disappear. “Great, I have another reason to be called a miracle slayer.”

“That is what you are, Ang. . . Buffy. This text that is in my hand proves it. You aren’t ordinary in the slightest.”

“Never was,” Spike murmured, sitting down next to Buffy. She looked over at him, being the only one who heard what he said. Her expression was unreadable. 

“So, out with it. What does this prophecy say?” Spike demanded.

Fredrick’s attention shifted to the book he held. “It doesn’t make a whole lot of sense right now . . .”

“Read it,” Buffy urged. 

“Very well. ’One with no beginning and no end. She who is who she was, and was not who she is. Making up what has never been.’ ”

“Ha, makes more sense now, doesn’t it?” Spike put in. “Buffy being back and all with new abilities.”

“Yes, I suppose.” Fredrick shook his head. He continued quoting from the book. “’Blood of yesterday pumps renewal for today. Trickles until gone, and fills up. . . again.’ ” He stopped, raising his gaze, which traveled to fix on Buffy. 

Buffy sat up straighter. “What? What is it?”

“Trickles until gone. To fill up again. God, that could be it,” Fredrick muttered.

“Out with it, watcher,” Spike demanded. 

Fredrick’s eyes were full of sympathy. He focused on Buffy. “I believe that maybe . . . you can’t die. It would explain why you recovered from your injury in such a manner.”

There was no response from Buffy. She was too much in shock. Spike grabbed her hand. 

“What are you saying?” Spike questioned. He said this without shifting his gaze from the slayer.

“That technically, she very well might be immortal,” Fredrick proclaimed. 

Silence fell over the room. 
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“Buffy, wait up!” Spike yelled. He quickened his pace, trying to get to the fleeing slayer. “Where do you think you’re going? You always have to run when things don’t go the way you want them to. Come on, talk to me.”

She ignored him, and kept on walking. Her cheeks were a mess of tears, which she had given up on brushing aside. They mixed with the rain that was coming down from the darkened sky.

A hand grabbed her arm. “Buffy!” 

She turned to the concerned vampire. “I’m going to Willow’s. I have t-to talk to her,” she informed. 

He nodded. His normally slicked-back hair was curling down in his face. “All right, we’ll go talk to Red.”

They headed to their friend’s place, side-by-side, not saying a word. Both were lost in their own thoughts. 

Spike understood how Buffy felt. She was going to live forever. She was going to spend an eternity watching the world fall to destruction. And she would fight it. She would fight to try and make things right. But even an eternity isn’t long enough to save the world. Everyone she met would go away, one-by-one. Things would change all around her, while she stayed the exact same. And sometimes, she’d wish to grow old as well and have peace. But there wasn’t anything she could do. The clock would never stop, just keep going and going. And what was the point of it all? Of anything? 
Glancing over at his drenched Buffy, he felt guilty. Because he was selfish in being a little happy about her being immortal. Now he wouldn’t have to face things alone anymore. 

They made it to Willow’s house. Buffy went in first, calling the witch’s name. There was no answer.

“She might be napping, pet. Let me go check,” Spike offered. 

Buffy nodded her head. She waited for him, water dripping off her form. Her body began to shiver and she wrapped her arms around herself. 

The second Spike emerged from the bedroom, she knew something was terribly wrong. She rushed at him. “What is it?” She tried to go into the room he had just came from. “Is it Willow?” He caught her, preventing her from entering. 

“You don’t want to go in there,” he whispered. 

Buffy kept shaking her head. No, no, NO. She broke away from him, stepping backwards. Her heart was beating too fast, and it was hard to breathe. No, not now, her brain shrieked. I can’t loose the only one I have left. 

“It happened in her sleep,” she vaguely heard the vamp say. “I’m sure there wasn’t any pain.”

Her legs gave out. She crumpled to the floor, taken over by sobs. She was gathered up into strong arms. The water came for a long time until suddenly they ran out. She went still, not making a sound. 

Spike looked into her eyes to see a blank stare, and was frightened that she had gone catatonic like when Dawn had been captured. No, luv, stay with me. He grabbed her shoulder and shook them. “Buffy!?”

Buffy blinked, coming out of her stupor. Spike sighed in relief. 

“I can’t do this,” she croaked. “Why would the powers do this to me? Haven’t I done enough? They want me to do this fucking holy mission for them. Save the good, kill the bad till the end of the world. Well, forget that! I can’t live forever. Not when everyone I care about is gone.”

Aren’t I someone you care about!? he wanted to shriek. Instead, he said, “It’s hard. There were times when I wanted to bathe myself in the sunlight. But I found a purpose. You have to find a reason to go on.”

“I don’t have one. Not anymore. Slaying doesn’t seem to be important anymore. Nothing is important anymore. All my friends are dead. My sister’s dead. My mom’s dead. Giles is dead. Hell, even my father is dead, jerk as he was.” She started to cry again. Her face buried itself into his damp chest, and her arms wrapped around his middle, desperate to hold onto something. 

His fingers smoothed her hair. “There isn’t any reason to go on?  Not even one?” His voice was soft and filled with pain.

Buffy rose her head to look at him. She met his pleading blue eyes, and then it hit her. Him. She had him. She held onto him tighter. “Oh, Spike. You won’t ever leave me will you?” 

“Never,” he answered.

She brought his mouth down to meet his. When she pulled back, she faintly smiled. “I love you. Be my reason for living.”

His own tears fell then. Ones of loss and gain at the same time. “Forever, luv. Forever.”

_______________________________________________

Okay, I know you are about ready to shoot me for killing off Willow. But, I promise you I did have a reason for doing it. I think you’ll like what I have planned, so keep on reading. 

Oh, and sorry if my writing was a little off. I had TONS of distraction while getting this out. 
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