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Chapter 1

Chapter 1

Yes, this is based on the movie. Inspiration struck when I watched it the other day, and I wanted to see if I could do a little something with it. While some of this is similar, it obviously won’t be like the movie. I have no idea how long it’s going to be, but I’m thinking not too long. I wanted to start posting before Christmas, but I’m pretty sure it won’t be finished by then. So far, I only have two other chapters written after this one. As always, thanks to dusty273 for the read through. I hope you guys like it=)Chapter 1

“Once again it’s Christmas Eve, and your apartment looks like a morgue. You never put up any decorations?”

Spike Pratt smirked, taking a sip of his Bourbon. “What would be the point in that, Angel? It’s not like I ever actually spend the holiday here.”

Angel shook his head, forgetting who he was dealing with for a second. “Right, and which one is it this time? Harmony, Melody, or whatever her name is.”

“It’s Tiffany, Harmony is visiting her parents, but she promised to stop by once she gets back.”

He scoffed. “How do you ever remember any of their names?”

Spike shrugged. “Half the time they don’t even care if I do. I’m living the life, Peaches. You should try it, but that’s right, you’re happily married. How are the wife and rugrats doing?”

“They’re just fine, you know, it wouldn’t kill you to follow in my footsteps. You’re thirty-five, Spike. It was about time you settled down.”

Spike laughed, patting his friend on the back. “It’s never going to happen. That life just isn’t for me. I have everything I could want right here.”

Angel looked around the dreary apartment, his gaze settling on a box on the floor. He moved over to it, perusing through the contents, one thing in particular catching his eye. “Who is this? She’s a cutie,” he said, pulling out the picture of a beautiful blonde.

Spike took it from him, glancing at the photo for a second. “That’s Buffy Summers, my old girlfriend. We met in high school, dated all through college, but as most things go, we went our separate ways. She wanted to get married and have a family, but I wasn’t ready for that. I was too focused on having a career, so I ended things. If you ask me, it was for the best.”

Angel wasn’t that convinced. “Do you ever think about how things could have been if you stayed with her?”

Spike shook his head, folding the picture up and placing it back inside the box. “I never let myself think about that. I’m happy, I’m rich, I can get any girl that I want, why dwell on the past when the future is looking pretty good? I’m gonna go for a walk, you can hang here if you want.”

Angel watched as Spike left the apartment, wondering if his friend was really all that happy.


* * * * *


Spike entered the bar, taking a seat at one of the stools.

“Whiskey, and keep it coming.” He had a feeling he would need something strong tonight.

The bartender placed a glass down in front of him, which Spike took and drank all at once, slamming the glass back down to be refilled.

“Is this seat taken?”

He gazed up to see a striking brunette standing next to him, gracing her with a smile. “For a beautiful woman such as yourself? Please, have a seat.”

She sat down, giving him a look. “You come here often?”

Spike chuckled, that had to be the worst line ever, but he figured she was new at trying to pick guys up and decided to go easy on her. “All the bloody time. What’s your name, love?”

“Tracy, I’m new in town. I’ve been looking for you.”

He raised his eyebrows. “Were you now? Well, what can I do for you, sweetheart?”

She smiled. “Actually, it’s what I can do for you. I’ve seen men like you before, William. I can make everything better.”

Now he was beyond confused. “How do you know my name? No one calls me that anymore.”

“Wouldn’t you like to know?” she said with a wink, then left the bar.

Spike threw some money down and went after her, only to see that she was long gone. “All right, Spike, maybe you’ve had too much to drink tonight.” He was about to head to his car, when it suddenly started to snow. Spike looked up in shock; it wasn’t normal to get snow in Los Angeles. “What the bloody hell is going on?”


* * * * *


He finally made it home, which wasn’t easy in the sudden snow storm, but Spike immediately stripped out of his clothes and lay down in bed. Everything would make much more sense in the morning, he thought to himself as he drifted off to sleep.


* * * * *


Spike opened his eyes, shielding them from the sun shining through the window. He was about to get up to close the blinds, but couldn’t move, looking down to notice the blonde head resting on his chest. Spike tried to remember if he brought anyone home last night, but was drawing a blank.

“Just give me five more minutes, sweetie.”

He knew that voice and getting a good look at its owner when she turned her head towards him. “Buffy?”

She gazed up at him and smiled. “Morning, baby.”

To say he was shocked was an understatement, even more so when two little tykes ran into the room and started jumping on the bed. “Time to get up, Mommy! It’s Christmas!”

“Okay, Tara, stop jumping, you know Daddy’s not a morning person. Why don’t you and your sister go wait for us in the living room?”

She nodded and grabbed her little sister’s hand, running out of the room.

“I need coffee, and lots of it. Luckily Christmas is the only day they get us up this early.”

Spike still had yet to say anything, taking everything in. “Am I dreaming?”

She shook her head. “Nope, you’re wide awake, which means you get to change Danny, while I make us some breakfast.”

He let her usher him out of the room, not knowing what else to do. “Danny?”

“Yeah, our son. What’s with you this morning? Have at it,” she pushed him into the nursery, then took off.

Spike gazed at the baby lying in his crib, a sniff of the air told him all he needed to know of what she wanted him to do. “Forget about dreaming, this is a bloody nightmare.”


* * * * *


He headed into the living room to see all the Christmas decorations, and a tree filled with presents underneath. Buffy, who was lovelier than he remembered, poured a cup of coffee for him.

“Are you okay? You’re really quiet, which isn’t like you.”

Spike shook his head. “Something is very wrong here, this isn’t my life. This isn’t my house, we’re not married, and those aren’t my kids. I’m either having a really bad dream, or got stuck in some alternate universe, but none of this is real.”

Buffy raised her eyebrows. “Is this because you ate cold pizza before you went to bed? I did warn you about that.”

Spike threw his hands up in the air, irritated because she wouldn't give him the answers he wanted, then headed outside, determined to find someone he knew from his real life, but wasn’t prepared for what he saw. “Where the bloody hell am I? This isn’t Los Angeles.”

“Um, no, this is Sunnydale, remember? We moved here because we didn’t want to raise our children in the city. What’s gotten into you?”

He felt a migraine coming on, closing the door and resting his head against it. “I live in Sunnydale? I bloody hate this place, I would never move here. Are you a witch? Did you do something to me?”

Buffy had had enough at this point. “All right, you need to calm down, you’re scaring the kids. Let’s just get some food in you, okay?”

Spike ripped his arm out of her grasp. “I don’t want food, I want a damn explanation.” He grabbed a jacket and stormed out of the house, not bothering to look back.
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