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Chapter Four
 
FLASHBACK
           
 Spike watched intently as the girl with power staked a vampire without breaking a sweat. She was poetry in motion. What caught his attention most as he watched her work was not the agility and power she held in that tiny body. It was the look on her face. She might as well have been performing the most mundane task on the planet. She was stone-faced and concentrated, unmoved. 

            Brushing the dust from herself, she moved from behind the crypt and slammed into Spike. 

            “Hello, luv.”

            She took a step back and held up her stake. Whistler moved from the shadows and she sighed with relief.

            “I was hoping not to be late tonight. My mother worries.” She told the human-demon.

            Whistler grinned, “don’t worry kid. I’ve got something here that will help you not be late any longer.”

            She sighed, “oh really? What’s that?”

            Whistler pointed to Spike. “Name’s Spike. He’s a vampire.”

            Buffy raised her eyebrows. “A vampire is going to help me stake his own kind?”

            “You see, kid, he’s a special vampire.”

            “Special?”

            “He’s got a soul. That’s how he’s special,” Whistler explained.

            Her eyes widened. “A soul? How did that happen?”

            “Long story, pet. I’ll be happy to relate it to you one day.” Spike finally spoke up.

            She folded her arms across her chest. “And how exactly are you going to help me?”

            “I’m going to protect you,” Spike said proudly. Gods, she was beautiful. Sure, she was seventeen, but he could see hints of the woman she was about to become. 

            “Protect me? You don’t even know me.”

            “I will,” Spike promised. And he meant it. He wanted to know everything and teach her everything. 

            She looked at Whistler. “Why?”

            “You need it. A Slayer has a Watcher, you have your own personal vampire with a soul.” Whistler explained.

            She eyed Spike but spoke to Whistler. “What does he get out of this? How long is going to be helping me? Is there some big evil coming I need to be aware of?”

            Spike was irritated that she wouldn’t ask him these things. “I don’t get anything out of this—as far as I know. Except to put my bloody soul to good use. Perhaps one day secure a spot for myself in Heaven.”

“So then, you do get something out of it. I’m your ticket to Heaven.”
”You’re more than that, luv.”

“And what is that?”

He didn’t know for sure yet. Just knew that she meant more to him in the few minutes he’d laid eyes on her than anything before. What he didn’t know yet, was that she’d mean more to him than anything after too.

“I’m going to be helping you for as long as…”

She smirked, “for as long as I’m alive.”

“Yeah, that. And no, there is no big evil coming. Cept, I’ll know when it is and I’ll be right here, fighting the good fight with you by your side.”

She looked at Whistler. “This is weird. He’s weird.”

Spike threw his hands up in the air. “Is there some particular reason why you won’t speak to me when you’re talking about me?” He was exasperated. 

She looked at him, “because I don’t know you! I don’t even know if I like you very much!”

“You’re never going to know me if you don’t talk to me!”

“Stop shouting at me!”

“Stop being so bloody frustrating!”

“I would if you’d stop shouting at me!”

“I just started—“ Spike stopped and shook his head. She was bloody frustrating! He looked at her. Her eyes flashing, her whole body challenging him. He suppressed a groan. He was turned on. 

Whistler chuckled. “You two are going to be just fine.”

END FLASHBACK

 

          Spike sighed as he took another shot of whiskey. This isn’t what he had planned—ever. He had hoped, wished, dreamed one day that Buffy would come to him and ask to be his mate. He never intended on just taking it. 

            “Is it a woman?” Willie asked.

            “When isn’t it a woman?” Spike muttered harshly.

            “That Buffy chick, right?”

            Spike glared at him, “not that it’s any of your business, but, yes.”

            “Did she come back?”

            Spike was exasperated now, “yes. Yes, she came back. And, no, it’s not her fault what I did.”

            “What’d you do?”

            “Get me a tequila Willie and leave me alone. I’m not feeling very friendly tonight.”

            “Big surprise,” Willie muttered and sauntered away leaving Spike to glare at him. 

            God, how had me managed to make such a mess of this? He had let his anger and hurt get in the way of his clear thinking. When she told him that she’d essentially used him and left him in such a way, it had tore him apart inside. She might as well have driven a stake through his heart and be done with it. His time away from her had been hell as it was. He’d missed her terribly and had been angry with her that she’d never even bothered to let her family know exactly where she was. A P.O. Box was the only way to reach her. He had thought that was a tad risky until her mother informed him that Giles was the only one who had a phone number of where she was. He thought her cruel and heartless. But, he still loved her. Then when she admitted that everyone had known where she was, it was like a knife to his heart. They had ALL lied to him. Kept her from him. They had ALL used him. It tore him apart inside. Because of her, he had a family for once in his undead life and she’d seen to it to destroy that for him. She wanted normalcy, she said. How could a witch with superhuman strength be considered normal? 

He’d accepted his inability to be normal a long time ago. Well, he was unlike most of his kind. He accepted his dark nature, accepted his vampire life whole-heartedly. He’d been nothing before that. He and Dru traveled the world over. Killed, maimed, tortured…then his soul had been given to him by a gypsy tribe. They had wanted guilt to drive a stake through his own heart. He smirked, it hadn’t worked that way. He’d felt guilt and distanced himself from Dru, yes, but he hadn’t staked himself. Instead, he’d found a way to cope through a demon named Whistler. Whistler was a demon who thrived on changing people’s lives. He found Spike at a time when he couldn’t kill, could barely function and was lost without his Dark Princess. Whistler took Spike to Buffy. She wasn’t a Slayer. She wasn’t a Chosen One. She hadn’t been called for anything. She simply was. She was a girl who’d been born a witch in a non-witch family and had the powers of a Slayer. She had been 10 when she realized she wasn’t like other girls. She’d been 15 when she met Giles. She’d been 16 when she’d killed her first demon. It was at 17 she’d met Spike. Whistler told him he had a destiny to fulfill. She was to be protected and cared for as the Slayer was. Unlike the Slayer however, she had Spike. A vampire with his ear to the grind and a knowledge of otherworldly foes, not to mention superhuman strength of his own.  

            What Spike saw when he first beheld Buffy was a girl with a big heart who was struggling to retain her ‘normal life’ whilst battling the forces of evil. Despite her abilities, she was still a girl with the same insecurities as any other girl. The only thing she hadn’t been told in her life was what she was. She wasn’t a Slayer, she didn’t have a Watcher, she didn’t have a Council to report to. All she had was her High Priest who assisted her as best he could and a mortal family who didn’t always understand her. And friends she could barely relate to. She felt alone and isolated. 

            Spike vowed to never make her feel alone. He wanted her to feel what she was—special. She only wanted to feel that she was a normal girl. She wanted to party, hang out with her friends, date, go to the movies and go to college. She didn’t have an expiration date like Slayers did, but she felt that she might as well have one. She did all the work a Slayer did without a Watcher or the training. So, Spike was her Watcher and her trainer. He was also the one who took her to parties, helped her study, took her to the movies and tried his best to make her feel normal and special at the same time. He didn’t realize however, that all his attention had secluded her further. He couldn’t go out during the day. He couldn’t be with her when she wanted to go to the beach or spend the day in Salem. He couldn’t be with her when she wanted to go to a Red Sox game. Not unless he came well after dark and that had saddened her. She couldn’t tell her friends what he was. Couldn’t explain to them why he’d never age and why he didn’t attend school with them. She couldn’t tell them anything. Her family knew, but that was only because she was forced to. 

She wanted to marry one day, have babies and a family of her own. She had never said she wanted any of that with Spike, but Spike wanted to be the one to give it to her. The idea that some other guy could come along and be with her tore him apart. Especially since he knew he couldn’t be the one to give her children. And how normal would her life be being married to a vampire?  He couldn’t be selfish, he had told himself. She deserved to have that life. She deserved all the things she dreamed about and more. He became whatever she needed him to be. In the beginning their friendship had been blissful and without hindrance. Then, as she grew older and the demons kept coming and it seemed she had lost all hope for normalcy, their relationship shifted. She went to Spike for help and assistance. She saw him less as her friend and confidante. She put space between them and Spike had felt it acutely.  And one day, she came back to him. She didn’t mention the distance she put between them, didn’t mention the guys she dated here and there. She just started up their friendship one day as if nothing had ever happened. He never asked why she did it, how she could do it---didn’t she know how much she meant to him? He just let her figure out his place in her life and accepted it. It was a far cry from the life he had led with Dru. 

“I thought you might want to warn your girlfriend—“Willie came back.

Spike glared at him “she’s not my girlfriend, you wanker.”

“Is that what the whole problem is?’’

Spike stared at him. “What did you want again?”

“Vampire gang coming into town looking for her. They managed to off the Slayer in Chicago and now want a piece of the other ‘slayer’.”

“She’s not a damn Slayer!” Spike growled.

“Doesn’t matter to them. She kills their kind. That’s all they care about.”

If possible Spike’s blood ran colder. “They come in here ,you give them a message for me: They touch one hair on her pretty little head and they will be torn limb from limb and scattered all over this damn city. And Willie, you tell me the second you get word they’re in this town.”

Willie nodded, eyes wide. Then he studied Spike as the blond vampire struggled into his black jacket and grabbed his cigarettes. “What is she then?”
            Spike looked up at him as he lit his cigarette. “My mate.” And he sauntered off, leaving a very confused Willie.  Whether she wanted him or not, she was going to listen to him this time. Her life was in danger and her anger and resentment was not going to rule out over protecting herself properly. A Slayer was dead because of this gang. She was going to need his help and he was going to give it to her whether she liked it or not. 

Spike sat outside her window. He knew his invitation must have been revoked by now, so it was useless to try. Instead, he opted to stay outside her window until dawn. Who knew when the gang had made their way to Boston. They had quite a trip in front of them, coming from Chicago, but Spike was not about to take any chances. He would protect her with his unlife.
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