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Spike stood in the middle of the store and let his eyes spin around the floor and wondered what the hell he’d done to be tortured in such a manner.  Within thirty seconds of stopping, they had been bombarded by the gushing enthusiasm of a salesperson.  The woman’s eyes passed quickly over Buffy and lingered on Spike before finally falling on the baby.

“Oh, isn’t she the most precious thing,” she cooed as she let Lia play with one of her chubby fingers.  Spike counted to three before he grinned at the woman’s change in expression.  “She…er…doesn’t look a thing like either of you.”

“We’re bab—“ Spike began before his explanation was completely run over by Buffy.

“She’s adopted.  We’ve been waiting ages for her but now we have her she’s just the love of our lives.”

Spike just watched in horror as Buffy seemed to be all dazed about the romanticism of their apparently much longed for adoption.

“Oh, how darling.  Congratulations.  You are such a handsome couple, too.  So what do you need?”

Buffy looked at the woman with a weak, sort of helpless expression on her face, almost panting in sincere looking relief that an expert had arrived to save the day.

“Oi, let’s keep it simple, huh.  We’ll need a cot, a pram, a bottle steriliser for the microwave, and a supply of bottles.”

“Oh,” the saleswoman breathed, turning to Buffy in one awed moment.  “You lucky, lucky girl.  That is the sexiest voice I have ever heard.”  

Buffy giggled her agreement and looped her arm through Spike’s spare one, the other dangling with the baby carrier clasped tight in his fist.  

“And now you have a little bundle of joy to coddle.  I’ll bet she’ll be Daddy’s girl in no time.”  

Spike flinched at the wording that conjured up images of how much a Daddy’s girl Dru had been, then shook his head clear and tried to catch up to how this expedition had turned on him.

“I’m so sorry, sir, but I’m not so sure about your terms.  A cot…?”

Both women looked at him in expectation and he was silenced in confusion.  “You have different names for baby furniture?  Well I’ll be buggered.  That’s just takin’ the whole independence from the motherland a bit too far, innit?”  He shook his head.  “Right, cot.  Thing so long, slats on the side to keep the tyke inside, adjustable base for the different ages…”

Understanding drifted across the woman’s face and she broke into an impressed smile.

“You certainly know your product, sir.  Right this way and I’ll show you what we have.”

Buffy and Spike followed along obediently, Buffy looking at all the little knick-knacks and gadgets with an enthusiasm that was making Spike’s wallet hurt.

Before they even reached the section where all the selections were lined neatly beside one another, Buffy had torn herself from Spike’s side and was walking fast to a polished oak with a pretty pink frilly bedding set.

“This one, honey.  It’s perfect for Lia,” Buffy oozed, making Spike’s groin tighten painfully and his brow furrow in shock.  He’d never seen the little actress in the Slayer before, but it was fairly dripping from her lips now.  No way could she be falling into a pipe-dream, no matter how much the thought of sharing this child was doing to Spike’s ego and libido.

“That’s a lovely one, dear.  Sir, we call these cribs over here.  Same functions, though,” she winked as she mentally began to tally the cost.  “This one is called the Erika; beautiful handcrafted Italian design.  Isn’t it just the most gorgeous thing?”  

Buffy nodded, completely enamoured with the cathedral style crib.

“Are you sure you don’t want to have a look at the others…?” She stopped as Buffy shook her head emphatically, her mind very made up.

Spike rolled his eyes as he looked at the price tag.  “You sure about that, luv?”

“Oh honey, of course I’m sure.  Besides, it’s not like we don’t have the money,” she said as she petted his butt cheek.  “And these sheets with little angel’s all over them are just perfect.”  She shot him a cheeky smirk just as she curled her arm back around him.

“It truly is an excellent choice, and we have some in stock if you need it straight away.”

“Absolutely,” Buffy breathed in obvious relief and approval, almost falling to grasp the woman’s hand in gratitude.  “Now the other things my husband mentioned?”

“Oh yes, a…pram?”  

Spike was about to squeeze something hard when he saw the perfect thing.  He stomped his way over to the assortment and eyed the navy pram, the high carriage and big wheels offering perfect cushioning comfort for this new little charge.  The tray underneath was bloody brilliant to hold weapons if they happened to get caught with her out and about.

“This is the one,” he told them confidently, completely ignoring Buffy’s fish-like gawp as she eyed the price tag.  

“But sweetie, that’s awfully expensive,” Buffy giggled nervously while shooting Spike an icy glare, as if he didn’t already know she wasn’t amused.

“Ah, but as you rightly pointed out sweetling, we can afford it.  An’ if not, ‘m sure the council will help out with a bit of overtime.  Our princess deserves the best of everything.”  He winked at Buffy before pulling her back to his side and draping a leather-clad arm over her shoulders.

“Can I just ask,” butted in the saleslady with a sweetly concerned voice.  “Has the little darling been stuck in the carrier for long?”

Buffy nodded hesitantly, suddenly worried that she was about to get into trouble for something.  “We haven’t really had anywhere else to put her.  Is that a bad thing.”

“Oh, don’t worry dear.  It isn’t the best thing for baby to lie in a carrycot for extended periods, but maybe you could try a baby sling?  Your husband could give your baby a bit of something different and carry her around in one of those while you go about the rest of your shopping?”

Spike’s eyes widened in alarm, ready to bite the woman into shutting her lips before Buffy got any embarrassing ideas.  He knew it was too late as he watched her light off and run after the woman.  

“Ooh, ooh, Spike.  This is perfect.”  She waved him over, her body fairly vibrating with excitement.  “Can we use this now?  My husband would love to be able to carry Lia around in this.  Give his arm a bit of a rest.  He’s a bit of a weakling, you know.”  She gave the saleslady a conspiratorial wink.

“Oi, cut it out, Slayer,” Spike practically snarled, the dent to his pride almost enough for him to test the workability of his chip.  “I’m not wearing that around the shops.  You’re off your bleeding rocker if you think that I am.”

The disappointment in Buffy’s falling face and the disapproval in the saleswoman’s was enough for Spike’s insides to wither.  He clenched his jaw, struggling against his temper.

“Bloody hell,” he exploded, his fist balled tight.  His eyes fell on one that was on display, seeing how he could nurse the baby on his front, leaving his hands free for whatever he might need them free for.  Random vamp dusting, playing cards, wielding the remote control, drinking from his bottle of scotch.  The thing was a bloody miracle of invention.

“Right,” he said, shocking them with his complete about face and his energetic pace to the display.  “Do you have this one in black?”

Buffy smirked at his back, hiding her mouth behind her hand as she imagined him wearing the sling over the top of his duster.  Three quarters of an hour later and they were loaded down with purchases, standing at the checkout and signing away on Giles’s credit card, Spike loaded up with a lovely shiny baby sling and a sleeping Lia being rocked to comfort on his front.

Buffy eyed the stack and turned to the helpful assistant with a touch of worry on her face.

“Is it at all possible to leave this stuff here while we go and buy some baby clothes?”

The woman smiled, completely on the right wavelength with the pretty young blond.  She was completely sold by the hunky sight of dad nursing his baby girl in the fashionable sling.  It matched his leather coat beautifully and brought his precious bundle so much closer that he could look lovingly at her face.  The little family was truly a picture in her eyes.

“Oh, of course dear.  You go and pick up whatever else you need.  I’ll keep this for you for when you get back.”  The woman beamed at the young family.

“Thank you so much,” Buffy said, her hands clasping the older woman’s matronly body in a spontaneous hug.

Spike was beginning to worry about how into this scenario the Slayer was getting.  It was becoming a bit disturbing.  Except for the affectionate way she seemed to claim his arm.  That was kinda sexy in a really innocent way.  Yeah, that made him feel pretty good.

They left the carrier and Spike walked off, his big boots clomping on the floor, his duster swishing impressively around his legs and a baby attached to his front in a slick black baby sling.  He ignored Buffy’s quiet giggles as he led them out of the shop.  

They walked quietly for a while before they passed a store that looked like it sold clothes for children and Buffy took no time in hauling him inside.  An hour later, Lia was starting to fret, and Buffy was loaded down with clothes.

“Oi, pick her out a red top and a pair of leather pants.”

Buffy looked at him horrified.  “What the hell?”

“You can’t dress the mite up in all that pastel pink.  She needs somethin’ a bit classy.”

“She’s a baby, Spike.  Besides, I’m pretty sure they don’t make leather pants for baby girls.”

Spike pouted, then turned on his heel and went to lean against the counter. “Bloody hurry up then, luv.  Clock’s tickin’ and the bit’s gettin’ hungry.”

Buffy looked moody as they wound the trip up, a last minute dash to buy some formula and they were beginning to collect all the big stuff.  Some big guys from the mall helped them lift it all to the car.

Packed to the rafters, Spike thanked his lucky stars for his Oldsmobile that had a boatload of space and settled the baby in and drove carefully off. 

“Buckle yourself in, Slayer.  It’s Home Sweet Home for us now.”  He leered at her top, letting his eyes slide all the way over.

“Time all good Slayers and Vampires retired for the night.”

And he left her body to burn.
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