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PROLOGUE - Left Behind

Dawn was surveying the damage. The house was wrecked, again. There were girls everywhere babbling incoherently and crying. Xander was tending to Andrew, who’d been injured in the struggle with the Bringers. Giles, in all likelihood, had yet another concussion and Spike was still unconscious. Dawn knew that he wasn’t completely dead since hey, no dust, but that much blood loss *couldn’t* be good, even for a vampire. Willow and Giles managed to close the large wounds to his neck and abdomen with suture they’d stolen from the hospital, but he was still unconscious.

That wasn’t even the worst of it. The really creepy looking Turok-whatever vamp killed two of the Slayers-in-Training, before suddenly leaving with the rest of the Bringers in the middle of the battle. That was when they found Spike. That was also when they realized they couldn’t find Buffy. The Bringers had evidently taken Buffy and all but mortally wounded Spike. They were all nearly defenseless now. Without Willow’s magic, the Bringers could come in and pick them all off one by one until there were none left. Dawn slowly sank down next to the stairs and cried.

**********

Buffy rattled against the chains. The no-eyes creepies left her alone once she awoke and found herself in her current predicament. She was chained to the floor, and barely able to move, in what was probably one of the many caves around Sunnydale. 

She’d freed herself from this type of situation more than once before, though she seemed to be having difficulty now. She would manage escape again though. She needed to get back to the others and see what damage the Bringers had done. If the goons fought the others as they fought Spike, she wasn’t sure there would be much to get back to, but she needed to try. 

They’d been ill prepared for the attack. Though Giles brought what was left of the Council with him, including the information on The First, it wasn’t enough. They had barely even begun training some of the girls before this attack. 

“I trust you are comfortable?” 

A voice called out through the cave. It was all too familiar, though she hadn’t heard it in years. The Master. The one she defeated not long after arriving in Sunnydale. This had to be The First. 

“Sure, all I need now is a TV, and a soda, and I’m good,” Buffy said in a cheerful voice. 

“Good to see you remain your usual witty self,” The First remarked. “We’ll see just how long that lasts, shall we?” 

“You realize I’m going to get out of here right?” Buffy questioned. “I’ll be waving goodbye before you know it. Too bad my friends aren’t here to watch me stomp all over you. Well, figuratively speaking.”

“I think at the moment, you will find your friends have their hands more than full,” The First sneered. An interesting rendition with The Master’s toothy grin and red mouth.

“Then you won’t mind me getting back to help them,” Buffy said, giving the chains another jerk.

“You’ll find those chains don’t give very easily. I had my boys reinforce them with an old Tolo’thrian spell. Not infallible, but they should do the trick for now,” The First commented, seeming amused with itself.

“So, are you just lonely or are you holding on to me for a reason?” Buffy replied.

“Oh, I definitely have a reason, Slayer. You took away two of my most depraved warriors in this dimension and swayed them to the other side. I plan to get a little revenge,” The First said, with a look to Buffy that made her shudder.

“You know, if you’re going to be all big and evil, you might want to get your story right,” Buffy retorted. “I wasn’t responsible for Angel’s soul. Little band of gypsies in Romania did that I believe,” Buffy stated, as if contemplating the fact.

“Ah, but my dear, you are the one who gave him purpose. True, he wasn’t my brightest and bravest anymore, but at least he wasn’t around trying to lead some crusade against me. Now you’ve even managed to recruit Spike. I simply can’t let this sort of thing go unanswered you realize,” The First explained.

“Great, so you’re planning on boring me to death down here with your sob stories?” Buffy asked. 

“You my dear, will be my challenge. We must, after all, balance the scales of good and evil, yes? I can’t have a strong Slayer and those two all running amok now can I? No, Slayer, *you* will be the price paid for those two souls. I will most certainly enjoy breaking you while my followers eliminate the Slayer line. You will be the last...and then you will be mine,” The First said in a matter-of-fact voice.

“You are dead wrong if you think I will ever be yours. I don’t care who you kill, or how much you beat me, I will *never* be yours,” Buffy spat at The First.

“Sweet child, who said anything about beating?” The First grinned at Buffy. “Yes, I imagine some of my followers will beat you. But you see child, I’ve been watching you for some time now. I know that being helpless and alone is your greatest fear. And since I can’t take your powers from you indefinitely, I’ll just have to resort to something else to break you,” The First said, shrugging one shoulder.

“I think you’ve seen one to many James Bond movies,” Buffy retorted, despite her growing panic.

The First gave a small laugh before continuing. “No, I had something much different in mind for you,” The First replied as a strange purple demon with horns protruding from it’s neck entered from an opening in the cave wall.

“Now, I’ll leave you two lovebirds alone. I’m sure you two can… entertain…yourselves while I’m gone,” He said. The realization dawned on Buffy’s face as The First vanished in his trademark flash of light.

**********


Chapter 2

One - Discoveries


Chapter 1 - Discovery

“Willow!” Xander whispered, jumping back as two Bringers ran right past them and out of the cave complex. “Did I ever tell you this invisibility stuff rocks?”

“Tell me later if we’re not dead!” Willow whispered back. “She should be just up ahead according to the spell. Guess the others took the bait. It doesn’t look like there’s anyone else in here. Let’s find Buffy and get out of here before they come back. I don’t think Spike can hold them off forever.” 

“Oh my God...” Xander stopped short as he entered a large room in the cave.

“What?” Willow asked as she came around Xander and followed his eye line. “Oh Goddess...”

“What.... what’d they do to her?” Xander asked, looking in revulsion at the spectacle before him.

“It doesn’t matter Xander. Here, give me your shirt,” Willow said as she tugged on Xander’s sleeve.

“Is she...?” Xander let the unfinished question hang in the air as he handed his outer button-down shirt to Willow.

“She’s alive,” Willow said leaning over Buffy. “These chains are magically reinforced. It’ll take me a minute to get them off. Tell me if you see anyone coming.” 

Willow tried four different spells before she found one that opened the manacles. Willow bundled the shirt around Buffy while attempting to rouse her. Slowly, Buffy came awake. She glanced around, her eyes settling on Willow. A tiny smile flashed across her face.

“I like this dream,” Buffy said, weakly stroking Willow’s cheek with one hand.

“Willow, we have company coming!” Xander shouted, running back into the room.

As Buffy fell back into unconsciousness, Willow quickly chanted the words that would include Buffy in the invisibility spell as she sprinkled her with a dust she pulled out of a bag in her pocket. 

“Xander, you’re going to have to help me. I can’t carry her by myself!” Willow shouted at Xander.

Xander quickly scooped Buffy up in his arms and the three friends set off through the caves back toward Buffy’s house.


Chapter 3

Two - Stupid Vampire Senses!


Chapter 2 – Stupid Vampire Senses!

“Willow!” Spike shouted as he and several SiT’s bounded through the back door. “Willow! You here? Did you get her?” Spike called out, racing through the kitchen toward the front of the house.

Willow, Xander and Giles all came rushing back through the house toward him. 

“Spike!” Willow replied, looking relieved he and the girls made it back. “Yes, we found her, but...” She was cut off by a series of pained screams coming from the living room. A look of recognition and relief flashed across Spike’s face before panic set in and he pushed past Willow. “Spike, wait. Spike! You shouldn’t go in...” Willow frantically tried to pull Spike back toward the kitchen by the arm. He easily shook off her hand and pushed roughly through the assemblage, running into the living room. 

A very battered Buffy sat on the couch, her legs pulled up in front of her with her ankles crossed. From what Spike could tell, she was wearing only a blue button-down. Dawn and another one of the SiT’s were holding her hands, trying to coax her up and meeting only determined thrashing and screaming from Buffy. But it *was* Buffy. Spike was so afraid that the Bringers would kill her before they could get to her. It took two days for him to heal enough to move, another three before he was well enough for them to actually implement their plan for rescue. Yet, here she was. Alive. And, screaming at the top of her lungs in...fear? Something was most definitely wrong.

“Stop it, you’re going to hurt her,” Spike said, quickly striding over to the SiT, pulling her arms away from Buffy. He leaned over, reaching out a hand to comfort Buffy, when suddenly it hit him. As Buffy jerked backward screaming, Spike jolted back. Stumbling in shock, he crashed backward straight into the coffee table, shattering it into tiny pieces. 

“God no,” He whispered out, “Oh God, no.” He scrambled back a few feet and looked around to see all the faces in the room staring down at the floor. He glanced back to Buffy who was now whimpering in a little ball on the couch, sobs escaping her tiny form.

“Spike, I’m sorry. I tried to tell you, but...” Willow blurted out suddenly. Everyone watched as the stunned vampire stared at Buffy for long moments. Suddenly, his eyes closed, his jaw tightened and his lips pressed into a thin line as his rage overcame him. With a fierce growl, Spike jumped to his feet and stormed through the front door. 

“Spike?” Dawn quickly made to flee after him, but Willow grabbed her arm, preventing her from following. 

“Dawn, let him go,” Willow said.

“But, he’s hurting. You saw him!” Dawn said

Giles came up and put his hand on Dawn’s shoulder. “He needs time, Dawn. There’s nothing you can do to make this better.”

Dawn shook her head. She just hoped he would come back.

**********


Chapter 4

Three - Retribution


Chapter 3 - Retribution

“But what if he’s injured? What if he’s going to do something stupid? You know how he was when Buffy died,” Dawn pleaded. “Sunrise is only two hours away. Someone *needs* to go find him!” Dawn begged. She was more than frustrated. Spike had been gone most of the night.

“She’s right,” Willow reluctantly agreed. “We need him. One of us should go find him. Sunrise will be soon and I’m more than a little worried considering the state of mind he was in when he left.”

“I’m glad someone has finally come to their senses,” Dawn said, rolling her eyes as she walked toward the door.

“I’ll go,” Xander offered. Everyone turned to stare at him.

“I’m not going to hurt him, if that’s what you’re all worried about. Look, I’ll find him and bring him back. He’s probably just off at Willie’s. Besides, we need Willow here in case the Ray Charles groupies decide to try and recollect their hostage,” Xander explained.

Dawn gave him an appreciative smile. “Thanks, Xander.” 

“No problem, Dawnster. Willow can just put up that barrier thing after I leave, and leave me a door or something to drag his undead butt through when I get back.” Xander smiled.

**********

Xander stopped by Willie’s and the other demon bar in town, but hadn’t yet caught up with Spike. Not that Spike was making it difficult to be found. Xander learned that Spike dragged one demon out of one bar, and two vamps out of the other. All apparently meeting their ultimate ends, thanks to Spike. Every lead Xander followed led him to a dead demon or another pile of dust. Xander thought of the demon carcasses he’d seen tonight and shuddered. He was starting to almost feel sorry for whatever Spike was hunting at the moment. 

As Xander turned the corner to cut through an alleyway towards Spike’s crypt, he ran right into the sight of Spike. He was fighting a very ugly green demon, who would tower over Spike if he’d been able to stand upright. With a snarl, Spike suddenly seized the battered demon by the head, ripping it off its body. No twisting or anything like that, just ripped the head away and watched the body collapse to the ground. Spike took a step and hurled the head like a football, sending it flying. 

As Xander watched, Spike collapsed to his knees. A single name escaped his throat in a rough, heart-wrenching wail. Xander watched, as for the second time to his knowledge...Spike wept. The sight nearly broke his heart. Xander hated Spike for much of his existence, but he couldn’t deny at the moment just how much Buffy meant to him. He’d loved her. He’d mourned for her. The vampire had searched out a soul to make himself better for Buffy. She had believed in him, when none of them would. Now Spike was mourning her again.

Xander slowly walked up next to the vampire. “She’s not dead, you know.” 

Spike jumped to his feet and turned swiftly to face Xander.

“Whoa, easy there fella. I come in peace!” Xander said, holding his hands up in mock surrender. “I’d rather not go in pieces.” Spike quickly brought a hand up and wiped it across his damp face. Xander smiled at the attempt to maintain his tough guy appearance. “The others were worried. You’re cutting it awfully close to morning with your little stroll through Sunnydale.”

“Leave me alone. Just...just sod off,” Spike quietly responded.

“Can’t do that,” Xander replied, drawing a confused expression from Spike. “Walk with me Spike. Just hear me out, and then you can decide if you really want to work on your tan,” He said, turning to walk towards Buffy’s house. 

“See, back at the house, there are a bunch of young girls who still need your help, including Buffy. I don’t see the rest of us doing a very good job of training those potentials,” Xander said as they walked.

“Thought that was what the watcher was for. Did a bang up job with....Buffy.” Spike’s retort finished with a whisper.

“Yeah, but he only had Buffy then. It’s a little different when you’ve got a dozen or so teenage girls to train. Then there’s Dawn. She’d be crushed if you didn’t come back. I don’t think Buffy would be real happy if we just let you try your homage to ‘Earth, Wind and Fire’ either.” Xander pointed out. They walked the rest of the way in silence until they reached the back porch of Buffy’s house and Xander shouted out Willow’s name. Suddenly the magical barrier opened and Xander and Spike strode through up onto the porch, where Spike froze.

“I don’t think I can go in,” Spike said.

“Well, you can’t stay out here. I don’t think they make SPF 1000 Spike,” Xander grinned.

“You don’t know what it’s like!” Spike shouted at him, before collecting himself. “To know what I do. What I did. To have it hit you in the face like a steamroller. To know that I’ve failed her again....” Spike trailed off. “I don’t think I can go back in there.”

“Spike, man, it’s not your fault what happened here. As for the rest, well, that’s why you have your soul now,” Xander said.

“It is my fault. If I hadn’t done the things I’ve done, if I’d have kept those Bringers from taking her, none of this would have happened,” Spike bit out. “As for the soul, if I didn’t have it then I would have just gone in there the first night they took her and....”

“And you would’ve died and Buffy would still be in that cave.” Willow softly finished. She gave Xander a glance and he nodded back at her as he moved inside the house, leaving Willow and Spike alone on the porch.

Willow walked to the steps and sat down. “Xander’s right, you know.” She said, not looking at him. “You didn’t fail her. Of course, if you want to think that, then go right ahead. I forgot how much you liked the self-pity.” This garnered an indignant glare from Spike, which Willow caught from the corner of her eye. 

“I’m sorry we didn’t get a chance to warn you before you came in earlier. We got her all cleaned up though. Had to give her a big ol' magic tranquilizer, but at least she’s sleeping now. She should be out a few more hours,” Willow offered as she stood up. “I burned some blessed incense too. That should help you with the, ah, scents.” Willow took a moment to observe the newest ensouled vampire. Spike was visibly shaking as he leaned against the rail, trying to maintain his composure.

“You coming inside? I don’t relish the idea of telling Buffy when she wakes up why we have a new ashtray labeled ‘Spike’.” Willow smiled softly.

“I don’t think I can do it,” Spike said quietly. 

“This from the vampire who went out and got his own soul,” Willow laughed. 

“It wouldn’t be good for her to have me here reminding her of everything. I should just go,” Spike finished.

“I thought you promised her you’d never leave?” Willow asked. Spike turned to stare at Willow. “We’re best friends,” Willow shrugged. “She tells me these things. Besides, I think you owe it to her to be here. I think we all do,” she finished as she put a hand on Spike’s shoulder and gave him a sad little smile. Spike nodded his agreement then turned and followed her in the house.

**********
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Chapter 4 - Injuries

Sleep eluded him. He tossed and turned dozens of times, but he couldn’t sleep. As he lay on his cot in the basement, he heard a small creaking noise come from upstairs. Spike assumed it was probably one of the girls coming down for a snack. The rest of the house was still sleeping after the events of the night before. Everyone was exhausted, both physically and emotionally. 

He listened as the person made their way to the kitchen, then silence. He turned back over onto his stomach vowing to get some sleep. That was when it hit him. Blood. The scent of blood over powered his brain. Powerful, enticing, Slayer’s blood. Spike bolted upright in bed and shot up the stairs as fast as he legs would carry him. What he found was enough to rip his heart from his chest. 

Buffy was sitting on the floor, leaning against the counter. A petite paring knife was clasped in one hand with a long slice of splayed skin running half the length of the inside of her other arm. Buffy watched as the blood dripped down onto her leg and eventually ran on to the floor, a look of fascination on her face. 

Spike grabbed the dishtowel off the counter and quickly grabbed Buffy’s injured arm, wrapping the towel around the wound tightly. Then he reached out to take the paring knife away from Buffy. She looked up at Spike with confusion, her brow furrowed. She refused to release the knife.

“You’re in the wrong dream,” she said. “You don’t save me in this one. Let. Me. GO!!” 

“Buffy, love, this isn’t a dream.”

“No. Wrong dream. No, no, let go!” Buffy started pulling away from Spike in earnest. 

“Buffy stop, you’re bleeding. I can’t...Buffy...STOP!” Spike ordered.

Buffy started screaming. Incoherent sounds and screeches, mixed with ‘no’s’ and ‘dream’s’. It was all Spike could do to keep the knife away from the both of them and the towel secure around Buffy’s arm. 

“Spike! What’re you doing?!” Willow came and knelt next to the struggling couple.

“Found her like this. Her arm’s laid open like a bleeding gutted fish. Can you put her out?” Spike inquired, still struggling with a thrashing Buffy.

“What?” Willow asked with confusion.

“Knock. Her. Out!” Spike said. “I can’t keep pressure on her arm with her like this. She’s gonna sodding bleed to death. Now Knock. Her. Out.” Spike emphasized the words again.

Willow glanced a moment at Spike, then turned her gaze to Buffy, noting the blood soaking through the dishtowel. 

“*Now* would be a good time, Red!” Spike growled out.

“Somnolentia,” Willow said, reaching out to touch Buffy’s forehead.

Buffy fought for another second before succumbing to the spell. Then she slumped against the counter, the knife dropping from her hand to clatter against the floor. Spike let go of her right arm and grabbed Willow’s hand, putting it against the cut on Buffy’s arm. 

“Hold that,” he commanded as he reached behind Buffy and scooped her up in his arms. “Don’t let go,” he said as he stood, Willow automatically standing with him as she held onto Buffy’s arm.

“Where are we going?” Willow asked tentatively.

“Her room. We’ll clean her up and put her back to bed,” Spike said flatly as he made his way to the stairs.

Once back in Buffy’s room, Spike gently laid her on the bed then left the room. He came back a moment later with the massive First Aid Box they’d assembled. 

“Pressure point. Just up on her arm. You know where it is?” Spike asked Willow.

“Sure. Kind of surprised you do though. Didn’t think you needed to know a lot of first aid,” Willow stated.

“Then use it, so I can dress the cut.” Spike pointed to Buffy’s arm. Willow’s other hand came up and squeezed the correct spot on Buffy’s injured arm. “Not sure why you’re surprised. All of ‘em good bite spots. Doesn’t always have to be the neck, you know,” Spike said as he unwrapped the towel and dropped it in the trash can next to the bed.

“Little harder, Red,” Spike said. “Where’s the thread you and the watcher stitched me up with?” He said, digging through the box with one hand.

“Back right corner,” Willow indicated, nodding toward the box. “You think we should take her to the hospital?”

“Yeah right. And tell them what? Oh, she ran into several door knobs then decided she wanted to update her anatomy knowledge,” Spike said sarcastically. “They take one look at her and they’ll lock her away for good. ‘Specially if she starts spouting off about demons and such. Is that spell strong enough to keep her out for this?” Spike asked as he held up the suture. Willow nodded. “Good. If we can get the bleeding stopped, her healing should kick in and fix this,” he said as he went to work on the wound.

After several minutes of Spike’s handy work, Willow had to say she was impressed with the stitching. It wasn’t perfect, but it was a lot better than she’d expected of the vampire. 

“Well, it’s not my best work, but it’ll do,” Spike commented as he leaned back to survey the stitches. “How long will she be out?” he asked. 

“Probably another five or six hours,”

“Good. Wake up one of the girls. I want someone up here watching her at all times. Make sure we don’t have a repeat of her little cutlery experiment,” Spike said.

“You think she’d try it again?” Willow asked hesitantly.

“I think her head is so messed up at the moment, she’s capable of just about anything,” Spike said softly as he stared at Buffy, his voice breaking a little. She was sleeping, but judging by her quiet moans, it was anything but peaceful. He suddenly turned and looked at Willow. “The others will be up in a couple hours and Giles will want a meeting. You should get some rest. I’ll be in the basement.” And with that he left the room.

**********
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“Spike, please stop pacing. You’re making me dizzy,” Giles said, waving his glasses at the vampire who was pacing back and forth in the dining room. Spike stopped and turned to face the group, shoving his hands in his pockets, glaring at the Watcher. “Good. Now, please tell me again exactly what happened.”

“Look, we’ve been over this before. I didn’t do anything to her. I just found her,” Spike fumed.

“And I believe you Spike. But please, humor me. I’m old and perhaps I’ve missed something,” Giles said.

Spike flopped down in one of the chairs with an exasperated sigh. “Look, I was laying in my cot like a good little vamp. I smelled blood. I came upstairs to see what was going on and found Buffy sitting on the floor dissecting her arm like some frog in a science class. I cleaned it up, sewed up the cut and Willow and I put her to bed. End of story.”

“I just don’t understand why Buffy would do that,” Xander piped up from his chair. “I mean, I *understand*, I just never though Buffy *would* do something like that.”

“I don’t think she was really trying to kill herself,” Willow offered. “I mean, when I came in, she was screaming at Spike that it was all a dream. I’m not sure she knew she would really die.”

“What did she say to you Spike?” Giles asked.

“Kept screaming that I was in the wrong dream,” Spike said quietly, his gaze fixed on the table.

“You believe she thought she was dreaming, Willow?” Giles asked.

“I do. Come to think of it, when we found her in the cave she said something about a dream then too. What was it?” Willow tapped her chin for a moment. “Oh, oh, I know. She said she ‘liked this dream.’” A look of horror suddenly crossed Willow’s face. “Oh God, what if she thinks she’s still in that cave? That we never came for her? That she’s still being....” 

Spike suddenly shot up out of the chair and left the room.

“Poor Spike. Has to be rough on him,” Anya said. Everyone turned to stare at her with astonishment. “What? I’m just saying. To have everything thrown back in his face like this, what with the soul and all. I think you all keep forgetting that he’s still in love with her. And now we just told him she’s crazy. It has to be hard.”

“Maybe we could get her some counseling or something?” Dawn asked

“Spike had a point earlier. I mean, what would she tell them?” Willow said.

“Well, how long is she going to be like this?” Dawn asked

“Hard to say, Dawn. I’m not exactly sure,” Giles responded. “My training barely covers this kind of incident, and certainly not regarding the extent of her trauma. Only someone with extensive knowledge of this area would be of use.”

“Well, what about Anya?” Dawn questioned. “You’ve probably talked to lots of women in this situation right?” she asked, looking hopefully at Anya.

“Well, yes I have. But I pretty much just took care of the vengeance part. I did usually check up on them from time to time, though. You know, make sure my clients were happy,” Anya replied.

“Then you know how long Buffy will be like this, right?” Dawn asked.

“No, I don’t. It really varied a lot. I mean some women were traumatized for years. Especially the ones that conceived from their attack. But it was mostly just random,” Anya replied.

“Well, at least we don’t have to worry about that,” Willow said, looking at Giles. “I mean they were all demons, so Buffy doesn’t have to worry about that, right?”

“Not necessarily, Willow,” Giles said as he set his glasses on the table and scrubbed his hands across his face, suddenly looking a lot older that he was.

“Oh God, I think I’m gonna be sick,” Xander said as he leaned his head over onto his arms in the table. Anya absently brought her hand to Xander’s back and started rubbing in small circles. Then realizing what she was doing, she jerked her hand back and shot a disgusted look at Xander.

“There are several species of demon that are capable of having children with humans. We would have to know what kind of demon we are talking about to really know if Buffy could be pregnant, and I don’t think she’s going to jump up and tell you right now,” Anya informed them very matter-of-factly.

“No,” Giles agreed. “But there is someone else who knows.”

“Giles, I don’t think we can ask him to do that,” Willow said with a look of concern. “Xander, maybe you can tell us what all he killed!” 

“Wish I could, Will. But I didn’t recognize half of those things. Not to mention the way Spike ripped them all up before he killed them. Kind of hard to identify anything except that it was demon,” Xander replied.

“Maybe we can just wait and see?” Dawn asked hopefully. “I mean, she’ll know in a couple of weeks either way right?”

“A demon gestation could progress much differently than normal. We would need to know what we are dealing with and be prepared to inform Buffy of everything we can. Not to mention we need to know if any of the demons could have affected Buffy in any other way, ” Giles said. “Unfortunately we will need to ask Spike so we can begin our research. Dawn, could you please find Spike and tell him we need to speak with him?”

Dawn nodded her head and quietly left the table. She found Spike upstairs in Buffy’s room. He was sitting in a chair not far from the bed with his head resting on the back. His eyes were closed, but Dawn could tell he wasn’t sleeping. He was too tense to be sleeping.

“Hey,” Dawn said. 

“’Spose they want me back downstairs?” Spike said without opening his eyes.

“Yeah. They said that you were the only one who could help them with their current problem,” Dawn said, looking at the floor.

Spike sighed. “Nice to be needed I guess,” he said as he stood up. “You’ll stay with her?” He questioned, looking to Dawn, who only nodded her head.

“Right then. Give us a shout if she wakes up,” Spike said as he headed out of the room.

Spike walked back into the dining room and saw every head turn to look at him. Every one of them was wearing a look that made Spike want to run out the door, even if it was daylight. This was not going to be good. Rather than sit, Spike remained standing behind one of the chairs.

“So’s anyone going to tell me what’s got you all looking like Angel on a bad day?” Spike asked.

“Perhaps you should sit down,” Giles offered.

“No thanks. Feel like standing. If you’ve got something to say, then say it. Otherwise, I really should find some of the girls and get this day started.” Spike retorted, sounding annoyed.

“There’s no easy way to ask this, so I will just come out with it,” Giles started. “We need to know precisely what type of demon attacked Buffy.” 

“Doesn’t matter anymore.” Spike quietly replied, looking at his knuckles as they squeezed the chair back. “I killed ‘em all last night. ‘Bout the only thing I’ve done right in the last year,” he finished.

“Actually, Spike, it does matter. We need to be prepared in the event that Buffy has suffered any untoward effect... or, well, in the event that a conception has occurred,” Giles responded.

Spike face registered a myriad of emotions. Complete and utter horror faded to indescribable pain, followed quickly by shocked disbelief as he sank down into the chair. 

“Spike, I know this must be difficult. But we do need to know.” 

Spike’s gaze fixed on the table looking as if his soul had just taken more than it could handle. 

“Spike?” Giles gently prodded.

Spike absently reached out and grabbed a pen and pad of paper that was sitting on the table. He closed his eyes. After a few moments, he neatly wrote something on the paper and silently pushed it back on the table. Then closed his eyes again and he leaned his head on his hands, his elbows propped on the table.

Willow took the paper and studied it a moment. With widening eyes, she passed it to Giles. Giles read the paper and was silent a moment. 

“Thank you Spike. Is this all?” Giles asked quietly.

“All?” Spike asked incredulously. “ALL? You don’t think that’s enough?” Spike shouted pointing at the list.

“That’s not what I meant, Spike. I just need to be sure that we don’t miss anything....” Giles said, trying to calm down the fuming vampire.

“What? You want a running total? How’s this for you? I left off the three vampires for obvious reasons and the Megefrian because they hatch. Is that *enough* for you?” Spike shouted from his seat.

No one answered. No one spoke. Several minutes passed. 

It was Anya who finally spoke. “So what do we do if she is? You know....”

“We will just have to support her with whatever decision she makes,” Giles replied.

“She’s gonna be beat up enough without worrying what we think about what ever she does,” Xander added.

Spike started laughing. A small little chuckle. 

“You all are right idiots, you know that?” Spike asked. “Buffy’s not going to make a decision. She can’t.”

“Sure she can,” Xander interrupted. “Maybe not right now, but eventually..”

“There is no eventually!” Spike said, his voice rising again. “That woman up there is broken. She doesn’t know where she is or what she’s doing. She’s lost inside her own mind. She will never *be* Buffy again.” Spike paused to ensure they registered what he said.

“She’ll never be able to make that kind of decision,” Spike said softly.

“Then what do we do?” Xander said looking around at the group. “I mean, I don’t think we’re ready to raise a half-demon spawned by some evil creature.”

As soon as Xander said the words, Spike’s fist shot out and connected with Xander’s jaw, sending him sprawling back and out of the chair. Spike reeled from the pain in his head. Everyone sat frozen in shock at both what was said and what Spike had done.

“You bloody pillock!” Spike spat out vehemently. 

Giles finally came to his senses. “Calm down both of you,” he ordered. “We don’t even know if any of these could conceive with a human. Now if, and I repeat, IF she should be pregnant. Then we will deal with the matter appropriately. There may be a whole realm of other effects we need to be dealing with at the moment.” Giles said.

“Deal with this,” Spike started in a calm rage, “Buffy is gone and we will *never* get her back. If there is a child, it is still a part of Buffy. I will *not* stand by and let you lot kill *anything* that is a part of her. It doesn’t matter how it came about, there’s no sense punishing the child for the sins of its father.” With that Spike stormed out of the dining room, leaving the group in stunned silence.

“Ok, does anyone else feel a little weird about getting a morality lecture from a vampire?” Xander asked, breaking the silence.

“Yes, well...” Giles started, but broke off looking up to see Buffy walking into the dining room.

“Buffy!” Willow cheerfully said.

Buffy looked at the group, her brow knitted in confusion. After glancing at all of them, she moved into the kitchen. Dawn followed after her.

“Sorry guys! She just woke up and started wondering around. I think she’s looking for something,” Dawn explained.

“Buffy? Can we get you something? Perhaps you’re hungry?” Giles asked, but got no response. 

Buffy moved down the stairs to the basement, causing all the girls who’d retreated to the training room to stop and stare. Evidently not seeing what she was looking for, Buffy went back up the stairs, now followed by an entourage of Scoobies like a small train. 

She seemed to contemplate the back door a moment before moving into the hallway. She paused and took in its length before moving into the living room. She made her way across the room and stopped immediately in front of Spike, who was sitting in a chair facing the front window. 

Buffy looked down at Spike with a smile. Spike could only stare at Buffy in confusion as she crawled into his lap and curled up like a small child. 

The others stopped in their tracks as they watched her snuggle into his lap. She gave a contented sigh.

“Buffy?” Spike rasped out brokenly. “Pet, wouldn’t you be more comfortable on the couch?” Spike asked hesitantly.

“Nope. This is one of my favorite dreams,” Buffy replied. “It reminds me that you’ll come for me,” she said as one petite hand reached up and brushed down his cheek. Then her eyes turned from a bright shimmer to a deeper glossed look, before she tucked her head back where it had been resting. “And it keeps them away. For a little while, you know?” Buffy mumbled as she started to drift back to sleep. “You’ll come. I know you will. You.....all............will,” She finally said as sleep reclaimed her.

Spike curled his arms around his Slayer. His little Slayer, so lost between her dreams and reality. And he let the tears come. To him, it didn’t matter who saw, not now. For even in her current state, *she* believed in him still.

**********

A/N-yes, I know I’m evil to leave it like that.
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Chapter 6

The last several days had been spent trying urgently to get Buffy to respond to them. Trying to convince her that she was indeed at her house, and that this was not all an elaborate dream. Unfortunately, none of them had been successful. When she was awake, most of the time she was cowering in her room. Babbling incoherently and fighting fiercely if they came near her. When she slept, she thrashed and screamed. She only had a few moments of lucidity, when she thought she was pleasantly dreaming of them all. 

It was in these moments that they managed to get her to eat. They had also taken advantage of those moments to get Buffy to drink an anti-toxin to two of the demons that had attacked her. A third anti-toxin had been made into a skin gel by Willow and Buffy’s fever was finally subsiding. They had hoped that as the toxins were counteracted perhaps she would become more coherent, but that hadn’t occurred yet. Even in her lucid moments they were unable to get Buffy to dress or bathe. She deemed it unnecessary, telling them she wanted to spend every moment of the dream enjoying being with them. 

Every afternoon they continued to have a Scooby meeting to review the day, the SiT’s training, and brainstorm about The First. But mostly, they tried to find some way of reaching Buffy. They had even resorted to calling Angel Investigations in an effort to find someone or some place that could help her.

“So, what did Angel’s gang have to say?” Xander asked, looking hopefully at Willow. 

“According to Wesley, they are kind of facing their own apocalypse,” Willow answered, looking around at the gathered group. “He said that he knew of a couple of people that might be able to help Buffy, but with everything going on down there, anyone who can leave LA, has.”

“So, we’re back to where we started?” Dawn asked hesitantly.

“It would seem so,” Giles answered, absently playing with his glasses.

“So, now what do we do?” Xander piped up again. “I mean, we can’t just leave her like she is. Can we?”

“What is it going to take to get you people to see?” Spike growled. “Buffy is lost. She isn’t coming back from this!”

“So what do you propose Spike?” Giles bit out. “I suppose you think we should cut our losses and fight The First without her? Just forget her altogether?”

“No,” Spike quietly answered worrying the bridge of his nose, his face the picture of frustration. “I don’t think we should forget her and I *know* we won’t win this big armageddon thing without her. But she won’t be any use to us in a fight. We can’t even hardly get her out of her room for Christ sake.”

“Unless she’s wondering around looking for Spike so she can curl up with him,” Xander bitterly mumbled.

“Xander!” Anya chastised. 

“Well, it’s true!” Xander retorted.

“Xander, much as it pains me to say, Spike seems to be Buffy’s greatest source of comfort at the moment.” Giles said.

“And, it’s the only time that she seems to sleep quietly,” Dawn pointed out. 

“Well, he did take care of his insane vampire girlfriend for over a hundred years. So I’m sure he knows what he’s doing. Right, Spike?” Anya asked.

Spike just seemed to ignore them as he watched his fingers draw patterns on the table. If he were truthful, he would have to admit that it pained him just as much as the others that Buffy sought him out. Holding her again, knowing that she would probably never come back to them, was probably the hardest thing he had ever done. Even taking care of Drusilla hadn’t been so rough. Granted, she had her moments, he had even had to tranquilize her a few times. But, most of the time she would at least allow others to take care of her, or to help her care for herself. And he hadn’t really known what she was like before Angelus got to her.

Most of the time, Buffy wouldn’t even allow any of them to get anywhere near her. She had torn into them each time they tried. She had told all the SiT’s that she would kill them to save them. She would shout at Xander about dogs and to get his bone somewhere else. Dawn apparently still had her key glow about her, as Buffy always rambled about it until Dawn would leave in tears. She was down right cruel to Willow about craving power and the dragging her out of heaven debacle. She told Anya that she was a ruthless killer, and she seemed completely convinced that Giles was The First. Worst of all, to Spike, she wouldn’t even throw barbs at him. She would just give him the most betrayed and hurt look he had ever seen and break down into fits of hysterical crying until eventually Willow would have to magically sedate her again.

“Spike? Hello? Earth to Spike, come in Spike?” Willow called, finally breaking him out of his thoughts.

“Hmm? Oh, right, been there done that. Stole the bloody t-shirt,” Spike bitterly replied. “Look, as fun as it is to be reminded that we can’t do a damn thing for her, I think I’ll go get the mini-slayers and actually do something,” Spike said as he stood up.

“Spike, if you know we’re going to lose, why are you driving the SiT’s so hard?” Willow asked curiously.

“Because it’s what she would have wanted,” Spike stated quietly, before he left the room.

**********


Chapter 8

Seven = From Dreams To Reality


Chapter 7

A few more days passed. Buffy was having fewer hysterical periods and more episodes of what she called “her good dreams.” She would even wonder around the house some, mostly watching everyone else. She was tolerating most of the group during these episodes, but both Xander and Giles had to limit how much time they spent with her, and always had to have Willow or Dawn with them. Otherwise she would start to break down again and getting her back to her room without sedating her was impossible.

Spike and Willow were engaging in repeated shouting matches. Willow argued that they were using too much magic on Buffy, and that sedating her all the time wasn’t the answer. She also argued that since the only spell strong enough had to involve brief contact, she was becoming tired of her new bruises and that the trauma of them swarming Buffy to prevent her harming Willow was only adding to the problem.

Spike argued that it was the best way to keep her from harming herself or others. That it allowed them to clean and redress her, and that nothing they did was going to make the problem better. The only thing they could do was keep her comfortable and take care of her, which she didn’t allow when she was awake. He also argued that seeing the Slayer in such a state was traumatizing all the Slayers-in-Training, who were already afraid she was going to slit all their throats.

Their last argument broke down into a shouting free-for-all. Everyone was screaming at everyone else and old feelings made themselves known. Everyone blamed everyone for everything. Giles leaving had been brought up, as had Spike’s previous attempted rape, Xander’s attempted rape when he had been possessed with a hyena spirit, Willow’s attempt to kill them all, Anya’s recent vengeance dealings, and Buffy’s sacrifice to save Dawn. It continued in what seemed to be a never ending circle that failed to solve anything and left everyone feeling bitter and alone as they stormed off in separate directions.

Everyone spent the next several hours alone, throwing themselves into something that “needed” to be done at just that moment. Xander busied himself with repairs and fortifications to the house. Giles was instructing a set of SiT’s in the dining room. Willow was doing research in her room. Anya was preparing food in the kitchen. Spike had taken a group of the best SiT’s for a patrol, and Dawn retreated to her room to write in her journal.

**********

Buffy had been awake since the huge shouting match down stairs. Things were all so confusing to her. All the shouting seemed so real. But she hadn’t been rescued had she? No, it was just more dreams, the ones she couldn’t help. Sometimes she dreamed of dying, of ending all the pain, of resting again, or even of heaven. It was the demons and the things they did, and the fact the she couldn’t stop them. That was why she called up these dreams. But many of the dreams were so wonderful. Everyone caring and kind to her and each other. Everyone working together. That’s how she knew they were dreams. That never happened in real life. 

Dawn told her once how Xander volunteered to go find Spike. She simply laughed at the story, knowing how impossible that was. Giles seemed the same as in real life, except he never touched anything, like The First. He had to be The First. 

Everyone kept telling her she was safe. What a laugh! She would never be safe. They all seemed to want to help her very badly. They wouldn’t want that once they found out what was happening to her. Who would? 

Then there was Spike. The dreams were kind of muddled when it came to him. Sometimes, he avoided her. Sometimes he just stared at her with such sadness. But there were dreams when she would let him just hold her. He would soothe her and tell her how strong she was and how sorry he was. But mostly he just held her, and she would feel a few tears drop onto her face. That was definitely not real Spike. 

But they would come for her soon. It felt like it had been so long. How long had it been? She had no way to know, but it seemed like days. Weeks maybe. Surely it hadn’t been. Time was so strange when you were waiting for something. They would come. They always did. She just had to hold on until then, and enjoy the good dreams that took her away from there, from the things she couldn’t stop. 

It seemed so quite now. Hardly any sounds at all. This was a strange dream, not real at all. In life, the house would be bustling with activity. Teenage girls couldn’t be quiet if their lives depended on it. Even the girl who was in her room was sleeping curled up in the chair. None of the others had dared to sleep. She laughed as she remembered that Spike had threatened to eat them in one dream. She needed to find someone. “No sense wasting a good dream,” she said as she rose from her bed and made her way down the hall.

She passed Dawn’s room and saw her sitting on her bed writing in her journal. She smiled. Dawn used to write in her journal a lot. She shivered as she passed the upstairs bathroom. No sense dragging that into this. She had enough bad things to face. She peaked her head into Willow’s room, to find her on her stomach with her nose buried in a very old looking book, many more books piled around her. Willow always loved research. She started to make her way to the stairs when the sleeping girl from her room came running out, looking very panicked, until she saw her standing there.

“Buffy! Oh thank God. Do you want to eat something?” The girl questioned. What was her name? She couldn’t remember. Buffy just shook her head. She never really was hungry in these dreams. 

“Um, you want to go downstairs? It’s pretty tense, and I’m pretty sure Spike went on patrol.” The girl said hesitantly. Buffy contemplated going downstairs. She didn’t really want to do that either. But for some reason she was..

“Thirsty,” Buffy commented.

“I could get you a glass of water. Tell you what, you go back to your room where it’s nice and safe and there’s no sharp objects, and I’ll bring it to you.” The girl said as she tried to get Buffy to move back to her room.

Buffy looked at the sweet child. She seemed so afraid. They all were afraid. She should save them. Keep them all from The First. From living what had been her life and her calling.

“You shouldn’t be afraid,” Buffy said as she smoothed a lock of hair on the girl’s head and gave her a sad smile. “I’m going to save you all.”

The girl breathed out a small sigh. 

Buffy knew there was nothing in her room she could use. In all her dreams it had been stripped of anything useful besides her bed, chair, and clothes. She couldn’t go downstairs, someone would stop her. They always did lately. Willow’s room would have weapons, but it also had Willow. Dawn’s room had nothing that would be quick. That left one room upstairs. The bathroom. 

Buffy turned around and swiftly made her way to the bathroom door. She didn’t even pause as she opened it. She quickly scanned the room. The vanity held lots of things she could use. She would save this girl, and then the others. 

“Oh my gosh, Buffy, you can’t be in here! Spike said we always have to take you downstairs!” The panicking girl explained as she followed into the bathroom.

“It’s OK,” Buffy calmly told her. “Now, come here so I can save you.” Buffy ordered as she reached out and took a glass and smashed it against the counter. She made a grab for the girl’s arm, as she picked up a larger piece of the glass. “Shhhh..” She consoled the struggling, sobbing girl. “you’ll like heaven. It’s warm, and soft, and...”

“Buffy!” Willow and Dawn shouted at her from the doorway.

“No, no,” The girl sobbed. “Stop! Please, stop. You’re hurting me, please!”

The words echoed in her mind. They had been uttered in this room before. By her. She had been crying too, and begging. Unintentionally, Buffy’s grip on the girl loosened and the girl wrenched herself free and fled the room.

It was suddenly quiet again. But this wasn’t right. After last time, everything from the vanity had been smashed. There had been glass everywhere. 

As Dawn and Willow started cautiously forward, Buffy swept everything off the vanity onto the floor, sending Dawn and Willow backward to escape her wrath just as the rest of the house appeared at the bathroom door. With enraged screams, she smashed everything in the tiny room that she could find to smash. Finally finding nothing more she could destroy, she sank down against the back wall. Still clutching the piece of glass she had threatened the girl with. Her feet and arms were covered in small scrapes, cuts, and blood from her rage and the debris. Surveying the damage, she assessed that now everything was proper. This was the way she remembered this room.

**********

Everyone was stunned and at a loss as to how to proceed. Anya, was downstairs trying to console the terrified SiT. Xander was also downstairs trying to persuade the rest of the SiT’s in the house not to flee in fear of their lives. They had tried several times to get into the bathroom to Buffy, but anytime they crossed into the room she became hysterical and did even more damage to her already bleeding limbs and feet. Willow couldn’t get anywhere close enough to put her to sleep. Their one attempt to rush her and magically sedate her had been met with a feral fighter and they had retreated, sported new injuries. Some would require stitching, and Giles thought his hand was possibly broken. She refused to answer to any of their pleas to come out. She was simply catatonic until one of them tried to enter the room. 

Giles had suggested that they wait her out. Eventually she would fall asleep and then they could move her. He was also beginning to think that Spike’s argument for keeping her sedated might be correct. This brought out Willow’s anger again, and now she was taking a firm stance that they would have to find some other way to deal with her, because she wasn’t sedating her any more.

Suddenly a large ruckus sounded from downstairs as Spike returned with his group of SiT’s from patrol. There was a great deal of shouting as the newly arrived group was appraised of the situation upstairs and what had transpired. The sound of boots loudly and rapidly thumping up the stairs announced Spike’s arrival a second before he turned the corner. He paused only a second before striding up to the group gathered outside the bathroom door, anger apparent on his face.

“What the hell happened?!” Spike demanded. He didn’t seem to notice the entire house had followed him up the stairs and was quietly observing the group.

“We’re not sure exactly,” Giles began. “But, according to Cindy who was watching her, Buffy awoke and overcame her. She proceeded to bring her to the restroom where she then threatened her with a broken glass. This attracted Willow and Dawn, at which point Buffy released the girl and began smashing everything in sight. None of us have been able to get in there since then for fear of furthering Buffy’s injuries.”

Spike contemplated the summary for a moment. 

“Doesn’t make sense,” Spike stated, looking at the floor as if her could find the answers there. He turned around and faced the group of girls behind him.

“Cindy.....you want to tell me what really happened?” Spike asked with suspicion.

The girl looked down at her feet and quietly answered, “I...I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“What I’m talking about is this,” Spike started. “Buffy’s hasn’t hurt anyone besides herself so far. I know she’s scared you lot, but she hasn’t let any of you girls touch her when she’s awake, so I’m thinking the whole overpowering and dragging to the loo isn’t entirely true. If it were, the rest of you would have heard something before glass.”

All eyes trained on the unfortunate SiT as they digested what Spike said. Under the intense scrutiny, the girl finally spoke.

“I...I, feel asleep,” she mumbled.

Spike let out a roar as the group erupted in disbelief. 

“I’m sorry!” the girl finally sobbed out. “But she is crazy! I followed her to the bathroom and that’s when she grabbed me. You saw it!” She said, pointing to Willow and Dawn.

“She’s right Spike,” Dawn admitted. “Buffy was holding her and the glass when we found them.”

“And then what happened?” Spike questioned.

“It was just like Giles said. She let go of Cindy and then smashed everything. She won’t let anyone near her.” Dawn confirmed.

“So, Willow knocks her out. End of story.” Spike ordered.

“No, it’s not ‘end of story’, Spike!” Willow argued. “We already tried rushing her. Or didn’t you notice that everyone here is bleeding? She’s like a cornered animal. We take one step near her and she gets all screams and thrashing, and waves the glass around, hurting herself even more. I can’t even tell how badly she’s hurt. We will wait until she falls asleep and then find a way to get her out.” Willow firmly stated.

“And what if she decides to cut her arm off before then?” Spike raged. “I would think that this would make you all see that she needs to be kept sedated.”

“I’m not sedating her anymore!” Willow shouted.

Before Spike could respond, a low giggle reached his ears. He knew that laugh. Hadn’t heard it a lot, but he had memorized it. When Willow started to protest again, Spike held up a hand to silence her. He slowly pushed his way through the crowded hall to stand at the door. Buffy was sitting against the wall, little giggles escaping her. She finally looked up from her hand, her eyes sparkling.

“I think this is the first good dream that was accurate,” Buffy laughed. “This is the way I remember you all.”

“Slayer?” Spike started, “What say you come on out here and we’ll fix up your cuts. Spilling quite a bit of blood in there.”

Buffy’s giggles silenced. “It’s all so real. I...I don’t want to leave it. This is the way it was.” Buffy said as she looked around the room.

Spike too glanced around the room at all the disarray, as images and pleas came flooding back to him.

“Yeah, it is,” he quietly agreed. 

There was a long pause as everyone seemed to ponder the next move. It was Giles who spoke next.

“Buffy, how about you let Spike come in and tend your wounds? He won’t hurt you, and remember, you said he keeps the demons away?” Giles asked. 

Buffy contemplated his request for several moments and Spike stared at Giles. 

“Are you out of you mind?” Spike asked. “It’s my fault she can’t go in there without dredging up what’s happened. If I go in there, she’s going to loose what little is left of her mind.”

“Listen to me very carefully Spike,” Giles ordered. “She trusts you more than any of us at the moment. You are probably our only chance at getting in there to help her. Now, I don’t care if you turned your sister in that room, if Buffy agrees to let you in, then you will damn well go in there!” Giles finished. There was a very definite gleam in Giles eyes that broached no argument. 

“OK,” a voice answered. But instead of Spike agreeing to Giles directions it came from the bathroom, redirecting everyone’s attention back to the small woman sitting against the wall.

“Buffy, are you sure?” Giles inquired. “I don’t want to mistake your acceptance.”

Buffy simply nodded.

Spike’s mouth moved several times as if to say something, then closed again. He fixed a questioning glance to Buffy, though she didn’t return his gaze. 

Of all the demons Spike had faced, he was certain this was the hardest. Buffy’s entire ordeal had forced him to face his actions like nothing else had. He couldn’t escape this. He wasn’t sure he should even try. He thought he had faced it, but the images before him brought it freshly to the forefront of his mind. A broken and alone Buffy, surrounded by the destruction of the room, covered in cuts, scrapes, and still healing bruises. Then what Giles said came back to him. Buffy trusted him now to take care of her. Had told him before all this that she had forgiven him. Believed in him even. Said that he could be a good man. 

He looked back to Buffy again and found that she was looking at him. Her green eyes seemed to be asking him if he would come take care of her. Spike searched himself for that answer, and heard a resounding “yes” in his head. He fixed a little smile on his face and stepped across the threshold into the room. 

He was rewarded with a small smile from Buffy. He slowly reached to the shelf and took down the first aid box, then equally as slow he made his way over to Buffy. He sat down next to her, leaning against the wall as well. Her eyes followed his every move. 

“So, come here often, pet?” Spike grinned as he opened the box and began taking out the necessary items to clean her wounds. Buffy didn’t answer, but turned to look around the room again. She didn’t seem to notice as Spike set about applying antiseptic and bandages. Her feet seemed to have taken the brunt of the damage and it took a long time for Spike to get them properly cleaned, removing all the glass and wrapping them firmly.

“Well, that should do it. Lets get you back to bed shall we?” Spike questioned, but made no moves. 

“Why didn’t you leave?” Buffy asked.

“Beg pardon?” 

“Why didn’t you leave? Like the others? You never left me. Not like the others. Why?” She elaborated on her question.

“Made a promise to a lady,” Spike answered with his usual smirk.

“Will you always take care of me?” Buffy questioned.

“Till the end of my unlife,” Spike replied.

Buffy went back to looking around the room. She glanced at her bandages. Then back at the glass on the floor.

“Quite a mess. Should have one of the girls clean up in here every now and then.” Spike smiled.

“We’ll need a new shower curtain,” Buffy said absently. Then began staring intently at the shower. 

“Yeah, but I can’t say I’m gonna miss the little penguin one that Red bought after The First took you.” Spike answered off-handedly. “Amanda was pretty smart using your old one to strangle one of those Bringer fellows.”

When he didn’t get any comment he looked back to Buffy, who was still staring intently at the shower curtain that lay crumpled on the floor. 

“Buffy? Luv? What is it?” Spike called.

Suddenly Buffy’s head whipped around and she stared at Spike, then back to the shower curtain. She repeated the action a few more times settling finally on the shower curtain. “You came,” Buffy finally uttered as her face crumpled and tears began flowing down her face. 

“Buffy?” Spike asked confusedly. 

“It’s not a dream is it?” She asked as she turned, looking to Spike.

“No, luv. It’s not a dream.” Spike answered softly.

Buffy suddenly launched herself into Spike’s embrace as she began crying in earnest. Her small cries of “you came,” and “you saved me,” sending all the onlookers into their own silent tears as everyone realized that Buffy was back in reality. Spike simply rocked her as she cried out her relief of the realization that she was no longer trapped in that unspeakable horror. He couldn’t even begin to voice his own joy that she was with them. He had never dared to hope she would recover any. He should have never doubted his Slayer. She was a remarkable woman.

Spike contemplated what lie ahead. It would be a long road for her. There would be lots of confusion. Somewhere along the way he would have to explain that Willow and Xander had been the one’s to actually get her out of the cave. They still had to battle The First. She still had a lot of healing to do, both mind and body. Their difficulties were far from over. But if she could find her way when she had been so lost, he knew she would be emerge victorious. She always had. She always would.


Chapter 9
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Epilogue - Endings and Beginnings

“So, then they defeated the big ugly First despite his evil plans. The two souled vampires stopped the apocalypses, plural, saving the entire world and they got to become human again. Which was a big surprise to yours truly, let me tell you!” 

Buffy smiled as she listened to Spike telling his story to his somewhat captive audience. The infant was staring at him and cooing around a tiny little fist in it’s mouth. She decided she should probably intervene before he decided to begin one of his more colorful tales, and pushed through the door out onto the porch.

“You know, Angel is going to have your head if he discovers you’ve kidnapped his daughter.” Buffy scolded.

Spike startled as being caught, but quickly recovered.

“Didn’t kidnap. The little bit was fussin’ up a storm and no one else in the house seemed to hear her, so I rescued her and decided to entertain her a bit,” Spike countered.

“The Big Bad rescued a baby from crying?” Buffy repeated.

“I’ll have you know I’m great with the kiddies,” Spike replied indignantly.

“Yeah. You are,” Buffy admitted with a smile. After a moment of watching Spike play with the child, she quietly asked, “Do you think about children? Now that you can I mean.”

Spike didn’t even pause before he answered. “Sometimes. Never thought I’d have a chance to ‘till I became human again. But, then there’s the whole thing with all the Slayers we have to train. Plus Angel’s and demon girl have this one now, so I’ll probably just spoil her a bit. Make the grand poof as angry as possible.” 

Buffy laughed before looking a Spike earnestly. “You’ll make a great father Spike.” 

Spike looked at Buffy with confusion, searching her face for meaning.

“Something you want to tell me, pet?” Spike asked.

Buffy smiled very deviously before answering, “Maybe. Maybe not. Why don’t you come back upstairs and find out.” She finished as she stood up and walked back in the house.

Spike looked down at the infant he still held. “You know, I always said I was gonna be the death of that Slayer, but I’m fairly certain it’ll be the other way around,” He confided as he stood up and walked back into the house.

“Oi! Angel!” Spike hollered as he walked up the stairs.

**********

~fin~

a/n-OK. That it folks. No more. This story is done. Hope you enjoyed! A nice little Spuffy ending. A few lingering questions. My muse is still evil after all!


This story archived at http://https://spikeluver.com/SpuffyRealm/viewstory.php?sid=8231





Disclaimer: All publicly recognizable characters and settings are the property of their respective owners. The original characters and plot are the property of the author. No money is being made from this work. No copyright infringement is intended.







This book was created "On-The-Fly" using eFiction and ePubVersion



