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Chapter 1

This fic was written for the art-to-fic ficathon on LJ's Spuffy_Wonder community.  I haven't added any warnings so far as I really am not sure where the fic is going and what kind of warnings it might need. I will add them if anything comes to light and requires them.  



Thank you's go to Thia for creating the gorgeous banner, and to my betas: Holly, Dawnofme and Tami aka spikeslovebite. 



Disclaimer: I do not own these characters or make any profit from writing about them.  Part One



Sometimes, it just didn’t pay to get out of bed in the morning.  More often than not, thinking about Spike for any part of her day resulted in more pain than he was worth.

Except today.  

Today, Buffy was betting Spike had never caused her this much pain in all the years she’d known him, and that was truly saying something.

She seemed to be making a habit of it. Killing the only souled vampires in existence.  Killing the men who’d had the greatest impact on her life.

Buffy, shaken and dusty, dropped to her knees, hands outstretched and trembling.  Her stake fell with a dull thud to the dirt floor, yet she didn’t reach for it, her gaze instead lost in those hands that delivered death as a matter of course.  That saved people from the monsters of their world and made each day a little bit safer. Or tried to.  By what she’d just witnessed, she was fighting a losing battle, especially if those on her side were turning humans faster than she could kill them.

His laughter cracked her abruptly from the study of her hands, and the shaking she couldn’t seem to stop.  Drew her out of that world of oblivion she longed to become lost in, yes, but that deep, hateful mirth made her want to crumble into the earth as well.  She couldn’t look, for it made no sense.  She had Spike’s dust on her hands, trembling on her fingertips, and yet he laughed at her from the side of the basement that she now dubbed Spike’s ultimate burial ground.

Tortured eyes lifted from her fascinated study, lifted wearily and with fear she ought not to fear, and she clashed with shock upon the stark blueness of the vampire she’d shared such a complicated part of her life with.

“You’re not Spike.”  He was a damn good interpreter though, resembling the punk vampire right down to the smirk and the scarred eyebrow. The differences lay more in the level of hatred this Spike exuded and the other one had lost. This one was evil, right down to his fake Docs. Before he could utter a word, she knew it.  This was the Spike she’d first met all those years ago, not the one whose chest would have been gaping and bloody if he’d been as human as the soul should have made him.

“And you’re not the Slayer. At least, you shouldn’t be. Girl like you, dying for the world, should be six foot under and floating in the clouds.”

Buffy felt sick; that horrid freeze she’d often felt submerged in when she’d first come back threatened to overtake her now, but she couldn’t let it. Not until she found out how Spike could be standing before her straight after she’d buried a stake in his chest. How he could be leering at her with evil intent when mere minutes ago he’d been sobbing for her to end his torment.

When he wasn’t accusing her with depthless eyes as she ended his very existence.

“I killed you,” she said, her voice hoarse as the grief swelled up in her gut.

Spike snorted, letting his eyes roam up her body and then back down to her shoes.  

“Believe me, sweetheart, you’re not that good.  Only way you could kill me is if I let you.” He shoved his hands in his jeans pockets and tilted his head, peering at her curiously.  “Did I let you?”

The Slayer stared at him, incredulity pushing away the tremendous sense of failure from dusting Spike.  “Well, yeah, actually.  I’d definitely say your begging me to stop you was your letting me do it.”  She frowned, wondering if this was some kind of trick, or some kind of word teaser she didn’t have a hope of solving.

“Fair cop, Slayer. You got me.”  

The words were familiar, but the malice was new, and in that moment Buffy snapped out of it and realised once again that this wasn’t Spike. Not the true Spike that had been a part of her world for the past four years and counting. Not the Spike who’d been the only one to help her—albeit misguidedly—survive her coming back to life.

“And I’ll admit you got me, for a few seconds. But you aren’t him. Now tell me who you are and why you’re impersonating Spike.”  She could feel her body start to shake, scared of how she was meant to take action with this new threat when she hadn’t quite faced in her heart that she’d just dusted Spike. Souled Spike.  Her heart squeezed tight, her nose stung and her eyes began to water, and all of a sudden Buffy was transported to the second in her past when she’d speared Angel through with a sword.  For reasons she was unable to face, the pain of that moment rivalled this new one, except the reality then had been that she’d had to do it to save the world. This time she’d killed just to save a soul.

“No need to let your heart go all a quiver.  You were right the first time.” And Spike turned into Angel, making Buffy gasp and fall back against the wall Spike had earlier been huddled against, her feet stamping his dust into the dirt and making Buffy feel like she was going to vomit.

“A…Angel?” Her voice broke and the tears started to sting her eyes with the effort of repression.

“No, not Angel.  Angelus would be closer but even that nightmare of your past was nothing but a toddler when it comes to true evil.  We’ve met before, Slayer. Once. And when you finally work it out—”  He laughed, using the voice of Angelus, and shivers of fear of the unknown raced down her spine.  “Well, let’s just say,” Spike said, Angelus gone without even a shimmer in the air, “you won’t be celebrating my demise.  You might actually get it that I was your one true supporter.”

She snapped.  “No!.” The scream echoed around the darkened basement as Buffy launched herself at Fake-Spike, thoroughly distraught from grief, guilt and anger.  He didn’t move, didn’t even prepare to fight.   Seconds later Buffy didn’t have to wonder why.  Instead, as she sailed right through him and into a swirling vortex of blue light and screaming winds, she had little time to think on that discovery at all before she found herself somewhere that was seriously not where she’d started.  No, the only thoughts running through her head as she plowed into a group of surprised shoppers in downtown Sunnydale, was how she’d managed to not break her neck connecting with the basement wall and how much her life sucked to be diving headfirst into another dimensional rip.  

Surely things like that could only happen to a person once in their life.


Chapter 2

Part Two: Arrival

Thank you all so much for giving this a shot.  I will endeavor to write this faster than I've written anything over the past few years.  Keep your fingers crossed!



Many thanks to Holly for betaing this for me. Part Two

While wishing that he could have felt her as she whizzed through him and connected head first with the wall behind him, wishes were for fools, something he was very much not.  It was a moot point anyway, as the Slayer sailed right through and into a dimensional hole that had not been there a moment ago.  Being the First Great Evil, he should have sensed that such an escape hatch for the Slayer existed. However, he hadn’t, and instead of laughing at her collapsed and probably haemorrhaging form on the floor, he was left scratching his head in surprise.

Oh well, if she wasn’t here, she couldn’t stand in his way.  Not that she’d had half a chance at stopping him, anyway.  It was only a small niggling concern where she’d actually gone.  Nothing to make him alter plans.  He’d already achieved what he’d set out to do: have her kill Spike. And what an extra fine dust storm that had turned out to be.  He’d learned his lesson with that other major screw up, Angelus.  These vamps didn’t have the backbone to off themselves, even when they had a soul to make their heads all screwy.  If he couldn’t make them do it themselves, who better to enrage and do the job for him than the Slayer, and the one who loved them both passionately.

It was awkward to not have orchestrated this disappearance and thus not know exactly the whereabouts of the Slayer, but he’d make do. It wouldn’t be too difficult to wreak havoc that even she couldn’t repair when she returned. With evil oozing past his fake Spike-skin, the First grinned with immeasurable malice and blinked out of the basement.

~ * ~ * ~ * ~

The usual, oblivious crowds on the streets of Sunnydale had thinned dramatically in the past weeks.  Still relatively busy for a night on the Hellmouth, but totally not comparable to the booming nightlife Buffy now found herself deep within. This crowd was difficult to navigate through, though a piercing scream from a darkened alleyway nearby seemed to spook the hordes a little—just enough at least to finally be able to push her way through without knocking anyone on their ass. 

Of course she was only in this new place—that was so much like her old place—a minute before she had to leap into action. Another stupid Sunnydalian at work, wandering down a dark and abandoned alley like vampires didn’t exist in their town, even though Buffy knew for a fact most of them were acutely aware of each and every tragedy resulting from living on the Hellmouth.

A flash of bleached hair stopped her in her tracks.  She stood transfixed at the opening of the alleyway, experiencing a sudden ache in her heart as she watched Spike fight a particularly greasy-looking vamp in a too shiny leather jacket and muddy jeans.  Fight, and win she amended as a cloud of dust replaced ‘leather and jeans’ vamp and Spike stood alone, dragging on his cigarette and squinting as he pushed the stake back into one of his duster’s deep pockets. His soulless swagger was firmly in place as he turned and started off in the opposite direction to where Buffy stood, and she was immediately struck with the need to grab him. To hold him tight and make sure he was real.

Buffy realised she must have made a sound, for Spike stopped, then slowly turned.   His eyes showed momentary confusion and Buffy couldn’t hold back the impulse that had her holding her breath, waiting for the inevitable shoe to drop.  His gaze narrowed and he took a step closer, tipping his head to the side as if the angle that he looked at her was imperative to getting an accurate identification.

Buffy always knew Spike had an expressive face, but now, she saw the exact second he recognised her. Her breath escaped her lungs in a rush of relief.

“I know you,” he said, voice curious.  “Buffy, right?  Haven’t seen you since Angelus got sucked into the big rock.” His eyes sparkled mischievously and Buffy sucked in another breath.  She’d forgotten how animated he’d been.  “Not that it stuck,” he added.

When Buffy had ever thought of other dimensions—like when she was forced to acknowledge that Glory could well end up opening a rift between them—she’d always imagined them as hell dimensions.  It had never occurred to her that there could be another Sunnydale running along, that timelines could be skewed or different outcomes achieved. Really, it should have. Wasn’t that the business Anya was in? Changing realities.  That wasn’t other dimensions, though, unless they contained only shrimp.  This, was different. This was her world, but with obviously one vital difference. This world didn’t have a Buffy in it.

Almost too afraid of what she’d find out, Buffy tried to work out which words to use to find out what she was both too scared and yet dying to know.

“What year is this?”

Spike smirked and Buffy’s stomach sank.

“You got amnesia, Slayer? It’s 2003.  Year of the Sheep, if I remember correctly, an’ I try to remember anything Chinese.”

Oblivious to Spike’s sneer and all-over-Buffy appraisal, she fell within herself and delved back to those dark days when she felt everything was gone from her and that being the Chosen One would award her nothing but pain.

So, Buffy disappeared after sending Angel to Hell.  Ran away and never came back.

For one guilty moment, Buffy approved of her other dimensional self.  She’d never admit to it out loud but sometimes she wondered if things might have been much better for everyone if she’d stayed in LA. Cleaner somehow. Faith wouldn’t have turned out a power-hungry rogue if she’d had a watcher to admire and instruct her the way a one and only Chosen person was meant to be admired and taught.  Dawn may have been created and given to someone who was able to protect her better, and maybe, despite what the others all assured her, the mystical creation of her sister took something from Joyce that her body wasn’t able to deal with.

In Buffy’s world everything was cause and effect.  Doubts suddenly flew through her mind and in one moment of clarity, Buffy knew that if she could discover what had happened to her mother in this dimension, she’d finally know the truth of her mother’s death.

“Cat got your tongue?”

Startled, Buffy looked back at the smirking Spike and realised that things could have been very different for him, too.  He’d come back for a multitude of reasons, but above all Buffy believed he’d come back to kill her.  He was the kind that couldn’t take failure; who wouldn’t have been able to let go of the bloodied image of a slaughtered slayer left bleeding at his feet.

Mouth dry, Buffy tried to form words.  “Is…is Giles here?”

The vampire cocked his head to the side in a move so reminiscent of her Spike that tears suddenly formed a pressure in her throat.  Fingers tingling to touch his face, Buffy stomped on the impulse and tried to concentrate on the fact that she wasn’t in her world anymore.

“The Watcher?”  Spike studied her, wondering what was really going on and having enough instincts to know that his first guess would probably be wrong.  “Rupert’s…around.”

“Wow.  You’re completely tight-lipped, and so incredibly unlike you.”  Buffy stood, hands on hips, glaring at the vampire she’d dusted in her world, and waited.  She felt a twinge of regret for playing hardball with someone she should be running to embrace as she sputtered every apology she could think of, but this wasn’t her Spike. This Spike barely even knew her, let alone felt anything more than loathing for her.

And then he dipped his head and looked at her in that smouldering way he had. The one which younger Buffy had found slightly nauseating and current Buffy wished she could experience for the rest of her life. 

“Don’t reveal all my secrets to strangers.”

Buffy waited for more, for a bit of elaboration, but after another minute she realised that was it, and suddenly ‘tight-lipped’ seemed a way too generous description for how unhelpful he was being.

“Not sure if you realise it or not, but the definition of stranger is someone you’ve never met. You’ve met me before, and hey, tried to kill me.  Kind of makes this stranger thing more than a little far-fetched, wouldn’t you say?”  She felt like crossing her arms and tapping her foot, but the image of Dawn doing exactly that flashed through her mind and Buffy decided to try and be a bit more mature.  Though this Spike was irritating the crap out of her and being mature might be more struggle than she was worth.

Suddenly the reservation she’d observed seemed to dissolve and the bad boy stance along with it.  Spike relaxed, thrust his hands into his jeans pockets and looked down at his shoes.  Having come to some kind of a decision he looked back up and burned her with his gaze.

“Lot of people were hurt you never came back.”  His voice was curiously devoid of condemnation and Buffy was surprised, knowing how she did the blame and guilt piled on her when she had come back in her own world.

“I’m not her, you know.” She didn’t want to be blamed for this Buffy’s choices.  But knowing herself as she did, Buffy couldn’t help but be on her side, knowing that she’d have decided to do the best that she could for everyone involved.  A chill raced down her spine. Was she dead in this world? Had she gone to the Hell dimension but never made it out?   Had she never met Lily and realised she had to come back to Sunnydale, her mother and her friends?

There was no doubting Spike’s confusion, his face and body language as easy to read as a comic.  He looked her up and down, then back up and down again, before finally sweeping her over one last time and fixing on her lips. He licked his own, rubbed his hand over his hair and then flexed his body in preparation of a fight that Buffy had no plans to introduce.

“Funny thing is, you look exactly like her.”

Funny thing was, he was right.  There was no doubting Spike’s powers of observation at all.

“What’s even funnier,” Buffy confided, feeling testier than she really should, “is that I just arrived in this exciting and fascinating town from another dimension, and one where less than pleasant things are occurring. Oh, did I mention you were dead? Or that I killed you?” Buffy could never have imagined in her wildest dreams how much those words would hurt her.  She had to remember this was a different Spike, an unsouled Spike if she could judge his demeanour accurately, and right now she needed answers and a direction to head to try and find her way home.  “Oh, and the real humdinger?  When I went to kill you again, I passed straight through you and instead of gaining a concussion from slamming into a brick wall, I find myself here.” She looked around her and grimaced.  “Any chance this is Kansas?”

She should have felt repentant, but the look of pure horror on Spike’s face made her laugh.  For the moment, she could ignore the truth, that she’d banished Spike from her world forever by turning him to dust.  She could grieve later, when she didn’t have the vampire’s face right in front of her.

“Well,” Spike said, staring at her with a new respect.  “Welcome to SunnyD.  It isn’t much, but I guarantee you’ll feel at home.”


Chapter 3

Part Three: New Faces Of Old


Part Three

Spike walked, Buffy tagging along beside him, questions spinning around her head so fast she couldn’t focus.  She watched instead.  Watched the confident lope that had been his hallmark pre-chip, watched the back of his head and marvelled at the strong hair gel that kept his hair from moving even a little.  Watched him smoke a cigarette and wondered if he’d stop if he had a soul like her Spike had.

It was when they were bearing down on Giles’s door that she finally realised where her thoughts had taken her. This Spike still oozed confidence and purpose, something of which her Spike had been robbed of the second he’d realised the Initiative had stolen his life.  But if he had no chip…what was going on here?

Buffy snatched at his coat sleeve, her fingers slipping on the leather. 

“Spike, stop.”

He did, dead in his tracks.  Then he spun on his heel, grabbed her and pushed her into the bushes, crouching down low beside her and indicating she should shut her mouth or he’d eat her to make sure of it.

She truly hated to admit it, but the show of his dislike and violence gave her a thrill.

Giles’s door opened and it was all Buffy could do to hold in the cry of distress as she saw what her watcher looked like in a world where she’d never returned.  He was dishevelled, his eyes bleary.

“You really need to get a grip, old man.”

Buffy looked closer and felt the familiar disfavour she’d felt whenever she’d seen Wesley.  Which hadn’t been for a long time.   Seeing him now as he was then, she was wishing it’d been even longer.

“Why don’t you poke your nose into your own slay—I mean, business, and leave me to worry about mine?”  There was a darkness in Giles’s voice that Buffy didn’t get to hear often, and now she could see why.  It was damn scary, which she had to admit was a relief from Wesley’s usual patronising tone.

“For God’s sake, man. It has been five years. She’s gone and you know it. Stop torturing yourself and just let her go.”

The furious glint in Giles’s eye had Buffy grabbing Spike’s hand, clutching it tightly.

“I know nothing of the sort.  I have heard nothing of what happened to my Slayer, and it might do you well to remember your training. If something had happened and your slayer was dead, you would feel the severing. I have not felt it, so do not tell me how I should conduct myself as I search for her. If I have to search for another five years, I bloody well will. Now kindly vacate my welcome mat and go entertain your own slayer. She seems to enjoy you, though I rather question why.”

Delivering his acerbic opinion, Giles slammed his door in the younger watcher’s face, leaving Wesley to scowl at it before turning and walking smartly away.

Spike held onto Buffy’s hand, holding her in place till he could hear the watcher return to his car and the engine roar to a start. No spluttering old faithful for this watcher, not now he had a voracious young slayer he was putting it to regular.

They finally stood and Buffy turned saucer-shaped eyes to Spike and barely stopped herself from laughing out loud. Unfortunately, she snorted instead.

“Oh. My. God. Wesley is boinking his slayer?  Who is it?”  Reason dictated that in her world, the only living slayer besides herself was Faith. But no way would Faith have let Wes lay a finger on her, even as free as she was with her affections.  Hell, she’d nearly killed Xander and he was a little closer to Faith’s league than Wes was.

“If you mean shagging, then your answer would be yes. As to who it is, was forgetting you wouldn’t know. Bird by the name of Faith. Real piece of work, that one.  Wanker doesn’t even realise she’s got him wound right round her little finger.”

Oh he was wound all right, even Buffy could see that.  Giving into the impulse, she giggled.  Spike looked sharply at her, shocked at the sound and her apparent ease as she stood beside him.  Then he noticed they were still holding hands and he flung it away, rubbing it against his pants leg as if slayer touch was repulsive.  Buffy realised that for this Spike, it probably was.

It made her feel sad.

Things were seriously different about this place.  So far it seemed good, if a little weird.  Nothing like the Sunnydale she’d come from. The one where everything was shaping up to go to Hell in a hand basket.  Nightmares of potential slayers being slaughtered by robed monks wielding wickedly sharp daggers, visits from those dead to give messages of being devoured from beneath them, Spike turning the populace into vamps. None of it made sense, and all of it made Buffy’s tingly sense of impeding doom set her teeth on edge.

And wow, Faith was still around, rather than being a prison inmate for killing one of the mayor’s minions. Maybe her guess about that was right on the money.  All Faith had needed was some support and a place to shine.  A place where she’d never met or had to be compared to Buffy.

That feeling of sadness was spreading.

The many possibilities about this place made her head spin. Buffy wanted to know it all; she wanted to know why Giles was still looking for her rather than giving up when in her world he couldn’t wait to abandon her and return to his life in England.  She wanted to know why an unchipped Spike was killing other vampires and saving the residential idiots wandering the alleys at night in a town renowned for its mortality rate.  She wanted to know if her friends had continued looking like Giles had, or if her mother had survived the appearance of Dawn rather than become a resident of one of the many cemeteries the town had to offer.  

Had Spike fallen in love with Faith and that’s why he was trying to be good?

Suddenly, Buffy didn’t want to know the answer. She looked up and that penetrating blue stare he had seemed to delve right to the depths of her soul.  She shuddered.  It wasn’t him, not her Spike and as often as she reminded herself of that fact, it didn’t end up mattering in the slightest. Because he was completely the Spike she thought she knew.  Only she never really had known him, had she?  Not if she didn’t even need to think before she plunged her stake into his chest.

Buffy could see a million questions forming in that gaze, the one she wanted to dive into and never break back to the surface.  A million questions she was hesitant to answer until she had a few answers of her own. And for that she needed to see Giles, even though she knew how cruel it was going to be.

In the end Spike didn’t lend his voice to even one question, choosing to turn himself off from her and nod toward the closed door.  They could hear loud music seeping through the cracks of the apartment and Buffy’s eyes widened. She’d never known Giles like this. He’d always been very absorbed in whatever he did, but this was still a side of Giles she’d never been privileged to know. If she had, perhaps he wouldn’t have been so quick to leave her. Maybe he’d have invested a little of himself in her like she’d invested most of herself in him.

“Right then.”  Spike turned his back on her, then as if remembering who he was with and who had just confessed to dusting him in another world, he spun so fast he nearly fell over.  “After you, Slayer.”


Chapter 4

Part Four: And Then There Was Heaven


Part Four

Spike, the Gentleman, lasted all of two seconds in the face of Buffy’s indecision. He took the risk and gave her a free shot at his back, then stomped to the watcher’s door and flung it open. Before Buffy could cry out a warning to Giles, he’d thumped his way over the threshold—one that he shouldn’t have been able to unless he had at some stage been invited into the sanctity within.

There was a squeal from inside and Buffy found her feet, taking flight through the door to pounce to the rescue.  Only once she was inside did she realise that the girly scream couldn’t have been from the reserved man she’d known as Giles—nor could Xander have gotten away with quite that pitch—and she came face to face with Dawn, now wrapped in Spike’s arms and giggling madly.

“Did you hear him?” she was asking, and Spike shook with matching laughter.

“Sure did, Bit.  After four or so years you’d think the wanker would learn to back off a tad.”

Giles sat at his table, an ancient tome spread out before him as he nursed a steaming cup of tea even while he eyed off the bottle of spirits he had beside the book.

“The pompous arse.” Giles was yet to look up from his study, sipping slowly at his tea.  Buffy stood in confusion, watching the scene and wondering why this relaxed, friendly moment had never existed between these three people in her world.  She didn’t want to be petty, but she was beginning to feel a little jealous.

“Rupert,” Spike said, barely glancing at the man as he pushed a still giggling Dawn toward the couch where her things were strewn in the usual Dawn-disorder.  “Someone here to see you.”

Giles raised weary eyes, his reluctance to greet anyone obvious.  As soon as he realised who she was, his face drained of colour.

“Buffy?”

She could throttle Spike for being so callous.  It was going to hurt, admitting to this Giles that she wasn’t the Buffy for whom he’d spent five years searching.  Still, it had to be done because as much as she knew this man, she also didn’t.  Too much was different here and Buffy could already sense the line that stood between her experiences and the ones this group had travelled.

“Not your Buffy,” she hurried to explain, hand up to hold him back.  She didn’t want to deprive him of an emotional reunion hug, one that she herself wasn’t prepared for, but it would feel wrong—for both of them  Especially when she was still kind of annoyed that her Giles was yet to return and support her as a watcher was supposed to while this one had never left.

“Not my…then whose Buffy are you?”  His voice was hard, like he’d suddenly discovered an evil impersonator in his home and he wouldn’t give an inch in the way of comfort.

“Wow.”  She studied him quickly, saw the lines around eyes and mouth that seemed deeper than those owned by her Giles, and felt a clenching in her gut. Undoubtedly her friends had suffered when she’d died, leaving them to control the Hellmouth on their own, but at least they’d known where she was.  Well, yeah, they should have known where she was. This Giles, in this reality, had no idea what had happened to her and had obviously lived in perpetual torment for the five years of her absence.  She shouldn’t be so surprised, recalling what he’d been like when he’d discovered the prophecy stating that the Master was going to be the one to kill her.  How distraught he’d been when he realised there was nothing he was able to do about it.

Other than chewing Willow out for being irresponsible with her magic, he’d not shown this level of emotion when Buffy had returned from the grave.  Not even when she’d revealed she’d been torn out of Heaven.  Instead of being transparent with his grief, he’d chosen to run.  On second thought, Buffy was starting to appreciate this Giles a whole lot better.  He might be hardened, but he tipped the balance with his daunting levels of compassion and drive to find her. Rescue her. He really didn’t know what fate this world’s Buffy had encountered, and his determination to find her no matter what was a major credit to him.

Everyone in the room stared at her, waiting, she supposed, for her to actually answer Giles’s question.

“Oh.  Yeah.  I’m Buffy,” she said, her voice peppier than usual and leaving her with a sickly feeling that she’d turned into the Buffybot.  “But from another dimension.  Nice to meet you.”

Even though she was used to dropping the odd bombshell here and there, it was strangely disconcerting to have all three of them staring at her as if she’d sprung another head.  Not that she wasn’t already the worst doppelganger in Giles’s eyes to appear out of nowhere.

“Another dimension?”  Giles asked, but Buffy got the feeling he wasn’t really expecting her to confirm what she’d already said.  “How…fascinating.” But his voice was flat, and as soon as he had expelled the words he fell into his chair and caved into the lure of his scotch.  Obviously her appearance was anything but fascinating. 

No one spoke for at least a minute and Buffy started to feel antsy.

“Gee, and here was I thinking my sudden appearance from another dimension might actually receive a raised eyebrow at least.”

“You’re in Sunnydale…where you come from?  You haven’t…been missing?”  There was no mistaking the appeal behind those fractured sentences and Buffy took pity on her watcher.  She knew this meeting could be anything but easy for him. Or joyful.  She didn’t expect him to get as excited meeting her as he would if his own Slayer had walked through that door.  Still, it was a bit of a letdown that no one was happy to see her.  Even Dawn was yet to treat her as anything but a curiosity.

“I think coming from another dimension is kind of…cool,” said Dawn, and Buffy felt grateful.  

“Yes, but you think the whelp’s bomb of a car is cool.”  Spike ruffled the teenager’s hair and she squealed and whapped his shoulder. She turned, then, to pick up her things and pack them into a very worn backpack.

Giles hadn’t stopped staring at her, though, so Buffy smiled gently and nodded. “Yes.  I mean, I died for a while, but that only took for a few months before Willow dragged me back.  But mostly I’ve been in Sunnydale. Council doesn’t pay me to have vacations.  Or, you know, pay me at all.”  She beamed, and once again had the sensation she was channelling the now defunct pile of fake skin and decimated circuitry that had once made up the irritating bot Spike had had Warren build.

Not so long ago, talking of her return trip from Heaven made her stomach lurch with homesickness.  And pain.  The kind of pain where you felt your heart had been ripped out and your eyes were going to sting with tears for the rest of your life.

“I’m sorry, could you please say that again?”  Giles stared at her, his eyes boring into her with shock.

“Which part?”

Dawn bounced forward, her eagerness to learn more about the enigma standing in front of her obvious.  “I think he means the dead part.  Were you in Hell? Is that why Willow brought you back? And whoa. Willow isn’t uber powerful witch person here, unless people aren’t telling me things. Which would so not be the first time.”  She glared accusingly at first Spike, and then Giles.

“Not so much, no.”  And here came the confession that always put people on edge. Not that Buffy had confided in that many.  “As far as I know I was in Heaven.  You know, warm, loved, et cetera, et cetera.  Felt everyone was all safe and getting on with it and I’d earned my rest.”

Spike got over the shock first.  “When did this happen?  When did you die?”

Buffy turned to Dawn, took in how exactly the same she was to her Dawn and wondered what the story was here with the three of them.  If Buffy herself didn’t exist in this world, then who had the monks left the responsibility of Dawn to? Whose little sister had she become and how did they manage to keep Glory from using her to her own ends?

“Did you meet Glory?”

“Hell bitch with the bad home perm? Yeah, she might have crossed our path.”  Spike was again with the tight-lippyness and Buffy groaned.  She really wasn’t up to doing all the work.

“Okay, long story short. Monks made me a little sister: Dawn.  We shared the same blood, I dove off the tower in her place to close the rift. Splat. Heaven.  Willow yadda yadda. No more Heaven and many, many more demons.”

Giles’s jaw dropped, then he quickly snapped his mouth shut and took up his glass of scotch, allowing more than a mouthful to slide down his throat.

Buffy looked at Dawn, who looked at her completely stunned.  Finally it clicked. The monks had given her Dawn to protect, but in this world she hadn’t been around.  

“Is Faith your sister in this world?” Buffy asked innocently.

Spike exploded.  “Not bloody likely.  Dawn is my daughter.”
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Part Five

Spike had a daughter.

Dawn was Spike’s daughter.

Her sister was Spike’s daughter.

Buffy could admit it; she was struggling.  Really, really struggling with this revelation.  It kind of made sense, though, or at the very least it explained some things.  Now she understood why he was fighting for their side; he had a living, breathing daughter to protect.  One he apparently wasn’t snacking on.

“Were those monks completely high?”  She couldn’t help it. What kind of sane, religious being gave a mystical key made human into the caring hands of a vampire?  “I mean, they had to be nuttier than a Snickers bar.”

Spike’s jaw clenched in outrage, his hands forming fists.  Fortunately for Buffy, he stood still and just glared at her.  “We’ve dealt with the realities of this situation and don’t need some little upstart from some place else to waltz in and tell us the go of things.  You’d be wise to shut your trap.”  Done with her, he turned to Dawn and grabbed her arm.  “Time for us to be getting home.” He led her to the door, right through her objections, and then they were gone, leaving Buffy with Giles and an awkwardness she rarely felt in her watcher’s presence.

If she didn’t know any better she’d think he’d dismissed her as well, allowing him to go back to his musty old book and the bottled reason behind his physical demise.  It was just as well Buffy had learned to be less sensitive to the cold shoulder.  

“So, that must have thrown you all for a loop.”

Giles looked up, his expression uncomprehending.  “Pardon me?”

“Spike showing up with a daughter.  One that required real food instead of blood.” She paused for just a fraction, just long enough to see Giles’s lips start to move.  “So, who is she?”

“Who is who?” he spluttered, absently latching a finger around the tea cup handle and bringing it to his lips. An excellent stalling effort, Buffy mused.

“Dawn’s mother.  Her father is a vampire so I’m assuming her mother must be human?”

“Oh.” His eyes went round as saucers and he quickly seized a sip from the delicate china cup.  “No one you, er, would know.”  Indicating the dismissal of the subject, he delved deeply into his book, face close to the pages as if shutting her out of his sight would get rid of the topic completely.  Lucky for Buffy she knew Giles’s every move.  And she knew that pushing beyond his boundaries might earn her a tsk of impatience but it would also reward her with information.

“Someone I have never known or someone I’m unlikely to know because I’m from a different world? Because you’d be surprised at how many people I know, from Spike’s present and his past.”

With a burst of impatience, Giles snatched the glasses from his face and glared at her, even though Buffy could see that he wished with all he was that she was his own slayer.  “Who Dawn’s mother might be is completely irrelevant.  As I am sure you are aware, she was made by monks from mystical energy, so whatever story was behind her existence is completely fabricated.”

“So what you’re saying is, one day you’ll tell me the truth about Dawn’s parentage, but not right now?”

“That is exactly what I am saying,” Giles confirmed, a small smile playing at the corner of his lips. 

“Great.  So, whatcha reading?”  She made a half-hearted attempt to look at the book’s browned pages, but made sense of nothing before she managed to snag a chair and sit down.

“Nothing in particular.  I made a promise to myself that I would read every book in my possession, and many more that were not, in order to find my Buffy.  This is tonight’s effort.  I’ve borrowed it from Wesley, in spite of my better judgement.  Perhaps we should discuss how it is you’ve come to be here and work on getting you back?” 

For one breathless minute, Buffy didn’t want to go back.  Something bad was happening in the place she’d come from, and that was also now a world without Spike.  Not a brash, insolent Spike who did the right thing to protect his human daughter—forced to just like her Spike had been because of a chip in his brain.  A Spike that loved her with all his heart—with all his soul.  And one she will never be able to forgive herself for dusting, even though she knew deep down that it was the wrong response.  Buffy couldn’t get it out of her head that she’d just bought into some evil scheme, carrying out their greatest desire by ridding her side of Spike.  They’d been manipulated, and she’d given them the upper hand.  No, it wasn’t a fleeting thought that made her not want to go back. It was a gut wrenching certainty that she had very little to go back for.  Whatever it was that would greet her if she got back there, it could take Spike’s and Angelus’s face with barely a shimmer, spreading the pain with every personal trait it employed.

“I don’t know what to tell you,” she said, even though Buffy knew it was a lie.  She’d already started by sharing how she’d come to be back in the world.

Giles reached across the table and took her hand in his.  His hands were warmed from the tea.  “How about we start with the truth?”

~ * ~ * ~ * ~ * ~

“That was her, wasn’t it?”  There was one thing of which no one could ever accuse Dawn, and that was stupid. She picked up on subtleties that others wished she’d stay ignorant of, and she could tell this was one of those times.  “Well, not her her,” she compounded, causing herself to cringe when she saw Spike’s jaw clench tight enough to crack his fangs.  “But you know, our dimension her if she was here and that her was back in her dimension.  See?”

“No, I don’t bloody see,” Spike confided.  “Nothing in that sentence made one lick of sense, Bit.”

She sighed, the weight of the world on her shoulders.  “My mother is Buffy Summers.”

The statement was so bold that Spike nearly hyperventilated.

“Who told you that?”

“Oh come on, Dad.  Before we found out the Monks made me out of a fancy ball of lightning, you and Uncle Giles were searching high and low for her.  There is no way you would have put so much energy into searching for a slayer unless she meant something to you.  And besides, obviously I was right because right now, you didn’t deny it.”  

She was so smug only because she’d been a good student.  Her teacher wasn’t likely to win best father in the world, particularly as he had large quantities of blood on his hands, but he was a damn good teacher when the occasion called for it. And he’d taught Dawn to be confident, how to best her peers and beyond, how to win any pissing contest a mere mortal might throw her way, and much more besides.  She was the daughter of a vampire and the best slayer in history, and Spike was proud of that fact, even if the monks had fucked with his memories. 

He knew Dawn wasn’t really his daughter; he knew he could likely eat her and get the biggest high of his life.  While the brain might process the facts, however, the heart knew better.  Dawn was his daughter through and through, and she was a part of the Slayer he’d admired so long ago.  If that was all any of them could have of her, Spike wasn’t going to lose it.  If for the old man’s sake and no one else’s.  Though, he was rather fond of the smile Dawn brought to Joyce’s face as well.

“No, don’t suppose I did.”  Confirming that Buffy Summers had been the monk’s idea of a mother for Dawn didn’t mean he had to elaborate on the subject.  As much as his daughter’s huge, imploring eyes made him waver.  The night had taken on an unsavoury turn for the worst with the appearance of the Slayer’s double from another world; Spike was loathe to make it worse. He already felt more than a little off kilter for seeing her again.  

“I’d like to spend some time with her,” Dawn said, and Spike stopped dead in his tracks.

“Over my dead body,” he exploded, then cringed while he waited for the obvious taunt to pass his daughter’s lips.  When no words came, he groaned at the shit-eating grin that twisted her lips.

It was a marvel to him how easily he’d come to adopt more human emotions.  He felt such sadness for Dawn; he understood that every girl would like a relationship with her mum, but this time it just wasn’t possible. Not only was Dawn literally motherless in the way all monk-made girls from balls of energy would be, they had no real idea where the Slayer was.  Or if she was still alive.

Spike had had no idea what to do with a baby, and with no Dru on his coat sleeve at the time, his first impulse had strangely been to seek help and answers, rather than having a quick entrée before the nightly main meal.  Turning to the slayer would have been a knee-jerk reaction, but with her babe in his arms, smelling so strongly of her scent, he turned instead to her watcher.  Between them they’d come to an uneasy agreement.  Rupert Giles would help Spike raise a baby—without questioning how Buffy could possibly be the child’s mother—and Spike would help the watcher locate his Chosen One.  The old man had been a godsend to Spike and they’d managed to raise Dawn as well as they could, with a lot of grandmotherly love thrown in by the slayer’s mum, Joyce.  Spike had struggled to uphold his end of the bargain, however. No matter how far or how wide their search extended, he’d never been able to find her.  Had never managed to even lay eyes on her.  Not since he’d left her on the losing end of her altercation with Angelus.

“Look, Dawn.”  He wished he could make this easier for his girl, but there was nothing to be gained for the teen by hanging around an older, hardened slayer who was no more her mother than…than…well not him as her father because as much as the monks fucked up by giving her to him to raise, he was still as much a father as any other could be.  Unlike this dimension hopping Buffy, who at the very most could only give her a sister’s love.

A sister’s love was not enough for Dawn.  She’d want more.  She deserved more.  If only he could have found Buffy…

“Dawn, it isn’t her. She might have the Slayer’s name, the Slayer’s face, and the Slayer’s fine looking ass, but she’s not the Slayer. Not our Slayer.  And she never bloody will be.”

Dawn looked far from crushed, for which he was grateful.  However, she looked determined, and that was something that made him equally uncomfortable.

“Dad, I know she’s not my mother.  I’m never going to meet her,” she admitted, and at last the sadness crept into her voice.  “But this is my chance to find out what she might have been like.  Grandma Joyce can only tell me so much, you know?  And obviously she doesn’t even know who I really am or she’d have told me a lot more. A photo can only tell me what my mother looked like. I want to know what kind of person she was on the inside.  This Buffy can help me with that. I have to know how she could give me up.”

Was times like these that made Spike believe that if he could find any of the monks responsible for making him a dad, he’d pop their head right off their shoulders and drink from their brain stem.

“She didn’t give you up, Dawn. Those fucking mongrel monks only made us think she gave you up.”  He stood in the street now, feeling riled up and ready to test this newfound commitment to the human race by snapping someone’s neck.  Arms crossed, legs spread in a threatening stance, he sometimes forgot that he was totally unable to intimidate his daughter.

“Those monks made me, sure.  But I don’t have sparkly ball energy running through my veins.  We found out true enough after Glory’s goon cut me up that Grandma Joyce’s blood matches mine.  At the time she and I thought that was just lucky.  Now I know different.  It matched because she’s family—which we are so going to talk about later, that you kept that from me.  Buffy’s blood matches mine. She is my mother, as much as you hate to think so.”

Well she had that dead to rights.  He hated it as much as he hated Angel’s wide and shiny forehead.  As much as he was going to hate the conversation about why he’d never told her about her mother—or informed Joyce that her granddaughter had been part of her life these last five years.

His jaw clenched and Spike fumbled for an answer, a way to end this torture so he could get home and watch his soaps while Dawn got herself off to bed.  And then he had it. That age old human response to all things adults wanted to avoid.  He turned and started walking again, tossing all he was willing to give her over his shoulder.

“I’ll think about it.”
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