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For Allison, who knows why.

Superficially inspired after seeing "The Lake House", but Buffy and Spike don't share a mailbox, so I had
to come up with something different.

PART I

CHAPTER ONE

It was raining again. Combing out her wet hair in front of the window overlooking the Slayer school’s rose
garden, Buffy thought that, after six months living in Bath, she should have been used to English rain in all
its misty, foggy forms. California girl that she was, she had yet to get used to not seeing the sun all that
often.

Sunnydale and everything she'd known lay buried beneath the water that had flooded the hellmouth crater
to form a nice, big lake that was starting to be ringed by resorts and developments that only the most
wealthy could afford. It wasn't called Sunnydale any more, and Buffy couldn't be bothered to remember
what they'd re-christened it. It didn't matter, she'd never go back.

Laying down the comb, she pulled her bathrobe tighter and sank cross legged on the couch. It wasn't hers,
not really, any more than any piece of furniture in the small flat belonged to her.

"I'm sure you'll want to decorate your own flat," Giles had said, smiling more easily once Buffy had agreed
to come with him and the other Scoobies to Bath and assist with the rapid rebuilding of the Watcher's
Council and the establishment of a new Slayer school to train the initiates they'd already found.

"Not really," she'd responded. "Willow knows what I like. Let her do it."
Buffy had chosen none of the furniture and none of the artwork on the walls or the knick knacks on the

shelves. The clock-radio beside her bed, the china in her kitchen, and every article of clothing in Buffy's
closet was something her friend had chosen for her--with the exception of her shoes because, as Willow



herself had tentatively pointed out, "I can't do that for you because, obviously, the shoes wouldn't fit
right and then your feet would hurt."

So the first thing she'd done upon her arrival at Heathrow was to go and buy shoes. It was something that
had thrilled her in Sunnydale, but something that exhausted her when she tried it in London because it
required that she get up and stop staring at the walls. Get up and do something that resembled living. She'd
gotten the shoes--one pair of sneakers and another pair of sensible walkers--that had made Dawn arch an
eyebrow when she had seen them.

"What happened to the stylish stilettos and little black boots?"

"Not really in the mood for those," Buffy had muttered. Curling up on the couch, she'd gone back to staring
at the wall.

"What's wrong with you?" Dawn had demanded.
"I miss Spike."

She'd only had to say it once, because Dawn tripped out to inform everyone that her sister was moody and
in mourning. They all tiptoed after that--knocking politely on her door rather the bursting through as they
used to do back in Sunnydale, and speaking in low tones whenever they addressed her, as if breaking her
funereal silence could break her even more than she already was inside. If they were glad Spike was gone--
and Buffy had no doubt that they were--they didn't say so around her.

"She's fragile," Buffy overheard her erstwhile Watcher tell Xander.

I am, she had no trouble admitting to herself. I miss Spike. I need him. And I regret so much what I did to
him.

She cried when they weren't looking because, well, she was strong and never cried about anything when
they were looking. Not about Angel turning intfo Angelus. Not when her mother died or when Glory took
Dawn. Certainly not when an annoying, newly ensouled vampire turned to ashes while saving the world when
he should have dusted long ago. He was gone, lost in the hellmouth after he'd made her world safe and
supposedly easier to live in. Buffy wasn't the only Chosen One anymore for new Slayers were now legion.
She could have that happy, normal life now because Spike had loved her enough to let go of not only her,
but her world. That her world was empty without him, Buffy sensed that no one else, not even Spike, would
have understood.

None of her surviving friends could understand or help, so she stared at the wall and got up to put one foot
in front of the other whenever someone wanted her to. She lectured and taught, she shared her training as
she shared her duties with the new Slayers. If she resembled the Buffybot more than the strong,
formidable Slayer whom Giles and the others had known in Sunnydale, no one bothered her about it. She
was, after all, fragile.

Stepping back to allow a giggling set of Slayerettes to exit from the lift, Buffy held the door for Giles who



was entering with a beautifully ornate wooden box.
"What floor?" she asked.

"Yours." He shifted the box. "This is for you."
"But it's not my birthday."

"It's more of an..unbirthday gift." The corner of her Watcher's mouth lifted slightly--more in a quirk than
the beginnings of a smile.

She led the way from the lift and keyed open her door, then turned to take the box from him. Setting it on
the kitchen table, she looked up at Giles who was rearranging his suit coat and pulling down his cuffs.

"This is a writing box, Buffy. From the end of the eighteenth century to the end of the nineteenth century,
these boxes were part of Victorian expeditions and travel, libraries and drawing rooms. This one appears to
be about 150 years old. It's made of rosewood, and it belonged to Spike."

She flinched to hear the name. Reaching out, she ran her fingers over the warm wood. "How did he... How
did you...."

"It's my understanding that Spike left it with Clem before going to Africa. Spike brought it to me the
night before our final battle."

That's the night I killed Caleb, she remembered. The night Spike saw me talking to Angel and said I had
Angel breath.

"He hotwired the school bus for me, brought it home, and we stored the box beneath the back seat," Giles
continued. "Spike asked if I'd look after it and make sure you got it, should he not make it through."

Blinking back tears, Buffy bit her lip and traced patterns on the old wood.
"Here is the key." Her Watcher handed over the delicate thing on a silver chain. "I've not opened it."

"I thought you would, if only to add to what the Council knows about William the Bloody."



"No. Unlike a writing desk or table, these boxes were not a household possession, Buffy. They were
intensely personal, and whatever is inside, Spike meant it for you. If you decide to share your contents with
me later...."

She closed her fingers around the key. "Thank you, Giles."

"I'll leave you to it, then." Stepping closer, he laid a hand on her shoulder. "If you need me--"

"T know."

The Watcher let himself out. Placing the small key on the table, Buffy swirled the chain in circles around it

and listened to its metallic whisper over the soft ticking of the mantel clock. Pulling up a chair, she sat
down and stared at the box for a moment.

I remember you, she thought. You lived in his crypt on that beat-up pine bookcase that was lopsided and
wobbly, and you were always locked. I should know, I checked.

Taking up the key, she placed it in the lock. The tumblers clicked over easily--something she hadn't
expected--with the warped lid springing up slightly.

"This feels so wrong," she whispered to the box. "Like I'm intruding. But Spike meant for me to have you.
Meant for me to open you. I guess."

Lifting the squeaking lid, Buffy was greeted by compartments holding two screw-top inkwells full of ink, a
pen tray full of dip pens and clean nibs, and a writing surface. The writing surface unfolded to double its
depth and was covered in velvet.
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Oh, my God, I think this belonged to William. But velvet can't last 150 years, can it? Spike must have
replaced it at least once. Her fingers were shaking as she ran her fingers over the soft fabric, and then
folded the writing surface back onto itself.



Exploring further, Buffy found what looked like the seams to three drawers inserted beneath the writing
surface, but she couldn't find any obvious way to open them. Eyeing the inkwells, she noticed a raised tab
next to the one on the right. She pushed on the tab and was rewarded with three drawers springing open.

Reaching inside the first drawer, Buffy retrieved a small envelope. Turning it over, she saw that someone
had decorated it using colored inks.

They ‘re still so bright, it could have been done yesterday, she thought.

My Sanakts o ... Obit Feb XX 1864
Ste i nat dood but sogpet,’
/’eeofw/eaw ’

A black cross adorned each corner while twin funeral wreaths were joined by a garland beneath the words.
Centered in each wreath was an initial: W and S. Turning over the envelope, Buffy saw that the wax seal
with its stylized 'W' had long been broken. Peering inside, Buffy found a thin braid made of brown hair, and
a card-mounted photograph of a boy in spectacles. Dressed in a solemn black suit, he held the hand of a
blurry toddler in a lace dress that was far too long and adult for her.



If William was turned in 1880 when he was about twenty-five, then in 1864 he would have been nine or ten.
Just like the boy in the photo. Turning it over, Buffy saw that someone had spider-scrawled, Wills and
Sary, Xmas 1863.

"Hello, William," she whispered to the boy. Was Sarah his little sister? She died only two months later, how
sad.

A crayon drawing was next. It may have been undated and unsigned, but Buffy knew the style all too well
after seeing pencil sketches of her own family and Jenny in Sunnydale that had been drawn by the same
vampire artist.

Angelus did this.

Highly detailed to the point of being eerily lifelike, the drawing featured an impossibly good-looking,
grinning young man whose too-long hair fell into his eyes. Caught between game-face and human-face, the
fledgling vamp's sharp incisors were all too evident, as was the wicked tongue behind the fangs and the
smear of blood at the corner of his mouth.

You know you wanna dance, Buffy heard as clear as yesterday in her mind.

"You never stopped dancing, did you?" Buffy whispered as she set the things aside on the table beside her
and returned to exploring the drawers. What looked like an old house key on a tattered black ribbon came
up next.

"What door did you fit?" Buffy wondered before setting it aside as well.

A stack of photos had been stuffed into a manila envelope, and Buffy had to remove a handful before the
envelope would slide free of the drawer. Separating them, Buffy found multiple sets of silly photo-booth
photos of Dawn and Spike, which Buffy knew had to have been taken at the booth in Sunnydale Mall during
the summer she was gone.

One featured Spike in game-face mock-biting Dawn, while the teenager laughed and shoved him away. A
cross-eyed vampire wasn't something Buffy was used to seeing, and she could practically hear her sister's
giggles and Spike's growling to encourage the giggling to continue. The Scoobies had told her Spike had
been the only one Dawn had been able to stand being near for any amount of time that summer.

"Good on you," she told the vampire in the photo. He was the only one I could stand to be near after I came
back, too. I'm so sorry that I never told him that. Maybe one day I can tell Dawn.

Spike and Dawn had their arms wrapped around each other in the next photo. Leaning their foreheads
together, both the vampire and the teenager seemed to have forgotten the flashing camera. Spike was
looking at the girl as though whatever she had been saying at the moment was the most important thing in
his world, while Dawn was obviously babbling as only Dawn could. Another photo-booth series was of Spike in
game-face, staring in profile at Dawn while she cradled his ridges and kissed his hose. His mouth was open
slightly with the tip of one fang showing.



"You really did love her, didn't you?" Buffy whispered. "And she loved you."

There were more photos behind these, and Buffy remembered Spike explaining how addictive the late
Victorians had found the new photographic processes.

"You went into a studio and stood very still until your hands and your face went numb. Afterward, you were
rewarded with a dark, fuzzy image of yourself to pass around in the drawing room during at-homes and
supper parties. Yeah, it was like magic."

Spike stole this one! Buffy thought accusingly, grabbing a photo Giles must have taken of her at their ill-
fated Thanksgiving dinner. She'd been caught stabbing Spike's arm with a dinner knife after he'd stolen
her forkful of turkey. He was smirking, she was in full rant, and he had to have stolen the photo from Giles
later. What else did you steal, you... you vampire-thief you!

The next one had been stolen as well, but not in any light-fingered way. A yellow stickie note was stuck to
the front of the Polaroid print, onto which Dawn had scribbled, 'If she ever sees this, I'm DEAD." That
note told Buffy exactly who she had to blame for the photo of her leaning against Spike on the couch in the
old house on Revello, sound asleep and clinging to the vampire for dear life. For once, Spike wasn't smirking.

I'd been ripped out of heaven only that week, Buffy remembered, noting the scabs that still marred her
knuckles where she clutched Spike's black t-shirt. He to/d me to rest my eyes for a few minutes, that he 'd
warn me when the Scoobies came back. I was so tired, and he felt so good to be near. He breathed
constantly that night, I guess so he 'd feel more alive as he held me.

Spike's arms were tight around her, his cheek against the top of her head, and his blue eyes were fiercely
protective as they met the camera.



CHAPTER TWO

Buffy took a break from exploring the writing box, to let the tears come without any fear of damaging the
box and whatever else lay within. She took the time to heat some soup as well, regardless she didn't feel
like eating, in an attempt to ease the headache starting behind her eyes. Returning to the box later in the
afternoon, she began exploring the largest and deepest drawer and found an April 1880 program from the
opening production of Gilbert & Sullivan's "The Pirates of Penzance."

Was that the last show William saw before he was turned? Buffy wondered.

Beneath it was a theatre program from Wilde's The Importance of Being Earnest.

This is autographed? Buffy marveled.

She peered at the inscription. "My dear William, it's good to have seen you again after so many years. ~O.
Wilde."

Spike knew Oscar Wilde? Wait until Giles hears about this.

She was blind sided by a thank-you note in Joyce's handwriting that was buried beneath the programs,
along with two ticket stubs from one of the Sun's matinee showings of 'Chicken Run.'

"I had a wonderful time at the movies with you," her mother had written. "We'll have to sneak off again
sometime."

"Mom shuck away from her gallery with Spike while I was in school?" Buffy squeaked. "They didn't say
anything to me."

What was worse was that Buffy discovered more ticket stubs in a Zingos Extra Strength Cinnamon Breath
Mints tin that had been tucked away in one of the smaller drawers.

"They went to Evita and Jerry Maguire together and didn't take me?" She shook the tin. "I don't believe
this!"

Buffy next found a small box pushed far back in the drawer. A beautiful knotwork ring lay nestled inside,
along with a receipt. Unfolding the receipt, Buffy found a pencil design of two rings stapled to it. The

receipt itself read:

(1)Special order gimmal wedding ring Size 5--Silver. $150

(1)Special order gimmal wedding ring Size 9--Silver $200

Buffy ran her finger over the shining silver. Spike designed this for me?
Lifting it from the box, she peered at the inscription inside,

Buffy Anne & Willam - 24 June 2000



The wedding date was the one she and the vampire had set years before while under the influence of
Willow's "My will be done" spell. Closing her fingers around the ring, Buffy thought, When did he look at
rings for us? He obviously canceled the order for his after the spell ended. Why didn’t he cancel mine too?

Maybe he didn't want to, her heart answered the question. Or maybe it was too late, and he had to pay for
a ring he knew he 'd never see on my finger. She slipped the ring onto her wedding finger, and it fit.

Of course it fits. Obsessed Spike ordered it. She left the ring on.

Peering into the box, Buffy saw that only a few items remained. A plain, tfarnished-silver Zippo lighter lay
forlornly in the third small drawer. She knew that the one Spike had carried had gone into the hellmouth
with him, this one had to be a spare. Flicking it open, she heard the familiar snick and smiled. This lighter
was missing its flint and the fluid was long gone. The sound was still comforting.

Beneath the theatre programs was a stack of parchment writing paper and what looked like hand-made
envelopes. Closer inspection informed Buffy that the flaps were unglued. Digging beneath the paper, she

found a forgotten calling card and gasped as she turned it over.
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"Oh, my god." Her fingers trembled as they traced the antique lettering on the brittle card. She blinked
hard as tears made the words smear. "Your last name was Ward."

She knew she would never tell Giles.

"You were real," Buffy whispered, blinking back tears again. "More real and more alive than I think T am
now."

Setting aside the card and knowing she'd stare at it some more later, Buffy discovered the only things left
in the writing box were a brass letter-seal with a stylized ‘W' and a few sticks of brown sealing wax--the
same sort, she noticed, as had been used to seal closed the envelope containing his Sarah's hair.

And thus endeth the lessons of Spike's writing box, thought Buffy. I'm sorry, Giles, but William the Bloody
kept no psychotic trophies in his writing box, and there's no journal telling about his decades of death and
destruction. All he kept were a few simple mementoes over the years that are more human than vampire,
Just like Spike himself was.

Giles will be disappointed. Maybe I can show him the Oscar Wilde theatre program?
Taking up one of the dip pens, she examined it. Spike actually wrote with this? When did they start making
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fountain pens?
She opened one of the ink wells to discover it held black ink. The other held brown.

Did Spike still write like this when he lived in Sunnydale? He had to, if the ink in these isn't all dried up. T
remember seeing his handwriting on Dawn's homework. What did he write with this?

Placing a sheet of Spike's parchment before her, she lifted one of the inkwells free and pushed Spike's
things safely out of the way. Taking up the dip pen, Buffy thought, I don 't have the slightest idea what I'm
doing. Not only that, Spike was left-handed and I'm not. Is that going to make a difference?

She dipped the pen carefully into the ink and ventured to see how well she could write with the primitive
setup. The nib scraped across the paper and the ink bled. Frustrated, Buffy rinsed the first nib and tried
others until she found a nib she could sort-of use and sort-of got the hang of how much ink was required,
how light a touch was necessary. Having ruined the first piece of paper, she took up a fresh one and began
in earnest.

Drear Spike,

I'uenwe}ome&a/(ﬁdodoem@e@ow. IMWW%%@MM%WMW
kind of wwniting, s weally o lost ant, unt k7 L wememben goun saying that they beat you
abwcﬂif&wﬁbvgowwm%udowwdog&wk, I’&M%uﬂowﬁmlm&b%
udO.

It'&ﬂw&%@u&——%m%%wm%www,m&%

shittening and staining I push too hand. 18 T get too much ink, it blotehes. 16 T
get too- (ttle, e ink fades aliter only  couple of words. HHaving to stop and. gt moxe
MM%%MW%WW%WM,M%ELW%Wme
hursy all of the time?

D sune, th yow were hene, goud tell me angthing that slows me down, s & good
st Soid o%——wmﬁ%)«% m%vgowww, anyusay,.

Iww'&wwwMMQMMMMo@MIMM%%
Wwww'ww.Wemw%%M,WMm, wm»égcw«oww
aﬁw—a.g/yww/ 'Wenm&’?:oﬂoﬂh.”
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IWWWMW%M?&EM/MWWW
But you died and--oh God, Spike, L miss you so much. How died and LU never
Mwmw.lmmaﬁt@mw&mw,ww'&mm%M
knous angthing about hous T feel about you. T8 all my baukt, and T bt i too- late,
didnt 17

I'MW,MIHM%WOU@WW. I'MWMW, Et'&sdagoﬁd»zn%

W%@o&doado% Tm bomy, T be back loter.

Oh%u, ity later and, T'm. Back.

Daswn misses gouw badly, M%’&Wm@&%a@}wpwﬁwﬁm@om.wu
pushing her so Rasd that he thould guadaats on time. Aktonhat, T dont hoous what
fappens. Sﬂaw@%g&ﬁow@&%m&qﬂmwﬂ%@ww%, but 4
they e going, to- tuy and tie how to- them I dont hink &5 o good idea. So- that needs to
be negotiated,, and, you knous hous much Timnot negotiation ginl. I hate that we have
to Beg or money Guom (Billes and, the new Cowneil too. Uoud, have things to- say,
about that T knous.

T guuess ou can tll Yot Ciles gave me. oun witing, Bow. THe things gou ekt
MWMMW%WM,J%WM,%WMWWW

LU probably make copies of the pictunes of youw and Dawn, in the photo booth
and give the ouiginals to few. T wish you two had, shaned them with me. T hnew you
two were hose, M——gowmf%c@w@@ow@m&kxsﬁzmw&mm, didnt
you?
Iwmﬂw@mw&&mmm/&%wmwp@mmmw
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Slayer school. T didnt want to, but IT0ith went to Cleveland and the Slayereties
cantt teack angbody anything get. They e seattered. oll over the wordd, tuying, to opply
WWMIWW So I'm %WWWL&MWW@MW
T want to ox not.

IWWW@%WwW.IWWW&@%%WWW.
Uow were immontal, bhe a cat with nine lwes, ke the cat outs of that song I leanned
as o kid--""THe cat came Back, K%mt couddnt slay away....

I@Iwwmm, I%%WMM&%%WWW, s
M’&Mha@o@wma%nﬁow&e, o&wéf?

Wmmm%@@o,wwﬂmMIwwWo&a&M,Iw
MIM%WQMWI%MWJQMJ&%LT’W.@J%wM,
L guess Vlliam would be the one to- get this letter. back in 1880, and i wouldnt
make any sense o fim. T wish gouw could get this and wite back to me, becawse that
about befose.

I@Iwm\%wm,wmwwmI%?fD@m%mm%M

Bt ih I did ot you wouldn't be turned and we wouldnt hase met and... That's
just too tounible to tink oBout, at teast Grom muy selfish point of views. Ufowwd, probobly
have had o, weally, happy. (e th D hadnt tuwned you, ught?

T know you didnt Believe me down, in the hellmouth when T told, you that T love
W.IM%MW%WW%%WIWW,MIMM
W&omudu. 1t fuunts. EWwMWwIWMJ&MwMW
gowne gone, L miss you bke T miss Wiom, only wonse.

Hmmﬁatwmw&?m%@emmImo@wme@M
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her leaving, but you Cll so aBuuplly, we didnt cwen, gt the chance Lo say good-bye.
MM&@W%,Mm&MMMMMa@%WWMW%
hospital, before she went back for the openation. So- I was sort o weady,.

T wish you coudd knous hous T feel noav. How much I love you, and hous much
L miss gow. Yow didn't beliese me when T told you I love you. Stupid sampine.
Love, Bubfy

Swiping at her tears, she blew on the ink to dry it, then folded the paper and stuck it inside one of the
envelopes. On impulse and as if it were a real letter, she address it to W. Ward at 16 Queen's Gate
Terrace, Kensington, and then stared dubiously at the sealing wax and its accompanying brass seal.

"Oh, why not?" Buffy muttered.

Retrieving a box of matches from the kitchen, she set about learning how to drip wax onto an envelope and
pressed the seal into it.

"What do I do with you now?" she asked the envelope. "It's not as if I can send you off Royal Mail."
Sighing, Buffy cleaned the pen and put all of Spike's things back into the writing box. The last thing she
did was put her letter to Spike on top of the writing surface. Closing the box, she locked and carried it into
her bedroom for safekeeping. Setting it on the table next to her bed, she caressed the rosewood, took a
deep breath, and went on with her day.

XXX

She couldn't resist opening Spike's box again after getting ready for bed that night.

I need to see his calling card again, she told herself. I want to see him happy and goofy with Dawn again in
that photo booth.

Unlocking the box, she triggered the hidden drawer mechanism to pop them open. It was then that she
noticed her letter from earlier in the day wasn't where she'd put it, atop the writing surface.

"Where did it go?"
Frowning, she unfolded the surface to check beneath it. She next checked the drawers, even going so far
as to tip out the contents and sort through them. The blank parchment and envelopes were there. Her

letter was not.

"Are you a magic writing box? Is any letter I put in here going to be transported magically to Spike?" She
stared at the box, which didn't answer. "This is too weird."
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She closed the drawers. She closed the top and was all set to lock it when her Slayer instincts started
twitching. You need to look at this, it was saying, making the hair on the back of her neck stand up.
Shivering, she scratched her neck.

"This is silly."

It was silly enough for her to get another sheet of paper, open the writing surface, and ready herself to do
battle with Spike's nibbed pen once more.

Something weind. has Rappened. The letter T wnote to- gou eandien fas disoppeased
out of your witing box. Tt could just be me Being emply-headed and, distracted--so
maybe the explanation iy ab mundane as my leaving the leten i the Ritchen--But i
MW&WWW%&M. I@gow’uew%w%o&m%@emm
that ?

e way, T see it, T Rave nothing to lose by wwiting gow again. T4 this Cetter
disappears, I’&MWWE%Q.W%@@WW%&%MMIM,
m%wmﬁmm.lm,%%wwmwwmw——www
the wordd, wIﬂodoegow'wwth. I@W'wm%mmw, let me know
somehous and LU find some way. to get gou out.

Sowmw@wmwﬁmw%%?é&tmmtéwww@w

Poe, Bubly

P, I@«g@w’%wﬂwﬂw w}tﬂt@@aﬂhw, MI’&%%W“}M’&MM’
okay? Thanks.
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She managed to not spill wax on the coverlet while sealing the second letter. Placing the letter inside the
box, she closed and locked it. She managed to wait two minutes.

"Please, oh please..." she whispered, not sure if she was praying and, if she was, to which deity, as she
turned the lock once more and lifted the top enough peer within.

Her second letter was gone.
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CHAPTER THREE

The moon hung heavy and cold over London the night Spike returned to the house at 16 Queen's Gate
Terrace. Settling the satchel containing his clothes, blood, and other sundry supplies against the iron
railing, the vampire glanced at the stately Georgian townhouses proclaiming their numbers as 15 and 17.
They shared a wall, but shadows shimmered over it--nothing a mortal or a demon would notice unless they
knew it was already there, not to mention what it meant.

A woman named J.K. Rowling had informed the human world a few years ago of a little thing called a
concealment spell, but not many knew how to do one. No vampire ever bothered with it, certainly, except
for the vampire striding across the battered pavement.

Muttering a few words, Spike gestured at the shadows. They responded instantly, shoving apart numbers 15
and 17 Queen's Gate Terrace to make room for number 16. The shimmering became a tall, broad black hole
until Spike muttered a few more words. His own personal tfownhouse then solidified, its windows shuttered
and dark as they'd been over 150 years ago when he'd dusted his mum, after which he'd found a witch to
set the spell.

Spike had come back once to check on the house after the war, to make sure it was still concealed and had
suffered no damage in the years he'd been gone. It was the only place he had left to go, the only place to
run now that Sunnydale was nothing but a huge, wet sinkhole, and Angel had taken on the senior partners in
Los Angeles, but hadn't lived to tell the tale.

Drusilla was probably out there somewhere as Spike had never felt her dust, so there were two left of the
line of Aurelius and perhaps more if Dru had decided to replace her defective black prince. Still, even as
alone and lonely as Spike sometimes felt while trying to put some sort of unlife together in the aftermath
of Sunnydale and Los Angeles, he had no desire to look up his sire. They'd been quit of each other a few
years ago: better to let biting vampires lie, and non-bitey ones try to find out where--if--they fit in the
world.
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The door into the house opened easily enough, but Spike tripped over what appeared to be a mountain of
mail on the other side. It stopped the door on its hinges, shoving itself beneath the doorstop and bunching
up the entrance rug.

"Who the bloody hell is sending junk mail to an address that doesn't exist?" Spike snarled, kicking at the
envelopes with his foot but making little progress to remove the mound of correspondence. Scowling at the
mountain, he was puzzled to see that every envelope seemed to have the same handwriting.

"Buffy?" he breathed, recognizing the round scrawl.

Setting aside his satchel, he snatched up a handful of envelopes only to confirm they were indeed all from
Buffy. Not only that, they seemed to be postmarked with the old Bath postmark--used before Spike had
been turned--and this despite a lack of postage.

"What, did Red do another spell?" he grumbled. "Whatever, pet. You've got beautiful timing as always, I've
got an electrician coming in less than ten minutes. Don't even know if the place is presentable."

Grabbing a wastebasket from the drawing room, Spike scooped up an armful of envelopes and dumped them
inside. The basket soon filled, so he growled and had to grab the coal skuttle off of the hearth. After that

had filled, Spike retrieved another wastebasket from the drawing room.

Setting aside everything, he finally managed to clear the front door. The electrician--a dour man in his
fifties--arrived just as Spike finished.

"You the bloke wanting an estimate to update your gaslights?" he asked, without introduction.

"Yeah," said Spike. "They went in last century, but the house has been closed since 1880. Needs an all-
electric conversion without damaging the paneling or the structure, basement to attic."

"Don't see too many of those nowadays."

"I'd imagine not."
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Buffy's letters burned a hole in Spike's mind, and he would have liked nothing better than to tell the man
to come back another day, but the vampire was planning on reclaiming his London home.

The gaslights had only been installed in the mid-50s, which meant they had less than thirty years of use
before the stasis spell had been cast. It was a pity to rip out something so new, but the expense of natural
gas alone was prohibitive of Spike keeping it, never mind the attention it would bring.

Thirty minutes later, Spike discovered the estimate wasn't quite as bad as he thought it would be. Still, he
wanted two more opinions and told the man so.

"Ring me if you want me," was the electrician's benediction.

Spike made a beeline for Buffy's letters the minute the front door closed after the workman. Dumping the
letters onto the drawing room rug where William had spent many a night curled up at his mother's feet,
Spike then retrieved a bag of blood from the satchel still sitting in the front hall.

Need to see about getting the water turned on tomorrow, he decided. Plumbing's so new, I doubt it needs
replacing.

He lit the candles in his mother's beloved candelabra with the new Zippo he'd purchased before leaving Los
Angeles. A fire started on the hearth tried hard to banish any bad memories, but cold blood poured
straight into a heavy tumbler from the china cabinet in the dining room did little to cheer the vampire.
Draining the mug, he finally settled cross-legged on the floor before the mound of Buffy letters.

He took the time to sort them by postmark date and wondered at his patience. Must be the bloody awful
poet in me.

By the time he'd gotten through the pile, Spike had worked out that Buffy had started writing a few
months after he'd come back as a ghost to haunt the halls and basement of Wolfram & Hart. It looked like
she'd been writing almost every day.

"You never talked this much when we were together," he muttered. "How much can you have to say o an
evil, undead thing like me? Maybe you've just written the same thing over and over again, trying to get
things out of your system?" He took a deep breath. "Right. I think I need some liquid courage before
tackling this."

Spike took his time opening the bottle of whisky he'd bought on the way from the airport. Leaning against
the drawing room's doorframe, he took a neat swallow and scowled at Buffy's letters.

"A few ground rules before we begin, pet." He gestured with the bottle. "First of all, I'm not writing you
back. There'll be no contact between us, no matter what these missives of yours say. Got that? Good.
Because you'll notice that I don't have a pen to scribble anything back at you. Don't have any stationary or
envelopes on me. Reading what you've written is all I'm doing. Hope you understand, sure that you will
because I had a great exit. Gave you the world, I did. Made it safe for the Immortal and your sis and you.
I'm done making myself miserable by wanting what we both know I can never have. So there you are, a few
ground rules."
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It was only one rule, but it seemed to Spike that it mattered the most.

Slouching down on the floor once more, the vampire picked up the first letter and leaned back against the
couch. He could remember playing soldiers on this floor. The rug had been different then, but the view was
the same. The house was as quiet now as it had been then. He'd been seven and happy with his toy soldiers,
winning all of his battles and worrying about nothing but that he not get too close to the fire.

Didn't heed that warning, did I? Got close to the Slayer, went up in flames, and look where it's gotten me.
Back in my childhood home, a hundred-fifty years on. Little to show for it but a soddin’ soul and a love that
won't die. Hell, I can't even seem to die myself. Survived Sunnydale. Survived Angel's little self-centered
apocalypse. Everyone else died, but not me. Gunn, Fred, Illyria, Wesley and Angel...all gone.

He fingered the envelope he held. "Awww, bleedin hell, stop brooding like the great poof, and just open the
thing!”

Wait!/ said the William-git voice in his head. Don 't tear it! Find the letter opener.

He grumbled, but went to his mother's desk and found what William wanted. Truth be told, Spike didn't
want the seal broken or the parchment marred either. Removing the letter, he unfolded it carefully and
braced himself for whatever might be inside.

"Dear Spike," she'd written. "I've never used a dip pen before...."

She prattled on about ink and blotches and the ills of Victorian penmanship so that the first thing Spike
felt was acute disappointment. His disappointment turned to rage as he read, "I'm sure if you were here,
you'd tell me anything that slows me down is a good thing."

"Pen and ink and...and PA TIENCE?" the demon roared, shaking the paper. "That's what you've sent
parchment and wax to me to talk about? What the fuck/”

His shouting was so loud, he was certain the people in the flat next door could hear it. Crinkling the letter
in his fist, Spike took the stairs two at a fime to burst into his old bedroom and light the gaslights with
irritated haste. Stalking to William's rolltop desk, he yanked out a stack of blank paper.

"Where's the bloody pen and ink? I'll answer the stupid bint and tell her what she should have written.
Talk to me about trivialities, will she? No surprise that the Slayer sends me a letter through bleeding time
and space--a fucking miracle--and then she fucking wastes it!"

His temper had not cooled by the time he located a bottle of ink and filled his inkwell. He knew that
couldn't write in a mood like this, he'd break the nib. Not that breaking a nib was the end of the world, but

he wasn't certain where he could buy a new one.

"What am I thinking?" he said to the room at large. "It's the bleeding twenty-first century, don't need a
nib pen anymore."

Tonight, however, he needed one, if for no other reason than they were the only writing instruments
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available in the house, and all of the shops were closed. Vampires don't normally need pens, is that my
fault?

Sitting down at William's old desk, Spike shoved back the discordant familiarity he felt when he dipped the
pen into the inkwell, for his hand remembered all oo well to tame ink on paper. He wrote furiously for some
minutes before shoving the letter into an envelope and addressing it back to the address Buffy had put on
her letter.

"I'll send you off tomorrow," he told the envelope. "In the meantime tonight, I'll burn the entire lot of
letter. Never read another one. Be better off, the both of us, after that."

Spike leaned the envelope up against a pideonhole crowded with ancient bills. He tapped Buffy's name,
careful not to smudge the still-wet ink. "Can't seal this thing, have to get the post office to tape it shut
for me. Now, for the burning time."

Spike cleared all of the old ashes from the fireplace opposite the bed and lit a new fire, only to halt with
Buffy's letter in his hand as the flames licked hungrily at the dry wood.

You really should read the entire letter before destroying it, the voice of the poet within urged.
"Sod off. Last thing I need to read is more of her--"
You'll always wonder what she wrote if you don't.

"Fine," Spike growled, knowing that the problem with the inner poet was that the sensitive wanker was
usually right. "But don't blame me if she hurts you so much that you get sniffly and start crying. Won't get
you anywhere if that happens. I'm still burning the lot."

Swinging back around to the desk, Spike sprawled in its chair to finish reading the Slayer's letter.

"..WMM——OKW/ Sdom/ Inuwg/@www %@(}«MMI%W
knouws anything about how I Geel about you...
WW.IW%MWWWWW%%%IMMW,MIM
mgowwmwfu,itm. SWWMWWIWthwM
doow@ﬁe?
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wmdovw.

"She hurts because I left her?"

There. You see? The poet smirked. It's not all triviality, she is actually talking to us. Since she never knew
we 'd see her letter, we can be assured that what she has written is what is truly in her heart. Satisfied,
the poet receded.

Spike read the letter again to make sure her words didn't change. Smoothing the parchment on the desk,
he felt sorry he had crinkled it so badly.

"That thing I wrote to her earlier," he muttered. "That's the thing should be burned."

He reached for the envelope, only to discover it was no longer propped up where he'd left it. A quick search
yielded nothing. Gathering up Buffy's letter, he read again, 'T wish you could get this and write back to me,
because that would mean you were still alive and we could talk about...what I never would talk about
before.’

"I wish..." he echoed. She wished and it's bloody well come true, hasn't it? Her letters are all here. But T

didn't wait and read this thing through, did I? Spike shook the pages. "Shot of f my mouth is what I did,
and now--" He stared at the empty pigeonhole. "Oh, God. What have I done?"
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CHAPTER FOUR

Writing to Spike had become an addiction for Buffy over the past year. She would finish her day training
the Slayerettes, have supper with them in the huge common room or privately with Giles, and then withdraw
to her flat alone to share ftime with Spike.

So what if it wasn't exactly sharing time with Spike because he was, after all, dead? She spent hours with
his memory and wrote him a letter every night because she wanted to share her innermost thoughts and
outermost frustrations, and whatever else was going on in her life. It helped to clear her mind before going
to bed. It might even have helped keep the continued missing him and mourning him at bay, if only a little.

She'd grown used to hearing the soft, sliding sound of her latest letter disappearing for realms unknown,
only a few seconds after she'd closed it up in Spike's writing box.

He must be getting my letters wherever he is, she thought. If he's in hell, I hope they bring him some
comfort.

She had long stopped hoping he'd find a way to write her back. Half of a miracle was nothing to sneeze at,
so Buffy tried to content herself with the fact that her letters were going...somewhere. This night, though,
with Spike's box settled on the occasional table in front of her couch and her seated on the floor with the
latest piece of parchment before her, Buffy heard what sounded like the soft, sliding sound of a letter
arriving inside the box. Because I know there's nothing in there to send him.

Her heart skipped a beat and she froze with her fingers on the lid, ready to raise it. Experience and
Spike's first lesson in the alley behind the Bronze were screaming at her to be careful, so Buffy went to
her weapons chest and pulled out a shiny, sharp dagger before turning back to the writing box. Standing
over it, she held the weapon at the ready before flinging back the box lid and bracing for attack.

Oh, my 6od, she thought. He wrote back.

The dagger fell from her fingers. She fell to her knees and had to blink back tears.
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No more tears--Spike wrote back.

There was no question in her mind, she simply knew that it was his handwriting--regardless she'd never
seen it before--and how strange was that, to have spent years with someone in your life and to never know
what their handwriting looked like? He'd given her birthday and Christmas presents, but had never
presumed fo write so much as a birthday greeting on a card to her, and how had that happened? But oh,
look, he had written her now and yes, his handwriting was lovely. It wasn't the easiest to read, but it was
still lovely.

Buffy wiped her face and blew her nose before daring to lift the envelope and close the box after it. For
long minutes, she just sat on the couch with the envelope between her fingers. It wasn't sealed--she had
Spike's seal--or rather William's--after all, it was probably the only one he'd ever had--and it would be the
work of mere seconds to lift the flap and unfold the letter waiting inside. It didn't look like it had come
from hell, it just looked old.

Is this from Spike or William? she wondered. It must be Spike, because William would address it to Miss
Buffy Summers, but he wouldn't know my last name, would he? So maybe it is from William?

Lifting the flap, she pulled out the sheets and unfolded them
(S@/eﬂ,

Sod the pen, it doemn't matter.

O gof four leffer Wisk O hadn't, becanse i wam't supposed to be lige
.

O dida't read ¥ thyosghe~four qpentng 1414 pn&‘f/ mieh, eveyr‘/u;fy fhat
weeded 1o b 14id, rigt? Trividlities of life—even Victorian life. Uneaperatiie,
primitive pest. Thanty for watlng the effort fo write me lige that bt nm(/y,

like O 14id, not necessary, pet- (%,4’1/6 ot o onty pens fo worrf affer.
O won't be writing again, 4ll right” Rearon being, O ean't be part of 4
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world where O have fo see or hear or even read how g, o are with
Jomeone else. O pnow At s coming here v (//ow letters, md iF1 too hard,
i a1ty foo mch, of we.

(7’0” 'l be writing fo fell me ko Heeding ecstatic the Ommortal or some
other bloke mayes (/M. White O want (/M fo be Mp{% O ean't be om the
ontride /aoé/ﬁ m on (/Mr’ //fe.

Hope (//M'// snderstand how mach. it hurls fo be qood enongh fo fight
dlongride o, buf never qood enongh o lie down Wi, (//m a/e{y W O'm not
the e who (]67[7 fo tape care a/l (//014 anfmore, to tonch, md love (/M. O (/&L
that. O (/e# that O war never n/o/'é/% of if. What (/M Jave me before fhe
hellmoutt, Hew up was more fian O ever deserved, and O love oo for i¥.
Dt O tpow what O am WMT/M dvafs pwew widt O am—-and the soul felly
me a/e{y second how beneath, (/0&/ O am and 4/n/(yf will be, no matter wit-

O war #ble fo finally save o, fo mafbe mate op for the foner when O
/éf//e/ (/M ad the Niblet: That's whiat matters, that’s wiat- O hold on to.
That onee, O ot i right-
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O don't fwow how L/M /MW/ me, pef, bt O need fo arg it (/M Jose me
41401 Pon't- write 4:4/ more. lefters, pledse, 5{4//&4. O read (/Mﬂ firit one,
and here's ot aumer. Lo pit- the me pens awinf and live fhe life

(/m 're. spposed to live--be /w,o@/ and 4l with, pens that behave.
Wﬂ/ﬁ% an vl andead thing e 't e righ- Can't mean 40/%;;7 ool
(7’0»/ need to leave the andead fhingr bekind and et on with. iig. y&%
Be qood, and don 't /4:(,7& (/Mr’ wedpon.
Love sl

(5p/iée

"What did I say? What did I write?" she choked out, unable to do anything but try breathing through the
pain. "I don't think you're unworthy, I thought you knew that. How do you even know about the Immortal?
And anyway, Spike, he's gone, and I've lost you all over again."

Wrapping her arms around herself, Buffy rocked gently and let the tears come when she thought she had
no more tears to cry.

The writing box whispered at her again, and Buffy stared at it a moment before flinging back the lid. There
was no envelope this time, only a single sheet of paper folded in on itself, with her address scribbled on the
bottom flap as if in great haste.

ﬁﬁfﬁ

Flease /a(ryl/';/e we.
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O've e and loirt o (/e% again becanse O war too stupid to redlise
o were writing sfveams of conseionmess i Ao firit lefter. 7?//(;7 fo get fie

ltng of pews ¢ Fhings. Forgive we, pef (%u trow 4ll foo well what 4 bad, rude
vampive O dm.

O wgy/ s frirhed reading (//ow lefter throuph ,ompeny When O went
fo pull bacy mive, it had (/Mé—(—/‘»m‘ Aiyappedred.

Another letter will follow. O promise 4 proper anmer for Ao, Withont
4/'#@/ thir time. Ol start it now.

Forgive me, ﬁo//éy Flease. O Aid not anderstand.

Love, Spiie.

She read the letter through three times before reaching for her pen.
XXX

Spike had actually seen his apology fade into the ether on its way to the Slayer. True to his word, he began
another letter, shaking out his hand and biting his lip as he applied the recalcitrant pen to the old
parchment. He kept half an eye on the pigeonhole, waiting to see if Buffy would write back and not even
knowing if she were on the other side of the mystical mailbox to get both insult and apology at the same
time.

He kept writing, and it took longer than expected. Five minutes later, he took a short break to run
downstairs and retfrieve more Buffy letters. When he returned, an envelope was waiting for him.

So much for all of them coming through the letter slot, he thought. Guess whatever's sending these knows
where to find me. And her. If she's writing back, does that mean....

Not even the bloody poet's voice shrieking in his head to mind the envelope could prevent Spike from
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tearing open this one.

Spike.
Tty okay. T get i, thanks for explaining. Bt Tm not going to- bed wntil T get
Love, Bubly.

Spike rocked back at words. Something has changed when the Slayer doesn't take my head off or hit back.

He wrote faster.
N XX
She stared at the closed box and bit her fingernails as she waited. Please, please, please, hurry.

It barely whispered its arrival before she flung back the top, snatched up and unfolded the piece of faded
parchment. Oh, God, the ink's still wet.

She was shaking so hard and shaking the paper so hard that she had to take deep, calming breaths before
the words would focus before her.

Pear EMW

Mea cupa. Mea maxima cuppd.

O et hear ot kg what tat- means and can prediet o frostration
beind the guestion, 10 'l fell oo Wea cupa’ iy Latiy for ng/ ony faulf
"Mea masima cupa” means f(n// wort grievous faul.”

What, (/a»/ ikt thog O war o fo (/rwe/ /on /%yzi/eneff withont '?7/(7
fo feach (/014 fome%% too” Come o, 5{/70', (_/M pow me better Hum that.

27



Oty we're wp to lesson #he...what?

o it (/m‘ C/oo/ﬂ letters. Al of them, r‘o/(/y/. Came home and &(7 were
é/oa@% the emiry of "(7 humble. abode. Oorfed them ont- and starfed with, the
first and, a1 o read, lef m femper get i the iy of m mtmter.

A(//// potm %M(//UL me better than fat, she did. O am %m(// sornf fo have
hoir (/M 49414, 5{4//&4. 'l 4o better next fime, won'f N off on (/M "o
matter what (/oz/;/e written. The leters are 4 fo///% mirdcle, (/'w% lige (/M are.

L%%L dip pew are 4 pain, O don't have 4 lof of qood mewories sbont
w@l Hem, i here O am /a@l it agdin. /\/”’%/7 eie within reqeh, 4t the
moment, 10 O'm 1bucy /LO,, it

When O went to sehool, we learmed how fo write on slater and mtiched o
Aip pens when we (/mL old enoigh fo write i 4 40{)/500@ Cach, sehpol Aesy had 4
hole /%n wn imwel] 4t the fop n(ylf side, and the impwell war 4 smdll ceramie
pot-

One o/‘ I WaI chosen edch, weey to be the ing monitor responsible /%n /1////%
fhe el for the whole elass. We had fo collect all of #he wells, potr info
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them from 4 lage botHe, and then return Hem to each, desp. We were caned s
we Jpilled.

We were caned //i we blotted our w%ooéf foo, which, suched beeanse O'm
e of fhose sinister leffies who messes thins p 4 lot wore Hhan nf rightens
nyéﬁ'e. The i /mze when 1F was cold, too, 1o n/m'ﬁ% then war impossible.

ym o did promise e A faly nee the wiole First Evil hing was done.
O have to admit, O never pretured wy 7‘4/@7 Iike this, bat who's wmp/m/WV

Wart- Guers O 4/1’64(// A, A/n/(d//f was Slow.

(%p/'m sent dowin 4 ot of- lefters, ﬁW ad O'm oy Fo.read eu/ey one
Ve(n// //oW over the wext /en/ hors and cherish, a/e(y word. Now, Adon't seramch,
up oour nose ke that, (//M'// (/e% wrinles. Next 1%(;7 (/M ow, (/M N ook 4l
oA, md the Dt will be 7%4//%7 J/M

O had no idea Hat ng/ leaving world hoirt (/M Jo mipch, but periaps now
fhe hurtrng can stop! O'm ot dead—-no more than rial, ”%"’W/ we're
%4/@'(;7. That's '0/1 the (/aa/ g ny/&? So wo more fears, (/64/( No vampire is
worfh, 4 5//%&4 s %em--e/peo/}fy not o
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Thanty for fhe wpdate on the Niblet. O'm glad she seems fo have /7;%/
settied info 4 sehool she likes. There were ﬂy/&f whyle (/M were. qone. whes O
#ad to threaten to it ouf her foentlls and wever painf Fhem ggtin if she
did't frnish, her sammer-sehool homewore. ¥ ot 1o the port- where ke
wolldn't- Ao 1t at 4l // O wam't there—meh. O Hyng war to mitcy op 1‘4/;/4///
for the Scadbies affer W fried fo et me ot of her life rafher than becaure
she needed m kel all of the fime. O mean, what do O twow abont fhe
Anerican Revolution” We fougtt, o o, fon've imporfed KEC and Momntatn
Vew info Britain.

(%%L e yffﬂéf won 4l right- Can't see the Bi wrifing 4 paper on Fhaf,
though, o what O mear!

/V/(:l/éé, o fhe fime ity fime for  four [itfle 1is fo enfer ”n/'Venf/}‘L/, o
wd O will kave fhought of 4 waf fo kandle Giler and wni fundig. We'll give
it some. Fhough?, et There's time (./&L

o ot do mage cqpies of the mall photor of the Tit and me, wonld oot

mind #Amn//% 4 /len/ ”(7 n/% O miys her MM&L/U% ﬁeme—jm, to0--10 // L/M
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fossed in 4 photo or wo of d/oo/me//l w well, O'A te ever so.

(%u re st fraining 5{7&417 't af O'm rrprived. ym 're the bert
&% ve (/mL fo learn them how fo 17%7 dlive.

Have to admit, O miys ﬁ(//u%// and ﬁm/u(:y or whatever 4f (/a&/ﬂ side 41
mitch, 47 1t soands lige (//00/ wiss g me fhere. 'l never be comfortatle with

4(;4%0(4/ elre Wz‘aé/@/ d/om' back. O pow O'm the best o yeep (/ap/ M/e, / (/M

Aon't mind ’(’7 f(y/% bt (/M’Ve (/ozL 4 whole /Zﬁ/e o/l (/m% (5{4//&«/ wow, Jo
mﬁe Jome litHe IL/(/% will Ao i better than O conld,

On second thought, no. Never happen.

Still, somebodf' s better thm méa(//, wmd WIL/(/% f(d/f /M have fo be dlone,
pet. On fact, L/oa/ 're wot- dlove, see the dbove (/Zﬁ/e of 5{4//@/.

O dida’t mean to leave oo, ﬁu/# O hope oo oo tuat- Vidn't have 4
Adeath. wisk, eitier, per se. (7”/% wanted o qet it right down there in fhe
helmoth, clean ipgs up 4 it o 1hat. J/M wodldn't have fo n/on(y for 4 fie.
A lopg fime. Wanted e world safe for ofon and the D, dide' rodding care
dbott amfbody elre. Vanted oo fo have the life o want, fhe life oo deserve.
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Stll want Hhat-

And /ML P e O am lige that cat who pept coming bact There are
Jome I”&f(/// mf/ verses fo fiaf song, though. He wam't 4 Vey elegant moggre
b the end WNon't. qo info detatil, pef-—no pin infended—tron oot ol '*
qrpreciate. Hat-

And 1f oo were wrifing William, o A get 4 1ight less inferestrng r’e/)(//
than (/ou I ever (/e% from me. Skotld be (/nm‘e/»// #e's wot boring (/M witles.

Lef's see, what elre Aid (//m an? Ty O'A have had 4 Mp{% life it Pr
hadn' ¥ torved me? /V/%e 0, but i¥s 10 long g0 and 10 far winf that O
can't- tink what i would have been. Lm Mpéy being 4 vampire becawse it meant
O cotld help oo But mort //'ée(// i the Ptrming kads' happened, fhen A
//ée&/ have marrred 4% Itte mouse who'A have me, become 4 wervons soliertor,
wnd died of conmption before seeing 5. ﬂ/// mitm and Aa suceambed fo it, O
(mafine O war in live to, ar wel.

Ol write L/M A4, (/bm‘ Jee // O dm't, e O've made n/// rV(//
#A/M//L Jome 0/[ these letters o/‘ (/Mﬂf. %ﬁ 're ‘é/mf{/ amaziny, 25”/[7, (//w/ o
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Hut? Never Mﬂﬂ(/ﬁf (/0&/'/ mits me.

And /oo/'ne wong. O Aid believe, smd O Ao belreve wiat C/M 1414 o me
Ao n the hellmonth. Next fime, cotld oon 1(4// it when O'm wot by MV/;ﬂ//l
the. world and fhe. roof s wot caving in—nof fo mention when O'm wot on five!

O love (//w/ foo. Dt Hhen, L/o»/ 4//’64// prow that-

Sleep well, 5{7@.

Love, Spiie.

XXX

She was smiling by the time she reached the end of the letter and could practically feel him sitting on the
other side of their very strange connection, waiting for her reply.

iDeafoSdon/

Now that's mone lke i, AWW%SWWMWWM

80%%——MWWW%%%wW§mew&%
mailBoyd

Sinee Lim being totally honest with gouw now--Ls o new policy youwll discoven

wﬂmwm&%oﬁm&m@m&@o&, IWI’th@@ew@wmw&aﬁwﬁ;
into hell within seconds--Loe done it physically and emotionally, how many times now?
Amw'wmmwwo@m. UYouwn fuust lettor made me Geel like that, so
youw krow & hust.
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But given the points yow made about not wanting, to- stick around and, isten, o me
WWWWMW@@&W“I mﬁwﬁ%@&m\ﬂwww
grump- Cjou wone beingy Ronast and that's deinitely of the good. L youn place, I
WI’&@%@%WW.

S@IMWZW%@MWWWWWWWWQ@@%M
MWWW,WW@MWWW,MW&WMW
SWWM%W, M%Uyww&o@w@mﬂ@&oﬂﬂ%w.
Without the phoeniy, the Beard, and. the wobes. e Randles the Slayerelle parents and
%W/%WICM%&&.

HW&GWWM%M? Vho, by the way, ts so- not vy my like.
L et fim duning o weak moment: at the Wiuseo di Roma. while oisiting Dauwsn o
Easter vacation, just often T had to weseue Andiews uom an, unfortunate thing that
on. 1t o didnt wonk. ?M@Wehmtwwmd%mﬂemm
thing for Amenican, Blondes and, their not-so-little sistens.

I@mmwa@mﬁemwm@m,whmw@m

Dawn wat outraged thatt somebody that old, would: come on to- hew, so the was all
@omtﬂe@eﬁzaﬂb«% Iuwwmu'&m,wmw%mmmmmw.

So why didnt T kill fir? T settled. §on slicing obfy one of his testioles instead,
abter which he promised to never, come near Dawn on me. 18 fe does, he knows TU

Dl T say hewe wasn't much blood? T bed.

e sent some nice jeweligy by way ob o ‘dont fust me angmone” apology, and we
wﬁ&aﬁ%%ww&wbmd@m&&m@%%ﬁwwd@wp sehool.
Oh, dont look. at me like that, she chose the sehool and says she feels safe with all
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MWM,%WMWWWW,WKM%M/ ﬁz&godl,ow
MMM@M%%M&W%?WM@ww@%WM
Daswn these days. Tt not ke she's intorested i becoming a nun, but they ane
encouwnaging hew to pass hew tests.

Ohkay, Bukly bobbling howe. Tt late and T Rave to slegp, bute T wanted to tell
gowﬁowa&o&te%gﬂa&Iam%tgow'wm%otﬁmMo@m&mw. Iﬁ'&o&ag
Wgowwwwewﬁwu I@gow'wmwﬁﬁaf&wmm%@ew,m
WWIM%WWWWMWMM@@W.

T Raven't stopped, shaking since gou st wnote back. Tm so glad that gouwe not
ashes and that you'e talking to me abter ewodhing ot Rappened Betueen us. 1 want to
wWW,W%WWW,M%a&Wwa&WWw%M
one going lo come oull sideways soon. I'&WWMMWWWW/
okay?

?W,IWIM%WW%MMWWMW%%
W%M%@Q.?MMIWMWW%%W%M%%MW

Swﬁﬂzmgﬂt, W?IM%WMWW’MIMWW'%

not mad, af me angmone. I'ma%n%bmgfa&w'wdm——wmtﬁw .
Dont stop writing, okay? 18 yow disappeaned on me alfew all his, thats would
Pove, Bubly
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CHAPTER FIVE

With a stretch and a growled purr, Spike set aside his latest letter from Buffy. He was well satisfied with
their evening's work and relieved that she really did seem to have forgiven him his temper tantrum. His
Slayer was now safe abed, at peace for the first time in months, and all was right in Spike's world.

Not only that, but he had a small mountain of mail waiting to get through,. What better time was there to
read, after all, than in the middle of the night--especially when one was naturally nocturnal?

Taking himself back downstairs, Spike settled back on the floor with another mug of blood and dug into
Buffy's letters. What he discovered over the next few hours was an entirely open, honest Slayer who took
his breath away all over again--regardless he didn't need to breathe in the first place. Reading her words
was like dropping eyes first into her mind, with her sharing things he'd always wanted to know or to be but
thought never to discover or to have.

Some of the letters he set aside to read again and again.
XXX

Excerpts from the Slayer's Letters

L know youne gone, that youll neven wead this, Sdom.‘t‘mlmgwmm
MWM'&M%W.HWMIWWWWMIMM
WW%WM%WW%&WW&WMW
MW%W’WW’WWMWWW'W
Toe tued explaining, bt they dont get it AL they et v, Ve kill vampines, we dontt
make Guiends with them. Uouw should too.” Same song, boxing verses.
about eworything, youn patience and impatience when gouw deall with me. T even, miss the
wasy you drane Blood, and, licked at the. edges o the muug, just to- oy me. T dont
mish hous gou et yown mugh for me to- elean those lask useeks. Ieoueabow, but..no, L
dont misy that.
MWMMWWWMI%W%@M%%%&%
othen things that voice and thatt tongue could. do- to me. Iﬁl&do%o@a@%/a/%oo&%»\%gw
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never knews, O, wﬁﬂw,mlmww

XXX

'"IWWWWWMWIWW@%MWWWW
belone it was too late.

predicted Docs inbusion o how strong o bightew he was?
MW%%%%WM,MWWMWWW%WM. She
WWWW,MMM&aI She knows, th thewe fad Been any way,
you would Rave stayed, and hept Gighting to- get o to- sabety.

ShWWWWWMMMWWW,MWwMﬁ
i upy and then, yow had to ecplain exactly what that meant. I love Row gow were
olusayp teaching all of ws something, afl o the time, even when gow didnt mean to.
and T neven undoustood why wtil T sau the movte ticket stubs youw bept. T think T get
i now~-she could talk to yow aboul Dauwnie and me, and. the somehouw knewr gow
could, be brusted with wh.

L think, too, that youw wewe hew fiend. So yow two snuck off to go to the
mw%%oo&éobgow?oﬁvoégow Shw&dwmwwwa&o@%
MM%MM%M,MW...IWWKM@% didn't you?

Uow took such good cane of the peaple T loved, and I think L undewtand that in
time gow came to- love them too. Ohy not (Piles and. the Seoobies--they made it
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uv\doo/w@@@omgow, Mutﬂ\%?——@w&momw@@mwm(ﬁ%@w\ﬁ %owg,uww@ed@

And, hen you saved the world for Dawn and, me. Youw made Yo world, sofe and
M%aﬁm@&t,wtﬁmw&m&@wﬂlgxmgowwwl&wﬁaﬁi
needed,. Bk &5 not. Fow could I need o wordd without gou tn 7

I8 I had i to do over, Spike, you know L'd find a way to save you for my
own sellisfness. %’%WWWM%I'&%&.IWWW%M
WWM Iﬁ&MWWwﬂoﬂgowwwWw.

XXX

Cilles it weading, some book by Vietgsche (go- me fon ypelling that ught), and T
glanced thuough i in Riss office abter Bueakbast. TRis immediately, mode me Hink of
you and what we shosed——Cou must Rave chaos within gou to give buth o o, dancing
%@emouweatem,:[%um?

XXX

Now that I Rave time to think about things and iy to put some pieces togetfen
SWD,IMWWWWwM%W&@W.WeuM——%
when T was sl there.

T knous what it Geels like to- Be Lt cven and ouer. Mot good.

UYour being, tunned, and gour being undead had to hut. I know that how T
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WWMMM&,Mw&MW\%m.Im%@m%WM&OQ%W
Hous muck pain did gou Geel that T never bnews about, hat you couldnt shane
wﬂvm?@dlw%%wﬁu%o@&, SW,MMIMMWW?
I’msoku%u. Imwwmmw-ﬁmw—-wi 50 Rnow that s not
euougﬂ. Wg@aﬁ@mwﬁo&o%ﬁ,%ﬂﬂmw, w%ﬁiwa&w
T want to do- something on be someone who- can help you nous. T want to- hold
yow and help gou heal. T want ws to- be together.
Bt gowne gone, out of weack, and s ke wht Hamlet said-the west 1 sibence.
“TRe silence totally sucks.

XXX

Toe finally gotton around to wading all of the Uateher weeords on Angelus.
SW,ImemMMWM%MMﬂ%WM.IWw
W,MIMMW

IMA%@W%AW.IW&»W.

UYou tuied to telll me, didnt you? "Angel could pull it off." Youwr smile was so
sody andnow I gt thatt i fe fad't Been, distuacted by, Accathla, fed fave

Uou saved ewengthing. And gou bnow what? T think gou knews gou were doing,
it. Ueak, D was part of it. Uow wanted, youn qulbpiend back. But I don't think
that was all ok it

T want to save the wordd," v what you said.

T Rnous now that gou were telling, the truth. Looking back, T eant wemember a
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Mwﬁaugoww%&e&%m.

Unlike Angely/ Angelus. +e was gueat ot lying by omission, th nothing else.

T still dont know esen hall of fis istonsy. TU neven bnow all of i, et T knows o
bttle Bit, and, T am. so- oven Angel. e aluways told me e wasmt Angeluus, But Re i,
Even when, fe's ensouled, Re's still Angelus underneath, 't Re?

e’y not ke gou-HRe never fought for Ris soul and asked fon it to- Be anchoned.
sate of yown soul. Lm stanting to get hous wane that t in, the montal wordd, never mind,

I@wewmﬁo%ﬂ%mw, I&M%MWWWWM%%M
onfo me. I&W%%@W&A&gowwm%@%wgo%wwm%doﬁ%
1t was only, cheating at bitton pober, O teacking Do o to cheat at. sohateoes,

XXX

T took o deep bueath tonight and, called Do to- explain to- ko Rour what
Wm%@aw@mmmmw%w%w,

T was so messed up that yean, Spike. I messed gouw up too, i ways I dont think

T bnow nows hous close to the edge T drove you--T confused youw and made you

WMIW%WWwWWW. Uow weone supposed; to- be
perbect without any. support fom me o angbody, wally. To have all of the ansuens
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Mot only that, T expected to be able to be intimate with yow and then to duop it
and walk away with yow just accqsting . I was entinely out of line, and T know it.
T knew b then, but wouldn/t admit it.

mwwmwmm&@ow——ﬁowmwwﬂow&%m
thatt it meont: ‘no’ that time? A< demon wouldnit hove stopped, Spike. A< demon,
fumany wouldnt fave stopped.

o stoppet.

g}wa}m‘t@mm. %@w%%mw,wﬂé&&%\%. %nﬂo%ww JJEW
MWWW%WW,%WWM%WWMWW.

IM%W,IM%WW.M%M.IWMWW
Mwsz%m,mIm%m@mbme@em.%m%%@gwww
SW.I&L&W%M%M&W@IWWIWMW——%M,%
W’%FOMM%M’%MWW%&%WM@&IW”
W,MM’&MwW%IWWWMIWW%,W&M
et gt o g R e g oo i

M,IMW,MWW@W%MIWW%@@

Dawwn undestonds now that both of ws were messed up, and, she doesnt blame
vampine on easth who helped, with hew homework and wocked few whon, she cried, the
buiend. who had to sneak cven the wook and, info hew woom. to- stay witil she Gell asleep
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%WMWW%MWW.IM%WWW%m

T wish that I coudd do with youw what Dawn said yow wsed to do- with fow i the
W%Mo@gowww%%aémmmmm&wtiwwMIwgow
and I could do that nows. I wish T could hold youwr hand for the whole world to. see.
That T coutd Rove another ehance to show the world fous much T love Being, with you.
T wish we could tuy Being not o vampine and o Sloyen, but jusk gouw and me. L' see
WW/SW

We missed, oul on, o much Because I was so- messed, up--stupid and, immature,

iL.

T will always weguet not loving you the way you desenved, to- be loved. No- one has
WM%&W%%MWMWM%%WMIMLMWW
WIWW,MWWWWE.

Tty weind, but only the lettens T wnite to gou go-to Spike on Villiam. ot the
Quﬂ%'&%ateadm. I’wwwztn%ﬁo%/lm, But those letltens go-nouwhene, so-
whaly up with that’?

T Rave to we your nib Rolden, too. The paper and, ik don't seem. to matter, but T
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knou that his idea, of ‘all cuer i’ mights e to destuoy. whal makes gown Bo send my.
end, T guess Angel and fis pretty amudet did what Giles and Robin, couldnt.
Stupid amulet.
IMWM%MM&,MWMWWMWW
%.%mww,wmwwmw,ImMﬁwowwM, T
IWWMWwW,IWW%MWWWwWW
WMM/MM%&W&W%%MMWWMW%WW

~e
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CHAPTER SIX

Before going to sleep, Buffy relocated the writing box back beside her bed, so that the first thing she
could do when she awoke was to check if a Spike letter was waiting for her.

Of course it was.

Snatching it up, she fluffed her pillows and tore into the envelope.

ﬁﬁ/ﬁ, Jove.

Am sending s off fo oA it before fhe sty rises, koping oo 're. ot
a@/ riser affer fhe lafe nipht we spent writing each, offer.

(72»/ wed to fgy J/M weren't (/w/ With, wordy. ”ﬁo//ﬁ, %4/@% wot mz(x// ”
%ﬂ ‘A wever é/ee//” taly to me, md O alwass MM(//UL iF war becanse /oo/ fe/r‘
1fer Hottting we onf. Willow 14id once that o weeded 4 lony fime o oppanize
o thoughss. Vidy't telieve ¥, vot after secing oo of-manesver 4 bunch. of
demons. Seemed to me (/mn W/Jw were. comeeted r’é/(/// well fo aetion.

(%W guice wit and /h%e/{yewe were never ty gestion eifher, o J
/e//h/%f/// Aidn'f (/e% whatever Willow was 7‘{//(;7 fo /%

Time war, (//a»/ ‘A lirten to me ad then look ar /f (//ap/ ‘A wever seen me
ée/éw. Next ’%(’7 O ew, d/oo/'/ fé/ﬁ gedrs and 0 oﬁ‘ m 4 //f]ler&ﬁL
direction. Sometimer (/av/ wanted me with, fou. Sometimes, ot 10 mich,
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Never 'WL/// heard oo faly before these letfers. %ﬂ e qoing o pornt ouf
that O was fhere for 4//(/0»”' Jectures about the First. Dt tat war e
5/570' /ea‘mﬁ, nof ﬁu/ﬁ 7‘4/@%

Larf ny/u‘ O listened fo (//o»/ WM(//L our letters. O've avafs fmown L//ou
were beadtrful iwide, bt z‘é/’f-(y/m'va shotn me 4 par of oo O've never seen
before. %H'Vé Jone and shared (//oo/rf r%w(/éﬁ wnd emotions and 4 love O Aidn'F
g /M cotld /ee/ where O'm- eoncerved. Never Mﬂﬂ(/ﬁf d/ou ‘A Hump O myb‘
be (/aa/ ew»/(//L /or’ (/M fo /ee/ like that-

Wt O'm fecling now, O It felt o whle kolding fon in Fiaf deserted
house. Told L/M iF war the best nyéf of n(«/ life, 1o much. fhat O twew O'A
never feel tiaf ”’(7 41401

Put /Mn wordy, ﬁ(ry/;/eneff md o/n/em‘m//@a-{/ow Jove~—~

ﬁ/ee//% kell, ﬁdW O was wrong to Hunk 1n Stmfddle that- O'A seen 4l
sides of (/oz/. %M'Vé let me inside /Mr’ heart and inside (/Mﬂ mind vow 1n WAy
) never dreamed conld happen. Conld never conceive of. O'm rarromded o

L/Mr' Jorroy A {741‘ in Hese letters. O ow /ou vever z%@/# O'A see 4%
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of this, bt pleqse tnow At Ol keep iF safe.

(%u want me. to send 4ll these leters bac to oo for safekecornt” Ol do
it but am hoping (/M'// lef me teep them. Ex/ey fime O read one, O find
sometiing new and asfonishing Hhat's 4 part o o Fart of the woman O love.

Want to (/e:‘ this off o (./M wow Jo it s Wd/ﬁ% when oot ke op. Want fo
be with, oo, even i Fhat's posrible az// with words. Want #o reassure o Fat
' here, in hopes of earing 4l fhe bad frings over fre part e for o

/V/(/yée we. cotld worg on wo more fedrs, wo more nﬁﬂeﬁ, and wo more pAin
/47'4 (/M? We'll work on ée% here /47'4 edeh, other, and on éw///% the ///'Ze (/M
Wit 1o At Fhings stap sucking. How does that sommd?

O've sl ot o leffer from last wight fo suwer. There ave offers over
the last e that seem 10 raw ad fender, am wot sure O shotld anmer those.
Seemr lie 1H'd be more digging p bones than 4;4/%%7 oo might” witnf- 1o read.

Let me fpow whiat L/M want fo 407 On Hhe meantime, Ol auwer #e
guestions (/Mll/é posed. /V/%é fhat will lead ur boft. info safer, lesr miserable
waters. God ows O still want- fo (//’Ve /ou the world—a4 é//p@/ e that mapes
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L/M smile and won't mage J/M &(ry ever 44 /V/Zyée that's anredlistre, bat
/% vampire here. Nof Wk on fhe mehp%/af/ redliim sedle o begin Wik, 1o
O'm 56/;/7 frte o ”(7 v, @M

Love oot and 6V€(r77%;/7 (//w/ are. A/n/{f/f will.
(%Wf, Sorge.

time, so- don't panic, okay? Loe done mone erying this past gean, and over gow, than, I
%m%mm%wmlmmmw,a@tm&,www
W%Wg@w’u&@&ﬁmﬁﬁm. Swm%mwmgomwﬁug@,
w%m%mw'ww%%&mmﬁggu%gﬂo@%m?@w—%ﬁw,

mwﬁgz?wé@g (\Dom't@(ﬂwudoommaﬁd?aﬂw o&ag?

T think s o gueat idea. th we stast talking about othen stubf. Like stubf. Ox
W,Mwwmwm?%mwwm%wI'mwgow’wwtmw
hell, dimension, but Ghe I said Before,  yow are then T8 fnd o way to get you out.

Lightor st comingy up now.
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Immg@mw%wwwwlma&o@,www
M.@&mehgzﬁwwtw?y&&gowﬁwh&@w@omwmw

me—-uwhy do- I Rave to do the whole deal? So not fair.

A ek of sealing wa s only good. fox like thinty, ettes, and T Rave to- get the
MW@M@WI%%W%WW—M—%—WW. And 50
ol i g gl e ot ol ot s ot g gou sl o
bon talking about dip pens, I'mwuémgowwﬁwmgawmmﬂbanﬁe’&m@ww

T glad youw like what T wnote to you, Begond my ust stupid bettor, T mean.

Spike, do you knouws why this v happening? Hous the lettews ane amniving, T
W?Im%mwquw,MW’&@MIMMO@,W“IM
s0-not ashamed ob gou, L just want to kegp you to mysell «ight nou.

IMIW@MW%WWMW,M%&M@WWWw
MO&GQMWM It'&WWMIWMMIM,M
zggmu'wst&m@,ﬁﬁmttm%@ea&@a&.

%WWM%MM/WMM%W%W/ wbuowzﬂéwﬁeﬂougﬂw
with. It'&dmo@a@%@emmémmﬁ@ﬁaﬁhﬁaww&cwwa&&wmwﬂ

Do yow mind b L ask gow some questions about what you had tn your waiting
M?I’mmwmémuwg%&,wr&wmwww.

Hmmwwwm,mm&%hegmm@mwma@@oﬂ
What do gowe middle initiols stand, fon’?

I'MWW%M—WM\%, I'MWW@W%W
training to get thuough this mowning, but TU be back after bunch.. souy, that's dirnen
U/vgv\ﬁ/w, tué%ﬁ? TW wwite mose then,

@%M%IWmMM%WW,WW?IW%W
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WIWW.W@WMMW?IM%MMW. Ohag,:[

h,%WWWmIW%%mWwWo@,www.mwﬁ%
I@oueébow, T write mone laten, %uﬂw&bmwto&
SGWW@M‘W' %MWIW
é@oue/,%)u@@«éu

Pear ﬁﬁ/ﬁ,

%ﬂ W hetr wo complainty from me abont 4%%/7/ o want fo write fo me.
O've learmed that lesson wel.

Had fo duct onf #his morming ﬂ(%m//[ fo get some wriing supplies. Thank
whoever for fhje London clouds. On n(4// fime, it was pedsonp /(o/f fed (5/
50/:@4/?7 coal. A vampire conld have /»M /Wé/% ad aacy in the /(a/ Earf #o
54(/ whoever oo wanted to et Now what am O /0/%7 c”/% /o//@a
fz%fm/('y, theep’s blood (aice chnge from pig’s), and smokes. Lo, how #he
m(//éf/ master vampire ks falen.

Not complaining. Reallf nof. Al righf, mafbe O am, bat come o, e
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expect I (é/ o/, Aon'F (/00/7
N wts 4 bt of fan fo fate the Tuse fo 4 [i¥fle shap fhat has been fhere

since O was 4 %,/ aid poe abont iy Hhe bins. Wodld have been better it (/01/ ‘A
been there with me, buf fhese 7%@// taye time. Desides, (//a»/':/e (/wL Iittle
5/570'/ fo feach. Time for shapprng lafer.
y’w/ wiied how 7 letter Hhing might b happening” W% O see i, "wik”
s 4 poverful word that can move momntains and realifies and 4pp4ﬂ&ﬁ([// etters
betueen 45/570'/ awnd vampives. A bit of veat, don't (/oz/ thin”
%M'Vé wished p/emf/ i oforr lefters, 1o mafbe someone Wil reading over
o shotlder. f the powers fhat be were iitentny, fhen this 1 fhe remtlf=
've (/o% mostntatns of mail from 4 Wm:L/(//C/ 45/(4/04, wd iFr 4l good for both.
o/ ur. O Hng we sthold feep n/m’h% (/M i me. Oeemy edrier for ur to t4l
lke thir than 4(;4// n/(/y When we were rfo/m%ﬁn
(72” can A me whatever (/M wWant, 5W %ﬂ pow O'm an apen ooy fo

(/0/4.

Am wot 1 hell, 1 more lige 4 miream in KM//W#--M bacg tn the house
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o ren wp i Supposed o be conterting Hhe inferion qarlights fo electrie, buf
W O'm Jelting done 15 wrifing fo oA %(1/4/)4 ol compliining

A(//// sister Sarah, war sicy Hat Christmar—bronehstis O thin i war wow.
There were o anfibioties fo clear the infection back fhen, md she died of
predmontd v the new /em

The W L/M'Vé ot 11 fo fie front door.

Middle intraly? Mgkt ar well explain fhe whole name. A(//// father chore
William, after ks father. /‘(/// mother chore Lothotr becanse she liged /‘//4//0(7
and Arthotrian legend iy gencral—~she wolld have loved 724%/0:4 'y ’(D(/V/f of the
/Q% bt she Aidn’t live long enough. fo see i¥ prinfed.

Gthriel 1y ;y confirmation name. O was raised & of €, and confivmation’s
sort of 4 rite of paisage lie baptiom. When oo e confirmed, fhe bishop comes
wnd ity Fto cold candles gginst four chect, blesses ot fo receive fhe #@/
pirit, and then he slaps L/M. Hard.

(7»//7‘ before (//o»/ re confirmed (/00/ (/@% fo choose 4 1aint (/ao/ feel 4/%)4/(%‘/

/on Their vame becomes L/Mr' wnﬁﬂmdﬁon AWM.
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O chore Gthrel, a1 1n fe 4,444/(;75/. Velasions of grandedr, mieh”” O
hedr /oa/ 4y, wd ofou have 4 point- O liged kym becanse he wam't 0;(4//
God's chief messener-—he's fhe one who fold /‘//4(7 she wascarrfg 4 od-
fetus—he was also e tnyel of death. and fig privce of fire md thamder. Cven
4t tuele, O ;%m(//L that was, just neat. So ek, L/M et comnt That ar ;Z//
being delusiondl or a1 4 4if of /%refé//am%, L/omf thoice.

Wik O were tigre fo help with o mx‘w‘»ﬁ{ﬂyem. Sure O colld shir them
wp and ferrif them eanigh fo pee their panfies. Great fn, fhat-

Ot enl. Stil /m//% L/op/.

Spige.

Spikel
Hmm%wo«f&mlwﬂow&%sﬁw@m@onto@%&ems&gm,w

Seriously, Iw‘u&fvgowwmﬁw/to& Il&dzgimﬁe%doutgow%wo&h.
IWWWM&W,@%%%. Awwmmmwwt
gou. AL you need, are 0. set o Black wings and..no idea whewe T going with that,
M%’&M&%wﬁw&w.lm@%@wmﬁwm.
T showed CGillrs youn signed theatne proguam from Eannest. He got all eceited to
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the point: of hyperventilating and said s wordh o lot o money. and. how did gou. Rnow
Onean Wilde? T said that T didnt know- becouse T dont.

%wm%www%@w?@w&wwwwﬁom%wmﬁ&gﬂ
Rome to- Reaen, and. get to- lve in, thet. childhood homes? Acke you with goun mom,
tﬁm?fmw%gfadgo@wwtmw. mew&%miﬁﬁmwm
Tty o welieh to bnow that youw saved, the wonld and, got to- go- to- heaven. Tuve been 5o

T stuck n Blath. TRewe’s no. decent: shopping, Td kave to take the tuain, to
WMM@WIWWW@W@@%@WWWW’%M@wW
to London doesnt sound halk as painful as # did bebone, especially if T can get
Dson to- coms up §rom Rome o a long, weshend. of spliunging with e Counails
cnedit card.

Pove, Bulbly

Pear ﬁMW

(72»/ and Dawin shotld shop 1n London and Ao o partto jpend 4l Hat
/m/e// Wateher mony

Mam's wot with me, O'm not in heaven. Still on this earth, don't redllf
wnderstand how. Vge 4 /0(;7 f:%y Hhort, that amilet sacked in mf ersence amd
somekon qot- ttrelf- sent fivst clasr marl fo Wolfram ¢ Hart wp i Los Aneles
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A;ye/ spened fhe envelype, dropped fhe amulet on fhe floor, and behold!
(/Mﬁf r%(/// retrved 41 4 ./0///;;7 (/ém‘ About three weey 4/4@ the hellmonth,
/e// in. No piewe, that- No blood, no smoges, wo sex, wo /m

Tried o leave, to e fo c/m' 6/5{// fime O Wit the a/é/ limits, f(ry/ (/Aﬂ/ﬁ(/’/
fe//l (/mL /dﬂé&/ nyéf bacy o the /'W’L poof's o/f/ae. O Aid what 4(;7//
frastrated vampivie jpivit would do-~jpent most of m /Zf/f wmoflg Angel and
mf wihts fervified of being smeked info 4 hellole down 1n WEH's basement

Long fﬁ(ry short, O ot beffer. 450/14650(// send 4 pactage ful of light o
me ¢fo WiEH. OF /L/MM, P (/o% Jolid. First 1%(:4// O did war waly into
A;ye/ 't door. Second ’%(’7 O did war stedl ki é/oo/—(-//m pow he ks the werve
fo dvink otter? Aren't those en//%m/ Third 1‘4/(;7 O did war riry fo shay
lflmm/, bt O Aot (/M I e Wr/ﬁ% fo hear dbont fhat-

O'm cuffing out 4 lof of stiff kere, oo, o hear sbonf- e fylu‘ that
wenl- dows i LA.7 Wonder if o o that A(,ye/ decided to the on the
seator partuers. Stpid winier. He mansged fo /efﬁy fheir Cirele of the
Blact Thorn, tut- cnttrng off the parters” conduit of commmeafion 4id wofrng
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/o% ferm to stop the enil. O mean, worldwide law /L/'r’m, MVLV/’ Ohort-term, it
pirsed them off mnd h%y sent- 4 demon m&/ after A(;ye/ and wiAt was left of

Wy imer erele.

Fred, Gum, Olipis b wa of Fred, Wesles and Aygel-—thes ve 4l gore,
pet- bugel died fighting 4 /r’d(/M--D ik ke forpot W breafhe five. He
Jhonld have leaped onfo ity bacy and started /wé/% Owrtead, he (/'zm‘ ood
there Waving Wy litte smord and et it te lym oat-

Pon't tnow "y O'w sl heve, O just ot fighting and when the dann
came the demons ran off and O dropped dowin 4 mankole. Laid low anfil
nyéf/éf//, then broge info the ‘?//,oer'/m for 4 shower and some clofhes and fhen

(/mL the hell ont o/l LA
O ean't belreve #e'y fore- O mean, he way ”(7 (/r’dﬂ/—//}"é aid O hated

fim, bt O miys him somefiing roffen. Never expected that- 50,4(7 ke's gone.
zSWLry L/M WA fo hear iF fmm me, 100.

Lighfer sttt rght? Here qoes

Wide. O war 4t Oxford same. time ke was. So were 4 lof of other et
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ad O'd rather Rypert didn't learn n(4// life’s details 10 teep if o (/ome// s
ot et Won't help the Watcher chronicles in #he sightest fo trow fist William
the ﬁ/oo{{/ wed fo be an aesthetic povee who read Classies af Magdalen

Am gorng shead Witk fhe mitehover fo electvie, buf ifill presenving some of
fhe garlights for awbitnee. Can't bear o let “em N wmp/e%e%

Awt dlpo havig Fhe place cleared (Mam's arkes are sfill in the carpet from
when O dusted her) and fhe plimbing injpected. Woreers are fromping in and
ot fomorrow which wil inferfere wifh mf writing fo o, 10 efters won't come
41 7»//%

O don’t want o thin'ng O'm logtng inferest or have disappeared on oo
Ohodld be bacy (// a/ewn , J0 don'¥ /ne% Go ot and patrol, 4l fom&%/% and
Ol have 4 letter W/'ﬁ% when ofor’'ve come bady,.

Love, Spiie.

XXX

Spike,

A quick note, I'mﬁawwa&wan&%kzn%www@@%m
Slayessttes, out to prowd o, cemetony ox tuo tonight.

T thought Angel had to be gone. Tle BBC showed. footage of the ehawed
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wbble where VWolkram & art wsed to- Be. Thanks for letting me know what
W.IMIMWMWMWWWWW%@ T
Rave Relped, any way, T coudd. Tts toviying to think that yow were fighting, without
me. Imw'wwmmw'wm&%wwuwmf%@%
alive. S, we'we a team. I ould kave been, there.

Cilles would, want the detailly o the fight i LA, to finish fus wecords, but T
not shaning anylhing youre telling me with anyone. Vot even, Down.. I wally want to
Wwﬁaﬁmﬁw&&%w@m%a/ydoow@@& I'ma&@wtomw%%oo&m\buﬁﬁv
CPiles, any, mone Becawse of what fe did to you v Suwvydale. But L think T
mentioned that elsewhene, so s old news.

Sogow’w Woﬁ»%gomw?@o%%ﬁmgowww

The sharp nib skittered over the paper, marring it with a fine spray of black ink, but Buffy stared right
through it. Spike came back from the dead and survived the Los Angeles battle, she thought. That means
he's not dead.

"Oh, my God." Her thoughts skittered forward as the pen had skittered across the parchment. He's
renovating an actual, physical house.

My letters are going to a house in Queen's Gate Terrace. In London.

Abandoning the letter she was writing Spike, Buffy sped out of her flat, didn't bother with the elevator
but took the stairs, and headed for the library to snatch up and spread out one of the numerous street
maps of London they kept in stock for the Slayers to use on their day trips.

He said he's in the house where he grew up. That his mum was in the carpet because he dusted her there.
Oh God, he's not in heaven. Vampire dust is not in heaven. He had to "go out” for writing supplies. He had
to buy them. They don't use money in heaven.

She found Kensington Park, Gloucester Road, and her finger moved on to trace Queen's Gate Terrace. He's
in Kensington. Ninety minutes away. Spike is right there.

Her hands shook as she folded the map and tucked it into her back pocket. Three minutes later, she was

knocking on Giles' door to tell him she needed some time off, that she was taking a train up to London the
next day and was planning to stay the weekend.
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CHAPTER SEVEN

It was drizzling rain when Buffy emerged from the Gloucester Road tube station. Pulling her hoodie up over
her head fo keep of f the damp, she shoved her bag higher on her shoulder and glanced up the street. In
any other year, at any other time, she'd have been coming to Kensington or to Knightsbridge to answer the
siren song of shopping or sightseeing. Harrod's and nearby glittering specialty shops were only a short
distance away, but it scarcely mattered --the last thing on her mind was racking up stylishwear charges on
the Council's credit card.

Her stomach felt queasy with dread and anticipation while the headache that had begun on the train from
Bath to Paddington had blossomed to full strength. Ignoring both, she crossed at the nearest light and
found herself in Queen's Gate Terrace. The large, uneven paving stones were worn and full of puddles.
Trying to avoid the deepest, Buffy peered fitfully at the numbers on the columns standing before each
house. Number 2..Number 4...What do I do if he's there? And what do I do if he's not there?

Her steps slowed as she approached number 16. A small lorry was parked in front of the house. While Buffy
watched, a workman in overalls emerged from the back with two large spools of electrical wiring. Slamming
closed the rolling door, the workman carried his booty inside the house and left the front door ajar.

Taking shelter beside a tree growing at the curb, Buffy stared at the open door. She had only a few more
feet to go, up the steps and across the threshold to discover..what? As it was, her Slayer senses didn't
bother waiting for her to gather the courage to go the distance.

Vampire! her instincts shrieked. Like a paranormal bloodhound, she could sense a vamp inside that house.
And not just any vampire. Spike had a specific signature, and that signature was beating her temples in
double-time with Buffy's headache.

Stepping further around the tree as though its slender presence would shield her, she swallowed hard.
He's really in there. Why is this so difficult, other than the fact that I don't know if he even wants to see

me?

Daring to creep up to the steps, Buffy leaped back out of the way when the workman barreled back out the
door, intent on retrieving his tools.

"Get by, miss," the man muttered.

She retreated to her tree once more and bit her lip. This is ridiculous. How hard should it be to just go up,
knock on the door, and call out Spike's name?

Ultra-hard apparently, because her feet stayed where they were. Curling her arm around the tree, Buffy
continued staring at the open door to number 16.

Slayer! Spike's senses screamed.

Bloodly hell, he thought. She's outside the house.
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"Handle it like we discussed, mate," Spike told the electrician and backed out of the first floor bath. "Need
to be somewhere else right now."

Whirling, he strode down the hall and nearly ran over a second workman coming up the stairs. Zigging, the
vampire vaulted the balustrade and jumped to the ground floor, oblivious to the man he left gaping in his
wake. Poking his head out the front door, he saw that it was still trying to rain. He also saw Buffy trying to
hide behind a tree a little way down the block.

S0 now's the moment when we suss out whether she really missed me, he thought, or whether all she's
been feeling is guilt and some misplaced mourning. She's here and we 've got to deal. How you gonna play
this, mate?

I've no idea, it all depends on the girl in guestion, doesn't it?

Stepping into the drawing room long enough to grab his duster, Spike shrugged into it and left the house to
saunter down the sidewalk toward his Slayer. Buffy's eyes widened at his approach, and she moved away
from her tree. Spike thought her eyes were sad and grown-up as they'd never been before. His Slayer was
sleek and beautiful, if too skinny, and she never took her eyes off of him as he walked right up to her.
Deliberately invading her personal space, Spike tilted his head and smiled. "Hello, Buffy."

"Oh, my God." Her hand was shaking as she reached for him, but she faltered before touching him.

He heard her heart rate increase, her breathing grow labored. Spike thought tears would be next unless he
did something. Stepping closer, enfolded her tightly in his arms and tucked her beneath his chin. "Hush,
pet. It's all right, I've got you."

Her hands dove beneath the duster to hug him so hard, Spike thought he felt his ribs creak. Her nose was
against his throat, her fingers made fists in the material of his t-shirt to inadvertently pull it out of his
jeans. Pressing closer, she breathed him in.

"It's you. You're really, really here." She tightened her grip even more. "Don't let go, okay?"

"Won't ever let go." Pushing back the hoodie, he stroked his fingers through her hair and rocked her a
little. "I've got you now, everything's fine."

She rocked with him, and he felt her rigid muscles start to relax. Buffy's hold eventually lessened so that
Spike dared lean back a bit and take another good look at her. "Clever thing, you've let your hair grow."

That earned him a watery smile. "What's so clever about growing hair?"

"All of you is clever and beautiful. Your hair is too, Goldilocks."

Her smile became more certain. "You haven't called me that since--"

"Since you cut it out of sheer spite." He shrugged and fugged on an errant curl. "I figured if you were going
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to be so contrary, I'd stop mentioning things I didn't want changed."

"I promise not to spite again." Her eyes searched his. "I love you--you know that, right?"
"Yeah. You know I love you too, pet."

That earned him another hug, but not so tight and desperate as what had come before.
"Is it okay that I'm here?" she asked.

"More than a bit of all right, yeah." Nestling Buffy beneath his shoulder, Spike began walking her back to
the house. "You up from Bath for the day?"

"For the weekend. I came looking for you, and I know that's probably pushy, but I couldn’t wait any longer.
Is this your house?"

"Yeah. Been in the family about 150 years, give or take a few. My Da bought it before he married my mum.
You hungry?"

"Starving. I was too nervous fo eat on the train."
"There's a Caffé Nero close on--coffee and sandwich bar--if you're up for that?"
"Coffee in London? Is it good coffee?"

"Don't know, haven't been here long enough to try it. Think there's a Starbucks about as well. What can I
say, you Yanks have corrupted us."

"Giles will hyperventilate when I tell him. Coffee and a sandwich sounds good. But what about--" She
pointed up at the still-clouded sky. "What if it clears?"

Spike shook his head. "Won't clear, will spit at us all day, bet you. I'll take the chance, any road." Going to
Share the day with her even if it tries to kill me. He captured her hand and held onto it. "Not to worry,
Buffy."

"Not worrying," She glanced down at their interlocked fingers and smiled. "You're here, and nothing bad is
going to happen."

"Won't let anything happen." Leaning in through the front door, Spike shouted up the stairs. "Oil"

A workman shouted back, while Buffy squeezed in beside the vampire to glance around the entry hall.
"Ooooh...pretty Victorian."

Buffy cringed when Spike bellowed, "Going out for a bit, mates. If'n I'm not back when you're done, lock up
behind, yeah?"

The workers shouted their acknowledgment, and Spike closed the door practically on Buffy's nose.
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"Can I have a tour?"
He nodded and captured her hand again. "Later. Food first, then play."
X X X

Spike led Buffy and her lunch to a booth in the back of the cafe. Pulling off his duster, he tucked his shirt
back inside his jeans before sitting down. He was startled to find the Slayer pressing close after him.

"Touching good," she said softly. "I want to sit by you."

The edges of her ears were pink, and Buffy didn't meet his gaze as she transferred her lunch to the table,
then shoved the fray so that it fell onto the opposite, abandoned seat.

With a sort of quiet triumph, Buffy settled Spike's tea before him. "There."

There, indeed, thought Spike as she tucked into her Chicken Caesar Panini.

"T have something for you." Leaning away from her, Spike retrieved the gift from his coat pocket before
gathering his duster and half-rising from the seat to toss it over the table and onto the discarded tray. He
set a small, carved frog beside her plate. "I got him because the pigs weren't cute enough. He also seems

to illustrate what we both felt a lot of the time back in Sunnydale."

Ducking his head and wincing, Spike mimicked the frog with his fingers curled like claws over his ears, and
Buffy nearly choked on her food.

"Sorry, love." Spike rubbed her shoulder.
Buffy took a sip of Coke before picking up her gift. She laughed after inspecting all sides.

"You're right, he's perfect." Turning her head, she pressed her lips briefly to Spike's. "Every time I look at
him, I'm going to remember this moment and how you nearly made me spew my sandwich all over the table."

"What can I say? I'm evil, creating messes is what I do."
"Sometimes, yeah. You clean them up sometimes, too, but I won't tell. He's cute, and so are you." She
stroked his cheek. "I'm sorry, but I can't seem to stop touching you. It's like I need constant reassurance

that you're--"
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"Real?" His voice was low, remembering all of the times she'd said he was dead and couldn't possibly be
real.

"That you're here," she contradicted, tracing one sharp cheekbone. "You've always been real, Spike. I was
just too much of a judgmental, stuck-up Slayer o admit it."

"You did what you felt you had to do, love. I understand that."

She kissed him again, sweet and affectionate and tasting of chicken salad. "You're far too tolerant and
understanding, mister."

"Hey, nothing says I'm going to put up with that attitude again." Mindful of her fragility, Spike was careful
to keep his tone light. "That's what froggie here is for. You start feeling the pressure, Slayer, you look at

him, and he'll make you laugh."

"I'll carry him with me always." Reaching beneath the table, she tucked the carving into her carryall. "I
have something for you as well."

She set a key with a black ribbon on the table. "You said this is to your house? I think I need to give it
back."

"No. You keep it." He closed her fingers around it. "Use it whenever you want, Buffy. I don't mind if you
drop in on me. Got nothing to hide."

"Are you sure? About my keeping the key, I mean. Not the hiding part. I didn't mean to imply--"

"It's fine." He stroked the inside of her wrist and watched while she took a deep, calming breath.
"Where's your keyring? We'll put it on properly."

She retrieved her keyring without more argument, and it occurred to Spike that she had definitely changed
from the Buffy he had known. Seems to be respecting me now, he thought. Edges don't seem as abrupt or
Jagged as they were in Sunnydale either. She's keeping my key, almost as if she wants her life to meet
mine somewhere.

"You feel different." He handed the keyring back to her after securing the house key

Her brow creased with worry. "Good different or bad different?"

"Seem softer, less Slayer. Vulnerable but not weak, if that makes any sense."

She went back to her sandwich. "No-frills Buffy, that's me. You've read it all, Spike. Either you'll still want
me after what T wrote or you won't. It's not like I can take it back."

"Would you want to?"
IINO.II
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"I'm still me, pet. Still a vampire."

"I like vampires. Well, one vampire. You."

"You didn't used to."

"I know." She stroked his cheek again and then had to wipe it clean. "Hold still, I've mayoed you. I was
scared, Spike. I used to be stupid in love with a vampire who had a soul, who couldn’t love me without a
soul." She winced. "I was messed up because if I had ever admitted that you were loving me when you didn'+
have a soul, then that would lead to all sorts of questions about why Angel couldn't love me without a soul. T
wash't ready for that."

He pondered that for a moment. "Makes total sense. Not something your Watcher or the Scoobies wanted
to look at either. Much easier to stay in the safe places and hate old Spike. Have you told Rupert about our
letters yet?"

"Not yet. But that's not because I'm ashamed of you--I'm totally proud of you, and happy you're not ashes.
The minute everyone knows you're back, they'll want a big, grand reunion, and I'll lose you to the adoring
crowd."

"Always deserved an adoring crowd. Nice to know Rupert and the others know that now."

She giggled, and Spike stared. Never heard that come out of her before. Wonder what I could do to make
her do it again?

"Their adoration will choke you, Spike. Behind it will be a plea that you sell your soul to the new Watcher's
Council and teach the new Slayerettes."

He shook his head. "There's always a catch."
"Always. Anyway, I told Giles only that I was coming to London for the weekend. He was glad I was getting
out." She played with Spike's fingers. "I'm tender because you died, but I'm not uncertain of you. I'll

never be uncertain of you again."

Glancing down at their entwined fingers, Spike saw something on her ring finger that made him grab her
hand. "What's this?"

"It's the wedding ring you had made for me back in Sunnydale, remember?"

"Yeah."

"I put it on the day I found it in your writing box." Buffy curled her fingers around his.

Spike tilted his head. "And you haven't taken it of f since."

"No. Not going to, either. Giles has looked at me funny a couple of times, but he hasn't had the nerve to ask
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about it, and I'm not volunteering any info." She spun the ring on her finger. "I feel really possessive of it--
and you --these days. Go figure. But wait. How did you know I haven't taken it of f?

Spike tugged gently at the ring. "May I?"

She hesitated, clearly meaning what she'd said earlier about not taking it off. "Only if you promise to give
it back when you're done."

"You know it, love." He slid the ring from her finger, only to have it collapse into four separate,
interconnected rings between his fingers.

"Spike! You broke it!"
He laid the pieces between them on the table. "It's a puzzle ring. Can you put it back together?"

She glared at him, and for a moment Spike glimpsed the old Slayer that he knew--irritated and impatient,
wanting the problem to go away now rather than to find a solution.

"I don't know how," she said, poking the links, "and I've the feeling that if T bend one of those rings with
my super Slayer strength, it'll never go back together." Her green eyes pleaded with him. "You can put it
back, right?"

"Yeah." He took up the loops.
"Wait. There's an inscription inside. Quod dev...what?"

"Quos deus conjunxit homo non separet," he read. "It's Latin for what God did join, let not man separate."
He played with the links. "Puzzle rings are based on gimmal rings. From the Latin geme//i, meaning twins. The
Elizabethans used them as wedding rings. Thought someone couldn't cheat on their husband or wife without
taking off the ring, having it fall apart, and putting it back together afterward. Was sort of a symbolic
reminder to not send a marriage into pieces."

In a matter of seconds, Spike had the ring relinked. Sticking out her hand, Buffy made a desperate sound
that Spike knew translated to, "Back on my finger, NOW."

He slid it into place and then kissed her hard because it was either that or squeeze her so tightly, she
wouldn't have been able to breathe. She tasted of Coke and herself and responded with a desperate
welcome that he'd never sensed from her before. Releasing Buffy eventually, Spike kissed the tip of her
nose and then between her eyes.
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"I love you, Buffy."
"I love you, t0o," she whispered, licking her upper lip as though to get all of him.

He tilted his head and looked at her. "After everything we've been through, you think it's as simple as that
between us?"

"I think it might be if I let it." Her green eyes were warm and hungry for him.
Drawing back, Spike only just realized his Slayer was wearing an outfit more reminiscent of his own with a
t-shirt, jeans and sneakers. She wore less makeup than he remembered as well, which made her look

younger than her years.

He nudged the bag between her feet. "For someone who's staying a couple of nights, you didn't bring
much."

"New Buffy knows how to travel light. I wanted to find you, not worry about what I was wearing. If I need
more, I can always buy it." She smirked. "This is London, after all. T have a Council credit card, mister, and
I know how to use it. Know any good five-star hotels around here?"

"Yeah. My Victorian's just down the street, you're staying with me. Got plenty of rooms."

Her eyes searched his. "I don't want you to feel obligated to let me into your home. We didn't exactly talk
about meeting, and I know you're remodeling so I wash't sure you'd even want to see me this early."

"Early?" He snorted. "Buffy, we've known each other for years. I've seen you naked and self-destructive,
you've seen me pathetic and sniveling. I've stalked you, you've staked me, and you think I'd want you to
stay with me out of obligation?"

"Since you put it that way...." She giggled again, and Spike grinned.

This was a Buffy who didn't want to lead the dance all of the time--a Buffy he'd gotten glimpses of from
time to time, but only enough to intrigue and frustrate him. This was the Buffy he'd dreamed of being with,
the one he'd always suspected lurked beneath the weight of the Slayer's world, the anger and the fear
she'd felt.

He stole her pickle, and she protested. "Hey!"

"What's the problem? You weren't going to eat it."

"That's not the point--it's the principle of the thing."

"Still evil, pet." He drank the last of her Coke, and then nudged her out of the booth. "Come on, Slayer.

Let's go home."

[End of Part 1. To be continued in Part 2.]
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