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Chapter 1

Part 1

The first part of my prequel. I had the idea for quite some time and finally had the time to write it down. Have fun :DPart 1


“We have to go to the Bronze tonight. Otherwise I’ll burst.” Cordelia declared at lunch. 
“Ah, poor Cordelia, are you Bronze-deprived?” Willow asked, mockingly.

“Geez, Cordy, we’ve been to the Bronze last Saturday.” Buffy mumbled before taking a bite of her salad.
“I’m not Bronze-deprived. I’m just hoping that a certain person will be there.” The brown-haired girl simply answered.

“Who?” Willow asked curiously.
“That luscious Xander Harris.”
“Oh my god, it’s the apocalypse.” Buffy grinned, “First of all, ‘luscious’? Second of all, you called him 2 weeks back vermin.”

“No I didn’t.”
“Yes, you did.” The redhead reminded her friend, “and you called him dirt too.”
“Ugh, what are you? The Memory woman?” Cordelia replied, clearly annoyed.
“Anyways, I say we go Bronzing. It’s Friday, Sunday is Christmas, we’re happy. So why not?” Buffy said with a smile.

“Are going to bring Angel?”
“Probably not. We’re not going through a very nice period of our relationship. So we decided to take some distance from each other. Tonight is our girls’ night out.”
“Right-o!” Willow exclaimed.
“Willow, never do that again. It’s disturbing.” Cordelia warned her, embarrassed. “But what should I do about Harris?”

“I don’t know. Go for it. Or something like that. But if you guys hook up, please leave that annoying friend of his at home.” The blonde commented with a dark face.
“You don’t like Charles Gunn?”
“Gunn’s fine! It’s that bastard of a Pratt I hate.”
“Why?”

“I don’t know. He just acts all mean to me. Acts like I don’t know anything and I’m just a bimbo cheerleader.” Buffy grumbled.

“Does he have a reason?” Willow asked her.
“No. I don’t even know the bastard. All I know is that his name is Spike Pratt, he’s way too sexy for his own good and he hates me.” 
“Didn’t you call him Trailer park once?”
“He started it by calling me Barbie. I hate Barbie. She’s a bitch.”


*^*^*^*

“Are you gonna come to the Bronze tonight?” Xander asked his friend.
“No, why would you go to the bloody Bronze? We have Willy’s.” Spike replied.
“Come on, man. Willy’s sucks. And I have to get in contact with a certain person.” Gunn defended himself.
“Me too.” The Brunette said quickly.
“Who?”

“Cordelia Chase.”
“Winifred Burkle.”
“Chase? Harris, are you sure?” Spike asked his friend.
“Yes. Stop whining.”

“Alright!” Spike gave in. “But don’t think I’m going to be hanging with Summers. I hate her.”
“Why do you hate her exactly?”
“She’s dumb and a bimbo-“

“Says the man who dated Harmony Kendall.” Gunn grinned.
“Doesn’t matter. I never want to date a chit like that again. And she called me Trailer park.”
“After you called her Barbie.” Xander pointed out

“Why am I friends with you guys?” The blonde asked them before banging his head on the lunch table.
“Because you can’t live without us,”
Spike grumbled something and sighted. The 2 other boys just grinned.

****^^^^^*****

That night the 3 girls were sitting in a booth in the Bronze.
“Did you see him yet?” Cordelia asked him very impatiently.
“No,” Willow sighted for the somethingth time.
Buffy stared at her glass. “I think I’m going to get more drinks.” She declared, “Anyone want one?”
“No thanks.” The others replied. 

*^*^*^*

Buffy made her way to the bar without noticing who came in.
“I don’t see Cordelia anywhere.” Harris moaned. 
“Just wait, she’s probably here or she’s still coming.” Gunn reassured him. “But I’ll see you losers later. I’ve just found the objects of my affection.”
“Go get her tiger.” Spike commented in a sarcastic voice, “I’m going to get a drink. You want anything?”
“No thanks.” Xander said.
“Alright, suit yourself, whelp.”

Spike made his way to the bar. There he saw a very nice looking blonde girl standing and waiting to order a drink.
“Hello there, gorgeous. Can I buy you a drink?” He said in his most seductive voice.

The girl looked up and frowned. “No thanks,” she eventual replied, “You might poison it anyway.”
“Do we know each other?” He asked surprised. He hadn’t seen her before.
“You really have to pay attention to who you hate, Trailer park.”

Spike’s eyes grew wide. “Barbie?”
“That’s right. It’s the blonde bimbo cheerleader!” Buffy said. Then the bar man asked her what she wanted to drink. She ordered a diet coke, put the money on the bar and walked away.

Spike was totally amazed. That could not have been Buffy. No way!

*^*^*^*

Buffy made her way to the booth to find that Cordelia had finally found Xander and now they were acting all shy to each other.
Buffy sat down next to Willow and said: “This is going to be such a fun night. I just met Pratt near the bar and he didn’t even recognize me. I don’t look that different then when I do in school?”

“You’re  wearing much more  make up than usual and your hair isn’t in the usual ponytail. And he never looked at you very closely. It’s not that weird.” Cordelia reasoned.
The blonde just grumbled and drank her coke.

In the corner of her eye she saw Spike approaching. In a few minutes time he was sitting a cross her in both.
Cordelia and Xander decided to dance and Willow was asked to dance by someone who had orangey hair. 
Soon Spike and Buffy were sitting together, not looking at each other or talking to each other.

From time to time he shot a glance at her, looking all grumpy and bored. And suddenly the tension broke and Buffy blurted out: “Why do you hate me?”
“Because you think you’re above, you bloody bint. Well listen up, I’m not beneath you!”

She was astounded. “I do not think you’re beneath me! When have you ever hear me say that?”
“Why do you keep calling me Trailer Park?”
“Because you keep calling me Barbie. I never disliked you until you showed clear disgust for me.” Suddenly her face cleared up, “You hate me because I’m dating Angel aren’t you?”

His eyebrows shot up. “Hating you has nothing to do with me hating Peaches.”
“Really?”
“Yes, I hate you because you’re dumb enough to do him.”
“So it has to do with Angel.” She stated with a smug smile.
“Oh bloody hell. “

“Well, then you can stop hating me, because Angel and I are over. Finito, the end.” Buffy sighted.
“Yeah ye- What? Really?” Spike said.
“Yes, he doesn’t know it yet. Actually no one knows, except for you.”

“When are you going to tell him?” Spike asked. His feelings about Buffy had turned around completely. She suddenly seemed human.
“Not sure yet. It seems so cruel to break up with him now. It’s nearly Christmas.”
“Do it after the holidays,” He suggested. “How much are you going to see him anyways?”
“A lot. He’s coming over for Christmas and I’m staying with him for New Years Eve.”

“Hmmm…That’s not good.”
“Nope.” 
“You don’t have to think about it straight away. Want to dance your troubles away?”
Buffy grinned and said: “Yeah, whatever. But no biting, punching or scratching.”
“Deal.”

‘Not if you were the last junkie on earth’ by the Dandy Warholes started to playing.
“This is such a funny song.” Buffy grinned, moving to the beat of the music.
“Why?” Spike asked not really seeing it.
“‘Never thought you’d be a junkie, because heroine is so passé’. Come on, that’s brilliant.”
“Whatever you say, pet.” Spike just grinned.

They danced. Everything became awkward when ‘Chasing Cars’ by Snow Patrol was played. All the couples started dancing close together. Buffy looked at Spike unsure what to do. Suddenly he pulled her close and put his hand around her waist and placed his other hand in hers. She just laid her other hand on his shoulder and they started moving to the music. Buffy was actually having fun and smiled at her dance partner. He just smiled back. 

After a while they decided to sit down and talk. The couple found out they didn’t differ that much from one and other. They liked the same type of movies and they had the same kind of humor. The only thing they couldn’t agree on, was their taste in music.
“The Clash is totally awesome.” Spike stated.
“No way. Joe Strummer has an awful voice.” 
“How can you say that?”
“It’s true.” Buffy simply said.

“What about that No Doubt band? That girl Gwen Stefanie is such a terrible singer.” He argued.
“Nu-uh. She’s fantastic. You know what band I do like? Pennywise.”
“I guess…they’re okay.”
“Yay, we agree.” She grinned. Then it was quiet for a while. Then she said: “What’s with the Billy Idol look?”
“I don’t look like bloody Billy Idol.” 
“Hate to break it to you honey. You do.”
“Maybe he looks like me.” Spike said mysteriously.

“Whatever.” She laughed. Buffy checked her watch. “Ah crap, it’s nearly 0.30. I have to go.”
“I’ll bring you home.” He offered.
“Thanks Spike. I’ll go find Willow and Cordy to tell I’m leaving.” She got up and wanted to walk away, but Spike grabbed her hand and walked with her. They soon had found the two other girls, in the dark corners of the Bronze.

Spike decided to go to the bathroom. What he found there was not very pretty.


TBC…..








A/N: Haha, just kidding! Please continue…


Angel was standing there making out with someone, Spike couldn’t see.
“Angel?”
The brunette boy looked up with surprise. Spike briefly saw a small boy with mouse-brown hair and green eyes.

“You’re gay?” The bleached blonde asked.
Angel’s eyes grew wide when he realised what just had happened. “Please don’t tell anyone.”
“What about Buffy?”
“I planned to break up with her. But I couldn’t.” 
“I think this will do it.” Spike grinned.

“Is she here?” Angel asked.
“Yes. And she actually wanted to break up with you too.”
“How do you know that? You hate her.” 
“Not anymore.”
“Right. I’ll break up with her. I’ll do it right now.”

Spike and Angel went to the balcony where Buffy was already waiting.
“Angel?!” She yelped with a voice full of surprise.
“Hi pet. Peaches here wants to tell you something.” Spike said.
“What is it?”

“Uhm Buffy… I think it’s best if we broke up.” Angel said nervously.
“Why?”
“Well, it wasn’t really going well and stuff and there’s another reason.” He bent over so his mouth was close to her ear. “I’m gay.”

Buffy pulled up her eyebrows, then they lowered and she started to frown. “Somehow that doesn’t surprise me.”
“Oh.”
“So this is it.” She stated. Angel agreed. They exchanged a hug and a happy Christmas and all that. Then Buffy and Spike left.

“So…he’s gay.” He finally said, when Spike drove his car into the parkway of Revello drive.
“Yup.”
“And we don’t have a fiery hatred for each other anymore.”
“Yup.”
“I need a drink.”


TBC


 A/N: Thanks for reading! I hope you liked it, because... there's more! Please leave a review if you are so kind ^-^


Chapter 2

Part 2

Yay, thanks for all the reviews. I know I'm updating really quickly, but I just finished the second part, so why wait? This one has a bit of Spuffy and also a bit of freaking out guys :D Have fun!Part 2

Days passed by. The days turned into weeks and weeks turned into months. Soon it was February. Buffy and Spike were doing okay. They didn’t hate each other anymore, but in school their contact was limited, because they had their own lives.

In January a student got transferred to Sunnydale High. His name was Parker Abrams and he was friends with most guys in the football team.
Buffy liked him. He was always kind and friendly and a real gentleman.

One day in February, when Buffy was putting her books in her locker, Parker also showed up.
“Hey Buff.”
She looked up and saw him standing next to her. “Oh, hey Parker.” She replied and continued to put her books in her locker.
“Buffy, do you want to go to the Bronze with me tonight?” The boy asked shyly.
Buffy just smiled and asked: “On a date?”
“Yeah…sure.”
“That sounds like fun.” Buffy said with a smile.
Parkers’ face lit up. “Great! I’ll pick you up at 8.30.” and he walked away.
Buffy just smiled, closed her locker and went to class.

Later that day when she walked to her car she bumped into someone. The boy turned around.
“Spike,” Buffy said with a smile.
“Watch it, Barbie.” He said with a dark voice and walked away.

Buffy was abashed. But soon the confusion left her and was replaced by anger. She followed him to his car and tapped him on the shoulder, when he was unlocking the door.
“What?!” was his reaction.
Buffy didn’t respond. She was rightly pissed off. “What’s wrong with you? I thought we were having a non-violent relationship.”

“Why are you going out with that pompous prick?”
“Who, Parker?”
“That’s the one.”
“Because I like Parker and he asked me to go to the Bronze. And why do you care anyway, Trailer Park?” Buffy yelled.
Spike clenched his jaws, but didn’t say anything. He opened the car door and got in.
“Fine.” She muttered and walked to her own car. 




The date was Parker was fun, although Buffy couldn’t fully enjoy it. The affair with Spike bothered her. Why would he act like that? It wasn’t like they were dating.
“Buff, are you okay?” Parker asked with clear concern.
“Yeah, I’m fine,” She responded, “I’m just a little tired.”
“Do you want to sit down?”
“Okay.”
“You go sit somewhere and I’ll get you a drink.” The boy said.
”Thanks, Parker.”

Buffy strolled around, looking for a place to sit. Suddenly 2 strong hands pulled her into the darkness. She wanted to scream, but one of the hands covered her mouth. She could smell leather, cigarettes and something she couldn’t quite place.
“Quiet and come with me.” The low voice said. Buffy relaxed a little bit and let the strange man take her away.

He took her to a quiet place and turned her around.
“Spike.” Buffy said, rolling her eyes.
“Listen to me. I’m sorry how I behaved earlier. I’m not proud of it. I just want to warn you about Parker. He’s not who you think he is. He has bad intentions with you.”
Buffy squinted her eyes and searched his face, but he looked more honest then ever.
“How do you know?”
“I heard him talking in the locker rooms yesterday. He was bragging about he was going to get in your pants tomorrow.”
“Does he thinks he’s that good or do they think I’m that easy?” Buffy asked dryly.

“I think a bit of both. But just, don’t go back to him. I don’t want you to get hurt.” Spike said, stroking a bit of hair out of her face.
“Spike, you listen to me. Thank you for looking out for me. I really appreciate it. But here’s the deal. You don’t have to worry about me. I can handle him. Just watch.” She said with a wicked grin.

“Oh, there’s one more thing.” Spike said quickly, before Buffy mingled herself back in the crowd.
“What-” Buffy asked, but she was cut off, because his lips were crashing onto hers. His arms wrapped around her back and automatically her arms crooked around his neck. She felt the electricity running through her body and she felt like doing this more often.
After a while they both needed to breathe.
“That’s a nice surprise,” Buffy said with a high-pitched voice, still a little drowsy from the lack of oxygen. “We’ll discuss that later.” And she stumbled away.

Soon she found Parker sitting on one of the couches with a coke in his hand. 
“Hey,” he greeted her, “Where did you go?” 
“Bathroom,” Buffy replied.
Quickly he slipped his arm around her shoulders and whispered into her ears: “Let’s go.” 
“What? No. It’s only 10. I want to dance some more. I don’t want to go home yet.” She whined.
“To my place, I mean.” 
“No, I can’t. My mom doesn’t want me to go home with a boy until I’m 18.” Buffy said innocently. She saw Parkers mouth go open and quickly said: “Or when I’m married. You know, Parker, I really, really like you and I want have sex with you. Why don’t we drive up to Los Angelus and get married in one of those cute chapels?” 

She saw Parker clearly freaking out. It was hard not to laugh, but she remained with her child-like innocence.
“What?” was the only thing he could bring out.
“You know, the ones you have in Vegas. But I think they also have them in L.A. That’s a bit closer don’t you think?” 
“Y-you want to marry me?” 
Buffy nodded with a bright smile. She moved a bit closer and put her hand on his leg. Parker now really started to panic.

“Don’t you feel the special connection that we share? We shouldn’t throw that away. Let’s give into that.” 
He shoved away from her. “I-I don’t know Buffy. I really think we should uhm…” 
She looked at him expectantly.
Suddenly he jumped up and said: “You’re a freak! I’m out of here.” And he stumbled to the exit.

Buffy just sat there on the couch with a very self-absorbed smile.
Spike approached her and asked: “And?” 
“Told him I wanted to have sex with him, but that I had to be married first. So I suggested we drove up to L.A and get married in one of those drive-by chapels. He completely freaked up and ran away. Works every time.” 

Spike grinned and sat down next to her. “You know…there’s another reason why I acted the way I did.” 
“I know.” 
“Yeah…I really like you, pet. Not in the Parker-kind of way, but really, really like you.” 
“I know. The kiss said everything.” 
“So?” 
“It was good. Maybe we should repeat it sometime. I’m tired. I think I’m going home. You want to give me a ride?” 


TBC



A/N: I hope you enjoyed this part. I think I'll be writing two more parts. And next part has more Spuffy! (audience: yaaaay!) Please review. I'd appreciate it ^-^


Chapter 3

Part 3

Thanks for all the reviews!Part 3

“So uhm… How exactly is this going to work?” Buffy asked when they were walking through the centre of Sunnydale the week after that.
“What do you mean, pet?” Spike replied, looking at her with his deep blue eyes.
“You know what I mean. Are we just make out buddies or do you actually date?”
He squinted his eyes. “Do you think I don’t date?”
“I don’t know…” She muttered, “I thought you didn’t like the whole dating affair.”

“Actually I don’t. The only two girls I actually dated were Harmony and Dru. Big, big mistakes.” Spike grinned.
“Yeah. About that, why did you date Harmony?”
“Dru just left me and Harmony was on my back and call 24/7. She wooed me and not to mention she was very sexy. So I dated her. Anyways, her sexiness didn’t compromise her lack of brains. And the wooing became bloody annoying too. So I dumped her. Took me along time too.” Spike told her.
Buffy giggled. “How can dumping someone take a long time? You just tell her: ‘It’s over biatch!’ or something and move on.”

“You clearly never dated Kendall otherwise you would know that dumping someone can take weeks. She was still following me around like a puppy.” He grunted.
“How did you make her stop?” She asked curiously.
“Her parents moved away. She still calls me every once in a while, but that’s what caller-ID is for.” He said with a smug smile. “Did you ever have annoying boyfriends?”

Buffy grinned as she started telling him: “When I was in junior high I dated this kid called Mickey. In the beginning he was nice, but then he once won the science fair and he became all nerdy and annoyed me with stuff I didn’t want to know about. I send one of my friends to break up with him. Not the most mature thing to do, but hey I was 13.”

They walked on in silence for a little bit. Spike pondered about the fact if he should date her or not. One side screamed: “Yes!” The other side said: “Are you a stupid wanker? Do you remember where the last 2 girls you dated had brought you?”
Buffy on the other hand wondered if it was a wise decision dating Spike. He was nice and cute and funny and… A goofy grin appeared on her face. 

“What?” she asked him when he stared at her with a weird face.
“Why are you grinning so weird, love?”
Her face turned red and mumbled: “Inside joke.”

Spike grinned. She was so adorable, with her red cheeks and little nose. Oh bloody hell, was his first thought. He already fell for her. Yep. Loves’ bitch; that was definitely him.
They reached the secluded part of Sunnydale. The graveyard.
“You want to go in or…?” he asked, nodding his head to the entrance gate.
“Sure,” Buffy smiled. They walked on for quite some more. They both had made up their minds. Screw the doubt. This was for real.

For an instant they looked at each other, trying to tell the other one what they wanted. Suddenly their mouths clashed and there was a lot of roaming of hands. Their tongues explored each other’s mouths.
Somehow they ended lying down next to each other, not breaking their lip contact. In between they had little breaks to catch breath but then soon continued.

After a while they broke a part. Spike pushed himself up and leaned on his elbows. They were both panting. 
“So…I guess we’re going together.” He grinned.
“I guess we are.” Buffy replied with a giggle. “You know, you’re a very good kisser. I can see why Harmony came back every time.”
 He narrowed his eyes. “You evil bint.” And then he started to tickle her sides.
She giggled very loudly and said: “Stop it! Stop it! Have mercy!”
“Make me!”

She started to tickle him back and soon they were rolling around in a tickle combat. After a while Spike was balancing himself on his arms, hanging above her. They looked at each other and smiled. Then he leaned down and kissed, not like the other kiss, but very gently and soft. Buffy eagerly responded, but quickly broke away.
“I want to go some place comfortable. My butt hurts.” She whined.

He just grinned and got up. Afterwards he took her hand and pulled her up too. They both wiped the dirt of their clothes. Spike stepped a bit closer and hugged her.
He whispered in her ear. “At my place no one’s at home. Want to a movie or something, kitten?”
Buffy beamed at him and answered: “Sure. You live in a nice trailer?”

“Mean. I don’t live in a trailer at all. You’ll see.”
He grabbed her hand and together they walked out of the cemetery, feeling more happy than most people there. Feeling more than most people there, at all! 

And indeed Spike didn’t live at a trailer park. Quite the opposite. He drove his Desoto into one of the richer neighbourhoods of the town.
They stopped on the drive way of one humungous mansion. Buffy looked at it with awe. Then she turned to Spike. “That is one big house!”
He grinned, “I know. It’s my grandparents. They stopped liking great ol’ England and moved here. My parents live there too.”

“Question: If your family is that rich, why do you drive a beat-up old car and dress the way you dress?” She asked him, “Not that I don’t like your style. It’s sexy, but I’m just curious.”

Spike frowned and sighted. “First of all, my baby is not a beat-up old car. She’s a ’56 Desoto Adventurer and a real beauty. I got her when I first came her. Repaired her all by my self.”

He stroked the steering wheel lovingly. Buffy just looked amused. Suddenly Spike snapped back into his bad boy mode. “Second of all, I don’t like being rich. In England people were friends with me, because I was rich. That’s really annoying. So I never told anyone.”
“Not even Gunn and Harris?” Buffy asked with disbelieve.
“Nope. I told them I was the pool boy there and that my parents lived somewhere else. So you’re the first one to know I’m rich.”

“You have your own house?” 
“It’s more of a pool house, than an actual house. It has two bedrooms, a small living room, a bath room and a kitchen. I used to share it with my brother Wesley, but he’s in college. Every time he comes home, he stays in his own room. But he’s not there, so we have the place all to our selves.” He grinned, kissing her on the cheek.
“Wow.” Was all Buffy could bring out.

Spike led her to the pool house, opened the doors and showed her in. The living room had a black cotton covered couch and some chairs. The kitchen was visible from the living room and it had a bar that served as a kitchen table.
To the walls there were several bookcases, filled with records, CDs, DVDs and of course books. Buffy looked through his DVD collection and found ‘Serenity’, a movie she really wanted to see, but still hadn’t seen.

He agreed to watch the movie she wanted to see and went in the kitchen to get some snacks, like popcorn. After a while they were all set and they started to watch the movie.

Two hours or so later the movie had ended and Buffy was totally impressed.
“Wow! That was awesome! I mean River was kind of creepy in the beginning and it was all very sad, but she had some cool moves!”
He just smiled, then pulled her close and kissed her.


TBC
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It was a sunny Saturday afternoon in May. Buffy was sitting in the park with Willow and Cordelia, working on their homework, gossiping and sipping ice coffee. 
“Did you hear about Angel?” Cordelia said, lying on her belly. 
“No. What about him?” Willow asked with an interested face. 
“I heard he was making out with some guy in the Bronze, last week. Apparently he started playing for the other side.”
Willow giggled and then asked Buffy with a cheeky grin: “You don’t have anything to do with that, do you?”
The girl had been staring seemingly into space the entire conversation. Cordelia looked at her with a worried face. “Buff, you okay?”
Suddenly the blonde shifted focus and looked at her. “Yeah, I’m fine. Just uhm… I have to go do something. I’ll be back in a mo’, okay?”
Willow shrugged and Cordelia smiled and started talking more about Angel’s sexuality.


Buffy walked over to a picnic table, hidden between the trees and found a blonde boy sitting on them. She smiled and said: “Hey you, what’s up?”
He grinned widely and said: “Not too shabby, how ‘bout you?”
“I’m good,” Buffy smiled and kissed him. “I can’t stay too long though. I’m here with Cordy and Wills.” 
“Oh,” his smile faltered a bit. Suddenly her eyes lit up. “I know! Why don’t you come and sit with us? I’m sure they don’t mind. And Willow quite likes you.”
Now Spike’s smile was totally gone and a frown appeared. “Pet….” He started.
“No! Don’t ‘pet’ me. Why can’t you just get over yourself?” she said sadly.
“What does that mean?” 
“Why are you trying cling so hard to something that means so little?” She asked him, with tears in her eyes. “Or are you ashamed of me?” 
 “No, I’m not ashamed off you.” Spike got up and started pacing around, “I’m not. But people expect things of me. And you. Don’t you care about that?” 
Buffy sniffed and said: “No, my high school image means bull to me. It fades away as soon as I leave that place.”
“No, it doesn’t!” 
“Yes, it does!” she persisted, “And you know what? I always thought you’d be the one who would care the least about what people thought of you. I guess I was mistaken.”
“Buffy…” he said with a helpless voice.
“No,” Buffy said with a firm voice. Her mind was made up.  “If you want to hide the relationships you have and the person that you are, fine. But I don’t want to be a part of it.” 
Spike could barely believe his ears. “What are you saying?” 
She rubbed the welling tears out of her eyes. “If you continue like this, I don’t want to be your girlfriend anymore.”
“You serious?” 
Buffy nodded. “You have till Sunday to call me. Otherwise it’s over.” And she walked away, leaving a stunned Spike.
When she reached her friends she grabbed her bag and books. “I’m gonna head home.” 
Willow and Cordelia looked at her, surprise written on their faces. “What happened?” 
“I don’t want to talk about it.” The blonde mumbled and walked away.

“Okay…What was that about?” The brunette asked.
Willow squinted her eyes and said: “I’m not sure, but I think it has to do with a person named William Pratt.”
“Trailer Park? What gives you that idea?”
The other girl pointed at the boy, walking away from the place where Buffy had come from, all upset. He looked angry and annoyed. Something did happen.
“What do you think happened?” Cordelia wondered out loud. 
“I can’t even imagine what happened. I thought they were on good terms,” Willow replied.
“They were?”
“You only care about your own boyfriend and people who break up?”
“Uh…yeah.” Cordelia said.
“You are unbelievable,” the red head sighed.
“Thanks. I know though.” The other one teased. Willow gave Cordelia a friendly push and then became serious again. “But Buffy really looked upset. I’m gonna call her when I get home.”
“You do that, girlfriend.” Cordelia smiled

At home, Buffy did nothing more than hang around her room, waiting for her phone to ring. She ate buckets of ice cream and fried food, but nothing could take her mind of it. Suddenly it rang.
“Hello?” she asked with a hopeful voice, to be disappointed when it was Willow.
“Hey Buff, sorry if I interrupted anything, but I was kind of worried. You seemed really upset this afternoon.”
“I’m okay, Wills. I just had an uncomfortable conversation with someone.” Buffy replied, situating herself on her bed.
“Spike?” Willow asked casually, not even really implying anything.
The cheerleader sucked in air. “What?”
“I saw him walk away after you left. He didn’t look too happy and he came from the same place you came from.”
“Oh, it was Spike.” Buffy said relieved.
“What happened with him?”
“Nothing, just had a stupid argument.”
“About what?” Willow asked with interest. The girl was pacing around her bedroom.
“Look Wills, I really don’t want to talk about it right now.” Buffy sighed, feeling sadder than before. 
“You sure?” Willow asked. Buffy sighed once more and said: “Yes, Willow, I am sure.”
“Alright,” the other one gave in, “Have a good night sleep. And it’s gonna be okay, Buffy. Whatever you’re going through.”
Buffy smiled and said: “Thanks, Willow. Sleep well.”
“You too.” Willow replied and then hung up. Buffy stared at her phone and felt a little better. She put the phone down and then lay in bed, waiting for it to ring again.

 On Sunday it rang again. “Hello?” Buffy said, hopeful once more.
“Hello dear, I called to say, that I’ll be home late from the gallery.” Her mother said.
“I didn’t even know you were at the gallery. Why are you working on Sunday?” the girl asked with a surprised voice.
“Last minute exposition, I’ll tell you the exact story when I get home. But about that, I’m gonna be late for dinner. There’s money on the kitchen counter so you can order a pizza or something, but there’s also left-over Chinese.” Joyce said, with a friendly voice. “Are you okay with watching Dawn for the rest of the day?”
“Yeah…is she still in bed?” Buffy asked with a hopeful voice. Sleepy Dawn was easier to control.
“I don’t think so, but it’s only 9.30.” Joyce smiled and then said: “Just amuse her for a couple of hours. Take her to the park or something.”
“I know how to amuse a 10 year old, mom.” Buffy said, before yawning.
“Good. Have a great day, honey.” Her mother said. “You too,” the girl replied.

Buffy spend the rest of her Sunday entertaining Dawn and she was more than happy too. Staring at the phone on Saturday had made her very depressed. So taking her sister to the park and playing games was a welcome distraction. But the waiting began when Buffy went to bed at 22.00. She stared at the wall across from her bed, waiting once again for the phone to ring. She started to wonder why she had inflicted this pain upon herself, but she also reasoned that she had started it, so she should finish it. 
When it was 0.30, she burst out in tears. Her heart was left behind stomped on and crushed. She had finished it.

The End



A/N: Sad ending hey? But it was necessary to make it fit with Interesting Developments. If you want a happy ending just read that one as well :)
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