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This fiction is a bit different than my others. It will be angsty and possibly dark in some places, but I always have a happy ending to make up for it. There will be lots of Spuffy, even though that won’t exactly happen right away. As always, thanks go to DrkDevin and dusty273 for helping me out with it.  Also to DrkDevin for my beautiful banner.  I’m a bit nervous about this one, so I really hope you guys would like it and leave me a review. Anything would be greatly appreciated=)Chapter 1

“Okay, time for little girls to be in bed.”

The blonde shook her head adamantly. “I’m not sleepy. Can you read me a story, Mommy?”

Joyce had a hard time saying no to her, but knew that she had to. “Daddy and I have a lot to talk about, Buffy. I’ll read to you tomorrow. Now, let’s get you all tucked in.”

She nodded and snuggled under the blankets.

Joyce pressed a kiss to her daughter’s forehead. “Sweet dreams, baby.”

Buffy smiled. “Night, Mommy.”

Joyce watched her little angel for a while longer, then left the room and closed the door behind her.


* * * * *


Buffy was ripped out of slumber by a loud noise coming from downstairs, jumping out of bed to see what it was. She heard voices and stood at the top of the stairs, kneeling down to look through the railing. She saw her parents arguing with another man that she wasn’t familiar with.

“Please, take whatever you want. Just leave us alone,” Hank Summers pleaded.

The man shook his head, reaching into his pocket to draw out a gun. “This ends here,” he spat, pulling the trigger and shooting Hank in the chest.

Joyce screamed and ran to her fallen husband’s side.

“It was just him that I wanted, but I can’t leave any witnesses.” He pulled the trigger a second time, a bullet landing in Joyce’s head.

She slumped to the floor next to the body of her husband.

Buffy gasped from the top of the stairs, tears streaming down her face.

He glanced up at her, not knowing that a child was in the house. He couldn’t take any chances and aimed the gun towards her, about to pull the trigger again, but was stopped by the sound of sirens outside. He wanted to deal with the cops even less and after giving one more look to the little girl, made his way out of the house. There wasn’t much she could do, anyway.

Buffy remained there in shock as a few police officers barged into the house.

They ran over to the bodies on the floor to feel for a pulse, but there were none.

“Hey, Miller? There’s a kid up there.”

The one in lead looked up at Buffy, carefully moving up the stairs as to not startle her. “It’s okay, you’re safe now. Let’s get you out of here.” He picked the child up and carried her down the stairs, knowing that it would be a very long night.


* * * * *


“Where is Buffy? I’m Anne Giles, a friend of her parents. I heard about what happened and that she was brought here.”

Officer Graham Miller nodded and led the distraught woman to the back of the station. “She’s still in a state of shock. We tried talking to her, but she hasn’t spoken a word to anyone yet.”

Anne took in the sight of Buffy sitting in a chair, a lost look on her face. Seeing your parents murdered was nothing for a six-year-old child to experience.

“Maybe you can get through to her,” he commented.

Anne kneeled down in front of the little girl, grasping both of her small hands. “Do you remember me, honey? We met a couple of times.”

Buffy finally focused on the person in front of her, more tears falling from her eyes. “I want my mommy and daddy. I saw them get hurt, but the people took me away.”

Anne’s heart was breaking for the child. “I’m sorry, sweetheart,” was all she could manage to get out.

“Where’s my mommy? I wanna go home.”

Anne held the sobbing girl to her chest, not knowing what else to do.


* * * * *


“Does she have any other relatives close by to stay with?”

Anne shook her head. “Not that I know of.”

Officer Miller sighed. “I suppose there’s always foster care.”

Anne didn’t like the idea of Buffy getting sent to some foster home, where she wouldn’t know anyone. “I could take her. I mean, I knew her parents. I would hate for Buffy to live with strangers.”

He thought about it, then nodded after a moment. “I’ll see what I can do.”

Anne nodded as well, knowing that she made the right decision.


* * * * *


“Come on in, Buffy. You don’t have to be scared.”

She took in her new surroundings, feeling out of place and wishing to see her parents again.

A little boy then came barreling down the stairs, staring at her curiously.

Anne smiled. “This is William, my son. You’ve met him before, but I don’t know if you would remember. William, this is Buffy. She’ll be staying here with us. I want you to make her feel welcome, all right?”

William nodded and took her hand in his. “I’ll show you my room.” He pulled her upstairs, not bothering to wait for a response.

Anne watched them go, already having a feeling that they would get along great.


* * * * *


“You can play with my toys if you want. I have a lot.”

She looked around his room.

“What happened to your mummy?” he asked after a moment.

Buffy felt saddened before answering him. “She’s in Heaven now. My daddy’s taking care of her.”

“My grandmum’s in Heaven, too. It’s a nice place, you don’t have to worry. My mummy always tells me how happy she is there. You wanna play a game?”

She nodded and noticed that he talked funny, but stayed silent and watched him take out Candy Land for them to play. It was always her favorite game.


* * * * *


“It was horrible, Rupert. Someone broke into their house and shot Joyce and Hank; the poor child saw the whole thing. I couldn’t just let them put her in a foster home.”

Rupert Giles nodded. “I couldn’t imagine going through something like that. They were such kind people. We’ll make a nice home for her here.”

Anne smiled and placed a kiss to her husband’s cheek. “Thank you, I knew you would understand. Joyce and Hank loved that little girl very much, I’m sure they would be happy to know that we were caring for her now. And it would be nice for William to have someone close to his age to play with; he’s always keeping to himself.”

Giles had to agree. At only eight-years-old, William was a very bright young boy. He wasn’t like other children his age. Instead of playing ball with the other boys, he would rather be inside with his books. He was always so shy and hardly associated at all with the other kids at school. Giles prayed that Buffy would be able to bring William out of his shell.
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