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Chapter 1

Give Me Time

While I wouldn't exactly consider this dark, I would consider it very angsty - even more so than my usual stuff. Parts of it made me almost cry upon rereading, so I just want to be very clear that it is sad. It's also completely different from anything I've written before. I'm usually all about canon, but the muses and PTB wanted me to try and stretch my creativity legs here. I've never really written William before, but I've pieced together a character from the flashbacks on the show and bits of Spike's character. I think that William and Spike are one and the same even if he didn't always know it. As for Buffy, she is an English slayer during the Victorian Era in this fic, but I tried to have bits of canon Buffy in there, too. That was challenging, but fun.



This story is assuming that instead of staying in London and being turned, William heads to the country and must stay there for a while. No character or plot device is superfluous here; all were added with an endgame in mind. This means that the story moves quickly from one important instance to another without much filler. I've taken some liberties with William's family, but nothing too extreme, as we never had much background on him anyhow. It's one of those, "it's canon if I say it's canon" kind of things.



Anyway, one last note. This story is not meant to rewrite the history of Spike and Buffy. I like to think of it more as an experiment by the universe, or Powers That Be, or God, or whatever turns us on and shakes us about… to see if things could have been different between the two of them. Maybe they're always meant to know each other. Maybe they really do love each other… or maybe certain things happen no matter what time and place they find themselves in.



If you read my whole rambling author's note, thank you… Now read my whole rambling story so I can thank you some more!


…


Give Me Time


…


*1*


My grandfather had grown gravely ill in the winter of 1879, and so it was in the Winter of 1879 that my sister and I were sent from our home in London to stay with the older man on his estate in Surrey. The official story was that we were to keep our grandfather company, but the true reason was to keep my sister away from a man who had no business courting her, and whom she was unfortunately falling in love with. And, anyway, since my grandfather had only the most renowned physicians caring for him and an army of servants fulfilling his every need, the only true inconvenience for being forced to care for him, this man who had been largely an absent figure in our lives, was the extended stay in the country.


Ever since Father had died, it was up to me to see to the family.


"But, really... must we stay?" My sister asked as she stared gloomily at the passing countryside. I brushed nothing in particular off my pant leg and sighed.


"Yes, sister. Obligation and propriety command it of us." I responded, but neglected to mention about the part where this was all because of her, though she really must have known.


"But until he dies?" She pouted. "William, that could take weeks."


"What do you have against Surrey? You seemed to enjoy it in the past."


"Yes, and I also played with dolls and fancied myself a princess in the past."


I smiled teasingly.


"Did you?" I asked. "And tell me, which part of that has changed?"


She looked at me crossly.


"If I had known you were going to be so disagreeable on the carriage ride over, I might have arranged another way."


"Me disagreeable? I'm offended, Anna. I merely was curious as to your change of heart in regard to the country."


"It's just so... boring." She sighed. "I shall have to feign interest in the party they will be throwing in honor of our arrival."


"... How do you know there will be a party?"


She smiled, her blue eyes glittering.


"Of course there's going to be a party. The women are all probably jumping out of their skin to catch a glimpse of you this time around. We were children on our last visit... and you've grown quite handsome in spite of yourself."


"Handsome?" I asked, really thinking the idea quite ridiculous. "What makes you think the proper ladies of Surrey will care for such things?"


She laughed at this.


"Curiosity is stronger than propriety. They will want to see you whether they like it or not."


"Well then, My Dear, I shall have to stay out of sight."


"Oh, but that will be quite impossible... what with the party they will be throwing for us."


I took a deep breath and shook my head, turning to look outside the carriage at the trees.


"There shall be no party."


*2*


I closed my eyes and took in a deep breath of the night air, outside and happy, for the moment, that no one appeared to be in search of me. Inside my Grandfather's manner a party, as my sister had predicted, tromped on. Music reached my ears from inside the ballroom as the country people swirled and laughed in a slurry of dull colors. No gown different from another, no man more interesting than the man who stood next to him, no voice distinguishable from amongst the rest. They were all the same... and I was one of them.


I didn't even mind it so much.


What I did mind were all the very frank stares from the women who seemed to regard me as a new toy.


"Not enjoying the music?" Her voice lilted through the cold and over the music to my ears. So I been caught and someone had followed me outside. I could kill my sister for being right again. I forced a polite smile on my face.


"No, I am enjoying it immensely-" I turned to see a woman standing to my right near the doors. Her dress, I recall, was a dark and deep shade of red. Not blue or white. Red. Large green eyes laughed at me even though she had nothing in particular to be laughing about... And brown curls clung, it seemed, happily to her head. She seemed so utterly a part from the crowd that filled my grandfather's ballroom. I did not understand why I should get this distinct feeling about her.


Even then, I was taken aback.


"-Er, I was just a bit over warm." I finished.


"Oh, yes, I can imagine." She said with a smile. "I'm not quite sure how you have managed to breathe tonight."


I tilted my head a bit at her forwardness, but could not pretend that I was not intrigued.


"And what, may I ask, is your excuse?" I asked. She shrugged a bit and looked out toward the garden.


"I have no excuses, Mr. Pratt. Only reasons."


There was quite a bit about the statement that made her even more interesting to me. She knew who I was, obviously - though we had not been formally introduced, and did not try to pretend that she did not know who I was. A man of my wealth could always expect at least some degree of coquetry from all the women he happened to meet, but I found no trace of it coming from her. Also, her statement was quite different from one I might have thought she would give. No excuses, only reasons. There seemed to me so much wisdom in that, though I did not know exactly why.


Exceeding the bounds of what may have been proper, I approached her.


"So I see you have me at a bit of a disadvantage."


She did not appear uncomfortable that I was now standing next to her.


"And what disadvantage might that be?" She asked with a laugh.


"Well, firstly, you know my name - but I do not know yours... And secondly," I paused with a slight smile. "All I have are excuses."


She said nothing for a few moments - smiling, though her eyes were no longer laughing at me.


"I am sure all the women whom you have left in your wake have found that to be quite charming." She said. I moved my head to one side, immediately becoming aware of a distinct dislike for the woman who stood before me - lovely and different though she may have been. I stared at her for a moment and then smiled, bringing my mouth very inappropriately close to her ear.


"I do not presume to know how charming women think me to be."


Truth be told, women did not think me charming. In fact, I did not think me charming. I was bumbling on my best days and could not, for the life of me, understand how I was conversing so easily with this strange woman whom I had never met.


She pulled away from me - her smile gone, replaced by something akin to curiosity, but mostly something else that I didn't quite recognize.


"Yes, and neither would I." She responded with a curtsy. I bowed... and then watched her walk back in to join the people who I somehow knew she was nothing like. I walked slowly in to the shadows, watching her with a tilted head and an odd feeling of unease and familiarity.


I turned away.


*3*


Some days later at a gathering at a nearby estate, I watched the very same woman venture off in to the garden unaccompanied. I turned to James Windsor who was standing next to me on the lawn. I had known him for several years from my previous visits to Surrey, and his many stays in London. He was a nice, if not very intelligent, man and we got along well enough when in each other's company.


Mostly he just thought I was strange, and I just thought he was ill-refined.


"Who is she?" I asked, gesturing toward the woman. He looked at me and smiled curiously.


"Who, she?" He asked.


"Yes."


"That would be Buffy." He said, turning completely toward me.


I said nothing at first - as I was struck silent.


"What kind of a name is that?" I asked after a moment.


"Well, it's a pet name, you see." He said, taking a sip from his sherry glass. "When she was a child, she pronounced her name 'Elizabuff'. It's stuck with her, I'm afraid."


"Well, it's a terrible name." I said with almost a wince.


James looked oddly affronted. I creased my forehead in a frown and took in a sudden sharp breath.


"Say, she wouldn't happen to be connected with you in some way, would she?"


"She's my fiancé." He said flatly.


"Right." I said with a blink. "More sherry?"


He handed me his glass, and I was gone.


*4*


"She's engaged to be married, you know." Anna said, coming in to my room quite uninvited, as I sat at my writing desk, penning a few lines that had come to me that afternoon. I looked up at her, and tried as inconspicuously as I could to cover the paper with my hand.


"Have you ever heard of a thing called 'knocking'?" I asked. "It's quite fashionable in many polite circles."


She laughed a bit at me.


"Are you trying to fit in with polite society then, My Dear William?"


"Always." I responded.


She sighed.


"I suppose that's true." She said, idly pulling at the ruffles of her long sleeves. Then she paused. I looked at her but said nothing. "Well?"


I merely blinked. She looked properly put out.


"Did you hear me? I said she's engaged to be married."


"Yes, I did hear you." I responded. "I only thought it quite inapplicable to me or my present state of not knowing or caring who or what you are talking about, so I chose not to comment."


Anna moved her head to one side and smiled.


"The girl whose beauty you are no doubt honoring with your pen, just there." She said, pointing to my hand that had apparently not done its job of covering what I worked on.


Somehow, Anna always knew. Yes, the poem was about the young woman who I now knew to be my friend's fiancé. I didn't like her at all, really, and she truly did have an awful name… but one could not deny her beauty. One could not help but be inspired.


I shifted uncomfortably.


"Shouldn't you be off somewhere trying to trick some rich man in to putting a ring on your finger?" I asked with a glare that one reserves only for his younger siblings.


"Right as always, I see." She said with a triumphant grin, then her face changed and she sighed heavily. "Why will you not choose a woman who actually likes you?"


She shook her head sadly.


"Cecily likes me." I said with a hard jaw.


She scoffed.


"Cecily liked you, Dear Brother." She said, seeming serious now. "I do believe she counted you among one of her dearest friends at one time or another, but you've done quite your best to see to it that she is a hundred times above you even if she doesn't have much in the way of other suitors."


I furrowed my forehead, very much at a loss for words.


She came further in to the room, touching her hand softly to mine.


It seemed somehow much warmer than it should have, and now that she stood so near to me I could see an unnatural flush to her cheeks. I was about to voice my concern when she began to speak again.


"I see you, William." She said almost sadly. "I truly do see you. You're a good man. A little boring, I would even say. You're like a child trying to wear his father's clothes and finding that, though the style is correct, the fit is all manner of wrong."


I swallowed.


"Has… Cecily spoken of this to you?" I asked.


My sister merely shook her head.


"Then this is pure conjecture." I said, standing suddenly and shoving the still wet piece of paper in my pants pocket. I walked past her to the door, but she stayed where she was.


"You always refuse to see what is right in front of you." Her voice said from behind me. I didn't look back as I made my way down the corridor, down the steps, out through the back of the house and in to the cold garden.


Finding it suddenly very hard to breathe.


Then, I decided, was a good time for a walk.


*5*


Which led to the next time I saw Miss Summers.


*6*


And the next time I saw her, she was shoving a sharpened branch through a man's heart.


*7*


The next time I saw her after that, she was standing above me… and there were six of her. Then there were three…


Then, somehow, there was one.


"Where did your sisters go?" I asked dazedly as she kneeled next to me in the leaves of the forest clearing. She looked around, seeming every bit as confused as I felt, then looked back at me.


"Are you all right?" She asked.


I sat up on my elbows, as apparently I had been laying at the foot of a rather large tree whose roots jutted out in just such a way as to have perhaps caused me permanent cerebral damage.


"Tell me, Miss Summers, before I lose consciousness again." I managed to get out. "Was it a trick of the moonlight, or did that man, in fact…" I paused, searching for the right words. "Burst in to a cloud of dust?"


She sighed.


"Which one of those would you more likely believe?" She asked.


I thought.


"Well…" I shook my head. "Neither, now that you bring it up."


"Perfect." She responded cheerily. "Because it was neither of those things. You fell and hit your head, and now you are imagining things."


I narrowed my eyes.


"That smile on your face seems wholly inappropriate to the situation."


"That is often the case." She said, pulling my arm around her neck and helping me up off of the ground with an ease the belied her size.


"Right." I said. "I see."


"Do you?" She asked with just the slightest grunt at my weight.


"Yes." I responded, pulling away from her and leaning up against the tree whose roots were still ominously planted in the ground. "I'm dreaming."


She stared at me silently for a moment.


"Dreaming." She said, and then nodded only slightly. "Dreaming is good. Let's carry on with that idea, then."


She made move to approach me, but I only stumbled away and around to the other side of the tree.


"That's quite close enough." I said, though was no longer facing her. A moment later she was in front of me again with her arms cross over her chest.


"This will get us nowhere." She said with a hint of irritation in her voice.


"And nowhere is exactly where I'd like to be with you, Miss Summers, so if you wouldn't terribly mind it, I think I'll be getting on my way… alone, now."


I took to the dark road ahead, and she followed me.


"What you saw, it was…"


"Absolutely horrifying." I interrupted her. "I suspect I'll never sleep quite the same way again. Thank you for that."


"But you are sleeping now, aren't you? You just said yourself. This is all a dream."


"Yes, and I might believe that if it wasn't for the throbbing wound at the back of my head alerting me to my grasp of a substantial amount of being awake."


She stopped, taking hold of my arm.


"Let me see it." She said. I took my arm away from her.


"Are you a doctor?" I asked her.


"I only—"


"Only what?" I asked her, taking a step back. "Miss Summers, I just witnessed the apparent impaling of a dust man through what looked very much like where, assuming dust men have hearts, his would have been. I am in no way prepared to let the strange woman who performed the particularly stupefying act survey my head."


"Firstly, I just want to make sure you aren't bleeding." She said, talking to me as though I were a child. "Secondly, please stop calling me Miss Summers. My name is Buffy."


I cocked my head back in a show of distaste.


"Terrible name." I said, and began walking again. Again, she followed.


"What's the matter with Buffy?" She asked, offended.


"What a good question." I said, nodding at her. "Tell me, what is the matter with you?"


She took a deep breath.


"Please listen to me closely." She started. "I have varying levels of patience, but you are working on each and every one of them."


"Oh, yes?" I asked. "Are you going to run me through with a stick as well?"


She bit down on her teeth.


"If you ask me very nicely." She responded with mock sweetness.


I stared at her.


"And why would I ever do that?"


*8*


"Oh, God." I cried in frustration, as the night wore on and I had yet to find my way back to Grandfather's estate. "Run me through with your pointy stick."


The girl at my side laughed lightly.


"I do recall telling you this was not the way." She said.


"I don't recall that."


"But you decided not to follow the one out of the two of us who did not just recently have herself knocked unconscious."


"If you mean yourself, I'd sooner follow a bear." I stopped and turned to her. "If anyone finds out that you and I were out at ungodly hours of the night taking a stroll together—"


"You do truly enjoy inventing new ways to worry yourself, don't you?" She asked, nonplussed.


"Well, I don't have to invent ways just now, do I?" I asked, and then looked around, quieting my voice a bit. "Plenty of ways being invented for me." I looked back at her. "And what exactly were you doing out this late, and who was that man, and hold out your arms."


Her eyebrows knit together.


"Hold out my—"


Whether or not she caught me, I will never know.


*9*


I woke up in my room at the estate with a servant standing over me holding a wet rag and a washbowl.


"What…?" I started, trying to sit up – but was rewarded with the room spinning around my head.


The woman wiped at my forehead.


"You've got a terrible fever, Mr. William." She said with a distinctly lower class accent. "Been unconscious for two whole days."


I closed my eyes and took in a deep breath.


Then I had dreamed the whole thing.


Thank God.


"Where's Anna?" I asked, and then opened my eyes again. The woman's hand halted for a moment over my forehead, but quickly continued what it had been doing.


"She's gotten herself a fever, too." Was all she said.


*10*


By the time I was well enough to leave my bed, Anna was dead.


*11*


"She was a sweet girl." My grandfather said weakly as I sat at his bedside. I held his cold hand absentmindedly, wondering if he really believed that or was just saying it. He hadn't really known my sister.


"Very much so." I responded, and then I wondered if I believed that either. I had loved my sister, yes… but sweet may not have been my choice adjective when describing her. "I'll be leaving back to London as soon as the doctors tell me I'm well enough for travel. Mother will need me now."


More than ever, I added in my head.


"Your mother wishes you to stay here." The old, dying man said as he gestured toward the small table at his right. I recognized instantly my mother's handwriting on a few sheets of paper, and lifted them to my eyes.


Mother, ever self-sacrificing, did wish me to stay. Perhaps she really and truly believed my grandfather benefited somehow from my presence.


Perhaps she knew that his death would be easier for me to witness than her own.


It broke my heart, but this was her wish… that I be away as she grew sicker and sicker by herself. I hadn't been with my sister when she died, and now I would be kept from my mother as well.


"Very well." I said quietly, my eyes brimming with tears.


I knew that for as long as I lived I would remember this moment as the moment my life came to be all about death.


*12*


The year changed uneventfully from 1879 to 1880. Mother wrote me often, but never about the grisly murders that had been occurring in and around London. That, I read about in the papers.


Dark, ugly business.


*13*


I found Buffy outside in the dark about a half-mile away from my grandfather's home. She was walking slowly, predatorily, along the dirt road. Her hand was half raised at her side as it held a familiar sharpened weapon, and her crimson skirts dragged behind her.


"Buffy." I said from the shadows as she passed by. She raised her weapon higher in defense, but immediately dropped it back down to her side when she saw it was only me.


"What are you doing out here?" She asked, irritation showing plainly on her face, even in the darkness. "You must know it isn't safe."


I raised an eyebrow.


"Apparently I'm not the only one." I said, gesturing at the piece of wood in her hand.


"There are some very bad things around here. I would suggest heading home if you didn't want to end this night dead." She responded, and then her eyes briefly flitted past the black armband that encircled my upper arm. She said nothing of it, but when her eyes found mine again, her face was softer.


I shoved my hands in my pockets.


"You're a strange woman." I said, tilting my head as I appraised her – unconsciously mimicking my sister. "At any rate, I was looking for you."


She looked confused.


"For me?" She asked. "Why?"


Well, wasn't it clear?


"I want to help you."


*14*


All I knew was death. My father had died. My sister had died. My mother and grandfather were dying.


Every bit of my heart ached with loss, and I just wanted to feel something other than empty… So I sought Buffy out. I was no fool. Given the proper clues, a man can put two and two together. A horrible string of murders in London. Bodies with puncture wounds to the neck. A strange girl stabbing wooden spikes through men's hearts.


Vampires, obviously.


*15*


She wanted nothing to do with me at first.


"What are you doing here, William?" She would always ask when I showed up from the shadows with my very own rudimentarily shaped wooden spike. Stakes, as she called them.


"Came for a small spot of violence." I said once, not really knowing where it had come from.


She raised an eyebrow.


"More like a small spot of getting yourself killed." She replied and began to walk away. I followed her.


"You seem to do well enough for yourself." I pointed out.


She let out an annoyed sigh.


"That's because I…" She trailed off and stopped, looking around but not at me.


"Go on then." I urged her. She took a deep breath and looked at me.


"I'm the slayer."


That was how she told me.


I stood in stunned silence for a few moments.


"All right." I started uncertainly. "Whatever that is, I am sure I can be one as—"


She shook her head adamantly.


"No." She said. "I'm the slayer… which means the only one. I was chosen for this."


"Chosen?" I asked on a laugh. "Chosen by whom?"


She opened her mouth to answer, and then closed it again. She looked down to her side.


"I… don't really know." She answered.


"Then perhaps I am chosen as well. Perhaps that's why we met."


She looked back up at me at that, a small hint of amusement playing on her features.


"Slayers have only ever been women." She said. "I admit to not knowing you very well, William, but I'm almost certain you are a man." She looked me over, and then smiled. "Almost."


"I assure you I am a man." I said, offended.


"Well, that's that, then."


She began to walk away from me again. I grabbed hold of her arm to stop her, and she whirled instantly around and had me on my back and gasping for air in the next moment.


She stood above me.


"Go home, William." She said, and then was gone.


*16*


I did go home when she asked me… but then I went back. Again and again. Fighting along side the "slayer", night after night, for as long as she would allow – which was usually only minutes at a time.


But I did learn.


I learned how to stand, how to duck, how to jump out of the way at the right moment. I learned that it's not as easy as it looks to stab an object through someone's chest… but I learned how to do it anyway.


Mostly, I know, I was in her way and, honestly, we didn't take very well to each other's company… but I couldn't stop going. Couldn't stop seeking her out. I wanted to learn more, to know more.


I couldn't just stay at home with Grandfather.


So at night, I found her to learn from her. During the day, I grew quite well acquainted with her family and friends and moved in much the same circle as she, even if this was not exactly on purpose.


I say not exactly on purpose, because I didn't know just then how I felt about her.


*17*


My sister came to me in a dream. She stood smiling in her teasing way as I sat writing at my desk at home in London.


"It's about her, no doubt."


I looked at her sadly.


"Should it be about you?"


She looked pale and still even as she shook her head.


"No, it never was." She responded.


"I don't understand what you mean."


"It was always about her."


I furrowed my forehead.


"Her?"


"The slayer." She said, gesturing toward the poem in front of me.


I looked down at the red scribbling on the page, but could make no words out. Had I been writing something? I suddenly didn't remember. I looked back up at my sister.


"I've known her before." I said, did not ask.


"She's known you before." She responded.


Then, I knew something just as securely as I knew my own name, though I did not know why or how.


"I love her."


She young, dead girl frowned.


"She can only break your heart."


*18*


I sought her out again, but this time during the day.


"Miss Summers." I said as I came to stand next to her on James Windsor's lawn as she and a few others gathered to watch a cricket match. Now that the gloom of winter had faded away to the Spring, picnics and gatherings were a usual part of the day. It had only been a matter of time before I saw her again, and when the invitation had come from the Windsor's, I knew she'd be there.


She took in and then let out a deep breath.


"Mr. Pratt." She responded, but did not look at me.


I paused.


"Buffy…"


Then she looked at me. I swallowed as my breath caught in my chest. I hadn't really noticed how beautiful her eyes were before that moment. Most every time I'd seen her up close had been at night, and the dull light from the moon had never done the color of her eyes justice.


"Please, can I speak with you?"


She looked around at the others who were all happily engaged with their spectating, then back at me.


"Now?" She asked. I only managed a small short nod. She watched my face for a few moments, possibly trying to read it, before I saw the look of resignation spill across her features. "All right."


She excused herself from her company and followed me several paces away from everyone else, but still within their site.


"William," She started before I could speak. "I know you want to help me, but believe me when I say that you are only making my work harder for me."


I was silent for a moment, briefly confused as to what she was talking about. It was the confusion of a man who had nothing but the love for the woman standing in front of him on his mind. I shook my head.


"No, Miss Summers, you misunderstand me." I said. "Well, I mean… yes, I would like to help you, but…" I trailed off. She looked somewhat impatient, but mostly curious. "Well, I must confess I found you to be particularly strange when first we met and that my opinion of you was in no way helped by the-" I looked around to make sure no one was within earshot. "Knocking myself unconscious in light of you turning a man in to a pile of dust."


She no longer looked impatient or curious, but rather blandly irritated.


"Thank you." She said in a monotone unique to herself.


I smiled sheepishly.


"Forgive me, I only meant to… well, to illustrate how my feelings for you have changed."


"Changed?" She asked, seeming to move back from me without moving at all.


"Yes. Very much."


"How much?" She asked suspiciously.


I stood as proudly and straight as I could.


"Well, it seems that I lo—"


She put her hand out, cutting me off.


"Stop." She said, taking a step back. "William, don't say it."


That was not the reaction I was hoping for, though, indeed, I had hoped for nothing at all. It still stung. I took a deep breath and stole my emotions.


"Whether you let me say it or don't, it does not change the fact that it's true."


"And neither does it change the fact that I'm to be married." She paused briefly, her eyes widening. "To your friend."


I may have blushed.


"Yes, I agree that is unfortunate, but be that as it—"


"Unfortunate?" She asked incredulously. "What kind of a man…" She trailed off before her voice rose any louder, looking around her and then back at me. "William, I know that with your sister being gone you are looking to fill some sort of—"


"No." I interrupted her more forcefully than I meant to, then I felt my face soften in light of her surprise. I shook my head slightly. "No, that's not what this is."


"Well, it's not love."


I swallowed.


"Yes." I said. "It is."


"You can't love me." She argued. "We hardly know each other."


"I know it's sudden, but please… what is time when it comes to love?"


She seemed to wince at that.


"Please do not recite your poetry at me." She said with obvious distaste.


"I know I'm a bad poet." I said. "But I'm a good man."


She took another damning step back from me, her eyes narrowing a bit.


"There are echoes of a good man in you," she started. "But you are also a kind of man who thinks he must kill to feel. You are a kind of man who would tell his own friend's fiancé that he is in love with her. You are… a kind of man, but I'm not sure that 'good' would describe it."


At this, I was at a lost for words. My mouth seemed to try to form some, but no sound came out.


"This isn't real." She continued. "Stay inside at night. Be safe, William… and never seek me out like this again."


*19*


After that, I did stop going out at night, but I made myself known to her in every other way that I could. I made it a point to call on her family often. I attended church just for a glimpse of her... just for a chance to catch her eye - though it was very seldom that I did. She seemed to avoid me just as avidly as I pursued her. Even as I sat at her dinner table she would never look at me. Always at the person to her left, to her right, in front of her, but never at me. Even as I spoke. At parties she would excuse herself from a group of friends if I approached the circle. She wanted nothing to do with me, and it ripped me apart inside. The more I saw of her, the more I knew of her, the more I loved her. The more I wanted her. In weeks she had spoken no more than a few polite words to me... Until one afternoon.


"Buffy." I addressed her informally. I had decided to take the long route back after church by foot rather than carriage, and had found Buffy walking alone along the path with a basket of flowers in her hand. She had not attended service, and so I had been bitterly disappointed... but catching her alone more than made up for it. She stopped for a moment, but kept going right along again as though she had not heard me. I raced ahead and stopped in front of her... just as my heart raced and seemed to stop at the sight of her.


"Miss Summers." I said. "Please, would you mind if I walked along side you for a spell?"


She did not answer, only began to walk, and I fell in step beside her.


"May I ask why you were absent from service this morning?"


"Did I miss service?" She asked. "I must have lost track of the time."


"You were avoiding me." I said, taking her arm. She stopped.


"Well, yes - since you brought it up." She responded as she pulled herself from my grasp. "That is exactly the reason."


"But why?"


"Mr. Pratt, do pardon my bluntness - but I must question both your character and your mental stability if you really feel compelled to ask me that question."


"You are like me." I said firmly. "I know it. I feel it, Buffy. We're the same. James won't make you happy. He'll add to your pool of wealth, yes, to your reputation—"


"And if you continue on this way, you shall have no more reputation at all. Please, don't give my friends or family any more reason to watch me."


"My dear, I mean only to save you."


"You're acting like a fool. Your feelings for me make no sense."


"And what about your feelings for James?"


She was silent for a moment, and began walking again.


"We have always known we would marry. Our family's... his mother and father- I-" She became visibly exasperated. "It's none of your business anyway."


"I love you, Buffy." I said. She sighed heavily. "Please, you must listen to me." I stopped her once again, but she would not meet my eyes. "I can not say what it was about you that first time we met, or when it was that I fell in love with you... I only know that every part of my being longs for you and that I am yours, and only yours."


She finally met my eyes, and stared silently in them for a few moments before taking my hands.


"And I belong to James and only to James." She let me go. I felt myself shatter. "Please, this has to end."


And with those words she left me... Broken.
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