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Chapter 1

one


disclaimer: HAH! me own this show?! you've gotta be freaking kidding me. i'm not that creative........

*~::~*~::~*~::~*~::~*~::~*~::~*~::~*~::~*~::~*~::~*~::~*~::~*~::~*~::~*~::~*~::~*~::~*

9:00 pm

Buffy leaned against the railing and stared up at the night sky. How had she come to this? How had she allowed him to go?

Had it really been six months since that day? That day when her life went to hell and dragged her love along with it?

She hated to think about it, but she knew he was in hell. After all, he had been in a HELLMOUTH wearing an amulet from god knows where....

She shook her head, trying to derail that train of thought. It normally led to much sadness and the inhalation of ice cream and sappy love movies. 

She ran her hands up and down her arms, smoothing down the goosebumps that had formed. Shaking the hair out of her eyes, she watched as the meteors sailed across the sky. "Spike," she murmurred. "Are you up there, baby?" She looked down at the carpet. "Or are you down there?" 

And then, as if a finger crooked under her chin and lifted her head, her gaze was drawn back to the meteor shower. She smiled, a tear making its way down her cheek. "Is that your way of telling me you're up there?" she whispered.

She shook her head, not allowing herself to get lost in the delusion. She walked back into her room, closed the windows and climbed back under the covers. Snuggling into the sheets, she sighed out, "Spike...."

12:07 am

A blinding flash lit up apartment 207, and a figure appeared in the bed next to the petite blonde. He opened his eyes, blinked slowly, and then registered who he was with. "Buffy...." he breathed. Scootching closer, he buried his nose in her hair, breathing in her scent. "Luv...."

She sighed contentedly in her sleep, and they drifted off to sleep. 

All questions would be asked tomorrow. 

But for now.....they would rest.

For the first time for almost a year...they could finally rest.

Together.

*~::~*~::~*~::~*~::~*~::~*~::~*~::~*~::~*~::~*~::~*~::~*~::~*~::~*~::~*~::~*~::~*~::~*

AN----i'm sorry.couldn't resist. this is based on a dream that i had last night and it wouldn't freaking get out of my freaking head!!!!

please review and tell me what you think!!!


Chapter 2

two



 

hehe. me love me some spike......props to Sanna for making this icon! i got it from sinister-attraction.org

*~::~*~::~*~::~*~::~*~::~*~::~*~::~*~::~*~::~*~::~*~::~*~::~*~::~*~::~*~::~*~::~*

Buffy yawned and sat up, stretching out the sleep from her limbs. She smiled as she remembered last night's dream. 

She had fallen asleep, and Spike had climbed into bed and joined her. They had cuddled, and he had whispered words of love into her hair. 

Shaking her head, she looked over at her clock and decided it was too early to be awake. 

"5:19....bleh," she muttered, laying her head on the pillow next to Spike's head.

Wait a minute....

Spike's head?

Buffy opened her eyes to see Spike's eyes staring right back at her, so blue it was like they thought of rain.....(AN hahah! from the icon, i couldn't resist).

She scrambled backwards and fell off the bed. Spike leaned over the edge and chuckled slightly. "Are you okay, luv?"

"Uhm....yeah," came her muffled voice (her face was currently becoming aqquainted with the carpet cuz she had rolled over). "Just had a heartattack and i'm pretty sure my butt's broken."

Spike laughed, and pulled her up. Her hands covered her eyes, and he pried them off. Her eyes were screwed shut and he whispered, "Kitten, open your eyes."

"No," she whispered.

"Why not?"

"Because if I do, you won't be there....just like every other time..."

Spike felt his heartbreak in his chest. "Oh, sweetheart," he cooed, cradling her face. "I'm not going anywhere. Open your eyes."

She slowly opened her right eye, and then her left when she was sure she wasn't imagining anything. "Spike?" she whispered. "Is.....are you really here?"

"Yeah, baby. I'm reallly here." 

Suddenly, he had an armful of Slayer, whose face was pressed up against his hard chest, taking comfort in the steady beat of his--HOLY CRAP he had a heartbeat!

She smiled against him, and said, "Does this mean we can get that white picket fence?"

Spike chuckled. "Yeah, luv. We'll get us the best white picket fence on the block."

And they did.

*~::~*~::~*~::~*~::~*~::~*~::~*~::~*~::~*~::~*~::~*~::~*~::~*~::~*~::~*~::~*

AN---peh. i turn my nose up in disgust at my crappy ending.

o well. 

PLEASE REVIEW!!! i love me some feedback
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