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Chapter 1

Chapter 1


The house made very little noise as Buffy crept through the halls. The girls were all sleeping, and not one was making a sound. She peeked into Dawn’s room. Her sister was sleeping peacefully, and this brought a smile to Buffy's face. After her date with Principal Wood, she was more than happy to come home. She slipped down the stairs, her shoes silent on the floor as she descended. As she passed the living room, she noticed Xander snoring softly on the couch, and more girls were strewn out over the floor. 

Buffy crept into the kitchen, debating between doing dishes and going to the basement. The choice was made for her however when she saw Spike’s bobbing head in the yard. He was pacing, and he only did that when he was deep in thought or frustrated. Her date with the principal tonight hadn’t gone like she had hoped, and she was almost relieved that Spike interrupted. She didn’t have the chemistry with the principle that she thought she would, and it almost felt like she was running from something at home that she was trying to forget, but she still couldn’t face that yet either. But the look on his face at the restaurant had caused an ache deep inside her heart. The last thing she wanted to do was hurt him. But in the end, she had come home with Spike.

The dishes forgotten, she decided to join him on the porch. Making her way toward the back door, she opened it silently, so as to not wake the sleeping girls in the house.  “Hey.  You okay?”  She asked, closing the door. If he didn’t stop his agitated pacing, he was going to make a rut in her yard. 
	
Spike stopped pacing and looked at her. “I don’t know,” he said, in a soft voice. 

His eyes were expressive, and she could see the sorrow swimming deep within them. She had seen that same look when he had shown up at their table. Buffy’s brows drew together.  “Is this about tonight?” She hoped it wasn’t. But if it was, she would explain to him that nothing would happen with her and the principle. 

There was a slight breeze that whipped her golden hair around her face, but it wasn’t cold. It was a clear night, and she could see the stars twinkling in the night sky. She sat down on the steps as her eyes traveled to his form. “Spike?”
	
Spike shook his head. “No, it’s not that.” She could see the fallen expression on his face, and it worried her. 
	
She frowned.  “Tell me what’s wrong.” She needed to know. It was bothering Spike, and they had gotten closer over these past few months. He had been honest with her, and she had been honest with him. She didn’t want that to change now. 
	
He stared at the sky for a moment, before he glanced at her. “Did anyone tell you what happened around here tonight?”  He asked, sitting down beside her. 
	
“Willow did.  The First is back in the mix,” she said, clasping her hands together. This was their spot. It was calm, and quiet. She could gather her thoughts and actually put them into words. It wasn’t her strong suit, but she did her best. But out here, there were no secrets. They had never been interrupted. She vaguely wondered if someone had made a point about staying away from the kitchen when the blondes were occupying the porch. She was grateful for whatever force that kept the girls away. 
	
Spike sighed. “The First isn’t finished with me, Buffy.  I don’t think it’s safe for me to stay here anymore,” he said, regretfully. He stared at his boots, unable to look at her. 
	
Buffy looked up at him in surprise, and she suddenly felt as if her heart had fallen out of her chest.  “What do you mean?”  She felt like she had been kicked in the gut.  She had not been expecting him to say that. The last thing she wanted to hear, or even think about, was his walking out of her life. Was she crazy? 
	
“I mean, I should leave town before something does happen.” She couldn’t ignore the look in his eyes, which clearly said that he didn’t want to leave, but that didn’t stop her from asking.
	
“But…what about me?”  She asked, softly. Whoops. Now her selfishness was coming out and she didn’t even bother to hide it. He was planning on leaving, and she had let him last time. She didn’t want to go through that again. She couldn’t bare the thought of losing him. She needed him by her side. 

Spike’s heart shattered in his eyes.  “Don’t make this harder, Buffy.  I don’t wanna leave again, but I’d rather leave then hurt you or the people around you,” he whispered. “You know me better then that. I won’t hurt you again.” 
	
She got up and went down the stairs. What would she do if he wasn’t in her life anymore? How would she handle that? “And what am I supposed to do?”  She whispered, not looking at him. She couldn’t bear to meet his blue eyes. She couldn’t stand to see what he was planning to do. She couldn’t do this again. She knew he loved her and he had never hid that from her. But she didn’t want him to see what was in her eyes. He had always read her like a book, but lately he hadn’t been able to pick up on her feelings. Feelings that she still hadn’t been able to come to terms with. She didn’t want to take a chance of him, seeing what she felt deep within her own soul. She could see his own soul in his eyes, and sometimes it scared her.
	
“Buffy…”  Spike started, resting his arms on his legs as he leaned forward.  “I thought you would understand. I’m only trying to protect you. Protect you from me and from what the First had planned. I can’t risk you getting hurt.”
	
Buffy turned with fury. She could feel tears streaming out of her eyes, but she didn’t care.  “NO!”  She flared, and then bit her lip, knowing that people were sleeping in the house. Well, not anymore they weren’t. Not after her outburst, but she couldn’t seem to care.  “You can’t leave again.  What I went through while you were away, I can’t go through that again.  I won’t.” She didn’t know what to say to make him understand why she needed him. She hadn’t thought about it. Spike wasn’t a guaranteed thing anymore, but she never thought about losing him.
	
He looked at her with disbelief. “What was I supposed to do? I couldn’t say. When I came back, I thought you were going to kill me. I hoped you would kill me because I couldn’t stand being here and not having you anymore. I was prepared for anything from you, except your forgiveness.” He rubbed his face and looked away from her. “Somehow we ended up where we are, and I’m okay with that.  But I cannot hurt you again.  I’d rather turn into dust before I ever do something like that again,” he said, getting off the porch and approaching her with each word until they were nose to nose.
	
She sniffled and tried to grasp her thoughts.  “When Willow went crazy, I brought Dawn to your place after what happened.  I still trusted you, even after what you did.” She swallowed the lump in her throat.  “Don’t you see, Spike? I need you here. You can’t leave me again. Not after everything we’ve been through. You’ve been tortured by the First, and you’ve had your chip almost make your head explode. But I’ve been right here by your side, trying to repair all the damage that we’ve done to each other.” She crossed her arms and looked up at him. “Don’t you get it Spike? I don’t want to throw all of this away.”

“You brought the Nibblet to my place?” Spike asked, surprised. “Even after…” He paused, unable to think about his actions.  
	
“Yes.”  She reached out and paused for a moment, but then she grasped his hands in hers. She had to touch him. She had to make him understand that she was serious. “I still trusted you.  Then I found out that you had left, and that’s what hurt me. I didn’t care about what happened in the bathroom. I deserved that for what I did to you. But I didn’t think I deserved to have you leave me too.” She had been devastated when she found out that Spike had left and that he would be gone for a while. After Willow had been shipped off to England, Buffy had pretty much had a mental break down. It had taken her a little while to realize that Spike was gone, and she had felt his absence deep in her heart.
	
Spike closed his eyes to keep his tears at bay. “Buffy,” he whispered. “You did not deserve that, and please don’t ever say that again. How could you even think something like that?” 
	
Buffy guided his hands to her hips and brought her hands to his face. “Spike, look at me. Please believe what I’m saying to you. We’ve both put each other through a lot of pain. It wasn’t just you. I did some pretty awful things to you. I was devastated when you left, and I shouldn’t have let things get so out of control with you.” She sniffled again, and stared into his eyes. “Before, I had always said ‘no’, but I never meant it. It wasn’t your fault that I meant it that time and you didn’t know. It wasn’t your fault.”
	
His eyes opened with unshed tears, and he began to shake a little. “That doesn’t excuse what I did Buffy,” he whispered. “I never thought I’d be able to touch you again. Not for pleasure.”
	
“Hey, it’s okay.  It’s the past,” she said, soothingly. “I’m here in front of you, and I’m not going anywhere.” She didn’t think they had repaired all the damage between them, but she didn’t want him to shut her out. She needed him to understand that she was serious, and she couldn’t handle him leaving her again.
	
Hesitantly, Spike pulled her close to him. “I just… Buffy, I don’t wanna hurt you again.”
	
“I know, and you won’t.  I promise.’’ She kissed his cheek tenderly. She wasn’t going to turn against it, but it was up to her to make him understand.  “Come on, let’s go get some sleep.” Buffy led him inside and downstairs, where she sat with him on his cot.  “Could you just for once, Spike, trust what I’m saying?” she whispered. “Just do this for us.  Please, don’t ruin what we have.”
	
Spike stood up so abruptly it startled her. “Buffy, all I ever did was trust you. And every time one of us got hurt. I don’t wanna hurt you again, and you have already hurt me enough. I don’t think there’s anything left for you to destroy, and I can’t take that chance,” he explained.	

“So it’s my fault?”  Buffy flared, tears in her eyes. “Is that why you’re leaving; because of what I did last year? Then why come back? Why come back if you didn’t want to work things out with me?” She wiped her face. “Just to rub it in my face how we couldn’t be together. You are being just like Angel.” She knew that was a low blow, but she couldn’t even think clearly anymore.
	
“It sure as hell wasn’t my fault that you abused me,” he pointed out. “But don’t compare me to that ponce. I’m nothing like him, and if you had given me half a chance you would have known that.”

“How is it my fault?  You attacked me!” She paused when guilt washed over Spike’s face. “Spike, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to,” she said, stepping toward him. That was really smooth. She had just told him, not five minutes ago, that she had deserved what he did only to blame him for it. Now she was throwing it in his face. What a way to keep him around. She had really messed up with that line. How was she going to make up for that?
	
He flinched away from her. “No, you did, and you’re right. I did attack you,” he affirmed, going towards the stairs.
	
Buffy rushed after him when she realized he was going to run and she blocked his way.  “Oh, no! You are not leaving like this!” Buffy felt her temper rise. “Why is it my fault?” Running away used to be her job. She now knew that it didn’t solve anything, and she wasn’t about to have him walk out on her. Not like this.
	
“Don’t make me say something I’m gunna regret,” Spike said, his jaw set. “Please move.” 
	
She placed a hand on each railing. “Stop being a jerk. Just tell me what you need to say,” she demanded. “What right do you have to just tell me that you’re going to leave, then walk away from me when I’m talking about us? I thought this was what you wanted. Right, Spike?” She raised an eyebrow. “Didn’t you want to be with me? Isn’t that why you got a soul, so that I would love you?”
	
“No.  I don’t wanna talk about it.” Spike refused to answer her. “You have no idea what you’re talking about.”
	
Tears came to Buffy’s eyes. “Spike, please. I want us to fix this.” Maybe it was time to be a little softer, and not demand things from him. He wouldn’t respond to harshness, and that wasn’t the way to win him over. “I don’t want you to leave.”
	
“We can’t. Buffy, don’t you get it?”  Spike said in frustration as he went over to sit on his cot.
	
“No, I don’t,” Buffy whispered, following him with slow steps. Where was he going with this? “What is so wrong with me that I’m not good enough anymore?” He was being just like Angel and Riley. Leaving her for her own good or thinking that they weren’t good enough, or that she wasn’t good enough. For once, she wanted someone to just stay with her and be everything she needed. 
	
Spike bowed his head. “Every time we’re together, one of us gets hurt. You chose Riley, and you would definitely have chosen Angel over me. I can’t have a relationship like that, where I’m second best. That’s what happened with Dru. I’d do anything for you, and you keep shutting me out. I do wanna be with you, but you don’t wanna be with me. Not really,” he said, softly. “I’ll never be number one in your heart.”
	
“You have no idea what I want,” she said, angrily. “You can’t tell me that I don’t want you, because you have no idea what I feel.” She wasn’t sure if she was ready for a relationship with Spike, but she didn’t want him to walk away. She wanted to work on things with him. They didn’t have to jump into anything serious, but she couldn’t force those words out of her mouth to help him understand.

“Then explain it to me, because you’re killing me, Buffy,” Spike whispered.
	
“I miss you. I miss being with you. Everything I do, everything I touch, reminds me of you. Then I come home and you don’t even wanna be in the same room with me. That hurts more than anything,” she explained, moving away from him. “When I come home from work, I go to see you because I want to. I miss working with you, just joking around with you. Every time I’m near you, you become tense. I know you feel bad about what happened but, God, I don’t care,” she said. “Spike, I just don’t care anymore. I just want us to be okay.”
	
“Well I care,” Spike replied. “I can’t show you how sorry I am.”
	
“Goddamn it, Spike! Do you not hear the words coming out of my mouth?”  Buffy cried.  “If I need to say it I will, but I forgave you the second you left, just like you forgave me for all the things I did. So what is so hard about all of this?”
	
“Buffy, it’s not that simple,” He said. “I’m not sure how I feel about you anymore.”

Buffy backed away a little and looked at the ground. “Oh, well that is a slight problem,” she said, tears in her eyes. He didn’t love her anymore. That could be her fault. She hadn’t given him any indication that his loving her was okay, so he had tried to change it. This would have been the perfect time for her to tell him that she was happy just being friends with him, but did she mean that? Did she just want friendship?
	
Spike went towards the stairs. “I’m sorry, Buffy.” He moved past her and headed toward the stairs. He paused at the bottom and looked at her back. “You just hurt me way too much. I still love you, I just don’t know if I can forgive you.” He stared at her for a moment before heading up the stairs. 
	
Buffy heard the back door open and close before she finally picked her head up.  The truth of his words hit her like a ton of bricks and caused her to crumble in pain.  He still loved her but that wasn’t what she wanted. She wanted his forgiveness more then his love. It was harder to forgive someone more then love them.  Her knees felt like they were going to give out as she stumbled over to his cot. She sat down heavily as a few tears slid out of her eyes.  She messed up really bad.
	
***
	
After leaving Buffy in the basement, Spike had gone back out to his original spot on the front porch. He knew he couldn’t be with her. It was too risky for them to have a relationship again, especially with regards to what Andrew had found out from the First. If he was kidnapped again and another one of those super vampires were raised, Buffy could really be hurt. He wouldn’t be responsible for hurting her again. He loved her too much to ruin what he had struggled to rebuild with her. He just wanted to be a friend to her. He didn’t think he could handle more then that. 

He didn’t bother to hide his tears or stop his shoulders from shaking as he heard Dawn come out on to the porch. He kept his head in his hands and let the tears fall into his lap. He didn’t look up at her, he had no desire to. He knew that she had to be out here to talk about Buffy and he didn’t want it. But she just sat next to him and didn’t say anything. 

After he felt that he had calmed down he looked at her.  “Why are you still up?” he asked. He sniffed and rubbed at his swollen eyes. He ached for a cigarette. That would calm his nerves a little bit right now, and that was all he needed. He needed a distraction. He glanced at Dawn, and was amazed to see the genuine concerned in her eyes. Maybe things between him and Dawn would be okay.
	
“You guys were pretty loud,” she said, folding her hands in her lap. “What happened?”
	
“I explained to her why we can’t be together,” he said. “Maybe I made the wrong choice. I think it’s better for us to just be friends. It’s better. Safer. For everyone.”
	
“Why can’t you?” she asked. “I thought this was what you wanted. Maybe she really is ready to take that chance with you.”
	
“She didn’t mean it. Not really. Dawn, we really hurt each other last year. We can’t have a relationship like that,” he answered. “She’s just lonely. It’ll be just like last year. Nothing will be different. She won’t love me like I love her, and I can’t have my heart broken again.”
	
Dawn bit her lip but nodded. “I understand,” she said. “I hope you and Buffy work things out. I’ll get Buffy out of the basement for you.”
	
“Thanks, Dawn.” It was nice to have Dawn talking to him again, and he was more than grateful to have her free up his basement. He couldn’t face Buffy right now. He didn’t know what he would say.	
	
Dawn smiled. “I’ll see you in the morning,” she said, standing. “Right, you’re still gonna be here?”
	
“I’ll still be here,” he said, offering a small smile as he got to his feet. Like he could walk away from that. “Goodnight Dawn.” He watched as she went inside and she went down to the basement. While he waited he scanned the yard. He thought he felt someone watching the house but he couldn’t see anyone. He brushed it off, thinking it was just his emotions getting the best of him as he went back to the door. He saw Dawn bring Buffy out of the basement and he put his hand on the door to go in. 

However, as Dawn went upstairs, Buffy remained in the dining room, staring at him through the back door with a heartbroken expression. He ached to go to her and tell her that everything would be fine, but he couldn’t just let her walk all over him. Things would never be different. Finally, Buffy turned and left the dining room, and he made his way inside.
	
He could hear Buffy’s whimpers upstairs as she mumbled about how much she hated him. There was no way he could sleep with her words ringing in her ears. He had really hurt her, and it was killing him. But he knew it was better this way.


Chapter 2

Chapter 2


The next night on patrol, Buffy and Spike went on patrol alone, despite the tension.  Buffy had been miserable all day, wondering what she had done to ruin things so badly with Spike. She had gone to work, and done her job, but she couldn’t get her mind off of the blonde vampire living in her basement. 

At home, she had cleaned the kitchen, and talked to the girls a little bit. They had asked her if they could go out with her but she told them no. She wanted to go alone. Well alone with Spike. But she didn’t know if he would go with her and she didn’t know how to ask him. 

As she had been getting to leave, Spike had waited for her at the door, but he wouldn’t look at her. She had swallowed her tears and left with him. But it didn’t stop there. Repeatedly she had opened her mouth to talk to him, but then closed it. She didn’t know what to say. He wouldn’t even walk near her. Why did he even come with her? Her anger was getting the best of her as she growled and punched him in the mouth.
	
The forced surprised Spike so he fell to the ground.  He recovered quickly and stood.  “What the hell was that for?”  He flared.
	
Tears welled in Buffy’s eyes again before she punched him in the face again. She hadn’t hit him in a really long time, but she was so angry at him. She was wanted to patch things up and he hadn’t given her that. He didn’t even care about how hurt she was about what he had said to her. Buffy’s fist shot out and got his nose.  “I hate you,” she growled. She told him she wanted to be with him, she wanted to work out their issues and he had said that he didn’t love her. That was what every woman wanted to hear from a man.
	
Spike’s foot shot out and he took her legs out from under her. “No you don’t but I can handle it,” he said, throwing her away form him.
	
“Why?”  Buffy flared, tears streaming down her face. She pushed herself to her feet intent on getting answers from him. She ignored the tingles on her neck as she took a step toward him.
	
“Bec….”  He was cut off as a huge demon tackled Buffy.  “Buffy!”  He screamed.
	
Buffy lay stunned on the ground Spike fought the demon.  She held her ribs where the demon had kicked and her breathing was heavy. She was so caught up in her argument with Spike that she wasn’t paying attention. She almost wanted to just lay here and die. It would better then dealing with what she was feeling.
	
Spike snapped the demons neck and ran to Buffy.  “Pet, you okay?”  He asked, kneeling beside her.
	
“Go away,” Buffy whispered. In truth, she was probably fine, just a bruise probably. But she didn’t want his help. She wanted him to leave her alone.
	
He frowned and scooped her up.  “I gotta get you home,” he said, cradling her. “You can’t stay out here. You’re in no condition to go patrolling tonight.”
	
She slumped against him and cried.  “Please put me down,” she begged him. She could walk by herself and she did not want his help. 
	
He kissed her forehead and walked toward the house.  “Buffy, I’m so sorry, Luv.”
	
She struggled slightly in his arms most of the way home, but she gave up knowing he wouldn’t put her down. She sniffled now and then as silent tears rolled down her cheeks. She hated feeling this weak. Spike took her upstairs, without a word to anyone that may have been awake in her living room. The usual candidates that would keep Spike from touching her must have been asleep. He laid her in bed and she hastily got out of bed.  She stood in front of him and slapped him.
	
Spike rubbed his cheek.  “Would you stop hitting me?”  He asked, softly. “It’s not getting us anywhere.”
	
“Why are you being like this?”  She asked, wiping her tears. Why didn’t he want to be with her? Had she messed it up that badly? “Why Spike?”
	
Spike sighed and went toward the door.  “Go to sleep, Slayer,” he said.
	
She shoved him into the door.  “Would you stop?”  She growled. “I want to talk to you. You owe me that.” She felt she deserved an answer as to why he didn’t want to be with her. She deserved to know what she had done. 
		
Then someone knocked on the door and Buffy could have reined hell for whoever disturbed them.  “Buffy?”  Came Dawn’s voice through her door.
	
“Yeah?”  Buffy asked, still looking at Spike.
	
“You might wanna come downstairs,” Dawn said. “It’s really important. I wouldn’t interrupt you guys if it wasn’t.”
	
Buffy sighed and went toward the door.  “Spike, please don’t leave. I want to talk to you,” she said, going downstairs. However she wished she had stayed in her room. Angel was standing in the living room.  Buffy halted at the foot of the stairs as Spike and Dawn came down behind her. This was not happening. She heard Spike growl as he stalked towards the kitchen. Buffy looked at him then back at Angel.  “Hold on,” she said, and ran after the blonde vampire. “Spike!”
	
Spike paused in the middle of the yard.  “You need to go back inside and see the poof,” he said.
	
“Forget him,” she said, closing the door after she came out on the porch. She almost felt sick to her stomach as the butterflies multiplied. She went toward him and looked at him.  “Look me in the eyes and tell me you don’t love me. Tell me that you feel nothing for me and I’ll leave you alone. But this is not about Angel. This is about me and you. This is what’s important right now.”
	
Spike’s eyes pierced hers as he looked for the truth. Her breath hitched in her chest as he thought about everything she had said. She didn’t know what else she could do to prove to him that she was serious. She had just walked away from Angel for him. She couldn’t say that about anyone else in her life. “Buffy,” he said, softly. “I’m just not sure.”

“Why?” She whispered, reaching out to grab his hands. “Spike, I’m not demanding anything from you. And I’ll do anything to make you trust me again. I promise.” If he wasn’t ready for a relationship, she wouldn’t push him, and she couldn’t blame him. But she wanted them to be friends. She wanted them to trust each other again. She opened her mouth again but Spike pressed his lips against hers. She released a sound of surprised before she kissed him back. Her knees went weak and she snaked her arms around his neck to hold herself up. She groaned in pleasure as he pulled her flush up against his body and she tangled her fingers in his hair.
	
Angel came out on the back porch and his jaw fell to the floor.  “Buffy?”
	
Buffy ignored him as she hugged Spike closer to her. She did have to pull away to breathe and she rested her forehead against his. “I’m guessing this means you love me,” she said in a light tone. 
	
“Yes,” he agreed.  “More than anything in this world.”

A smile broke out on her face and she was about to lean up to kiss him when Angel’s voice rang though the front yard.
	
“Buffy, what are you doing?”  Angel asked.
	
She turned and looked at him.  “I’m sorry Angel.” She felt a little bad that she had been some what rude to him but she wasn’t going to let anything ruin what she was trying to work on with Spike. Not even Angel could mess that up for her. She was more then annoyed when Angel manhandled her away from Spike saying they had to talk. She snatched her wrist free.  “I’m not a little kid.  I don’t need you to pull me on a leash.” He still hadn’t gotten over that, and it was pissing her off.
	
“Buffy, I came here with good news, but I think we’ve run into a road block,” he said.
	
“Spike is not a road block,” Buffy growled.  “He’s part of my life.” She paused glancing at Spike as he took a step toward her.  “What’s the good news?” She smiled at Spike a little, not wanting him to feel like anything was different. Angel would say whatever he couldn’t say over the phone and he would leave. That’s what he did. She knew that, and this time she wanted him to speed the process up.
	
“Give me your hand,” Angel said.
	
Buffy looked skeptical but gave him her hand.  “Why?” Her initial instinct was to pull away. Angel did have that power over her to make her do whatever he said. And right now she really wanted to go inside. She sighed as he put her hand on his chest and she focused on the thumping beneath her hand before she snatched it away.  “Oh my god.  You’re human,” she whispered. Her eyes snapped to Spike as his head lowered in rejection. She walked away from both of them needing some space to process what she had just found out. She looked over at Angel then at Spike who lifted his gaze and she knew she couldn’t hurt him again.  She sighed and walked toward Angel to give him a hug.  “I’m glad.”
	
Angel wrapped his arms around her and smiled.  “Finally, we get to be together,” he whispered.
	
Buffy frowned and pulled away.  “No, we can’t.  You and I had our chances.  Too many chances,” she whimpered, backing away. “I’m not going through that again. She backed away from him and went towards Spike to grab his hand. She squeezed his hand in reassurance. She smiled as his arm went around her shoulders and she leaned into him. “Let’s go inside.” She slid her own arm around his waist and led him toward the porch. “Sorry Angel. There’s nothing for you here.” She didn’t look back as she took Spike inside and locked the door behind them. “You okay?”

Spike nodded. “Yeah,” he said, softly. “I just thought…”

“You thought I’d just welcome him with open arms?” She offered. She couldn’t blame him for thinking that. She had done it every other time. “Well, I know it’s going to take some time to get used to things,” she whispered. “But I’m willing to work on it.” She sighed and rubbed her face. “I’m going to bed. You’re welcome to join me, if you want, but if you’d rather not, that’s good too. But I’ll leave the door open in case you change your mind.” She smiled up at him as she kissed him gently before heading upstairs. He had to set the pace. They had to play by his rules, and she was okay with that. She left her door open like she had said, and she felt like a huge weight had been lifted from her shoulders. 

She changed into something comfortable to sleep in and just as she was about to climb into bed, Spike was standing in her doorway. She had to admit as much as she hoped that he would join her, she didn’t think he was ready. “Spike,” she said, in a soft but surprised voice.

He fidgeted like he was just as nervous as she was. “Were you serious?” He asked, still standing in her doorway. Like he wasn’t allowed to enter without permission.

Her brows drew together as she debated with what he was talking about. “If you’re talking about joining me in my bed, then yes, I was serious,” she said. “In fact I’ve been pretty serious about everything I’ve said tonight. You know… except for saying that I hate you. Because I don’t.”

“I know,” he said, coming into her room and closing the door behind her. “I just had to make sure.”

“I’m not here to play games with you,” she said, softly. She grabbed his hands and gently pulled him toward her bed. She maneuvered onto the bed, and got to her knees as she ran her hands up his chest. “I’m serious about us, Spike.” She leaned up to kiss him softly. “That’s why I left the choice up to you.”

He cradled her cheeks in his hands as he kissed her softly. “Just don’t want anything to get messed up this time,” he said, stroking her cheeks.

“We’re just going to sleep,” she said, shifting on the bed to pull the comforter back. “Nothing wrong with that right?” She smiled up at him as she slid under the comforter, leaving him room to slide in next to her. This was new territory for both of them. He had never been in her bed, not with her, not consciously, and she had never invited him. It was a big step and she was more then happy to have him next to her.

He hesitated for a moment before climbing in the vacant space she had made for him. He reached over to turn the light off before settling down against the pillows. 

Buffy spread the blankets out over both of them before laying her head on his chest. “Good night Spike,” she whispered. “I’m glad you decided to come up.”

Spike kissed her hair. “I am too,” he said. “I love you Buffy.” He settled his arms around her in a protective embrace as his allowed his eyes to fall closed.

She lay in his arms for a little with almost a goofy smile on her face. She knew he loved her. Maybe she could love him too. But she felt that she had definitely proved to him that she cared for him and she would do anything to make this work. She yawned slightly as her own eyes began to fall closed. If only the First would get out of their lives, then everything would be perfect. She couldn’t bear the thought of someone or something coming between them. Not when things were getting good. She pushed those thoughts from her mind as she slipped into a deep sleep.Hope you liked. I dont have plans for another chapter, but i can be persuaded.

This story archived at http://https://spikeluver.com/SpuffyRealm/viewstory.php?sid=31100





Disclaimer: All publicly recognizable characters and settings are the property of their respective owners. The original characters and plot are the property of the author. No money is being made from this work. No copyright infringement is intended.







This book was created "On-The-Fly" using eFiction and ePubVersion



