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Chapter 1

White Flag

Ok, first off. I own nothing, Buffy etc belongs to some other, very lucky people and not me :(
The song I used is White Flag by dido, it is not my own work and I do not own it.


Secondly, this is just something short to get my back into the flow of writing. Just something to explain what happened between Buffy and Spike when she found out about his soul. Its not very good but let me know what you thinkSoul.

Fire.

Burning.

Burning fire,

His soul.

His soul, burning like a fire inside of him.'

Buffy.

Oh god, what had he done?

He had told Buffy about his soul. In one of the many thousands of moments in which his mind was lost to sanity, the new soul in question plagued by guilt to the point where he no longer understood anything but the burning inside of himself, he had told her. He never meant to do it. It was a pain that was his and his alone, and he was never going to share it with her. What difference would it make even if he did? She despised him, soul or no soul, and she had a right to. After all the things he had done to hundreds of people, to her, he deserved her hatred.
When she had recovered from her shock, a state that she was in long enough for him to gain pretty serious burns, she had walked to him and pulled him down from his cross, bearing his weight as he fell into her, then onto the ground at her feet. It was then that she picked him up and together, silently, they walked the length of the cemetery to his crypt.

This was where they now sat. Together. Silently, with the wreckage and rumble on the ground beneath their feet, the remnants of the destruction the previous year had given them, a symbol in more ways than he could ever imagine. He watched her as she made her way around his crypt, walking with a purpose as she collected the very few pieces of first aid equipment that that remained along with a bottle of his liquor that he was very surprised was still even there, before making her way back over to him.  She sat beside him and without looking at his face, slowly traced her finger tips along the edge of one of his burns, so tenderly that he couldn’t help but shiver; he didn’t deserve her tenderness.

She saw him flinch away from her touch and she removed her fingertips from his body, suddenly back to business as she prepared the swabs she would need to clean his wounds.

“Sorry”

It was then that he spoke.

“Buffy...” He didn’t know what to say.

“Why?” It was a simple question, but the answer was anything but.

“Because sometimes I lose myself; the voices get to loud and my guilt overpowers and trace of sanity that I don’t think even existed in my mind” was his answer. He knew it wasn’t the one she was looking for, but he needed some way to explain to her why he had lost himself at the church, how they had ended up here.

“Spike... why?” He sighed.

“For you, everything, all of it, always for you. I thought it would make me a better man, someone you could learn to one day love”

Buffy began to shake her head, her eyes not meeting his as she continued to swab his wounds. He cut her off before she could speak.

“Don’t. Don’t say it, I’ve heard it all before. I know you will never love me. I know, after all the things I’ve done, what I tried to do to you, I know even if you could one day find it in yourself to love me, I would never deserve it, I’m a monster” His voice cracked as he spoke these words, but he couldn’t not say them. She needed to know how much he loved her, how he had changed for her, how that change was now killing him and how it was nothing less than what he deserved. 

“I know this doesn’t change anything between us, and I’m not looking for anything from you slayer, I know things can never go back to how they were, but I needed you to know...” He stopped, unsure of what to say next.
The silence that followed was deafening. 

“Spike...” After a moment, she said his name. Barely a whisper, but said in such a way that he had never heard before and he simply looked at her in curiosity. 

“I love you Buffy. And I needed to show you how much my dead un-beating heart loved you, how much my soul, whether it is there or not, loves you. And as I said pet, I know this changes nothing and I don’t want it to. But I had to tell you one last time”

That was the last thing he said, and again she didn’t reply; the silence was left hanging between them.



I know you think that I shouldn't still love you, 
Or tell you that.
But if I didn't say it, well I'd still have felt it 
where's the sense in that? 

I promise I'm not trying to make your life harder 
Or return to where we were 

I will go down with this ship 
And I won't put my hands up and surrender 
There will be no white flag above my door 
I'm in love and always will be 



Soul.

Flesh.

Burning.

He had burnt his flesh and not felt a thing except the pain in his soul. Soul. He had gotten his soul back for her. He hadn’t been cursed, he had fought for it, for her.
Spike.

Oh God, what had she done? The burns that marred his flesh now were nothing compared to the pain that was tearing him apart. The dead, un-beating heart that currently rested underneath her finger tips had felt so much for her that he had risked everything simply to prove that to her. And now? Now he sat before he, explaining to her the reasons he had for getting his soul back, in a manner that was far too formal for her liking, as she tended to his wounds as though nothing between them had ever changed.

But something had changed. He had changed. She could see it in his eyes, in the rare moments she took to look into them, when the intensity of his gaze wasn’t too much for her to bear, she could see that he had changed. And he had done so for her. What had she done to him to make him do this to himself? What had they done to each other that had caused so much pain, the destruction of which was not only evident in their faces, but in the broken bits of rubble that were crumbled around their feet. And yet, here they were; together. 

She didn’t know what this meant. Her mind and her heart could not process the information she had just become privy to, let alone know what it would mean for their future. Their future. After everything that had happened to them, everything they had done to each other, they couldn’t possibly have a future together. There was too much pain.
“Spike...” She said his name and knew he was watching her expectantly, waiting to see where she would go from here, but as hard as she tried, there was nothing she could say. Soul or no soul, they had no future, only a past that had left both of them in their current situation. They could never go back.


I know I left too much mess and 
destruction to come back again 
And I caused nothing but trouble 
I understand if you can't talk to me again 
And if you live by the rules of "it's over" 
then I'm sure that that makes sense 

I will go down with this ship 
And I won't put my hands up and surrender 
There will be no white flag above my door 
I'm in love and always will be 



He had said that he still loved her, but something told her this would be the last time she heard those words from his mouth. She knew he still meant them, probably always would, but he was giving her, and himself, a chance to move on. By letting go of everything, pretended that what they had shared wasn’t real, by never saying ‘I love you’ again, he was letting her move on. They would still meet, of this she was sure, but theirs would only be a relationship based on heroics, on saving the world from the destruction that had caused each other. 



And when we meet 
Which I'm sure we will 
All that was there
Will be there still 
I'll let it pass 
And hold my tongue 
And you will think 
That I've moved on.... 

I will go down with this ship 
And I won't put my hands up and surrender 
There will be no white flag above my door 
I'm in love and always will be 



When Buffy had finished bandaging his burns, and after it had been silent for far too long for her to feel comfortable with, she looked up and open her mouth to speak. Any words she was going to say, however, were ripped from her throat at the sight of his eyes. So blue, yet so full of pain. Pain that she had caused. He was hurting now because of her. And that was something she didn’t think she could ever take. She had caused too much pain already. She touched her fingertips to his chest, above his heart one more time, before once again meeting his eyes.
“I’m sorry.” Spike merely nodded, saying more by this gesture than words ever could. At that, she turned around and ran from the crypt. The sound of Spikes maniacal laughter and broken sobs the only thing she heard as she ran into the night, ran from the guilt that now plagued her soul.
Her soul...
Burning... 




I will go down with this ship 
And I won't put my hands up and surrender 
There will be no white flag above my door 
I'm in love and always will beComments are very much appreciated , even if it is constructive criticism I am greatful for it! thanks guys
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