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Chapter 17

Twenty Years

Hey guys, I've been super busy this weekend, but put some time aside today to do some writing; so hopefully I can get this story roughly finished by this afternoon and maybe start posting the last few Chapter next week or the week after! I think I would be sad if I wasn't so super excited about getting a start on my next story!They seemed to reach the park without speaking, but as they turned into it she knew they were both thinking the same thing, directionally at least. They walked to the swings and Buffy sat down on one. Spike stood a little down the way, he’d been fine before, but now he was too nervous to sit.


She started with an easy question, though after she’d asked it she still feared even that answer wouldn’t be the one she wanted, “What are you doing back?”


His expression gave nothing away, but his reply was honest and to the point, “I realised I’d broken a promise to you.”


“Which one?” she said almost snidely.


He ignored her tone, “I told you a long time ago that I wouldn’t leave you again, unless you asked me to.”


She hadn’t expected that. “Oh.” she said. It was dumb, but that’s all she could think to say. He had made her a lot of promises, but that had been the most important one and he understood that, she suddenly regretted the way she’d talked to him just then.


“I’m sorry for that, luv.” he said before she could apologise herself, “I need to be there most of the time, but they’re recording drums this weekend and that’s the one thing we all agree on most of the time, so I could afford to leave it to Oz to manage. I want to fly back whenever I can to see you.”


Buffy couldn’t breathe; why did he have to be so thoughtful when she was trying to think practically? She knew that’s what he was doing, because she knew he was lying. Even if everyone agreed on something he hated giving up creative control; it wasn’t that he was the final say on everything, or that he bossed people around, but he hated not being involved in any decision no matter how small. Ever since the band had gotten back from England and started getting interest he made sure they decided everything together, and he never left anything up to chance or presumed anything would go well without the whole band there.


He continued, “Unless that’s not what you want.”


She looked over at him confused.


	“I said, ‘unless you asked me to leave’.” he repeated to clarify his meaning.


	She finally understood what he was saying; he’d made arrangements, plans to come back and be there for her, but if she wanted it he’d stay in New York to make things easier. It was the reverse of their last break-up; he was giving her all the control. The fact that last time he’d made all their decisions for her was one of the reasons she’d felt so helpless and lost, but suddenly she felt all those things anyway, and she didn’t want the power now she’d been handed it. She couldn’t blame him; he was only doing what she’d always wanted him to, and she knew in her heart she should make a decision, but right now all she felt was overwhelmed. 


Suddenly she shivered.


“Are you cold?” he asked.


She nodded, she was. That simple feeling was easier to acknowledge in comparison to everything else he’d asked of her.


Without a beat he took of his jacket and walked behind her to hang it around her shoulders. A second later he was back to where he’d been, a safe distance in front of her.


Memories assaulted her of the first time he’d done this; round the corner from a club he’d given her his coat. It didn’t seem so long ago, or so removed from where they were now, but it was. She snuggled into its warmth and started to swing herself back and forth; she was sure the smell of him surrounding her was going to sway her decision, but she tried to be strong and remember everything she’d decided in the past week, every thought she’d had, every feeling, so she could be clear on what she wanted when she weighed them all against each other.





There are twenty years to go,






And twenty ways to know…





“I…” she swallowed; if it was too hard to say then she couldn’t really mean it. In that moment she felt clarity strike her. If it was right, whatever it was, it would happen. If it was what she wanted, she could ask for it; if he was what she wanted, she could tell him. It was that simple.


“I missed you,” he gasped. He looked up to the sky berating himself; he’d not wanted to sound so desperate when he confessed it, but he continued without looking down, “so much.”


She heard the truth behind his words, not only that, but she understood perfectly what he meant. He was here, that proved something to her, something that mattered and she knew that he would be here for her until she was ready to leave with or without him. He would be here for as long as she needed him, because he couldn’t be without her and he couldn’t abandon her again.


She knew what she wanted to say to him now. 


“I don’t want you to leave, Spike.” she said, “I don’t want you to leave me.”


He was slightly taken aback by her confession, but he didn’t hesitate to reply, “I don’t want to leave you either, kitten.” That’s when his words started to fail him, “But I…”


“I know, Spike.” she said stopping him and also stopping the swing, “You have a life and its not here.”


He almost pleaded with her, but he sensed her reluctance. “You have a life in New York too, pet, you could still come with me.” 


Buffy had thought about it, along with everything else over the last few days. She knew deep down it was what she wanted for herself. She wanted to go back to college, to finish that and go back to work for Sam and the paper if they’d still have her. But she also knew that she was needed here, and unlike Spike’s reason for leaving hers didn’t have to happen right now. She didn’t know if she was running from her dreams again or being an adult and realising that life was full of compromises. She could have it all, but maybe not yet, she had so much here still left unfinished. “I don’t know if I’m ready for that.” she whispered eventually, scared that it would upset him, but needing to tell him the truth.


Spike couldn’t help his face from falling and she saw it.


“I don’t mean I’m not ready for us.” she explained, “I’ve been thinking about you non-stop since you left, and I just can’t breath without you. I just don’t work when you’re not with me.”


He walked towards her and stopped to lean against the frame of the swings to her left, “I feel the same about you, luv.” His voice was low and almost haunting, but it filled her full of warmth.


	She pulled his coat further around herself and looked away from him. “Good.” she said. Her lips almost hinted at a smile, but she knew they weren’t out of the woods yet. “No leaving each other then.” she finished.


She heard him sigh, and it blew a white smoke into the cold air beside her. “But I am going back tomorrow,” he said, “…and you’re not coming?” He made it a question at the last minute, hoping she’d changed her mind.


“I know I want to go back some day;” she answered sadly, “despite what you might be thinking I don’t want to give up everything and move back here forever…but I think I need to be here for Dawn, and for Giles, and I can’t help thinking that. I honestly don’t think I could be happy if I left here just now.”


He was rubbing the back of his neck as he searched for something to say, and that’s when she knew she’d gotten him right. He had been thinking about her and he’d expected her to say all this, but he wasn’t happy that she’d proved him right.


“We’re different, Spike.” she continued, “Its one of the reasons we work so well together, but it’s also one of the reasons we misunderstand each other all the time. You’re the type of person that needs to go and live your own life in order to be able to help others with theirs; you need to be with the band and here. And I’m the type of person that deals with one thing at a time; I can’t leave until everything is back on track.”


They didn’t say anything to each other for a while, the wind whistled past them a little; it was unusually chilly and Buffy took her hands off the chains and stuffed them in her trouser pockets.


She looked up at him and caught him staring at her. 


“Do you think I’m selfish?” he asked, it wasn’t that he thought she was implying it, but he still wanted to know.


“I did,” she replied honestly, “at first when you told me you were leaving, but now I just think we’re different people, like I said. I’m trying to see your side and I think you want to stay here, but staying here will stifle you. If you live in New York you can come back here and help Giles when he needs you, you can have everything you want that way, I can’t. If I’m going to be here I need to really be here. I’ve thought about what you said, about us deciding what we want to do and I’m going to defer my last year.” He couldn’t help his disappointed expression, and it did hurt to see it, but she was positive she was doing the right thing so she continued, “Even if I did go back the rest of them have already started and my head wouldn’t be in the right place to catch up with them. I owe it to myself to wait until I’m ready, until I can really focus.”


He sighed again, he knew it made sense. “If it’s what you want, kitten, I can’t argue with it.”


She nodded. “For me I can wait,” she said, “I can put the family first as long as I have one thing to myself.”


When she looked across at him he was looking back, asking her silently.


“You.” she answered. “I think that’ll be enough for now.”


He sighed again, “I don’t mean this in a bad way, pet, but how are we going to work if I’m there and you’re here?”


Buffy swallowed hard, she knew nothing was set in stone, but she needed to believe this would happen. “We’ll make it work.” she said, “I want to be here most of the time, but I can come stay with you every now and again. You can move back into my apartment and I’ll come for a week or a few days to visit. You’ll be coming back here when you can to see Giles anyway so its not like we’ll never see each other…It’ll just be...an adjustment…We’ll make it work for us.”


He pushed away from the frame and came to stand directly in front of her.





There are twenty years to go,






The best of all I hope…





“There’s one thing I need,” she said, “for this to work.”


“Anything, luv.”


“We need to be together on it this time.” Before he could speak she put a hand up to stop him, “I know what part I’ve played, Spike, and I’m going to do better. I’m going to listen and not assume, but I need you to do the same for me.”


“I promise, Buffy.” he said reaching down to cup her cheek, “I never want to lose you again.”





There are twenty years to go,






The faithful and the low.






The best of starts, the broken heart, the stone...





“Another thing.” she said standing up, “We have to tell them about us.” 


Spike didn’t have to ask who she meant. The swing fell behind her into the air, thrashing to get away from its chains.


Buffy was serious, but she couldn’t help that Spike read the urgency in her tone as unwillingness, because it made her voice shake. However she was just anxious to get it over with before she lost her nerve.


“I’ll wait, Buffy.” he said breathlessly coming closer and holding her arms, “Until you’re ready, I’ll wait, luv.”


She shook her head, “I want to do this right, Spike. We shouldn’t have waited this long, we need to put things right. There’s been too much lying, too much hiding, from all of us. If we’re going to stick together we need to be honest with our family. I want to tell them tonight.”


“Tonight?” he repeated, almost alarmed.


“We can’t put it off any longer,” she said shaking her head, “and besides, what if we wait and something else happens and gets in the way. This whole thing has taught me one thing…”


“Life’s too short?”


“Exactly.”





There are twenty years to go.






A golden age I know.






But all will pass, will end to fast, you know…


I know I started to develop Dawn a bit. She was becoming aware of her part in the mess, but then I sort of left her and focused again on Buffy and Spike. I want to tell you all that I haven’t cut corners I’ve done it intentionally. I felt Dawn’s next move was obviously to grow and accept that just because she doesn’t like or understand what’s happening doesn’t mean she can control it or has any right to do so.
 However in case some of you expected or wanted Dawn to be the instrument that got them back together here’s why I didn’t write it that way. It’s not because she doesn’t want to or plan to do that (we’ll never know), because Buffy and Spike reunite before she could get the chance. If Dawn had gotten them back together it would have meant Buffy was still waiting for her acceptance, showing she still valued Dawn’s opinion over Spike. If Dawn is taken out of the focus we can see Spike taking the physical leap towards Buffy and Buffy taking the emotional leap back to him. I liked that idea much more. 
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