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Chapter 1

One-shot

Okay,  this was one of my first attempts at  actually writing I'll admit I had to edit it alot but I hope you guys like it BIG thanks to  Dragonflylady and Dawnofme for their awsome betaing skills!!!!


Hugs to you all!
CandieA Different Ending
 
My body wracked with sobs when I hit the pillow. The whole way home, I tried to keep from crying. I wasn't doing a good job because, when I got home, Tara took a look at me and asked me what was wrong. I just ran up the stairs and into my room, and now I'm here. Crying. Over Spike. 
 
“Why was that so hard?” I asked myself, even though I knew the reply. 
 
“Because you love him.”The reply was clear as a bell, but I didn't want to believe it. 
 
I sobbed even harder. "No!" I said out loud." That can't happen. I can't love another vampire!" 
 
"But you do," that annoying voice in my head said again. 
 
"I can't! I can't! I can't! I can't!" I cried hard into the pillow. The silence in my room was deafening.  It made everything worse. I felt like I couldn't breathe; that my light was gone, because it was. 
 
My mind was spinning. I wanted two completely different things. 
 
It was the Slayer inside verses Buffy. I was fighting myself. 
 
The Slayer in me wanted to stay like I was. Not to cry; to stay strong and make him feel bad, like he doesn't deserve me. 
 
"Which he doesn't." 
 
The Non-Slayer me wanted to run into his arms and tell him everything that I feel. To be able to tell him that I-- 
 
"I don't!" I screamed. I mean, I couldn't, right? 
 
"Why did you break up with him, you idiot? Was it because Riley showed up? Or maybe, just maybe, you‘re afraid that he'll leave you, and that would have to mean-"
 
"NO!" I shouted, cutting off that annoying voice. That Non-Slayer part of me that wanted nothing more than to be with him right now. Crying harder now, because I knew that what it was going to say would be true.
 
"Buffy?" Tara's concerned voice asked from the doorway.
 
I didn't reply. I just kept crying.
 
Tara came over to me and asked worriedly, "Buffy! Are you okay? Does this have something to do with Spike? He didn't hurt you did he?"
 
"No, I h-hurt him...I hurt him really bad," I replied shakily.
 
"What happened?" she asked with concern.
 
"I broke up with him. I don't know why I did. I don't know why it hurts: why does it hurt Tara?" I sobbed, still not looking at her.
 
"Because, maybe...you love him? It's okay if you do, Buffy. He's a good guy. I know for one, he loves you."

I cried, picking my head up, then looking at her, I said, "I don't! I can't! He shouldn't! Why, does he love me! How can he love? Why would he? I've been so horrible to him, and yet..."
 
I paused, taking a deep breath before continuing, "but yet, he still looks at me like, like he loves me, like I'm his angel or something. How can he do that though? I'm so horrible to him!"
 
"Buffy," she grabbed me and let me cry into her shoulder before continuing, "you got it all wrong. You do love him, you can love him, and he should love you. He loves you because he knows you really well. He can love because he's special. He would love you because, he knows you. You're a lovable person, Buffy. He cherishes you, and he doesn't think he deserves you when he does. That's the kind of guy who does deserve you anyway."
 
I reflected on what she said, but a few moments later, I heard Willow come in.
 
"What's going on? I heard crying. Buffy!" Willow's voice was panicked.
 
I remained silent, letting the tears flow out of my eyes, listening closely to what they where saying.
 
Tara spoke rapidly, "Will, go get Spike."
 
"What?" Willow asked, not believing what she was hearing.
 
"Please?" Tara begged.
 
I could feel Willow's eyes on me as she said, "Oh, my, God! He did something to her didn't he?"
 
"Willow! Please." Tara pleaded.
 
"Right, no questions; got it, going now." 
 
"It's okay Buffy, Spike will be here soon, " Tara cooed softly. 
 
Willow came up a few moments later to say that Spike was here, and Tara said to send him up. While I heard all this going on, it didn't register until Tara's shoulder was replaced with a firm pair of black leather clad arms and the scent of old leather. 
 
Spike was here, with me.
 
" It's okay, love, shh. I'm here; I'm not leaving you. Shh, pet, shh." He repeatedly said those words over and over until I gathered up the strength and looked at him. 
 
"How can you still be so wonderful after what I said to you? You should hate me..."
 
"Easy. I can't hate you, pet. I-- do you want me to hate you?" he asked softly. 
 
"It might make things easer," I admitted.
 
Spike laughed a little. "Well looks like its the hard way for us, love."
 
After a few moments of silence, I spoke again.
 
"I didn't mean it," I said quietly.
 
"Didn't mean what?"
 
"What I said. Well most of it was just talk. Like when I said that I couldn't love you, that was a lie--no where near the truth." 
 
"Really?"
 
"Yeah, but I said it to make it real. I didn't-- I don't wanna have my heart broken; turns out it didn't help me evade anything." I looked into his bright blue eyes, and they showed honesty, compassion, and love.  And that 
scared me. 
 
"I'm afraid," I said quietly, looking away from his loving gaze.
 
"You don't need to be, love." 
 
"I know, but I still am." 
 
He sighed and held me close; it was comforting. I was being protected and it made me feel safe; it made me feel like I was loved.
 
Soon, I stopped crying enough and scooted over to sit in his lap. He held me there, shielding me from the world that I didn't ask to come back to, or even be in.
 
I looked back up at him and said, "I think I love you."
 
His eyes lit up and I kissed him, realizing that yeah, I'm gonna be okay; as long as I have my shelter.
 
The EndSo? Review Please!!!
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