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Chapter 1

An Alternative

This is my first-ever attempt at spuffy fanfic.  I chose one idea out of many that I felt was a good solid simple first-fic to write that has been roaming around my head for a while now.  So before you review, be kind rewind and remember: it's my first and it gets better and better as time goes on,  that's a promise.  Warning: The intimate scenes will be described in detail to enhance the readers experience, however, there will be nothing too disturbing or over the top (at least from my POV, and hey, it's nc17 right?).  So if you're easily offended by the above mentioned please stay away.  I welcome constructive criticism only and simply will not reply to flames.  I'll take the time to respond to everyone's reviews as I seek encouragement  on my road to becoming a good author.



My special thanks go out to to Meg and Bri.  And also to Karbea57, whose own work and advice as a veteran writer has been invaluable, especially on the technical aspects of writing good fanfic.  One of her works was my first–ever 'read' welcoming me into the spuffy world that made me stay, she is an inspiration.  



I hope you like the introduction to my little story that I hope will be enjoyed by all who choose to read.  Thank you for taking time out to give me a shot at my imagination as it runs wild in the world of Spike & Buffy.


Disclaimer:   I own nothing.  Mutant enemy and Joss own all the characters, I merely use them for pure entertainment.
There was no word for it other than frustrating.  Ok... two words, purely frustrating.

I should just become a nun and get it over with.   Buffy thought to herself as Riley rolled off from on top of her, all sweating and grunting.  All I want is one good orgasm, just one.  Is it so much to ask from a guy? 

She sat up and swung her legs over the side of the bed.  Stifling the urge to let out a huge sigh she reached for her clothes and immediately began getting dressed.

“You leaving so soon babe?”  Riley asked in a pathetic voice.  She didn’t have the heart to tell him the truth, he was too fragile for that.  They had been seeing each other for about three weeks.  She slept with him after the first eleven days, and had silently prayed it would get better.  Now, she knew it was never going to happen.  He just wasn't 'doin it' for her.

“I’ve got an early meeting tomorrow morning to prepare for.  Sorry” she lied.

“Oh.  So can I see you tomorrow night then?”

God he is so pathetic.   “I’m going out of town on that business trip for the next few days, remember?  After the meeting I have a flight to catch.”  She found she was getting good at this lying thing.

“I forgot.”  There was a long moment of silence before he spoke again, “Call me when you get there please… so I know you made it ok?”

She stood and turned around putting her best fake smile on.  “Sure thing.  I'll talk to you later.”  She leaned over to kiss him on the lips chastely all the while thinking NOT, just gotta have a few days to figure out how to dump you nicely. 

After spending an entire weekend with Riley at his place, she knew she had to get him out of her life quickly, before the boy started developing strong feelings for her.  There was no business trip, it was a well-practiced excuse she had come up with to have the time and distance to devise a plan.  She would have just told him she was moving out of the country but the chances of running into him in public wasn’t worth the risk.  He really was a sweet guy, but after getting to know him better, he was too much the clueless boy next-door type for her taste.

She silently wondered on the drive back to her house if she was being too fussy.  The truth was she didn’t necessarily want a man in her life at the present time.  She was an independent and successful businesswoman content with living on her own.  Dating here and there could be fun, but also time consuming, exhausting and rarely served her basic physical needs.  She denied every man she’d gone out with any semblance of a lasting relationship having found something wrong with each one of them, whether it was in or out of the bedroom.  

Now all she wanted was one thing, great sex.  No, scratch that… earth shattering sex.  Why shouldn’t I be picky?  After all, not one of them ever seemed overly concerned with MY satisfaction.  They get-off every time regardless.  What’s the point being born to have multiple orgasms if I can’t even have one decent one? 

Though she hadn’t slept with many men in her life, they had quickly fallen into two categories in her mind: the ‘out for themselves’ type or the ‘full of themselves’ “You like that don’t ya baby” type. 

Buffy was sick of being pawed at and even sicker of faking it for their ego’s sake.  She needed a man, a real M-A-N who knew what he was doing in the bedroom, knew a woman’s body and exactly how to take care of it.  Someone who would seduce her, take their time to really work her up, learn what made her feel good and selflessly tend to her desires before thinking of themselves.  The type to just plain TAKE her over and over again in that manner till she couldn’t see straight.  Where’s a Casanova when you need one?   She asked the universe. 

Pulling into her driveway, she spoke aloud, “God maybe I should just get a fuck buddy, no strings attached no messy emotional stuff just someone to periodically release a little tension with."  Yeah, right, she could hear herself now.  Hey, you’re hot, wanna fuck on the weekends and deny we know each other during the week? 

 ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

After a long hot shower and resorting to her fingers to find some release, she settled down in front of her computer in a white terry cloth robe with a hot cup of tea.  Logging into her email account, she quickly started sorting through her junk mail deleting all the ‘how2pleaseher’ and ‘viagra4U’ types.  “Great, just remind me of what I’m not getting.”  She sipped her tea and continued to read the subject lines till one caught her attention.

‘Rencontre Travaillée par Lorne'.  Hmmmmmmmmm sounds like an escort service.  Would it make me a ho if I hired one?   Her index finger hesitated in pressing delete as she contemplated it.  Curiosity always got the best of Buffy and usually landed her in trouble, killing the cat in the end.  But when weighing the options of a one-night stand or a fuck buddy against hiring a professional with whom she wouldn’t have to deal with the next day, it did hold a certain appeal.  Wouldn’t hurt to just look into it, right?   Deleting the email in case it held a virus, she signed out and went to Google to see if this Lorne guy’s business would actually produce any results.  Well… surprise, surprise!   Finding what she thought might be the website within the first five results; she clicked on the link and began to read:

“Whatever your desire, we’ve got it for hire.  Simply fill out our questionnaire and state any additional specifications in the text box provided.  We’ll get back to you in five working business days guaranteed.  For a quicker response, mark the box ‘Urgent’.”

“Seems simple enough.”  She clicked the icon for the questionnaire and was surprised at its length.  

‘Tailoring the Man/Woman’ was the title.  Scanning it more closely, she realized the type of questions it asked, referring to physical attributes of every aspect imaginable.  “Wow, this is like Burger King, I CAN have my way, yeah me.”  Laughing aloud as she thought about the slogan.  She noticed the answers had to be typed in, but if this wasn’t a scam and she could get exactly what she wanted who cared how long it took?  If it was a scam, well then…

Reading each question, she decided to be perfectly honest and hope they delivered.

Male/Female/something in-between?
“A big ewww, definitely 'Male'” She typed her choice.  

How many/combination?
“Okaaaaaaaaay again with the ewww and it should only take 'one' right?”   

Hair color?
Ummmmmmmmmmmm.   'Surprise me’ She typed.  

Hair length?
‘Short’
  
Ethnicity?
‘Caucasian’  

Eye color?
‘No preference’

Build/body type? 
‘Lean and mean’  Buffy laughed, this was getting more fun by the second. 

Height?
‘Not too tall, not too short’.  After all, she didn’t want to be dwarfed nor be staring the guy straight in the face. 
 
Breast size (if applicable)? 
Skip that.  

Penile length/girth (if applicable)?
‘Size matters somewhat but as long as he knows how to use it’

Oh, this is too much fun.   She ran through the rest of the list not being able to hide the childish grin that crossed her face, half of her hoping that this was for real, the other half slightly scared it would be.  Pushing forward, she made sure to be specific where she felt necessary while other questions she left up open for this ‘Lorne’ to decide.

After a good 15 minutes, she finally reached the end of the questionnaire feeling quite pleased with her self for having created a perfect ‘made-to-order man’.  Next came the ‘Additional Specifications’ section.  She read aloud underneath the heading:

Specifications can include but are not limited to: personality, fantasy/role play, attire/costume desired, fetish, length of time required (over night costs extra), props/equipment, etc…  Read some quotes from other satisfied customers for obtaining ideas.”

“Really rather not go there, thanks anyhow.”

Sitting back, she realized this was where she could have complete control and state exactly what it was she was looking for, rather than a simple ‘eye color’ question.  This was it.  She was being asked for what she needed.  And now that she was her mind drew a complete blank.  Sure, she had ideas, but specifically?  After a few minutes of thoughtful reflection and inwardly cringing at particular memories, she took to typing again.

Checking over her work for grammar and spelling upon finishing, she read it back to herself:


“I have a history of selfish lovers.  Truth of the matter is I have a hard time reaching orgasm, and no it’s not a medical problem so stamina is a must have.  I want someone who isn’t going to hesitate to have his wicked way, someone who’s confident in his abilities, unafraid to explore new ways of doing the same old thing, one who leads not follows (no whips or chains though please, handcuffs…maybe).” Buffy blushed at that thought.  “I don’t mind talking as long as there isn’t too much of it.  I can’t think of any real fantasy per se that I have but I’m NOT into the Prince Charming romantic type.  My motto: the hunt is better than the kill, especially when it comes to foreplay.  Ride me hard several times AND put me away wet.  I don’t want to be able to sit right for a week.  I don’t need him to spend the night but it is nice to be held till I’m asleep.  

Sincerely, or rather truthfully,
Ms. Desperate”


“Yeah, that about sums it up.  Now all I have to do is cross my fingers that this isn’t a scam.”  She scrolled down to where it requested her email address or phone number in order to receive a response.  By now, she felt so worked up between her thighs after thinking about her ‘ideal lover’ that she opted for the contact by phone and marked the box entitled ‘Urgent’.

“Here’s hoping.”  She placed her cursor over the ‘submit’ button, but then hesitated.  God what am I doing? 

You know good and well what you’re doing.   Spoke her inner slut.  

Yeah, but what if this is a scam, or worse, a set-up by police?   Now it was her goody side. 

Yeah riggggght, like they’re gonna call and arrest you over the phone when no money has been exchanged.  Stop worrying so much and take a chance, after all we soooo need a good lay.  

But a hooker?  A hooker!!!  Am I really THAT desperate?  

Look how well it worked out in The Wedding Date. 

That’s a movie, this is reality… there’s no such thing as having your cake and eating it too.  

Just press the damn button would you?  Stop thinking so much.  

Thank God there was no one around that could read her inner thoughts or she would have been carted off to the nearest asylum for the argument that took place in her head.

“Oh god, here goes,” she groaned and pressed enter before her good girl could protest any further.  Logging off with a sigh, she glanced at her watch…5:22.  Still too early for bed, not too early to break out Mr. Vibrator though.   Walking into her bedroom and heading for her nightstand that housed the rubber toy she suddenly changed her mind.  “If this thing is for real and I hear from this guy I better go without and be extra horny.  Whoever the poor bastard ends up being is going to have his work cut out for him.”  



~~~~~
Authors Note:  The first two chapters are relatively short and I will be posting the second one shorty.  After that, chapters will become longer and a bit more intense, just like our favorite couple.


Chapter 2

Be Careful What You Wish For

Ok, here it is as promised.  It's the last 'short' chapter you'll see I promise, so if you like this one as much as the first, your gonna love chapter 3 once I finish.  Enjoy.  Oh and to those who are interested I did just join the LiveJournal via my friend Kar.  I haven't had a chance to interact there yet, but will soon.An hour and a half later Buffy sang to the radio while doing her housework when the telephone rang.  Strolling over to the it, she hesitated before picking up.  “Oh god, what if this is Lorne?  I really should get a phone with caller ID.”  Clicking the receiver on, her heart sped up as she chirped out her usual “Hello?”

“Hey Buff its Willow.”

Damn.  “Hey Wills, what's up?”

“Well, I was wondering if you wanna maybe hang out tonight at my place?  I know its Sunday and all, but we haven’t had much girl time lately, what with the dating of Riley and all.  I’ve got movies and junk food and AH… ice cream.”  She sounded her usual up beat self.

“Sounds like fun but no, can’t.  Alas I’m waiting on a phone call from a, um, ahhhh a new company I might be buying from.”  Whewww, quick thinking Buffy.   She may be your best friend, but telling her you might be buying a man-whore she’d freak; besides I’m not completely lying. 

“Oh.  Really?  I mean they would be calling this late… and on the weekend?”  Damn Willow and her sharp mind sometimes.

“Well, they’re overseas…  Europe, ya know… time difference and all.  But hey, depending on when they call I might be able to show afterward.”  She tried to sound hopeful for her friend, guilty that since dating Riley she’d let him monopolize most of her free time.  Nice recovery, she mentally patted herself on the back but felt awful at the same time for the blatant lie.

“Let’s hope they call soon, I don’t want to enjoy the Haagen-Dazs all by myself.  So maybe I’ll see you later?”  

“You betcha.  Well, gotta go, you know...free up the phone.  I’ll see ya later then maybe, ok?”

“Sure thing Buff, bye.”

“G’bye.”

Clicking the receiver off, she let out a long sigh.  “Whoa, that was…”  Ringgggg.  The phone cut her off, startling her to the point of dropping it.  Ringggggg.  “Damn it.”  She fumbled trying to pick it up only to kick it three feet in front of her and under the couch.  Ringggggg.  “Fuck!”  Buffy cursed.  Lunging towards the couch, she dropped to her knees and frantically groped underneath to find it.  Ringggggg.  After she’d managed to grab hold of it she stood up fast, banging her knee hard into the coffee table in front of her couch.  Clutching her injury and closing her eyes to suppress a groan she answered with an agitated “Yeah?”

“Well hello to you too princess.  I’m looking for a Ms. Desperate… and judging from your voice I presume it’s you?”

Her eyes went wide.  No way, Noooooo way  She started to stammer, unable to form words.  To an observer she would have looked like a fish out of water, opening and closing its mouth.  Breathe Buffy, breathe.  After all, you wanted this.

“Yes, H-hi.  I’m sorry I-I just... God is this for real?  Are you Lorne?”

“The one and only cupcake.  I gotta tell ya, I was reading through your submission and just KNEW I had to call you right away.  It breaks my heart when a filly doesn’t have enough pasture to run in.  And the answer is yes.”

“Yes…a-answer?  I didn’t ask anything… yet.”

“The question is can I help you, the answer… yes.  You are clearly a woman in need and I got your breed darlin, pardon the pun, but really…in all honesty I have just the guy in mind for you honey.  Not only does he have plenty of pasture but the saddle to ride you with.  Minus the whip of course, I remembered that part.”

“OH.  MY.  GOD, I’m so embarrassed, I just, I didn’t think this was…” Buffy smacked her hand against her head, feeling her cheeks flush.

“Now now, don’t be.”  Lorne said reassuringly.  “I’m glad you were blunt and to the point deary and ol’ Lorne here has the cowboy for you.  How does that song go now?  Oh yes, save a horse, ride a cowboy” he crooned.

“Oh I’m not really into cowboys.  N-not that cowboys are bad, I just meant…”

“Don’t worry your pretty lil’ head over anything, daaarlin” he quipped in a southern accent.  “Lorne likes to see his customers happy and I AM a professional after all.  Now, as I said I have just the guy in mind for you, and no I’m not a cop though I do have quite a few of L.A.’s finest as clients and they like my business just the way it is… discreet.”

“OH…. oh my, really?  Wait, forget it, TMI.  I so don’t wanna know.”  Buffy pushed those thoughts out of her mind.  “Uhmm, how does this work actually, I mean… well, kinda my first time here.”
	
“Well, since your area code clearly tells me you’re in southern California and I’m in LA, I’m hoping to convince you to come out to my night club so we can meet.  You might have heard of it, ‘The Hide-a-way’ on the corner of 1st and Willard.  If not you can look it up on the web, its thehideaway.com.  I’ll show you the time of your life AND put any remaining fears of yours to rest.  Whaddya say sugar-pie?”

“Well it’s a bit of a drive, but I guess I could always use a night out… when should I come?  I just said that didn’t I?  Rewind, when should we meet?”  

“The sooner the better I say sweetie.  Tell ya what, I can arrange for you to have a room at the Raffles L'ermitage Hotel in Beverly Hills so you don’t have to worry about driving back if you’d like.  I happen to have, well… connections if you catch my drift, so it will be at no charge to you.  Does tomorrow night work?”

“Um, sure.  Tomorrow works for me, but I’d rather go home afterwards, no offense.”  The place Lorne wanted to have her stay was a four star hotel.  Although it was tempting, she thought better of it.

“None taken.  Now let’s just set a time so I know when to expect you and I’ll give you my personal cell number as well.  Boy, ha ha, I am simply thrilled to bits with the idea that we can chat in person.  I wanna know all about you.  What makes Miss Desperate tick?  And I want specifics.”

“Alright then.  And please call me Buffy, no need for nicknames, and well, it’s a pathetic nickname.”

They continued talking on the phone for a little over 10 minutes and agreed on a time before hanging up.  She liked this Lorne guy already.  He was animated, funny and sounded legit as far as she could tell.  Unable to stop the shit-eating grin now plastered on her face she let herself feel excited about the prospect that he was indeed exactly what he advertised himself to be.

Skipping around the house she sang ‘nana, naaaa, na naa, na, I’m getting a man-ho’.   Not in a million years would she have thought she’d be doing something like this, but if men could, hey why not her?  She decided to forgo seeing Willow as she knew her perceptive friend would not only notice her mood and question her on it, but could also tell when she was lying, at least face-to-face.  I’ll tell her if and when this actually happens, then just hope she doesn’t wig-out on me too much.


Chapter 3

Lady In Red

Here it is as promised... a much longer chapter, and yes we meet Spike in this one.  I hope you all enjoy this as much as the previous chapters.  PLEASE read my note at the end for language translations and another disclaimer.At 3:30 that next afternoon Buffy found herself searching about in her closet to pick out something to wear to Lorne’s club.  They had agreed on six o’clock since it would take her a couple hours to drive there and back and she didn't want to get home too late.  Settling on a sexy, yet elegant red spaghetti-strap dress that clung to her in all the right places, she stared at her reflection in the mirror.  The bodice portion cupped to push her breasts together, making her look like she had more in the chest area than she really did.  The hem stopped just above the knee, which was perfect for showing her muscular calves off in her new red heels.  Thank you Mr. Stairmaster.  Opting for minimal makeup and simple jewelry, she finished off her look with red lip-gloss and left her hair down in long smooth flowing waves.  With one last glance at herself, she felt as ready as she could be.

She walked over to the desk where her computer sat and logged herself on.  Clicking on the address bar, she typed in the web address for Lorne’s club and hit enter.  She was instantly greeted with a picture of handsome smiling man dressed flamboyantly, sitting atop a barstool with a microphone in hand and a huge smile. 

“Oh you’re a cutie.”  Buffy said as if his picture could actually hear her.  Finding the directions, she printed them out and folded it in half.  Grabbing her purse and keys, she strode towards the door and placed her hand on the knob before stopping to close her eyes. 

Do you really want to do this?  It isn't too late to turn around and forget about it.  

Would you stop already?  We’ve gone through this before, there’s no harm in checking it out, it’s not like we’re committed to it.  The inner slut had come back, sitting on her left shoulder to argue and smirk at her.

But what if it's some kind of a set-up?  I cannot afford to get into trouble and jeopardize my business.  The virtuous side came to perch on the opposite shoulder to oppose the naughty side.

Look, just go and at least talk to the man and if we get the slightest feeling something isn’t right, just tell him you changed your mind.  Politely thank him for his time and leave, all right?

Good point, ok I can do this, I can do this.  She stood still for a few seconds, her fingers resting on the handle as she made her final decision.

Go.  Move.  Get your ass in that car and drive.  Horny here remember?  Horny or not, Buffy truly began to think the little slut was getting rather pushy.

Opening her eyes she flung the door open and stepped out, hoping she wasn’t about to make the biggest mistake of her life.

~~~~~~~~~~~

Two hours later, Buffy parked her car in an underground garage about a block away from the club.  The drive had been long and she had to distract herself by singing along with the radio to take her mind off the bat-sized butterflies that were bouncing around in her stomach.  Contrary to how she felt inside, she strolled down the sidewalk, heels clicked loudly on the pavement as her body exuded an air of confidence.  She rounded the corner to see a long line of people clearly waiting to get into ‘The Hide-a-way’.  Great, just what I wanted to do, wait forever to get into some bar just to meet a pimp.  Maybe this was a bad idea.  

Good things come to those who wait Buffy.  The image of her wicked side spoke up again.  She swore she imagined it just winked evilly at her. 

I am losing it, I'm REALLY losing it.

After resolving to take a place in line, she noticed a small geeky looking guy dressed in dark blue with a security badge hung around his neck.  He walked up and down the line with a clipboard in hand and spoke briefly with each of the customers waiting to go in.  

It took said geek at least 10 minutes before finally stopping in front of an annoyed Buffy who stood there with arms folded over her chest, tapping her toe rhythmically and feeling rather impatient upon noticing the line had not moved an inch.  Without much courtesy in regards to her agitated appearance, he spoke.

“Hello, I’m Andrew.  Can I have your name please?”  Still not bothering to look at her, he continued staring down at his clipboard waiting for her to answer.

“Buffy Summers.”  At that instant, his head snapped to attention. 

 “Buffy?  Summers?  Ms,” he leaned in to whisper putting his hand up to cup his mouth so only she could hear, “Desperate?”

“Yeah, why?  Is there a stamp on my forehead or something?”  She glared at him though inside she began to panic.  

Seeing that he had clearly pissed her off Andrew stepped back and quickly threw up his hands in defense.  

“Sorry, my apologies, truly I didn’t mean to offend you Miss.  I just had to be sure who you were.  Lorne has given me special instructions to bring you in myself.  He’s most excited to meet you.”  

“Oh!  Right… well in that case.” she shrugged throwing him an apologetic look, feeling somewhat guilty for having snapped at the boy who was just trying to do his job.  

Offering her his arm, he proceeded to guide her towards the head of the line where she received dark glares from the people still waiting to get in.  Jeez it’s a Monday night people, get a life.

She made small talk with Andrew on their way to the door asking why there was such a long line on a weeknight.  He cheerfully informed her it was karaoke night, as if it were something extra special.  She thought it strange but dismissed it; it was LA after all.  Guess it’s really popular here.

Walking through the door a tall and very good-looking black bouncer had opened for them, Buffy had to wait until her eyes adjusted to the dark surroundings.  Guiding her by her elbow down a long darkened hallway with descending stairs, Andrew urged her forward slowly.  Reaching the bottom step the first thing she noticed was a stage on the far left side.  It had a single spotlight centered on an empty bar stool with a microphone in front of it that she recognized from the picture on the website.  The surrounding area had a few tables adorned with simple white tablecloths and a lit candle in the center, all occupied by patrons busy talking and laughing away.  The bar to her right was well lit and all around were waitresses scurrying about with their trays while two bartenders worked frantically to keep up with the drink orders.  Wow, who-da-thunk karaoke was this big a deal?  It was not a huge place by any means, but it looked cozy in its semi-dark atmosphere.  

From a door behind the bar, she watched a man walk through wearing a bright green suit with a puffy yellow scarf in place of a tie.  In his left hand, he was holding a neon blue drink while his right one held the door open, shouting through it.

“And don’t forget the olives deary we’re running low on those too.”  Letting the door swing closed behind him he walked around the bar to plop down heavily on a stool facing out towards the stage.  “Good help is so hard to find these days.” she heard him mutter as he shook his head.

“That’s Lorne right there.  I’ll introduce you and then if you need anything you just let me know Miss Buffy.”  Andrew whispered as he pointed.

Buffy smiled, “Thanks but I’ll be fine on my own.”  He smiled back at her and released her arm, nodding politely.  She walked slowly towards the end of the bar noticing the appreciative stares from some of the men sitting at the tables closest to her.  Ignoring them, she headed straight for Lorne.

Setting his drink down on the bar top, Lorne looked up just in time to see Buffy walk the last few feet that separated them.  He instantly smiled brightly, stood and offered his hand, bowing slightly at the waist as if he were a knight in court receiving a lady.

“Good evening milady.  I’m Lorne, humble proprietor of The Hide-a-way at your service.  It will be my sincere pleasure to attend to your every need.  Pray tell, with whom do I have the pleasure of gracing my establishment with a beauty so radiant as to shame the very sun itself?”

She giggled and extended her right hand, “Hi Lorne, I’m Buffy.”  She winked, amused when his jaw dropped open in cartoon fashion with pure astonishment written on his face.

Feigning a French accent, he took her hand in his right while his left flew to his forehead, leaning his head backward for dramatic effect.  “Non, it cannot be.  You are… but-of-course magnifique ma jeune dame dans le rouge.  Let me butter your croissant, let me dip my ladle in your…vichyssoise you saucy young thing you!”  He punctuated each remark thickly in the accent.  

He quickly kissed her hand then took the other and stepped back to hold her at arms length.  Looking her up and down at least three times, he released her arms and motioned with his hand for her to twirl in front of him like a model for inspection before the catwalk began. 

Buffy smiled and obliged him by slowly turning around in a full circle twice, arms away from her sides, lowering them once she faced him again.

“Poor Mr. Webster will simply have to invent a word to describe how gorgeous you are.  Come.  Come, come.”  Spreading his arms wide, Lorne waved her towards him in hugging fashion and wrapped her up in an embrace that would have suggested they had known each other for years.  He quickly kissed each of her cheeks then released her, extending a hand to the stool next to him in an invitation to sit.  Buffy couldn’t help but smile at the adoration he was lavishing on her.

“Clem!” Lorne bellowed, and she watched as one of the bartenders snapped to attention at his boss’ voice.  

“Get this lovely lady whatever she wants and on the house.”  With a quick nod, Clem came over to stand in front of Buffy, awaiting her request.

“Oh thank you, but just a coke for me please, gotta drive.”

“Coming right up Miss.”  He promptly left to get her drink before she turned back to face Lorne.

“I have to say you are NOT what I expected.”  Lorne had stated it while continuing to grin like a child in a candy shop.  He noticed her smile drop slightly before quickly adding, “I mean you sounded simply lovely on the phone, but I am absolutely in awe.  You are stunning, and that red dress… oh baby a fruit-roll-up’s got nothin on you.  You could easily have your pick from anyone here tonight and yet you came to me.  Damn the guy I picked for you...I think I’ll keep you for myself.”  Buffy swore her face was going to stay tomato red the way Lorne kept complimenting her.  

“Honey, you’re enough to make a man change his religion.  I’m officially coming back to the right side of the tracks for you.”  He laughed heartily as she continued to blush and lowered her head.

So, that’s what it was about him.  The clothes, the personality, yup he was gay all right.  “I admit, I’m feeling a little…. awkward about all this.”  She looked up at him expectantly, somehow knowing his spirited character would help put her at ease.

“Tsk tsk now” He chided while waving his hand.  “No need for that.  Tonight is about pleasure not business, and lucky for you pleasure IS my business.”  Lorne winked and flashed her his best smile.

“Thank you, however if I may… putting this business before pleasure, I’d kinda like to get it out of the way with first…if you don’t mind.”

“Oh ho-ho,” Lorne clutched his chest and bellowed heartily.  “You're precious sweet cheeks.  Shoot straight to the heart of the matter, I like that in a woman.  For you… anything.  Now!”  He slapped his palms together and rubbed them vigorously.  “Because I was just saddened to tears by the incompetent lousy boys you’ve obviously dealt with in the past, I’m going to give you a special introductory rate I think you'll find quite reasonable.  Normally it’s $3000 flat rate up to the first 2 hours, $8000 for an overnight.  The fact that you don’t have any unusual requests or a need for props…which by the way can get pricey, I simply can’t see charging you nearly that much.”  He quickly grabbed a napkin from a stack in front of him and pulled a pen from inside his suit coat.  Quickly scribbling down a figure, he shoved it in front of her.  “So, does that work for you sugarplum?”  He sat back to sip at the blue liquid in his martini glass.

Looking at the figure, she nodded her head.  “Sounds fair to me.  Cash, check, or charge?” she joked trying to keep the mood light.

“Cash works fine for me, or charge, it’s your choice.”

Buffy reached into her purse whipping out her platinum credit card and handed it over to him.  She didn’t get a single cop vibe from him, so she crossed her fingers and prepared to flee at the first glimpse of handcuffs.

“I will personally take care of this right now and be back before you can blink.”  Twirling around on his barstool, he planted both hands on the top of the bar and gracefully hopped over in one swift move, heading back through the door in which he came out earlier.

She sipped at her soda that Clem had placed before her and waited nervously.  Setting it back down she started to scan the club, never noticing the dark figure that sat quietly staring at her from a corner table to her far right.

A couple minutes later, Lorne strolled back out and handed her card back to her along with a formal looking receipt.  Taking them in her hand she glanced at the receipt noting that it was annotated with the amount they agreed on while the description stated a reservation for the following Monday night, a party of ten at The Hideaway with ‘all amenities included’.  

Clever, very clever.  She tucked the items back in her purse grateful that she was still a free citizen, and hopefully a very happy one soon.

“Now,” Lorne started, “this is a pending charge as you probably noticed on the receipt.  I won’t take a dime of your money until I get a call from my guy and another one from you letting me know he arrived and completed his job effectively.  I accept nothing less than a top-notch job performance from him and 100% satisfaction from you.”  He watched as Buffy’s face froze in shock from his second statement.  He grabbed her hand and kissed the top of it while winking at her.  “I don’t need the details sweetie, just want to hear from you so I know everything met your expectations.”

She exhaled in relief.  “Oh, thank god… and yes I promise to call.”  

“Good.  Now that THAT is settled, how ‘bout you and me out on the dance floor before karaoke starts?  I want to be the envy of every man here when they see what I have in my arms tripping-the-lights fantastic with.”  He stretched one arm towards the dance floor and the other out for her.

Buffy placed her hand in his and he swiftly yanked her to the center of the small dance floor that seemed to have only enough room for about five or six couples to dance at one time.  They stood there for a few seconds before Buffy cleared her throat.

Looking up at him hesitantly she whispered, “Uhmm Lorne?  I hate to be a kill joy here, but… there’s no music.”

“Oh ye of little faith, see what my magic commands for thee.”  He looked to Clem behind the bar and snapped his fingers three times rapidly in the air.

She saw Clem bend below the bar at the far left end, fiddling with what she guessed could only be a sound system.  Looking back up at Lorne, he positioned himself in dance-stance and waited for her.  She stepped into his form as the music began and with the arm that rested gently on her waist, he guided her to follow him.  She recognized the song and blushed at his choice.


Lady in Red:
I've never seen you looking 
So lovely as you did tonight
I've never seen you shine so bright
I've never seen so many men ask you 
If you wanted to dance
They're looking for a little romance
Given half a chance
And I've never seen that dress 
You're wearing
Or that highlights in your hair
That catch your eyes
I have been blind


From the shadows of the corner table, the dark figure watched the entire time as Lorne twirled the beautiful girl around in his arms.  He watched her smile away and caught brief glimpses of her smooth tanned thighs every now and then when her dress flared from the spinning motion.  If he hadn't known already that Lorne was gay, he would have felt envious enough to cut in, in hopes of receiving the same attention she was giving him as they danced.  

She was not your archetypal gorgeous, rather she possessed a rare kind of beauty all her own that seemed to radiate from within to pour out and shine through her eyes and her smile.  He noticed with some humor that several men in the place, who obviously had their dates with them, were staring at her in much the same way he was.  A part of him felt irritated at that, knowing exactly what they were thinking… because he was thinking it too.  Naturally some received jabs from their women who hadn't taken lightly to their gawking, while others had gotten cold hard stares thrown their way.

The lady in red is dancing with me
Cheek to cheek
There's nobody here
It's just you and me
It's where I wanna be
But I hardly know 
This beauty by my side I'll never forget 
The way you look tonight


Lorne danced with her, every now and then spinning her here or dramatically dipping her there.  He moved like a bona fide pro as he effortlessly guided her along.  Glancing around, he leaned to whisper in her ear.  

“Every guy here has got you pictured right now inside their head, starring in their most private of fantasies.  However, you deserve more than that.  You deserve someone who wants to star in YOUR fantasies.”  He pulled back in time to see her blush yet again, gave her a genuine laugh and twirled her some more.  

I've never seen you looking 
So gorgeous as you did tonight
I've never seen you shine so bright 
You were amazing
I've never seen so many people 
Want to be there by your side
And when you turned to me and smiled 
It took my breath away
And I have never had such a feeling 
Such a feeling
Of complete and utter love, 
As I do tonight

I never will forget the way you look tonight
The lady in red
My lady in red
I love you

As the song came to its end he dipped her slow and deep, planting a kiss on her that would have been considered intimate if it weren’t placed on her forehead, before pulling her back up to give her a warm yet brotherly kind of hug.

The rest of the evening the pair of new friends spent laughing and joking away.  Buffy and Lorne discussed everything from their favorite movies, to places to shop, and even which celebrities needed the most fashion help with their wardrobe.  After much coaxing, he’d even convinced her to get up on stage to participate in karaoke.  

She honestly could not have asked for a better night out on the town.  Lorne was the perfect host, and gave her his full attention nearly the entire time.  Only after each patron had finished a horrible rendition of their favorite tune did he leave her side, even then it was only to speak briefly with them before returning.  She could see that his charismatic personality was infectious to those around him and he had a way of making people feel at ease with his smile alone.

She decided Lorne was the kind of person she really wanted to keep as a friend, regardless of if his service met her expectations or not.  So, when asked, she happily agreed when he suggested they go shopping and hit the spa for some pampering the weekend after next.  

When the evening came to a close and she had to leave, Lorne once again gave her a kiss to each cheek along with a firm hug.  He bellowed an order to Andrew to bring the bouncer who was guarding the entrance door earlier to see him.  He introduced him as Gunn, “a most trusted friend and employee” and informed her that he would see her safely back to her car.  

“You drive home carefully now and remember what we talked about, I’ll take care of all the details so don’t you worry your pretty head about a thing.”

“Will do Lorne.  I’ll call you soon.  And thanks again… for everything, goodnight.”  

The minute she exited the building, the dark figure that had sat watching Buffy all night finally rose from his seat and approached Lorne.

“And WHO was that mate?”  The man questioned as he emerged from the shadows, readying to light up the cigarette that hung from his lips.

“That, my dear friend Spike, is your next assignment.  That is…” he hesitated before turning to look at him, “IF you think you can handle that precious bundle right.”

Spike jerked his gaze towards Lorne, noticing his serious intent.  Holding the flame away in front of him, he questioned him, “S'that right now?”  Waiting for Lorne to continue a few seconds after he finally lit the thing up he added, “Come oooon now… enlighten me!”  

Lorne motioned Spike to sit in the corner he had previously occupied, pulled out a folded paper from his suit jacket and handed it to him.

“This special lady has to be handled with care.  You let me know after you read her specs if you’re up for the job… no pun intended friend.”  He had a look of amusement on his face that Spike wasn’t sure if he liked or not.  Chuckling in spite of it, he took the paper and scanned over the first portion quickly.  However when reading her ‘Additional Specifications’ section, a slow grin began to creep its way across his features.  

“Sounds like I’m her kinda bloke.”  He tossed it back towards Lorne and lifted the cigarette to his lips to inhale deeply.  

“So, what about what isn’t on that paper?”  Working for a guy who could read people just from hearing them sing was unnerving to Spike, but he and Lorne had become instant friends a little over two years ago and Spike never knew him to use his ‘gift’ on unwilling people.

“That’s why I thought of you first.  Only if you are interested will I give you the unspoken details from what I picked up, for her privacy mind you.  If not, I can always call Parker or Angelus if he’s not busy.”

Spike immediately snatched the paper back from the table. 

“No, no.  I’ll take it.  Rent’s due and all that rot.”  He tried not to look too interested and feigned indifference by shrugging one shoulder.  Inside he did not want to even think about her lovely body being violated by either of those two wankers.

“So the fact she’s a beauty has… nothing at all to do with it then?”  Lorne gave him a questioning smile.

“M'not goin there mate, ‘s jus’ a job; you know that.”  

Fact was he couldn’t take his eyes off the little blonde all night.  He couldn’t believe his ears when Lorne told him she was actually a potential client for his ‘other’ business.  An attractive woman like her surely didn't need to pay for sex. 

Aside from Buffy's obvious good looks, Spike couldn't really put his finger on exactly why he'd found her so completely alluring.  After Lorne explained her lackluster history as the reason why she had sought Rencontre Travaillée, he knew he couldn't fault her for it.  After all, turning to this business was a better alternative than just seeking out random partners.  

The second Lorne had mentioned the idea of Parker or Angelus taking her case he instantly got jealous.  He didn't understand the feeling or even want to at the time, but he was sure she wouldn't appreciate either of their attentions.  Both their styles just weren't suited for the type of girl that Lorne had described to him.  She was a woman meant to be savored, enjoyed, guarded like the precious jewel she was.  Spike snorted mentally as his inner poet came out but didn’t deny the truth of his thoughts.  If she hadn’t been given anything by her previous lovers, well then, he intended to make up for every missed opportunity she’d had in his own special way.  

Yes, he would take special care with her, though he still wasn't sure Lorne's idea of her seduction was a good one.  But, if that's what Lorne thought best then that's what Spike would do.  He'd never questioned his friend's accuracy of 'insight' before and he wasn't about to start now.  Lorne had been right far too many times in the past for him to do that.  Spike grinned; he had a feeling this encounter was going to be one he would enjoy to the very last second.


A/N: Lorne's statement in French is as follows, “Non(No), it cannot be.  You are… but-of-course magnifique(magnificent) ma jeune dame dans le rouge(my young lady in red).  Let me butter your croissant, let me dip my ladle in your…vichyssoise(bowl of soup – loose translation) you saucy young thing you!”  The last two sentences are the property of the writers for the movie The Mask that starred Jim Carrey and Cameron Diaz.  I merely used them for entertainment as they came from one of my favorite scenes in the movie, which I personally found hysterical.  
Special Note: Please remember that I said we'd meet Spike in this chapter, not that he and Buffy would.  Good writing needs good development and there is a method to my madness as you WILL see..  The next chapter is when our couple will meet, so stick around as their introduction is quite... unconventional, to say the least.  Please review as I appreciate everyones thoughts.


Chapter 4

Breaking and Entering

Thank you so very much to all that have left reviews.  It really does mean the world to me and gives great encouragment to my work.  As soon as I post this I'm leaving to drive 18 hours (2 days) to spend the summer with my father in the beatiful rural country of upstate NY.  There, in the quite countryside and rolling hills I'll be writing like crazy.  As soon as I get settled in this weekend I'll answer every review for this chapter, and if at all possible sooner than that.  Please continue to review as it feeds my muse... enjoy.Buffy decided that this ‘business trip’ was just what the doctor ordered.  Taking the rest of the week off was easily arranged since she now owned her mother’s gallery, having inherited it after her passing.  Her employee and good friend Anya jumped at the chance to earn more money with the extra hours.  
She had a quirky way of saying whatever was on her mind at all the wrong moments, but she was an excellent bookkeeper and an even better sales-person.      

The moment Buffy got back from LA she called Riley and apologized for phoning so late, claiming she had been too tired from flying and meeting with clients all day.  Of course, he instantly forgave her.  And it irritated her that he was not the least bit angry or upset, which would have presented an opportunity to dump him.   

She had agreed with Lorne to give him her address for the 'delivery' of her purchase but left the timing up to him as to its arrival.  The element of surprise had intrigued her at his suggestion, however the apprehension of the entire situation had her nerves on edge and second-guessing her decision with each passing day.

Other than hanging out with Willow for two nights in a row, her week was otherwise uneventful.  She had to force herself to forget about when to expect the delivery of her ‘package’ while she restlessly convinced herself; after all, a surprise isn’t a surprise if you expect it right?  She’d even purposely forgone any ‘self pleasuring’ just so she could enjoy herself more when the time arrived, but she couldn’t wait forever either.

Friday morning arrived and found Buffy feeling disappointed yet again along with a sense of uneasiness, thinking perhaps she’d been had.  After finishing her breakfast, she went upstairs to throw her hair up in a loose ponytail and brush her teeth.  Figuring she could get some quality painting time in today, she rummaged in her closet to produce a pink tank top and white overalls that were covered in paint and cut at the thighs.  Dressed, she headed back down into her sunroom and settled herself in front of her latest project to begin working.  

Several hours had passed before she groaned from the ache in her back and looked over at the clock.  

“1:07?   Wow, time flies.”  Stretching her arms behind her back to get rid of the kinks from sitting so long, she decided a hot bath and a glass of wine to relax sounded perfect before taking a lazy afternoon nap.  

Looking back at her work, Buffy snorted as she screwed up her face.  She’d been trying her hand at painting the last few months, hoping that her mother’s talent ran through her veins.  Although Buffy wasn’t a horrible painter by any means, she was no Picasso either; she mainly just enjoyed the peace and solitude it brought from spending time at it.  

She dropped her paintbrush back into the cleaner and shuffled her supplies around till they were back in their proper places before heading to the kitchen.  Grabbing a bottle of Muscat from the refrigerator, a corkscrew and a wine glass, she slowly padded up the stairs and into the bathroom that adjoined her bedroom.  

She turned on the faucet to fill her tub and added a generous amount of vanilla scented bubbles to her bathwater.  Thinking it would further relax her she lit several candles and placed them evenly around the sides of the tub.  After removing the cork from her bottle and pouring a half glass of wine, she walked back into the bedroom and started shedding her clothes, unaware of the presence that lurked just outside her bedroom window.  

Once fully naked she grabbed a thigh length silk nightgown with matching panties from her dresser and threw it on the bed before turning back towards the bathroom, looking forward to the soothing fragrant bubbles.  She closed the door half way to block out some of the afternoon rays and shut off the lights, leaving the room to glow softly with the mixture of sun and candlelight.  

Before stepping into the water she bent over to reach her CD player on the floor, pressed play and turned the volume up to listen to the dreamy sound of Enya’s song 'Only Time', setting it on repeat.  

“Perfect” she sighed, and then gingerly lowered herself in, completely immersing her body and head under the comfort of the steaming water.  When she re-emerged, she pushed the water away from her face and reached for the loofah to begin washing.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Spike couldn’t believe his bad luck.  He had arrived at Buffy’s house in the early afternoon, leaving his motorcycle parked down the street several houses away from hers.  He’d managed to covertly reach the back of her house without anyone seeing him to raise suspicion then got down to creep up close to one of the windows.  

Having located her, he watched with interest when she frowned at what he surmised must be a painting she was obviously unhappy about before she stretched and left the room.  Being careful to stay out of sight, he moved with her as she walked away then into another room in which he couldn’t see.  She reappeared moments later clutching a bottle of wine and a glass before heading to climb a set of stairs.  When she didn't come back after several minutes of waiting, he glanced towards the second story and figured she was there to stay.  That’s when he noticed the giant oak tree with its sturdy reaching branches that stretched beneath the length of her windows.  Oh bollocks!  I’m gonna break my bloody neck.

Resolving himself to carry out this mission, he quickly shimmied up the tree and found a suitable spot on one of the branches to sit.  There was enough of the green foliage to conceal him while still allowing a decent view into a large bedroom.  Now he could only hope that it was indeed her bedroom or he’d have to come up with an alternate plan.  

Settling in more so he was semi-comfortable, Spike was soon rewarded with the sight of the little blonde in all her naked glory, walking into what he confirmed to be a bathroom even though she’d flipped off the light.  He watched her pull on the door, grateful she left it open just enough so he could continue observing her lovely figure and golden skin which now glowed honey in the semi lit room.  

He groaned approvingly as Buffy bent over, admiring the firm 'assets' she unknowingly set on display.  The candlelight surrounding the tub illuminated her delicate curves even more as she stepped in, forcing Spike to wet his dry lips with his tongue.  As if of its own volition, his body shuffled along the branch closer towards her window in order to have a better view.  He was close enough now that if she looked hard enough in his direction through the leaves, she could have made him out.  He didn’t care.  He wanted to see more of this woman who would be receiving his attentions soon enough.  

He thought he could hear music as she disappeared completely for a couple seconds before coming back up to run her hands over her face.  He watched in fascination as she took a loofah and proceeded to lather it with soap and run it up and down each of her arms.  He damn near fell out the tree when she sat up and arched her chest forward, closed her eyes and began to slowly wash her breasts one at a time in slow circular motions.  It looked so sensual the way she did this that he instantly became jealous, wishing he were that loofah now caressing the slippery mounds.  Bloody hell, she’s gorgeous.  Her breasts… perfect.    

He licked his lips again continuing to be mesmerized as she moved to wash and shave each of her toned legs in the same leisurely yet arousing manner, holding each one up high in turn as she took care of them.  Spike was already imagining those legs wrapped around his hips as he buried himself inside her.  His pants were getting painfully tighter by the second as he cursed himself for it still being daylight, else he would have given himself a quick wank to relieve the pressure.

He was thankful when she stopped torturing him and finally reclined her head back, sipping from her wine glass occasionally with her eyes closed.  He thought himself safe until the bubbles began to disappear.  Her breathing forced her hardened nipples to peek in and out of view with the rise and fall of her chest.  ’M never gonna survive two minutes with her, Christ she’ll think I’m a bleedin joke and tell Lorne to fire my arse.  Sunlight be damned.  

He looked around to be sure he was indeed hidden well enough before bringing his hand to his zipper.  Breathing a sigh of relief as his erection sprang forth, he grabbed the throbbing 9-inch member with his right hand and began pumping it.  

He kept his eyes darting between her face and her chest, careful that he kept watch as she might finish with her bath at any moment.  As he picked up the pace of his strokes, he imagined her legs wrapped tightly around his waist, moaning in ecstasy beneath him.  Oh, he was going take care of this one, you’d better believe that.  His breathing increased as the fantasy played out in his mind’s eye:

“Spike pleeeeeeease… don’t make me wait.”  Buffy's breathing became labored as she struggled beneath him, encouraging him to increase his rythym.  

“Tell me Buffy… tell me and I’ll give it to you, s’all you gotta do luv.”  He buried himself deep inside of her in one swift thrust, trying to drive her need higher.  Looking down between their bodies, he watched himself disappear in and out of her hot velvety depth.  Continuing his languorous pace, he finally heard her whisper.  

“Make me cum Spike… I need it, need you… only you.”  Delighted with her request, he quickly rolled them over, draping her overtop of him without breaking contact.   

“Use me Buffy… take what you need from me… I can handle it.  I’m here for you pet… always here for you.”  He watched her take command over the situation and began riding him forcefully.  Each downward plunge brought the slapping sound of wet flesh as their bodies met one another over and over.  Still gripping her hips, he helped her to repeatedly slam down as hard as they both dared to take it, each searching for the pinnacle of the other's passion.  

Feeling her inner walls begin to flutter, he flipped her back over.  Rising up on his knees, he pulled her roughly towards him by her waist and began pounding into her mercilessly, her knees thrown over his shoulders.  He felt the beginnings of his own release stir as her body tightened around him, squeezing him like a vice… 

With that image burning in his mind he came hard, letting his hot fluids spill forth to run down his fingers and onto the ground below.  Spike had to suppress the urge to growl, keeping his eyes trained on Buffy for any sign of movement as his orgasm continued to surge through him.  

As the last of his spendings fell to the earth he did the only thing he could think of… he tore a few leaves off the tree and used them to quickly clean up before tucking himself back in.  Still breathing somewhat erratically he carefully inched his way back down the branch to his original position to wait for Buffy to finish, silently wondering what she would do next once she was done with her bath.   

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

A second glass of wine and 30 minutes later found Buffy lax and sleepy before reaching for the drain then her towel.  Wrapping it loosely around her body, she blew out the candles and shut the music off before leaving the room.  

She sat down in front of her vanity, picked up a brush and proceeded to draw it through her long hair until it felt half way dried.  Standing up, she let her towel drop on the floor and picked up her favorite bottle of perfume to spray her pulse points.  

Walking to her bed, she retrieved her nightgown, slipping the silky garment over her head.  She enjoyed the feel of it’s softness against her skin as it slid into place over her body and felt sleep begin to call her.  Pulling the covers back to her bed, she slithered under them and turned on her side, drifting off seconds after her head hit the pillow.

~~~~~~~~~~~~

Rousing from her sleep Buffy slowly opened her eyes while stretching her arms over her head.  Glancing to the left she watched as the waning afternoon sunlight streamed in through her window, which faced the western sky.  She climbed out of bed and walked over to it stopping short to stretch one more time.  Extending her arms over her head, she reached towards the ceiling rising up till poised on the tips of her toes.

From a chair in the far right corner of her room Spike sat, silently watching.  Slumped slightly and legs spread wide, his left hand rested on the side of his face, the right on his groin, thumb hooked loosely inside the waist of his black jeans.  A grin began spreading itself slowly across his sharp features as he took in the sight before him.  

Gazing at the girl stretching in front of the window he appreciated her lithe taut figure, clearly silhouetted by the setting sun’s rays as they streamed through her crème colored nightgown, making it appear almost translucent.  He leisurely perused the outline of her back all the way down to the curve of her round bottom, which the short garment now barely concealed.  His right hand twitched as he felt his manhood begin to stir yet again for this woman.  

Continuing his visual journey to the plane of her flat stomach, he raked his gaze slowly upwards to focus on her breasts as she arched her back, forcing her tits to push against the delicate material and pebble.  Shifting his position to relieve the growing pressure in his groin, he watched as her arms drop to her sides causing one thin spaghetti strap to drop slightly off her right shoulder.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Spike was glad that Buffy had decided to sleep after her bath; this had greatly helped to facilitate his plan.  He had waited in the tree as long as possible until sure she was deep in slumber then edged himself closer to her bedroom.  He took his time in prying her window open thankful it wasn't locked.  As slowly and quietly as possible he raised it just enough to allow entrance without fear of any noise.  Once inside, closing it would have proved noisy, so he opted to close it a few inches from the sill.

He tiptoed over to where she lay and dropped silently to his knees, level with her face.  He stayed like this for several long moments, just watching her.  Her breathing was slow and he could see her eyes moving rapidly beneath the lids, somewhere deep in a dream that he hoped was comforting to her.  She looks like an angel… so peaceful, pure looking, so… 

She suddenly stirred and whimpered in her sleep.  Spike sat back, readying himself to duck in case she woke.  As he held his breath, he saw her face crinkle into a frown and suddenly wished he could enter her dream and soothe away whatever the cause her distress.

Without thinking, his sudden concern for her caused his hand to reach forward, intent on pushing back the strands of hair that fell in front of her nose.  He wanted so badly to stroke her head and reassure her that everything was well when he caught himself.  He drew his hand back and berated himself for foolish thinking.  Wouldn't be very nice to startle the lady awake now would it mate?

It was then Buffy visibly began to shiver.  Spike realized that thanks to him, the partially open window was causing a breeze to float over her bare shoulders.  He did the only thing he could, he took hold of her bedspread and gently raised it up and over the exposed skin, feeling guilty that he may have caused her any discomfort as she napped.  He then stood and began to survey her room, taking delight in the fact there was not a shred of male evidence to be found anywhere.  Everything seemed feminine in nature from the pastel blue of the walls right down to the intoxicating smell that was uniquely her.

Spike decided against snooping around in an effort to learn more about her.  Even if it aided in his plan should she catch him, it wasn't polite.  As he scanned the room, he spotted an oversized chaise-lounge in the corner and strode silently over to settle down and remain until she woke.  

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Letting out a sleep-filled groan as she reached towards the ceiling in her stretch, Buffy suddenly felt a slight breeze steal through the window to blow delicately across her chest, making her nipples harden with its chill.  Funny, I don’t remember leaving the window open.  

Dropping her arms with the intent to go close it, she caught a slight movement out of her peripheral vision to the right.  Turning to look towards the darkened corner where the sunset’s light did not reach her favorite reading chair, she gasped when she saw the tip of a black combat boot on the floor escaping the blackness from the shadows.

Knowing that she was now aware of his presence, Spike slowly rose from the chair and emerged into the light.  

“‘Lo love.”  Acting casual as he hooked both thumbs through the belt of his pants, Spike began a deliberate and seductive saunter towards her, head tilting to the side as he studied her.

Startled beyond belief, Buffy let out a little "eeep" and immediately tried covering her scantily clad form while backing up so fast she hit the wall with a dull thud.  

She watched with wide frightened eyes as the figure of a man emerged from the corner.  Noticing the smirk that adorned his chiseled face, it clearly implied that he had been watching her, but for how long she wondered.  Getting more frightened by the second as he drew closer with each step she blindly began groping with her right hand for any object with which to fend him off while her eyes remained transfixed on the intruder before her.  The low rumble of his voice pierced through her fear long enough that she stilled her movements as he spoke in a deep-silken British tone.

“Was wonderin when you were gonna wake.  Was thinkin 'bout doin it m’self, buuuuuuuuuut,” he drawled, "knew you were gonna need the rest.”

Snapping herself out of the trance he induced upon her, she snatched the nearby table lamp, poising it in the air in a defensive stance.  

“I don’t know who you are or what you want but if you take one step closer…” she tried hard to sound threatening but her voice trembled despite her efforts.  

“And what the hell is that suppose to mean… needing my rest?”

In a flash of black, he rushed her before she could blink.  His left hand grabbed her right wrist in a bruising grip to prevent the lamp she held from being used against him.  His free hand slipped around her neck to draw her ear roughly to his mouth.  

Gripping the forearm that held her neck tightly, Buffy felt her heartbeat triple in speed as she breathed in a distinct masculine smell that held undertones of leather and cigarettes.  She knew in an instant that she would be powerless to fight him off as his powerful form leaned in to violate the remaining space between them.

“Eh eh eh… no need for that pet…  ‘less you like it rough… ay?”  He chided her in a hushed tone.  

Spike had absolutely no intentions of hurting this beautiful woman, however, if she was going to get violent, well then, he could oblige her and play it that way too.  She had stirred such an intense desire within him that he wanted nothing more than to throw her to the ground and take her right there, but the situation dictated he stick to his plan.  

The second Buffy felt his breath wash over her ear, her nipples hardened even further and goose bumps sprang up over the entire length of her body.  Her mind was racing with fear, heart pounding so hard beneath her chest she thought it would burst.  Yet a certain part of her body ignored that fear and responded to his closeness, sending a wave of heat to her stomach and a swarm of confusion through her mind. 

His tone was dangerous, serious, threatening, yet sounded so sexy with his accent at the same time that the odd paradox rendered her mentally paralyzed.  Ever so slowly, she loosened her grip on the lamp in an effort to let him know she wouldn’t try to use it on him, jumping when he slammed her wrist against the wall, making it drop to the floor with a loud clank.

“There now, tha’s better.”  The deepness of his voice sent a shudder through her that did not go unnoticed by him.  He felt her hardened nipples through the thin material of his black t-shirt and smiled, releasing his grip to glide his hand down the length of her arm in a ghostly caress.  Feeling her relax a bit as she lowered her arm he stepped back enough to take in the features of her frightened face.  Making a decision, he swiftly took hold of both wrists pinning them to her sides in case she tried to lash out.  

Finally able to get a proper look at him, Buffy made note of all his features trying to commit them to memory for the police if he left her alive.  His hair was stark white from an obvious dye job as his eyebrows were darker in appearance, a scar gracing the left one making him look all the more dangerous, yet not unattractive.  His cheekbones were set high and razor sharp on his face, complimented by his strong square jaw.  Gulping audibly, she moved her inspection to his mouth taking in the perfect shape of his lips, the bottom lip so full and plump that it literally screamed kiss me.  Her mouth opened slightly as if wanting to do just that before catching herself to clamp it shut.

“Spike,” was all he said.

“Spike?”  Her eyes snapped to his, taking them in for the first time, stunned by their intensity.  They were truly an amazing combination of sapphire and glacial-ice blue.  Impossibly beautiful and utterly hypnotizing they reminded her of angels, though his hardened features lent them an eerie demon-like appearance cold with intention, she assumed, of enjoying her torture at his hands.  

Tilting his head to one side he continued, “Yeah.  Figured you'd wanna know what to scream… when the time, hmm… COMES,” he emphasized.  He released one wrist and raised his hand, allowing a single finger to drag softly down the curve of her cheek.  

“Wanted to be sure you’d had enough sleep too,” he lowered his mouth dangerously close to hers, “since you’ll be screaming it quite a bit.”  The tip of his tongue slipped out to trace his bottom lip, wetting it anticipation of what she would taste like.

With the full realization of his intent, adrenaline shot through Buffy as instinct kicked in.  She tried desperately to shove him back only to be pushed harder into the wall and held firm while he chuckled at her weak attempt.  

“Just take whatever it is you came to steal and leave.  I-I… never saw you.” she pleaded as her eyes closed tightly, turning her head as far away from him as possible.

“Now where’s the fun in that luv?”  He replied while inwardly groaning at the feel of her body as her struggles only served to add friction against his already aching groin.  He seized both wrists again and purposely ground his erection against her abdomen once, twice...  

“S’ides, ’m not a thief… though I do have a tendency to take what I want.”

Brusquely he wrapped one arm round her waist, tugging her away to stand a few feet from the wall.  He began to leisurely circle behind her, mimicking a predator sizing its prey before the slaughter.  A small part of him felt guilty for frightening her like this but the bigger part was relishing in her needless fear.  If you had any idea… the pleasure I'll bring your body tonight…  Soon enough my sweet Buffy, soon enough and you'll be begging instead of struggling, I promise you.  

His fingertips gently trailed her tiny waistline before coming to grip both hips firmly from behind.  Pressing his body against her backside, he allowed his erection to nestle inside the curve where her bottom cheeks met.  He dropped his head down, placing his lips at her shoulder blade to run them sensuously inside the arch of her neck.  

The manner in which this stranger inhaled deeply was similar to that of a wild beast trying to learn her scent… memorizing it so he could track her should she break free to run.  Holding as still as possible against him and the onslaught of his mouth, Buffy tensed at the thought of what he could and might do.  

Would he tie her up and simply rape her?  Or, would he be violent, knocking her around before he took what he wanted?  Once finished, would he kill her because she had seen his face?  She shuddered once more and vowed silently to herself she would not go down without a fight.  The sudden image of him hovering over her, pumping into her body flashed through her mind causing the heat in her womb to grow again.  NO… no matter what response he had evoked in her body with his primal actions she could not allow herself to gain an ounce of pleasure from this man, he was a monster, nothing more, nothing less. 

His right hand began winding itself round to her front, stopping to rest softly against the expanse of her stomach.  He splayed his fingers wide and pulled her against him even closer in a gesture that spoke of dominance.  Placing an open mouth over her pulse point and sucking gently, he swirled his tongue in lazy circles, smiling against her skin upon hearing her exhale.

Buffy released a silent breath she didn’t realize she'd held as her mouth formed an ‘O’, dropping her head back to rest against his shoulder.  However frightened she felt inside there was no denying that a small part of her found everything he was doing to her highly erotic.  He was devastatingly handsome, sexy beyond words, and despite his dangerous demeanor and clear intentions she found herself succumbing to visions of that tongue and its potential on other parts of her body.  What is he doing to me?  Stop that… no.  Stop.  Oh God, don't, don't… stop.  Her control slipped away as her breathing became ragged with desire.

Spike released her, letting a chuckle slip through his lips.  Circling back to face her, he thought he caught a hint of lust cross her features before quickly being replaced with an air of disgust and revulsion as her eyes narrowed.  

“Now that we're on the same page, tell me your name luv.  Tell me so that I know to whom I'll owe my pleasure to tonight.”  

“No!”  Buffy surprised herself with the force of her own voice.  The reality of her situation came crashing back to her now that he was speaking again.

Spike stared at her lips, taking in their lush appearance for the first time.  Out of nowhere, the desire to taste them took hold, growing as he watched her panting, forcing her to lick her lips.  Seconds before he caved to his need, William emerged to restrain him.  

What do you think you're doin mate?  

Spike never kissed a woman… ever, until she either initiated it or asked him.  Though he always consented, its only purpose was to keep the clientele happy.  Deep inside, he hated this more than the act of sex itself with these complete strangers.  Kissing was too… personal, too intimate… something to be shared by two people who genuinely cared for one another.    

Look at those lips though, bet they taste like heaven.  

He leaned forward ignoring all reason and logic for the briefest of moments before halting.  

You can't do this!  William pleaded for them both.

Spike reasoned with him.  She's gonna want it anyway.  ’S jus an act!  Jus' acting here.

And he was an actor… a really good actor………………………………… TBC 

A/N:  Ok, so maybe I am evil.  So far I've kept my promises thought right?  Next chapter, I promise, will hold all that you've been waiting for.


Chapter 5

Breathless

 SPECIAL NOTE: I had my first flame  from  someone who takes a strong stand on the issue of rape and how could I as a female writer "think this is acceptable "and "why is it so acceptable in fanfic".  I have a few words for people like that... Spuffy fanfic sites have MANY stories that deal with rape and I bet there isn't an author out there who intends to upset anyone with their work.  Bear that in mind as I will delete flames (only), not negative reviews, not criticism, not constructive criticism and  I won't apologize or defend my decision or for anything I've written, no author should.
A/N: I realize that it’s been a few days since I posted last, unfortunately life happens as it usually does (I got victimized by Internet fraud and had to deal with a mess to recover $1500 of my $) AND while it did my muse cut out on me.  Add in the fact my father puts me to work every time I visit and the muse was not ‘amused’.  Incidentally, my dad is 78 y/o, lives by himself and has been suffering from a rare degenerative nerve disease the last 10 years.  I felt the need to mention this, not for sympathy but only b/c he lives alone and has a hard time doing things for himself, therefore when I show up, there’s always a long list of things needing to be done.  Though to some an explanation may not be necessary, I thought it best to put it out there anyway.  I’d really like to thank everyone whose continued to review my work: Kar, Bri, Meg, cordykitten, Riahannon, blondiebear, brat, dusty273, klylu, luxferi, golddrake, daisy, PhotographyNut, Renee, MidnightGirl, Irishwoman39, Dolau, sarah g, Taylormaid, and CrazyInLoveWithSpike who I know is ready to strangle me.  There are many more out there of course, but the list was getting long so I’ll just send a big hug out to everyone here.   PLEASE, PLEASE, PLEASE read the A/N at the end of the chapter when you’re finished reading, thanks.And he was an actor… a really good actor…………………………………

Lorne had coached William in body language and verbal skills among other things.  His first ‘experience’ working for Lorne had been for one whiney annoying Harmony Kendall.  She was easy on the eyes and even easier to employ his acting skills on; hell she was just plain easy.  His ears, however, couldn’t take it anymore after her fifth request of him.  Lorne luckily replaced him, moving him onto more challenging ‘situations’ until his confidence grew and eventually gave way to cockiness.  Lorne had to admit that their deal was working out nicely for both of them but never gave William more work than necessary, knowing how he felt inside about it.

Lorne’s other training had been for William to develop an alter ego…Spike.  A dash of attitude, some black clothing and a couple bottles of bleach later had Lorne cracking jokes with him about playing for the other team.  

William adopted ‘Spike’ and quickly learned to rely on him as a way of separating himself when dealing with clients.  He was an iron mask with which to shield the emotions that could run amok from the acts committed in front of William.  It kept his sanity in check though he felt sure he was going to pay dearly in hell for his sins when he died.  By day he was William, a simple man with a passion for cooking, by night Spike… confident, sexy and supremely skilled in the bedroom.  Spike reveled in the ability to bring any women to the height of her sexuality, though to William it never held any real meaning.

Since the inception of Spike, William essentially damned himself to loneliness and longing for something he was sure he would never deserve; someone who he could give his heart to and who would take care of his in return.  Well, not while in this business and that’s where Spike came in handy, detaching himself and facing the reality of what he had to do to survive.  These weren’t human beings he slept with, these women were paying for his talents and the use of his body not even caring that it left him feeling used, dirty, and empty inside.  No, he simply couldn’t entertain the idea of ever having someone special in his life.  William didn’t deserve love because of what Spike had to do for the both of them and no woman deserved what would be left over of either of them. 

Still, William constantly thought about the lovely creature named Buffy every second of every moment since seeing her at The Hide-a-way.  Sure, he’d been with lots of beautiful women and she should have been just another pretty face, but something about her had captured him from the moment he’d laid eyes on her.  Watching her dance with Lorne, laughing away carelessly with him as they joked, everything from her warm smile to the way she moved and held herself had called out to him.  

On more than a few occasions, he imagined actually meeting her under different circumstances.  Would she like him, could she like him?  William would probably be too shy for her but ‘Spike’ could woo and seduce her with practiced words.  In the end he always discarded the silly thoughts, knowing they would lead to nowhere except a dead end road of useless hope.

After he settled inside Buffy's bedroom, Spike found himself genuinely smiling every time the silence broke with the soft sound of her sleep-filled murmuring.  From the sprawling tan chaise lounge where he chose to sit and wait, he couldn't help but notice how small her form looked in the giant bed and wondered what it would feel like to hold her as she slept.  Once she rose to stretch herself awake, the sunlight from her window surrounded her figure, giving her silhouette the outward appearance of an angel… all radiant, glowing and… effulgent.  

Lorne had given him the rundown of what scenario would appeal to her physical nature… that was standard for any client that willingly sang for him.  But it was what he said afterwards that piqued Spike's interest when he prodded Lorne to know more of what he'd discovered:  

“Let’s just say she’s a woman with a tremendous capacity for passion that once unleashed would rival even the likes of a 17th century courtesan.  Here's the thing my friend, you know her past lovers weren't, well, adequate in their abilities when it came to her.  It's neither hers NOR their fault when it boils right down to it.  The boyfriend she's currently preparing to drop like a bad habit is the straw that broke the camel's back so to speak, THUS bringing her to us.  She's… special.  Unique in such a way that not only does she harbor desires no man has ever fulfilled, but so secret some of these desires are that even she is unaware of them.  And before you ask it's a flat out NO, even I can't see everything.  That being the case, it's going to take some, oh, how shall I put this delicately… forceful coaxing to bring it to her attention.  She needs the right key to unlock this side of her and I firmly believe that you Spike, the Don Juan incarnate, holds that key.  I must warn you however to be cautious, especially should you succeed.  Be careful with the time you spend with her… for both your sakes."

That's what had Spike the most mystified and compelled to see this ‘job’ through.  He got the impression from Lorne that she would not only pose his greatest challenge but that she should be considered somehow dangerous.  He laughed at the absurdity of the idea and brushed it aside.  Though Spike had all but begged for any more information, Lorne had assured he told him all he needed to know.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

“No name huh?  What should I call you then…pet?  Luv?  Goldilocks?”  He finished this last word by running a hand over her golden mane and down to hover near her left breast.  He looked deep into her eyes noticing their beautiful green hue up close, like creamy jade with flecks of gold.  God a man could get lost in those eyes.  Studying her face for a moment longer, he nodded slightly, “Right then.”  

Pulling back, he quickly scolded himself.  She was a job, nothing more than another month’s rent.  She was using him like all the rest… for her own ends.  He always derived the physical pleasure associated with this profession, obviously, but that was all he ever allowed.  Feelings and emotions could never take part in his work or his outside life; it was a forbidden indulgence that could only end in disaster.  

Taking a step towards Buffy, she halted him with her words.

“Get away from me or I swear to god…I’ll-” Spike glared at her harshly, then interrupted.

“Oh, Ms. DESPERATE here has a sassy lil mouth.”  Coming to stand in her personal space, he leaned in so their noses were mere millimeters from each other.  

“I’ve got just the thing that’ll shut that sassing gob up of yours up…. put those pretty lil lips ‘f yours to better use.”  He pressed his tongue behind his teeth and sneered as his implication was not lost on her.

“Oh God!”  It suddenly dawned on her and her eyes went comically wide.  This was no intruder at all, this had to be Lorne’s ‘employee’.  “You’re, y-you’re…”

“Gonna take what I want, and there’s nuthin you can… or will do 'bout it.”  He lowered his voice to a whisper and waggled his eyebrows at her.  “C’ept enjoy it maybe.  Now be a good little chit and I promise to make it hurt in ALL the wrong places.”  He swiveled his hips against her to emphasize his point, hoping that she understood now who he was and that he would not engage her in anything that she wasn't to be a willing participant. 

He smiled inside when her eyes widened and lips parted in astonishment.  Taking this as a sure sign she knew what he was here for he braved the small gap between them.  His tongue came out and slowly caressed the length of her bottom lip, giving her ample time to pull away if she wanted.

Oh, oh that tongue, I wonder how... if he would…  As she continued to wander down a mental road that held an image of his platinum head between her thighs, she nearly groaned aloud when he sucked on her lip.

Feeling sure he’d have her bedded and screaming his name in no time, he continued the assault on her mouth by sucking on her lip gently, pulling it back with his teeth to release it.  Pleased by the moans that escaped her, he came at her again, this time treating her upper lip with the same affection.

Spike felt her resolve and fear begin to drain within seconds and was grateful, he didn't want to use fear as the weapon to bring out whatever manner of vixen lay beneath the surface named Buffy despite Lorne's instructions.  He brought his hand up to cup her face gently.  Yes, he would try being gentle with her first, see if this avenue worked to her liking before taking the lead.  His fingers wound in the hair at her nape as he lightly stroked her cheek with his thumb.

From the moment she felt his gentle touch on her face, she couldn't help but to respond.  She trapped his bottom lip between hers mimicking his moves and sucked at it tenderly, letting her tongue lick back and forth that portion she held inside her mouth.  Her legs weakened the more he teased and played with her, sometimes pulling back before she could reach him again.  She'd never really placed that much importance on kissing before, but the way this man lavished his talents soon had her re-thinking her position on it.    

She heard a low rumbling sound come from him, almost like a deep purring.  The vibrations it sent through her mouth had shot through the rest of her body like lightning, ending with a rush of warm liquid that filled her silk thong.  It shocked her, how her body had reacted.  It felt wonderful and yet strange at the same time.  What's happening to me?

When Spike felt his lip pulled inside her warm mouth he knew he was at her mercy.  The tickling of her tongue was pure bliss and made him even harder if it were possible at this point.  He couldn't help but to groan into her mouth while fighting the urge to ravish her lips with his.  

That feeling grew stronger and stronger with each passing sweep of her tongue.  Seconds before he knew his will would snap, he heard her breathe hitch in her throat and felt her body go rigid.  Hoping he'd done nothing wrong and wanting her to continue, he gripped her waist with his free hand and held them both still, pulling back to look at her face.

Buffy suddenly felt as if she wasn't in control of her body or her mind at this point, and it frightened her.  This was unfamiliar territory for a woman who was continually in charge of her actions.  She was a heavily guarded person especially with her emotions and especially with the male species.  Was she turned-on?  Hell yes, more than turned on but not being in command of her senses, responding rather than thinking about what she was doing completely unsettling her.  Feeling as if Spike suddenly had all the power she stiffened.  When he grabbed her waist, she panicked even further and brought both hands up to his chest to prevent giving in and giving over to the moment, afraid of what might happen if she did.

You're paying for this remember?  This IS what you wanted, right?  For a man to take control, have his wicked way with us.  Any of this ring a bell?  Of all the moments she chose to rear her perverse head this was one time Buffy did not want to hear from the inner-slut.

This is wrong.  She argued.

For who?  You or him?   

What do you mean?  For me of course!  Where in hell had that come from, wrong for him?  He was an escort after all, a prostitute, a whore.  He's being paid for this for Christ's sake, he held no emotions in the situation, it's what he does… right?   

Now her fears turned to confusion.  She knew that she had no right to worry over Spike feeling anything, it should be the last thing on her mind… but there it was.  Oh my God, I'm no better than him.   

"What is it?"  Spike's concern clearly marred his looks.

She almost forgot he was there, so engrossed by the conflicting thoughts.

This was a mistake.  He may be what he is but I'm supporting it, all because I want to get laid.  God I'm horrible, buying a person as if they were a sweater out of some catalog.     

"Ican'tdothis."  She blurted this thought out-loud, hoping it would aide in her decision to put an end to this charade.

Spike was instantly shocked and upset at her words.  A flicker of anger quickly rose up in its place thinking that perhaps she felt guilty that she still had a boyfriend.  If that was it then why was he even here?  The git obviously didn't take care of her needs and Spike knew that he could, had been dreaming about giving the little blonde a good seeing to, had wanted it, wanted her so badly that he took her rejection personally.   

"Oh, I see.  This is about HIM isn't it?"   

"What?"  She threw him a confused look.  "Who?"  Then it dawned on her that she had discussed Riley with Lorne and he must have passed on that information to Spike.  

"No…  God no!" taken aback by his insinuating question.  What did he care about her personal life anyway?  

"It's not like that."  Was he bringing her unethical behavior to light?  He couldn't be that would make no sense since he himself was the very epitome of depravity in his line of work.  Whatever his reasons, he had no right.  

"Isn't it?  Look, if you’re feelin’ guilty 'bout Captain Cardboard then you're just wasting your money and both our time.  He's not here right now, I AM!"  He raised his voice as his anger started getting the best of him.  If she just gave him a chance, he would make her forget all about him.  

"He's not what you want."  Back pedaling as soon as he saw her physically flinch from his outburst, he felt remorse for scaring her and immediately softened his tone, "Not what you need."  

Deciding a different approach was necessary; he chose his next words carefully.

"S'not his fault you know, or any of the other blokes you've been with.  They were too foolish to see what they had, too dumb to know what to do, too selfish to truly appreciate the woman within."  He paused to gauge her reaction.  When he saw that he had her attention, he spoke again with pure conviction in his voice.  

"Mark my words Miss Summers…  I won't be making that mistake tonight.  You're a treasure far too precious for anything less than complete worship.

"I'm sorry, but…  I don't think I can do this.  It's not," Still struggling with her earlier thoughts, she sensed the truth behind some of his words but remained unsure who this was more demoralizing for… her or him.

"Tha's your problem right there.  DON'T.  Think.  Jus' feel, s'all you gotta do."  Despite whatever reservations she still had, he'd be damned if he would let them get in the way now, he simply wanted her too much.  Between his raging hard-on and the fantasies that occupied his thoughts these last few days, he didn't want to break down and beg like a child.

In an effort to quiet her protests he placed his hands over top hers and stroked them softly with his thumbs.  She looked as if a battle were warring in her head so he calculated his next few moves and prayed they would sway her.

All she could do was stare at him.  His eyes softened as he spoke and she swore he meant every word.  He'd come right out and said she was worthy of better treatment than any of her past lovers had given her.  He also sounded dead serious when more or less stating his promise to take care of her with no thought to himself.  Somewhere deep inside she knew she had nothing to lose, and the way he was looking at her now would surely make her crumble.  She watched as he cocked his head to one side and noted how expressive his face became.  It was a look that bordered somewhere between concern and lust.

Studying her closely, he slowly raised her hands to his mouth.  He kissed each of her knuckles in turn with tenderness, making sure the action conveyed reassurance rather than seduction.

"Please Buffy.  Please let me take care of you.  You won't regret it kitten, I promise.  I'll make sure you enjoy every," alternating his kisses between words, "last, second."  He closed his eyes on that final word and left the last one to linger.

Slowly he guided her hands to wrap around his waist, pleased that she didn't resist.  He stepped in closer and brought his arms to rest lightly on her hips, linking his fingers near the small of her back.  Placing his cheek against hers, he nuzzled her softly while whispering in her ear.

"I'll take you heaven Buffy.  Would you like that?  I can show you the stars you've only read 'bout, bring the moon TO you if you want.  Jus’ leave your thoughts behind baby, jus’ for tonight.  Jus’ feel me, be WITH me.  It'll be so good Buffy you'll see I promise.  We can be so good together.”

At this point Spike didn't care if he sounded desperate or not, he would put every fiber of his being into making her happy if it meant that she'd submit to him.

Buffy knew she was done for the minute he started kissing her hands.  His touch was going to be her undoing.  Then he had to go and whisper those promising words.  To her, he sounded as if he were pleading with her to let him have his way.  Nevertheless, he'd put the ball in her court and if she refused, she knew he would back down.  But if she said yes… there was no doubt in her mind he would make good on his promise.  As the last of her resolve slowly slipped away, she made her decision..........  Fuck it.

Shifting so that she could look once more into the face of her intruder, she intentionally lost herself inside the cool depths of his wintry sapphire eyes.  She nodded her head in consent and watched what appeared to be a subtle look of relief wash over his features.  Reaching to rest a hand on his cheek, her heels left the ground as she rose to seek out his lips, engaging them in the gentlest of kisses.

To say that Spike was stunned was an understatement.  Standing there both dumbfounded and speechless, he didn't have time to react to her kiss.  When she pulled back too quickly for his taste, her next words floored him.

"Take me there… to the stars, to heaven.  I trust you Spike."

He didn't need to be told twice.  Grateful for his answered prayers, he covered her mouth with his and savored the kiss she yielded to him with no reservations.  He felt her lips part and grabbed the back of her head to push his way inside her mouth, desperate to taste her.  After all, since she initiated the kiss he had to comply… right?  Damn the rule anyway, just this once.   

She began to feel dizzy as his hungry kisses became more and more demanding, going on for what seemed like forever.  Hands flew everywhere but landed nowhere.  In her efforts to touch every part of him she hadn't even noticed that one of his hands found its way to her bottom until he pulled her flush against him, squeezing and kneading it forcefully as he rubbed his erection against her shamelessly.

A surprised grunt escaped her lips as she pulled back to catch her breath and take in what it was he was doing to her.  Spike took the opportunity to attack her neck.  He lavished every inch of her slender column with hot kisses, worrying the skin just behind her ears every now and then with his teeth.  He matched her breathy moans with that of his own, turning her on even more as her body undulated against his movements as if already joined in fleshly union.

As she felt his swollen shaft continually grind against her, her brain suddenly registered the apparent size of the bulge.  Wow, either it's my imagination or he's genetically gifted.     Wanting to validate this she let her hand wander down, trying to create a gap between them so she could touch it.

No sooner had she placed her palm flatly against his length she heard him… growl?  Yes, he actually growled, furthering her desire to explore the prize he held between his legs.

He was lost, lost in the sensations that were pure Buffy.  Her mouth tasted like a mixture of honey and the wine she had drank earlier.  She smelled of vanilla and sleep and he couldn't resist his wandering hand from cupping her backside.  He unconsciously snaked his way underneath the flimsy excuse for a garment that was her nightgown and fondled her, knowing it wouldn't be long before he could bury himself between the two sweet mounds.

He growled into her mouth when he felt her small hand find its way to his groin.  As he took in the feel of her wandering fingers, he continued to explore every inch of her bottom and pulled her groping hand tighter against his aching cock.  

The way she rocked her body in time to his had his blood boiling.  Her rhythm so perfectly matched his own he could almost feel himself sheathed inside her slick passage now.  What the hell is she doin to me?  Gotta slow down… must, maintain, control.     

"Christ, ahhhhhhh, drivin me, mmm, insane here luv."      

Suddenly afraid he may become too excited to draw this out the way he intended to, he reluctantly broke his hold and pulled away from her.  He was gonna service this woman properly and at the same time indulge in some of the fantasies he had entertained about her.

She heard him mutter something between his sighs but she was too far gone to register anything he had to say.  Wrapped up in his kisses and fondling the now-confirmed proportions of his manhood, it surprised her when he pulled away.  She would have been angry if she weren't so turned on, so she waited to see what he did before pouncing him like a bitch in heat.

Spike instantly mourned the loss of her body but he needed to do this right, so he gathered her into his arms and began stroking her hair as their foreheads leaned against one another.

"Want you so much… don't know what you do to me do you?  Did you feel it when you touched me?  Wanna know your thoughts, all of them.  All your dirty lil desires, fantasies… want very, VERY much to make them a reality for you tonight."  

Now, he decided, was the best time to find out what made her tick, what would get her fire stoked to such an intense heat that he could send her into the flames to be consumed and then join her as she burned them both.  

"Would you let me?  Let me in long enough to explore that hidden side of you?  Discover all the lil nasties you've only dreamt 'bout late at night when you're all alone in your bed?  I'd wager there isn't a one I wouldn't enjoy doing with you, TO you.  And when you cum, I'll be right here to lick every… last… delicious… drop of it off your skin."  He finished this statement by leaning in to lick erotically alongside her neck all the way to her ear before grabbing her lobe with his teeth to tug at it.

"Yesss."  Buffy responded longingly.  As far as she was concerned, she would shit nickels if he asked her too.  Her head fell back as he spoke again, his breath ragged, voice coated so thick with lust it practically dripped.

"That's my girl."  He purred.

She finally gave in and over to her longing for the fulfillment she had yet to experience.  As if possessed, she grabbed Spike's arms and spun him around, slamming him against the wall just as hard as he had her earlier.  She clawed at his shirt, yanking it from his jeans with one hand while the other tugged desperately at the back of his duster.  

As soon as his coat hit the floor she went for the collar of his shirt, ripping it halfway down his body to expose his sculpted chest.  Must have.  Need.  NOW!

Once again, the little blonde took him by surprise.  He definitely had not anticipated this type of behavior from her, nor the amount of strength with which she exerted it.  She was more than ready and willing; this woman was the epitome of the word she had used to sign her name with… desperate.  

Any other time Spike would have welcomed the vicious attack he was receiving from Buffy but knew he had to stop her lest she went too far.  Grasping her upper body and rotating their positions, he pinned her back to their original positions.

"Let's get one thing straight here, we're gonna play this by my rules tonight, got that?"  When she acknowledged his dominance with a simple nod, he released her and took two steps back.  He shrugged off the remains of the ruined t-shirt from his shoulders and looked down curiously at it with one raised eyebrow.

He stood there before her like a God.  His pale flawless skin stretched over his sinewy form making him appear as if he were carved from marble and all she could do was stare in awe.  His build was sleek and powerful like a cat with clearly defined muscles that seemed to ripple whenever he moved.  In her mind, he was Adonis himself… strong, powerful, handsome, perfect, and all hers. 

He knew he needed to go about this slowly not only for her benefit, but for his own now as well.  Her earlier actions had driven him so close the edge of his lust's breaking point that for the first time ever he needed to stop in order to gain control of himself.  

Placing his index finger under her chin, he engaged her in a short kiss then began trailing them down her throat towards the valley between her breasts.  Once he reached the top of her nightgown, his hands came up to hold her hips as he bent his knees, continuing the downward journey over the silky material towards her sex.  

When he came close to his target, he stopped and settled on his knees.  Pressing his nose against her mound, he inhaled deeply, groaning when her musky scent filled his nostrils through the material.  Christ, she smells divine.   

"Mmmmmmmmmm."  His mouth watered so much he had to swallow.  Overwhelmed with the need to consume her, he slid his hands down to the hem of her gown and slowly raised it over her hips.

Buffy kept her hands by her side as he placed one sweltering kiss after another down her chest.  When he didn't stop the descent of his mouth, she realized his objective and quickly placed her hands on his shoulders in order to steady herself.  

Though she had earlier imagined herself being taken by this man in such a manner, she could hardly have expected or believed that that was exactly what he was about to do.  She gasped when she heard him sniff her most private of parts and then raise her gown.

"You don't have to do that."  She spoke quickly.    

There was no denying the fact she wanted him to continue, but she didn't want him feeling obligated because there was money involved.  Only one of her past boyfriends had ever performed this act on her, and though she had started to enjoy it, her partner was less than thrilled with the experience.  Since then she thought that perhaps there was something wrong with her, some reason that despite feeling good to her there was something with her body that was unpleasant to her lover, that maybe she didn't taste right.

He felt her grip on him tighten after her statement interrupted him.  He looked up to see a face full of apprehension and wondered what could possibly have prompted her to say such a thing.

"Buffy?  Pet?  Wha's wrong?"

She could hardly contain the insecurity that had taken over since that experience.  She spoke hesitantly, not trusting her own explanation for fear of scaring Spike off.

"I, it's just that… you don't have to do that if you don't want to.  I don't expect it, really."

Not knowing what was running through her mind but wanting to reassure her it was indeed what he wanted to do, he tried for a casual approach to the awkward situation.

"M' not gonna do anythin to you that you don' want me to, I swear.  If there's anything you feel remotely uncomfortable with, I want you to use a safe-word with me.  Do you know what that is?

She looked at him confused before shaking her head in the negative.

"S' a word you wouldn't normally use in conversation, something to let me know to stop whatever I'm doin at the moment.  Le's choose something simple, yeah?  How 'bout… Uncle?"

She understood now what he meant and remembered something Anya had mentioned once when telling about one of her more 'wild' sexcapades.  Still, she was nervous about the whole idea.

"Okay, it's just that, well, I've only had someone do this for me once.  And it wasn't something to remember… for either of us."  She truly hoped he would catch her double meaning and bow out politely without adding to her humiliation.

"Ahhhh, I get it now.  Seems to me someone's sloppy attempt at tryin' to please you ended up turning him off to what I consider the best appetizer known to man."  He smiled at her knowingly now and did his best to dispatch her fears of herself that some git had obviously instilled in her.  Stupid, stupid boy.  Ah well, one bloke's loss is my gain.     "Am I right?"

Spike had made it sound so simple, explaining away her anxieties as if it were nothing.  Was he right?  Was she… okay?  Though she still had her misgivings, she nodded once again.

"Yes.  I just want, you know, for you to stop whenever you feel like it."

"Oh kitten, 'f I had my way I'd give up the ability to breathe jus' to stay buried in your paradise.  You jus' relax and let me give you a whole new perspective on this."  Inside he was thrilled with the knowledge that he would be the first to bring her some real satisfaction from the act.  

That being said he tucked the material of her nightgown under the elastic sides of her thong to prevent it from getting in his way.  He locked his eyes with hers and placed one hand between her legs, urging her to spread them so he could continue unhindered.  Once he had her where he wanted, one hand strayed to her abdomen while the other played at the seam of her underwear, fingers edging just beneath the tiny scrap of silk.  As they slid their way down towards her center, he discovered she was already so wet it had completely soaked the fabric.

Pleased that he had been the cause for her sodden condition, he breathed in her aroma one last time before planting his mouth over the material soaked clit.  Exhaling all the air from his lungs in a steady stream, it had the effect of intense heat to her mound, earning him a throaty moan of approval.  Slowly he used his fingers to pull aside her panties while his other hand joined to assist in spreading her open with his thumbs.  Between her sweet redolence and the site of wet pink folds begging for his tongue, he was starting to salivate again.

That's when he felt he needed even more room to taste all of what she had to offer.  He moved one hand away to grasp her behind the knee and quickly propped it over his shoulder, chuckling when she gasped in surprise.  Opening her up again, he leaned in and placed a flat firm tongue to the skin just behind her opening and slowly licked her from end to end, allowing time to dip in slightly at her core.  He reached her hooded nubbin and lingered to suck and nip at it lightly.

Buffy was absolutely beside herself with pleasure.  The burning sensation he placed on her with his breath felt wonderful.  Then he surprised her by hoisting her leg over him, leaving her more exposed and vulnerable for the onslaught that was to come next.  The second his tongue touched her, a wave of tingles formed deep within her stomach.  She cried out as she felt a new stream of wetness flow from her when he tongued her folds then latched on to nibble and tease her clit.  She had a sensation like that of a sudden drop on a rollercoaster ride; her stomach was buzzing and she almost couldn't breathe.  It had never felt quite like this when her ex had tried; boy did she feel suddenly robbed.

After several seconds he pulled back to look up at her face.  

"Taste so good kitten, like nectar from the gods."  Her only reply to his statement was a gahhh.

The frozen look of ecstasy on her face was truly a site to behold; head turned to one side, jaw slack in awed expression, honey colored locks covering one side of her features and both eyes shut tight in concentration.  Oh no, this won't do.  This won't do at all.  Time for kitten to wake up.      

"NO.  Don't close your eyes."  His commanding tone immediately had her eyes fluttering open, but not focusing on him.

"I want you to watch me.  You need to see what it looks like when a man drinks from you, how he enjoys it, how much he enjoys pleasing you with his tongue.  Buffy?"  He could see she was listening but she wouldn't look at him.  She just kept staring straight ahead as if there were someone behind him.  Glancing over his left shoulder, he caught sight of her distraction and just smiled.  Even better, he thought as he took in the oval full-length stand-up mirror.

"Nice mirror, it'll come in right handy tonight don' you agree?"  He smirked when she finally did look back to him.  Her cheeks instantly reddened as pure disbelief clearly wrote itself all over her face at his suggestive question.  He knew in that instant that she had never utilized a mirror while engaging in sexual acts before.  Oh, she had so much to learn, and he was looking very forward to privately tutoring her every step of the way.  

Before she had a chance to say anything Spike dove back in, pushing his tongue deep inside her.  She started closing her eyes again from the intensity of it all until he dug his thumbs sharply into her hips to remind her not to.  

Not able to keep her hands idle any longer, one hand fell to his shoulder and the other wound it's way around the back his head and into the gelled platinum locks.  She looked down into the bottomless wells of his blue eyes as he held her gaze and continued fucking her with his tongue.  

Moving his arm between her legs, he grabbed one bottom cheek and pulled her roughly against his mouth.  Tilting his head to the side, he thrust his tongue inside her channel as deep as humanly possible, wanting more of her sweet liquid excitement to run down his throat.  He could never tire of her taste, ever.  If there were a way to bottle her essence, every bloke in the world would line up to buy it.   

She watched his head move back and forth as he devoured her like a man starved.  Looking at the mirror, her mind absorbed the erotic image of the two of them intertwined.  There she was, clutching this gorgeous stranger on his knees before her, the muscles in his back rippling as strong defined arms held her tightly against him.  The sensations he was producing in her body were beyond anything she had expected, and the sight had unexpectedly turned her on even more.

Her womb began to tighten as Spike gorged himself on her juices and she continued to stare at herself in the mirror.  She could hardly believe when the familiar tingling sensation of the beginnings of an orgasm snuck up on her.  It started deep down and ever so very, very slowly began winding its way through her body, making her legs start to tremble and her hand tighten on his head.

Tha's it, start lettin go for me.     He could have stayed there forever buried inside her core, face smeared with her fluids, but the situation dictated otherwise.  He wasn't going to let her off that easy.  He was good, damn good and he knew it, but he promised her special treatment, complete worship and appreciation for her body and what he could make it do.  They had a whole evening ahead of them and he wanted to be sure that when she came, it would be a bloody revelation for her and maybe, just maybe she might want him back on another night.

He felt her legs begin shaking and her grip tighten on his shoulder.  He plunged ever deeper inside of her and lapped ravenously at her flowing excitement, trying to drive her bliss further.  When his tongue sensed the first quaking of her inner walls he slowed his tempo down and relaxed his hold on her.  He moaned into her, causing her to jump from the vibrations and buck against his face.  

Still, he continued to slow down and pull away to leave a series of light licks around her entire opening in circles even as she tried to pull his head back towards her.  He looked up and saw her frustration as she continued watching the mirror behind him, almost feeling sorry for her, almost.  He decided to test her a little for what he had planned later in the evening.

"Oh... need.  More, ahhh AH!!!"  Buffy wanted to scream.  

Goddamnit it!  I'm just starting to get there, a few more minutes pleeeeeeeese, just a few, that's all I ask.     When he pulled away from her and changed gears she wanted to weep her need was so great.  Despite urging him to continue, even after trying to pull him towards her, he didn't seem to 'get it' that she was getting excited.  What happened next had her practically climbing the wall.

He went back to licking her up and down, each time starting from her protruding arousal and each time reaching further back towards the bottom of her opening.  Once, twice, three times and his tongue brushed the patch of skin between her dripping pussy and the puckered entrance of her other passage.  

That's when he decided enough was enough and invaded the private space that required the utmost trust from a woman.  The fourth swipe from his tongue reached all the way back to lightly lick the place he knew she didn't expect.

"Oh… oh, OH!  What are you, EH, doing… oh GOD!"  Buffy's body began sliding up the wall as if trying to escape Spike's invasion of her furthest most region.  She didn't get far before his hand gripped one hip and the other raised the leg still on the floor to balance over his other shoulder.

Holding her up like that, his strength seemed almost inhuman as she felt his tongue circle over and around the private space in circles.  He moved so that both forearms touched the wall, supporting her while his shoulders held her weight at her thighs.

There was nothing she could do but to hold on as he divided his talent between both her areas equally.  Her head swam first in fear then with interest as her body began to relax on its own.  Every time he touched that hole, he circled it with light, almost tickling strokes from his tongue, making her secretly yearn for him to stay there.

Spike had predicted that she might enjoy this; too bad he had to trick her into this position in order to find that out though.  It would be well worth his efforts now as he heavily anticipated his other plans for her.  Yes, she would forgive him… especially when he had her coming hard around his cock.

Just as Buffy's curiosity gave way to the pleasure brought on by his cautious touch, he caught her off-guard.  With a slip of his tongue, the burning in her belly returned full-force, surprising her with its power.  She never expected him to actually penetrate her, especially not with his tongue.  She thought she would be grossed out, instead, it had the complete, most opposite effect on her system.  

Astounded yet enthralled at the new sensation she, quite literally, could not find the strength to voice her ecstasy.  Instead, she whimpered, focusing on the tingling in her womb as her walls started to flutter for the second time at this man's abilities.  

And that's when the bastard did it, again.

With one last sweep of his tongue, he lingered on her puckered hole and took pride at the sound of her mewls once he slipped the very tip of his tongue inside her opening, wiggling it rapidly back and forth.  He remained just long enough to stir her passion noticeably before pulling out to resume his earlier patterns, slowing them down as he lowered her to the ground one leg at a time.

Spike disentangled himself from her limbs and gently pulled her underwear back into place with one hand while the other ran under his chin to remove her juices.  As he stood, he licked each finger as if it were melted chocolate before wiping his palm over his jeans.  Observing the look on her face with some amusement, he couldn't help but to smirk, mocking the predicament he placed her in.  If looks could slay, he was road kill for sure.  Good, s' right where I want you.   

Once her feet touched the ground, she waited until he stood eye level with her then glowered at him with all the vehemence of a woman scorned.  He had the nerve to grin, as if pleased with himself for abandoning her without release.  For a moment she thought that maybe he'd done it on purpose.  But why?  Why when she had gotten close to what she was paying for?  Not once but twice.  That she couldn't figure.  Either Spike was clueless or downright crafty, in any case she was pissed.  Raising her finger to poke his chest, he grabbed her wrist with lightening speed.

"You, you, you…"  She was fuming so heavily she couldn't search for the right words to vent her frustration.  Raising her other hand, he snatched that one too.

"My, my, how easily we forget.  I said we're playing by my rules AND you said you trusted me."

She clamped her mouth shut.  She knew he was right and she meant it when she'd said she trusted him.

"That doesn't explain…"

"Good things come to those who wait."  He cut her off.

Vu jàdé, the man has a point.  And isn't that what I told you?     The slut was back to mock her too.

I think you mean déjà vu and helloooo, he's getting paid for a reason.     Buffy argued though she knew this too was true.  Frightening how the little harlot and Spike had so much in common. 

Yes he is, so shut up and let the man do his job.  You gotta admit, you loved every minute of it.   

During this particular argument with herself, she again forgot Spike was there until he leaned towards her.

He could tell she was thinking of some snappy retort and decided she looked beautiful even mad.  Wanting to redirect her anger, he engaged her in a needy kiss, pulling back to speak briefly before going back in.

"Do you like that?  Tha's what you taste like.  Tha's you on my tongue, your arousal, your excitement."  He kissed her fully, letting her experience the flavor that lingered heavily on his palate.

He quieted her protests yet again with those mouth-watering kisses of his.  The things he said seemed so dirty, so wrong, nevertheless she did taste herself all over his mouth… and it excited her.  Maybe there was nothing wrong with her after all.

Tell me.  Did you enjoy it when I fucked you with my mouth?"  He recaptured her lips for another searing kiss.

Buffy forgot all about being mad.  Something about him had awakened a side of her she couldn't comprehend, didn't want to comprehend at the moment.  All she knew is that she didn't want him to stop.  Whatever he was doing was working, the dirty words she would have normally cringed at, the fact that he obviously enjoyed doing that to her… Oh yes, he was worth every penny.

He picked her up effortlessly, never breaking the contact of their lips.  Holding her close against his body, he strode to her bed in three steps then carefully climbed on with his knees before depositing her in the center.

When he broke their kiss she reached for him, not wanting a moment free from his succulent mouth.  His distinct taste mixed with her own was intoxicating and she wanted more.

"By the time I'm through with you, I'll be so deep in your system you'll crave me…  ONLY me."  

Minutes earlier and she would have scoffed at his prideful boasting.  But after that performance, well, let’s just say he was making a fast believer out of her.  If he succeeds, my bank account is in serious jeopardy.     

"Still haven't answered me, have I changed your mind?"  He looked at her, waiting for her say something, anything.

She looked at him as if he'd gone mad.  Couldn't he tell?  

"God yes!  I thought something was wrong with me.  I mean, you'd tell me if there was… wouldn't you?"

The look of worry on her face was too adorable for words.  William was moved by her question and came out to reassure her.

"Oh Buffy, there's nothing wrong with you.  I don' know what happened to you before and I don' rightly care.  Whatever that asshole said to you jus' isn't true.  You're breathtaking, amazing, best I've ever tas… you're perfect."  

Back off mate.  Got a job to do here so stay out of it.    

Spike had slipped, slipped bad.  Buffy looked so apprehensive that William muscled his way forward to speak for the both of them.  Spike rushed to put ‘the boy’ back in his place.  It would do neither of them any good to think of her as anything more than a paycheck, no matter what kind of feelings she brought out in the both of them.

His soft dreamy look spoke volumes.  She thought that maybe he would tell her this anyways since he had a 'role' to play, but she just didn't get that impression from him.  His words sounded heart-felt, conveying an innate sense of honesty she hadn't experienced in so long from a man that she lost herself for a moment, wishing she'd met this man some other way.  To have a boyfriend like this would truly be…

No, nononononono, stop now!  That is a road you can NOT go down.     She shook the thought away, since when did she even want a boyfriend?  So she took his words at face value, she should just be thankful for that.

"Thank you."  She whispered and put her hand over his where it lay on the bed. 

"You're welcome.  Anytime luv, anytime."  William pushed through one more time, astounded that the small gesture of her hand on his felt so right, so very right that he hated the fact she was here with Spike.  So he said those last words with a shy, almost goofy grin, then retreated.
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“Anytime luv, anytime.”  William pushed through one more time, astounded that the small gesture of her hand on his felt so right, so very right that he hated the fact she was here with Spike.  So he said those last words with a shy, almost goofy grin and then retreated....................

~~~~~~~~~~~~
 
Spike mentally shook off the verbal exchange between Buffy and the boy so he could resume the role he came here to play.   

Wanting very much to see her naked again, he situated himself near her hips.  Hooking his fingers through her thong, he began pulling it down.  

A modest woman at heart, Buffy didn't quite feel ready to 'bare all' despite the fact he'd already seen more of her nether regions than anyone else aside from her gynecologist.

"I-I know this part requires my clothes being off, bu…" 

"Need to see you."  He replied, then without warning ripped the material away from her and threw it to the floor without regard.  Sitting up, he jerked her to her knees and grabbed the hem of her gown.  He hurriedly yanked it over her head and threw the garment aside in the same careless manner.  

Despite the intimacy they'd just shared, she concealed herself as best she could.  

"Don't cover yourself."  He took hold of her forearms and tugged at them but she remained insistent.  "The time for bein' shy s' over."

"I know, just… a little self conscious here."  His aggressive conduct wasn’t something she was use to at all.  Everything about him and how he went about the things he did was completely different from her past lovers.  Actually, he'd done things to her none of her ex's had done.  Maybe that's why it's working?  

Knowing it was ridiculous to be acting the way she was, she allowed him to pull her arms away from her body.  He stared at her.  As the seconds ticked by, she felt like covering herself again until he broke the uncomfortable silence.

"Perfect." he whispered.  Seeing her up close instead of through a window brought back his awareness of the painful erection confined within his jeans.  Unconsciously, his right hand moved to readjust himself.

He moved forward on his knees until they were close enough that her nipples brushed against his chest.  

"No need to be self conscious, you're beautiful."  He cupped her cheek then dipped his head in to capture her lips.  As she parted her lips, he deepened their kiss, inviting her tongue to duel with his.  Letting go of her cheek, he placed his hands on her shoulders and slowly dragged them down her arms, stopping to allow his thumbs to brush the soft skin on the underside of each breast.  She moaned into his mouth while seeking out his waist with her tiny hands.

She pulled him nearer, placing her chest flush against his.  It was Spike's turn to moan when she did this, reveling in the softness of her skin and the feel of the two hardened pebbles as they pressed into him.  He felt her hands drift towards his bottom to grab and pull him even closer to her, grinding her hips lightly against his. 

Pulling back from their kiss, she needed a moment to catch her breath.  It felt as if there were bolts of electricity running between them when their upper bodies made contact.  The feel of his incredibly firm ass had her wanting to shove him on his back, rip apart his jeans and ride him into the sunset.

She felt the sudden need to slow this down.  When she ground herself against his cock, her clit suffered the delicious friction of hitting the jean material, making her pussy quiver with anticipation.  It didn't seem right or fair that a total and complete stranger could have this effect on her and not the men she'd chosen to be partners with in the past.  

Right or wrong, her body was singing with desire.  All it knew was how sinfully good every inch of him felt; the silky skin that blanketed his impossibly hard muscles, the rock-solid bulge between his legs, the tantalizing kisses that befuddled her brain and those eyes, those hypnotic eyes that reminded her of a thin sheet of freshly frozen ice over the bluest of pools.      

"Still trust me?"     

Pulled from her thoughts, she answered his question with a nod.  He pulled away and climbed off the bed to her confusion until she saw he was reaching for his zipper.  The sound it made as he slowly pulled it down had her licking her lips in anticipation.  She held a mental breath as he unfastened his buckle and popped the button with his thumb.

Everything seemed to be moving in slow motion until he pulled apart the jean material.  It revealed nothing except light brown curls that surrounded his… Oh myyYYY GOOOD!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!



 I knew it felt like, but, oh god, it's, it's………………. HUGE!  There's no way that, that… thing is going to fit!  

She couldn't drag her eyes away, she wanted to but as he took the long veined member into his hand and gave it a few long strokes she felt compelled to watch.  

He observed her face blush heavily as she continued staring while he touched himself.  He smiled wickedly, deciding to make good use of this opportunity to bring her further out of her shell.  

He stopped to slide his jeans off and picked them up with the intention of putting them alongside his duster.  Turning towards her vanity, he all but forgot that particular mirror until he saw more than half her naked form in its reflection.  Forgetting the jeans entirely he let them go and turned back towards the bed, crawling onto it like a panther towards one very nervous looking Buffy.

"Wha's the matter?  You act like you've never seen a man before."  He threw her a saucy grin and set about prowling around her backside.

"I have, just… not one who's so, so well endowed.  I think you might break me."  

Chuckling, he sat behind her spread legged.  Looping an arm around her waist, she let out a tiny yelp when he dragged her back against him and scooted towards the foot of the bed.

Allowing him to settle her between his legs, she stretched herself out.  She felt his erection press into her back as he leaned forward and started grabbing pillows.  

"Not gonna break you.  I'll make sure you're good and ready, believe me."  After reaching his desired location, he quickly moved several of her pillows behind to prop them both up.  

"It's going to be a long night then."  It was just a thought, but instead it flew out of her mouth matter-of-factly.  He looked at her in the mirror and cocked an eyebrow before she started snickering.  After she composed herself, he asked her a question.

"Ever play a game called show-n-tell, luv?"  

"You mean the kids' game?  Like at school?

"Sorta, but s' more… adult-orientated."  He waggled both brows at her.

"That would be a no then."  She was curious but at the same time apprehensive of what he had in mind. 

He leaned forward to whisper his next words huskily against the shell of her ear.

"I want you to show me how you masturbate, and I want you to tell me how you're doin' it.  In  detail!"

She nearly choked.  He couldn't be serious could he?  He certainly wasn't smiling as if it were a joke.  He's not joking.  I can't do that, no… there's nooooo way in hell.

"IIIIIIIII don't think I wanna play that game, sorry."

"Oh, I think you will."  Letting her know it wasn't a request, he reached underneath each of her thighs and swiftly pulled them apart.  Satisfied with the mirror's reflection of her knees bent, feet planted on the bed and legs splayed wide, he released his grip and pulled her hair to one side.  He ran his tongue languorously along the side of her neck until he reached the pulsing point of her jugular.  Feeling it beat wildly against his lips, he bit down firmly with blunt teeth, making her recoil slightly.

After everything that happened earlier, she shouldn't have been surprised at his audacious manner, still this was different.  He was asking, no telling her to pleasure herself in front of him.  And say what she was doing.  

Okay, again with the 'what am I paying him for' if I'm about to take care of myself?  Either there was a method to his madness or he was just plain kinky, with an ultra-weird fetish for mirrors.  She'd just have to trust him again, as she said she would and take comfort in the fact she could use her safe word at anytime.  

When he released her skin, he spoke in a seductive bedroom voice.

"Don' worry, s' a two way street.  You won' be the only one gettin' a show."  He knew that by making her do this in front of both him and a mirror it would open her up that much more, and in the literal sense as well.  Not to mention everything that led them to this point made his cock so hard that his little session outside her window seemed like a distant memory.  He could use another wank if he was to shag her good and proper without unloading himself too early.  

Ohmygod, he's, he's going to jerk-off in front of me?  The image of stroking himself by her bedside earlier came back.  She remembered being fascinated with it, how it looked, how he had no shame whatsoever in what he did and how she couldn't tear her eyes away even when her mind insisted.  Masturbation is supposed to be a private act, performed alone, at least in her world.  But he wasn't asking her to do anything he wasn't willing to do himself, and that alone distorted her opinion, allowing curiosity to creep in.  If he's doing this too, then at least we're on equal ground… I think.

"Lemme help start you off."  He placed his hands on top of hers, entwining their fingers together.  "Jus' relax," he whispered, "and remember our safe word, 'kay?"

Running their joined hands across her breasts, he stopped to cup each one.  Massaging gently in circles using her palms, he pinched both nipples between his thumb and forefinger, rolling them until they hardened like diamonds.  

She watched his face in the mirror as he focused on her chest from over one shoulder.  She opted to 'play along' moving her hands with his, fighting the awkward feeling of yet another new and unmentionable experience.  

The longer he teased her nipples and kneaded her breasts, the more sensitive they became.  The warm feeling of his hands assisting her quickly lured her mind further and further away from her discomfited thinking.  

It amazed her, his ability to melt her inhibitions away with his touch.  If this was only the beginning of their evening together, she wondered to what lengths he could persuade her body to go.  It was frightening, it was exhilarating, he was going to be the death of her, killing her with the most taboo of pleasures.  But what a way to go.

And that's exactly what she did… let go.  As raw need replaced free will, she began taking a more active role in the manipulation of her breasts.  After a few seconds, he released one of her hands and placed his own on her abdomen, sliding it downward to cup her soft mound.

"Ahhh… feels good."  She closed her eyes as the rhythm of her breathing picked up, opening her mouth to take in more oxygen.

"Talk to me.  What are you doin' that feels so good."  He nudged her head with his shoulder, indicating he wanted her to look in the mirror.

Her eyes fluttered open to see her own face painted in ecstasy.  This was all so new that her mind flooded with thoughts, reasons as to why she shouldn't be doing this, but her physical need won out as the hand that held her sex began rubbing in lazy circles over her clit.

"TELL me Buffy, or I'll stop."  He pressed his thumb against her swollen nub then pinched it to let her know he was serious before taking his hand away.

"NO, no.  Don't stop.  I-I like my breasts rubbed just like yo… just like I'm doing.  My nipples, uhnn, ahhh, so sensitive.  Feels good when I, ohhh, squeeze them just like this."  She finished by taking over what he started, tweaking the rosy buds while using the heels of her hands to push her breasts together.

Spike was positively gloating inside.  There she was, his wanton golden goddess pleasuring herself as only she knew best.  His right hand left her to that job and joined his left between her legs.  He watched in the mirror as he opened the swollen folds beneath her clean-shaven pussy.  Using his thumb, he rewarded her by circling her nubbin while his middle finger caressed the tender pink skin inside.

Deciding to take advantage of the state she was in, he slowly inserted his finger as far as it could go, wiggling around until she squirmed before adding a second one. Removing his fingers from her clit, he grasped one of her hands and slowly drew it down to rest on the hand he had buried inside of her.

"What naughty things do you do to that sweet pussy of yours to get so hot when you're all alone?  Do you finger yourself?  Like this?"  He pumped his fingers in and out, stopping to scissor them back and forth when he felt her muscles clamp around them.

"I, I rub my clit really fast, it gets me ready."  She watched in the mirror as their combined hands stimulated her core, inserting one of her fingers with his, losing herself in the feeling of being so full.  Her other hand left her chest and started rubbing her clit frantically as they both continued.

"Tha's my girl.  What else do you do to that delectable cunny of yours?  To get off?  Show me."  Spike became more aroused by the second, watching her as she joined in his ministrations.  Now was the time and he knew it, he slid his fingers out and helped to push her own in deeper, replacing his.

"I need my, my…"

"What pet?  What do you need?"  

"I need Mr. Gordo."

What the hell?

"I beg your pardon?  Who?"  He didn't know what to make of her request.

"My, my… top drawer, over there, quick!"  She pointed towards the nightstand that she grabbed the lamp from earlier to try to protect herself from him.

Spike eased her forward and then back against the pillows after extracting himself from behind her.  He reached the drawer she indicated and pulled it out to reveal an average size bright pink dildo with a pig's head painted on the end.  Well, well, what do we have here?  Pleased with this new discovery he quickly rejoined her on the bed, this time facing her while still leaving a clear view to the mirror.  As he kneeled in front of her, he turned it on and handed it to her.  

Overcome with the need for release, Buffy seized the pink rubber instrument and quickly placed it against her throbbing clit.  Rubbing it up and down to coat it in her juices, she slid it rhythmically along her opening with one hand, the other spreading her outer folds open.     

"Buuuuffy, if you don't tell me what you're doin', I'll take Mr. GORDO away."  He emphasized her pet name for the toy, highly amused that she would even think to give it one.  Truth be told, he was awestruck at the enthusiasm with which she used said toy to pleasure herself.

She was engrossed with watching herself in the mirror until she realized what Spike had said.

"I like the pressure, the vibrations.  Need to get it wet enough so I can, ohhhhhh…"  In one thrust, she buried Mr. Gordo inside her to the hilt; bucking her hips wildly against both hands.

Unable to take it anymore, Spike grabbed his cock and squeezed with all his might.  Rubbing his thumb over the weeping tip, he used his pre-cum to aid in his own quest for relief.  The woman before him was the most beautiful thing he'd ever seen.  Her legs spread wide, fucking herself in earnest, sheer pleasure and lust composing themselves within her heated expressions.  If he didn't take care of himself now he'd surely hurt her by taking over the vibrator's job.

"Uhnn, such a naughty kitten you are.  I want you to keep fucking yourself and watch me."  Needing release, he started pumping himself furiously.  No, it wouldn't be long now as he watched his girl impale herself repeatedly with the toy faster and faster.

Her eyes went straight to his groin, noticing his hand barely covered the width of his massive shaft.  With every stroke he administered, she found herself matching his rhythm, imagining it was him inside of her.  Caught up in their voyeuristic display, she turned the toy's setting to high.

Seeing her move the vibrator in time with his strokes he broke down and came with a roar.  Stream after stream of hot semen shot out, its projection hitting the inside of his thigh to run down and stain her bedspread.  His entire body jerked as his spasms continued, slowing down only when the last of it surged forth to run down his fingers like molasses.  Gasping heavily, he looked to find that she appeared to be getting close herself.  That's when he sprang into action.

She watched his strokes grow more frantic as he growled in pleasure, thick ropes of cum erupting from the monstrous head of his cock.  Thrusting the toy in and out, she felt her arousal soar from the visual and physical stimulation, bringing her that much closer to the edge.  

As she neared the point of ecstasy, she felt the vibrator torn from her depths.  When her eyes registered Spike struggling to shut it off, she cried out.

"NOOO, no, no, NO!"  In frustration and anger, she lunged at him, reaching for the hand that held Mr. Gordo.  He kept his hand just out of reach but tumbled onto his back when she tackled him, dropping the vibrator on the floor.

"You son-of-a-BITCH!"  She cried and immediately started smacking his shoulders angrily as he tried to stop her.  In the process, she felt his cum smear against her legs, making her incensed at the knowledge he'd gotten off but had prohibited her own release.

"Buffy!  Buffy!  BUFFY!!!  Spike finally grasped her flailing hands and pressed them to her sides, noting that she was now on top of him wriggling her naked form against his.

She was much stronger than he gave her credit for, and though she was pissed, he was thankful his plan remained intact.  Holding her tightly, he addressed her as she wrenched and jerked her body to regain control over her present position.

"I SAID we play this by MY rules.  Get it through that pretty li'l head of yours and stop trying to HIT me."  

He felt her relent somewhat but she still fought him, though not with as much force as before.

Knowing her struggles were in vain, Buffy settled down.  She was so flustered she couldn't see straight.  Three times now he'd prevented her.  If he kept this up, she was either going to kick him out or take matters into her own hands… somehow.  

"Tha's better."  He let her go and wrapped his arms around her loosely, massaging circles into her lower back.  "You've no idea how sexy you look, touching yourself like that.  Mmmmm, bloody gorgeous, drove me crazy."  He rolled them over and got up, heading for his duster.

What the hell is he doing now?  Ughhhh, I so want to kick his ass.  She watched as he retrieved something from his coat and sauntered back to her with a sly grin.

"Roll over."  He climbed back on the bed and straddled her just below her perky bottom so he could enjoy the view.  "Gonna give you a lil massage, take away some of that… tension."  Opening the bottle of massage oil he always carried while working, he poured some into his palm.  Rubbing both hands together briskly to warm it up, he started on her lower back, kneading his lean strong fingers into her muscles.

"That's nice, but don't think you're off the hook mister.  I'm STILL mad at you."  When he'd told her to roll over, she didn't think he was going to give her a massage.  But as his fingers worked her back, whatever lingering anger dissolved away.  Figures he'd be good at this too… prick! 

"Ohhhh, I'm sorry.  Do you think you could ever forgive me?  Pleeeeease?"  He spoke in a playful begging tone as his fingers worked up her spine like a pro.  He hoped to continue his plans without her reacting as badly as she had moments ago.  If she did, he'd have to rely on Lorne's instruction and coax her 'forcefully'.  

He still thought Lorne had seen more than he let on.  Was she really somehow dangerous or was he just reading something into it that wasn't there at all?  Bugger that.  She's no more dangerous than a kitten with claws.

Dangerous to the heart, mate.  Tha's where her power lies.  Ever the thinker, Spike knew William had foresight whereas he only lived for the moment.  Naturally, the meaning was lost on him.

What the bloody hell are you gettin' at?    

I dunno 'bout you, but I could easily fall i…

The inner-dialogue was interrupted by a teasing Buffy.

"I don't know, technically that's your third strike.  I should send you packing.  But if you keep this up, I'll reconsider it."

The banter had turned light and playful now and Buffy liked it this way.  She really didn't think she could stay mad at him for long, especially the way he chose to 'make it up' to her.

"Mmmmm wow, you're really good at that.  Oh, right there.  That's where I'm stiff.  Ow, ow, that's tight, careful."

Speaking of stiffness, staring at her derrière while rubbing her back seemed to reawaken his libido.  It amazed him that a mere glimpse or slight touch of this girl was all it took to get his motor revving.   

His hands worked out her knots as if they were nothing.  In less than ten minutes, his expert touch had her cooing her praise.  One more run through, then s' time my golden beauty.  He worked her entire back over and checked to make sure that every muscle felt loose.

"Hey!  You're not stopping are you?  I forgive you alright, just don't stop."  Buffy was in heaven.  His touch was like magic, her muscles yielding their stress so easily under his skilled fingers.  Oh yeah, he was forgiven all right, so long as he didn't pull any more pranks like he had earlier.

"Got no intentions of stoppin'.  Jus’ got other areas that need tending to."  His hands drifted to her lower back again and began the treatment all over again, however this time he went south to the two round cheeks that his growing erection now strained to reach.

Unable to resist, he left one hand to continue his work while the other grabbed the oil.  He opened it with a flick of his thumb and poured a small amount on himself then chucked it aside.  Taking his member into his hand, he spread the oil around it and gave it a few pumps.  In no time flat, he was hard as nails again, aching to take her from behind.  His hand rejoined the one still caressing her bottom.  Shifting his body forward, the tip of his cock touched the place where her thighs met the swell of her bottom.  She jumped with surprise but then settled back down as his words flowed over her like velvet.

"Such a lovely bum you have pet.  S' jus' beggin’ for attention."  His hips began pumping leisurely against her, cock sliding over and over her crack easily with the oil.  With every pump, she spurred him on with her continued oooh's and aaah's.  When she started pushing herself back against his forward thrusts, his desire kicked into high gear.

Her hips rose of their own accord to encourage him, unable to resist the slick feel of his manhood as it glided between the crack of her bottom.  She hoped it wouldn't be long before they 'consummated' this business deal.

"You're a tease you know?"  She kept the mood light while still making her point known that she wanted more.  Considering his size, she wasn't sure if this was the best position to start with or not, but her body screamed to be filled, growing ever needy with his teasing.  

He angled himself so that he was now pumping his length between her legs along her slit, simulating the action of taking her in this position while keeping her thighs pressed tightly together with his hands.

"Wouldn't want to disappoint now would I?"  He snickered and gave her a few long strokes, feeling her wetness coat his already well-oiled cock against her folds.  If he moved just right, it wouldn't take much to penetrate her; the mere thought drove him insane.  Not yet.  Can't, too much… too soon.

Groaning his frustration, he suddenly grabbed her shoulders, hauling her upwards so that her hands supported her body over the bed.  Guiding himself back between her thighs with his hand, he struck her clit with each down-stroke.

"Ahh, Spike.  What are you, OH!"  When his spongy head struck her slick nub, she bucked backwards seeking more contact.  Being yanked on all fours like a dog in such a submissive position only heightened the sensitivity of her nerves down there, setting her desire off like a rocket.  She felt a fresh rush of juices escape her to run over him and down her leg.  

Leaving any trace of nervousness for the situation behind, she moaned loudly and squeezed his entire length as tight as she could between the apex of her thighs.  

The little minx was trying to get him at his own game.  She had a good hold on him for sure, but that didn't stop him from pulling back.  

He gazed into the mirror.  When he saw how exquisite she looked arranged in front him, his hips began moving faster.  He smiled at his reflection when she tried to grip him tighter.  She wants to play it like that huh?

He leaned over her body, placing a gentle hand on her head.  

"Turn your head this way and open those lovely green eyes of yours."  He checked to make sure she did as he said, then continued.

"Like what you see kitten?  Looks so God damn sexy… me takin' you from behind like this.  Do you enjoy being fucked like this?  Do you want me to stick my cock in that beautiful wet pussy of yours, take you hard?  Fast?  Bet you would, wouldn't you?"  Spike was getting himself turned on even more by his own speech.

"You talk too much."  Figuring a little taunting was in order in hopes he would take the bait, she continued goading him.  

"I think you're more talk than action.  Really, a little disappointed here."  She was enjoying this show even more than their earlier ones, but begging was out of the question now.  No more would she ask or beg for anything after what he'd done to her.  She would have the upper hand from now on.  

WHAT?  Oh bugger that.  You're gonna get yours Missy, just you wait.  

"’S that what you think?"  He asked menacingly.  Tightening his hold on her hips he began pulling her into his thrusts, slamming them together with such force the slapping of flesh became thunderous.

"Yeah."  Slap, slap.  "That’s," slap, slap, slap, slap, "what I" slap, slap, slap, "think."  He continued pounding against her, but judging from the bruising hold he had on her hips and the fact he went even faster now, she knew she was getting to him.  Only problem now was the continued beating of his head against her clit.  It was over-stimulating it, making her want to pull away. 

By telling him she liked her clit rubbed, he tried to take her attitude down a notch or two by using the knowledge against her.  All talk or not she liked it, he could tell.  Oh, his Buffy was a dirty girl underneath she just didn't know it yet.  He knew she was nowhere near ready, but when the time came, he wanted her so desperate that she would beg harder than she had earlier.

Giving her a few more thrusts, he started backing off and loosened the death grip he applied to her slim hips.  No sooner had he done this than she leapt away from him, rolling over and back crawling towards the pile of pillows, giggling and pointing.

Buffy laughed wickedly as she watched the look of surprise take hold of his features thinking he looked absolutely gorgeous… just, like, that; panting heavily on his knees, his sculpted stomach muscles rippling in the sunset's light, his huge shaft glistening with her juices bobbing up and down with every breath he took.  Oh, she wanted him bad enough, but she was going to make sure he wanted her bad enough to stop all his playing around.

"You…"  Spike snarled as he reached her retreating form.  Latching onto an ankle he jerked her back towards him with ease.  Crawling the rest of the way up her body, he pinned her hands over her head in one of his.  

Her laughing was not what he expected, but he could see it was all in fun, even though it was at his expense.  Once his breathing slowed enough to speak, he scolded the giggling girl beneath him.

"Minx!  Are you quite finished?"  He smiled at her, waiting to see what she'd say.

"I should ask you the same."  She chuckled a few more times then lay quietly.

"Actually?  No.  But for that little stunt you just pulled…I'm afraid I'm going to have to punish you."  His smile turned into a grin laced with malicious intent.  When her smile faded, he grinned even wider.

"Oh don't worry.  It'll only hurt a li'l."

"You wouldn't?!?!"  Would he?

TBC

~~~~~~
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Turn up the Heat
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"You wouldn't?!?!"  Would he?....................... 

~~~~~~~~~~~~

"Never put anythin' past me, especially when it comes to you."  He hooked one leg under hers at the calf and rolled her half way over, exposing her bottom to his free hand while still holding hers tight with the other. 

Crack!!!  His hand came down hard on the apple of her bottom and she nearly pierced his eardrum with her scream.

"Good girls get nice things, Buffy."  Crack!!!  "Bad girls need to be put in their place."  Crack!!!  "Naughty girls, well..."  Crack!!!  "Somethin' tells me you're a combination of all three."

"Stop it, owww!  That HURTS, you bastard... OW!"  She heard what he said but the sting to her flesh was making her madder by the second.  

"I can do this harder `f you want.  I'm nowhere near usin' the amount of strength I could."  Crack!!!   "I promised to make it hurt in all the wrong places didn' I?  And since I consider m'self a man of m' word."  Crack!!!  Crack!!!  Crack!!!  "Had enough?"  He released her leg and pinned her back underneath him.

Buffy was livid.  Her face as red with anger as her ass surely was, she shot daggers at him with her eyes.  Feeling a surge of adrenalin rush through her, she began fighting against him with renewed force.  Bucking her hips and twisting her limbs as best she could, her foot gained purchase on the bedspread enough that she actually had him struggling to keep his hold. 

One of her wrists slipped free and she used it to bring her own hand down with all her might on his left ass cheek in a stinging blow that sounded as bad as it must have hurt.

"See how you like it huh?  Can you take what you dish out?"  She dealt him two more slaps before he caught her arm and the fight was over.

"Oooh baby, that hurt so good.  You're strong for such a tiny thing, full of fire... I love it."  Seeing her face flush with anger, he smashed his mouth against hers, swallowing any protests for several long seconds till she responded back with equal fervor.

Teeth clashed, each nipping at the other's lips between hot open-mouthed kisses.  He let her go and was thrilled when her hands reached for his face, trying to pull him in even closer.  One hand palmed her breast roughly while the other held her hip.  His lust mounted as she fought him with her mouth.  He needed to be in her, needed to feel her walls surround him as he drove himself into her soft body.

As the last of his self-control snapped, he nudged her legs apart roughly and settled himself between her thighs.  She pulled her feet up, planting them on the bed and arched her back.  Feeling his cock slide along her cleft, he groaned and pulled away from her mouth.  Leaning his forehead against hers he asked her honestly.  

"Are you ready?  Are you ready to take me inside of you?"  The wait would surely kill him if she said no.

"God yes!  Take me now…  I'm yours."  She stiffened slightly as she felt the head of his cock nudge against her opening.  

"Hang on to me; we'll take this part slow.  Don' wanna hurt my girl.  Jus' relax your body and let it happen."

He began peppering her face with sweet kisses as he pushed his way inside.  Hearing her whimper, he stopped and spoke comforting words into her hair.

"`S ok baby.  Keep kissin' me and focus on how good it'll feel."  He captured her lips in a tender kiss and pushed forward another two inches.  When she stiffened again he stroked her hair reassuringly.  Distracting her with his lips, she calmed again then moaned into his mouth.

Drawing back a fraction, he pushed forward again.  With each carefully measured thrust, he sank further and further into her warm passage.  Inch by agonizing inch, her moaning increased, and as far as he could tell they were sounds emitted in pleasure, not pain.

It felt like an eternity passed till he was fully seated within her depths, and he snarled at how tight she felt.  Once there he stopped all movement, wanting to be sure she was all right.

"You ok?"  It took all his self-control to hold perfectly still, waiting for her to answer.

"I'm fine, just… please go slow right now.  You're really, REALLY big… but… uhnn, feels so good, so perfect."  And, it did feel perfect to her.  She'd never felt so full, so replete until this moment in time with this man.  It was as if she'd found a slice of heaven as she held him inside of her. 

Desperately wanting him to start moving, she purposely clenched her muscles around him, hearing him growl in that dead sexy way that was all Spike.

"Christ luv, better not do that or this'll be over before it even starts."  She gripped him again and he growled even louder.  He began rocking, holding her closely against him as he buried his face in her neck.  So warm, so bloody tight.  She's right, feels perfect.   

Felt too right, too perfect for him.  His body reeled from the sensation of being inside her while his mind swam in a mixture of emotions.  To William, to Spike even, it was like coming home.  They fit so well he swore she was custom made for him… and him alone.  Being with other women always felt good, but this woman was different, special, perfect, she was Buffy... his Buffy.

He lost himself as she moved with him in perfect unison.  The way she danced beneath him, met him thrust for thrust was as if she anticipated his every move and strove to match him.  

"Feel so tight, warm… you're so wet for me kitten.  Wanna do this to you all night."  Bringing his mouth to hers again, they began a passion filled kiss as the last of the sun disappeared, leaving them in complete darkness.

Feeling her body adjust to his size, she pushed against him, sensing a loss every time he pulled out until he was back again.  His size was overwhelming at first, but the way he touched every part of her inside with each gentle thrust had her body humming.  If they did this all night, he wouldn't hear a single complaint from her.

"Faster Spike.  Need… more."  So much for not asking anything from him, but begging was still out of the question.  She'd never put herself in that position again, not with him, not with any man.

The simple request from her sweet lips did him in.  He picked up the pace, gradually building the tempo till they both were gasping for air.  When she wrapped her legs around his waist, the angle allowed him to sink in even further.  When she screamed his name aloud, he began pounding into her harder, feeling the tip of his head brush her womb with every stroke.

"Buffy!"  He snarled her name from deep within his throat and gave her everything he had.

Climbing the ladder of passion, she gripped him tighter with her thighs and locked her ankles together.  With each thrust, she felt him strike the opening of her womanhood sharply, and though it hurt, she welcomed the mixture of pain and pleasure.

Damn.   He didn't think he could hold out much longer.  Reaching back, he took one of her legs and pried it off his hip.  

"Don't you DARE even think it!"  She'd kick him out of her house bare-ass naked and keep his clothes just to teach him a lesson.

"Not gonna leave, jus' need some light."  It wasn't entirely a lie since the sun had set, but he needed a break to get his hormones under control, again.  

He was getting highly annoyed at the fact he enjoyed this, enjoyed her a little too much.  After cumming twice, there should have been no need or urge to cum again anytime soon despite the fact that they were finally engaging in sex.  Never before had he had this problem with any woman.  Stamina was his middle name, part of the reason he was so popular and highly requested.

Yes, but she's not jus' any woman.   'The boy' was back to taunt his state of arousal, trying to reason that she was different somehow.  Spike knew this, had already admitted it, but it still didn't change the fact this was business and he had to keep that in the forefront of his mind.

Do try to remember the bigger picture and shut your gob.

Well, isn' that the pot calling the kettle black.  

Whatever.   

He pulled out with a loud plopping noise and rushed to the bathroom.  Flicking the light on, he quickly grabbed a few candles and a lighter from the counter then shut the light off and returned.  Finding the surface of her vanity, he set about lining them up, lighting each one in turn.  It wasn't nearly the amount of light he'd hoped for, but the surrounding area and their reflection was visible enough for his purposes.

As the soft glow of light filled the room, he noticed several scarves of various colors and patterns hanging over one side of the mirror's hinge.  He made a mental note of them and turned around to a sight he did not expect.  

Buffy lay there spread eagle, three fingers pumping away inside herself while fondling one breast.  This is not happenin' to me, Christ, I need a cold shower. 
 
She didn't know what had gotten into her, well aside from him anyway, but keeping herself turned on when he left seemed the right thing to do considering her orgasmic problem.  When he looked in her direction, she thought he might self-combust.  The combined look of shock and lust made her want to laugh at him again.  Instead, on an impulse, she upped the ante and did the unthinkable to herself and to him after he addressed her.

"I see you've been busy."  What the hell else could he say?  Flabbergasted by her brazen display when only moments earlier she acted like a blushing virgin, he didn't know whether to feel a sense of pride from getting her to drop her inhibitions or upset that she'd continued without him.  What she did next caught him completely off-guard.

She smiled seductively at him while she kept herself 'busy' a few seconds longer.  Then she stopped.  She raised her glistening fingers up for inspection then slowly brought them to her mouth.

"Mmmmmm."  Her tongue darted out to lick a digit once in lollipop fashion then wrapped her lips around it, hollowing out her cheeks while drawing it slowly back out.  

"Want some?"  She held her hand out in offering but didn't wait for him to respond.  "No?  Oh well, your loss."  Bringing her fingers back to her mouth, she intended to suck another one and watched as his expression turn darker than the night itself.

I've created a monster.   He jumped the few short feet to the bed and grabbed her wrist, preventing a repeat performance.

"Did I say you could do that?"  He reprimanded seriously.

"Didn't say I couldn't."  She could tell she was playing with fire judging from his tone, but the desire to tease him became too much to restrain.

"I think another punishment is in order for your insolence."  He smiled wickedly.  When her own smile didn't fade, he thought perhaps she forgot the harsh spanking he dealt out earlier.

"You're just mad I wouldn't share."  She wiggled her fingers to indicate her meaning then stuck her bottom lip out.  "There's plenty more where that came from you know.  Perhaps…"

"What did I say 'bout that sassy mouth of yours?  If you don' shut it, I'll stick somethin' in it that will."  

There's an image he wouldn't mind seeing, those exceptional pouty lips wrapped around him, sucking him off.  Unfortunately, that was something else that never happened on the job or in William's life for that matter.  It was always about servicing the clients, not the other way around.  Even Cecily, his first love and only sexual experience prior to working for Lorne, hadn't wanted any part of it.  `Course the issue of my size was probably a 'huge' factor.   He laughed out loud at his own pun.

Buffy thought he was laughing at her.  It irritated her, making her decide to provoke him further.  Fellatio was one area she at least had a little experience in, albeit not much, but Lindsey always seemed to enjoy it.

"You're right, it would… but I'm not sure YOU could handle it."  Yup, that got him good.  His expression went blank for lack of a response.  Take that asshole. 

At every turn she surprised him more and more, leaving him speechless.  Bollocks, I'm even startin' to enjoy arguin' with her.   It wasn't necessarily a bad thing, but he noticed she was too smug right now for his taste.  Not for long.  Gonna cure that right quick.  He couldn't allow her get the upper hand; he was the one in charge.  

Suddenly it clicked in his brain, making perfect sense out of what Lorne had told him.  She had control issues.  It must be the reason for the 'forceful coaxing' part of Lorne's speech.  He'd have to 'force' her into total submission so that her passionate side could break free.  Her need to control sexual situations and control herself repressed that inner passion.  No wonder she had problems reaching orgasm. 

"Buffy, I'm warnin' you right now…"

"Oh what?  You gonna spank me again?  Puleez."  Inside she was afraid he might do it again.  It hurt like hell, but that fear didn't stop her from ranting on when maybe it was in her best interest to keep quiet.  To hell with that, he deserves it. 

"I think I can do better than that."  Ohhhh, you're askin' for it li'l girl. 

"I see your mouth moving but all I hear is blah, blah, blah.  Maybe you should stick THIS in it and shut YOUR hole!"  His face crinkled in confusion until she wiggled her hand he still held by the wrist.

He looked at her fingers to find she'd lowered all but her middle.

"You're gonna get it now you bloody bint."  He let go of her wrist to grab at her body, but she anticipated this.

She rolled off the opposite side of the bed, barely avoiding his grasp.

She giggled and darted further across the room.

"This is what you're doing."  Her hand made a munching action like the old pac-man game.  "THIS… is what I want you to do."  She clamped her hand down, indicating to shut it.

Laughing away, she sidestepped his sudden lunge, and sprinted back to the bed.  When she attempted to roll across it to the other side, he stopped her short by the ankle.

"Gotcha!!!"  She was in such a fit of hysterics that she didn't even try to fight him as he wrestled her onto her back and climbed on top of her.  Her laughter became contagious and soon had him joining in.

Between breaths, he tried to remind her he hadn't forgotten about her punishment.

"This… aha… doesn't change… hahahahahaha… my decision… ahaha… one bit… hahahaha… minx!"

Oh, she knew he probably wouldn't, so she tried to get herself under control and attempted, hopefully, to distract him from it.

"I'm sorry, sorry, AHH… hahaha…. cut it out."  He tickled her relentlessly as tears formed in her eyes from laughing so hard.

When he did finally stop, she wrapped her arms around his neck and drew him down for a kiss.  She ran her hand repeatedly through is hair, making the last of his gel release its hold from the natural waviness and curls of his hair.

She loved it.  It was smooth, soft, and flowed between her fingers like silk, springing back to its original shape each time she released it.  Finishing the kiss, she pulled back to compliment him, continually running her fingers through the platinum locks.

"I love this hair.  You have beautiful curls... so soft.  You should leave the gel off, it looks better like this."  She meant every word even though distraction was her goal.

"Beautiful isn' exactly a word you use with a man, luv, but I'll take the compliment anyway, thanks.  As for the gel, gotta use it.  If I don'…"  He trailed off, realizing what she was up to.

"What?"  She asked, a streak of apprehensiveness at being discovered graced her face, giving her away instantly.

"I know what you're tryin' to do, and trust me, s' gonna happen regardless."  Her frown at being called out was adorably sweet.  No, no spanking this time.  Somethin' better, a sweeter form of punishment is jus' what you deserve. 

"You're not really going to spank me again.  Are you?"  This time she over-emphasized her pout, hoping to play on his sympathy.

"C'mere."  He got up from the bed and beckoned her with his finger.  When she didn't follow right away, his tone became sterner.

"Buffy, every second you don' do as you're told will make it worse for you in the end.  I said, COME.  HERE!"  He stood in front of the vanity and smiled when she got up to do as instructed.

I can use my safe word; I can use my safe word.   She repeated the chant in her head as she walked to stand before him.

"There's my good girl."  She looked like a guilty toddler standing before him, nervously shifting from one foot to the other, chewing her lip, head bowed slightly as she peered up at him, face brimming with dread.  Whether she played it up or this was the real her, he found it irresistibly cute.  

"Li'l closer."  He crooked his finger and waited until she got within inches of him then raised her chin.  Looking deep in her eyes, he tilted his head and studied them.  Any other woman would have been waiting with baited breath, anticipating his next move and ready to do his bidding with nothing but lust in her eyes.  Not Buffy.  Her emerald eyes held so much more than just lust: naivety, curiosity, need, anxiety, desperation and... longing.  Yes, it was definitely longing, but for what?  Those eyes wouldn't give up their secret no matter how long he stared into them.  'The boy's' words echoed in his head...  God a man could get lost in those eyes. 

He stared at her with an intensity she'd never known before.  He didn't just look at her; it was as if he was looking within her, searching for something.  She couldn't remember the last time a man looked directly into her eyes, let alone stay like that.  His face held a soft hint of wonderment along with the inquisitiveness.  It was a decidedly beautiful look on him, matter-of-fact he was a beautiful man with any look he wore, and he wore them all so well.   She blinked, and his expression vanished as he straightened his head.

"Wha's your favorite color?"

Huh? 

"Huh?"

"`S simple question pet, wha's your favorite color?"

"Uhmmm, pink."

"Hmm, pink.  Good choice.  Would you say you're a paisley kind of girl, or more of a plaid or even stripes say?"

"Paisley... I guess.  Why are you... wait a minute, what does any of this hav..."

"Buffy, Buffy, Buffy," he scolded and shook his head back and forth in disapproval.  "and, here I thought you were doin' so well till you kept talkin'."

"Aaa."

"Buffy?!?!  You'll make this worse on yourself if you start arguin' with me I promise."  

Her mouth clamped shut with an audible click.  Damnit!  What is he playing at NOW?   Whatever it was, it killed her to suppress the urge to say something back, but she did it anyway.  She still didn't know what her punishment was or if she could get through it without using her safe word.  If he actually chose to make it worse for her because she kept talking... wait... whom was she kidding, he would do it.  Arrrrrgh. 

"You’re a quick learner, tha's good, VERY good."  He smirked when her eyes narrowed.  He knew she wanted to say something back.  She was positively lovely even while fuming from contempt at her situation.  

"Turn around."  As soon as she did, he turned sideways and silently retrieved two scarves, one pink, one paisley, and draped them over his shoulder.

He placed his hands above her shoulders, manipulating the muscles and rubbed soothing circles with his thumbs near her spine to relax her.  She sighed and dropped her head forward as he carried his massage over her shoulders and down her arms, kneading and rubbing as he went, taking his time as he worked all the way down to her wrists.

Mmmm, Spike hands, hands of Spike... other things of Spike.   Her mind drifted.  Remembering how good he felt inside made her pussy instantly ache, wanting him back where he belonged.

Confident she was sufficiently distracted, he reached for her wrists.  Administering a few traction moves that disguised his intent, he suddenly pulled her arms together and held them taut behind her back with one hand.  Retrieving the pink scarf from his shoulder, he speedily bound them, tying it off expertly like a cowboy after roping a bull to the ground.

"SPIKE!  What do you think you're doing?"  Taken by surprise, she couldn't fault him on his tactics.  He must be like the green beret of escorts, downright stealthy.   Still, a part of her was a little more frightened than she cared to admit.  Not being able to use her hands?  That was never of the good.

"Sshhhh."  He dropped the other scarf to the ground then leaned forward and kissed the nape of her neck.  "You won' regret it."

He just had to go and say that again.  He could sell a refrigerator to an Eskimo, making her do things, want things that she never thought possible.  Damnit all to hell.   She relaxed herself as best she could and waited.

Placing his hands at her waist, he turned her around to face him.  He smiled approvingly more to himself than her.

"I must say, you look quite ravishing like this."  He reached out to caress one breast before lowering his head to take the pert mound into his mouth.  Sucking tenderly, he pressed his face into her skin and swirled his tongue over her nipple while tweaking the neglected one.

"Ohhh, I..."  She stopped right there when he looked at her sharply.  Clearly, he wanted her not to speak at all.  Switching his attention to her other breast, she tried not to moan but failed miserably under his expert tongue.  She looked at him but noted he didn't seem to mind, it was just talking that was a no-go.  Thank you Jesus.   Her "Oohs" and "Aaahs" now flowed like The Niagra from her mouth. 

Now you're gettin' the hang of it.   Not wanting to waste a moment, he nibbled at her rosy peak then dragged his tongue down the middle of her chest, bending at the knees as he went.  Reaching the floor, he kissed her mound and nonchalantly picked the paisley scarf up from the dimly lit floor.  He brought his fingertips to her ankles with a light caressing touch.  Positioning the scarf, he ran it between her feet.

Her legs were parted just enough that he could see her swollen nub peeking out from under her curls.  His tongue darted out to lap at her.  When she shuddered and pulled back, he growled his disapproval and she stilled.  He marveled at how she took his cues, verbal or physical.  

He wanted to stay right where he was, just like this; licking rapidly at her arousal, inciting her passion, making her release more of the intoxicating sweet nectar she possessed.  Duty called however.

Duty?  Who are really tryin' to kid here, her or yourself?

GO AWAY!   He snapped at 'the boy'.  William not only had horrible timing but was starting to grate on his nerves.  Since when do you get off interruptin' my work here anyway?

Since she deserves better than you.

Piss off.  I'm exactly what she deserves right now, 's got nothin' to do with you so stay out of it.

Apparently you didn' look deep enough in her eyes. 

Exasperated at his ranting, Spike tuned out 'the boy' as best he could.

Admit it Spike you... blah blah!  Blah blah BLAH, blah blah... 

Turning his attention back to the task at hand, he wove the scarf in a figure eight around her ankles.  Now, he thought, then swiftly pulled both ends tight, forcing her feet together abruptly.  Tying the ends off in a double knot, he stood up.  

I knew that.  I knew he was going to do that, no big deal; I'm only bound like a Christmas hog here.  Only thing missing is an apple in my mou...   Oh god, he wasn't planning on putting his cock in her mouth was he?  He threatened her twice before so it was most definitely a probability.

Don't tell me you wouldn't love to wrap your lips around that?  Mmmm, bring it, mommy likes.

Good God, honestly.   Damn slut, sitting there licking her lips greedily and nodding vigorously like a bobble-head.  Okay, fine, I'll admit I thought about it.

Correction, you WANT to... just as bad as I do if I might add.  

You do know it's too big for that, right?  I mean, major gag reflex here.  Do you know how embarrassing that would be?

Improvise dummy, use your hands, your boobs, whatever it takes.  Do I have to do all the thinking here or what?

Get lost.

At least think abou... WHOA!   

As the object of her personal conversation stood up, the mirror's reflection gave Buffy a very clear view of his ass for the first time, whoa indeed!   Adonis himself had nothing on Spike's package.  So perfectly round, so obviously muscular.  A clearly defined and delectable indentation appeared where his hips met that gorgeous rump.  Her gaze immediately went to the front of that package where... yup, luscious looking hip bones that jutted out sharply, just right for licking.  Bad Buffy, stop that.  He's probably had thousands of blow-jobs from women who CAN get it down their throat.   A sudden sense of jealousy hit her out of nowhere.  She shook away the thought; he wasn't hers to be jealous over.

"See somethin' you like?"  He loved the way she got that hungry look in her eyes every time she stared at his private parts.

"Uh-huh."  Humina humina humina. 

"Gonna torture you so sweet, but you know that, don' you?"  Smirking, he thought let the fun begin. 

He walked around her and admired his handy-work.  Not wanting to lose a precious second more he pushed her gently forward until her hips touched the vanity and placed a hand on her back to bend her over slightly.

He ran his hands down her back and over her ass, giving each side a firm squeeze and lightly patted one cheek.  Getting down on his knees, he parted those lovely cheeks, exposing the wet shiny folds that his mouth yearned for.  Leaning in, he gave her several long, very slow licks from the pearly nub to the rosy tip of her second entrance.

"Mmmmmm, so tasty."  He continued but kept his eyes focused on Mr. Gordo, reaching for the toy that lay two feet from his knees where he'd dropped it earlier.

"Oh Jesus... Ohhhh, Oh God!"  Why oh why did he have to be so very good at that?  Why did she have to like it so much, especially when he licked her forbidden zone?  Crap, I wasn't supposed to talk.  Maybe he didn't notice. 

"God can' help you now, kitten... and Jesus won'."  

Taking hold of the vibrator, he placed it against her opening and began rubbing slowly along the swollen pink folds while still licking the virgin area he wouldn't mind invading with something other than his tongue.  

She'd taken to that quite nicely.  Perhaps it was time for something slightly larger.

He turned the vibrator on the lowest setting and inserted it slowly into her pussy, pleased that she pushed back into it.  Giving a few slow thrusts, he licked her once more then stood.  

He found her staring in the mirror at herself, her face twisted with pleasure.  Good girl, he thought as he leaned over her shoulder to nuzzle her cheek with his.

"You're bein' such a good girl, I just might forget about punishin' you."  That said, he started fucking her hard with the rubber toy.  He watched her sudden look of surprise quickly turn to bliss.  

She bucked against his hand, feeling his knuckles hit her ass with every stroke.  Of course now that she'd had him inside of her, Mr. Gordo no longer seemed enough.  She wanted him back, back within her so badly she gave it no thought when his free hand grabbed her hip, pulling her against the toy faster.  She welcomed it and nuzzled his face, moaning as she stared at their reflection.

"Harder... want... do it harder.  HARDER!"  Though he complied with her request...  it still wasn't enough.  He's going to ruin me for any other man.   

Watching her watch him in the mirror, both gauging the other's reaction to the erotic situation, made his erection ache with renewed force.  He still wanted to take her from behind, but that would have to wait.  When he did, it would be all the sweeter knowing that she would be completely primed.  He wanted her to derive as much pleasure from the act as he surely would when that time came.  

"Wha's wrong baby?  Am I not givin' you exactly what you want, what you need?"  God knows he loved seeing her like this; her body writhing in ecstasy; her golden hair tousled from their coupling, swaying beautifully in front of her pretty face, her exquisite ass taking every inch of the vibrator, hitting his fist with every thrust, and the divine sound of her whimpering... so perfect.  His perfect golden girl.  

S' time.  The hand on her hip moved towards the crevice of her bottom.  Slipping his thumb inwards, he coated it with her juices.  Sliding up, he placed it against her back opening and pressed down.  When she howled he checked her reflection... good, she didn't seem to mind.  He kept the pressure steady and began rubbing it rapidly.

Her body buzzed with excitement.  She never knew this kind of play with her bottom could be so arousing, so thrilling.  She released her previously held notions it was a no-fly zone and welcomed, even encouraged him by pushing back.  That's when it happened.

He pushed his thumb inside, causing a sensory overload to sweep through her system, liquid fire rushing through her veins to pulse throughout her entire body.  His eyes lit up with delight when she called out his name in unrestrained pleasure.

It didn't take long before that lovely ass of hers swallowed his left thumb entirely.  He felt the knuckles of his right hand suddenly covered in wetness as she experienced a new flood of the precious ambrosia he loved so much.  Elated, he let her enjoy the sensation from being filled in both regions simultaneously for a moment longer before he could no longer contain his desire.  Dropping to his knees, he pulled the vibrator out and drank from her greedily, still pumping his thumb in and out of her ass.  He groaned his satisfaction into her pussy, making her buck against her face. 

So focused on the sensations his thumb induced, her mind barely registered the vibrator gone until she felt the warmth of his mouth on her dripping sex, tonguing her insides like a kitten lapping cream.  Oh GOD his mouth is incredible... he's incredible.   He purred deeply within her walls, sending a second shock wave of pleasure through her entire being.  Her knees began to shake then buckle.  She was so close, so incredibly close to reaching orgasm.  But with her limbs bound and only the vanity to support her weight she started to fall backwards from the dizzying pleasure, forcing her to cry for help.

"Spike!"

He felt her start to sway dangerously backwards and immediately withdrew himself from her.  Using his hands to steady her hips until he could stand, he held her by the shoulders so she could right herself.

"I got you."  

"Lorne didn't send you.  I think the KGB did... to kill me."  He laughed heartily at her remark, forcing her to giggle.  

His laughter and smiles were just as gorgeous as the rest of him.  They seemed to laugh so easily together, because of each other.  From one end of the spectrum to the other, whether angry or enraptured, they seemed well suited for each other.  Her mind went to a place that held thoughts of them in other situations if they were a couple: sitting on a couch watching movies together, laughing while holding one another close, and just enjoying the other's company.

Good Lord Buffy, get it together.  He may be laughing at your jokes but everything else is an act.   Even as she said this to herself, a place deep within her disagreed, telling her she'd witnessed way too much sincerity from him at certain moments, however fleeting they may have seemed at the time.  He could very well be a man of integrity, modesty, and perhaps, even sweetness, underneath the façade of ego and attitude.  Her ruminations stopped when his laughter ceased.  

It didn't matter how much that part of her thought it might be true.  It didn't matter how much she enjoyed him as a person during these moments.  She was nothing more to him than another job.  He couldn't possibly be interested in someone like her, could he?  No.  It's not possible.  He's here tonight for the money, plain and simple.     

A/N: Wait for it... waaaaaaaaait for it....................... OK, turn the page.  (You didn't really think I was going to leave you all hanging again, did you?  Shame on you.  If you would, leave a review for this chapter first before turning that page.  If you simply can't wait I understand.  But after reading chapter 8, I plead for reviews, after all – this IS the first full sex scene I've ever written so I'd like to know your reactions/thoughts/etc...  


Chapter 8

Out of the Frying Pan, Into the Fire

I noticed that I have a lot more readers  hits for this chapter without having read ch. 7 first.  Just in case, I'm letting everyone know I posted 7 and 8 at the same time, so don't skip 7 or it may not make sense, thanks.  You know whats coming - literally.  The 'condom' issue will be addressed later for those of you that are wondering.  You can always go back to read my response to your reviews.  I've faithfully kept up with that promise.  And yes, even though my hubby's here, I'll still continue to respond to the reviews.As his laughter subsided, he praised her.

"You took your punishment well, I'm proud of you."  If it hadn't been for her near fall, he wouldn't have noticed her edging closer to release, so preoccupied with getting drunk off her essence.  He needed to be more careful.  She was too divine, too delicious for his body to ignore.  It had a mind of its own when it came to her.  It wanted to take as much pleasure as it gave to her.

"A little bondage is good for the soul."  He wrapped his arms around her small waist and kissed her cheek.

"Does this mean you'll untie me now?  Please?  I'll admit I enjoyed this but... well it's kinda scary being in a situation like this with someone I don't know."  

His light mood fled from him the second after she spoke.  She was right on both accounts.  It would be scary to a woman being in a position where she couldn't defend herself and left at the mercy of a man she didn't know any better than someone off the streets.  The thought hurt him, hurt William, but also served as a cold reminder of what he did for the money he earned.  

This was good for him.  Her words brought the reality of his present situation back into sharp focus.  He didn't deserve her any more than the men she'd been with didn't.  She wouldn't want anything to do with the shipwreck William was at this stage in his life, not even after he could quit working for Lorne permanently, the remains too demoralized and unworthy to be nothing more than dirt on her shoe.  He could only enjoy his time with her tonight and maybe another if she wanted more of his 'talents', but not want him, never him.

"You're right... I'm sorry."  He quickly untied her wrists and ankles, taking care to rub them in case they'd been tied too tight.

She realized the implication of what she said as soon as she saw the flicker of hurt in his eyes, instantly making her feel awful that it probably made him feel like a whore.  It didn't matter if that's what he was or what he did, he was still a person.  How could I be so thoughtless?   When he stood back up, she turned around to face him.

"Hey," she spoke softly and raised a hand to his face, touching his jaw lightly.  "I didn't mean it like that, I-I...  Sometimes my mouth opens before my brain is engaged is all, I'm really sorry.  I just meant..."  He cut her short before going any further.

"’S ok... you're right.  You don' know me from the postman I presume.  Don't feel sorry for that."  She actually apologized?  To him?  The concept was foreign.  

He was learning more and more about her person as the night progressed than any client ever... period.  He'd assured her it was fine, that she need not say she was sorry, but her kind heart had shown itself in more ways than just her words.  The look on her face spoke of guilt and concern for his feelings, his feelings for Christ's sake.  No use in denying it any longer, she was getting to him, really getting to him... body, mind, and now soul.  William was getting dangerously close to the surface again.  Bits and pieces of his   dialog and taunts ran through Spike's mind.  What if William tried to take over... completely?  Send Spike back to where he came from... permanently?!?!

"No, it's not okay.  I'm really am sorry and I want you to know that.  No arguments, okay?"  She warned him in a kidding manner while shaking her finger at him, feeling relieved when he smiled.  Before her mind could rationalize what she was about to do, she stepped forward to embrace him in a hug.  

He instinctively wrapped his arms around her and pulled her in tight, murmuring his thanks.  She was truly amazing.  Her regard for his feelings had touched him deeply and for the first time ever made him feel like more than he was.  He would cherish this moment of kindness. 

Spike struggled to keep William at bay, but couldn't deny they were thinking along similar lines for once.  This woman would be so perfect for him.  The way she made him feel had him wanting to write sonnets, take her for a moonlit stroll on the beach, and make love to her in an open field of flowers, the sunlight streaming through her golden hair...  She's not yours, the words echoed a sadness that bounced off his heart, even as it beat fiercely for her.  

Spike was the first to release his hold from the hug.  Bringing his mouth to her ear, he purred.

"Now, where were we?"  Not giving her time to answer he engaged her in a passion-filled kiss.  He loved the feel of her eager mouth as she accepted his tongue inside to twirl and twist with his.  When they broke for air, he took her by the hand, leading her around to the opposite side of the bed and instructed her to sit.

He walked to the freestanding mirror and rotated it to face where she sat.  

"What is it with you and mirrors?"  She couldn't help but ask.

"Trust me, `s for your benefit, luv."  He crawled on the bed to settle behind her, pulled her flush against his chest and straddled her legs to plant both feet on the floor next to hers.  

"Why bother askin', it's not as if you don' like it... I can tell."  He smiled at her reflection as she blushed.

Was she that obvious or was he just that good.  Probably a little of both.   Didn't matter, she finally found herself anticipating what he would do next with eagerness.  She felt more relaxed around him now.  He'd gotten her to do things she only heard about from Anya and even managed a few things she was sure Anya hadn't done.  Hell, by the end of tonight she'd have bragging rights over her best friend.  Wait, scratch that, not going to tell her or I'll never live it down. 

Pulled from her thoughts by his hands on her waist, he hauled her up to settle her directly on his lap.  He drew her thighs apart and draped them over his so his shaft sat upright in front of her mound in plain view of the mirror.  She marveled at its size as the head of it reached beyond her belly button and the width completely concealed her pubic region.  Seeing it like this, she wondered how he fit all that inside without tearing her apart.  The mere thought of having him inside her again had her pussy tingling; she wanted to watch as it happened, ah, so that's his plan.  She congratulated herself.  She was getting good at guessing his little game in advance.

Or was she?  

Just as she thought he would raise her up to sink himself inside, he reached for her hand and placed it around the base of his cock, urging her to start pumping it up and down.  She saw how tiny her hand appeared as even the longest of her fingers couldn't reach all the way around to make contact with her thumb.  His hand joined hers, wrapping his fingers around himself just above hers.  She gulped audibly when she saw how much room was still left between his first finger and the head of the beast.  Looks like Mr. Gordo is out of a job. 

Realizing this was the first time she touched this part of him, she studied it closely.  Looking down as they continued their strokes in unison, she noted the bulging veins that ran his length, how soft his skin felt while beneath its surface he was as solid as steel.  

"Mmmm, feels good."  

She snapped her attention back to his reflection and nodded as if she heard him.

"I think you know what I want you to do next... don' you Buffy?"  He smiled and glanced down at their joined hands.  When she started pumping her hand faster, he shook his head 'no' at her.  He smiled at her confused frown and pink tinged cheeks then took her free hand in his and guided it towards her pussy, leaning back slightly so there was room for the both of them.  He found it endearing that she could still blush after all they'd done tonight.

Understanding what he meant, she began stimulating her clit.  His fingers sought out her opening and slid two fingers into her well-lubricated hole, seeking out the spongy bundle of nerves.  Finding it, he rubbed firmly back and forth with the pads of his fingers.

"Ohhhhhhhh... how do you do that?  How do you uhnn, know just  ahhhhhhhhh.... where to touch me?"

"Your body tells me everythin' I need to know."  He picked up the pace of his strokes to his shaft and she followed his lead, her tiny hand squeezing him slightly, making him groan.  

More often than not, it took two hands when he pleasured himself while alone.  This was much nicer though.  It didn't matter that her hand was smaller than his, it felt wonderful the way she gripped him, stroked him.  As his head oozed a pearly white bead, he drew her attention to it.

"Can you hear my body?  `S tellin' you somethin' right now."  

She witnessed his pre-cum grow slowly into a large sphere before breaking to run like honey over the helmet of his cock.  The urge to lick it overwhelmed her, but since her position wouldn't allow for that, she did the next best thing.

She licked her lips, and again, the image of her mouth surrounding his shaft flashed through his mind.  He needed to stop this train of thought; it was stupid, selfish, and foolish at best.  The only purpose it could serve would be to feed his fantasy as he jerked himself off at home... alone.  Oh yes, she would continue to occupy his fantasies for many a night to come.  He thought after being with her, being in her, it would squelch his desire, rid his system of the burning need to have her.  Now he knew.  It only fueled it.  The memory of their night together would haunt him... whether he wanted it to or not.

"Oh FUCK!!!"  He swore and watched helplessly as she removed the hand she used to pleasure herself with to reach out a finger, wiping his precious fluid up and brought it to her mouth.  She smeared it across her bottom lip as if it were chapstick then lazily licked it off, smiling after his taste hit her tongue.

Buffy knew what she tasted like now... had enjoyed it, so when faced with his essence she wanted to taste him too, see if she would like it just as much.  

"Mmmmmmm."  It was sinful.  Their combined taste on her tongue had her sucking her lip inside her mouth to devour the lingering remnants.  Salt and musk infused her taste buds, creating an intense desire to have him in her mouth, gag reflex or not.

Her shocking behavior caught him unawares.  Would it, would she never stop?  He'd had not one but two first-ever experiences, all from the same woman who had her own set of issues, barriers that needed to be broken down.  First the apology, and now this.  His mind couldn't wrap itself around it and instead went mad with the need to possess her... wholly... make her his.

She looked in time to see his expression go black with lust before he grabbed her roughly, raising her entire body up to hover over his throbbing cock.

"Guide me in Buffy.  NOW!"  He growled his command at her threateningly, forcing her to scramble in order to carry out his demand.  She grabbed at him with both hands, placing the head against her opening not even caring how big he was or how wet she would need to be in order to fit it inside without hurting.  When he slammed her pelvis down, she cried out.

She was barely moist enough for the both of them, and it burned with stinging force as he stretched her to capacity.  But her aching need to have him outweighed the pain, and she basked in the feeling of having him home inside her once again.

He held perfectly still, unable to relinquish his bruising grip to her slender form.  His lips curled back, gritting his teeth as his body shook hard from her scorching heat.  The unyielding tightness of her passage held him fast while he waited for her body to stretch and accommodate him.  He'd hurt her, must have.  The anger he felt at himself that he'd caused her any real harm was the only thing that kept him from moving.

His appearance resembled a wild animal, straining with all its might against the end of some invisible rope, unable to move.  She took over on instinct, moving on top of him back and forth, willing away the pain until her muscles relaxed of their own accord.  She sighed with relief and reached a hand back to wrap around his tense neck, bending his ear towards her mouth, she whispered her own command.

"Fuck me Spike.  Fuck me hard."  He roared his frustration away as she pulled his head inwards, capturing him in a kiss that spoke of lust in its purest form.  

All concern for her pain fled upon her heated request, his need to have, to own her took over all other thought and controlled his body.  The kiss broke as he raised her practically all the way off his cock to bring her slamming back down onto him, screaming her name out in hedonistic pleasure.  

In her position, her feet couldn't touch the ground so she clung to his neck with both hands as best she could.  Over and over he brought her down hard, spearing her with his shaft. 

"Do you see that?  Watch my cock as it pumps in and out of that hot pussy of yours.  Aaaah, feels so god-damn perfect pet.  Gonna fuck you so good, so hard that I'm all you'll dream about for weeks... all you'll want inside of that luscious body of yours.  Are you ready to see those stars I told you about?"

"YES!!!"  She cried out and continued watching the reflection of his cock, glistening with her juices in the candle light as it reappeared only to be swallowed again and again within her depths.  

He suddenly stood and pulled her off him.  Turning them both towards the bed, he picked her up and threw her onto it, following closely behind.  Buffy rolled to her back and spread her legs wide, expecting him to take her like this.  It's not what he had in mind however.

"Turn over" he instructed her.  And without hesitation, she obeyed.  His mind tried to focus, tried to push   the shroud of desire aside and his need to have her.  He needed to maintain control.  All his plans, all his efforts would be for nothing if he didn't.

She felt like a rag doll as he roughly brought her to her knees facing the vanity.  He wore a dangerous, primal look over his sharp features that would have frightened Lucifer himself.  Not Buffy.  This was the face of her savior... come to liberate her.
	
The space between her thighs revealed him guiding his lust-engorged cock back to her opening.  As he pierced her core, she was swept away, caught in a myriad of sensations that flowed through her body in a river of sweet agony.  

Encircling her waist with his left arm, the right crossed her chest to clasp her left shoulder, anchoring her to him.  He utilized the leverage to join them, crushing her body tightly against his.

He took her with such feral force she could barely catch her breath before his pelvis came slamming back, hipbones digging sharply into the soft flesh of her ass with every stroke.  So rapt in the blend of pain and pleasure, it came as no surprise this time when her womb began to tighten.

"Spike," she gasped, "I think I'm........ uh......I-I'm gonna........"

Uh-oh.  That got his attention.  He slowed considerably and pulled out.

"Oh no you don't!"  She would not be denied this time.  Turning on him with a deadly gleam in her eyes, she knocked him over and straddled him swiftly.  

"Jesu....CHRIST Buffy... what are you.... UHNN."  There was no need for hands, so wet was she, so rigid his erection.  She thrust herself down, not missing a beat as she rode him at an alarming rate.  He grabbed her hips, nearly caving at the wonderful feel this position brought.  Her dominating display made his blood boil, the vixen above him drunk from her moment of supremacy.

It didn't last long; he quickly flipped her, never breaking the contact of their union.

She screamed in a voice laced with anger.

"I'll kick you out of my house so fas..."

"Shut up, Buffy."  The tone of his reply was normal, almost soft as he felt her form heaving against his.

"I WILL do it, Spike, and I'll kee..."  Damnit!   

He crushed his mouth to hers, cutting off the remainder of her threat.  

Starting the dance over on a different note, he set the tempo of his thrusts to languorous.  This is better, he decided... for both of them.  His head tilted and the kiss deepened.  Placing her small hands at his face and neck, she drew him in while her body undulated beneath him.  

Long moments passed as the couple wound their arms around one another, lips fused, each emulating the other's movements to prevent any loss of skin on skin contact.  When the kiss ended lightly, he adorned her face with gentle, feathering brushes of his lips and stroked her hair affectionately.

"You are torturing me... aren't you?"  She enjoyed this lazy, unhurried pace.  It gave her time to memorize how everything felt, how he felt.  Her fingers drifted across his back and down to cup his bottom.  She indulged in her urge to squeeze him there.  Mmm, she marveled at its feel as he pumped himself in and out of her.  God, he can be so tender, so soft, so... oh god!   A ball of pleasure pitted deep within her core made itself known.  Don't tell him.  
 
"Not torturing................ freeing you."  

This broke her concentration.

"Freeing me?"  Confused, she asked, "From what?"

He hesitated before answering, before the truth spilled from his lips.  If he gave her the answer, the cure to her problem, he might not ever see her again.

"Yourself."  He decided her fate must be her own as he uttered the answer.  Pushing himself up to his knees, he lifted her legs, propping them over his shoulder and picked up the pace.  

"I don't... oh god!"  The angle in which he'd placed her reignited her need.  "Understand."  

"Stop thinkin', forget understandin'.  Right now, I want you to FEEL.  For once in your life... jus' BE.  Give yourself to me and be WITH me Buffy."  He felt her walls begin to flutter and knew it was time.  If he couldn't get her to submit, to relinquish all control, he honestly didn't know what he would do.  

No!!! 

"Let go.  You're safe with me... take you to heaven and back as many times as you want... jus' give into it.............. to me." 

"I-I."  No.  There was no way.  Her walls were built for a reason... protection.  They afforded her the option to walk away from anything or anyone at anytime, with no damage to her being or her heart.  Men were not to be trusted... any of them.  

"Can't."  

He couldn't, wouldn't accept her answer.  The fighter within him stepped forth.  Failure was not an option.  

"I made you promises tonight... promises I intend to keep."  He shrugged her legs off and reluctantly pulled himself out to reach under her shoulders, bringing her upright until they were eye to eye.  

She found herself caught in the 'Nile' blue current of his eyes, her body unable to stop him as he dragged them to the edge of her bed.  Her legs still astride his, he planted his feet on the floor and lifted her entire body up.  He held her their, poised, waiting.  She groaned, willing her concentration not to be broken from the conversation as she gripped his shoulders.

"You wanted me from the moment you saw me kitten, don' deny it.  ‘S ok.  I wanted you too... from the very second I laid eyes on you... at The-Hide-Away.  For days on end I've wanted you... wanted this," he briefly glanced down before pinning her back with his stare.    

She couldn't speak.  He'd seen her that night?  Had wanted her... before this arrangement?  She didn't know how she felt about that, or if she should feel anything at all.  In the end it was just sex, wasn't it? 

"TELL ME Buffy.  Tell me you want me and I'll end it.  Your sufferin'.... and mine...all of it, right here, right now."

Her indecision hung in the air so thick it was palpable.  Praying her need, her need for him would sway in his favor and end their torment.

"I... I, PLEASE!"  Distraught from the breadth of emotions ranging from her need for fulfillment to the necessity of self-preservation, the gap, so close yet immeasurable, began closing in around her.

"Tell me, baby... end it!"

Please, her body cried, determined to win the fight against her stubborn mind.  

"I need to..."  Don't beg, don't beg, don't beg.   "I want to..."

"Need what?  Want what?  SAY IT!"  Give in, give in and give yourself over to me.  

"I need you... God I need you.  Pleeeease... please."  Her last two words barely a whisper as her mêlée ended... her longing the victor.

"I didn' quite hear that baby, say it ag..."

"Damnit, Spike... make me cum.  Please!  I'm begging you, please."  She sobbed, every part of her drained from the battle.  Both triumph and defeat were hers, for better or worse she would figure out later.

"Tha's my girl."

They met somewhere in the middle, mouths crashed together each needing the other to complete the journey.

Thanking the Gods above, he brought her body down, plunging deep within her.  

Twin cries of satisfaction echoed off the walls of her bedroom.  She gave as good as she got, writhing on top of him with wild abandon as he pushed back, both racked with the torrid desire for completion, so close... so close.

Not yet, not yet.   His senses reached out, seeking a deeper connection with this woman as their bodies melded.  He wanted her to remember this, remember him.  Grabbing her ass with both hands, he pulled her harder onto his aching cock.  

Staring into his eyes, she lost herself in their beauty; swearing he could see straight through to her very soul, could read her every thought, see every secret.  She didn't care.  All that mattered right now was them, both taking and giving what the other needed, both willing slaves captured in the moment.  

The ball of warmth in her belly grew, turning molten as it wound itself deep around her core where they joined.  It wouldn't be long now, and this time there was no stopping.  She'd given in to him, did as he asked.  The time had come for promises to be kept.

He gasped as her passage tightened around his shaft, squeezing harder and harder with every thrust he gave.  Gripping her ass harder, one hand dipped beneath to wet itself in her juices.  Spreading his first two fingers in a 'V' around his cock, he growled from the feel of her mound as it sucked him inside over and over.

"Thas' it baby, let go.  Wanna feel you cum around my cock."  He pulled his fingers back and slipped them both into her puckered hole, pumping it in time with his thrusts.

Her eyes went wide when he re-entered her other opening, stretching it further than before.  Her body began shaking uncontrollably then ascended into the clouds.  The intensity of this feeling began overwhelming her.  Moments before she didn't think she could handle it, she broke.  With a strangled cry, she came hard.  Her muscles clamped down, her body went rigid and time stood still.  Clutching his shoulders tightly she searched his eyes, looking for something, anything with which to anchor her body as it fell into an abyss of a realm that seemed otherworldly. 

"God yes.  So perfect, luv, so beautiful."  Her grip on his cock held him so strongly he couldn't move his hips.  Her pussy quaked and pulsed around him then released a stream of juices that scorched him as it poured to run down his sac.  Repressing his own need to cum, he tried desperately to prolong her orgasm, pumping his fingers in and out deeply within her second entrance before adding a third.

Her ecstasy surrounded him, drowning him physically and mentally.  She was a true goddess, and he her humble servant.  Time passed slowly until he felt the hold of her body begin to waver.  He didn't want it to end; he wanted to prolong her bliss for however long he could.  As he willed himself to pull out, he gently laid them back and rolled her over.  Pulling out of her heaven, his knees went to the floor and spread her thighs wide.  Pride overtook him when he saw that she'd cum so hard the bed became stained with a wet circle of her excitement. 

Perched between her legs he dove into her dripping channel, licking deep inside her center as if his life depended on it, wanting to absorb her very essence, everything he'd worked so hard for. He threw her legs over his shoulders and lapped at her spendings, growling when he felt her release a second time, the precious liquid gushing from her to run down his chin.  

Buffy thrashed above him, seeking purchase from anything that would ground her when his mouth latched onto her.  She had yet to come down from the pinnacle of her first orgasm when he sent her over the edge a second time.  She could barely breathe.  Her screams locked in her throat until her hands found his head.  She held on as he drank from her greedily.  When the need for air finally opened her lungs, it sent his name out with a cry that could shatter glass.

Spike never stopped, not even after she ceased to provide him with her essence.  When he finally pulled away, he had to assist her in releasing the deadly grip she had on his hair.

"Taste so good pet, mmmm."  He licked along her opening, her thighs, anywhere there remained even a single drop of her spent pleasure until she was clean.  Lowering her legs slowly, he glanced at her face.  The look of a woman well-loved stared back at him.  Contentment glazed her eyes as the last of her body's tremors ceased.  He smiled at her then stood, heading directly for the bathroom.

All she could do was lie there, feeling almost comatose as her senses tried their hardest to regain composure.  Her body didn't know how to handle what had just happened, because it never had happened.  Before she could wonder where Spike had gone, he reappeared at her side, pulling her onto the bed and cradling her in his lap.

His instinct was to care for her as best he knew how.  It wasn't in his experience to have to, to want to, but this was before her.  He never had this particular kind of reaction from anyone...  Close???  Not even!  As he lifted her boneless body up as carefully as possible, he settled her in his lap and began rocking her gently, murmuring against her head as it drooped forward.  Lifting the dampened washcloth he retrieved from the bathroom, he softly patted the perspiration away from her forehead and brow, trying to cool her.

He was an enigma to her.  How he could go from treating her roughly to caring for her so tenderly boggled her mind.  She tried to understand what he was whispering to her but gave up; choosing instead to focus on the comfort the cold cloth brought her over-heated skin.

"So very proud of my girl." 

This she heard and lifted her head to look at him.  His eyes had an instant calming effect on all her senses.  As she parted her lips to try and speak he quieted her.

"Sshhhh.  Don't talk, baby."

He skimmed the washcloth delicately over her chest.  Gradually, he made his way down her stomach and between her thighs, nudging them open to soothingly wash her, being careful not to apply too much or too little pressure to the overly sensitive area.

He nearly finished tending to her when he heard her speak faintly.

"I'm hungry."

What? 

"What?"

"I'm hungry" she said with more clarity.

He chuckled and shook his head.

"After everythin' that jus' happened, THAT is the only thing you can say?"

She smiled her best and nodded.  Reaching a hand to his cheek, she tilted her head up and kissed him sweetly.

"Thank you is the best I can manage right now.  After all THAT, I need food.  How about it, you hungry, too?"

She tried to mask just how much he'd really affected her.  Where others had failed, this man not only succeeded but also exceeded what she thought possible.  He tugged imperceptibly at her heart with his warm smile, making her wish this was anything other than a business deal.

He smiled lovingly and nodded in agreement.

"You are most welcome.  Any time luv, anytime."       
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Peanut Butter and Honey
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"You are most welcome.  Anytime luv, anytime.".......................

William came forth again.  As if HE did all the work.  This time Spike didn't bother to stop him.  

Buffy spoke while struggling to get up.

"Let's go."  With his help, she stood up on shaky legs.  "Need a minute... maybe two.  Blood circulation an issue here."  She placed a hand on the bed to steady herself, glaring at Spike as he laughed.

Standing upright, she made her way slowly over to the pine dresser and opened a drawer.  This should have been an awkward moment between them, especially after the mind-numbing sex they'd shared.  Funny that she didn't feel awkward; instead felt as if they'd been dating for years.  Wait a minute, since when did that happen?  

"Here.  These should fit you."  She threw a pair of grey sweatpants at him and a white 'Sunnydale U' t-shirt.  When he held them up, she noticed him studying their size.  "They're mine, don't worry.  I bought them big on purpose; I like my lounge clothes to be baggy, it feels more comfortable."  As if she cared whether or not he thought they belonged to Riley.  Oh God, Riley.  A small flicker of guilt ran through her for cheating on her boyfriend.

---Correction, EX-boyfriend.  As soon as you make the time to dump him that is.  

Her bad-girl side actually came to her defense.  Wonders never ceased.

Yes, must dump him... soon.  Number one on my to-do list, tomorrow, or maybe this weekend.

---Not that I care, but you at least owe him a face-to-face break-up.  

Wow, the bad girl had no problems making plans to dump Riley whereas Buffy herself could barely add two and two right now.

You're right.  I'll call him and set a date, er no, tell him to meet at Grisanti's for dinner.  On me of course.  I should at least pay, to soften the blow a little.  Wait... what am I going to say, I mean... the truth is soooo out of the question.

---True.  Wellllll, you COULD say something's come up in your life that needs your full attention to deal with.  

Like what?

---A bigger schlong???

That is NOT funny.

---Fine.  All joking aside, do you really owe him an explanation?  I mean come on, you're not engaged or anything.  Just say you're not comfortable with, ah no, maybe it's not a good time for...  Oh, I don't know.  Go talk to Willow; she's always good with that type of stuff.

Right, of course, Willow.  Ergh, damnit!  What am I going to tell HER?

Spike suddenly appeared at her side, dressed only in the sweatpants she'd provided him, waving his hand in front of her face.

"Still with me, pet?"

"Huh?  Oh yeah, here.  I'm here... with the here and now.  Yup, that's me."  Could she be anymore of a space cadet?  She scurried away to fetch her terrycloth robe from the bathroom.

She came back, flicked on the main bedroom light and went over to blow the candles out, noting how much they'd melted down.  Had they really spent that much time together already?  Guess so.

Walking past him, she took his hand and pulled him to follow her.  She guided him through the hallway and down the stairs, turning on more lights before reluctantly letting go of his hand.  It felt comfortable, much nicer than holding Riley's big farmer hand.

"Kitchen is that way."  She pointed towards a room that was already well lit up.  "I can't really cook, but I do have stuff laying around... somewhere... I think."

Can't cook, huh?  Wheels began turning in William's head.  He could certainly cook, and then some.  It's what he went to school for, was his day job under the tutelage of one of the best chefs in the area.  He made a mean chicken marinara and a superb chocolate cake according to head chef Antonio.  He could cook up a feast for her that would... she's not your girlfriend, he reminded himself.  A sharp sinking feeling deflated his momentary bubble of joy at the thought of entertaining Buffy at his place over dinner.

He followed her into a kitchen graced with a few simple appliances and took a seat in one of the two high-backed stools set before a cozy center island.

Buffy set about trying to find her 'guest' something, anything palatable.  She rummaged first through her fridge and the cupboards. 

"Ah, here we go."  She gathered several things in her arms, walked over to the counter where he sat and set the items down.

"What exactly are you makin', if I may ask?"  

"Peanut butter and honey sandwiches.  They're really yummy, and hey," she enthusiastically pointed from one jar to the next, "Protein from the peanut-butter plus nature's royal jelly equals energy back in the body."  

She looked like a kid as she set about making the 'energy-laden' snack, spreading the peanut butter in a sloppy manner, honey dripping from the knife onto her counter.  He smiled at this, and then agreed with her.

"S'pose you're right on that account, but don' tell me tha's what you eat every night?"

"No, mostly I just order in, out, or grab something on my way home.  My mother was the cook in this house.  I'm lucky if I don't burn toast."

He cringed at the thought of her having to eat like that.  The strong urge to cook for her came back returned.  How can she eat such trash and still look the way she does?

"Here."  She shoved the plate with her sticky creation in front of him and went back to the refrigerator.  After pouring two glasses of milk, she returned and set them down, taking her seat next to him.  

"Thank you."  He took the milk she offered him and downed half its contents.  "So, tell me 'bout yourself."

"Ok, what do you want to know?"

Conversation and questions were another uncommon practice in this business.  But this was an uncommon encounter.  He found himself wanting to know anything and everything about her that she was willing to share.

"Anythin'."  He paused for a moment then tried to start the conversation again.  "You said your mum was the cook in the house.  Where is she now?"

"Oh, right.  Well, she passed away a couple years ago.  I chose to stay here rather than sell the house."

"Oh God, I'm sorry, I can be a right git sometimes."  He placed a hand over hers where it lay on the counter.

"It's ok, there's no way you could have known.  It still hurts, probably always will but I manage alright."

He rubbed his thumb tenderly over her hand, glad that he hadn't upset her with his stupid question.

"Well then, tell me where you pick up this FOOD that you eat since you don' cook."

She smiled at their hands.  He was so thoughtful, so genuine in his apology... she melted.

"Well, there's a great Chinese place down the street or the Thai restaurant two blocks from my work.  Sometimes I pick up a burger, but if I could, I'd eat at Grisanti's every night.  Unfortunately, it's in the next town over but totally worth the drive.  I usually order..."  

He perked up at the mention of his primary place of employment, not even hearing her rant on about her favorite foods until she came to the end of a particular sentence.

"...and they make the most AMAZING 'Chocolate Decadence Cake' ever, mmmm.  It's got three layers with these tiny white chocolate chips in the frosting and this delicious warm chocolate sauce drizzled over the top... I'm addicted to it."  

Grinning widely, he beamed with pride inside that something he created was any one of her favorites.  

"Have you ever eaten there?"

"Matter of fact, I have, excellent food indeed.  And I couldn' agree with you more on the chocolate cake, if I do say so myself."

"I'd like to meet the man who created that sinful treat.  I'm not sure whether to marry or murder him.  If I didn't run twenty miles a week I'd have to tape the dessert to my thighs."

If you only knew.  Spike giggled at her comment and then smiled.  Marriage was something he'd probably never see.

"So tha's how you maintain that beautiful figure."  She blushed and pulled her hand out from under his to cover her face.

"My passion for running started when I joined track in high school, whenever I wasn't cheerleading that is.  It's... relaxing, gives me time to think.  That and it keeps the calories from adding up."

"That it does."  He agreed all too enthusiastically as he looked her up and down appreciatively.  His mind became engulfed with images of a Buffy dressed as a cheerleader; short pleated skirt, form-fitting tank top, pigtails, smooth tanned legs performing jumps and splits and...

"Twenty miles a week huh?"  

"Mm-hmm, sometimes more.  Depends on what's going on that week.  I run more when I have things on my mind to work out or when I'm stressed."

"Guess you'll be takin' next week off then."  When she looked at him confused, he waggled his eyebrows.

Catching onto his meaning, she blushed again and lowered her head.  He was right though, she had the feeling that stress wouldn't be an issue for quite awhile.

The conversation continued from trivial everyday topics to more controversial like California's present day 'governator'.  After remarking on his accent, she asked questions about England.  He answered her as best he could without giving too much about himself away.

"I bet every woman loves your accent."  Funny, he always steered the conversation away from himself.  She assumed he was a private person when it came to discussing himself, especially considering why he was here.

"Oh, I don' know 'bout that."  It was his turn to blush and he tried his best to hide it by taking a sip of milk from his glass.

Thinking it was high time to address a certain issue, she continued on the path of this particular discussion to broach a subject that plagued her thoughts since before coming down to the kitchen.

"I do."  She smiled playfully when his head snapped up and he swallowed his milk hard, making his Adam's apple bob up and down.  Gathering the courage to act on her urge, she took his glass from him and set it down.  Standing up, she swung his chair around and placed her hands on top of his thighs, stepping in-between them to bring her face dangerously close to his.

"`S that right?"  He could see she was in a playful mood and indulged her.  He purred when her hands slid up his thighs and her fingers found their way inside the waistband of the sweats she'd lent him.  She affected him like no other, ever, and he felt his manhood begin to respond.

"Very... very much.  It's not the only thing I like about you though."  She leaned forward to nibble his chin lightly, smiling when he groaned.  Emboldened by his reaction, she continued.

"Seems unfair that you've given so much to me, and I haven't given anything to you yet.  I think it's time to remedy that.  Don't you?"  She captured his lips in a searing kiss, reveling in the feel of his response as he grabbed her hips, pulling her closer.

Breaking away from her, he told her honestly.

"Tonight's 'bout you.  What you want, not me."

"Yes, it is... and right now there's something I want."

He looked in her eyes, searching for her exact meaning as she smiled at him with a look of a woman on a mission.  For the first time ever he wasn't sure quite what to do.  Relying on Spike's intuition, William raised a hand to her shoulder and slid the robe off gently with his fingertips.  He dipped his head towards her to kiss her again but she stopped him.

"Uh-uh," she scolded.  Taking a deep mental breath, she tugged on his waistband indicating she wanted him to stand.  When he did, she ran her fingers along the inside towards his hips and slowly lowered them, exposing his shaft, which stood at half-mast.  She took it into her hand and pumped him slowly.  She was worried about making a fool out of herself for what she was about to do, but she wanted to do this for him, and for her own selfish reasons as well.  

He groaned.  What is she do...?  O-o, CH!

He watched her sink to her knees, his cock still in one hand, the other trailing her fingernails lightly down his thigh.  She leaned forward and darted her tongue out to swipe gently across the head of his now fully erect cock.  He swore aloud, something William never did.

"Oh fuck.  Buffy, what... ahhh..." his eyes crossed then closed as his head fell back.  He couldn't believe what she was about to do.  His mind got caught between the fantasy that was about to come true and his need to remind her he was here for her.  

She looked up to see his head thrown back, one hand gripping the counter with white knuckles, the other on the back of her chair looking equally strained.  Encouraged by his reaction she licked along the vein that ran the underside of his length.

"Buf... Oh Christ... ahhh, you don' have to do thiiIIIIIS... ohhh."  He tried to focus through the haze of lust she induced with her tongue.  Getting a grip on himself, he moved his hands to her shoulders and pushed her away.

"Buffy, I meant what I said... tonight's 'bout you... not me."  

She understood that when he said it before, but what she didn't understand was why he was being as insistent as he was.  Did he not want her to do this?  Perplexed, but wanting an answer, she stood up

"Spike," she started, "I want to do this.  Not just for you... I want to do this."  

A look of pure wonder crossed his handsome features, which only added to her confusion.

"I-I-I... oh bloody hell.  `S not that I don' want you to, BELIEVE me when I say that.  `S jus' that, well... no one's ever... I've never... n-no one's ever done this to me before, EVER.  And to even THINK that you would want to... especially for me.  I don' know what to say."  He shook his head in disbelief at her.

"Never?  WOW... really?"  She threw him a look that bordered on disbelief. 

He shook his head no.

"Never, honest.  I'll admit I've always wanted it to happen, but it jus' never has."

"Would you... can I be your first, Spike?  She looked at him with hope in her eyes.  "Please?"

"Oh pet, I'd be... you've no idea.  You really want to do this?"  Casting a glance of doubt at her, he still couldn't believe what she was offering, hell asking, with a please attached to her request.

"Yes, I really want to do this.  Since we're on the subject of confessions, I have one for you."

She rose up on her toes and placed a hand on his neck while the other played lightly at his slim hip.  She pulled him gently towards her mouth and whispered.

"I've been thinking about it tonight... a lot."  She licked his ear erotically and tugged his lobe with her teeth.  "I want to suck your cock Spike, want to be your first.  Will you let me?"

She owned him now, lock, stock and barrel.  His mouth gaped open as her hot breath spoke the words; he was a goner.  He nodded his head dumbly and felt like an awkward teen about to embark on losing his virginity.  To think it was his dream girl that wanted this, wanted him in this way had truly humbled both 'the boy' and Spike.

"I'll take that as a yes?"  She felt him nod but had to be sure.

"Uh-huh."  It was all he could say.  She'd stolen his ability for speech as real words eluded his stunned brain. 

"Thank you."  She turned his head and drew him into a fiery kiss, moaning when she felt his arms surround her, lifting her off the ground to crush her against his hard body.

After several long seconds, he set her back down.  As their mouths broke apart, she winked at him and let her nails trail lightly down his smooth chest to his rippling stomach.  More than anything she wanted to do this right, wanted to make sure he enjoyed it so much that any other woman who tried to do the same would be a disappointment.  

And there it was again, that spark of jealousy.  Try as she might, she couldn't deny it.  If she could, she'd buy up all of his time and services, clog his schedule so he'd never lay a finger on anyone but her again.

You can't do that.  And it was true.  The most she could hope for was that he would forever remember her with a fondness that she was his first in this experience.

The task ahead of her was daunting due to his size, but she would take the advice from her inner bad girl; use everything she possessed to makeup for what she couldn't handle with her mouth alone.  She was on a mission with a single goal in mind.  Make him cum.  Surely he couldn't forget that, her, right?

Dropping to her knees, she gripped him using both hands, and began stroking him slowly, squeezing ever so lightly until the tip began to weep again with his delectable essence.  Leaving all fear and self-doubt behind, she cleaned it off with one broad swipe of her tongue then placed her lips around to suckle it.   

Both William and Spike held on tight as she took him inside her hot little mouth.  He wasn't sure if the gods were smiling upon him or not, didn't care as he took in the feel of her tongue swirling around the head of his erection.  As she lowered her mouth onto his shaft little by little, he wanted to close his eyes.  He couldn't do it, though.  Instead, he stared down at his beautiful Buffy, the image he'd held in his mind up until this point held no comparison.  Her pink lips moved slowly up and down his length while she used her tongue to lick lightly around his shaft.  There was no doubt he was in heaven as he watched her devour him like a favorite treat.

He looked on, captivated as she removed one of her small hands to glide underneath his balls.  Taking them in her palm, she used a firm yet gentle grip and began massaging them.  He felt her mouth relax, taking more and more of him inside with each descent of her lips while her other hand wrapped itself around the base of his cock, pumping him in time with the rhythm of her mouth.  He no longer needed to wonder how it would feel to have a woman do this to him.  He'd probably never find another woman who would... and he didn't want to.  It felt wonderful, perfect, she was perfect.  This sight was far lovelier than any cheesy porn movie had projected it to be, and the sight of himself disappearing into her mouth had him wanting to cum on the spot.  

With his shaft still swathed in her own juices, he tasted divine.  She lovingly ran her tongue up and down his length, taking in as much of him as possible as she pumped him with one hand and fondled his sac gently with the other.  He was enormous yes, but her desire to please him in this way overtook her fears of inadequacy that she might not be able to bring him pleasure.  She made love to him with her mouth and moaned around him.

"Oh God pet.  So bloody good.  Feels so... I've never, NEVER..."  He involuntarily thrust his hips forward, meeting her mouth as she took him deeper inside her throat.

She relaxed her throat as much as possible and took him in.  Feeling the tip touch the back of her throat, she suppressed the urge to gag and began a swallowing motion, glad that her desire to please him surpassed anything else.  She closed around him and continued swallowing, praying he would release soon so she could taste him.

When he felt her throat close around him, he almost lost it.  Grabbing her roughly by the shoulders, he hauled her upright.

"My girl."  His voice spoke with authority.  His words of possession thrilled her to her very core as she thought about the possible implications of those two words.  She suddenly found her mouth covered by his, his tongue probing, demanding entrance as two strong arms squeezed her impossibly tight against his hard body.  She let him in as her arms wound around his neck, losing herself in his possessive hold.  

He could barely think straight as the urge to cum came back strong.  All he knew for certain is he didn't want to cum like this, no matter how tempting it became.  Breaking their kiss, he held one arm around her waist and his free hand cupped the back of her head.  Leaning his forehead against hers, he spoke in a shaky voice filled with need.

"Buffy... that was... no, IS the single most... incredible thing anyone has ever done for me."

Finding her own voice, she replied to him with a question.

"Why did you stop me?  I wanted you to... why... was it not good?"

"Oh luv, it was better than good, it was... too bloody good.  Wanted to cum in your mouth so bad, but...  s'not where I want to be when I do.  Wanna be inside you when it happens."

She breathed a sigh of relief but asked again, doubtful her skills could have met his expectations, regardless if he had any or not.

"You're sure?  I mean, well... limited experience here so I understand if it wasn't..."

"Buffy."  He stepped back to place a gentle hand on each of her shoulders and looked straight into her eyes.  "I don' know what happened before me and again, I don' care.  The way it felt... `s beyond any words I could come up with right now.  I'm so... so honored that you did this for me.  But right now what I want most `f all is to take you back upstairs and take care `f both our needs.  Wanna be buried deep inside you so we can both cu............... OH FUCK!!!"

Her eyes went wide as she watched his head drop forward to shake back and forth, the string of curses coming out of his mouth in rapid succession.

He looked back up to a pair of very concerned green eyes.  "I'm such a bloody git Buffy, can you forgive me?  Cuz if you can', I understand.  I'm not sure I can even forgive m'self."

She didn't understand this sudden outburst, so she asked him in a voice filled with dread, not knowing what it was that had him swearing and apologizing so profusely.

"Forgive you for what?"

He hung his head low again but peered up at her with eyes like a teenager admitting to some awful deed.

"I forgot to use a condom."  He closed his eyes, waiting for her to erupt in anger.  When it never came, he opened one eye to find Buffy smiling back at him.  

"Spike, it's okay, really.  I have an IUD and a clean bill of health.  There's no need to worry... unless you're not sure about, well, you.  I mean your health that is."  She hated to say that, but she needed to know for her own safety's sake too.

"Oh God, no.  No, I always have regular check-ups and always use condoms.  Well, at least before tonight that is.  `M so sorry, guess my own need got in the way of common sense.  I have some upstairs we can..."

It was her turn to silence him with a "Ssshhhhh.  I don't think I could go back to riding saddle after going bareback.  Unless you want to that is."  She smiled when he shook his head emphatically no.  "Good.  Now, what were you saying about going back upstairs?"  

He smiled at her with relief and an eagerness to get back to where they were before this embarrassing confession.  

"Anyone ever tell you you're a minx?"  She smiled brightly back at him and shook her head no.  "Well you are.  And I wouldn' want it any other way."  She squealed with laughter and wrapped her arms around his neck as he picked her up and headed for the stairs.

A/N: The next chapter won't be too far behind.  I hope you've enjoyed the 'snack'.  Please review, pretty, pretty please?


Chapter 10

Do It To Me One More Time

Well, I'm back in my own house now, wheww, what a drive.  I'm so glad to have my DSL back, dial-up sucks.  Ok, I know that there is a lot of sex going on here, and in a way I apologize for it.  We will be getting back to the plot (yes it has a plot - let's just call this story 'meaningful smut') in chapter 12 - you read that correctly.  This night needed to be memorable for them both, each learning about eachother and going through a range of interactions/emotions.  So bear with me please.  As you can guess, we're still in AO territory, so be forewarned if your sensitive to graphic sex.  To Beaselysmom, i sent you an email hon, so we can hopefully meet soon.Buffy ran her fingers through Spike's hair and nipped at his ear, whispering how much she wanted him.  As a result, he stumbled a few times as he hurriedly climbed the stairs.  She was extremely distracting, both in a good... and bad way.  After the 'distraction' she'd provided him in the kitchen, he knew he wouldn't last long once inside of her again.  Somehow, he didn't think she would mind.  Sure, he'd teased her, brought her to the brink and back from release all night long, but in the end, he'd made good on all his promises.  That was, in part, what tonight's efforts had been all about. 

~~~~~~~~~~~~

He'd disagreed with Lorne when he had told Spike the method in which he wanted him to handle Buffy.  It wasn't that he didn't enjoy a good rough-n-tumble, but he didn't think she necessarily needed to be tormented like that either.  Lorne had remained firm however, and said that if carried out to his specifications, there was at least a fifty percent chance that she would become a regular for Spike.

"I'm telling ya buddy, she may look all 'Sweet Polly Purebread' on the outside, but that's hardly the case.  Bring her to the edge and back as many times as it takes and just watch what happens.  This filly NEEDS to be broken.  And when, if, you succeed... then and ONLY then should you dig in your spurs and ride her into the sunset."  

Spike didn't think she would call again for his 'services'.  Especially since, he'd given her the answer to her 'problem'.  Armed with that knowledge, she would probably run right back into the arms of this Riley guy.

Jealousy flared again at the mere thought of that pillock or any other bloke putting his hands on his Buffy.  He might not be able to prevent it, but he damned sure was going to make it hard for her to want anyone other than himself after tonight... at least he prayed he could.

~~~~~~~~~~~~

When they reached the bedroom, he placed her back on her feet.  Walking over to the candles, he lit them again and shut the light off, preferring the lower, softer light setting. 

"So tell me, what's your real name?  I mean 'Spike' is obviously a nickname, right?"

"Yeah, `s a nickname, but one that suits me."  He waggled his brows at her and smiled when she snorted.

"Jeez, have a slice of humble pie."  She found it positively charming when he did that 'thing' with his eyebrows, but also arrogant at the same time.

---He has every right to boast.  This is one hunk of competent, alpha male right here if I ever met one.  

No sense in arguing the slut on this one, she was right.

Yes, I suppose.  It's just... why can't I find a guy out there like him, like..., on a permanent basis?

---Duh, right here in front of you.  No need to look anywhere else.

There's no way that's going to happen and even if it did, I don't share.

---So buy up his time, it's not as if we don't have the money.

Don't think so.  After tonight, this is over... done with.

---You say that now, but he's in your system and you know it, just like he said he would be.  Face it; no one could possibly measure UP to him.  

Not listening, lalalalalalala.

---You'll see.

"Sorry pet, not the kiss-n-tell type.  But, when we see each other again, you MIGHT be able to persuade me... yeah?"  Okay, he knew this was a bit presumptuous, even for him.  But he had nothing to lose at this point, whatever she decided.

Taken aback by his statement, she wasn't sure quite how to reply.  She didn't want to offer him any false hope that she would seek his services out again, but wasn't entirely convinced she wouldn’t.  The inner slut had made several valid points tonight despite her personal reservations and her conviction it would be the first and last time she would ever do this kind of thing again.  What the hell am I supposed to say to something like that?

She answered in the typical 'cryptic' female way.   

"Maybe.  Depends really."  She chose to tease and leave herself a lot of room by doing so.

"DEPENDS," he asked incredulously, then proceeded to speak matter-of-factly.  "Really?  On what I wonder.  Well, allow me to offer an incentive that may… PERSUADE you."  And boy would he.  Her words were an open invitation to unleash every talent in his arsenal on her.  You won' be walkin' right for days li'l girl... count on it!

Uh-oh.  He possessed the ability to change her mind on just about anything... and she knew it.  The evidence lay in his outstanding performance on introducing her to several new and very taboo experiences, and making her enjoy every second of every one of them.  This is just part of his act, she played it off in her mind.

"Yes.  Really.  It depends."  She wore an indifferent, almost bored look and stood her ground as he approached her slowly.

"Oi, Miss Summers, you certainly know how to flay a bloke's ego with that sharp, talented tongue of yours.  What ever SHALL I do about that, hmm?  Should I punish... or worship you?"  He gave her the same jaded look she wore for him right now, all the while thinking this game would be the most fun.  

He could flatter her all he wanted, she just stood there and chewed on the nails of her right hand, the left hand propped on her hip.

"Does it matter?"  She figured he'd do whatever he wanted anyways, and scarily enough, that was just fine with her.

"No.  It really doesn'."  He swiftly ducked to hook one arm around the back of her knees and hoisted her over his shoulder effortlessly so her ass was level with his face.  

Sure that he'd chosen punishment, she braced herself.  He turned sideways so she could see him in the mirror as he raised his hand and paused before bringing it down sharply on her bottom.  Crack!!!

"Owww... God DAMN you, Spike!"  Crack!!!  "That is not,"  Crack!!!  "persuasion.  OWWW!"  She watched him smile away while she yelped in pain with every slap.  Gritting her teeth, she pounded on his back with her tiny fists, determined to get loose… then even.  Crack!!!  Crack!!!  Crack!!!  

He suddenly shifted her further over his shoulder and began a series of rapid stinging blows to her pussy.  She gasped in shock, unable to do or say anything until after he threw her on the bed.

"You son of a bi..."

"What?  You gonna spank me?  Puleez."  He mocked her earlier words in an American accent.  He wanted her mad, wanted her fired up.  It would make the taking sweeter for them both.  

"Awwww, want me to kiss it?"  He jumped on the bed and pinned her down before she had time to blink and spoke with a deep, purring voice in her ear, "Make it better?  You know I can baby.  Tell me tha's what you want and I'll give it to you............ real good!"

"Errrrrrrrrgh, I swear."  All she had to do was say the words, and as earlier, he'd have her begging a few more times before granting her ‘forced’ request.  She was growing more helpless by the hour to all his wiles, and found even this rough play unusually erotic because she now knew it was a precursor to what he could and would give her... a one-way ticket to heaven. 

"Fine.  Yes, please kiss me and make it better."  She spoke a little more sarcastically than she intended.

"Sorry pet, tha's not good enough.”  He saw her trying to control the situation again.  He simply couldn't allow her to take two steps back after he'd gone to great lengths to make her take one forward.  

"Guess maybe you don' really want me to?"  He paused, but she said nothing.

"Right then.  I'll jus' see m'self out."  He nodded once, then released her, rolled off the bed and headed for his duster.  He smiled knowingly... she wouldn't let this go without some form of fight.  If he'd learned only one thing about her, it was that she was a fighter.  He sauntered off, waiting to hear her say something or tackle him from behind.

What the fuck?!?!  Oh hellllllll no, not on my watch buddy.  She started to get up then stopped.  Waaaaaaait a minute.  Every time he's baited me, I've played right into his hand.  Well, not this time.

"Goodbye Spike.  Don't let the door hit your BUM on the way out."

He stopped dead in his tracks and whipped around in her direction.  Was she serious?  No, couldn't be... holy shit, maybe she is!  

Judging from the look on her face, she seemed dead serious.  He watched in silence as she got up and walked off into the bathroom without so much as a backward glance, then heard the running of water coming from the shower.

He felt helpless and dejected as he realized he might have pushed it, pushed her too far this time.  He stood there and waited, and waited, then waited some more, unable to believe she would just dismiss him like that. 

	---`Course she would.  She's too good for you, told you that already.

Piss off, she's jus'.............. jokin'...right?  Spike had a bad feeling in the pit of his stomach after William reiterated his earlier musings.

	---Don' rightly think so.  Better jus' leave quietly now.  Now... now would be good.............aaaanytime mate.

He just stood there, staring at the bed where only moments before, her warm supple body lay beneath his.  Every sensation came flooding back to him in living color; her kisses, the way she moved, felt, smelled, laughed, and the fact she'd asked to be his first in something she clearly didn't have to do.  

Bugger that!  He went from confused to furious in a snap.  He wanted an answer.  Then he would leave... for good.  He glowered at the door and strode toward it, angry that he'd felt anything for her, that she'd gotten under his skin.  Angry that he'd worked harder for her than any client before.  Angry that she had the nerve to discard him as if all that he'd done for her and given her meant nothing.

	---I wouldn't do that if I were you, 'the boy' warned.

I'm not you… tha's the beauty of it. 
 
Buffy waited after turning the shower on.  She hadn't heard a single movement for minutes on end.  She couldn't believe he'd just walk out on her like that.  Maybe he’d taken her flippant statement seriously.  The look on his face when she told him goodbye was truly pitiful, like a forlorn little boy who just had his favorite toy taken away.  

She began to panic, and was about to walk back out to see if he had left, hoping to God that he hadn't.  She never got the chance; he came barging into her bathroom pushing the door aside to bang loudly against the wall, startling her.  What faced her was one very pissed off naked man.

"Spike, I..."  She tried to tell him it was a joke, that she was just kidding... he never gave her the chance.

"You want me to leave?  Fine, I will.  You'll never see my arse again, but at least give me the dignity of an explanation."  He observed her stunned silence, unsure of what she was thinking.  He hoped she'd have something to say, maybe some legitimate reason, perhaps call him a whore so that he could just forget her, forget everything about tonight and move on with no illusions as to what every woman did... use him.  

"I'm waitin'.  If you want me outta here then SAY somethin'."

"Spike, look."  He was making her nervous.  She knew he was mad, that he'd taken her little joke literally, but his reaction was scaring her.  

"I was kidding.  How could you think I... you know what………… never mind."  She waved her hands in the air.  "It.  Was.  A.  Joke.  Nothing more.  You've played me all night long, and the first time I beat you at your own game you act like THIS?"  She waved a hand towards the door.  

"You come BURSTING through the door when I was ABOUT to come find you.  I was worried that you’d really left... God!!!"  She felt exasperated.  Even though his features visibly softened at her confession, she continued her frustrated rant while shutting off the shower water.   

"You frightened me when you came in the bathroom all... grhhh, frightened me the same way you did when I thought you were a burglar.  If this is what you really are, a-a..........."  She sighed.  "I want nothing more to do with you.  Maybe you SHOULD leave."

Oh no, please tell me I didn'.   

"Buffy, I'm……………… sorry, so sorry, baby please... I didn' mean to scare you.  `S the last thing I..."  He lowered his head in shame and repeatedly ran his fingers through his hair, searching for the right words to fix things as he paced back and forth in the small space.

She could tell he spoke the truth.  A part of her forgave him immediately as she watched him practically wear a path on her floor before he stopped altogether and got on his knees in front of her with his hands clasped in prayer.

"I'm a bad, rude man luv, I admit it.  But you gotta believe me.  I NEVER meant to scare you; I'd never... harm you in any way, I jus'.... I thought you meant it.  I...it made me feel like... like you'd, like I................ all this was nothing."

So that's what it was.  He wasn't mad at her; he was upset at the thought that she viewed him solely as a prostitute.  Hadn’t she already shown him that he was much than that to her?  She didn’t want to fight with him, and she definitely didn’t want him to leave.  No, she wasn’t going to let him leave, not like this; she would mend the situation as quickly as possible, no matter what.

"I, wait..."  She knelt down to his level and took his face in her hands.  

"If I really wanted you out of my house I would have said so long before this.  This is just a big misunderstanding, that's all.  I forgive you.  And I hope you forgive me for how I made you feel… because I sure as hell didn’t mean it."

"You don’t have to say that, I’ll go if tha's what you want, I swear.  Whatever you want Buffy, I'll give it to you... anythin'."

She smiled.  He was a handful and a half, but she liked him, really liked him.  He wore his emotions on his sleeve when it came down to it, despite the bad boy attitude.

"What I want is to go back and forget this even happened.  Can we do that?"  Satisfied with his nod, she continued, "And yes, I'd VERY much like you to kiss it, and make me feel better."  She smiled wider when he looked at her stupefied.  

"After all, you hurt me... bastard."  She made sure her voice conveyed that she was joking. 

"Oh pet."  He grabbed her and kissed her hard, grateful for what seemed like the hundredth answered prayer tonight.

"Mmmph."  She tried to kiss him back, happy that he agreed with her, but he'd knocked her backwards onto the floor.

He climbed on top of her but quickly rolled them over so it was his bare back against the cold hard tile.  Between kisses, she tried to speak.

"Spike, please...ohh mmph, let's go to the... ahhhh, bedroom."

"Yeah, bedroom."  He stood, bringing her with him, and hastily dragged her through the door.  Picking her up, he carried her to the bed and laid her down gently, then sidled up against her.

"Say it again, for me... please kitten?  Need to be sure you really want this."  

He stroked her face and hair with his fingertips, looking at her as if she were the only woman in the world.  It touched her that he could make her feel like this.  Staring back at him, that's exactly what she wanted to be if only for tonight... the only woman... in his world.

"I want you Spike, or whatever your name really is, only you.  Now kiss me quick before I change my mind."  

The words were like food to his soul...only you.  Without hesitation, he kissed her again, slowly this time.  He wanted to drag this moment, this feeling out for as long as he could... for all it was worth.

"You're so perfect, pet."  He praised her between passion-filled kisses before deciding it was time to take her back to heaven.  

Gradually, he pushed her back and lowered his mouth to her breasts.  His hands glided along her torso to settle on her hips after paying homage to each of the succulent mounds.  He slid lower and lower until he was situated comfortably between her slender legs.  His hands ran continuous slow, soothing patterns over her thighs and knees as he delved deep, savoring the tang of her center with his tongue.  The sound of his name falling from her lips as he feasted was the sweetest of symphonies, lulling Spike further and further away until all that remained was William.

He could hardly believe she was actually going to let him cum inside of her, with no barrier.  This beautiful woman unhinged him, made him positively mad with desire.  He couldn't get enough of her, would never be sated; he knew he was ruined.  Did he care?  That was up for debate.  

On the one hand a resounding 'no'.  Her touch was like a balm that soothed William's raw, open wounds.  She eased his aching heart and gave him hope that he could be worthy of love... someday.  She also appealed to Spike, the primal male inside, and satisfied him like no other.  She was sexually untried in so many ways, and both Spike and William wanted very much to be the only one she would allow to deflower the rest of her innocent ways.

The rational side of his brain fought to push down all hope and shove aside the wondrous emotions she evoked.  It couldn't, and that's where the answer to the debate became an emphatic 'yes'.  It would cut him deeply when he had to leave her and he knew it.  He would bleed inside for her every moment from there on out.  

"Spike, Spike."  

Wrapped up in feeding from her glory, he didn't hear her until he felt a pair of hands shaking his shoulders.

"Spike wait... stop."

He heard her that time, and immediately froze.  

"You okay?  I didn' hurt you did I?"

"No, no, of course not.  I'd like to, to uhm... well I'd like to try something, i-if you don't mind."  She started stammering, embarrassed that she just couldn't come out and say what she wanted.

"What?"  She had his full attention.  From the nervous tone of her voice, it sounded like something else she'd never done before.

"I'd like to, uhhh.... oh you know what I mean, please don't make me say it."  She turned crimson when he still looked confused.

"No pet, can't say that I do know what you mean.  You know I'll do anythin' you want, but you'll have to be a bit more specific."  He cocked his head to one side and waited with curiosity to hear what her request would be.

"Okay.  Uhmm, just keep ah... doing what you're doing but............"  She used both hands to indicate she wanted him to rotate his body around so he wasn't the only one busy with his mouth.  When his jaw dropped open, she didn't know whether to curl up and die or laugh.  "Forget it, i-it was stupid of me."

"NO!"  He shouted, then coughed and lowered his voice.  "I mean no, `s not stupid.  But I do have to ask if tha's really what you want, because what you did for me earlier was, was...."  He trailed off.  She literally took his breath away.  Could this night get any better?  Could she surprise him anymore than she already had?  Apparently, she could.

"I really wish you'd stop asking me that.  If I didn't want to do something then I wouldn't ask.  Honest.  So... maybe I should ask... do YOU want to?"

Hell, yeah.

"Hell, yeah."  He moved to lie down right next to her then held his arms open, beckoning her towards him.  She rolled to her side and he immediately pulled her on top of him.

"You're an amazin' woman Buffy.  Don' misunderstand me when I say I consider m'self lucky that you've had a crummy past, or I wouldn' be here right now.  You've given me a gift, several tonight, new experiences, sensations.  If it were up to me, I wouldn' charge you a dime."  Whoa, better back off a bit.

Was this the same man who'd broken into her bedroom tonight?  The very man that spanked and teased her unmercifully until she begged for more?  Was this all part of his act?  Couldn't be.  She felt she was a decent judge of character, and all the signs were there that he was speaking from his heart... as a man, not as 'Spike' the escort.  Sure, she understood what he meant and was flattered, really, but she was unsure how to react.  Truth be told, she wasn't entirely convinced she would call for him again.  So she lay on his chest with her head propped up and just smiled.  For now, at least, she wanted to believe he was there with her by choice and not because of some paid arrangement.  

He wants to be here, with me.  Wants me...  Staring into the Caribbean blue of his eyes, she barely recognized her own voice when she spoke.

"I would have paid triple."  What the hell did I just say?  

When he smiled back, she let it go.  Their business arrangement was illegal, morally unethical, sinful... and truthfully?  She no longer cared.  He was stunning when he smiled like that, his eyes tinged with a hint of wonderment.  Maybe this 'encounter' had brought them both their own unexpected discoveries to contemplate later.  

She pulled her body up towards his face and planted both elbows on the bed.  Her hair swung forward, draping their faces in a curtain of gold that shimmered from the candlelight as she brought her lips to his.  She brushed them back and forth in a barely there, whispering touch that both tickled and aroused.  He strained his head forward to ensnare her in a kiss, but she'd denied him.  She was living in the moment… and it was liberating.  She was free to seduce, free to feel lustful, free to feel desired.  Shame and modesty had no place in this house tonight; the warm and awe-inspiring man beneath her had unchained those shackles... to free her.  

"Kiss me, Buffy," he begged.  "Please baby."  And to think he’d avoided kissing at all costs before tonight.  But this... with her... felt so right.  Yes, the act was personal, but it had become personal.  She was a personal matter to him now.

She granted his request by kissing him wholeheartedly.  He was an amazing kisser, an incredible lover, harsh and demanding when she needed it most, sensitive and tender when it counted.

Minutes passed before they broke apart to stare at one another.  When he nodded at her, she swung her body around then straddled his chest.  

He drooled at the sight of her dewy cleft so close to his face.  Grabbing her hips, he roughly pulled her closer to lap at her swollen lips, worrying the pink bud of her arousal with his teeth before taking it into his mouth to suckle it like honey.  He nearly forgot why they were in this position until he felt his cock surrounded by the comforting warmth of her hand and the scalding heat of her mouth.  He voiced his ecstasy from the sensation into her channel, causing her to jump and temporarily remove her mouth to gasp as she flung back her head.

She loved when he droned into her sex like that.  The vibrations were thrilling.  They made her womb pulse with need, causing her desire to spring forth, knowing he would be there to collect it.  It turned her on that he liked this so much that he was ravenous to consume every drop her body had to offer.  She dove back down to squeeze and pump his shaft while kissing the tip of his cock lovingly.  Relaxing her jaw, she slowly, very slowly took him in inch by inch, still pumping away lazily at the base.

Her essence trickled over his tongue and down his throat... this was heaven for him.  He was not going to last.  Her taste, this new position, and the fact she was treating his dick like her personal Popsicle made it difficult to concentrate.  The desire to bring her equal pleasure had him focused just enough to bring a thumb to her clit and rub firmly in circles while his other hand kneaded the supple skin of her ass.  When she moaned her approval around him, it sent him into overdrive in his attempt to remain focused on her.  He removed his thumb to insert two fingers inside her pussy and immediately felt her walls contract around them.  He pumped them in and out while gingerly pulling her cheek aside to trail his tongue towards her rose bud.

Buffy became frantic when she felt his fingers inside of her and that talented tongue of his head straight for her...ooohhhhh, YES!!!

He stiffened his tongue and slipped the tip inside to wiggle it up and down as fast as he could.  He felt her reaction as her walls closed in tighter around his fingers.  He switched gears, determined not to cum just yet.  His thumb quickly replaced his tongue and glided in up to the first knuckle with ease.  He came back to nip and suck at her clit for a moment before replacing that with his other thumb to stimulate it with vigorous strokes.  His tongue was now free to lick around her opening.  

She gave him her all, and began bobbing her head steadily faster over his erection, keeping her tongue working by pressing it hard against his length with each stroke.  She was able to take more of him inside this time, which personally pleased her.  She'd never really cared for giving a man this kind of pleasure, but this man posed a challenge and brought out an irresistible urge to conquer the beast.  She now took delight in this act, but could not imagine being as hungry for anyone else, except him.  

Her mouth continued its pattern as she began to swallow around him.  Releasing her grip on his shaft, she moved to cup his balls in her hand and felt him twitch.  When his thumb began pumping inside her ass faster and his attention to her clit sped up, she couldn’t hold back.  The moment she broke came when he stiffly began tonguing her insides.  Suddenly, everything became a blur of rapid movement and blissful sensations.

He flexed his tongue and sank it deep inside her pussy.  He felt her body jerk and spasm, so he doubled his efforts.  That's when she abandoned his cock and sat up straight.  Her hair flung over her shoulders to splay beautifully across her back and her neck bent as her face strained towards the ceiling.  She ceased all movement, gripping his thighs to hold on as her orgasm washed over her in silence.

He sped up, and then carefully slowed his ministrations as he felt her body shaking, trying to come down from the high.  Removing his mouth, he verbally encouraged her.

"Tha's it... let it go baby.  `S beautiful when you cum."  When she finally cried out, he spread her cheeks apart to reap the liquid rewards of his efforts.

As the last of her third earth shattering orgasm subsided, she felt like collapsing.  Her body went limp, but she was saved from falling to the side by a pair of steady arms.

He laid her back gently and pushed her body down until she could rest her head against his shoulder.  Her entire backside lay on top of him and she could see his erection peeking up from between her thighs.  If she could just catch her breath, she'd see to his little, er, big dilemma.  

His stamina was beyond incredible.  She knew he'd been close to cumming more than once tonight.  But he never gave in.  He saw to her first… always.  Ok, except for that time when they'd masturbated in front of each other, but he was more than forgiven for that about an hour or two, or three ago.  She suddenly realized she'd lost track of time.  Did it matter?  No.  She wished time could stand still.  Hell, if felt like it did whenever he held her, touched her, kissed her...

"How you doin'?"  He stroked her damp hair away from her face as he spoke, and wrapped his free arm over her waist.

"I'm, I, I... good."  Great, cave-Buffy come to talk, speak bad, must go back in hole now, grunt grunt.

He kissed her hair and chuckled.  They remained silent while she rested a few seconds more.  Glancing down, his manhood stared back at her with its one angry eye as if trying to sing-song her, 'it's my turn, a little help would be nice, been holding out for awhile now, no... you go ahead and rest, I'll be riiiiiiiiight here, waiting... and waiting'.

She willed herself to move.  Reaching a hand behind her head, she touched his cheek, turning towards him to kiss the opposite cheek in an open-mouthed, seductive manner.  Again and again she kissed him like this and reached down between her legs.  She caressed the underside of his shaft and pressed it firmly against her sopping mound.

"You're bloody spoilin' me you know that?  Doin' things to me… for me I've never... oohhhhh CHRIST..."  He would have said too much had she not taken the initiative to place the head of his cock against her opening then push herself down onto it.  He pulled her waist inwards and gripped her shoulder with the opposite hand, thrusting up instinctively; welcoming the heat her body provided his length.  

He was careful, moving slowly in fear of hurting her by entering too quickly.  Mindful of his movements, he let her take him inside at her own pace.

She sighed happily into his ear and assisted him by arching her back and using her hand to guide him until he was fully sheathed within her molten depths.  She rocked against him, and he used this to aid in gaining momentum with his thrusts.  This position was a particular favorite of his.  

The angle made her pussy feel exceptionally snug around his erection.  The exquisite torture of her tight walls filled him with contentedness, because he no longer had to restrain the desire to release his passion inside of her.  It also afforded him the pleasure of being able to play with her breasts, play around the area where they joined, pull her lust engorged folds apart wider as he plunged deeper, and to stimulate the little button of pleasure above her opening.  He took full advantage of each delicious delicacy her body had to offer.

Their pace increased as sighs of satisfaction escaped them both, their bodies rising and falling together in flawless harmony.  His sac began tightening, the impending relief of his liquid desire building with immense pressure.  As delightful this position was, it was not the way in which he wished to deliver his life's fluid inside of her.

He suddenly gripped her waist with both hands and pulled her off his aching cock.  Turning them over so he could take her in the traditional missionary style, he nudged her legs apart and hovered near her opening, ignoring her whimpers of protest at the loss of him.  

Looking into her eyes, his seamless reentry was measured in one swift, yet gentle movement.  Her gratified cry of his name filled his ears as she stared back at him, her eyes mirroring their mutual bliss as she received his invasion with enthusiasm.

As he surged inside her, their eyes remained locked, each unwilling to miss what the other tried to express without words.

The smell of sex heavily perfumed the air.  If a stranger were to walk in, they would have no choice but to be compelled to watch, to become spellbound by the image, to breathe in the fragrant aroma of their coupling.  Locked together in a passionate embrace, their bodies playing off one another, their physical beauty was a remarkable sight Michelangelo could not have reproduced with the finest of oils on his best of days.  A visual paragon of a man and a woman joined in a union of the flesh… the way God intended.

She saw his desire, felt it, tasted it, experienced it alongside of and with him.  Her belly became heavy with a dull ache that signaled the need to free her desire.  

He felt her grip on his length tighten as her muscles began fluttering around him.  

It was time.  

His eyes held hers, not wanting to miss one reaction, one emotion, one feeling as they both reached the pinnacle of the powerful climax that was sure to erupt simultaneously.  Neither was disappointed by what happened next.

The contractions of her quaking pussy strangled him.  She squeezed him so tight he feared amputation of his member.  This was it, he wanted to possess her solely, needed to claim her however possible, mark her body, her soul, never let her doubt who she belonged to now.

She heard a low, guttural growl from deep within his throat build, like a wild creature readying to launch itself.  Dear God in heaven how she wanted him, wanted them both to experience their release in unison.  That thought sent her spiraling upwards and her mouth opened wide in shock as her orgasm hit first, brutal, hard, overpowering in its dominance of her senses.  Her eyes never left his; never blinked for fear of this not being real.  She wanted him in her world with her as it came crashing down around them both in all its apocalyptic magnitude.

He felt her gush around him and came hard with a howl of pleasure as thick, viscous ropes of semen spewed forth to fill her womb.

"MINE!"  All reason or thought for what he'd said fled his mind as she replied with a strangled "Yes." 

All that remained were two bodies connected on many levels, humming in contentment, leaving both to decide later what their words meant to each as an individual.

As her breathing returned to normal, she felt the slick sweat that had formed between their chests and pushed her upper body away from his.  

He felt her move, but chose to lie still as his eyes closed until he felt a soft, gentle breeze.  He opened one eye to find her mouth formed in a tiny 'o', blowing cool air across his perspiring chest with her breath.  The act was so sweet, so thoughtful and caring that his heart swelled with genuine affection for her.

She smiled when he began to purr and blew once more over his chest then stopped.  She needed to untangle her body and use the bathroom.  When she moved off the bed, he reached an arm out to grasp her wrist gently, with a look of concern in his eyes.

"Where you goin'?" 

"Just to clean up, silly."  He released her.  "I'll be right back."  She smiled as his face relaxed and eyes drifted shut again, a look of pure contentment washing over his beautiful features.

She went to the bathroom and used the toilet first.  As she relieved herself, she could feel his cum leaving her body.  She sighed; this was the part after sex that normally grossed her out.  Now, she could only smile and ignore it; her body felt deliciously sore and spent from the night's activities.  She finished washing up and chose to leave the light on as she came into the bedroom, leaving the door slightly ajar to serve as a night light.

He still lay in the same position where she'd left him.  He opened his eyes and smiled as she cleaned him slowly with a warm, wet washcloth.  She dried him with fluffy towel then dropped it and the washcloth on the opposite side of the bed and lay down next to him.  He extended an arm in invitation.  

She rolled to her side and gratefully snuggled against his body.  His arm wrapped around her tightly while he fought with the blanket in an effort to cover them both.  Once they had settled, he held her as close yet gently as possible.

The candles flickered out as the wick inevitably burned down only minutes later, leaving them with only a thin sliver of light that peeked through the crack of the bathroom door.

"We need more light, yeah?"  He whispered, not wanting to break the spell of their post coital bonding.

"Come again?"  What did he... hey!

"Don' mind if I do."  He moved to try and climb on top of her, but she placed both hands against his chest to prevent him.

"Whoa there marathon man, I need my beauty rest now.  You wore me out."  She could just make out his face; his eyes turned sad and an adorable pout formed as his bottom lip stuck out.

"You look gorgeous right now; no need for sleep... please?"  He returned a hopeful expression when she looked at him as if he'd grown two heads.

"You CAN'T be serious.  You just... I mean we both just...  Where are your batteries located so that I can take them out?  There's no POSSIBLE way you could do it again.  Haven't you had enough?"  Not that she would mind, but she was seconds away from sleep and she knew it.

He reached a hand under her chin and spoke in a deep sexy voiced laced with need.

"Could never get enough of you kitten... never."  He kissed her tenderly and smiled when she huffed.

"Let me sleep for awhile.  Then we'll see... we'll SEE.  I'm not making any promises."  She shook her head back and forth.  Where did he get his energy?  She smiled when he nodded enthusiastically.  He laid back down and pulled her head against his chest.

"You get some rest pet, but I'm holdin' you to make a decision, once you're awake."

"Thank you."  She tilted her head up to give him a quick peck on the cheek, draped an arm across his waist and snuggled into his side.  As she listened to the sound of his heartbeat, her eyes drifted shut and sleep came to claim her.

 A/N:  As always, please leave reviews, pretty please with sugar and Spike on top?
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Chapter 11: Once More, With Feelings

He wanted her again, it was true; but she was clearly tired and so he would have to wait.  

It was no surprise to William that his body had been ready to take her again so soon after what they'd done.  He didn't want this night to end.  

He looked down at his sleeping goddess and stroked her hair as she slept. It felt so good to hold her like this; she melded into his side perfectly, snuggled into his embrace as if it was the most natural thing in the world.  Holding her close helped to quiet his thoughts.  

He closed his eyes and sighed, he could think about everything tomorrow.  Yes, tomorrow he would sort this all out and hopefully be able to return to his 'life', such as it was.  

He hadn't meant to fall asleep, but it couldn't be helped.  Soothed by the sound of her breathing, his mind grew still, and he drifted off, a smile turning up the corners of his mouth slightly.

~~~~~~~~~~~~

William awoke to an odd sound.  Disorientated, he shook his head and took in his surroundings.  

Buffy.

They must have shifted during their sleep.  They were lying on their sides now, his body flush with hers, spooning her back.  Her tiny hand covered his as it held one of her breasts, his other arm outstretched underneath her neck. 

Realizing he must have fallen asleep, he panicked.  He was supposed to remain awake until she had rested.  In all fairness, he was supposed to leave as per her written instructions...

'I don’t need him to spend the night but it is nice to be held till I’m asleep'.    

However, she did say to let her get some rest and then "we'll see."  He smiled as he listened to her tiny snores.  With a will of its own, his body started to respond against the indentation of her buttocks.

She mumbled softly.

Must be dreamin', he thought.  He dipped his head imperceptibly into the curve of her neck and inhaled.   Ahhh.  She still smelled of vanilla, but it was clear that his scent was all over her.  Immensely pleased with this, he thrust his hips forward while placing a gentle kiss against her pulse point, purring deeply as he did so.

Buffy stirred at this so he froze, not wanting to wake her just yet.  When she appeared to settle back down, he continued to place small, soft kisses against her skin and moved his length slowly along the crease of her backside.

Suddenly, her hand pulled his in closer against her breast as she sighed out her first audible word, "Spike."  She spoke softly, a hint of contentment lacing her sleepy voice; it threw him.

His heart swelled in his chest then rose to his throat.  He swallowed hard.  She's dreamin’ `bout me.  

He felt so moved in that moment that he wanted to weep.  It didn't matter that she hadn't spoke his given name.  She'd said the name he'd told her, said that name while she slept, not 'Riley' or anyone else's... his name.  They'd known each other for only a few short hours, but within those hours had shared so much, much more than just their bodies.  They'd laughed and joked, argued and fought, teased and played; all this in between worshipping the other's body so very, very well... like a real couple.  He instinctively held her closer and screwed his eyes shut to ward off any tears that threatened to come forth, and whispered.

"Don' want to leave."  

Her only response was another soft sigh of his name.

William's eyes grew wet as she said it again, but he didn't give into it, he couldn't.  It wasn't his right... he had no right; he was beneath her.  Part of him wanted to flee, grab his coat and run as far away from her as possible.  It scared him to death to be feeling anything at all, let alone this much for anyone, especially her.  She was supposed to be just another job.  

Instead, he clung to her even tighter.  He didn't want to have to leave the haven of comfort she provided him so unknowingly.  He wasn't ready to have the veil of emotions she evoked lifted to face the cold reality that tomorrow would inevitably bring.  He whispered a plea against her skin.

"One more time, baby... please.  Once more... with feelings."  

If this was to be the last time, the only chance he could do this again, then so be it.  He was damned anyway because he'd fallen for her in the first place.

He threw all rationality out the window and moved his hand from underneath hers to caress her belly lightly with his thumb.  Even though the feelings would be one-sided, he was going to worship her one last time.

His 'job' was to pretend, to lie.  Why not pretend to himself, just for now, that she cared for him, that they were meant for one another.  Yes, he could do that.  He would lie to himself.  His one wish was to have a woman like this in his life, and now that woman was Buffy.  Since that was never going to happen, he could at least indulge in one last fantasy of his own, that she was his and his alone.  He would use that illusion and love her body like there was no tomorrow.  As his mind slipped into that alternate universe, he began moving against her.

He dragged his hand down her stomach to cup her mound.  Inching his middle finger in between her closed thighs, he sought her clit and massaged it back and forth.  

Parting his lips, he trailed kisses from her ear to her shoulder then back again.  His fingers moved further inward to slide along her cleft.  Gently, he parted her folds to draw out her moisture and spread it around.  She was amazingly wet and he shuddered at the discovery.  Had she been dreaming about him, or was she simply that responsive to his touch?  When she moaned, he removed his hand.

Shifting his hips back, he grabbed his erection and poised it between her thighs. Placing two fingers on the underside of his cock, he guided himself forward to bathe in her slickness.  When he felt sufficiently coated in her juices, he placed the tip against her folds and pressed forward until the head was inside.  Her knees were bent, offering a near perfect angle with which to penetrate her, but he needed just a little more room; removing his hand, he took her knee and gently raised it. 			  

With every beat, he felt the blood in his heart race from his chest, down his body to course through the length of his shaft.  He ached with every pulse to shove his throbbing cock deep inside of her in one swift stroke, but refrained for fear of waking her in pain.  He cursed himself for being so big.  If only he were of average size, he wouldn't have to take his time... God knows he didn't want to.

His hips began to rock back and forth in slow, short strokes, entering her a little at a time.  As he sank further and further inside of her, he let her knee back down.  He rested his hand on her hip and used it to pull her against each of his thrusts.  

Her passage gripped at his length every time he pulled away, making him moan softly into her hair.  He hoped she would wake up soon and not be upset with him for entering her while she slept.  His fantasy wouldn't be complete if he couldn't look into her beautiful green eyes as he moved within her and feel her hands on his skin, encouraging him.  He needed her, needed her with him, right now.     

Moving the arm that lay underneath her neck down, he placed his palm against the soft hair of her sex.  His fingers curled inward to press against her hooded arousal.  As he moved inside of her, the hand on her hip continued pulling her into his thrusts, while the other pushed her against them.  She must be exhausted not to have woken up by now, and he could wait no longer, whether she reacted badly or not.

Buffy had been dreaming from the second her eyes had closed.  Images of the men from her past faded in and out rapidly.  First Lindsey, then Robin, back to Lindsey, then Angel, making her nauseous from the dizzying blur of faces and range of emotions associated with each one of them; disappointment, disgust, anger, resentment, hopelessness...  Faster and faster, their faces swirled around her as the emotions took hold of her heart and squeezed, making it feel as if it were breaking from a loss for something she couldn't put her finger on.  Just when she thought she might throw up everything went black.

As the darkness receded, the fuzzy outline of a face appeared close to hers.  As it slowly came into focus, the first thing she saw was a pair of clear blue eyes staring at her, concern written deeply in them.  She could just make out the sound of a deep male voice, speaking to her in soothing tones.

"`S ok Buffy.  I sent them all away.  You're here with me now baby, no more tears."

She lifted her hands to her eyes.  They stung from what felt like hours spent crying long and hard.  She pushed the tears away repeatedly until her vision cleared.  When she looked back to the face in front of her, the image evaporated.  

Everything plunged back into darkness momentarily, and then went bright as the dark figure of a man stepped away from her bedroom window.

She could see his body, clad entirely in black, but couldn't make out his face.  She blinked hard, trying desperately to 'see' that face as he slowly approached her.  As he drew closer, the same pair of concerned blue eyes that had met hers earlier materialized.  They looked so familiar, yet she couldn't place to whom they belonged.

Confusion set in as his face remained hazy, all except for those hauntingly beautiful eyes.  She hadn't realized she was sitting on her bed until he dropped to his knees in front of her.

His hands reached out, gently cupping her face, sending tingles across her skin upon his touch.  He was speaking again, his thumbs caressing her cheeks in comforting circles.  

A familiar masculine scent suddenly filled her nostrils, and she struggled even harder to remember.  It frustrated her that she didn't recognize him, couldn't see all of the details of this man she knew she should know.

A wave of calm washed over her as his voice began filling her ears.  

"Open your eyes."

Just then, his lips became visible, lush and full, then the strong defined lines of his square chin, his cheeks.  Her eyes darted rapidly over the rest of his face as his features emerged one by one.  She heard him begging her.

"Please baby, need you so much, need you to look at me."

He leaned in to kiss her full on the mouth.  His lips felt so soft, the kiss so sweet; she closed her eyes and gave into the delicious feel of his tongue as it probed inside to tangle with her own before abruptly pulling away.  Yes, she knew him.  That kiss was unforgettable, the passion he poured into it unmistakable.  As the fog of her confusion finally lifted, she whispered his name in recognition.

"Spike."  

"Tha's right baby.  Look at me."

Her eyes fluttered open to see his face clearly for the first time.  His clothes melted away in front of her, revealing the lean hard body she knew so well.  He slowly pushed her back on the bed and crawled between her legs.  

"Spike," she whispered.  He kissed her again, deeply this time and gently entered her.  She wrapped her arms around his neck and welcomed the instant passion her body felt from his arousal as it filled her completely.  

Breaking the kiss, he nuzzled her cheek and whispered.

"Need you so much."

It felt so good, so... real, am I dreaming?   

Everything suddenly intensified, the sound of his voice telling her he needed her, to open her eyes, the feel of him moving above her, within her.  She was nearing her climax, her body humming around him when her vision started to grow hazy again.

She blinked once, twice, three times... 

She realized she was truly awake now, that it had been a dream, but the bliss between her thighs was still there.  Her sleep-addled brain fought to figure out what was...

"Ahhhh.  OH, oh God Spike!"

"Tha's it, open your eyes baby, need you here with me."

The full realization that he was indeed pumping away inside of her, that her body was indeed nearing orgasm slammed into her all at once.  She turned her head to see his eyes hooded with lust as he pulled her into each thrust.

"Please don' be mad with me, I couldn' wait to have you again."  He couldn't read her expression, couldn't tell if she was upset or not.  When she hadn't said anything right away he ceased all movement, he had to know.  

"Buffy?  Are you mad?"

Mad?  Was he mad?  If only she could wake up this way every morning, er night... er mid-morning...  Ah, fuck it, who cares.

She reached around and roughly grabbed his head with her right hand, drawing him in for a bruising kiss.  She watched his eyes go wide with surprise before responding back with an eagerness that matched her own.  Seconds later, she yanked him back by his hair to say only two words.

“Not mad.”

That said, she pulled away from him and rolled over.  Gripping him by the shoulders, she forced him onto his back and quickly straddled him.  Her plan was to mount him right then, ride him out for all he was worth.  But something caught her attention, made her stop short at what she discovered as she glimpsed into his eyes.  

What she found was a startling contrast of emotions, as if he wanted her to read what he was feeling through his eyes. There was lust, confusion, need, worry, desire, fear... and something else: longing.  Yes, a longing, but for what?  She feared that she could be crushed by the weight of his emotions.    

In that moment, a maternal instinct to hold ‘the boy’ buried within the man, to calm the storm that raged in his eyes, became overwhelming.  His eyes reflected an aching hunger for something that only she could give.  If she could figure out what that was, she would give it to him, freely.  

Staring at him, she realized if she searched those eyes too hard for too long, she would surely be drowned, forever lost in the beautiful agony of want reflected there.  Heedless of that danger, her gaze remained fixed, exploring their depths.

He wanted to voice to his emotions, tell her every feeling, every hope she imbued in him.  The words seized in his throat as he choked on the thought that she would probably laugh, or worse, he would scare her away.  But if he did, perhaps he would then be released from the indescribable hold she had over him.  

No, he wouldn’t talk; instead he would imprison himself within his fantasy.   What he couldn’t verbalize, he would tell her with his body.  His confession would be made in the form of his actions as he worshiped her body.                                                                                                       

She sat there, just staring at him, hadn’t made a move since she’d flipped them over.  His soul felt suddenly naked as her stare went below the surface of his eyes.  He could see the wheels turning in her mind, trying to figure out what it was she was seeing.  Oh God.  Can she see it?  Afraid no good would come of it if she did, he reached for her, purposefully digging his fingers firmly into the flesh of her hips to distract her.

Detoured from her quest by his grip, she decided the only way she could comfort him was to give them both what they seemed to want so desperately; one last time.  She would hold him to her, wrap him in the fabric of her body and cradle him gently, hoping it would be enough.

Rising up on her knees, she brought his cock to her opening and guided it in, sinking herself all the way down in one fluid motion until their hips were flush.  She loved how he stretched her.  What little discomfort there was this time didn’t matter, this was worth it, he was worth it.

He closed his eyes momentarily at the feel of his length being taken so readily within her depths.  He still couldn’t get over how tight she felt and groaned.  She rocked against him, moving her hips in a circular motion and ground down to increase the pressure.  His fingers loosened until he was just holding onto her.  He was going to let her decide how she wanted him by handing the reins of control over to her.  They began a pleasing rhythm meant to draw out every sensation, enhancing the bliss that came from feeling every curve, every nook where their bodies fused.  

She had surrendered herself to him tonight in every way but one, her heart.   She still wanted so very badly to believe he was there with her by choice that she was tempted to willingly fool herself, again.  As she looked back into his eyes and felt him move with her, everything about this encounter seemed entirely different from the others.  

Gone was the lewd man who’d broken into her bedroom, forced her to relinquish all control, and spoke delicious words of naughtiness into her ear that brought her to the height of a passion she didn’t know herself capable of; in his place was... someone else.  Was this also a planned part of his act?  It didn’t feel that way.  What would he have to gain if this wasn’t?  

Baffling questions about his behavior filled her head.  The last time, before they fell asleep, he’d lured her willing mind away from the fact of what he was, of why he was there.  She’d allowed herself to make believe he wanted to be there, with her, that she was all that existed in his world.  She wasn’t mad at him for that, couldn’t be, that was her own decision.  But he was doing it again, damnit.  He didn’t even know he was doing it... or, did he?

Yes, she respected him as a man, a person, had felt awful for the instances where she had clearly hurt his feelings.  And yes, he did mean more to her than, than... what she cared to admit.   It was that, right there that caught her attention.

She had a choice, allow herself to be swept away by this man again, or, treat the situation for what is was.  She could ignore his expressive eyes that made her think otherwise and just enjoy the physical pleasure he brought her.  After all, the role he’d played to perfection tonight was clearly written for him, and it was a truly Oscar worthy performance.  If she could just bear that in mind, it would help her in the days to follow to understand that it was nothing more than that.  How much harm could one more daydream be if she were to indulge herself?  There was only one way to find out.

She took his hands from her waist, raised them over his head and held them there.  Her hair tickled his face as she dipped forward to kiss him sweetly on the mouth.  As his soft lips yielded to hers, so too she yielded to her decision, willing to lose herself one last time. 

Their coupling was gentle this time, no frantic movements or harsh demands were made.  Unlike their previous lustful frenzies where dirty talk was welcome, no words were spoken this time; a silent, yet mutual agreement to just feel had been made.  This was a slow dance, performed to the tune of their imagination, though neither acknowledged that fact, so rapt in the other.   

After breaking the sweetest kiss he had yet experienced from her, she squeezed his wrists before pushing herself back up, indicating she wanted him to remain that way.  His mouth opened, taking in deep ragged breaths as he watched her roll her hips back and forth, side to side, then in a figure eight that had his sac tightening.  When her eyes remained on his and she began teasing her nipples, he thought he would lose his mind.  She was so God damn beautiful, so perfect... there was nowhere in the world he’d rather be than right here, like this, with her.  

The first sign of an orgasm came from low in her belly, light tingles of pleasure twisting and turning in on themselves, and she knew that if she moved just a little faster, the feeling would grow.  But she kept her pace steady, not yet wanting to experience it.  

Odd that this was the case now, since that was her very problem.  Not anymore, not with him, she thought.  She merely wanted to draw this out for however long she could.  Once he came, she knew it would be over, and she didn’t want that, not yet.  

He felt her constricting around him, knew that she would need something more to help her get there.  Yet she didn’t change her rhythm, just continued at the pace she’d already set.  He wasn’t sure what was going through her mind, but her eyes told him she was enjoying exactly what she was doing, and didn’t want it to stop as she pushed her breasts together and opened her mouth to pant lightly.

He wasn’t sure if he could take it though, seeing her like this, itching to help her fondle those firm breasts, feeling her squeeze his member, milking him slowly...  He felt himself getting too excited.  The last thing he wanted was to shoot off too early, before she did, before he could help in bringing about her ecstasy.  Not gonna happen. 

Bringing his hands over his head, he settled one over her hand, helping to knead and roll the ripe mound, slipping his fingers in the crease where they came together.  His other hand wiggled in between them, his thumb finding her nubbin to rub it firmly in time with her movements.  She closed her eyes and dropped her head back, gasping, then quickly snapped back to look at him.  Oh yeah, this was working just the way he wanted it to as he felt her walls closing in around him, tighter and tighter and...

“Ahhhhhhhhhhh.”

He kept his own movements at a minimum for fear of joining her.  He wasn’t finished, he still wanted to venerate her body, give her body what it deserved and bring her to release as many times as he could.  He wanted to let her know just how much he treasured her and the night she’d shared with him.

She should have known better.  He could make her body sing however and whenever he chose.  And though it happened as soon as his hands were on her, it didn’t detract from the intensity of her fulfillment.   Coming back to herself she realized with gratitude that he hadn’t cum yet, that this was far from over.  This made her smile.  He was the most thoughtful lover she’d ever had.  Her needs were a priority to him, and she would give anything to have this night never end.

When she smiled like that, the world fell away.  It communicated pure satisfaction, appreciation for that satisfaction, and he was happy that he had been the one to give it to her, for her first time and every one thereafter; that that smile had been for him and no one else... ever.  He should look up all her exes and thank each and every last one of them for their ineptitude.

He sat up, wrapped his arms around her slim waist and rolled her over.  She used her hands to pull her hair from underneath her, fanning it out above her; his eyes were immediately drawn to it.  He didn’t resist the urge to weave his fingers into the golden tresses and pull her head to meet his, resting his forehead against hers.

As he began moving inside her, he lay her head back down.  This time when he kissed her, he didn’t stop.  He could spend hours, days, hell, forever just kissing her and nothing else, but since he didn’t have forever, he settled for what remaining time they did have.  He would prevent any loss of contact from the two sweet lips that kissed him back as tenderly as he kissed hers.

The minutes passed before something in the atmosphere changed.  She couldn’t place what it was, but there was a definite, different... feel to it.  As he rocked her body, she tried to pinpoint it.  Was it the air?  The mood?  An... emotion perhaps?  It hung so thick around them that it clung to her skin as if tangible.   It felt so real so... oh my God!  

It felt so much like he was making love to her that she almost pushed him away.  But God it felt so... good, he felt so good.  Everything he did, everything he was doing to her right now, poured into her like... was... just... 

Her mind refused to think, preferring instead to be lost in his arms, the feel of his touch, those lips as they never ceased to kiss her so... affectionately.  

William had felt it too, had known the exact moment when things had taken a turn in an emotional direction for which he wasn’t entirely prepared.  But the unexpected turn was not unwelcome.  It was something he would probably never experience in reality, and so he succumbed to it, not caring how he would deal with it come tomorrow.

Neither wanted to destroy the fragility of the moment as it enveloped them, stealing away their separate fantasies to be replaced by a concept of something each had yet to experience.

As time meaninglessly wore on, he brought her to release several times over before no longer able to hold back his own.  In that final time, as they came together, they held one another close, each unwilling to let go of the other.

Her hold on him loosened as she fell asleep.  This was it; the time had come for him to leave.  He could hear the soft chirping of the birds that signaled the break of dawn.  As carefully as possible, he got up and slid off the bed.  He dressed silently in the sweats and t-shirt she had lent him, too exhausted both physically and emotionally to think about it.  After donning his duster, he walked back over to the bed and quietly covered her small frame with the comforter, then dropped to his knees in front of her face.

"Sweet dreams Buffy."  Leaning in, he placed a featherlike kiss to her lips then turned and left, not sparing one glance back in her direction.



A/N: I realize it’s been a long exhausting night for our couple, but I felt I had to ‘go there’, meaning one more time.  It’s a tad on the mushy side I know, but necessary.  Next chapter we’ll learn much, much more about William and how Buffy is dealing with the day after.  As always, please leave a review, they keep me going, thanks.


Chapter 12

William 'Spike' Ivanhoe, British Born Gigolo

Well, here it is.  I do hope you all enjoy,.Cont’d from chapter 11............

"Sweet dreams Buffy."  Leaning in, he placed a featherlike kiss to her lips then turned and left, not sparing one glance back in her direction.

~~~~~~~~~~~

Back at his studio apartment, William sat down hard and threw his head across the back of the couch.  Covering his face with both hands, he began laughing insanely.  Once he was able to stop, his thoughts went over the events of last night briefly.  

And here you told her that she’d be cravin’ you when you were done with her.  

He shook his head in defeat.  Somewhere between her sweet kisses, soft skin and the sounds she made while climaxing around him, the script had flipped.  He wasn’t sure when it had happened exactly, only that it did.  He was sunk.  

Buffy had made him ‘feel’, something that never happened… until her.  That tiny slip of a woman had brought out a range of emotions for him, some foreign, some frightening, all forbidden.  William wanted nothing more than to court her, Spike wanted nothing less than to possess her… all of her.  And like a caveman, that primal need had driven him to take her over and over again as if to mark her territorially so no other man would dare to come near her.  

She'd lured Spike out of the ‘zone’, drawn William out of hiding, and brought them both into the here and now of the moment.  And ‘there’ they stayed with her, for every blissful second of their joining until exhaustion claimed their bodies for sleep.  

He smiled as he remembered waking up to find himself spooning her.  She held his hand against her breast, her fingers lightly intertwined overtop of his.  She had made him instantly hard in that moment even as she snored.  

Wonder what she’ll be thinkin’ 'bout when she wakes up.  God knows she’ll be sore for a few days.  

He chuckled, feeling somewhat proud of the fact that every time she sat down she’d inevitably think of him and everything they had done.  

Lifting the collar of her shirt from his chest, he inhaled.  Mmmm, Buffy.  He quickly stood up, taking it and her sweat pants off, not wanting to taint their smell with his own so he could savor it later.  Standing there naked, he gently folded then laid them on the coffee table in front of him and sat back down.  

He rested his elbows on his knees, clasping both hands together between them and simply stared at the neat little pile.  The image of her face twisted in pleasure flashed through his mind, making his cock twitch.  He didn’t think he would ever be able to take another job without closing his eyes just to picture her face rather than look at that of whatever random woman he’d have to service.  

Suddenly, he wasn’t sure if he could.  Would he accidentally call out her name?  That would be a bit embarrassing, not to mention he’d have one very pissed off client and then no paycheck to show for it once Lorne found out.  

He closed his eyes and tried to imagine being with one of his past clients again.  As it played out in his mind, he nearly gagged.  The mere thought held an atmosphere of betrayal so thick he could taste it, the feeling as if he were somehow cheating on Buffy... and it choked him.  

He shook his head to try and clear it of everything Buffy.  

“Get her out of your mind.  She could never want the likes of you.”  

At least I have her clothes if she never calls.  It would be a bittersweet reminder of her and their passionate night together.  

He decided the best thing he could do for himself right now was to get some sleep.  He still had an eight-hour shift at the restaurant later that afternoon.  Heading straight for his king-size bed, he decided to skip showering for now, feeling too exhausted and not quite ready to wash off the lingering scent of sex on his skin.  

As he lay down, he realized Lorne would probably still be awake, taking care of some bookkeeping before leaving The-Hide-Away.  Better call now.  

Reaching towards his night table, he grabbed the phone and hit speed-dial.  Two rings later and Lorne picked up.

"Spike, my man, how's it hanging?"  He chuckled in spite of himself then coughed.  "Sorry, couldn't resist.  So, do I have another satisfied customer?"

"I think it's safe to say she'll be feelin’ her 'satisfaction' for a few days."  

"Ha, haha…that's my boy.  Cha CHING, so she'll be a repeat?"  Lorne waited patiently as seconds ticked by.  "Ahhhh, Spike?  Something wrong?"

"I kinda screwed up... kind of, sort of... maybe."

"You went, she CAME, you conquered.  What's the problem?"

"Well, remember what she said 'bout not wantin' me to stay the night?"

"Yeeeees, continue."

"See, things went SO well that when I waited for her to go to sleep, I sorta fell asleep too.  I just got in about twenty minutes ago.  You're not mad, are you?"

"Well, that depends.  Is she upset?"

"Not really.  I mean, I sorta woke her up and proceeded to...”  

“Spare me the details, I get what you did.”

“Right!  She fell asleep afterwards and then I slipped out." 

"Well, as far as I'm concerned, as long as she's happy it doesn't really matter to me WHAT you do with your free time.  Just remember what I said, about how you spend your time with her."

"Been meanin’ to ask you 'bout that mate.  Wha…"  Interrupted before he could finish, Lorne cut him short.

"Whoop, gotta go.  Got another call coming through, sorry.  Call me later, we'll talk more then."

"WAIT!  Will you at least tell me what she says?  When she calls?  I... just want to be sure she got her money's worth... you know."  Yeah, right!  He knew she did, what he really wanted to know is if she would mention any word about wanting to see him again. 

"Sure thing, buddy.  Why dontcha stop by after your shift for a drink and we'll chat.  Ciao."

The receiver went dead and William sighed.  Again with the warning and again he got the feeling Lorne knew something he should be telling.  Hopefully he'd wheedle it out of him later.  Odd that Lorne avoided the conversation whenever he brought it up.  Don' know if that's a good thing or not.

Placing the phone back in its cradle, he lay on his back and closed his eyes.  Thinking back to when he'd first started this whole gig and everything that led up to it, he still hoped it wouldn't be much longer until he could officially quit.

~~~~~~~~~~

William Jeffery Ivanhoe IV, though born to privilege, power and money, had been cut off by his family after he pursued what they felt was a fruitless waste of his time and efforts.

It didn’t deter his dream; rather, it fueled his goal even more to make it on his own.  He would show his parents, more specifically his father that he would succeed. 

Anne, his mother, had given birth to him in London.  Four years later, both parents had moved to the States for the purpose of expanding their wine empire.  The young boy was left under the care of his Uncle Rupert Giles, his mother's older brother.  From there he was to attend private schools and then Oxford as per instructions, to follow the family tradition.  

William loved his Uncle dearly.  He'd been the only real present and steady father figure in his life.  Naturally, there were phone calls and trips to California during the holidays and such, but the time spent there was filled with lectures on the family business and doing well in school since one day he was expected to take over the North American end of the Ivanhoe’s business so that his parents could retire and move back to England. 

William would listen quietly as his father talked on and on while strolling through the vast vineyards, dutifully following behind him, replying with the expected "yes, sir" here and "no, sir" there.  Once back home with Uncle Rupert, all he could do was talk about his lack of interest in any part of his father's plans for him.  

His Uncle was an open-minded listener to his only nephew's every thought.  Feeling sorry for the predicament of his arranged future, Rupert tried to verbally reason with the youth while still supporting his growing interest in cooking. He felt the boy was gifted, but could see nothing but discontent in his future once he was finished with college and expected to join his parents’ business.


On several occasions, Rupert wanted to share with Anne her son's extraordinary talent.  However, that would have led to arguments the minute his father found out, and he felt it wouldn't be fair to William when his father stepped in to crush the young lad's dreams of becoming a chef.  For now, he could only hope that William would either outgrow his love for cooking or, if not, that he would be strong enough to stand up to his father when the time came.   

Rupert allowed William the run of the house from the time he came to live with him.  The household staff instantly fell in love with the blue-eyed, curly brown-haired boy as he toddled from the grounds to the stables, asking a zillion questions as children often do, always delighted to explain.  His thirst for knowledge was insatiable and they admired the boy's willingness to learn and to 'help' in their chores as they provided instruction.  From dusting bookshelves to saddling horses, William wanted to do it all.  Maids and footmen alike all agreed that he would one day grow to be the finest gentleman England had ever produced.

It was the kitchen however, that William loved the most.  He couldn't get enough of the fresh smell of bread baking in the oven or the sound of beef as it sizzled in the frying pan laced with onions and mushrooms.  The "why's" and "how's" were answered with patience and love for the boy's curiosity.  As time went on, they allowed him to 'help' prepare meals almost daily before having to shoo him out to dress for dinner.

By age twelve, William's sole interest centered on the kitchen and everything that went on inside.  At that time, Rupert had found a lady-friend, Jenny, with whom he was quite taken, and so, he hired a full time chef to see that every meal she joined him for was perfect.

William still remembered the day the Frenchman 'Jean Philippe' had arrived with his haughty attitude and mile high white chef's hat.  He commanded the staff in dictatorship style, insisting the 'best' of every item be brought to him fresh from the market or he simply could not work.

The tween had walked in, two hours before Jenny was to arrive, to help in the preparation of the evening’s meal to find a short, red-faced man barking orders and demanding his 'special' knives be brought to him 'or else'.  One hour later found the obnoxious middle-aged man with his pants charmed off by the youth and forever dubbed 'Uncle John'.

Over the years, Uncle John had schooled him on the finer points of taste, proper preparation and above all, presentation of food.  Eventually, he was allowed to oversee certain areas of preparation for special, catered events.  It especially thrilled William that when his Uncle wed Jenny, the meal was to be supervised by him with 'no questions asked'.   

Shortly after the beautiful spring wedding, he finished his Advanced Supplementary Level exams.  The celebratory party his parents insisted on throwing for him should have been a happy occasion, but not for William.  He’d worn a smile, was cordial to his guests and for appearance sake seemed to be having a good time.  Both Rupert and ‘Uncle John’ could see through the façade.  They knew that he not only had broken up with Cecily two weeks prior, but that he dreaded the thought of packing his bags in the fall for Oxford.  After much debate, Rupert and Jean had come up with a plan.

Four days later, after William’s parents returned to California, Rupert found William lounging under an old oak in the gardens, face buried deep in Shakespeare.

“Ah, William, my boy, there you are.”

“Uncle Rupert.”  He nodded politely and promptly closed the book as his Uncle came to sit on the bench next to him.

“There’s something I’ve been meaning to discuss with you.”  He paused to take off his glasses, preparing to clean them while relaying his plan.

“Since you’re cleanin’ your spectacles, I presume it’s not somethin’ pleasant?”  

He really did make William nervous every time he did that.  Only two times could he recall his Uncle beginning a conversation with that small act where it had turned out to be something positive.  The first had been about the gentlemanly responsibilities concerning the birds and bees, which was followed by a trip to the apothecary for prophylactics.  Rupert had been astute about the eventuality of what his nephew would be engaging in when he had met Cecily.  The second time came when he announced his intentions of asking Jenny to be his wife.

“As a matter of fact, ahem, quite the opposite.”  Placing his glasses back on his face he continued.  “It appears that you have been quite down as of late and understandably so.  It saddened me to see your relationship with Miss Underwood go sour.”

“We’ve already had that discussion, Uncle.  Bloody bint got what she deserved.”

“William!  I’ll remind you not to speak in such a manner about a young lady, even if Cecily is a... ‘bint’ as you so aptly put it.  I agree with your, eh... assessment where her, shall we say, indiscretions are concerned.  Your handling of the situation was nevertheless...  Oh dear, allow me to start over, this is not how I intended for this conversation to go.  Now see here.  My point is that you’ve been in a slump ever since and it has only gotten noticeably worse since finishing school.  Don’t think for a moment that I don’t know why either.”

William interrupted him.  “I know what you’re going to say Uncle, so spare me the...”

“No, no you don’t.  Now if you will let me finish.”  He waited until William had nodded and apologized.

“Right then.  Now I know you have no desire to attend Oxford or to take over the winery for your parents.  If you did, your life would be, shall we say, quite dull and... unfulfilling I’d wager.  I’m about to propose an arrangement that I think will be to your liking.”

William quirked an eyebrow.  This was certainly going to be interesting.  Maybe it was good news.  

“After Jean and I had a little discussion, we’ve come up with a plan to aid you in your... aspiration.”

“Aspiration?”

“Yes.  If you still desire to become a chef.”

“I do, I want to, you know that’s all I’ve ever wanted.”  He was practically on the edge of his seat in anticipation of what his Uncle would say next.

“Of course.  Now, there is NO way I can convince your parents to allow you to attend culinary school, however, if I didn’t know you went there instead of attending Oxford, well then... do you understand where I’m coming from?”

“Oh, Uncle Rupert!  You mean it?  Really mean it?”  Hope filled his face along with astonishment at this news.  It was almost too good to be true.  “But HOW?  I mean, wouldn’t they... how?”

“You leave the details to me.  Jean and I are handling it and that is all you ever need know.  Other than that, I fear I may be ostracized once you arrive in California.”

“I don’t understand.”

“In other words, I can only deceive them for so long.  And you WILL have to make your appearance in California eventually.  I can only hope that once you are there, they will see reason and spare you the leniency you deserve as a man with his own destiny to forge.  If not, then it is entirely up to you what to do from there.  So, how say you, William, would you attend Le Cordon Bleu if given the chance?  It would have to be the London branch of the school I’m afraid, but...”

William never gave him the chance.  He launched himself into his Uncle’s arms, nearly sobbing his thanks over and over before realizing they were two grown British men engaged in a hug.  Pulling back seconds later, they finished the hug with semi-straight faces and gentlemanly hard pats on the back.

“Yes, well.  I presumed that you would accept the offer.”  Rupert loved the boy dearly as if he were his own son, and as such no longer cared what his parents thought.  “You know, I rather relish the idea of still having you around the house while you attend the school.  As an Uncle, I rather feel at times like you are a son to me, and as such enjoy having you around as well as seeing you happy.”

William just smiled.

“I love you too, Uncle Rupert.  And I promise I won’t disappoint you.”

“I’m sure you won’t, dear boy, and I... love you, too.  You’re like a son to me.  I’ve always admired not only your talent, but your drive and dedication as well.  Jean and I are both very proud.  And I dare say but you do make a splendid Beef Wellington.”

Both men chuckled.  It was a private joke that Jean felt his preparation of said dish was superior to any one chef in the world, until Rupert had tasted William’s.

As if trying to convey a sense of secrecy, Rupert leaned in to tell his nephew one more thing.

“And for the record, however much I disapprove of vulgarity, I was quite chuffed when the school called to tell me the exact words you had addressed Miss Underwood with; she was a selfish, boorish, insufferable... bint.”	

~~~~~~~~~~~~

Now back in the States, William not only felt like a foreigner, but his parents were complete strangers to him as well.  They had the nerve to tell him as if he were still a child, of what his ‘planned’ future consisted of, and fully expected him to comply with their plans without question.

A hot headed and willful William finally rose to the surface, refusing to be molded to any purpose but his own and promptly left his parents’ estate with what savings he had.  He knew it wasn't much, but it would allow him to live by himself until he could get work and continue to see his dream through of having his own restaurant.  He would show them.  

The first 10 months of independence had found him living in a studio apartment in the outskirts of LA where he’d found a job cooking at Grisanti’s.  It wasn't long before his funds were being consumed rapidly by the essentials of daily living.  Feeling depressed one day, he’d sat down with his friend Lorne trying to drown himself in whiskey and discussed the possibility of giving up and giving in to his parent's desires to run the winery.  He’d gotten got so drunk that he got up in front of the crowd in Lorne's club that night to belt out Billy Idol’s ‘Rebel Yell’.  He could still remember Lorne’s amused look as he staggered from the stage.  

Lorne informed him there would no doubt be some compromises to be made on his self-imposed journey, but if he stuck to it, he would be successful, no two ways about it. What he didn't tell him, was what sacrifices and all of what he would have to endure to attain his dream.  For his friend's sake, he chose to remain silent rather than upset 'The Powers that Be' and disturb the domino effect that fate had already set in motion for him.  Lorne's 'gift' was a blessing and a bane that constantly needed to be tempered with wisdom for fear of bringing any harm to those who sought his help.  

“Wha’s the possibility of me workin' for you, mate?  Ya know, every once in awhile, just to pay the bills?”  William knew he was taking a chance by asking this of his friend.  The thought of reducing himself to becoming a hooker felt demeaning, but it was money…quick and good money, the very thing he needed.  William viewed sex as an act between two people that were in love, but he would do it if it meant he could build his savings back up and buy Grisanti’s once Antonio was ready to sell and retire.  He’d held his breath and waited for Lorne’s refusal.

“I have no doubt you could do it, William, but are you willing to put up with all that you know it entails?”  Lorne could ‘read’ into his friend’s very mind and saw the contempt he held at the thought of crawling back to his parents.

“Jus’ till I have Antonio’s askin’ price.”  He slumped back in his chair.  “I’d rather live with that than to go back and live a life of my parent's miserable makin'.”

“Tell ya what, since we are friends I’m going to make an allowance I wouldn’t normally, but only because I do see you succeeding in the future.  I can arrange for you to have work and I’ll see to it that it’s nothing or no one you couldn’t or wouldn’t want to handle.  I’ve been meaning to take on a more, shall we say, legitimate business that I can grow old and retire from.  So here’s what I propose.”

Lorne agreed to hire William as an escort, give him an unheard of fifty percent cut from every ‘job’ with the understanding that he wouldn’t touch the money until the time came time to buy Grisanti’s.  Then Lorne would go in halves with him and run the business side of the restaurant while William took over as head chef.  It would only take them as long as Antonio had planned for retiring, two years, for William to take the right amount of ‘jobs’ to seal the deal.  

And Spike was born.

~~~~~~~~~~

Late morning found Buffy awake with a feeling of pure contentment humming through her body.  She started to stretch with a smile on her face until the soreness between her legs had her memory come hurtling back like a slap in the face.  

“Oh GooooOOOOOOOOOOOD!!!”  She pulled her pillow over her face and started laughing her head off, the shaking from it jarring her over sensitized flesh down there.  Once her composure returned, she sat up with a wide goofy grin and just knew it was going to be a very good day no matter how much her bottom ached.  There was no use in her feeling embarrassed as she thought about everything she and Spike had done last night.  He had completely rocked her world in every way possible and even created a few new ways she would think about later.  Springing out of bed like a cat, she pranced into her bathroom to turn on the radio.  

A song had just finished fading out when the next one started.  

           ---That hunk of salty goodness was worth every sore muscle in our ass.  So when are we gonna call him again?” 

 Ooooh no.  This was a one-time deal.  I got exactly what I wanted; I am not going to jinx myself.  

            ---And what do you plan to do the next time we get horny, hmmm?  Call Riley?

Don’t know, don’t care.  Go away, you’re spoiling my good mood.  
        
           ---Alright, just remember what he said, you know the part about being in our system and craving him?  Well, we’ll just see what you do when the time cums.

What EVERRRRR! 

Turning the shower on, she hummed lightly to the tune on the radio as it played Breathless by The Corrs. 

            ---‘... the slightest touch and I feel weak...’

Uh oh.  The bitch was back, and singing in her head.  

           ---‘... I’m losing the will to try.  Can’t hide it.  Can’t fight it...’

Aaaaaaaaaargh. Well, it is a good tune.  She turned up the volume full blast and began singing out loud.  

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Buffy had decided to stop by the gallery to see how Anya was doing, and if she wanted to grab some lunch.  She walked in through the side door and headed straight for her office before going to find her friend, still humming the tune that was now stuck in her head since her shower.  She walked through the door and headed straight for her coffee maker, never noticing Anya who was seated with her feet propped up on her desk, reading a magazine.

Anya looked up from her position at Buffy, curiously watching her bounce to her humming.  

“What are you doi…”  Then she saw Buffy’s face.  

“OH, MY, GOD!”  As Buffy looked in her direction, Anya’s shocked expression went comically wide as her eyes practically bulged out of their sockets.

Hearing her voice, Buffy turned and wasn’t surprised at Anya’s unusual position.  

“What?”  She felt nervous suddenly.

“You got laid!”  Anya squealed it out like a fact rather than a question.  She watched Buffy’s face go pink.  Still, she kept looking closer and closer at her.

“What?  I so did not... ok, fine.  Did you take mind reading 101 or something?”  She ‘humphed’ and turned her attention back to her coffee, trying hard to appear as nonchalant as possible.  Anya got up and kept staring as she walked right over to grab her shoulder, turning her as if trying to read Buffy’s face some more.  There is no way she’ll get this out of me.

Satisfied with her assessment, Anya released her grip.  

“You had orgasms… lots of them!  About time, way to go, Riley!”  She raised her fist in mock triumph then crossed her arms over her chest, smiling only seconds before the shock returned to her face.  

“Not Riley!  Buffy, you… spill it, sister.”  She had the look of someone who wasn’t going to walk away without an explanation.

“Good God, woman, are you the devil?”  Buffy couldn’t believe her friend’s power of perception.  Either she really was psychic or Buffy reeked of the sin she had engaged in.  She raised her arms to signal her to stop.  

“Okay, fine.  I got laid, I had many orgasms and no, it wasn’t Riley.  There, happy?”

“Not till I get all the juicy details.  Aside from that, what ARE you doing here; you're supposed to be on vacation while I make more money.”  Now she was back to being the Anya she knew so well.

“I came to see how you were doing and if you felt like going to lunch.”

“Oh… well in that case, yes, let’s.  Your treat I assume, seeing how your many orgasms have left you with a feeling of generosity towards your friend and top employee?  But I still want the full scoop you… you… you harlot, you.  I’m almost jealous, you know, I mean look at you.”  She waved her hands in the air around Buffy to make her point.  “You’re all… glowy and what not from all the… let’s leave now, I can’t wait to hear how this mystery man actually made the ice queen melt.”

Buffy burst out laughing.  She is so off base about who the harlot really was.  

“On one condition though.  I give you the details BUT… I’m not giving you his identity.”  She felt a sudden urge to protect Spike.  She knew Anya could probably care less if she knew that Spike was for hire or that Buffy had stooped to hire an escort.  It was more about Anya’s reaction if she found out after she gave the specifics of their shared night that worried her.  With her carefree attitude towards sex, Anya might ask for Lorne’s number to see how good Spike was for herself.  She may be stingy when it came to her money, but she didn’t want to risk it considering the value Anya placed on orgasms.  If she knew how amazing her Spike really was, and that he was readily available, well… she wouldn’t put it past her friend.  They may share many things, but she was unwilling to share Spike.  Wait a minute, since when is Spike my anything?

"Who cares WHAT his name is, I just wanna know HOW he did it!"  

Of course she does.  Ten minutes and a car ride later...

Sitting in the small coffee shop, Buffy relayed only the highlights in between bites of her turkey and cheese on rye.  She didn’t tell her about the ‘break in’ or anything she and Spike had talked about.  But far be it from her not to rattle off all the taboo things they’d done, beaming with pride every time Anya would gasp or choke on her lunch in surprise or envy.

"First contact?  THE final frontier?  You?  Whoa, Buffy.  Good on you, or rather, in you.  So did you like it, was it was good?"

"Would it be too crude to say... Oh yeah!"

"Please.  You know how I feel about it.  So, are you going to see him again?"

And there it was; the million dollar question.  She decided not to think on it too much lest the slut come back to argue with her again.  So she stuck to her original decision.

“No, I don’t think so.”  A hint of sadness came with her answer.

“WHAT?  Are you crazy?  The ONE man who brings you not only your first real orgasm, but several?  Buffy, you’ve met a man most women would kill for, so I don’t understand.”

“I mean, just because we clicked in the bedroom doesn’t mean there would be any ‘clicking’ outside of it.”

“Well at least keep him as a ‘fucking’ friend.”

As appealing the idea was; it wasn’t realistic.  Huh, realistic.  She still had yet to sort out what was and wasn’t realistic about last night.  Shrugging off the thought, she replied. 

“Uhhh, I don’t think he’d be interested.  It was more of a one night stand really.”  Yup, and if she tried hard enough, she just might convince herself of that.  Spike had already talked about a next time, and to make matters worse, had gotten to her on a frighteningly emotional level.  Something she couldn’t afford in her life with any man, especially him because of what he did for a living.

“From everything you’ve just told me I’d be surprised.”  Full of sarcasm, she continued.  “I mean, the guy does all, all... THAT, and wouldn’t be interested?  Come on Buffy, even you’re not THAT dense.”

“Maybe.  I guess.  I don’t know, doesn’t matter anyway.  I don’t have his number and he doesn’t have mine.”  Not a lie, not a lie.

“Oh, I see.  What about Riley?”

“Yeah, uhm, about that.  I’m going to take him to dinner soon and break up with him.  I’m just not sure what reason I’m going to give him.  I knew I was going to dump him last Sunday after I left his apartment, but...”

“Tell him the truth.”

Buffy gripped the table and leaned forward.

“Are you insane?  I can’t tell him the truth, he’s a-a-a... sweet guy, he doesn’t deserve...”

“Keep your britches on Miss hot pants; I’m on your side.  Personally, I never liked him.  There’s something about him that... just doesn’t... isn’t right.  Anyway, so when is the break up?”

“Well, as soon as I get back from my ‘business trip’.  I’ll call then, ya know, not until I get back, to help in the set up of me dumping him.  He expects me to call him almost every day, so when I don’t...”

“Smart.  I agree.  Give him a silent heads up you’re no longer interested.”

“Yeah, I guess.  I’m going to talk to Willow about how to do it smoothly.  I don’t want to hurt his feelings, but...”

“Enough said.  Now, tell me again about the scarves, cuz whoa, bondage is good for the soul.”

Oh my God.  It caught her off guard that Anya had said something so similar to what Spike had.  Shaking her head clear of the thought, she giggled, and did her best to remain in a light mood as she went over the details of that unforgettable moment.

After dropping Anya back off at the gallery, it was time to call Lorne and let him know she was happy with the ‘service’ he’d provided her.  Yes, the ‘guy he had in mind for her’ was perfect; a little too perfect.  

Once she got home, she knew her mind would begin the struggle to figure out what had occurred, if anything, between her and Spike in those final moments they were together.  If she could just put it off a little while longer...  Since it wouldn’t hurt to hang onto her good mood, she decided to go shopping, even if she didn’t need anything.  Yes, that would keep her distracted and away from the house.  

~~~~~~~~~~~~

Later that night as Buffy readied herself for bed, she couldn’t help but stare at the black denim and ripped t-shirt that were still lying on her floor.  She almost couldn’t bring herself to go over and even touch them, let alone pick them up.  She knew the minute she would she’d...

She did it anyway, first the t-shirt.  She picked up the torn piece of clothing and went for his jeans next.  She held them for a moment before bringing them to her nose, inhaling deeply.  Spike.

Just then she looked up to see herself in the mirror.  Staring back at her was one woman, desperate for one man.  Desperate for what she’d already had, paid for less than twenty four hours ago.  She almost didn’t recognize herself for a moment.  

I shouldn’t want him; it was just, just...

One night.  A night that never should have happened, could never happen again.  So why did she want it too? 

Who was she kidding?  As the scent of his clothes, of him filled her senses, her body quivered.   As sore as she was, her body craved it, craved him.  It was just a business arrangement.

	---Keep telling yourself that, and you just might believe it.

She didn’t feel like arguing with herself.  Why was the slut even here?  Had she come to somehow rationalize that maybe Spike did...

No, that’s all it was for him.  She couldn’t think about it; the way he’d made her feel.  There were parts that seemed so real, like he was... with her... with her.

She sighed in defeat.  There was no denying what she thought had gone on between them; a connection.  A connection that ran deeper than she’d ever experienced with any of the men she’d chosen to be with from her past.  Still, he didn’t, couldn’t feel the same way, could he?

“This is ridiculous, I’m being ridiculous.”

Even as she said this, she climbed into bed still clutching his clothes and turned out the lights, not even fully aware of the fact she now held them close to her face, just to keep his scent close.

As her eyes closed, she clutched the material closer and sighed heavily, still exhausted from the prior night and her own conflict over what exactly happened between them.  Now wasn’t the time to think about it, she needed sleep. The scent of his clothes surrounded her, wrapping her in a blanket of comfort of his familiar smell  ... Spike.

She drifted off, to a place that held only images of him.  Of the pleasures he’d brought her body, of the feelings he’d filled her with, where she belonged to him, and he belonged to her.

Little did she know how he would continue to plague her dreams in the nights to come... before she could no longer take it.

A/N;  Reviews please???


Chapter 13

Out of Sight, Yet in My Mind

WOW, I got nominated  for round 12 in the Spuffy Awards.  Whoever nominated me thank you, I feel truly honored that you thought enough of my story, I still haven't scraped myself up off the floor from my shock.     As for this chapter, just  remember I said  it's not all wine and roses.  ...Oooooooh, ahh- ahhhhh, oh, ah, ah, ah “aaaaaAAAAAAAAH!!!”  

Tiny droplets of perspiration beaded across her forehead as the muscles in her legs continued to quiver uncontrollably from the intensity of her orgasm.  She struggled to slow her labored breathing even as her heart still beat wildly in her chest.

Three nights in a row he had come to her; lavishing her body with his touch, adorning every inch of her skin with his kisses, filling her up from the inside out with his body and soul.

“God Damnit!”   

Her underwear was soaked... again.  Frustration consumed her along with an unexpected emotion... anger.  

Every night he entered her dreams, and every night he made her body sing.  This night, however, the orgasm Spike gave her was so intense it woke her up, her womb still pulsing in time with the release of her fluids.  

She got out of bed and raced into the bathroom, flicking on the light.  She immediately turned the faucet on and began splashing her face over and over with ice cold water until she felt sufficiently awake.  

She remained hunched over the sink for a few seconds longer with her eyes closed after turning the water off.  This has GOT to stop.  Grabbing a hand towel, she patted her face dry and stood upright to look at herself in the mirror, only to be met with her again; the face of that woman who overshadowed her own familiar reflection day after day.  The woman who yearned endlessly for the bleached blonde she’d met only four days ago.  

She’d gone over that night at least a hundred times, picking apart every detail.  And every time she’d come up empty handed.  True, there were some genuine moments, things that happened she knew in her heart could not be faked... by any man.  The last time they were together she’d told herself it was all an act, had allowed herself to escape in a fantasy because of it.  So why did it feel so much like he was ‘there’ with her?  

She was tired of this; tired of him plaguing her thoughts during the waking hours and tired of him haunting her dreams at night.  The longer she looked in the mirror at this stranger, the angrier she became.  There had to be a way to get him out of her dreams, out of her mind, and out of her life.  She needed to prove to herself that it meant nothing more to him than her money in his pocket.  

After lunch with Anya and her four hour session of retail therapy, she figured it was time to call Lorne.  She let him know right away that she was happy with her ‘encounter’ from his service but nothing more beyond that.  They spent the next hour idly chatting and laughing away about much of nothing.  She was grateful he hadn’t asked if she wanted another appointment with Spike.  She made up her mind that it wasn’t going to ever happen again, however, it seemed her body wouldn’t accept that decision and rebelled whenever she slept.

She stepped back from the mirror and stripped her clothes off.  Turning the shower on, she set the water’s temperature to a lukewarm, suffering through the goose-bumps in order to shake any remnants of sleepiness away.  She had to figure out a way and fast; she couldn’t go on like this, couldn’t go on pining for a... prostitute.

She dressed herself in boxers and a loose tank top before leaving her bedroom.  Padding down the stairs, she decided a hot cup of chamomile and some late night television would help clear her head.  She couldn’t come up with a solution if she remained upset, and she damn sure wasn’t going back to sleep.  She knew if she did that he would be there, waiting for her.

Settling down five minutes later with her tea, she wrapped a throw around her legs and turned on the TV.

~~~~~~~~~~~~

Sitting at The-Hide-Away, William sat quietly nursing his third whiskey of the evening.  Tonight had found him thinking about Buffy... again.  He knew the minute he’d left her house that he wouldn’t be able to get her out of his mind, so he hadn't even tried.  And like the fool for love that he was, he spent every night sniffing her clothes while vividly recalling her kiss, her touch, how she’d stirred a longing buried deep within only to end up calling out her name while relieving himself alone in his bed.  

He’d done his best to hide his disappointment several nights ago when Lorne informed him that she had called but said nothing more than she was happy with her ‘purchase’.  After hearing that, he figured there was no reason to broach the subject of Lorne’s cryptic statement regarding how he spent his time with her.  What would be the point?  And what did he really expect?  That Lorne would say she couldn’t wait to see him again?  He scoffed at the thought.  And yet every day and every night a part of him he still hoped, knowing it was in vain, that she would call.  

She probably hadn’t even broke up with her boyfriend, didn’t need to since Spike took care of her problem.  No, she was probably home right now in her bed with white-bread himself, getting her brains shagged out and screaming his name in pleasure.

That last thought infuriated him, making him gulp the rest of his Jack down and slam the glass on the table.

Lorne had been flitting around the place all evening, talking with staff and catering to the customers when he came upon William at that exact moment.

“Whoa, buddy, easy on the wares.”  He turned a chair backwards and straddled it to sit across from his friend, arms resting in front of him.

“Sorry mate.  Jus’ tired.  Long shift at Grisanti’s.”  He damn sure wasn’t going to start singing the Blues; Lorne would see right through him in heartbeat.  

“I see.” 

Lorne’s tone suggested he didn’t believe him, but William didn’t care.  Honestly?  He just wanted to be left alone with the bottle of brown liquid that sat on the table in front of him.  After he drank the amount needed to get her off his mind he would have Lorne call him a cab.

“Got a job if you’re interested.”

“Anyone I know?”  He was grateful Lorne hadn’t needed him this week so far, but of course it was bound to happen eventually.  He still didn’t know how he was going to handle getting back in the routine again of being with other women, and apparently he was going to have to face that now, whether he had an answer or not.

“Matter of fact you do.”

At this, William perked up, a flicker of hope filling his heart.

“Really?”  Buffy, please let it be Buffy.

“Harmony called.”

William’s heart sank faster than the Titanic.

“I think you mean Harmful.  And the answer is no.”

“I knew you wouldn’t want to, but despite having gone through four of my other guys, she still clambers for her Blondie Bear.”

“Stupid chit’s denser than Sherwood.  Can’ take the hint I wouldn’ shag her again if...”  Hold on, what if...  He could just...

Spike came to the forefront to reason with William.

	---You need to get back in the game.  Got a goal here and we’re too bloody close.  Are you gonna let a girl ruin it for us?  Gonna run back home to Daddy with your tail between your legs because of her?  A girl who doesn’ even want you, used you, remember?   Don’ be a nancy-boy.

“You know what, changed my mind, I’ll do it.”

“Really?  Wow, uhmm, are you feeling alright?  Cuz I see you’ve been hanging with Jack here tonight.”

Spike and William were both on-board.  Harmony was the perfect solution to his problem.  One night with the annoying bird would straighten him right out.  After he finished this job, he’d remember the very reason why he was doing what he was doing, and of why he could never hope a woman like Buffy could ever really care for him.

“Matter of fact, `m perfect.”

“Alrighty then.”  Lorne sounded enthusiastic as he slapped his hands together.  “Does tonight work for you?”

Spike laughed then answered Lorne’s question with a question.

“Same address right?”

~~~~~~~~~~~~

Forty five minutes later found Buffy relaxed but too sleepy for her taste.  When her eyes began to flutter, she fought it.  Sitting up straight, she rubbed her eyes and shook her head back and forth; she was still no closer to an answer of how to get Spike out of her head.  She couldn’t allow herself to fall sleep knowing he would be there, waiting for her, just as he had every night.  Waiting to play her body like a well tuned violin to a solo composed just for her.

She picked up the remote and began flipping through the channels rapidly, searching for something, anything loud or obnoxious to keep her awake.

“That should do it.”  She found infomercials to be incredibly annoying, thus perfect for keeping her awake.  Listening to some middle aged man rant on and on about a set of self-help audio-books, she snorted, self-help, if she could help herself she wouldn’t be sitting on the couch right now.  She’d be upstairs getting a fitful night’s sleep right now with dreams of owning those hot black Prada heels she’d passed on buying the other day.

Her mind emptied as she tuned into the ‘success’ of the people who bought the tapes as they ranted about the impact the product had on their lives before the host with the awful toupee re-appeared.

“...is the answer my friend. Tape number three, Facing Your Personal Demons.  This tape will illustrate how facing your fears head on and conquering them will set you free, allowing you to pursue all the success you deserve and  ...”

As surely as she was absorbed in the meaningless chatter, one part had clearly caught her attention.  That’s it.  

Glancing at the clock on the wall, it read 12:23AM.  She got up and made her way to the kitchen where her purse lay.  Pulling out her cell phone, she hit 2 buttons and pressed call.  Four rings later...

“Hello cupcake.  How’s my favorite girl?”

“I’m fine.  You?”

“Oh the usual, running out of vermouth, in bad need of a manicure; other than that just peachy.  Are we still... hold on, too much noise here.”

The sounds of the club’s night life disappeared after hearing the distinct sound of a door closing.

“That’s better.  As I was about to ask, are we still on for Saturday?”
 
“Definitely!  I have NOTHING in my fall wardrobe that’s worth keeping from last year and I could use some new boots.  But that’s not why I called”

“What’s up honey-bunny.”

“Well, I was wondering if...”

~~~~~~~~~~~~

William needed at least two more shots of whiskey, just the right amount of liquid courage to use Spike in his plan to forget all about Buffy.  Once he was plowing himself into Harmony, he knew he’d revert back to the man he was before.  He poured another shot even as Lorne still stared at him with a look of disbelief at taking the job.

“I’ll call and tell Miss Kendall you’ll be by in let’s say, ohhhhh... one hour?”

“One hour, got it.”  He raised his glass in mock salute.  “Here’s to one job closer to quittin’.”

Lorne laughed in response and got up, leaving William to his drink and headed for his office to call Harmony.

Deciding there was no time like the present; William slammed back the shot in one swallow.  He did this four more times in rapid succession before standing up and heading out the door.  It would only take him eighteen, no, make that twelve minutes if he drove fast enough to where she lived.  The sooner he could get this over with the better, besides, he knew Harmony wouldn’t complain.

Arriving at the familiar condo in a record nine minutes, he dismounted his motorcycle and strode towards the door with determination and knocked three times.  Hearing the familiar voice whining from within made him cringe, but the resolution of his personal mission forced him to open the door and walk in.

He saw no sign of Harmony as he made his way into her living room.  The high shrill of her voice rang out moments later, clearly coming from where he knew her bedroom was.

“I’m in here.”

Of course she is.  Slipping into character, he swaggered to where he knew she was waiting for him.  He stopped to lean one forearm against the frame of the door.  Running his hand slowly down his stomach to settle on his crotch, he wore a seductive smile and cocked his head to one side as he took in the sight of her.  She lay on her bed in nothing but a purple frilly teddy that left nothing to the imagination, running one finger up and down from her neck to the valley of her breasts and up again.

“Hello Harm.  Miss me?”

She pouted.

“If I didn’t know any better, I’d think you’ve been avoiding me.”  Her whimpering increased and her pout deepened.  “Those others Lorne sent me weren’t any good compared to my Blondie Bear.”

Spike eyed the patterns she traced on her chest.  Her breasts were more than mouthful, perfect for getting creative as to what to use the two mounds for, and the full curves of her body looked warm and inviting.  Oh yeah, `s jus’ what I need.

He shrugged off his duster and draped it over a chair as he headed straight for the bed.  Stopping before the beauty that lay waiting for him; he peeled off his shirt, dropped it on the floor and crawled his way onto the bed towards her.  She opened her arms wide but he didn’t reciprocate.  Instead, he reached for the silk bow on the front of her lingerie and pulled it until her breasts spilled forth, straining towards his capable hands.

“Wha’s your pleasure tonight, luv?”  He took one of her hands and brought it to his growing erection.  “You want me to take it easy on you?  Or... shall I fuck you into the ground like I know you want me to?”

~~~~~~~~~~~~

Buffy knew she’d done the right thing as she snapped her phone shut.  She was going to face her ‘personal demon’ head on, and as surely as the infomercial had preached, she would conquer it.  After requesting to see Spike she agreed to let Lorne decide as to when he would arrive on one condition; “no breaking through my window again.”  Lorne chuckled and assured her he would use the front door this time.  

Her little ploy would not only rid her mind of the memory from four days ago, but once she saw Spike again, she would be forced to see the arrangement she’d made for exactly what it was.  It was nothing more than a simple exchange of money for goods and services rendered... it was just sex.  

The only downside was the waiting.  She didn’t know how many nights she would have to spend dreaming about Spike until he actually showed up on her doorstep.   Hopefully it wouldn’t be too long.  Her dreams were becoming too much for her, not to mention it cost more time spent doing laundry from the havoc it wreaked on her underwear and sheets.  

Sighing, she headed back up the stairs towards her bedroom.  She had to get some sleep; it wouldn’t do her any good to remain awake.  Flopping onto the bed, she chose to stay on top of the blanket, sure that her sheets were still damp from her wet dream.  As she reached to shut the light off, she spotted Spike’s clothes lying just below her pillow, partly concealed by the bedspread.  

The desire to pick them up and inhale his scent was overwhelming.  Annoyed with herself, she grabbed the clothing and flung it as far away from the bed as possible, “Errrrrrgh.”  She would wash them tomorrow and return them the second he showed up, well all except for the ripped T-shirt.  She would keep the shirt, no, there will be no keeping of the shirt. That will go in the trash.  Suddenly afraid she might try to retrieve it in a moment of weakness... on second thought, I’ll burn it.  Yup, that should take care of any impulse to go garbage picking.  

Her thoughts now turned to Riley and their last conversation.  Just as she had planned, she hadn’t bothered to call him for three days or to answer the messages he’d left for her... until today.  There was a hint of irritation to his voice when she’d told him that work had picked up due to her successful business trip and that she barely had time to sleep let alone call or see him.  It seemed to placate him though when she asked if he would meet her Friday night at Grisanti’s.    

Friday, she thought.  Just three more days, well, technically two since today is Wednesday.  She needed to break it off before his feelings were too involved, and judging from this last conversation, the sooner the better.   Once Riley was out of the picture she could breathe a bit easier, however...  

It wouldn’t be until after she’d seen Spike again, to remind herself of the reality of his ‘job’, could she see herself returning to any real sense of normalcy in her day to day life.  Soon, very soon.  Lorne wouldn’t make me wait a week, at least I hope not.  Now she wished she’d chosen a day, rather than leaving it for Lorne to decide.  In the end it wouldn’t matter, it was going to happen, and when it did, she’d be released from any real or perceived threat he had over her heart.

With her mind now at ease, she closed her eyes and gave in to the need for sleep.

~~~~~~~~~~~~

Harmony was fondling Spike’s hard-on and squeezed it firmly when asked if she wanted to be fucked into the ground.  Taking that as her answer, he groaned and bucked his hips into her hand.

This was good, no perfect.  She didn’t want the Romeo act tonight or any silly romantic words.  He could shag her good and hard, make her cum a few times before he did then walk out the door a cured man.

She pulled his belt apart slowly and opened the snap to his pants, grinning like the Cheshire cat.

He hadn’t touched any part of her body yet, not even after palming his cock.  Instead, he sat back on the bed and let her do all the work of undressing him.  She pulled his zipper down part way then stopped to tease and play her fingers along his abdomen and down to the hair of his manhood.

“My sweet Blondie Bear knows me so well I don’t have to answer that question” she cooed.

“Doesn’ mean I don’ like hearin’ it.”

She giggled and crawled her way to sit on top of him, her crotch seated just below his erection.  
He closed his eyes and gave into the feel of her hands as they roamed from his chest back down to the rippling muscles of his abdomen.  When she reached for his zipper again, his hand shot out to grip her wrist tightly.

“Say it.”

She looked confused for a moment before catching on.  Deciding to tease, she asked.

“Say what?”

“Don’ play games.  You know what.”  He wanted to hear it, had to, needed to hear the word ‘fuck’ to remind him.  That one crude word that embodied what he did in order for his dream to survive long enough to become reality.  Only then could he do it.  As soon as she spoke the word he could move on, fuck Harmony right into next week and fuck Buffy right out of his life.  

He smiled as Harmony lowered her body, bringing her mouth was level with his ear.

"Fuck me, Spike.  Fuck me hard."  


~~~~~~~~~~~~

Upon ending his conversation with Buffy, Lorne sighed from the heaviness that filled his heart.  He was truly at an impasse as to exactly what he should do.  He cared deeply for his friend William, but at the same time adored Buffy and his new-found relationship with the vivacious young blonde.  
	
To intervene or not, that was the question.  Despite his ‘ability’, he never knew when it was truly his place to say anything or nothing at all.  The bane of his gift lie in accepting what would happen if he chose to tell all, part, or none of what was revealed to him.   It was a roll of the dice in the lives of those involved as to how it would turn out in the end, and he hated the fact he had any bearing on it at all.  

He was the last one who wanted to upset the balance of the universe and its plans, but the way Buffy hummed to a song coming from her radio in the background when she’d called him the day after Spike arrived... well, he couldn’t ignore what her soul had cried out.  

Still, he knew if it weren’t for him, Buffy and William would never have met.  Deep in his soul he felt the presence of mind to aid in what he was sure needed to happen.  The flip side of the that particular coin was simply this; it held too much potential to end in total disaster for both his dear friends, and leave him with the guilt of knowing it never would have happened if it hadn’t been for him to start with.  In the end he would he would help in picking up the shattered pieces of their separate lives, by which point he knew... would be beyond repair.

Trusting the message of his inner-voice, he’d come out of his office to find William first, before calling Harmony to inform her Spike would arrive within the hour.  It hadn’t taken a song and dance for Lorne to figure out what William was thinking.  Couple that with the fact the bottle of booze left on the table he’d previously occupied was considerably lower than a mere three minutes ago.

Resolving to accept the blame for whatever would happen; he went back to his office, dialed Spike’s number and prayed he wasn’t too late.


A/N: Before you review, if you do, all I have to say is have a little faith in me....... please???


Chapter 14

Waiting and Wanting

Thanks to karbear57 and Dusty273 for their help on this.  I will have  hopefully redeemed myself for any of those readers who may not have like the last chapter.  Enjoy.Con’t from chapter 13............

"Fuck me, Spike.  Fuck me hard."  

His eyes went wide with shock.  Of all the ways she could have said what he needed to hear, she’d chosen the exact phrase Buffy had used when he’d tried so hard to hold back after he’d hurt her in his haste to have her.

The vivid memory of his sweet girl and that moment came rushing back to him along with a flood of emotions. 

He grabbed Harmony’s shoulders and pushed her upright.

“What did you say?”

Just then, his cell phone rang, playing the familiar song that identified it was Lorne trying to reach him. Grateful for the timely intrusion, he immediately shoved her off him and went to retrieve it.  
`
“`Lo?”   He shot Harmony a deadly look that said to remain quiet.  She nodded in understanding, though it did little to wipe the irritated expression off her face.

“William, my man.  Wanted to tell you something, but you’d already left by the time I came out of my office.”

“Right, sorry `bout that.  Had to stop home and get a quick shower.”  Lorne had no idea that he’d rushed out of The-Hide-Away with his mission in mind, or so he thought.

“Rub-a dub-dub.  Anyhow, got a phone call tonight.  Seems Miss Summers wants to see you again.”

As soon as Lorne spoke her name, a lump formed in William’s throat, forcing him to swallow hard.  Tilting his head towards the ceiling with his eyes closed, he drew in a ragged breath and clenched the muscles in his jaw tightly.  His girl wanted to see him.

	---Correction, she wants to see me again.

He was in no mood for Spike right now.  

You think I don’ know that?  Doesn’ matter to me one bit.

	---Doesn’ it?  I’d think twice before...

Oh tha’s rich.  You tellin’ me to think?  Do us both a favor and shut the bloody hell up. 

Since when did he get off trying to be the voice of reason anyway?

`S not as if you don’ want to see her again either. 

	---Exactly the reason you shouldn’.  Nothin’ but dissapointment down that road, mate.  Especially since I’ll be the one shaggin’ her. 

“Hello?  You still there or did I lose the conne...”

“Still here, jus’...”  Grateful. 

“Oh good.  So, my gigolo, would you be willing to see her again?”  

Would he be willing to see her again?  He could no more deny Buffy whatever she desired than he could the very air he needed to breathe.  And he wasn’t about to let Spike say or do anything to try and keep him away from her.

“When?”  His heart swelled at the thought of holding her in his arms again.  He was ruined.  Between Harmony’s words and an unexpected phone call, fate had stepped in to remind him of that fact.  

Stepping out into the hallway, he closed the bedroom door and walked to the living room.  He needed to finish this conversation in private and put some much needed distance between him and the ditzy blonde who lay pouting in her bed.

Lorne told him the time, but when William asked what he had in mind, Lorne merely laughed, telling him it was too much to go into over on the phone, but that Spike would be going the whole nine yards, or rather inches, on this one.  So he wanted him to stop by the next afternoon to go over the details for Buffy’s next encounter.  

As they wrapped up their conversation, Lorne asked him one final question.

“So, do you still want me to call Harmony and let her know you’ll be by tonight?”

“No, jus’ tell her...”  Wait, what the hell was he going to say, to do?  He was already there, she expected him to perform, to...  His stomach turned at the thought.  “Tell her I’m ill.  When I’m better I’m sure we can arrange something.”  

“Got it, ill.  I’ll take care of smoothing it over, don’t worry.”

He breathed a mental sigh of relief.  Now all he had to do was figure out how to tell Harmony he had to leave.

“Thanks, mate.  See you tomorrow.”

“Sure thing, ciao.”

He sat on Harmony’s couch for a full minute searching his mind for a plausible excuse when it suddenly came to him.  Standing, he zipped his jeans back up and refastened his belt.  Walking back into the bedroom, he looked at her straight in the eyes and counted on the fact she was as dumb as she looked.

“Got a bit of bad news.”

“If this is some lame excuse to...”

He raised a hand to stop from hearing her ramble.

“Shut up, Harm, and jus’ listen.  Blood tests from my regular check ups came back.  Appears I’m not safe to... to be here tonight.  Wouldn’ want you to catch anythin’ `til I’ve seen a doc, get proper treatment and all that, unless you don’ mind?”

Her eyes widened as she pulled the flimsy scraps of her clothing together to cover herself.  

“Oh, uhhh, I... ahhhh.  I’ll just... You go... take care of that... thing, and I’ll see you, uhmm... whenever.”

Bloody genius.  He knew when Lorne called to tell her he wasn’t feeling well; it would only substantiate the lie he’d told to get out of staying.  Now all he had to do was make it home in one piece and sleep off the alcohol he’d drank. 

~~~~~~~~~~~~

As surely as the sun rose everyday, Spike was there.  He lay on his side, naked, head propped in his hand.

“`Lo luv.  Been waitin’ for you.”

“I know.”  For once, she was aware of the fact she was dreaming and that meant she could do or say anything she wanted, she had control.

“Don’ look so glum `bout it, I know you feel it.”

“Feel what?”  This was a new thing, the talking, with words other than “oh God” or “yes”, a real conversation was taking place.  She went with it, even though it wasn’t really him.

“Heat, desire.”  His smile turned devilishly evil.

“I don’t feel anything right now.”

His hand flew to his chest.

“You wound me with your words, luv.”  Lowering his voice, he continued haughtily, “Too bad I don’ believe you.”  

He reached a hand out towards her cheek but she backed away, evading his touch.  No way was she going to let him distract her this time.  

“Why are you here?  Do you find it amusing to show up every night and...” 

“Told you I was gonna fuck you so good, so hard that I'm all you'll dream about for weeks... all you'll want inside of that luscious body of yours, or don’ you remember?”  He smiled when her face registered the memory he spoke of.  “You can’ hide from me, Buffy, I know where you live now... I’ve tasted it.”  

“Get a grip...like you’re God’s gift.”  She didn’t like where this conversation was going at all.  “You had a job; I was a customer, end of story.  You ACT for money.”  

A hint of sadness came over his face.

“`S not who I am inside.  I’m a good man... and you know it.  

“I...”  He had her there.  Deep down, she knew he was right.  He’d shown her more than just a good time.  

Her brain told her their night together hadn’t exactly been ‘standard procedure’ for him.  Many things happened, moments that forced him to reveal bits of his true personality, the man she was sure lay underneath that he wouldn’t have displayed under ‘normal’ circumstances; anger, remorse, awe, humility, compassion, and a vulnerability that contradicted the cocky bad boy persona he projected.  Her heart told her she liked what she saw, liked him.  

Those very traits had her uselessly wishing they’d met at her gallery, in a store, or on the street.  Anyplace and in anyway other than how their meeting actually came about, all because she saw them outside of the bedroom, as a couple.

In the end, none of that changed, or could change the fact he slept with women for a living, for money.  And because of that, she called Lorne.  

When she saw Spike, when he finally touched her again, she would be forced to see him in the only light she had any right to, her feelings be damned.

She hadn’t noticed Spike staring at her while her thoughts stole her attention away from their conversation, until she felt his warm hand on her cheek. 

“Don’ think.  Jus’ feel.  Be with me Buffy, please baby.”  He leaned in and kissed the corner of her mouth gently.  There was no one else quite like him; a single kiss and she forgot her name, along with any will to stop him.  Yielding to the desire that rose from his touch, she wrapped her arms around him, drawing him closer.  He rolled her over, planting himself between her legs as she opened herself wide, inviting him to take her away, to whatever place he chose.

~~~~~~~~~~~~

The next day............ 

“You’re kiddin’ me right?”  Lorne had to be joking.  What he suggested was far from anything Spike could have come up with.

“Not at all.”

“`M not second guessin’ you, but, are you SURE tha’s a good idea?”

Lorne patted him on the shoulder.

“Trust me, she’s a hummer.”

“A what?”

“A hummer.  She hums, to tunes.  When we talked on the phone, she hummed.”

“And this is what she wants?”

“She didn’t come right out and say it but yeah, more or less.  Trust me, it’s just what she needs and she’ll enjoy herself if that’s what you’re worried about.”

“Jus’ seems... odd.  Meanin’ she doesn’ have any trouble reachin’ orgasm with me, so it surprises me.”  William would have preferred something of a more romantic nature, but since it wasn’t up to him, he would take what he got, grateful just to be with her again.

“And THAT is exactly the reason why I think it’s a good idea.  It holds the element of surprise.  That and she didn’t request anything specific, well, aside from you anyway.”  

He beamed inside over this, still in shock she had called at all.  Despite his good mood over this turn of events, Lorne’s instructions required the best of Spike’s acting abilities, and that bothered him greatly.

It would be a night of bittersweet torture for William being with her again while Spike carried out the job.  He needed to remember that for Spike, this was business, and sadly, he was sure it was for Buffy as well.  She didn’t request him, she’d requested Spike.  All he could do was sit on the sidelines and watch, waiting and hoping for any signs of just one tender moment to be had where he could step in and be with her.  

“She’ll benefit greatly from this encounter.  And so will you.”

And there he goes again.  He’d never known Lorne to be so cryptic, except where Buffy was concerned.  It would do him no good to inquire as to what he meant exactly either; he’d tried that already, several times.  Best stick to business then.

“So how many props are we talkin’ here?”  He looked up to see Lorne grinning with delight over his plans.

“I’m thinking the whole kit-and-caboodle on this one.  Anything less and it wouldn’t be... convincing enough.  And remember,” he paused to lean forward and pointed a finger at his friend to clearly drive his point home.  “No matter what she says, no matter what she does, stick to the plan and keep her focused, lead her into it.”

“Got it.  Oh, one more thing.  Does she know she’s payin’ extra for this?”

“I’m not charging her extra for it.”

“Really?”  This baffled him.  He knew it was a pretty penny above the normal rate, so why wasn’t Lorne cashing in on it?

Lorne chuckled at his friend’s look of surprise and curiosity, so he explained.  

“She was a hard sell the first time, and if we’re going to keep her as a client I have to make certain allowances... keep her happy.  Don’t looked so shocked, I’ve done this sort of thing before, I just don’t announce it.  But since you’re my friend and my future business partner, I can tell you.”

“`Spose the boss knows best.”  He could understand Lorne’s point.

“I do have certain... flair.”  He flipped his head back like a women and brushed aside an invisible mane of long hair.  “Now, let’s get you outfitted.”

Lorne was glad he’d caught Spike before anything happened between him and Harmony.  If he hadn’t, the likelihood of his plan succeeding at all was nil. He’d created a situation for Buffy’s next encounter that held an opportunity.  If his two friends ever stood a chance of being together, she would need to overcome certain things, certain perspectives.  Now he only hoped it played out that way.  Oh, the scenario had the potential to work beautifully, that he could ‘see’.  What he couldn’t ‘see’, or rather control, was their individual thoughts and actions.  At least this way, he hadn’t done anything to interrupt fate.  Buffy called for Spike, and Spike had agreed.  The rest was up to them.

~~~~~~~~~~~~

“Guess you’re right.”  Buffy sighed heavily.  Willow was rarely wrong when it came to handling affairs of the heart.

“And you’ll walk away with a clean conscious because you told the truth.”

“Okay, enough of the Riley talk; its depressing.  How’s Oz?”  Willow brightened at the mention of her boyfriend’s name.  

Buffy always felt a tad envious of her friend’s relationship.  Though still somewhat new, they seemed so happy together.  She’d only met him once, but instantly felt his affection for her friend as he held the same glow in his eyes that Willow did for him.  

“He’s doing great, getting ready for classes in the fall.”  She frowned a little.  “I won’t get to see him as much between school and his job.”

“Awww,” Buffy cooed “he only has this year left though, right?”

“Yeah.”  She smiled dreamily.  “So what special plans do you have for the weekend, seeing that you’ll be single gal again?”

“Oh, I can’t wait.  I’m spending all day in LA with Lorne.  Shopping, lunch then the spa.”

“Who’s Lorne?”  Willow raised an eyebrow as if insinuating Buffy had hid something from her.

Buffy could hear the needle scratching across a record in her head.  Stupid Buffy.  Well, there wasn’t anything to hide, about Lorne anyway.

“Well, during my vacation, I went to a club in LA called The-Hide-Away.  I met the owner, Lorne, and we hit it off.”

“And?”  Willow gave her that look as if she still weren’t telling all.

“It’s not what you think.  We’re just friends.”  Willow still looked unconvinced so Buffy added one important fact she forgot.  “He’s gay, Willow.”

“Oh.  Sorry, I thought... you know, that you were... I’m sorry.”  She looked sheepishly at Buffy.

“It’s ok, I didn’t think to mention him cuz we just met and all.”

“I still think you should let me set you up on a date with Oz’s friend, you’d really like him.”

“Oh, no.  No blind dates for me.  I know you mean well, but the last blind date I had was in high school, and we both know how that turned out.”  

Willow nodded but persisted anyway.

“But he’s a really nice guy.  He’s good looking, intelligent, super sweet and polite, and did I mention good looking?”

“Twice, and the answer is still no.”

“But I know if you just met him you’d really....”

Buffy gave her a look that read ‘not in this life time’ before Willow finally dropped the subject.

“Ok, shutting up now. Are we still on for the Buffy birthday bash next week?”

“Hey, dancing, free drinks and presents?  Looking forward to it.  Who’s coming?”

“The whole gang, told them eight PM sharp.”  A muffled beeping noise rang out.  Willow reached inside her purse and pulled out her cell phone.  “Oh, oh no!!!”  Her arms waving about her head as she stuttered.  “Oz, t-text.”  She held up her phone and pointed to it.  “He text’d me.  Its quarter to nine.  I forgot he’s coming over.  I’m not ready, I still have to take a shower and, and...”  

“Shoo then, go home, though I’m sure he’d like regular Willow just as much as dressed up Willow.”

Willow jumped up, fumbling for her keys.

“Thanks Buffy, sorry I have to run out on you like this, but...”

“Ughh, will you just go?  I’ll talk to you tomorrow.”  She stood and went to the door holding it open for her.

“I’ll call tomorrow, bye.”

They quickly hugged and Willow was gone.  Shutting the door, she leaned against it heavily, listening to the sound of Willow’s car as it peeled out of her driveway.  

Thank God it was still too early for bed.  She dreaded the thought of going to sleep.  Last night’s ‘conversation’ with Spike had her thinking long and hard today about what really scared her more than seeing him again.  That somehow her plan would backfire, that she was wrong in assuming Spike saw her as business, and that everything about their last time had been real.  Sure, the probability was one in a million, but it was there nonetheless.  

Walking by the couch, she noticed Willow’s cell phone lying on the floor.  Figuring she must have dropped it in her haste to leave, Buffy bent over to pick it up when she heard a knocking come from the door.  Grabbing it, she sprinted to the door knowing Willow would still be in a hurry to get home.  Flinging the door open, she blurted...

“Don’t worry I’ve got yo...”

Again with the record scratching in her head.

Not Willow.

	---Indeed.  Even her inner slut was completely taken aback by the sight before her. 



A/N: Can you guess whose outside her door?  Of course you can.   Sorry for the cliffie, but it would be too long to include this encounter here.  Plus I want you all to savor the plans I have for our couple.   Thanks and I hope you enjoy, and continue to review.  And for those who have not reviewed, please do, it means more that you drop a one-liner than nothing at  all, me and my  muse appreciate it.


Chapter 15

Arrested Development

I shan't say a word until the end, other than to say writer's block prevented me from posting this sooner.  Thank you Dusty273, you are a beloved friend and inspiration.  Thanks to her chapter 15 is now posted.  Oh, I do have a note after all... to Dolau and Dirktavian... there is a glitch somehwere in the website and i wasn't 'allowed' to respond to your reviews.  I apologize for this and hope it won't happen again.While William was nervous as hell, Spike was ready as hell... for action.  Both had missed her smile, her smell, her touch... The only thing that stood between them now was an inch and a half of wood and a load of apprehension as to how she would react to him.  

When the door swung open, he couldn’t prevent his body’s reaction to the vision that greeted him. The front of his pants tented while he fought to stay in character and keep from rushing her.  She wasn’t dressed provocatively by any means, but the way she wore that outfit had his mind swimming with ideas as to how he would rid her of it.  

A plain, long sleeved white button up shirt and a mid thigh red plaid skirt was all she had on.  Her hair was pulled back neatly in a bun with a few loose strands from the top hanging down to frame her face.  The only thing missing was a nice set of black heels and a pair of glasses as a fantasy formed in his mind of taking her amongst a stack of books, bringing out the naughty librarian within her.

“Good evenin’ ma’am.  I’m looking for a Miss Buffy Summers.”

She truly couldn’t restrain herself and erupted into a fit of hysterics.  

Clearly un-amused, the man standing outside her door raised an inquisitive eyebrow at her.

“I’m sorry, `s there somethin’ funny?”

Not in her wildest of dreams did she think Spike would show up tonight.  And dressed like that?  Her angst-ridden thoughts from seconds ago vanished without a trace.  In their place stood shock, awe, and wow, did he ever look smoking hot!

From burglar to bacon.  She couldn’t get over the stark contrast in dress and mannerisms from the last time she’d seen him.

There he stood, in all his gorgeous glory, dressed to the ‘T’ in one very authentic policeman’s uniform.  

	---Hmm, let’s see.  Badge, check.  Gun, check.  Nightstick... The inner slut’s eyes traveled from his holster to the front of his pants.  Double check.  Handcuffs?  Oh yeah, check.

Ohmygod, Ohmygod, Ohmygod!

	---Looks like somebody’s in trouble.

Ohmygod, Ohmygod, Ohmygod!

Weak in the knees didn’t begin to describe how his appearance affected her!  Whatever it was she did, lock me up and throw away the keys.

	---You go girl.

Well, at least I wasn’t wrong about this being strictly business.

	---Meaning?

Look at the way he’s dressed.  He’s obviously here to, to... play or whatever, so I guess my plan IS going to work.

	---I see your point, but the night is still young.

Still giggling, she tried to collect herself long enough to answer.

“No, nothing funny just, ahahaha, sorry.  Yes, I’m Buffy Summers.  Haha hmm ahem, what seems to be the problem, HAHAHA, officer?”  Her hand flew to cover her mouth, until she could get over the initial shock.

He held a straight face despite her laughter and replied with a calmness that belied his anxiety over seeing her again.

“`M respondin’ to a complaint filed earlier tonight.”  

At first he thought she was laughing at him.  But as she stifled her amusement, her eyes took on that glint of lust he knew so well.  Relieved and quite eager to touch her again, he continued.

“Miss Summers, I...”

“Buffy.”  She interrupted him.

“Buffy.”  He nodded, face stone cold and serious.  “I’ve received a noise complaint about this residence.”  He waited, holding his breath for her reply.  Would she ‘play along’ or would she disapprove of Lorne’s set-up?

Okaaaay.  This is interesting.  Weird, but interesting.  

“Noise complaint?”  

“Yes.  Screamin’, shoutin’ of obscenities, things crashin’ about.”

She’d never engaged in any type of role playing or acting, well other than faking an orgasm, but what woman in her right mind could resist a man in uniform?  Especially when said man was a total hottie.  He made her want to be a criminal if it meant being taken into his custody!  Adopting the attitude that this could indeed be very entertaining as well as enjoyable, she embraced her ‘role’ as a guilty, but brazen, offender.      

“That can’t be right.  It’s...”  She took a step forwards, and another, after every word she spoke.  “Just.  Me.  Here.  Alone.”  She looked up and grinned coquettishly, letting him know just how much she approved of his appearance and demeanor.  

His breath caught in his throat when she’d approached him.  It didn’t look like she was going to be timid tonight; her bold and deliberate movements were turning Spike on more than even he cared to admit.  If she wasn’t careful, she’d find herself full of the ‘long arm of the law’ before he had a chance to read her the Miranda rights.

He clenched his jaw muscles as the familiar scent of her perfume infused his senses.  Bloody hell... smells so... good.  All he had to do was lean into her upturned face, just a fraction, and her lips would be his.  Judging from her audacious behavior however, she obviously wasn’t going to make it easy on this cop to bring her up on any charges.   

“This is 1630 Revello Drive, is it not?”

“Yes, that’s correct.”  Mere centimeters divided her from what she wanted more than anything, to forget this orchestrated ‘situation’, kiss him and release the monster caged behind his zipper.  That ‘nightstick’ had her name written all over it, and she was eager to touch it, stroke it, take it into her mouth and...  Of course it wouldn’t do to make a show of him on her porch in case there were nosy neighbors or anyone walking about.  

Chris’, if she doesn’ back off `m gonna... he cleared his throat loudly.

“Ahem, could you please take a step back, ma’am?”

“Sure, anything you say Officerrrrr...  I didn’t catch your name.”

“Ivanhoe.”  

	---Why the bleeding hell did you give her our last name?

She doesn’ know that.  She’ll think `s made up.

William threw his hands up in the air, exasperated.

	---Why not tell her our first name while you’re at it.

“Ivanhoe.  Would you like to come in?”  She stepped back and gestured an arm towards the living room.  Sounds a little too much like I’m-a-ho, she giggled inside but appreciated it regardless.

Nodding once, he stepped over the threshold then hooked his thumbs inside the utility belt at the front of his waist.  He could see her kitchen at the end of the hallway, the room she’d given him his very first blowjob.  The memory made him shiver.  He wondered if she would do that again; he’d never ask of course, but he could always hope.

“As you can see there’s no one here except me, so there couldn’t be any noise coming from my house.”

“Tha’s the complaint ma’am.”  He smirked as she shut the door behind him.  Turning towards her with all the confidence of Spike behind him, he stood tall.

“Excuse me?  I don’t understand.”  Crossing her arms in front of her, she waited for an explanation. 

“The City Code contains ordinances governin’ maximum noise levels, and your residence hasn’ MET that level.

Hmmmm, okay.  Deciding to play dirty, she offered a solution.  Walking over to the phone, she picked it up and began dialing.

“I’ll call someone to come over then.  I can think of at least two guys who wouldn’t mind helping me reach the required...

Jealousy overtook him immediately.  Play or not, no one touched his girl but him.  He rushed towards her and snatched the phone out of her hand, slamming it down on the receiver.  Turning to face her, he walked her back against the wall so she had no place to go and spoke gruffly.

“Maybe I didn’ make m`self clear.  The complaint’s already been filed,” closing his eyes, he dipped his head towards her neck without touching her and inhaled deeply, “and `m here to respond to it.”

The dangerous look on his face thrilled her.  

“So where do we go from here?”

“Tha’s entirely up to you, ma’am, if you choose to cooperate or not.  Now if you would, please turn around and place your hands on the wall.”

Her excitement heightened at his words.  The thought of him touching her again sent the heat in her womb to run down and pool in her underwear.  Turning around, she did as told, her nerves wrought with anticipation of whether he’d be gentle or rough with her.

He didn’t need to request that she spread her legs, she’d done that already.  Placing them a generous three feet apart, she purposefully arched her back, forcing her rear-end to jut out towards him like a cat striving to be petted.

Chris’, Look at that.  So ripe, so wicked, jus’ beggin’ to be violated.

Reaching his hands out, he knew this was the moment he’d been waiting for.  Touching her again would send both Spike and William into a frenzy for control as to who would be with her.  He stepped forward, keeping the lower half of his body away from coming into any contact with hers.  If he didn’t, he’d end up taking her from behind... roughly.

She felt his hands on her elbows first.  Their warmth sent tremors through her entire being, making her body quiver with desire as he ran them downwards, stopping near her armpits.  His fingers reached around to graze the underside of her breast, thumbs nearing her nipples but not quite touching.  She gasped, straining into his touch but he steered clear of the blatant invitation and continued his journey down her sides, the curve of her hips, her thighs and calves.  His thumbs gently traced the inside of her delicate ankles before resuming his search in a northerly direction between her long legs.  

As his palms slid round to the inside of her legs, she shivered yet again.  There was no use denying how erotic she found this; her center pulsed with need as his fingers roamed higher towards her sex.  Her skirt climbed her legs along with his hands until she could feel the burn of his gaze on her bottom when it came into view. 

He brushed his thumbs along the seam of her thong, spreading his fingers wide to cup and squeeze her cheeks briefly as they stopped just below her waist.  His husky whisper had her wanting to push herself against his crotch, desperate for the contact that would sate her need.

“You hidin’ somethin’ Miss Summers?”

“Buffy,” she reminded him breathily, not able to control her excitement from the feel of his slender fingers so close to where she needed them most.

Leaning in, he placed his lips against the shell of her ear.

“Buffy.”  He moaned her name.  “`S there anythin’ you wish to reveal?  Anythin’ you’re concealin’ that could be used as evidence against you?”  

She was two seconds away from calling this off and attacking him, so desperate to have him filling her after such a long week of nothing but vivid dreams to occupy her nights.  She would first try to encourage him verbally.  But if he didn’t take her cue she’d have no choice but to assault the Officer and admit to the charge of doing so to the public servant.

“No, I’m not hiding anything, I swear.  I can prove it; show you that I’m innocent.”

“Really?”  He was intrigued by what she had in mind.  “And how do you propose goin’ `bout that?”

She looked over her left shoulder and directly into his eyes.  “Perform a full body cavity search on me.”

FUCK!!!  He’d probe her alright, but it wasn’t time.  This was not part of Lorne’s instruction whatsoever.  He was supposed to take her for a ride in the undercover Impala Lorne provided for the night, drive her to an undisclosed location where he could violate every last one of her civil rights.

Taking a deep breath for the sake of self control, he attempted to ‘keep her focused’ as instructed.  Then again, Lorne never said anythin’ `bout what I couldn’ do in an effort to accomplish that.  Perhaps there was a way to give them both a bit of what they wanted through teasing. 

Slipping a finger under the edge of her panties, he sensuously glided it over the soaked material before permitting himself the pleasure of delving inside her swollen folds.  Dipping his finger into her core, he gathered some of the precious liquid, smiling as she closed her eyes and mewled in delight.

Holding his index finger up to her face, he sighed.

“This doesn’ substantiate your alibi of bein’ here alone, ma’am.  The evidence is stackin’ against you, unless of course you were takin’ care of yourself?” 

Her eyes fluttered open in time to see him wrap those beautiful lips around the finger that glistened with her juices.  

He moaned as her taste hit his tongue.

“’M afraid I’ll have to take you in.”   With lightening speed he reached for the cuffs on his belt and clamped one end tight around her right wrist, forcing her to wince and yelp in surprise.  Twisting her body brusquely around to face him, he secured the other wrist above her head and held her there before speaking again.

“`M gonna presume you won’ try to get away.  So I’ll permit you to have your hands restrained in front of you.”  He released his grip and guided her arms down between their bodies, then leaned in to brush his lips lightly against hers back and forth.  

She closed her eyes against the gentle feel of his mouth and gave in to the sudden urge that welled inside her.  In under a second she sunk to the floor on her knees and rubbed her cheek against the front of his hardened length.

“Please.  I-I... can’t afford to get in trouble.  Tell me there’s something I can do to make you forget all about this.”  Her fingers groped at the material of his shirt, succeeding in pulling if from his pants before heading south to grasp his zipper.  

Opening her mouth over his bulge, she bit down firmly with her teeth, her desire erasing all thought for the ‘play’ they were engaging in.

¬	Chris’!  She’s, she’s... oh FUCK!  .

No.  Can’.  Gotta... focus.  `S jus’ business here.

	---Good Lord, man.  She, she’s gonna...  Wants to, to suck...  Something no other woman ever...  

Zzzzzzzzzzzzzip.

 

Apparently going commando had its advantages after all.

There was no saving him now; the reality that she was about to do that again rendered him speechless and immobile.  His chin slumped to his chest as her hands took hold of his erection, the clang of her metal restraints ringing through the silence.  His eyes fixed themselves to her pouty lips as they parted, her pink tongue darting out to clean the pre-cum from his weeping tip as she milked it from his shaft.

“Mmmmm, so... mmmmmph, tastes so good, Officer.”  Not wanting to waste a moment more she wrapped her lips around him and took him in as far as she could, cupping the base of his shaft with her limited grasp.  Twirling her tongue around every delicious vein, she sucked hard and fast.  Her lips stretched tautly around his girth as she sought to fuck him with her mouth.

“Buffy... luv... ma’am, stop.”  Oh, he tried, useless though it was, he could at least say he’d tried to stop her.

There would be no stopping her from what she wanted.  She sucked in earnest, hoping to fill her mouth with his cream so she could swallow it, feel it run down her throat to fill her aching womb.

One hand sought purchase against the wall to keep from collapsing while the other gently held the back of her head, encouraging her, pumping his hips in time with her movements.  Neither Spike nor William could form a coherent thought, so rapt in the feel of his girl giving him a pleasure he’d never known before anyone until her.  His balls tightened and he felt embarrassed that he could lose control so quickly.  He was supposed to be in control.  Lorne had told him to keep her focused.  His thoughts fled to images of things he hoped would quell his desire to unload himself inside her hot little mouth... fat women, her Majesty naked, Lorne doing a woman... oh, ohhh, uhnn...

“FUCK!!!  Buffy, I’m gonna, gonna cum, baby.”  He had to warn her lest she find herself with a huge surprise in her mouth.  What happened next had him clinging to his sanity for dear life.

Oh, she knew.  The moment she moved to fondle his sac and felt it recede, the moment his hand went to her head to assist her in devouring him, she knew.  Using her body and hands as best she could, she dug her fingernails into his lean hip bones and rotated her knees and him along with them to force him against the wall.  

When she had him where she wanted, she allowed her lust for him to overcome any reflexes in her throat and took him in as far and as fast as she possibly could.  When he told her again of his impending release, she did he unimaginable upon instinct.  As the first hot stream of his essence hit her tongue, she moved her hands between his legs and inserted the full length of her index finger inside his puckered hole and pumped it in time with his release and the attentions of her mouth.  

She swallowed deeply, not wanting to waste a precious drop of fluid that sprang from the man who’d consumed her thoughts and dreams from the second she’d laid eyes on him.

She purred around his cock as his body jerked from the intensity of his orgasm.  His spasms slowed only when the last of his spendings seeped into her mouth.

She caressed him with her tongue and removed her finger to wrap her hands around him once more; pumping him slowly to release whatever remained inside, swallowing it down greedily.

“B-Buffy.”  He collapsed in a heap in front of her, placing his hands on her shoulders to keep from falling to the side.

“Spike,” she whispered.  She leaned her forehead against his then nuzzled her cheek into his.  “Thank you.  That... you... taste so good.  I’ve never... done that before you... and, and... God I love it.”

His head jerked up to read the expression in her eyes.  She’s not lyin’.  If she had he could tell; he was Lord of the lies after all.

	---We’re both doomed.  Spike had met his match, only this woman wasn’t faking a single thing.  It served him right since he hadn’t needed to act for a single moment of their time together, tonight or last weekend.

Awe filled both William and Spike as he squeezed her shoulders hard and placed his lips against hers.

“Kiss me, Buffy, please baby... kiss me now.”  Spike retreated.  William didn’t need him anymore, at least not now.

He seemed so raw, so real when he spoke she couldn’t resist his plea.  Their mouths came together as one, no urgency, no need to rush, just to feel her lover’s touch was enough for her right now.  

This wasn’t supposed to happen.  She’d given in to a simple desire, one that brought her to her knees, and then him to his.

Looking at him now, as the kiss ended, she knew.  There was much more to the man behind the name, behind the job.  Her deepest fear came true; her plan had backfired.  She was caught like a fly in a web of emotions, and panicked.  If he didn’t say something soon, if he didn’t become the cocky bastard that broke through her window a week ago, she wasn’t sure what she’d do.  

William ran his hands underneath her elbows and slowly raised them both to their feet.  He couldn’t speak right now.  He was sure she wouldn’t want to hear what his heart wanted to say; that he’d fallen for her this quickly.  She’d surely laugh in his face.   He hadn’t finished ‘performing his duty’, his ‘job’, but the need to leave now for fear she’d break his heart became too much to ignore.  He took a step back and brought his hands to his waist with the intention of tucking himself away when she suddenly grasped his wrists.

He looked up to see a face full of questions, none of which he had an answer for.  He knew she felt something for him, but how could he presume that it was as deep as what he felt for her?

“Spike.  Don’t go.”  She didn’t need to read his mind to know what he was thinking, and though she didn’t fully understand what just happened, she was damned if he was going to leave.  The rational side of her brain still clung to the plan of wanting to prove she was nothing more than a client in his eyes.

Their eyes locked, each recognizing that this moment had not been planned.  No amount of Lorne’s creativity could have resulted in this.

“I-I wasn’...”

“Yes, you were.”

He hung his head in shame.

“Buffy, I can’... pretend with you.  I... I’m sorry.”

He hurriedly pulled her to him and kissed her.  This would have to be the last time, he simply couldn’t take being near her in this capacity.  It wasn’t natural, wasn’t his right as a mere escort.  Love would have to wait for him to finish his time as a physical slave for money.

He released her and walked away before she could say another word, slamming the door shut behind him.

A/N: Ok, I realize it’s not the most original of costume choices, but I hope that didn’t prevent you from enjoying it.  I feel bad for having left our couple at this type of ending, but its vital for what is to transpire over the next few days – believe me!!!  I'm surprised by all the reviews within seconds of posting that some are dissapointed by this chapter.  Again, angst is sometimes necessary to appreciate the progression and ending, and I don't do fluff - it simply isn't my forte, sorry.  The lovely pic is the sole property and creation of Darkwaif, who has granted her personal permission for me to display it here within this chapter.  The picture - due to size limitations, cannot be seen in it's FULL glory, therefore, click on this link to my LJ, to appreciate it more..... http://pics.livejournal.com/imbloodyenglish/pic/0000ert1/

 I hope you like it, and as always, keep the faith that everything that happens here is for a reason.


Chapter 16

Cruel Misconceptions

As some you already know, I had the flu-bug bad last week, and well, add that to RL obligations with my two young ones and I just couldn’t post any sooner.  Someone asked if I had a set schedule as far as posting goes, and to be honest, no I don’t.  I try to at least once a week, but if I don’t, just know that it won’t be abandoned.  A huge thank you to whoever nominated Tailored Encounters over at Love’s Last Glimpse Awards, again, I’m beyond flattered.  This story is my first and therefore my baby, and I’m just so happy that all the readers are enjoying it just as much as I do writing it, so thank you all for the support and the lovely reviews.  Oh, one tiny spoiler before you read... your fist impression of Buffy’s inner slut (her statement), will be the correct one, remember, she’s her higher conscious and sees things for what they are.  Enjoy.


After the initial shock had worn off, Buffy gathered herself together and headed for the kitchen.  Reaching for the phone, her hand stilled while she thought things through.  She should be mad as hell, but instead, confused was a better way to describe how she felt right now.  Deep down, she really didn’t want to get him in trouble with Lorne, but what was she going to say when he asked her how her evening went... I had a blast.  Gave Spike a blow job then he left.  

“Shit!  Shit, shit, shit!”  

---Lorne never asked you to call him.

The slut was right.  Lorne hadn’t said anything about calling him after this encounter.

	---Take your hand off the phone and think for a minute.

Her hand dropped to her side.

Okay, I’m up for suggestions here.

	---Well, I wouldn’t bother saying anything, if Lorne even asks that is.

Of course he’s going to ask.  And what kind of suggestion is that?  Say nothing?  Act as if everything went well?

	---Yup.

You’re kidding, right?

	---Nope.

So you’re saying let Lorne keep my money and forget tonight ever happened?

	---Yup.

Elaborate please.

	---The man admitted that he couldn’t pretend with you and you need an explanation?  If you can’t see it, then hearing it from me isn’t going to make it any clearer.  What do you think he meant?  Do you think telling Lorne will change anything?.  

She stood there, trying her best to pick apart and analyze everything that happened.  

What the hell did he mean ‘I can’t pretend with you’?  She hadn’t done anything wrong, had she?  She thought he would enjoy her going down on him, and he did cum, so what was the problem?  What made her so deficient that he couldn't perform his job?

“Oh my God!”  She suddenly figured it out.  Sure, he had a great time getting paid for receiving a blow job; he just didn’t want to have to fuck her again.  He was sick of pretending she was any good at all.  What the hell else could he have meant?  

From the second she’d met him everything had been an act on his part; a very convincing act that she was stupid enough to fall for.  She couldn’t decide which part was more humiliating, all the dirty things she’d said and done to him, the ‘fake’ compliments he’d paid her over the entire evening, or the fact that her ‘problem’ wasn’t that she couldn’t have an orgasm, it was that she was bad in bed.

She felt a major headache coming on as the weight of her realization sunk in; she was such a lousy lay that not even a paid escort wanted to sleep with her again.  Seems the slut was right.  If she lied to Lorne then at least she could avoid the embarrassment of explaining this to him.   Yes, that’s exactly what she would do, accept her financial loss and forget it ever happened.  

“I need sleep.”  At least her dreams would be Spike free now.  She accomplished what she set out to do tonight.  Granted it happened in a fucked up kind of way, but it still happened... he was gone from her life, and that was that.  

There was only one problem left that needed taking care of before she could head back to ‘Normalville’.  Riley.  Friday seemed a long way off now that she was looking forward to it.  She would just have to keep herself busy until then, running, painting, hanging out with her friends.  

She locked her door and headed for the stairs, never once suspecting that her dreams were far from through being haunting by Spike.

~~~~~~~~~~~~

“You WHAT!?!?”  If it had been anyone other than William, he would have fired them on the spot.  Not once did he think it would be William who would crack under the pressure of the situation.  It was supposed to be Buffy.  

“I know.  I fucked up royally.”  He quickly envisioned all his dreams going down the tube because he couldn’t control his emotions over one girl.  But Lorne didn’t know how he felt about her.  If he did, he might understand how hard it was for him to be around her.  As it stood now, he fully expected him to call off their deal concerning the restaurant.

“What happened, man?”  This outta be interesting, he thought.  Whatever happened must have really blown his mind for him to walk out on Buffy like that.

Little did Lorne know just how much truth there was behind that last musing.

“Nothin’.  I mean yeah somethin’ happened but... I don’t know.”  He hung his head.  “Look, I understand if you want to forget `bout our arrangement and the restaurant.  What I did was... unprofessional.  `M sorry, for what `s worth.”

“Hold on.  First of all, I’m not going to break our deal over this, but I WILL need to know what happened.  Then,” he leaned back in his chair and sighed heavily while crossing his arms, “I’ll have to talk to Buffy.”  

William took in his friend’s serious expression and thanked his lucky stars that he wasn’t giving up on buying Grisanti’s with him.  On the other hand, he wasn’t sure how to go about telling him exactly what happened.

“I... she, she did something that made... oh bollocks.”  He felt so embarrassed that he didn’t know where to begin.

Lorne felt, in part, responsible for whatever transpired between the two.  Even so, he needed to know whether his plan truly failed or not.  William had no idea that he knew of his feelings for Buffy, and he couldn’t force him to say anything he wasn’t willing to.  He offered up a solution, one he was sure William wouldn’t say yes to, but at least he wouldn’t have to explain himself.

“Look, whatever happened is done and over with now, but if I’m going to figure out how to rectify the situation, then I have to know.  If you can’t say then perhaps you could serenade me.  We can do it in the office if you want some privacy.”

William looked up, horrified at the very suggestion.  If he did that, Lorne would figure it all out and, and... well, he wasn’t sure what he would say.  Then again, the thought of having to verbalize what happened equally horrified him.  He slumped further into his chair and pulled out a cigarette, resigning himself to allowing Lorne to read him.

“This stays between us?”

“Absolutely, but I must ask, if she wants to see you again, are you willing?  Or should I find someone else to replace you?”  Lorne knew the answer to this already, but he wanted to make sure William understood the consequences if he chose to refuse.

“Yes, no.  I mean, yes, I’m willin’ to see her again.”  The thought of her being with anyone else sickened him.  Seeing her again would be difficult if she even wanted to, but he’d be damned if he’d allow anyone else to lay their hands on her.  “Le’s get this over with.”  

Both men stood up and made their way back to Lorne’s office.  After shutting the door, he gestured for William to sit while he took his own chair behind his desk.

“What should I sing?”  

“Doesn’t matter, hell, you could hum, it all works the same way.”

“Bloody hell, here goes...”

Unable to come up with anything else, he very quickly sang ‘Row, Row, Row Your Boat’.  The second he finished Lorne broke down laughing.

“I’m sorry.  Oh boy, you’ve got it bad, mister.”  

He continued giggling which only served to make William feel more uncomfortable.  He stood, angry with himself for going along with this idea in the first place.

“I gotta go.”

Before he could push his chair back, Lorne rushed to explain himself.

“Wait, wait.  Just sit and hear me out.”  He watched his friend run his fingers nervously through his hair several times before sitting back down, looking anywhere in the room except for at him.

“Now,” he leaned his elbows onto the desk and gave William a serious look, “When Buffy calls, which I’m surprised she hasn’t by now, I don’t think she’ll be in one of her ‘humming’ moods.  No worries though, we have a little shopping trip planned this weekend and believe me when I say there’s nothing like buying a pair of Jimmy Choo’s to make a girl sing.”

“Can you tell her `m sorry?  May not make a difference, but... I jus’ want her to know. ”  

“I’ll work it into the conversation somehow, yes.  One last thing.”  He turned serious.  He hated to say it, but there really was no predicting what Buffy would say or ask for once they’d talked, so he needed to prepare William for the heartache should it happen.  “You do realize there’s always a chance she may ask for a different escort?”  He continued after William nodded, not missing how he fidgeted in his seat.  “Our little arrangement is coming to an end here very shortly.  There would be nothing stopping you from pursuing her if your feelings remain the same.”

“Not gonna happen, mate.”  He couldn’t believe Lorne would suggest such a thing.

“Really?  Why?  Just because of how you met?  You surprise me William, I mean look at you.  You could have gone back home at any time to the luxury of your parents money but you didn’t.”  He smiled at the confusion that filled his friend’s face.

“`M not follwin’ you.”  And indeed he wasn’t.  What did that have anything to do with what he felt for Buffy?

“Your passion to make your dream a reality has led you to work for me.  I know you hate sleeping with these women, so how is it that you wouldn’t be willing to pursue Buffy if she’s something you want just as much as Grisanti’s?”

“I see what you’re sayin’, but there’s no way Buffy would want me.  She’s special.  She deserves someone better than jus’ a chef, someone who’s not... tainted.”  Lorne had a point, but he was positive Buffy wouldn’t be interested in someone like William, if she could even see past ‘Spike’ and the things, and women, he’d done.

“Isn’t that for her to decide?  How can you be so sure if you don’t give yourself a chance?  You’re a good man, Will.  You have more courage to take a risk than anyone I’ve ever met, so what’s really holding you back?”  He could see him retreating inside himself the more he talked.  “I’m not trying to give you a hard time, but as your friend, I don’t want you to go the rest of your life wondering ‘what if’.”

“Thanks.  I know you mean well, I jus’... I’ll think `bout it.  `Kay?”    

“Good enough.”  

The damage Spike had done wasn’t irreparable; however, it was up to him now to get these two together again.  He’d have to use this Saturday’s plans to convince Buffy, somehow.  He hated talking shop during his time off, but these were his friends, and he knew how happy they would be if they could just got out of their own way long enough to see it for themselves.

~~~~~~~~~~~~
                       
“Buffy.”  

Riley stood up as soon as she entered the restaurant and walked towards her.   

He wrapped his arms around her and moved in for a kiss that she avoided by turning to receive it on the cheek instead.  She was here to break up with him, and it wouldn’t do to give him the impression everything was normal.  

“How are you?”  The look in his eyes said he’d caught what she did.

“Better now that you’re here.”  

“If you’ll follow me please?”  

Buffy turned towards the maître d's voice to discover it was none other than Willow’s boyfriend.

“Oz, how are you?”

The short red haired man smiled back.

“Hey, Buffy.  I’ll be better when nine o’clock rolls around.”  He pursed his lips.

“Seeing Willow tonight I take it?”

“Yup.”  He looked at his watch.  “In exactly one hour and twenty two minutes.”

“Not that you’re counting or anything?”  She couldn’t help but tease him.  She was truly happy Willow had found someone who adored her enough to count the minutes.

“Not that I’m counting.”  He shook his head playfully and gestured an arm outward.  “Shall I seat you?”

“Thanks.”

Riley kept one arm around her waist as Oz guided them to a table in the middle of the restaurant.  After they were seated, she exchanged a few more words with him and turned towards her soon to be ex-boyfriend.  He had an odd look on his face.

“Something wrong?”  

“Just wondering why you didn’t introduce me to your friend.”

“Oh, sorry.  I thought you’d already met Oz at the Bronze.”

He gave her what could only be described as a plastic kind of smile, tight, like he was preoccupied with some other thought.

“No, I haven’t.”  He shook his head and the look disappeared.  “Don’t worry about it.  So what are you in the mood for tonight?”

They settled back to scan their menus, unaware that the chef working that night would soon be in no mood to cook.

Oz knew Buffy was here to dump her boyfriend and thought he’d take the opportunity to see what William thought of her.  He agreed with his girlfriend that their respective friends would get along great, but Willow still had yet to get Buffy to agree to a set up.  As soon as she did, he promised he would talk to William.  

Walking into the back of the kitchen, he found William leaning over a cloud of steam coming from a pan he was shaking vigorously in his left hand while sprinkling herbs over it with his right.  As he approached him, William flipped its contents in the air a few times before turning to slide them onto a plate.

“Wassup.”  Oz tilted his head up and stuck out his jaw.

“Scallops.”

“Not a seafood man myself.”

“Ah, but you haven’ tried mine, now have you?”

“Good point.”  Deciding to make small chat first, he plucked one of the steamy white bits off the plate, shoved it in his mouth and chewed while looking in the air as if thinking.  

“Not bad, eh?”  William waited for the verdict to come in.  Oz was a man of few words, but at least when he spoke it was something worth hearing.

“It’s good.  A little hot, but good.”

“S’pose to be, `s the spices.”  He didn’t need to defend his work, he knew if Oz didn’t like it he’d come out and say so.

“Speaking of spicy things, there’s a hot little blonde number out there at table twenty seven you should see.”

“Really?”  Okay that was kind of weird coming from Oz.  “Thought you and Willow were happy.”

“Oh we totally are, I just remembered you like blondes.  Come on.”  He motioned for him to follow and headed towards the door the waiters usually came in and out of with their orders.  Turning around, he waited till William caught up.

“So where’s this bird you’re talkin’ `bout?  You know I don’ know what numbers the tabl...”  Looking through the doorway he was greeted with a sight he did not expect to see.

“She’s the only chick out there in a yellow dress, to the left.”  He pointed a finger straight at Buffy. 

William couldn’t speak for a moment.  He felt as if he’d been punched in the stomach.  There was his girl, sitting with another guy.  From the looks of her laughing and talking away, he surmised it must be a date.  He tried to remain calm enough to answer Oz when he repeated himself.

“I asked what you thought, man.”  

“Yeah, she’s cute.  Got a boyfriend from the looks of it though.”  He needed to leave.  Right now.  

Oz drew a confused look and shrugged his shoulders when William walked back into the kitchen.  Cute was a start.

All he saw was red.  Thinking about Buffy with another man was bad enough, actually seeing her with one had him wanting to storm out there, squeeze the life out of the guy’s throat and drag Buffy from the restaurant by her hair in cave-man style.  He seriously didn’t know how the hell he was going to get through what little time he had left on his shift.

He walked straight out the back door into the alleyway and headed for the dumpster.  Reaching it, he clenched his jaw muscles tightly then pulled his arm all the way back and landed a punch with such force it left a small dent against the rusty metal.  He looked down as his brain registered the pain coming from his bloody knuckles and laughed like a mad man.  It seemed he couldn’t escape her no matter what.  Cooking at work was the only time he found any form of break from her being in his thoughts.  And now here she was, invading the only space left that afforded him that bit of solitude.

No matter how much he wanted to, he couldn’t leave.  He had thirty five minutes before Antonio would come in and take over whatever he hadn’t finished, it was their routine.

“I can do this, I HAVE to do this.”  Patting his pockets, he searched for his smokes.  The nicotine would help calm him down.  “Ah.”  Taking them out, he lit one up and inhaled deeply.  A few more drags and he’d go back in, then try like hell NOT to go anywhere near the door that led to the dining room.

Twenty five minutes after they were served, Riley had finished his plate.  He’d been chatting all through dinner about his week and how much he missed her when he finally gave up.  Buffy was still sitting there quietly staring at her plate, twirling her noodles with a fork.

“Buffy, is there something wrong?  Buffy?”  He finally startled her into looking up.  “Are you not feeling well?  You haven’t touched very much of your food, babe.”

“Uhm, no.  I feel fine; just have a lot on my mind.”  Placing her fork on the table she sat back.  She knew it was time, but she still dreaded having to do it.  She’d been waiting for him to both finish his meal and stop yammering on and on.  How she put up with him for even three weeks she didn’t know.  Just give me thirty seconds and two deep breaths to say what I have to say and it’s over.

Taking up a sly grin he offered a suggestion as to how he could take her mind off her thoughts.

“Why don’t you come back to my place?  I’ll give you a ‘massage’,” he emphasized the word then winked, “take your mind off all your worries for the night.”  That got her attention.  

Their waiter showed up at that moment so she had to wait until he finished clearing their plates and asking about dessert before she could get to the heart of matters.  As soon as he walked away, she leaned both elbows on the table, interlaced her fingers together in front of her and took a deep breath.

“Riley, I... I don’t think that’s such a good idea.”  

“Why is that exactly?”

“Well, with everything going on at the gallery lately, I need to focus more on work.  I like you, but I don’t have the time necessary to devote to trying to build or maintain a relationship at this point in my life.”  Hey, that only took ten seconds, whewww.

He knitted his brows together.

“Buffy?  I can tell you’re stressed right now, and if you think you need to spend more time at work then I understand.  So I’m going to forget that even sounded like you were trying to break up with me, cuz that’s not going to solve whatever problems you’ve been facing lately.”

Back in the kitchen............

“`M headin’ out mate.”   William grabbed a styrofoam container holding the dinner he’d made himself and saluted Oz, anxious to leave and go have a drink with Lorne.

“Hey, Antonio asked to see you up front before you take off, something about your hours next week.”

Fuck, he thought.  He knew Buffy and her date would probably still be there.  He’d have to force himself not look their way lest he get the urge to walk over there and make an ass of himself.  It wasn’t in his nature to cause a scene, but when it came to Buffy all bets were off.  Keeping his head forward, he thanked Oz and said his goodbye’s to everyone else who’d been working that night as he passed them on his way to the front.

“Oh William, I’m glad I caught you before you left.  I need you to work...”  

Half-listening to his boss, he couldn’t help but notice an unusual hush in the dining room while two clear voices steadily became louder.  Antonio kept talking even when Spike looked over in the direction he’d been trying to ignore.

“Riley, have you been listening to anything I’ve said at all?”  Frustrated, she slapped her hands on the table a little harder than she intended too, drawing unwanted attention to herself from the other patrons.  She lowered her voice.  If he didn’t get the message after her third try then she would spell it out for him.  “I am not stressed.  I am not tired. I don’t have the time OR desire right now for a relationship.”

Riley leaned closer to her from across the table, frustration clearly setting in that she wouldn’t give in to him.  His tone of voice took on an aggravated edge to it, making two of the female customers closest to them gasp in shock.

“Why are being such a bitch, Buffy?  I’m giving you a chance here to let me take care of you so we can keep what we have.”

“Excuse me?”  

Scanning the room for the source of the commotion, William did a double-take when his eyes landed on Buffy and her date.  He placed a hand on Antonio’s arm to stop him from talking, after which they both focused on the couple that was quickly becoming the center of attention.  

He clearly heard the word ‘bitch’ escape the boy’s mouth along with everyone else in the restaurant and held his breath for Buffy’s reaction.  Knowing his girl, she’d put the bloody ponce in his place with that sassy mouth of hers in no time flat.  This was going to be a good night after all.  Not only had Buffy’s date gone horribly wrong, but he just happened to be standing where he could witness it. 

This time she didn’t care who heard her.  Even when she saw Oz stop dead in his tracks she continued, her voice becoming both harsh and loud.  

“I’m ABOUT to become the world’s biggest bitch if you don’t get it through that THICK.  DUMB.  Farm-hand head of yours, Rileeeeey,” she drawled his name out to make sure he knew how stupid she thought he really was.

Bloody hell, tha’s Riley?  Oh, I wouldn’ miss this for the world.

“I’m breaking up with you, and,” she raised her right hand in front of her chest, “there is nothing you can say that will change my mind.”  She sliced her hand through the air in a show of decisiveness as she finished her sentence.  “End of story.”  

Riley reached out and grabbed her wrist, squeezing it hard enough to make her yelp.

“You’re seeing someone else, aren’t you?  That’s why you haven’t been around, haven’t called, didn’t kiss me tonight.  You’re fucking somebody else, you little whore.”  He tightened his grip, making her wince in pain.

It only took a second after the pillock grabbed Buffy’s arm and William was already half way to their table.

“OW, let go of...”

“`F you know wha’s good for you, mate, you’ll let go of the lady’s arm right now.”  His eyes turned deadly.  “Or lose yours,” his voice ground out threateningly.

Buffy’s eyes went huge with recognition as she turned towards the familiar voice of her rescuer.  There stood Spike, a dangerous expression on his face, poised to launch himself at Riley.  She was about to say his name when the owner of the restaurant along with Oz and three other male employees suddenly appeared at his side.

Riley, too, had been surprised enough by the interruption that when his grip loosened, Buffy immediately snatched her hand back and stood up.    

“Is there a problem here?”  Antonio puffed up his chest; the short, stout little Italian wasn’t having any of this type of behavior in his place.

“N-no.”  Riley stammered.  Everyone around them could tell the boy was too stunned to say much of anything else.

Buffy felt a gentle hand on her arm, pulling her body behind the small entourage of men in a show of protection.  She turned to see it was Oz, who simply nodded once at her as if to say ‘don’t worry’.  

“... call the police.”  

Buffy picked up the tail end of the owner’s sentence.

“No.”  All eyes to include Riley’s turned to her.  Feeling the need to get out of there, her words came out rushed.  “That won’t be necessary.  I’m leaving.”  She quickly grabbed her purse and all but ran from the embarrassing situation out the front door, not seeing Spike hot on her heels.

Fumbling in her purse for her keys, she walked as fast as she could towards her car when his voice called out her name.

“Buffy!  Buffy wait.”  

She turned to see Spike sprinting towards her.  Becoming angry, she resumed walking, not even bothering to answer him.

“Buffy, please stop.”  He slowed his gait as he neared her and reached out for her arm.  The moment his fingertips touched her, she whipped around and glared at him.

“Don’t touch me.”  She felt bad for a split second when she saw the shock and hurt in his eyes at her words before her anger quickly returned.  “Stay away from me, Spike.”  She turned and started walking again.  She couldn’t deal with this.  It was bad enough what had happened in the restaurant, but throwing him into the mix sent her legs into overdrive with the need to get to her car and drive home.

“Buffy, please.  Luv, please stop.”  He couldn’t let her leave like this.  The need to make sure she was alright overwhelmed him, propelling his legs forwards despite her harsh words and the hurt it filled him with.  “BUFFY!”  It didn’t look as if she was going to even acknowledge him.  She unlocked her doors remotely with her keys and got inside.  He stood in front of her car and stared as she turned the ignition over and stepped on the gas, making the engine roar loudly.  

Something inside of him snapped at that moment.  Quick as lightning he rushed to the passenger door, opened it and got in, slamming it shut behind him.

“What the... get out of my car now, Spike.”  

“No.”  Now he was the one who was angry.  All he wanted was a minute of her time and she wouldn’t even give him that.

“What are doing here anyway?”

Thinking quickly, he held up his styrofoam box.

“Dinner.”

She slumped into her seat and closed her eyes, taking in a deep breath.

“Why can’t you just leave me alone,” she whined the words out like a child.  “What is it that you want exactly?  I’m tired and I just want to go...”  He interrupted her, this time in a soft, pleading voice.

“Buffy, look at me, please.”

She opened her eyes and turned her whole body sideways towards him.

“Are you alright?  He didn’ hurt you, did he?  Cuz if he did I’ll...”

“You’ll what?  Go beat him up?  That’s not necessary, I’m fine.  So if that’s it, then please...”  She paused to sigh heavily.  “Please,” she begged “Get out of my car.”

“No.  Tha’s not it.”  He was desperate for her to forgive him for the other night, and he wasn’t leaving until she at least heard what he had to say.  “I-I want to apologize... for the other night.  I shouldn’ have...”

He never got to finish before Buffy shot back at him with an angry voice.

“Well you did.  So save it, I don’t want to hear your excuse.”

“Wha’s your problem?”  God, she was being difficult. 

“My problem?  My PROBLEM?”  She pointed at herself and raised her voice.  “You should know seeing that you’re the one who made me aware of it the other night.”  The confused look on his face made her even angrier.  “You’ve made it clear that you don’t ever want to see me again, so spare me the lame attempt at apologizing.”

He couldn’t believe his ears.  How the hell had she managed to twist his hasty departure into meaning he didn’t want to see her again?  

“`S that what you think?”  He asked incredulously.  “Buffy, tha’s not...”

“Isn’t it?  Oh I think it is, so don’t bother pretending it’s anything but.  You can take this ‘ACT’ with you and get the hell away from me.  I don’t need your pity and I DON’T need you.  There are plenty of guys out there who want to be with me, ones I don’t need to pay to...”  She didn’t bother to finish that sentence, the look on his face indicated he knew all too well what she was implying.

She was so determined to shut him out and believe what she wanted that he knew there was nothing he could do or say to convince her otherwise.  He opened the passenger door and stepped out.  Bending over, he looked her straight in eyes.  

“You’re wrong.”  Standing upright, he slammed her door shut and watched as she peeled out of the parking lot.  She was so strong-willed and stubborn that not even Lorne would be able to get through to her with Spike’s apology, he was sure of it.  



A/N: Not a happy chapter, but I can promise the next 2-3 WILL be of the feel-good variety.  No angst, and no cliffhangers, just fun, and dare I say... romance?  Till next posting, drop me a line to let me know what you think and remember, it’s always darkest before the dawn. Wouldn’t be spuffy if our couple got together too quickly, so if that’s what your looking for, you won’t find it here, sorry.


Chapter 17

Surprises

The muse has been kind, but not without the help of my dear and beloved friend Karbear57.  A very special and warm thank you to her and the beta's that helped to shape and refine this chapter.  Also, someone out there truly loves me.  I’ve been nominated at a third award site:  Burst Into Flames Spuffy Awards.  I cannot thank whoever nominated me enough; I just wish I knew who you were so I could thank you personally.   One more special note;  I have posted chapter 2 of my PWP, or rather, porn with a smidgeon of plot fic entitled ‘Language of Love’.  Please check it out.  I think you’ll enjoy the laughs, and my usual vein of smut, that it provides.  Its  3rd chapter will be posted soon with a special question at the end for those seeking a sequel that will lead to a trilogy of Buffy’s special vacation in Paris with her new-found heart throb William – a Frenchman who speaks no English.  


Buffy was so looking forward to today.  After the events of last night, she could use some retail therapy along with the upbeat company of Lorne.

The drive to LA went quickly and soon she was making her way down the sidewalk to The-Hide-Away where they agreed to meet.  She rounded the corner to find him already waiting for her.  He was dressed down in a simple pair of jeans and a button up shirt, though the shirt was a shocking shade of pink.  She smiled and waved.

“Ahhh, mon cherie, you are a vision of loveliness.”  He embraced her for a hug and quick peck to each cheek.  “Somebody pass me the vinaigrette so I can smother you in it, baby.  That scrumptious green outfit is putting me in the mood for salad.  Plus I never could shop on an empty stomach.”

“Salad huh?  Watching your figure?”  She pinched his waist playfully and laughed when he squirmed and giggled.

“Well yes, I’m having a ‘fat’ day if you must know.”  He rubbed his belly then leaned in to whisper jokingly.  “Feeling a tad bloated.”  

“PMS?”  

“Yeah, ‘Puffy Mid-Section’ caused from my nightly diet of martinis.”  She seemed to be in a good mood, and he wanted to keep her that way.  This mess was his to clean up and he intended to get the two love birds on the right path even if it killed him.  He still wasn’t sure how to approach the subject of Spike walking out on her, especially since she never called to tell him.  He half expected to hear from her on Friday, but when the day came and went he grew more perplexed.  Now here she was, laughing away with him as if all was right in the world.  She was showing no signs of bringing up William’s faux pas and subsequent attempt at chivalry at Grisanti’s to his attention.

Last night, William stopped by The-Hide-Away for his usual drink and nightly chat with him.  As soon as Lorne saw the look on his face, he knew something had the poor boy terribly upset.  His usual shot of whiskey had quickly turned into another and another as he relayed what had happened at the restaurant.

How Buffy had managed to twist his words into thinking she wasn’t worth a second go William couldn’t figure.  But Lorne had pointed out to him how easy it was for her to draw that conclusion.  It took him awhile to explain it in a way that William understood and by the time he did, his friend was on the verge of becoming too drunk to drive.  So he took him back to his apartment and made him sleep it off on the couch.   

“Oh my God, Lorne!”  Buffy gushed when he opened the passenger door of his car for her.  “This is beautiful.”  She sat down in the tan leather seat and waited for him to get in.

“Thanks.  She’s a 1965 Cobra.  Just like you, it was love at first sight.”  He grabbed her hand and kissed the back of it causing her to blush.

“When you’re ready to settle down, I’ll be waiting with the ball and chain.  So where are we going for lunch?”

“Only the best for my future wife, of course,” he chuckled.  “The best shopping to be had is in Beverly Hills, so I thought we’d go to Oliver’s first and then hit Rodeo Drive.  Ever been?” 

“Nope, can’t say that I have.”

“The food is to die for, you’ll love it.”  He leaned over and turned on the radio.  “Be a dear and find us a station please.”

“Oh, sure.”  She flipped through them slowly and waited while he kept shaking his head at each of them.  “Uhm, I think that’s it, oh no, wait, there’s one more.”   Tuning in, they heard the voice of a southern Baptist preaching all men are sinners, from pimp to the president.

“Oh, shut that off before I turn green and sprout two red horns on top of my head.”  

Buffy pointed a finger at him and spoke with a deep southern accent.

“Repent or be swallowed by the fires of hell, pimp daddy.”

“Thank God I’m an atheist.”  They both burst out laughing at his oxymoron.  “There are some CDs in the glove box, why don’t you pick one of those.”  He was hoping to get her singing.  The sooner he could read her, the sooner he could figure out what angle to approach her from.  

She finally settled on a Maroon 5 CD and popped it in.

“Good choice.  Crank up the volume.”  She turned it up as he started singing along hoping she’d join in but she just sat there staring straight ahead.  Her good mood seemed to have vanished and he thought perhaps she was getting ready to tell him about Spike’s abrupt departure.

She hadn’t even thought about the choice she’d made in music, but when the song ‘Secret’ began playing, she was reminded of the movie it was used in, The Wedding Date, which naturally led to thoughts of Spike.  

‘You’re wrong’.  The words echoed in her head over and over.  His sudden appearance at Grisanti’s at what seemed to be ‘just the right moment’ had caught her off guard.  Between Riley turning psycho and the embarrassing scene it caused, her mind had no time to process everything and she’d fled.  When Spike followed her out and got into her car, her frustration had her verbally lashing out at him.  She had hurt him with her words, but at the time she didn’t care.  Now that she recalled the look on his face and the last two words he spoke, she felt confused.  He didn’t have to follow her but he did.  He didn’t have to apologize but he tried.  He tried to explain himself but she wouldn’t let him.  Then of course he’d told her she was wrong, and that’s what she couldn’t figure out.  If she was truly right about why he walked out on her, then he didn’t have to say that either.

“Earth to Buffy, hello?”  Lorne’s voice cut through her thoughts and she turned to smile weakly at him.

“You zoned out on me there for a moment pumpkin.  Anything wrong?”  He braced himself.

“No.  Just thinking about... work.”  She held firm to her decision of keeping what happened between her and Spike a secret.  

He didn’t know whether to be relieved or concerned.  He could tell she was deep in thought and was willing to bet money it wasn’t anything work related.  Until she started talking or singing, all he could do was sit back and wait.   

“Today is about fun and spending loads of money on stuff we don’t need.”  He wrapped an arm around her and squeezed her shoulders.  “So no thinking about work, sweet cheeks, instead you must have happy thoughts like Christian Dior, Gucci, Versace... okay?”  

“Okay.”  She nodded and leaned into him, her mind still going over what Spike would have said if she’d just given him a chance.  She’d been a bitch and she knew it, but she couldn’t change what happened either, it was too late.  

He watched Buffy out of the corner of his eye, she was visibly upset and he knew why.  

Waking up a very hung over William this morning, Lorne supplied him with a strong cup of coffee and two Tylenol so they could talk again.  He got him to understand things from Buffy’s point of view that night at the restaurant.  First, she had to suffer through an abusive and embarrassing moment that would scare any woman half to death.  Second, the very man that had kicked her self esteem in the gutter showed up.  To her, it must have seemed like the world was against her, a punch to both sides of the head.  She had no time to process the bombardment of emotions that filled her; fear, embarrassment, shame, anger... so she fled.  Then when Spike chased after her, she defended herself like any cornered creature would, though her weapon wasn’t claws, it was words.  

Full comprehension hit William like a ton of bricks.  He was horrified that he’d made her feel not only inadequate but had aggravated the situation by pursuing her.  Her welfare had been his first concern.  He wanted to make sure she was alright and to use the only opportunity he thought he’d get to apologize for his behavior.   In that moment of realization, he begged Lorne for her phone number so he could explain himself and apologize all over again, but was cut short with a prompt ‘no’ for an answer.  Giving an escort a client’s home number was a big no-no and he knew William knew this.  But he could also see how badly he wanted to patch things up with her if only for his own peace of mind.  Lorne explained that he still needed to ‘read’ her first, and if he found that she didn’t want to see Spike, he promised to figure out someway in which the two could ‘bump into’ each other if William still insisted.  

After they grabbed a bite to eat, they hit the strip.  The outdoor center’s walkways were beautiful.  Its pillars were made of gleaming white marble, its brick walls draped in ivy and polished brass railings overlooked a sunken atrium courtyard topped by two glass pyramid skylights. 

Although Buffy was a self proclaimed shopaholic, she had to admit Lorne was worse than, well, a woman.  Among the five terraced levels of shops, he’d managed to drag her through three in under an hour.  With endless amounts of energy, he kept her bouncing from store to store.  By the time they reached Armani’s, she was grateful to finally sit while Lorne became engrossed in browsing for a new suit.

Lorne walked out of the dressing room with his hand on his hip, exaggerating the back and forth swish to his tush.  Stopping in front of Buffy he turned from side to side in the mirror and jokingly asked her.

“Does this makes me look fat, be honest?”  He whined.

She was stunned he’d actually chosen a traditional black tuxedo jacket to try on rather than something more colorful.

“Wow.  What gives with the tux, I thought you were here for a-a well, something more... you.”

“Alas, I have a black tie event coming up in two weeks and although I’d love to show up in yellow, I don’t think the mayor would appreciate it.”  He turned to face her.  “So, will this do?”

“You look simply fabulous, darling,” she said with an air of sophistication.  She knew Lorne had connections in high places, but she didn’t realize just how high until now.  “What’s the event for?”

“A fundraiser.  Five thousand dollars a plate and an auction later in the evening for charity.”  He laughed as her eyes went wide with shock.

“Damn, they better serve a feast for that amount.”  

Just then an employee approached Lorne to gush about his appearance and called for the tailor to take measurements.  Thirty minutes and several items later, Buffy finally managed to drag Lorne from the store.  

They shopped for another two hours before Lorne informed her they were nearing the appointment times he’d made for them at Spa 415.  Buffy squealed with delight when he said he booked them for the famous chocolate soufflé wrap.

“Unlike Godiva or your favorite chocolate cake, this stuff actually tones your skin.  Another added bonus is the smell.  I can’t tell you how many men will be sniffing you out for a bite.

At the mention of chocolate cake, she instantly thought of Grisanti’s and then, of course, Spike.  She was about to ask him something when he asked a question of his own she didn’t expect. 

“Speaking of men, how did your evening with Spike go?”  He held his breath and waited.

“Fine.”  Oh no!  “Everything was... fine.”  Please don’t ask me anything more, please. 

“Good, glad to hear it.”  And I am officially stunned, he thought.  Why on earth would she... ahhhh.  Perhaps her own insecurities coupled with misinterpreting Spike was keeping her from mentioning it at all, until she herself figured it out.  Now if he could just get her to sing, he would formulate a plan of attack to get them together again.

“Lorne, can I ask you a something?”  She was afraid she might be crossing a line, but her need to know anything about Spike overrode her fear.

“Of course, what’s on your mind?”  

“Well, you may not be able to answer, but... I-I... what’s Spike really like?  I mean outside of his... job?”  When he didn’t answer her right away she retracted her question.  “I’m sorry, you probably can’t discuss it, I shouldn’t have asked.”  

Truthfully, she surprised him.  Her question offered a perfect opportunity.

“It’s quite alright, Buffy.  Your curiosity is well warranted when it comes to William.”  He purposely dropped his name so she would start to see beyond Spike.  “He’s a... civilized man.”

William?  That’s his real name?  She liked the sound of it, it suited him.  She listened intently and decided to gauge her questions carefully.

“Civilized?  I don’t understand.”  

“Well, for instance, you’ve seen his cocky and crude side while on the job, but outside of that he’s actually quite cultured and well-mannered.”  He stopped to chuckle and shake his head before continuing.  “When he first came to work for me, he knew nothing about the art of seduction.”

“WHAT?  You’ve got to be shitting me?”  Spike, er, William didn’t know how to get a girl into bed?  The man oozed sensuality as far as she was concerned.  He was sex on a stick.  “Sorry, I-I just find that hard to believe.”

“It’s true.  When he first came to work for me, I had to teach him what to say, what to do, how to act... everything that you’ve seen he learned from me.  Outside of that he’s a different person entirely; he’s actually quite shy and reserved.  The only reason he works for me is because his regular job doesn’t pay enough to support him while he’s trying to build his savings for his real goal in life.”

“Huh.”  The person Lorne portrayed him to be was far from anything she would have suspected.  Shy, well mannered, cultured, those words stirred up an image so vastly different than that of Spike, it was hard to comprehend.  “So what you’re saying is if he made enough money at his regular job, he wouldn’t be working for you?”

“That’s exactly what I’m saying.”  He could tell her wheels were turning in the right direction so he dropped her one more bit of information that could make all the difference.  “His days as an escort are numbered now that he’s nearing the amount of money he needs.”

“That’s, uhmm, probably good news for him then I take it?”  

“Oh, absolutely.”

His brief description of William shed a new light on her conversation, or rather argument she’d had with him last night.  She let the subject drop as they neared the spa, preferring to contemplate this new information.  Spike hadn’t really acted, well, like Spike.  And now that she knew a bit more about his real personality, she wished she hadn’t acted the way she did, but it was too late.  Now she would probably never find out what it was he was going to tell her.  

They didn’t have to wait long to be shuffled into their respective rooms for their body wraps and massage.  Between the sweet smell of chocolate, soothing music and her tension being worked away, she was able to see the whole of Friday through a new set of eyes.  Just knowing there was a good chance she’d been wrong just like Spike said, had her wanting to see him again to see if they could set things right by having a normal conversation.

“You’re finished, Miss Summers, take your time getting up.  There will be refreshments in the waiting room for you before your manicure and pedicure.”

“Huh?”  She lifted her head to look at the masseuse.  “Wow, has it really been an hour and a half already?”  She groaned when the young woman nodded at her.  Rolling off the table she managed to get her robe back on and headed for the door.

“There she is.”  Lorne was already sipping from a champagne flute and digging into the strawberries set on a glass table in front of him.  “Come here, my little chocolate éclair.”  He poured her a glass of champagne and waited for her to sit down next to him before handing it to her.  

She took a sip and let him feed her a strawberry.

“God, I’m so tired now, can’t we book a nap, too?”  Leaning against his shoulder she sighed.  “So manicure and pedicure next then we’re done?”

“Yup, a little paint on the piggy toes and nails and we’re outta here.  So what I’d tell ya, good huh?”  He chuckled when she just feigned snoring against his shoulder.

They finished their drinks and a few more strawberries before heading into the next room.  There were several stations set in a row, so they chose to sit next to each other so they could chat.  Once the manicures were finished they walked over to the pedicure tubs that were waiting with warm jets of water stirring the water into frothy green bubbles from the special cleansing crystals they used.   

Relaxing while their feet soaked, they were finally left alone for a few minutes, and Buffy made a decision.

“Lorne?”

“Yes, sugar?”  

“I know you said Spike is nearing the end of his... employment with you, but I'd like to see him again.”

Lorne whipped his head in her direction so fast he felt it crack.  

“Really?  I-I mean… sure, I can arrange that.”  Shocked barely described how he felt at that moment.  Maybe his little talk did the trick after all.  “Would you like another surprise?”  He wasn’t sure exactly what scenario would be best, but he’d come up with something to encourage them to make up.

“Actually, no.  I’m going to plan everything this time.  If you just tell him to wear something casual but not to casual, dressy but not too dressy and be at my place by 7PM tomorrow night, I’ll take it from there.”

“Man I love an assertive woman, to hell with Spike; I’ll be there instead with bells on, sweetheart.”  He laughed briefly before seeing the two women who were to give the pedicures approaching them.  Leaning in to seal the deal he told her, “Anything else?”

“Well, how about we talk price after I’m through with him?”  She smiled mischievously, knowing this would throw him for a major loop.  He leaned back with a shocked look and screamed.

“Damn girl.  Am I going to get him back in one piece?”  Holy shit this was most unexpected.  He wondered if she was going to get rough on William but then remembered, if she did, Spike could take it.

“He’ll be fine I promise.  I won’t hurt him... much.”  She laughed her head off as his mouth dropped open but could tell he understood she was joking.

There was no more talk to be had as the ladies started tending to their feet.  Lorne still couldn’t get over it.  He barely had to lift a finger.  He thought for sure he’d have to wine and dine her himself to convince her to see Spike again.  No wonder William had fallen for her, she was beautiful, smart, and full of surprises.  Oh shit.  He thought about the money talk portion of her speech.  He simply couldn’t take her money, but he couldn’t call her out on what happened last time Spike was at her place.  Thinking hard for a moment, he suddenly remembered something that happened earlier in the day.  

Once they were back in the waiting area, Lorne gave a little announcement to her and made sure he made a fuss about it so she wouldn’t object.

“Ah, I didn’t book us facials.  We simply CANNOT leave without getting one.  Stay right here while your tootsies dry, baby-cakes and I’ll see if they can squeeze us in.”   He dashed off to find the main reception area and made sure Buffy got one whether they had an opening or not.  He needed to keep her busy to buy him some time to do what he needed to do.

Looking up from her magazine, Buffy saw Lorne strolling around the corner with an employee following in tow and a look of triumph on his face.

“I got us in, and Tasha here was good enough to come and escort you personally, mademoiselle.”  He held his hand out so he could help her up.  

“You didn’t have to do that, really.”  He seemed awfully chipper all of a sudden, even more so than normal.  Shrugging it off she waved goodbye and followed Tasha down the hall.  

As soon as she was out of view, he ran for the door, but not before telling the receptionist to make sure Buffy was occupied for at least thirty minutes until he got back.  He quickly paid both their bills and left a generous tip to ensure they would do as he asked.  The receptionist thanked him politely and assured him everything would be taken care of.

Buffy was sure a facial wasn’t suppose to take forty minutes, but she wasn’t going to complain either, it wasn’t often she took the time out for herself like this.  She finished dressing herself and gathered up her purse to head for the main entrance.  Lorne was already standing there, grinning like the cat that ate the canary.

“Did you get a facial?”  She gave him a curious look.

“Me, oh no, their last minute cancellation decided to show.”  She went to the counter to pay but the lady shook her head, pointed to Lorne and informed her it’d been taken care of already.  She walked up to Lorne and swatted his arm.  “You didn’t have to pay for me, I make more than enough money, Lorne.”  He threw an arm around her and they left out the door.

“I know you do, pumpkin, but I couldn’t help treating you for spending the day with me.  I had too much fun and was hoping I could bribe you into doing it again sometime soon.”   She told him she’d be more than happy as they got into his car and headed back to his club.

When Buffy finally loaded all her bags from Lorne’s trunk into her car, she shut her door and went to give him a huge hug.  After they separated he pointed into his own trunk which he hadn’t closed yet and acted surprised.

“Oh, looks like you forgot some boxes.”  He lifted them out and handed them to her even as she eyed him suspiciously.

“Uhm, no I didn’t.”  She tried to hand them back but he held up his hands and wouldn’t take them.  “Lorne,” she asked accusingly. “What did you do?”

“I got you a gift.”  He smiled when she set the boxes down and opened the bigger one first, grinning like a kid at Christmas.  When she held up the garment and gasped, he smiled wide.  He knew she’d be pleased.

“Oh.  My. God.  LORNE!!!  Versace!?!?  Do you know how expensive this is?  You so did not have to do this.”  She quickly tore into the smaller box to find a pair of shoes that went with it.  “Ohhhhhhh.”  She squealed.  Laying the dress over the hood of her car next to the shoes she inspected them closer, still wide-eyed from shock.  “How did you know my size?”

“I paid attention when you tried it on and came out to model it.   You made that heavenly dress look so sinfully that I felt you HAD to have it and the shoes, of course.”  She nearly knocked him over when she ran and jumped into his arms, kissing him repeatedly on the cheek.  “Whoa, slow down there, sugar lips.  You’ll ruin my chances of getting lucky if anyone sees you doing that.”  She laughed and disentangled herself, thanking him over and over.  He helped her pack it back up and said their goodbyes as she got in her car.

He dropped nearly seven grand between the outfit and shoes, and by the look on her face, he’d more than paid her back for Spike’s slip-up.  He was so happy the way things had gone today, he could hardly wait till she took off before bringing his cell phone out to call William.

“Today, or rather tomorrow is your lucky day, William.  She asked to see you.”  He had to hold the phone away from his ear when his friend shouted excitedly for details.  “Slow down now so I can... no, she didn’t sing or hum, buddy...  No, but somehow, I think everything’s going to be alright... yes.  Alright, come down to the club so we can hang out, but its water for you, buddy.  I’m still woozy from the boozy that oozed out of your pores onto my couch...  See you soon.”  Shutting his phone, he felt really good about the future of his two best friends. 
 
 A/N:  As promised, a happy chapter.  Please leave a review, as I hope you all enjoyed it.  The next 2 chapters will be happy, romantic, and full of steamy goodness, HOWEVER, bear in mind... this story is far from over, so there will be more angst.  If you can’t handle it then stop now, but if you want to see how our couple works through the problems/situations/issues they will face, then stick it out.  It’s spuffy after all, and will have a happy ending.


Chapter 18

Smoke Gets In Your Eyes

I’ll apologize upfront for the lengthy author’s note but there are a few things I need to say.  A huge thanks to karbear57 for the banner she created for me, it’s truly lovely.  And also to Kitty, who created the pic contained in the chapter and gave me the song icon as well.  And of course thanks to the betas that help shape the final product you see today.  I wish I could thank every reviewer individually, but that would indeed turn into a huge list, just know I love you all, big hugs and kisses from me and my muse.  Ok, so I’m a huge fan of the 50’s & 60’s music even though I’m only 36 years old.  In saying that, there are links contained within this chapter where you can click to hear the songs mentioned.  I advise to right click on the icons and open in a new window or else you’ll go straight to where it’s stored.  It will automatically begin to play once you’ve accessed it, AND, I’ll apologize for the size of the icon – it was a requirement to be a certain minimum size (200x200).  This was my favorite chapter to write so far, not quite sure why, and I do hope you enjoy it too.  If you really want to get the ‘full’ experience and the ‘feel’ that the muse tried so hard to put into this chapter, I highly recommend that you read it slowly, if you’re able, and that you click on the song links as they appear so you can hear what they hear at the same time – thus the magic the music has weaved around our favorite couple.  SPECIAL NOTE:  When I do finally post the sequel to ‘Language of Love’, the title you’ll be looking for is ‘Lessons in Love’.  I have some great plans thanks to everyone who voted yes to a sequel – a huuuuuuge thanks for the votes of yes, my muse is most excited to get started.        
 

He hadn’t a clue what to expect tonight, and worse, neither did Lorne.  Buffy chose the day, time, and even specified the style of attire Spike was to show up in, but nothing more.  

It unnerved William that he couldn’t call on Spike either; he was on his own until he knew what the evening’s plans entailed.  The only thing he knew for sure was that he’d be apologizing all over again as well as returning her clothes.  Pathetically enough, he waited until today to wash them, wanting to hold her scent close to him until having to give them back.

Pulling into her driveway, he switched off the engine to his motorcycle and removed his helmet, placing it on the tank.  He smoothed back his hair and just sat there.  He was right on time but wished he’d been early to give himself a few moments more to prepare himself for whatever lay beyond her door.  How she sent butterflies through his stomach every time right before he saw her he’d never figure out, yet here they were again, making him feel like a school boy on his first date.  

Maybe I should have bought her flowers, his brain panicked.  Then again, that could end up being quite awkward, for both of them.  Oh, if this were a real date, William would have brought her a bouquet consisting of every flower known to mankind, but this wasn’t a date and she wanted to see Spike, not him.

Sighing, he dismounted, took his duster off, grabbed the bag with her clothes in it and marched towards the house, not bothering to waste a second before ringing the doorbell. 

She decided her nervousness was due to the fact she’d never gone to Sunnydale’s yearly event with anyone other than her mother, but that’s exactly why she chose to bring Spike.  She’d be in a familiar, comfortable setting that was also neutral territory for both of them where nothing could happen.  A place where she knew she could be herself, and he would be forced to be, well, whoever he really was because he couldn’t seduce her.

The supplies were nearly packed except for the cold stuff when the door bell rang, startling her to the point of jumping.

“Coming,” she yelled and sprinted to the mirror in the hallway for a once-over on her appearance.  Flipping her head over to fluff her hair one last time, she exhaled sharply when she stood upright and smoothed her hands over her head and down her entire body.  Her reflection showed a casual yet confident woman, quite contrary to the girl inside filled with trepidation.  Would this work?  Would they settle and move past the quarrel they’d had?  Would she discover that he truly cared for her, or would her theories be disproved tonight by his reaction to her plans?  Only one way to find out.  With that final thought in mind, she walked to the door and opened it slowly.  What she saw on the other side had her lungs struggling for air, beautiful.



There he was, dressed somewhere in the middle between formal and casual, just as she’d requested.  Whoever said ‘clothes make the man’ had it seriously wrong.  The way he wore that simple ensemble, well, he made it look a hundred times better than it had any right too.

Black dress pants and shoes with a solid, deep blue button up shirt and his trademark black duster slung over one shoulder.  It was the shirt she liked the best, it made his already gorgeous eyes stand out and shine with a brilliance that could shame a sapphire.

“Spike,” she practically whispered, “you look... handsome.”  She swore he blushed right before he coughed and returned a compliment of his own.

“You look lovely... as always.”  A silly grin came over him as his head tilted slowly to the side.  

They remained staring at one another in comfortable silence for a few moments longer.

“Oh, I’m sorry, come in, please.”  Luckily the clock struck seven at that moment, reminding her they had somewhere to be.

Stepping aside, he walked in and she closed the door behind him then offered to take his coat.

“What’s that?”  She pointed a finger towards the bag he carried then hung the leather coat on a nearby hook.

“Oh, right.  ’S the clothes I uhmm, borrowed.  They’re clean, I-I just forgot to bring them last time I,” he hesitated and swallowed hard.  He wasn’t quite over how positively radiant she looked.  Her hair was wild and free but her dress was tastefully conservative.  A short sleeved, dusty plum colored silk little number that stopped just above her knees, short heels that matched adorning her tiny feet.   

He handed it to her and she thanked him, taking it to the couch to set it down.  She pointed towards the coffee table and spoke.

“I forgot too.”  

He looked to see his black jeans folded neatly on top.

“Yeah, ‘bout last time.  ’M sorry, Buffy, I really...”  He trailed off as she neared him, nodding her head up and down.  Coming closer, she reached out and touched her fingertips to his arm as if reassuring him she knew he meant it.

“I, `s jus’... I-I,” Chris’, stop stutterin’ and jus’ say it.   He lowered his head.  He needed to tell her the truth, but he couldn’t face the rejection he was sure would be there in her face at his admission.  “I don’ HAVE to pretend to be extremely attracted when I’m with you, and-and...”  Feeling her squeeze his arm he instinctively looked up and into her eyes.  Finish it man.  “It scared the bloody hell outta me.”  He exhaled loudly and lowered his head again, waiting for, well, he wasn’t sure what she would say.

“I thought you hated... ‘being’ with me, that I wasn’t any good.”  When his head snapped up to look at her, his expression clearly said just how wrong she’d been.

“Buffy, no.  Tha’s not it at all.  I told you before and I’ll say it again... you’re perfect.”   Looks like Lorne was right after all.  How could his girl think for one minute she was in any way inadequate?  “If tha’s what you thought `m so sorry and I’ll tell you over and over again jus’ how perfect you are `til you believe me, or get sick of hearin’ it.”  She instantly smiled and he felt as if a weight had been lifted from his chest. 

Relief immediately flooded her system.  But along with that came immense guilt that she’d jumped to such a horrible conclusion and acted so terribly towards him.  She threw him an apologetic look before she spoke.

“For the record... I’m sorry too.  I should have listened to you.  Do you think you could forgive me?”  

She looked up so sweetly at him and with such hope in her eyes he almost came undone with tears.  

“Please, Spike?”

God, he wanted to grab her.  Hug and kiss her tenderly until she couldn’t breathe. Instead, he simply nodded once and smiled, grateful they could move forward.  

She smiled back shyly and decided to move away from the conversation from now.

“Could you help me in the kitchen, please?”  

She pointed over her shoulder with both hands and he nodded.  Hell, he’d help her dust books if that’s what she wanted.

Trailing behind her, the first thing he spied was an open picnic basket with a few small containers scattered on the island top waiting, he assumed, to be placed inside.  His curiosity peaked.  What could she have planned that involved food to be brought, but more importantly, where were they going?  He thought for sure they would remain at her house; then again it made sense that she requested he dress a certain way if they were going someplace.  Whatever she had in mind, he was game.  To be anywhere but a bedroom while ‘on duty’, was a new and welcome prospect for him, especially since it was to be with her.  The fact it was all her idea, and all her doing, was a surprise he was looking forward to.

“Goin’ someplace tonight, pet?”

She never missed a beat of the conversation as she picked up where she’d left off from packing their little meal.

“Nah, thought we’d picnic in my backyard, Romeo.”  She snorted and shot him a playful look.

“Oi, jus’ a question.  So, gonna tell me where?”  He smiled wider when she shook her head.

“Nope.  You’ll figure it out when we get there.  Now, since I don’t know what you like and what you don’t, I took the liberty of picking out a variety of things.  So, why don’t you take a look and see if there’s anything you don’t care for and I’ll put it back.”

Wow, this was almost... domestic.  He smiled at the thought but caught himself before responding.  Yes they had made up, but he wasn’t her boyfriend, so he took on Spike’s persona figuring that’s what she would want.

“I eat everythin’,” he said in a husky, suggestive voice.  When she looked up, he threw her a saucy wink and smirked, curling his tongue behind his teeth.

She rolled her eyes and threw a wadded up paper towel at him.

“Ugh, pig.”

“Oink, oink baby.”  He waggled his eyebrows at her while she shook her head back and forth.  Placing a hand on her hip, she shot him a look that clearly said to ‘behave’.

“Okay, okay.”  He threw his hands in the air then turned his attention to the Tupperware bowls, opening and inspecting each one.  “Everythin’ looks good pet; really, not a picky eater here.

“Good.”  She smiled triumphantly and bounced over to the refrigerator.  “Now, come have a look.  I’ve got...” she bent over and opened the meat drawer, “turkey breast, salami, cheese...”  She felt his sudden presence behind her, inches from her bent over form.  It made her quiver slightly at the thought of him so close in her more than vulnerable position.

He couldn’t resist.  The thin material of her dress hugged her pert ass intimately, revealing the fact she wore a thong by accentuating its outline.  The sight wouldn’t escape any man’s attention and he wondered if she knew that.  Did she know just how sexy she looked?  Did she know just how much she affected him by an act so simple as bending over in front of him would have?  Then again, did it matter?  She was with him tonight, and no one else but him would have the privilege of peeling that dress away from her body, revealing her soft golden skin to touch, to kiss, to...  Pulled from his thoughts by her voice, he stilled the hand that was reaching of its own volition towards her backside.

“Spike?”

“Yeah?”  He coughed and retracted his hand as if burnt.

She stood upright and turned; almost bumping into his chest he was so close.

“Excuse me.”  She blushed and stepped to the side.  “Pick out whatever you want.”

“Right.”  He dropped to one knee and fished through the bags of cold cuts and cheese, selecting a few before standing up.  “These?”  He gave her a questioning look.

“Sure.”  She took them and packed it up.  “Now the only thing that’s left is the wine.  There’s a rack over there, next to the stove.  Why don’t you pick out a couple bottles?  And oh, in the cupboard overhead are some glasses, too.”

She smiled appreciatively at his retreating form before shaking the automatic dirty thoughts it provoked.  That’s not what tonight was about.  He laid her fears to rest and they’d said their apologies, all that remained was one last question.  That nagging question in her mind that needed answering meant more than giving in to her attraction for him.  Did he care for her?

He picked a couple of his personal favorites that, quite honestly, he was surprised to find in her small collection.  After retrieving two wine glasses from the place she’d indicated, he walked back and handed them over when she held out her hands.

Closing the lid to the basket, she smiled.

“That’s it.  Ready?”  She smiled brightly and went to lift it when he shooed her hands away and did it himself.

“Yeah, pet, I’m ready.”  He followed as she walked down the hallway, stopping to grab her keys off the table next to the door and to hand him his coat.  The more he watched her move about, the more excited his body became, he couldn’t help it.  It felt like ages since he’d touched her and now that they were back on good terms, his hormones were starting to get the better of him.  Even when she opened the door and let him through first so she could lock it, he found himself suddenly wanting to stay.

Stepping outside, the setting sun’s rays cast a golden glow over his pale features, making her want to reach out and touch his chiseled face, feel the sharp ridges of those cheekbones, rub her face against that jaw, kiss the...  She snapped herself out of her self-induced trance.  She cursed herself for being too attracted to him.

“Could you carry my keys please?  I don’t want to bring a purse tonight.”  She handed them over and he promptly slid them into his pant’s pocket.

“Sure.  Gotta say, you certainly know how to keep a bloke guessin’.”

“Good, so let’s move it, mister.”  She turned to walk down the steps but stopped when she didn’t hear him follow.  When she turned to face him she froze.  Oh God, please don’t, we’ll never make it there if you keep staring at me like that.

William took a back seat again to let Spike through.  All he really wanted, all they both wanted was a little reassurance.  One more smile, a touch, maybe even a kiss, anything she was willing to give, anything at all to secure the promise of something more later, so he wouldn’t take measures to keep her here; take her upstairs this minute to do what he really wanted to.

“Spike?”  She hesitated.  Oh no, oh yes, he turned on the charm that was his alone, the one she couldn’t resist.  He crooked his finger in a come hither manner, her body obeying without an ounce of resistance.

“Come ‘ere, you bossy bint.”  

Her legs carried her forward even as she eyed him suspiciously.

“I’ll admit I can be bossy, but what exactly is a bint anyway?  I think I should be offended, but I’ll give you an opportunity to explain.”  She stopped three feet short of him, unsure she wanted to get any closer.

“Come ‘ere, woman, not gonna bite.”  Even Spike’s confidence couldn’t shake the need for her to willingly come to him.  Thankfully she closed the gap.  Now within reach, he grabbed her waist and pulled her flush.  Leaning down, he inhaled her scent from the valley between her neck and shoulder, purring as he did so.  The rest was up to her, again, as he encouraged her with his thumb, rolling in slow, lazy circles against her lower back.

“I haven’ received a... proper hello yet.  He nuzzled into her neck once more then pulled away.  It took all his will to keep from kissing her when she closed her eyes and her pouty lips formed an ‘o’ that was verbalized as she exhaled.

She opened her eyes and knew this was a losing battle.  She cursed her inner slut to remain silent as she leaned her lips against his and kissed him sweetly.  Neither opened their mouths nor attempted to deepen the kiss.  They lingered there for a short, yet torturous moment longer before pulling away.

“Hello.”  Her whispered greeting was answered with a hushed reply of ‘thank you’ that she swore meant more than just being polite.

He was the first to step back.  She hadn’t laid a finger on him other than her lips, but it was all he needed.  He’d die a happy man just knowing she kissed him of her own volition.  He gestured a hand forward.

“Lead the way.”

A little dazed but quick to recover, she smiled and went back down the steps.  When she turned to head down the sidewalk, he became confused.

“Uh, pet?  Aren’t we driving wherever it is we’re goin’?”

“No need.  It’s close by.”  She smiled and waved him forward to catch up.  He swiftly sprinted to catch up until they were side by side.

Three blocks later and his ears picked up on the soft sound of a slow melody.  It sounded familiar, but he couldn’t be sure.  Shrugging his shoulders, he ignored it until their walk led them closer and closer towards the sound of... Johnny Mathis?

audio:Chances Areby imbloodyenglish

Yup, that was his music alright, playing the tune ‘Chances Are’, though the band was live he could tell.

As they rounded the fourth block, the site that greeted him was the most unusual but unique he’d ever seen.  A park full of people, of... older people.  Lounge chairs were everywhere with no particular order to them.  Grey haired couples seated everywhere underneath a blanket of twinkling, Christmas style lights that strung overhead in crisscross patterns  A large platform had been built up to accommodate a small orchestra along with space enough for a baby grand.  A white gazebo held a group of eight singers wrapped around their microphones to entertain the crowd.  Three were women, the rest men.  The men were dressed in traditional black tuxedos except for one who donned a white jacket instead, obviously the lead singer of the group.  The women were clad in long silver sequenced dresses, similar to those that ‘The Supremes’ may have worn back in the day.  There was a small dance floor filled with silver-haired couples that gazed longingly at their partners while swaying gracefully to the music.  It was actually quite... romantic, he thought.  The atmosphere they wove in the encroaching darkness was that of romance, and all the innocence it could muster for the age the music had been born into.

Curious as to why she’d brought them here, he was about to ask when he felt her hand take his, leading him on a winding path around clusters of people towards a large oak that surprisingly, had no one sitting under it.    

She pulled the basket from his grip and opened it to retrieve a thin, woven plaid throw.  He watched as she shook it out to float through the air and land over the grass.  Knowing they were here to stay, he took in the words of the song and helped by bringing the basket closer to them as she sat to make herself comfortable, tucking her legs under her knees.

Guess you feel you'll always be the one and only one for me
And if you think you could
Well, chances are your chances are awfully good

“My mom brought me here every year, the 50’s & 60’s Fall Music Festival.  It’s the era her parents grew up in.  She always said the music was so romantic, that love was exactly how the music depicted it to be.   Said that it was nice to see all these couples still in love after all these years, just like my grandparents had been.  We’d watch them dance away and imagine someone like Johnny Mathis singing a love song just for us.”  She sighed and turned sideways, leaning back on one elbow as she stared at the band.  “I still come here even though she’s gone.  It makes me feel as if she’s still near.”

“Oh, pet.”  Such a rare glimpse into the woman his girl truly was had moved him deeply.  He couldn’t help but place a gentle hand overtop hers and squeeze.  He wasn’t sure what to say, but he’d be damned if he didn’t at least try.

“I’m sure she’s here tonight.  Watching and smiling.”  Sure it sounded lame, but it was the best he could come up with at a moment when she’d caught him so off guard.

She smiled back, a gentle and knowing smile of thanks.  Leaning back further, she took in the sounds as the song came to its close.

The chances are your chances are . . . awfully good

The sounds of low, appreciative claps came from all round them.  She sat up and joined in, equally as delighted as the older love birds obviously were.  William couldn’t help but do the same.  It was infectious, and whatever made his girl as happy as she was now, well, he would embrace with the same enthusiasm as she did now.

The next tune soon followed, ‘Dream’, by the Everly Brothers.

audio:Dreamby imbloodyenglish

As the words were sung, she couldn’t help but smile at the irony.  She’d dreamt of Spike every night, whether she wanted to or not, and now here she was, being mocked, however coincidentally.

When I feel blue in the night 
And I need you to hold me tight 
Whenever I want you, all I have to do is 
Drea-ea-ea-ea-eam

These songs, the memory of her father leaving, her mother’s thoughts on what real love meant, they all had a hand in shaping her own idea as to how she wanted to be loved, if at all.  It didn’t seem possible these days.  Men just weren’t as committed as they once were.  And she just couldn’t bring herself to lower the standards she’d set despite what any of her friends said.  The image of Willow and Oz came to mind.  The way they looked at one another, held hands and smiled dreamily was the same way the couples here tonight were doing.  It gave her hope.

I can make you mine, taste your lips of wine 
Anytime night or day 
Only trouble is, gee whiz 
I’m dreamin’ my life away

She’d probably be dreaming her own life away, growing old alone, still coming here every year to this festival, wishing, wishing that...  They were only songs though, right?  

Despite her hopes, she’d brought Spike here for fate to let her know if she was a fool for wishful thinking or if he could, just possibly, care for her.  

“Buffy?  Do you want me to open a bottle of wine, pet?”  He could see she was caught up in her own thoughts.  The far-away look in her eyes seemed peaceful however.  

“Huh?  Oh yes, that would be nice.”  She watched as he rifled through the basket to produce one of the bottles, setting it aside to pull out the two glasses next.  He frowned when he looked back inside and started removing the containers one by one.  “What is it?”

“Did you pack a corkscrew?”  He looked over to see her smile guiltily.

“Ooops?” she offered.  Great going, Buffy.

“`S alright.  I’ll find us one.”  He stood up and looked around until he spotted a couple about twenty feet to their left, sipping on glasses of a sparkling liquid, a bucket at their feet with an open bottle tilted to the side.  Picking up their own bottle, he headed towards them.

Buffy watched as Spike exchanged words with the couple.  They smiled at him as the elder gentleman handed him their opener.  Still chatting away, he removed the cork from the bottle when the woman glanced in Buffy’s direction and smiled.  She said something to Spike that made him look in her direction as well before turning back and shaking his head.  Spike bowed briefly and kissed the woman’s hand, then turned and shook her husband’s hand before coming back to sit next to her.

“Here we go.”  He filled a glass and handed it to Buffy then filled the other for himself.

“What was that all about?”

“What was what all about?”  He stretched his legs out and leaned against the trunk of the tree.

“That lady asked you a question when she looked at me.”

“Oh that?  She asked if we were married.  Told her no then suffered through a small speech about ‘how nice it is to see such a young couple here tonight’.”  His voice cackled an imitation of the older woman.

“Hey!  It’s not nice to pick on old people.”  She slapped his shoulder which caused some of the wine in her glass to slop over the rim onto her bare chest.  

He laughed.

“Tha’s what you get for hittin’ me.”  

She glared at him until he put on a pouty look and inched closer to her.  Reaching out, he caught the tiny bead of red liquid with his index finger before it had a chance to run down and stain her dress.  Very slow and deliberate he wiped upwards along her skin, continuing higher towards her throat then pulled it away to lick it.  Just then, a couple walking hand in hand passed in front of them and exchanged a glance then directed their knowing smile at her, as if suggesting they knew a secret.

She ducked her head and blushed.  William hadn’t noticed; his attention focused wholly on her as he chuckled.

She set her glass down and went to the basket, pulling more of the food out then some napkins and paper plates.

“Here, let me.”  He opened everything she’d brought and placed a small amount of each onto their plates.  They ate in silence as the sun disappeared completely, leaving the park to glow softly from the lights overhead.  

Buffy cleaned up as soon as they’d finished, placing everything neatly back inside the basket while he poured them each another glass of wine.  She took her glass just as the crowd around them began clapping wildly.  They both watched as more couples stood up to walk towards the dance floor.  The music started up with the soft sounds of violins filling the air before a man’s voice floated over them to sing...

audio:Twilight Timeby imbloodyenglish

Heavenly shades of night are falling, its twilight time
Out of the mist your voice is calling, tis twilight time
When purple colored curtains mark the end of day
I’ll hear you, my dear, at twilight time

She turned her attention back to ask him.

“I hope you’re not too bored?  Being here tonight, I mean.”  

He looked up in surprise, was she kidding?  It was beyond anything he could have imagined she had planned for them.  Hell, it felt like a date, and that wasn’t necessarily a bad thing, as long as he got to kiss his girl goodnight when it all ended.

“Why would I?”  He swept an arm outward and looked around.  “Good food, wine, music, dancin’ under a star filled sky and of course...”  He turned her way and placed two fingers gently under her chin, “the company of the most beautiful woman I’ve ever met.  All in all, a perfect way to spend an evenin’ in my book.”

She giggled.  Taking his hand from underneath her chin, she turned it over and pressed a warm and lingering kiss into his palm.  

He swallowed hard, his Adam’s apple bobbing in his dry throat while she treated his hand to a caress from those two sweet lips.  

“Good.”  Smiling at his reaction, she could admit to herself it was nice just to be here with him.  She was grateful he could do nothing more than drop playful hints of a sexual nature, but that didn’t mean she couldn’t enjoy a touch here and there herself either.  She leaned her cheek into his palm and closed her eyes and hummed the remaining few seconds of the song.  Dropping his hand, she brought hers together and clapped with everyone else while he sat there still staring at her, his eyes growing darker, it seemed, with lust.  And there’s nothing you can do about it either, hah.

Indeed!  But his hormones weren’t what had him wanting to grab her.  Aside from the obvious setting, everything about tonight was so unlike any other encounter he’d had to endure.  Here, with her like this, he had no need of Spike.  He felt free to be himself, and it felt wonderful.  Maybe she would see what kind of person he truly was underneath, not that it made him worthy of her, but he wondered if she would possibly like what she saw, like William.

“Dance with me?”  The need to hold her close if only through dancing was enough to prompt the question.  She nodded her consent so he stood and offered his hand to help her up.

Their fingers intertwined as they slowly made their way to the dance floor, the couples they passed turning to smile in their direction.  Neither noticed, however, each wrapped in the feel of the other’s hand, and the small, stolen sideways glances they exchanged.

Wading through a sea of salt and peppered haired lovers, they reached an unoccupied spot where they stopped just as the music started.

“OH!  This is my favorite, I love this song.”  She jumped up and down excitedly, scaring a particularly ancient and frail looking woman to near heart attack.  “Sorry.”  Spike laughed as she ducked her head in embarrassment.

“I picked the perfect time to ask then, yeah?”  Still holding her hand, he raised it to his shoulder, extracting his fingers to lower his arm and wrap it around her waist loosely.  

They embraced one another in the same fashion as the other dancers and slowly began to sway to the sound of ‘The Platters’.  If this was her favorite tune, he was going to pay attention, see what it was that made it her favorite, commit it to memory while he made the most of it for her by employing his dance skills.

audio:Smoke Gets In Your Eyesby imbloodyenglish


She stared into the crystal blue of his eyes and the world fell away.  As the familiar lyrics filled her ears, their eyes never left each other as he swept her across the floor with an ease normally reserved for professionals.

They asked me how I knew
My true love was true
Oh
I of course, replied
Something here inside cannot be denied 

She curled herself around him.  Her arms crossed behind his neck as her head nestled against his chest, the reverberation of her soft humming filling his chest.

They said someday you'll find
All who love are blind
Oh
when your heart's on fire
You must re-a-lize
Smoke gets in your eyes

He thought about the words while savoring the feel of her closeness.  It depicted one who was truly in love, one who willingly blinded themselves to what was so obvious to those around for the sake of love and love alone.  

So I chaffed them and I gaily laughed
To think they could doubt my love
Yet today my love has flown away
I am without my love

He decided they both must be hopeless romantics that wanted so much to believe in love that they’d left themselves open to suffer disillusionment at the hands of others.  They were souls of a kindred spirit.  If he had one mission in life, it was to erase her doubt, show her that he could be everything a man was supposed to be.  Love her as she truly deserved if only... no.  Only when he could quit this job and... if she would have him.  Lorne had been right, if he wanted her half as bad as the restaurant, then he should fight for it.

Now laughing friends deride
Tears I can not hide
Oh, so I smile and say
When a lovely flame dies
Smoke gets in your eyes
Smoke gets in your eyes

The song ended too soon for her taste.  She clung to him though everyone else broke from their partners to clap in appreciation.  She felt him lean back to look at her so she opened her eyes.

“Can we dance some more?  Please?”

“Course, pet, whatever my girl wants.”  He kept them moving until the band struck the first chord of the next tune.  When she leaned her head against his chest once more, he rested his chin on top of her head and squeezed her body tight, letting her know he’d never let her go if that was her wish.

One more dance ensued as a woman’s voice penetrated the chill of the autumn air.

audio:At Lastby imbloodyenglish

At last
My love has come along
My lonely days are over
And life is like a song

And that it did, if only their separate, wandering thoughts could find one another.

I found a thrill to press my cheek to
A thrill that I have never known, oh yeah you smile...  
You smile
Oh and then, the spell was cast
And here we are in heaven

As the song ended, she released her hold on him.

For you are mine
At last

They reluctantly broke apart as the violins drew out the last chord and clapped their praise as the performers bowed deeply for their performance of the classic tune.

He grabbed her hand and led them back to their spot under the huge tree.  He sat then poured them a third glass of wine while she settled herself down next to him.  This night, if nothing else, could be summed up in one word for him... magical.  Little did he know how much magic there was left in the world, reserved for those who were willing to believe.

“Thanks.”  She took the glass he offered and held it up in toast.  “To love.”  She smiled, no longer caring if she sounded corny to this man or not.

He lifted his in salute and the sound of glass touching glass rang with clarity as he repeated her words.

“To love.”

They drank in unison.  William, however, downed his while Buffy merely sipped.  She’d been feeling the fuzzy effects of the alcohol long before they even danced and chose to pace herself.  He set his glass aside and held out his arms.

“C’mere kitten.”  He couldn’t bear to lose contact with her now, not after the unspoken connection he felt they’d made during their time on the dance floor.  He felt closer to her than any one human being on this earth, and he wanted that feeling to last.  He felt a warm rush of contentment fill him when she nestled her slim body between his legs.  He wrapped his arms around her and leaned his head against hers, wishing they could stay like this forever.

Music continued to fill the air when a duet of male voices broke to sing the Everly Brothers, ‘Crying in the Rain’.

audio:Crying in the Rainby imbloodyenglish

I’ll never let you see... 

The rest of the lyrics were lost on her as she leaned her full weight against him.  This night had proved one more thing to her... the man she came here with tonight was someone she could fall for.  She would always fear for her heart, but at least he’d proven to be genuine in everything he said and done so far.

The song ended with a short speech, thanking the audience for another wonderful and successful year as well as the turn out it produced.  

He had no idea how long they’d been there, and was afraid it was coming to a close as the performers began packing up their instruments and other equipment.  Buffy, as well as everyone around them, appeared to remain relaxed as if the evening was still far from over.  His grip tightened, elated when she responded by spreading her fingers wide over his forearms and squeezed him back.

Suddenly, the sound of a launched air attack filled the air.  

“This is the best part.”  And it was, for her.  Fireworks were always fun, no matter whether you were seven or seventy.

‘Oooohs’ and ‘aaaaahs’ filled the night as a burst of light exploded in a multicolored show of sparks, flowering large and wide over the entire park, sparkling as the tails fizzled out seconds after expanding.

He watched as the festive display lit up Buffy’s face, making her appear child-like as she grinned.  She clasped her hands over her ears in anticipation of the sonic booms delayed only seconds after the bright, dotted bursts of light.  He just stared at her and smiled.  She was the vision of ‘the girl next door’.  The kind you courted carefully then brought home to meet your parents.  

He quickly shook those thoughts before they lead to a white picket fence with several tiny blonde tots running playfully about in the front yard.

---That’s a site you’ll never see.

Spike!  Such timing was unprecedented.  

This was not the time for him to show up.  A simple decision to banish him from the bliss of the moment was, surprisingly, all it took to silence his voice.

She suddenly shivered, reminding him it was autumn.  He grabbed the forgotten leather duster to his right and quickly dragged it across them, tucking the corners in and around her shoulders.  Spreading his legs further apart, he grabbed her waist to gently tug her closer against his chest.  She placed her hands over his and gently stroked his forearms with her fingers, making him hug her even tighter in his arms.  

If he could have stopped time, it would have been right now.  This perfect moment in time, with this perfect tiny woman wrapped in his arms, keeping her warm, safe...  This is what love was, for him.  These precious tender moments devoid of conversation with nothing but the feel of her body, rising and falling with every breath she took.  He turned his face into her hair, her scent filling his entire being.

She gratefully snuggled into his warm embrace, basking in the sense of content that washed over her when an urge so strong hit her that she acted on it with out thought.

Turning her head inwards, she lifted an arm from underneath his coat to hold his face against hers.  She pressed her lips against the corner of his mouth in a soft kiss, and then whispered.  “Thank you.  For tonight.”   She released him and returned her attention back to the light show, sliding her hand back overtop his.

His heart swelled to the bursting point, both from her actions and her words.  With every passing moment, she unknowingly wrapped him tighter around her little finger.  Neither Spike nor William gave any thought to the possessiveness that over took them both as he reestablished his firm grip to her waist and leaned in to kiss her temple.

“Anythin’ for my girl.”




A/N:  Sorry if it was too fluffy, mushy, romantic or whatever (hope nobody got ill from the sticky sweetness that practically dripped from it)... I just felt they needed this time together.  I really, really, really do hope you enjoyed it, and no, the night is far from over, but our couple deserved a bit of ‘connecting’ on a different level in a different setting first.  I do hope you choose to review so I know I’ve made up for all the previous chapters that held the more angsty type feel to it.  Again, the story is far from over, there will be some more rough times ahead.  The next chapter, however, will continue on where I left off and will also be free from any bad vibes, promise.
Disclaimer: The songs used in this fic are owned by there respective artists and writers. Use of these songs is not meant to infringe upon anyone's rights, only to entertain.


Chapter 19

Falling Deep

Okay, so I’m going there one more time – meaning the romance, so bear with me.  Also, there’s one more song to be played.  No worries, I’m not making this a habit or anything, its just that my dear friend Dusty273 introduced me to the song about two months ago, saying it reminded her of my story.  I actually had never heard of it, so when she sent it to me I fell in love with it and knew I had to include it at just the right moment.  I’ll apologize for any difficulty/extra steps in clicking the link to hear it... the regular site I use to store them isn’t functioning correctly for some reason.  Special thanks to Suzee for helping me get the song formatted and stored elsewhere so it could be included.  Thanks to karbear57 for all her help as well as Beasleysmom (to whom I owe a certain ‘sshhhh’ moment).  Oh, almost forgot, thanks to everyone who voted for TE at round 12 of Spuffy Awards, it received 5 awards total, I found out while I was on the phone with Beasleysmom – we screamed like a couple of teenagers – not a pretty site for 36 year old woman (me), LOL.   Hope you all enjoy the chapter.      
  






William watched the fireworks steadily being launched closer together, signaling the show’s impending finale.  As the night sky continually lit up, he noticed a set of dark clouds moving in rapidly to cover the stars that previously filled the heavens.  

When the end arrived with the successive bursts of pyrotechnics being fired, he was reluctant to break the beautiful spell the atmosphere wove around them.  But of course, all good things must come to an end.

Buffy pushed herself forward and let Spike’s duster fall from her shoulders.  He quickly jumped up so he could offer his hand to help her stand.  

“There’s storm clouds comin’, luv.  We better hurry in case it decides to rain.”

No sooner did he finish his sentence than she felt a giant rain drop plop heavily against her chest and roll down beneath her dress.  She held her hand out and bluntly replied.

“Too late.  ARGHH.”  Another hit her face.  “Spike, hurry,” her voiced shrilled.

He chuckled as her face scrunched up, following her lead when she scrambled, throwing the remains of their picnic haphazardly into the basket.

He quickly snatched the blanket from the ground and placed it around her shoulders.  Picking up the basket and his coat, he felt her grab his hand, leading him in a jog towards the sidewalk.  They weaved their way among the other, slower fleeing couples until they were clear where she broke into a run whose speed impressed him for a woman in heels.

The faster she tried to run, the harder she laughed.  It seemed impossible to remain dry as the sprinkle quickly turned into a downpour before they’d gone one block.  She turned to see him put on his coat then run to catch up.  He grabbed her outstretched hand and together ran as best they could.  Rounding the next block, she suddenly felt him tug on her arm, forcing her to slow before being pulled underneath a covered bus stop.  

Her giggles died down as she peeled the now drenched blanket from her shoulders.  The rain had completely soaked through every inch of fabric she wore.  Looking to Spike, it appeared his duster offered better protection than her thin throw.  

Now that they were out of the rain, he wiped his eyes so he could see properly.  He set the basket down and turned to find Buffy tilting her head to one side, attempting to ring the excess water from her hair.  When she finally gave up and dropped her hands by her side, he drank in the way her purple dress clung intimately to her breasts, evidencing her lack of bra when he noticed her hardened nipples threatening to tear through the thin fabric.  He drew in a much needed breath.

“You know this is useless don’ you... runinn’ and all?”    He smiled when she began to laugh.

“Pretty much.  I’m so sorry about all this.  I didn’t mean to drag you out tonight just so you could get soaked.”

“`S’alright, `s jus’ a lil rain.”

She watched him shake his head back and forth rapidly, forcing the rain from his hair to fly from him like a dog.  She laughed as she tried to shield herself from it, raising her hands despite the fact she was already wet.  He mumbled his apologies then sighed heavily with a look of defeat.

“The way I see it, we got three options.  One, we wait this out, though I doubt it’ll let up any time soon.  Two, we continue to run like we aren’t bloody well already wet, or three... walk the rest of the way like dignified adults lookin’ like the drowned rats we are.”  He cocked an eyebrow when she pretended to weigh the options.

“Option three it is then.”  She placed her hands on her hips and nodded, seeing his logic and knowing it was senseless to wait or run.  Stepping forward to leave their temporary shelter, she felt him grab her arm and pull her gently back, bringing her face to face with him.

“If `s any consolation, you look amazin’... even like this.”

Her first instinct told her his mind had been in the gutter, but the small smile that graced his beautiful lips told her it was a genuine compliment.  She turned a serious look on him, her eyes drifting over his expressive features before returning her attention back to his mouth.  Stepping closer, she took his face in her hands and stroked the sharp line of his cheekbones with her thumbs.

Watching her eyes close, she pulled him towards her and nuzzled her nose against his, their rain slicked skin aiding her motions.  His arms snaked around her waist loosely, barely holding her, grateful for yet another tender moment.

He mirrored her actions until her tongue came out to slide along his bottom lip, tickling his senses.  Tightening his hold and moving forward to kiss her, she evaded him by pulling back just out of reach.  They went back and forth in a small play for control until he stopped.  If she didn’t want to kiss him, then so be it.  She brought her lips back to his but he remained still, wise to her game and no longer willing to play.  Releasing her waist, he resigned himself to receive nothing.  He had no desire to force himself on her anymore... either his girl wanted him or she didn’t and amazingly, Spike had no argument either.

She kept leaning into him, trying to coax him into their little match but he stood stock still.  He almost looked sad when she studied the worry lines now furrowed in his brow.  Enough is enough, she thought and gently pulled his bottom lip into her mouth, sucking gently until he moaned in response.  Once he did that, she parted her lips in an open invitation and tilted her head to the side.  

As she engaged him in a kiss, he gave in, pouring everything he felt for her into kissing her back.  After the way things had gone tonight, there was no use denying it any longer... both William and Spike were in love.  They threw in the towel and succumbed to everything that was Buffy.  Surrounded by her warmth, her beauty, her kindness and sweet kisses, his heart opened and made room for her, along with hope for a future.

Hands slowly roamed the other’s body, seeking every bit of rain soaked flesh without attempting to go beneath the other’s clothes.  On and on they continued, drowning in the sounds of the rain and their own breathy moans until she finally pulled away to slide her cheek along his twice before settling against it.

“I want you,” he whispered desperately.  When he felt her nod against him, he changed the tone of his voice to make sure she understood.  “I want YOU.”  She pulled back to face him, a hint of question filtering through the lust in her eyes.  

“Let’s take this home.”

It sounded different the second time he said it, but she didn’t want to assume anything.  Although he admitted a strong physical attraction to her, she still needed to know if he had feelings for her beyond any form of business relationship.  Maybe when they got back to the house she would find out.  

It was a command, not a request.  One to which he merely nodded his consent to as he took her outstretched palm.  Stepping out into the cold foul weather, he watched her raise her face towards the sky, letting the rain wash over her like a welcome hot shower instead of icicles slicing down from the clouds.  She ran her free hand down her neck and over one breast, stopping right above her sex.

He just stared, his brain completely draining of blood as it rushed south.  He’d never understood the phrase ‘putty in her hands’ until this moment; he deciding he liked it more than he should.    

	---We weren’t looking for this, mate.  

Spike finally spoke, trying to reason the turn of events. 

That’s when things tend to find us.   William surmised.  

	---Very insightful nancy-boy.

Ponce!

	---Whelp!

Git!

	---Whipping boy!

Yeah, and you’re lovin’ every minute of it.

	---Damn right I am. 

Buffy interrupted the inner argument when she laced her fingers through his.  They walked back to her house in mutual silence, letting the rain pelt against their bodies as the first signs of lightening flashed across the sky.

A couple blocks later found them climbing the steps of her porch.  He watched her glance at his motorcycle in the driveway before turning back to inform him.

“Looks like you’re staying the night.”  Though she hadn’t actually planned on that, the idea didn’t necessarily bother her either.  She truly wanted to talk, but the more they touched, the more he left her body wanting.  For the second time tonight, she cursed herself for being too attracted to him.

“Bloody shame,” he replied with a smirk on his face.  He thought for sure he was expected to ‘perform’ soon.  And though he had no problem with it in the physical sense, had been craving for days to take her, he dreaded the idea of letting Spike drive, forcing William into the backseat only to watch.

She pulled her keys from his front pocket and proceeded to unlock the door to her house.  He trailed behind and followed her example as she took off her shoes.  She walked away without a word as he removed the lead weight of his rain drenched duster.  He stood there and wondered if he should go and find her but waited, figuring that’s where she wanted him.  

Seconds later she reappeared; her dress still clung to her curves, dripping.  She set down a small stack of towels she’d brought back on the side table next to where he stood.

Turning her attention back to him, she reached up and began unbuttoning his top.

“I love this shirt.  It brings out your eyes.  You should wear this color more often.”  She dolled out the compliments as she worked each button from its hole and studied his chest.  When she finished, she stepped behind him and peeled it slowly from his shoulders down his arms to let it drop to the floor without a second thought.  

She took her time to appreciate the rippling muscles of his back while dragging her fingertips down his spine.  Reaching the waist band of his pants, she inserted both forefingers just beneath the material and inched her way around to his stomach, stopping to caress the soft hair near his belly button.  She leaned in and placed a gentle kiss between his shoulder blades, noting how he shivered in response.

She hadn’t hired him tonight for sex; it was, actually, the last thing on her mind.  But after they had established an unspoken connection, her desire to hold him, to kiss him, to be with him had her impulsively working the belt from his pants.  She pulled it completely out from the loops and let it drop where his shirt lay.  Returning her fingers to the single button of his fly, she flipped it open, feeling the weight of his swollen member strain against the zipper, forcing the fabric away from his body.  She couldn’t resist teasing him just a little as she let her hands wander his length, scraping her fingernails over it when her hands rose.

“Bloody hell, Buffy.  You’re gonna be the death of me.”  He placed a hand over both of hers to stop the torture.  He really didn’t want to do this unless it meant as much to her as it would to him.  His heart simply couldn’t take it.  Before Spike could utter the word ‘duty’, or ‘job’, she spoke.

“Do you want me to stop?”  Yes, she would be slightly disappointed, but if he said yes, she wouldn’t push the matter any further.  Just to have him spend the night holding her would be enough and she wanted him to know that.   

Did he want her to stop?  No, but his insecurities concerning her ran so deep he couldn’t help it.

“Spike?  I’m not going to ask anything from you you’re not willing to give, I promise.”

He had a choice?  His girl was giving him a choice?  He felt her move to stand in front of him.  The look of concern on her face as she placed a palm to his cheek moved him.  He closed his eyes and made his decision.

“No.  Don’ stop... never stop.  I can’ ever get enough of you.”  He opened his eyes to see her smiling.

She took a step back and turned around.  Holding her hair to one side, she asked him.

“Could you unzip me please?”  

Raising shaky fingers, he used both hands to slowly do as she requested.  The fabric still clung to her and he noticed the goose bumps that formed when his fingers grazed her skin.

“You’re freezing.”  His concern had him reach for one of towels she’d brought out and immediately wrapped it around her, rubbing her shoulders vigorously in an effort to warm.  Taking a second one, he used it to dry her hair as much as possible.

She closed her eyes against his gentle touch as he fussed over her.  Again, no one had ever been this thoughtful as to her well being.  When she felt him finish she turned around to thank him then shrugged the towel from her body.  

He stared transfixed as she stripped the only two articles of clothing she wore from her body.  He quickly bent to pick the towel up and placed it around her again.  She moved to secure it by tucking the edge in just above her chest.   He held his breath when she approached him, placing her fingers to the front of his zipper, readying to pull it down.

“May I?”  He said not to stop, but she still wanted his permission.

He nodded.  The second he felt his manhood spring forth he let out a small groan of relief.  She’d kept her eyes on him the entire time rather than look down at his erection.  Working her hands to try and pull down his pants proved difficult with how wet they were, so he took it upon himself to roll them down his legs inside out till he stepped out of them.  

She took a towel and carefully dried him from head to toe, patting his skin until it was completely dry.  He’d never been taken care of like this and it surprised him that she would even think to do this.  When she finished, she draped the towel around his waist and secured it for him.

“Better?” 

“Yeah.”  He choked out his reply, still amazed by how gentle she was being with him.  She held her hand out to him and he took it, still slightly shaking, though whether from nerves or the cold he wasn’t sure.  

She noticed the small tremors in his grip and sought to warm him up as soon as possible.

“Come on, we need to get some blankets around you.”

Leading him towards the stairs, she went to let go of his hand but he clung to her.  She smiled inside and gripped him back.  He seemed to need reassurance, and she was more than happy to give it to him in any form she could.  

Yes, he had come to mean more to her than a simple business transaction but the problem of his temporary profession and how long he had left still plagued her thoughts.  She didn’t want to let on what Lorne had told her, so she hoped that he might confide in her of his own free will.  She wondered if he would tell her what his primary job was, what this life long goal of his was that was so important that he sold his body to achieve it, how much longer did have left, how much money did he need... the list of questions went on.  When, no, if she got the answers to these questions, they would only produce new ones.  If she found that he did care for her, could they have something more outside of this arrangement, as a real couple?  Would he want that?  Did she even want that?  Could she overlook his past?   Could he overlook the fact she paid for him like a slab of meat from the butcher?

She shook the thoughts from her head as she realized they were now standing in front of her bed.  These matters would have to be dealt with, but for now they could wait.  Tonight had been perfect so far.  Even the lightening and thunder had leant itself in creating a cozy type atmosphere for them when they had dried each other off downstairs.  She wasn’t about to spoil that.

“Buffy?  You okay?”  He could see she was thinking about something as she stared at the bed and wondered if she wasn’t about to change her mind on having him staying the night.

“I’m fine, really.  I just can’t remember if I locked the front door or not.”  Okay, so she lied, somewhat; she really didn’t remember whether she’d secured the lock or not.

“Don’ worry, I’ll take care of it.  Get in bed, warm yourself up, pet.”  He smiled when she nodded.  Following her to the side of the bed, he opened the blankets and carefully tucked her in before heading downstairs.

She did her best to clear her mind in the short time it took him to return.  Rolling on her side, she watched him slip under the covers beside her, mimicking her position so that they faced each other.

The need to break the silence was overwhelming when he felt himself being drawn in by the beauty of her sea green eyes.

“I want you to know that tonight was, was...”  He dropped his head and sighed.  Even the poet in him couldn’t find the right words to describe just what it meant to be here tonight with her.  He felt her tiny hand reach under his chin to bring his attention back to her.

“I know.  Me too.”

“Do you?”  Cocking his head to one side, he wondered what kind of answer she would give him.  Part of him wished he hadn’t asked, still afraid because of the power she held over his heart. 

“I think so, yes.  Tell me?”  She couldn’t put herself out there by verbalizing anything more at this point, not unless he was willing to do it first, so she left the door open for him through her question.

She really did scare the hell out of him.  That was a loaded question, one to which he didn’t want his answer to frighten her.  Since he didn’t want to lie, he opted to answer her question with a question.

“Can I show you instead?”  Like the last time he’d slept with her, he would tell her with his body rather than words.  He moved to kiss her but she stopped him with a hand to his chest.

“Spike, I...  I want to, to tell...”  She took a deep breath, readying herself to start again when he interrupted her.

“Sshhh, sshhh, sshhh.  No more games, Buffy.”   He couldn’t take any more talking right now.  All he wanted was to hold her close, kiss her over and over, love her body thoroughly until there was no doubt in her mind how he felt.

“You’re right, no more games.” She agreed.  “Which is why I need you to know something; when I asked for you tonight, it wasn’t for your pleasures, but more for the pleasure of your company.”

He reared back, the shock evident in his face.  She’d spent her money just to be with him, not for what he could do, surely that meant she felt something for him... didn’t it?  

“I need you to understand that.  The last thing I want is for you to feel obligated to do anything with me.  I’m perfectly happy just going to sleep, or if you prefer to sleep alone, you can stay here and I’ll go down to the couch.”

“Like hell you will.”  Lunging for her, he wrapped his arms around a startled Buffy, pulled her over his chest and began placing kisses all over her face seconds before he froze.  He suddenly worried that maybe all she really did want to do was go to sleep.  “`M sorry, I should have asked first.  Did you want to just sleep, kitten?  `S it alright if I do want to be with you?  What I mean to ask is...”

“Spike, hush.  You’re babbling.”  She giggled as she watched his face relax.  “You want the truth?”  When he nodded, she placed her lips next to his ear to whisper.  “I could never say no to you, not as long as you want me too.  So the decision is yours.”

His cock twitched at her words. 

She felt his hands pull her face back to pin her with stare so intense it made her heart race.

“I always want you.”  He turned them over and brushed his lips against hers.  It was time to take things slow, do things right, let her know how much he loved her by making her body sing over and over again.

The kiss was languid and sweet, full of promises yet to be made where their hearts were concerned.  He swore right then and there he would find another way to get the money he needed, somehow.  And once he did, he’d pursue her unremittingly, woo her in everyway imaginable in hopes she’d come to love him back.

His words felt like silk against her skin every time he whispered terms of endearment between soft kisses and the need for air.  She opened her legs instinctively when he raised his hips up, allowing him to nestle between them.  He didn’t try to enter her right away, instead she felt him slide his erection along her folds as if they were already joined, taking long, torturously slow strokes.

Thunder cracked loudly as it followed a bright flash of lightening, causing a popping noise from her table lamp as the bulb blew and all the power in her house to go out, startling them both.  

“Do you want some candles, luv?”  He hoped she’d say no as he moved a hand in between them, testing her with his fingers to see if she felt wet enough.  The ache between his legs from being away from her too long was driving him insane along with her kisses.

“Not unless, OHH, ahhh, you do.”  A thought occurred to her right when she felt him place the head of his cock against her opening.  “Wait, stop!”

“Wha’s wrong, I didn’ hurt you did I?”  Damnit!   He still held himself there, waiting for her answer, hoping he hadn’t caused her any pain.

“No, it’s just, well... last time we didn’t need a condom, but uhmmm...”  It occurred to her that he may very well have been with another woman, and she didn’t want to risk disease if he hadn’t been tested since she last saw him.

What did she...?  Ahhhh, of course, he thought.  Naturally she had every right to wonder if he’d slept with other woman, even if it hurt him for her to think it.

“I haven’ been with anyone else since you.”   

Really? 

“Really?”   Wow that was, well, great news.  It shouldn’t have made a difference since he wasn’t hers to start with, but she couldn’t deny her jealousy at the thought either.

“Really.  I swear to you, Buffy... NOONE.”  He could sense the doubt and sought to erase it.  Even if he were offered a million dollars he wouldn’t do it.  There would never be another, she’d ruined him.

He was telling the truth, had to be.  She recognized a serious Spike when his tone took on that dangerous quality, and though she couldn’t see him very well, she felt the weight of conviction in his eyes as they bore into her.

“I believe you.”  And she did, but she wouldn’t fool herself into thinking that he wouldn’t, eventually.

“Good, cuz I’d never lie to you, never.”

He captured her lips in a searing kiss, much more demanding compared to moments ago.  When she felt him push his monstrous tip inside her she stiffened, digging her nails into the flesh of his forearms.  Was it going to be like this every time?  In a way she hoped not, but if so, at least he wasn’t stretching her permanently, right?   The thought made her shudder; reminding her he was still trying to fit the beast inside.

“`M sorry, baby.  Jus’ relax.”  Stroking her hair and kissing her forehead, he hated hurting her at all.  “Relax and let me in.  Wanna show you jus’ what you... tonight has meant to me.”

She gasped when he pushed forward again but not from the pain.  This time it was because of what he’d said.  He wanted to tell her what he thought about their arranged evening, but the fact she heard him say ‘you’ didn’t escape her attention.  Oh God.  Was this how the answer to her burning question of ‘did he care for her’ to come about?  She flexed her fingers when his hips began moving, a slow and deliberate pace meant to ease his length in little by little.  Taking deep breaths, she willed herself to open up, concentrating instead on the sensation of him filling her heart as well as her body.

“Tha’s my girl,” he cooed, unaware of the fact he kept referring to her as his anything.

He kept saying that, ‘my girl’.  She recounted the other times she remembered hearing him say that.  Some were in the heat of passion that she could dismiss, others were during moments that had nothing at all to do with sex, like tonight in the park as he held her close to keep her warm.  Did he really feel like she was his?  When he was fully seated within her depths she returned his thrusts; seeking fulfillment, seeking her answer, silently hoping it was ‘yes’ despite all the questions it would raise for her to struggle with in the days to come.

He felt her move with him, her tiny hands wandering down to grasp his bottom, trying desperately to draw him deeper inside though he go no further.  He loved her like this, his wanton golden goddess.  Knowing he was the only one that could make her cum greatly pleased the prideful alpha male within to no end, but it was the desire to satisfy her emotional needs, to fill her soul with everything it needed to feel well and truly loved that kept his hips plowing into her tight, hot channel.

Flickers of light filled the room, illuminating the striking features of his face as it moved over hers, twisting with a beautiful combination of ecstasy and... determination?  She didn’t have the energy to ponder what for if that was indeed what she saw.  She squeezed his backside harder, seeking more contact though there was none to be had.  Lifting her legs, she wrapped them around his waist and arched into him.  His full weight pressed against her chest as he reached both arms under her, pulling her body closer to his, digging his fingers painfully into the soft skin of her bottom.

Another deafening crash of thunder echoed off the walls when the light suddenly came on.  The sound of music rang low but clear, coming from somewhere in the house.  They stared at one another from the interruption.  

“The radio.  In the bathroom,” she explained.

He nodded, leaning over and shutting the light off.  He could deal with music, but the dark was where he wished to remain, until the day came he could tell her he was no longer a slave for money.

Thankful for the cover of darkness, she willfully slipped back under the irrevocable spell that bound them together since opening her front door when he first arrived tonight. 

William recognized the song being broadcast across the air waves, a tune by Darren Hayes.  He thought it fitting.  Knowing the words by heart, they ideally described how he felt about her.  He already told her he could never get enough of her and the timing of the ballad seemed more than perfect, spurring him on to show her that’s exactly how he felt about her, insatiable.

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=03hw7NfjW9w

We practice love between these sheets                                                                                                  the candy sweetness scent of you
It bathes my skin I'm stained by you
And all I have to do is hold you
There's a racing within my heart
I am barely touching you

                                                                                                                                                         She loved this song. The words conveyed a rich, deeply sensuous, almost torturous need on a man’s behalf for his lady love’s returning affection.  She noticed his hips suddenly take on the slow sexy, beat.  She gave into it, bathing in feelings she still had yet to fully understand for the man who’d entered her life by such unconventional means, the one who continually inspired her to new and undiscovered heights... the man above her now.

                                                                                                                                                         Turn the lights down low
Take it off
Let me show
My love for you
Insatiable
Turn me on
Never stop
Wanna taste every drop
My love for you
Insatiable

She’d secured a place in his heart, but he wanted her in his life; to know his every thought, every dream, his life’s goal, to share in her day-to-day life too, right down to every last minute detail no matter how insignificant.  The sound of thunder rattled through his chest after lightening blazed brilliantly through room, giving him a glimpse of her eyes which locked with his.  He’d never experienced this kind of need, this longing to be lost in another human being, to never want to be free from the clutches of everything she represented to him.  To have her love would be the greatest gift life could ever bestow upon him, and he silently prayed harder and harder she would see that.                                                                                               
                                                        
The moonlight plays upon your skin
A kiss that lingers takes me in
I fall asleep inside of you
There are no words
There's only truth
Breathe in breathe out
There is no sound
We move together up and down
We levitate our bodies soar
Our feet don't even touch the floor
And nobody knows you like I do
The world doesn't understand
But I grow stronger in your hands

Their emotions, like the storm outside, raged through their individual souls with preternatural, deadly force.  Curious, how nature, whether human or earthly, could be so very beautiful yet so utterly destructive at the same time.  Heedless of the danger they moved as one, each striving to reach their own destination, each seeking to reign supreme over the very forces they fought so hard to conquer with understanding.                                                                                                                           


Turn the lights down low
Take it off
Let me show
My love for you
Insatiable
Turn me on
Never stop
Wanna taste every drop
My love for you
Insatiable

The walls of her passion closed in around her, tightening its hold on her heart as well as his shaft.  She could take no more.  He reached every nook, every cranny, every sweet, sensitive curve of her heart and womanhood imaginable.                                                                           
                                                 
Turn the lights down low
Take it off
Let me show
My love for you
Insatiable
Turn me on
Never stop
Wanna taste every drop
My love for you
Insatiable

He was drowning in her, yes, but he didn’t want to be saved.  The desire to let go, to surrender, be swept away by the current of a promising and dreamful state of negligent bliss was too strong to resist.  With every flash of light the storm emitted, he slipped inextricably further and further over the edge, past the place where logic and reason had its own definition of what love was.

We never sleep we're always holdin' hands
Kissin' for hours talkin' makin' plans
I feel like a better man
Just being in the same room
We never sleep there's just so much to do
Too much to say
Can't close my eyes when I'm with you
Insatiable the way I'm loving you

Clutching his arms, gripping him tight, she could only wait and watch like a passerby as the magnitude of her orgasm swept through and over her in waves, engulfing every fiber, every cell within her body.    
                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                            
Turn the lights down low                                                                                                                    Take it off
Let me show
My love for you
Insatiable
Turn me on
Never stop
Wanna taste every drop
My love for you
Insatiable

“WILLIAM!!!”  She cried out, never doubting for one moment who it was bringing her to the place she felt she belonged.

What?!?! 

He froze.  He never told her his given name.  Despite being caught in the throes of passion, he at least remembered that much.

She placed a hand to his cheek and stared into his very soul, making him quake with fear.

“You heard me......................... William.”  He had let her know in his own way that he cared for her; she felt it was only fair to tell him she knew who she was with... the man, not the gigolo.

Any trace of self control he might have possessed vanished in that moment.  He pulled her against him forcefully, pumping into her as she gripped his cock tightly with the force of her orgasm.

“BUFFY!!!”  The feel of her surrounding him, filling his heart with these new emotions triggered his release.  He kept his eyes locked with hers his, burying himself as deep as could, still rocking against her to prolong her pleasure.  The knowledge she was with him, with William, was beyond what he could have dreamed possible tonight; it meant more than anything in the world.   

Turn the lights down low
Take it off
Let me show
My love for you
Insatiable
Turn me on
Never stop
Wanna taste every drop
My love for you
Insatiable

The last of the song played out, leaving the couple to wallow in the afterglow of the shared revelation.  



A/N:Are the good times over yet?  No, not really... I have another, non-angsty, chapter to go before we hit rocky terrain.  Please leave reviews, you all know my muse by now – the more he gets, the more he wants to write..... thanks, hugs and kisses for being patient for the delay in updating.  Disclaimer: The song used in this fic is owned by its respective artist and writer. Use of the song is not meant to infringe upon anyone's rights, only to entertain.


Chapter 20

Domesticated

Sorry for the delay in posting.  Had to make two trips this week out of state, one overnighter to see my nephew graduate ARMY boot camp from FT Knox.  He makes quite the handsome soldier standing at 6' 5".  I hope you enjoy this chapter, it was extremely fun to write.  Next chapter should be along shortly.      
  


Sometime during the night Buffy woke, still in Spike’s arms though they were on their sides now.  Shifting carefully so as not to wake him, she made her way out of bed and into the bathroom.  After shutting off her radio, she debated taking a shower since she felt sticky from last night’s activities, but that would disturb the man sleeping in her bed so she cleaned up as best she could with a washcloth.  Looking into the mirror, she frowned at the tangled mess of her hair and promptly took a brush to it.  She didn’t want William to wake up to her looking like this.  Funny that she’d become suddenly so concerned with how she looked to him.  

When she returned and lifted the covers, he stirred and began mumbling.  She thought it adorable when he turned his back to her and reached out a hand as if searching, muttering her name.  She sidled up to him and slid an arm around his waist, resting her hand on his stomach.  

“Mmmm, Buffy.”

She sighed; it warmed her heart to hear him say her name as he placed a hand over hers and slumbered.  She kissed the nape of his neck then pressed her cheek against his back.  Would he tell her more about himself later that morning once they both were awake?  She simply couldn’t come right out and ask him all the questions she had, it would be too much like prying.  She groaned internally.  How was she ever going to say good bye to him?  When would she see him again?  She didn’t know how wise an idea it was to hire him again just so they could spend time together, he might hold it against her and that would ruin any chances they may have for... hold up.  You don’t even know what he wants, if anything with you.   Not only that, but she still had yet to tackle the issue of what she wanted, and unfortunately, most of that would depend on what he chose to tell her.  Deciding to let go of the sudden need to over think things, she snuggled closer against him, rubbing her calf along his muscular legs, enjoying his warmth and the contentment from not having to sleep alone.  

Several hours later, the sound of birds chirping their early morning song and the sun’s light filtering through the bedroom window had woken her up.  They were still in the same position but his hand was no longer on top of hers.  She stroked a thumb over his lower abdomen, enjoying the feel of the soft downy hair near his navel.  ‘Yummy line’, that’s what Anya had called it.  Yes, it certainly is, smiling when she thought about exactly how much pleasure she derived from going down on him.  All of sudden she felt something touch her fingers, silky yet hard.

Oh my God.  Even in his sleep the man was insatiable.  It must have been her touch that aroused him, his erection growing, reaching for her hand as if begging for attention.  She placed a single finger on the tip, sliding it down towards the base and back up again, loving the vibrations of his deep voice rumbling through his back and into her chest as he purred.  Taking his length in her hand, she gently pumped him a few times before having to let go.  He was shifting onto his back so she inched away to make room, not yet ready to have him awake.

Once he’d settled, she propped her head up to look at him.   He was still asleep.  Good, she thought.  It was nice being able to just watch him for awhile.  He looked so peaceful, so content, and so cute whenever his lip would twitch involuntarily.  His eyes moved back and forth beneath his lids, making her wonder what he was dreaming about.  

Whatever it is he’s having one hell of a good time.  

The inner slut offered her opinion.

	---Why does it always have to be something sexual?     

It was clear what she was implying.

Duh!!!  Raging hard on isn’t clue enough for you?

	---Okay, point taken.

If I were you, I’d take advantage of that.  It’d be a shame to let it go to waste.

	---That’s not polite.  He’s sleeping and may not appreciate me doing that.  I mean technically our night together is over.

Are you sure you’re not a natural blonde?  Cuz hello!  What man wouldn’t want to be woken up with someone servicing him?  Remember waking up to him taking care of you?  You loved it.  So I say return the favor.  Trust me, he won’t mind.   

Right again; she did like it when he woke her up, pumping his length into her from behind.  The memory triggered a swell of need in her belly.  She didn’t want to risk him waking up from the weight of her body straddling him, so she opted for something other than sex.

Wiggling her body underneath the covers, she placed herself eye level with his cock, salivating the second she saw the tip was weeping heavily.  Darting her tongue out, she cleaned it in one sweep, smiling when he moaned above her.  She made sure her touch was light as she licked his length before taking the head into her mouth, suckling it gently.


He was up against a wall, naked and panting.  His girl was on her knees, a hand to each hip, fingernails digging in slightly as her pouty lips engulfed his cock.  He placed a hand on the back of her head and watched her work him at a deliciously slow pace.  God she was beautiful and so very selfless when it came to this act.  He could feel his balls tightening; the sight alone turned him on but the fact she liked it, was hungry for him and enjoyed swallowing what he had to offer was what had him wanting to spill in her mouth.  

Desperate to hold out, he beat his head against the wall repeatedly, hoping the pain would distract him.  It was such a gift, a treat for him to receive this kind of attention from her that he, selfishly, wanted to prolong the bitter sweet torture.    


A dull thump caught her attention, bringing her actions to an abrupt halt.  Moving the covers back slowly she spared a glance in the direction of the sound.  What the hell is he doing?     ‘Thump... thump... thump’.  It appeared as if he were still sleeping but was he... yes, she watched him deliberately whack his head against the headboard.  He was going to wake himself up for sure if she didn’t first.  On second thought, she decided to go back to what she was doing, hoping that he wouldn’t be upset that she’d taken it upon herself to pleasure him without his express permission.

“AHHH!  Bloody hell!”  Upon opening his eyes, the sight, the realization his dream was no dream at all, that his girl did indeed have those beautiful lips of hers wrapped around his cock nearly drove him insane with lust.  “God, luv, feels so... mmmmmmm!”  He flung his head back one more time against the dense oak of her headboard, trying to keep from cumming.

Good  .  He didn’t seem to mind judging from his verbal reaction and the fact he placed a hand to her head, encouraging her to continue.  More than anything she wanted to wake him in a way that would express her appreciation for him, both physically and emotionally through worshiping the idol that sat upon the altar of his hips.  

He lowered both hands to her shoulders to try and stop her, wanting nothing more than to take her beneath him, give her a proper good morning; but she was having none of it.  She pushed his hands away and continued to lavish his aching member, using her tiny hands to stroke him in time with her mouth.

“Christ!  Buffy, please.”  He grabbed her shoulders again, determined to have her despite the passion she poured into sucking his cock.  

“What are you...  Hey!  I wanted to, to...”

“I know what you wanted to do, but I have to have you.  Please don’ deny me, kitten please.”  He brought her mouth to his, grateful she didn’t protest.  

The heated kiss turned tender after moments of coaxing her to slow down by pulling back to nip at her bottom lip, down her throat and towards her ear.  She whimpered against him, her desire for him to continue evident as she rubbed her naked form against him.  Good!  That’s what he wanted, for her to always want him, to be and to remain on her mind long after he had to leave.  Because once he had the money for the restaurant in his pocket he’d be coming back for her.  He’d find a way into her heart and win her love, even if it meant selling his soul to obtain it.

“Baby, mmmph.  Want you so bad.”  

He tugged her hips forward until she was forced to straddle him, their centers so close he could feel the heat emanating from her core, her slick folds brushing the base of his cock with every deep, ragged breath she took.

“Ahhhh,” she gasped and broke away to stare down at him, knowing her need was as great as his but that she was willing to forgo hers in order to please him.  “I only wanted to taste you, to please you.”  She dipped her head back down, capturing him for a heated kiss, pulling away long enough to beg.  “Please, William?”

He snapped.  Hearing her selfless desire to make him feel good, his name, her begging, all of it did him in.  He didn’t want to hold back this time... he was going to take his girl hard and fast, pound her into the ground until she couldn’t see straight.

Flipping them over, he ignored her startled reaction and pleas to stop.  He hurriedly nudged her thighs apart to settle himself between them.  Taking hold of his cock he pushed against her opening, slipping the head inside before whispering huskily into her ear.

“Tell me you don’ want this Buffy, tell me and I’ll stop, I promise.”  He prayed she wouldn’t.  The three short seconds that passed seemed like hours until she replied, her voice choking with need.

“Yes.  I want this, you................. AHHH!”  He wasted no time after her answer.  Plunging inside her, she could tell he was too rapt with need to be concerned with her pain.  It was her own fault; she was the one who built his lust to the breaking point, making him take her with such force.  She wasn’t about to kid herself either though, the mixture of pleasure and pain as he filled her was exquisite.  “AHHHHHHHH.”

He pounded her hard, making the bed groan and creak with the force of his thrusts, seeking to fuel her desire, turn it into the blazing inferno that his lust raged with now.  Hearing her whimper only spurred him on, he’d never felt more determined to please her as well as himself.  He sought to bury, to plant the seeds of his lust and his love deep in her core, her soul, letting her know under no uncertain terms exactly how he felt about her... and who she belonged to.

She fought for every breath she took, only to release it in short bursts to utter ‘yes’ or ‘more’ as he filled her over and over.  Clinging to the tightly corded muscles of his arms, she felt every fiber in her body stiffen as she approached the border of her release with frightening speed.  Overwhelmed, she convulsed around him, wringing his cock so tight within her walls he was forced to slow his motions despite his best efforts to keep driving himself at the same speed he’d first taken her with.

“BUFFY!”

That did it; he hit his breaking point.  He’d never had a woman climax as hard around him as his girl did now.  It was too much, not enough, everything in-between as he came hard inside her, his hips jerking with every stream of cum he released inside her welcoming body, screaming out her name in hopes to ground himself before falling over the invisible edge of...  he didn’t know what.  He was already in love with her.  The only thing that stood between him and true paradise was to secure her returning love.

The shaking of muscles, twitching of body parts, persisted for several long moments before she felt his full weight collapse against her.  Sated and content, she ran her fingertips slowly up and down his spine.  Damnit, why couldn’t she have met him under different circumstances?  It was useless to keep asking herself that.  They were here... now... and she was forced to deal with everything the way it was in all its complexity.

He started that damn sexy purr of his again as her fingers danced along his skin.  She used the light sheen of sweat on his back to lightly massage the muscles between his shoulder blades.

“Mmmmm, you’re so good to me, luv.”  He pushed himself up to stare down at her questioningly.  “Why?”  

“Why not?”  She smiled when he chuckled at her answer and shook his head.  “Okay mister, get off me so I can take a shower.”  It was time to move away from the seriousness of both their coupling and his question, plus she was all sweaty again, not an attractive state to be in and have a conversation.

He bent down and kissed her quickly then rolled off her, appreciating the sight of her lovely bum as she got out of bed and headed for the bathroom.

“Can I join you?”

She spun her head in his direction in time to catch his eyebrows waggle suggestively at her.

“Oh no.  That is so NOT going to happen.”  Was he nuts?  She knew that would only lead to more sex, and right now she was a bit sore, not to mention she could feel his sperm starting to leak out and run down her thighs.  He sat up and put on his best pout.

“Please?  I’ll keep my hands to m’self.”

She closed her eyes and sighed heavily.  That damned pout of his really got to her.

“Fine.”  Her eyes snapped open and she wiggled a warning finger at him.  “But only to shower, promise?”  He traced a cross over his heart and said ‘promise’.  “You better.  Come on.”  

She offered him her electric toothbrush and a new replacement head so he could brush his teeth, insisting they both ‘needed it’ or else she wouldn’t allow him to kiss her again.  He conceded to having dragon breath and took the offered toothbrush, watching her disrobe and disappear into the steam of the shower.

Wow, seeing his hard, sculpted body all wet and soapy had her hormones turning against the soreness between her legs that protested anything get near it.  She turned away from him and tried to focus instead on washing up.  As promised he hadn’t laid a single finger on her the entire time, which oddly enough disappointed her.  Well, at least he’s a man of his word.    

She got out first and wrapped a towel around her hair, securing it like a turban and slipped on her terrycloth robe.  Turning to hand him his own towel, it suddenly occurred to her that his clothes were still on the floor of her foyer, no doubt still soaked from last night’s storm.

“I’ll be back in a second, stay here.”  Not bothering to wait for any kind of reply, she left him standing there and jogged down to the living room, retrieving the bag containing her own clothes he’d returned to her just last night.

What the devil is she up to  , he wondered.  Hearing her footsteps approach the door to the bathroom, he kept running his fingers through his hair to tame the wild curls, hoping she owned a bottle of gel so he didn’t have to look like a git.

“Here, might as well put these on.”  She handed him the sack and giggled when she saw he was fighting to flatten the natural waves of his locks.  “If you’re able hang out for awhile, I can wash and dry your clothes from last night.  That is, if you want, I mean... I totally understand if you have to go,” her voice conveyed her nervousness.  She secretly hoped he would stay awhile; it just didn’t feel right, him leaving so early.  

He turned a surprised look her way.  “You sure, luv?  I wouldn’t be interruptin’ any plans of yours?”

“Nope.  No plans.  Of course we’ll have to go out for breakfast since I don’t want to kill you by trying to cook.”

He gave her hearty laugh.  “Tell ya what,” he leaned a hand against the wall and tilted his head to the side.  “Let me see what’s in your kitchen and I’ll cook breakfast, for taking care of my clothes.  Deal?”

“You cook?”  Huh.  Well, most men knew how to scramble an egg she supposed, especially if they lived alone.

“I dabble, yes.”  He had to turn away from her he was smiling so hard.  To cook for her was something he’d wanted to do and here was his chance.  Sure, it wasn’t quite the romantic dinner he would have preferred to have made, but breakfast would do nicely enough.

“Deal.”  She extended her hand in order to shake his.

He curled a finger around the belt of her robe and tugged on it, bringing her towards him to plant a soft kiss on her forehead.

“I think we’re well beyond the stage of formal niceties, pet, yeah?”  He looked down to see her blush right before she hid her face against his bare chest and snaked her arms around his waist.  He sighed, looking into the mirror to see what she looked like wrapped in his embrace; yes, it looked as perfect as it felt.  Holding her for a moment longer, he gave her a quick squeeze with his arms then leaned back and turned her body away from his.  “Now go get dressed and wash my clothes, woman.”  He gave her bottom a playful pinch and pushed her forward, chuckling when she gasped and rubbed her backside, glaring at him.

“Meanie.”  But she smiled, enjoying the moment and his sense of playfulness.  

“Want another?”  He raised one eyebrow and started for her.

“NO,” she screamed and darted out the door, slamming it shut behind her.  She leaned against it and smiled, hearing him break into hysterics.

He came out of the bathroom just as she finished pulling a sweatshirt over her head.  He looked so different dressed down in her clothes; it was a nice look on him, domestic, comfortable.  

He caught her staring but didn’t call her on it.

“You wouldn’ happen to have any hair gel, would you pet?  `M startin’ to look like a right git here.”

“Yes.”  Sure, she had gel, but she wasn’t going to give it to him.  She liked his curls just the way they were, wild and soft looking, not straight and plastered to his head.

“Care to tell me where I might find it?”  He waited, seeing her mischievous grin and wondering what she thinking.

“Nope.”  She walked forward and reached a hand out, curling her fingers into the smaller hairs at the back of his neck, noting they too were almost as dry as the rest of the curls on his head.  “I already told you, I like it like this.  It’s softer to the touch and really cute.”

He stepped back horrified.  “Take that back” he barked, “`M not cute.”

She decided to taunt him a bit.

“Yer cuuuuuuuuuute.  Cute.  Cutey.  Cuter than a button.”  She ‘squeed’ loudly when his eyes turned deadly and he went to grab at her.  She bolted, darting down the stairs as fast as possible with him hot on her heels.  Her socked feet slid dangerously across the wooden floor as she rounded the corner to her living room, threatening to make her lose her balance.

She made it to the other side of the couch, effectively putting it between them.  

“Buffy,” he warned her, “take it back!”  There was no way he was mad at his girl, she was the one who was positively cute as she giggled and danced side to side, readying to run if he so much as took a single step forward.

“Uh-h, can’t.  It’s the truth.  Your boyish curls are so cute, like a newborn, all fluffy and messy.”  Her smile dropped when he stood up straight with an alarmed look on his face.

“What the bloody hell is that?” he questioned, feigning shock.  The second she turned her head in the direction he pointed he made his move.  Reaching across the couch, he grabbed her elbow and yanked her body until he had her pinned underneath him wriggling to free her wrists from his grip.

“Ok, alright, I take it back.”  She laughed.  “You’re not cute, you’re... you’re gorgeous, handsome, sexy.  All that is manly, AHH, stop it.” 

He let go and tickled her sides briefly before sitting down and pulling her up to sit on his lap.

“See, tha’s all you had to do, or else I would be forced to spank that luscious bottom of yours.”  He giggled when she stiffened in defense.

“Oh no, you’re not going anywhere near my ass, it’s already sore from this morning.”

“`M sure it is.  Sorry I was bit rough pet, but what can I say?  Wake a bloke up like that and expect me NOT to want you?”  He pushed a loose strand of hair behind her ear then settled his hand on her knee.

“Well, I’m not exactly complaining, but I really only did... what I did FOR you, not because I wanted you to do anything back.”  She wanted to reiterate what she’d told him last night, that she didn’t expect anything from him he wasn’t willing to give.

“Yeah,” his expression turned soft, “got that memo.  You really are an amazin’ woman, Buffy.”  Not wanting to get too serious, he quickly added, “Feel free to do that anytime you wish.  I won’ stop you.”  He curled his tongue behind his teeth and gave her a sexy grin.

“Hmmmm, I think I just may file that invitation away for later, William.  It is okay if I call you William, isn’t it?”  They still hadn’t talked about that, but she needed to know for sure if he was alright with it.  “Lorne kind of, sort of... accidentally said your name when we talked about you the other day.”

She had the nerve to act skittish, as if she’d done something wrong.  Silly bint.  God damn but he loved everything about her.

“Yeah, `s fine.  I rather like the way it rolls off your tongue.”  Seeing her smile of relief filled him with joy.  “I was gonna tell you anyhow.”  

She raised an inquisitive eyebrow at him.

“Sure you were,” she accused.

“Oi.  I said I’d never lie to you, I was gonna tell you,” he hesitated when her accusatory stare intensified, “eventually.  Today?”  

She erupted into laughter when he looked like a scolded child.  “Come on, you promised to cook breakfast and I’m starved.”

He nodded, but when she moved to stand up he held her down and gave her a soft, lingering kiss, trying to coax her into parting her lips.  He really couldn’t get enough of her.  Even after this morning’s rough and tumble, his manhood responded instantly when she kissed him back, though she clearly wasn’t taking the bait to deepen the kiss.  She pushed on his chest to separate them, stood up and grabbed his hand.  

“Hungry.  Kitchen.  Now.”  She dragged the whiney, sulking man off her couch and headed for the refrigerator.  Flinging it open she waved a hand towards its contents.  “Have at it, though you probably won’t find much to work with.  I’m telling you we’re better off going out to eat at...”

“Shoosh,” he scolded and pushed her back towards a chair at the center island, “I’ll take it from here.  You jus’ sit and relax, gotta fill my girl’s belly.”  He turned back to rummage through every drawer and behind a gallon of milk.  He was pleasantly surprised to find she had a variety of vegetables, more than enough ingredients along with the eggs she had to make her a killer omelet.

He did it again, called her ‘his girl’.  She liked the sound of it more than she should, as deceiving as it was.  She wasn’t his anything, though she secretly wished she was.  

He laid everything he’d chosen to work with on the countertop next to her stove and commanded her to stay put, insisting all she needed to do was sit there and look pretty while directing him to what he needed in order to cook.

WOW!     She watched in awe as he moved deftly about her kitchen.  When he diced up a tomato, she thought for sure he was going to lose a finger as he rapidly turned said vegetable into nothing more than salsa size pieces in under fifteen seconds.  He wielded the sharp knife with skill, as if it were an extension of his hand, like a warrior with his weapon.  He ran back and forth between chopping each vegetable individually in front of her and shoving them off the cutting board into a glass mixing bowl set next to the stove.  When he asked where she kept her spices she pointed to a cupboard and waited curiously to see what he would pull out.  

He retrieved three bottles of herbs cringing inside at the thought of using anything other than fresh.  Oh well, he was sure he could make do, maybe a dash of Worcester would help enhance the taste.  “Ah, there we are.”  He found the sauce hiding out in the far corner of her cupboard and set it alongside the spices next to the carton of eggs.  Turning her stove on, he set the frying pan directly over the gas flame, preheating it in order to best sauté the onions.

“I never knew I had half the stuff you’re using lying around the kitchen.”  He chuckled at her and placed an onion onto the chopping block, quickly turning it into tiny slivers.  “Ewww.”  She scrunched her nose in distaste.  “I don’t like onions.”  He looked at her as if she’d grown a second head.

“Why would you have it in your fridge if you didn’?”  He didn’t stop moving about even as he waited for her answer.

“When my friends come over we like to make spaghetti and they always insist on having onion in it.  I mean, I don’t mind it in the sauce, but with eggs?  I’m not so sure.”  He gave her an exasperated look, causing her to feel guilty for even mentioning her dislike of them.  “What?  I’m sorry, just being honest.”  She shrugged her shoulders.

“Trust me; if you like them in sauce you’ll like them in eggs.  Jus’ has to be cooked right, tha’s all.”  When the frown on her face deepened he walked over to her and raised her off the stool by her hand.  “Out of the kitchen with you.  I won’ tolerate any criticism of my cookin’ until AFTER you’ve tried the final product.  `Sides, don’ you have some laundry to do, pet?”  

“Fine, okay, I’m outta here.”  She threw her hands up in defense.  Watching him move like ‘Emeril’ around her kitchen had distracted her from remembering to even pick his clothes up off the floor.  She hadn’t made it to the doorway before he stopped her in a stern voice.

“Buffy?”  

She turned to see him holding a spatula in one hand, waving it at her as he tsk’d, shaking his head back and forth.

“What?”

“Aren’t we forgettin’ somethin’?”  He thought her gorgeous as her eyes darted around the room, searching for whatever it was she thought she may have left behind.  “Come ‘ere.”   She walked towards him slowly.  When she came within reach he held his hand out and waited for her to take it.  “Where’s my kiss?”

“That’s what I’m forgetting?  A kiss?” she asked incredulously.  “Oh my God could you be any mo...”

“Buffy?”  He interrupted her then smiled when she stomped her foot like a child.

“Why do you always interru...”

“Buffy!”  He gave her a smile and turned his head, tapping a finger against his cheek.  “Right here.”

She snorted and rose up on her toes to give him what he wanted.  She was helpless to his charms, why even try?   

Satisfied, he shooed her out of the kitchen and commanded she not come back but to sit at the table once she’d put his clothes in the washer.

Gathering the soggy clothes off the floor, she made her way to the basement, adding to his small pile with some of her own dirty clothes to make a full load before starting the washer.  She decided to fold some laundry from the previous day as long as she was being ‘banned’ from her own kitchen.  Onions, blehhhh.  There’s no way  .  But for his sake she would stomach it.  He went to great lengths to cook her breakfast, well, to her it was great lengths, he made it look like a walk in the park.  

Finishing up she headed up the stairs.  Upon opening her door she was hit with the strong aroma of eggs and spices, it smelled... wonderful.  She tiptoed slowly towards the kitchen, intent on getting a sneak peek at how he was coming along and hopefully a glimpse of what he’d created with her ‘odds-n-ends’ she never gave a second thought to being edible.

“Looking for somethin’, pet?” He laughed when she about jumped out of her skin and screamed.

“Don’t EVER do that again.  You scared the hell out of me.”  It irritated her she’d been found out, she never even heard him come up behind her.

“You won’ find anythin’ in there, I set the table up while you were gone.  Come on, spy-girl, before it gets cold.”  He flinched when she swatted his chest, still scowling from being caught trying to see what he was doing in the kitchen.

“Oh my...” she gasped, “You did all this?”  Her eyes went huge as saucers.  Apparently he’d found her dinner ware just fine without her help.  On the table were two identical place settings, the single omelets on each plate perfectly arranged in an almost ornate fashion.  Next to each plate sat a tiny bowl of strawberries and grapes, left over from their picnic.  They even had orange juice.  She didn’t remember buying orange juice the last time she went to the grocer’s, wait, when was the last time she’d gone anyway?

He pulled the chair out and waited for her to sit, immensely pleased with the look on her face.  Taking his own seat, he picked up a napkin and shook it out, placing it on his lap while she just stared from the food to him and back again.

“Where did you learn how to cook like this?”

He was just about to shove a forkful of eggs into his mouth when she asked.  He told her he’d never lie to her, but he wasn’t ready to tell her everything about himself either.  If he said the truth, well, he’d have to tell her about his day job and she’d probably be mad with him.  When she asked him what he was doing that night at Grisanti’s he’d told her getting dinner.  It wasn’t a lie, he did cook himself dinner to take home, he just left out the fact he was their chef.

“London.”  He opted for a half truth again, hoping she’d ask nothing further about it.  “Eat up.  Lemme know the verdict once your taste buds have deliberated on the onions.”  

Nodding, she picked up her fork and dug in, hoping it tasted as good as it looked. “Mmm, mmmm, it’s... delicious.”  Holy shit was it ever.  She could tell there were onions in it, but whatever he’d done to it, they hadn’t overpowered the entire taste of the breakfast.

“Yeah?”  He smiled when she shook her head vigorously and shoved another bite into her mouth, closing her eyes and making the cutest ‘nummy’ noises.

“I was gonna lie whether it was horrible or not, cuz hey, you cooked it after all, but I can honestly say WOW.  You should become a chef.”  He started choking, alarming her enough to reach over and pat him on the back a few times till he came down from the small fit.  “Are you okay, William?  Here, drink this.”  She picked up the glass of orange juice and handed it to him, waiting to sit until she was sure he was alright.

“Bloody hell, sorry.  Hope I didn’ scare you.  Went down the wrong pipe s’all.”  He banged on his chest a few times then wiped his mouth with the napkin.  She sat back down and returned to eating when another question came up.

“I didn’t buy orange juice that I remember so how did you get this?”  She pointed towards the glass with one finger while the other hand reached for a grape.

“You had oranges in the fridge.  I squeezed them.”  

He stupefied her when he shrugged, acting nonchalant about it.  No one ever made her fresh squeezed orange juice before.  Jesus H. ChuuuurIST, the man was marriage material.  She couldn’t help but joke with him.

“So, wanna get married?  Cuz I could get used to this.”  She chuckled when he choked again, though this time on the hot tea he’d also prepared for them since she didn’t have coffee in the house.

Another loaded question.  ‘Hell yeah’ was his gut reaction to that question, but he knew she was only joking so he poked some fun back at her, though he was semi-serious.

“`F you can get me to the altar I won’ say no.  Course I can’ wear white, woudn’ be appropriate.”  He laughed along with her as they sat and finished their meal.  He helped her clear off the table and bring everything back to the kitchen before she asked him to go to the basement and switch the clothes from the washer to the dryer so she could clean up since he did the cooking.

As he started pulling the clean clothes from the washer, he noticed she had some of her own things mixed in there with his.  His smile grew wide, it was like a glimpse into the future he hoped they’d have together, full of small things like this that would mark them as a couple.  He raised a pair of her underwear and appreciated the tiny scrap of cloth.  If they were dry he knew he couldn’t resist stealing them, as childish as it seemed.  Anything he could keep of hers until the day came he could openly pursue her would be cherished, even if it were only a pair of her knickers.

Naturally she wasn’t finished by the time he made it back to the kitchen, so he convinced her to let him help by giving her an ultimatum; either let him help or he’d throw her over his shoulder and spank her all the way up the stairs on the way to her bedroom.  

He loved the playful banter they always fell into, whether it was sexual or not it was never taken too seriously.  He only needed that one harsh lesson about how she dealt with situations when it did turn serious.  Thinking back to when he barged into her bathroom, angry from believing she wanted him to leave.  He couldn’t believe he’d made such an ass out of himself.  He thanked his lucky stars she was an understanding and forgiving woman, or he wouldn’t be here with her now.  The overall domesticated ‘feel’ today had was no less magical than their ‘date’ like picnic last night.

They sat on her couch when there was nothing left to do to keep them ‘busy’.  He sat with his legs spread wide, hand near his groin while she curled her legs under her at the opposite end.  She turned on the TV but kept the volume low, preferring to be able to talk if he felt inclined.  When he just sat there and became absorbed by the movie that now played she couldn’t take the silence.

“Wanna play a game?”  She piped up, making him look at her with a devilish smile.
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Chapter 21

Between You and Me
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“Not that kind of a game.  A question game.”  She rolled her eyes at him.  Men!

Uh-oh.  That couldn’t be good.

“Wha’s the nature of the question.”  Dear Lord he hoped it wouldn’t be anything too personal.

“Well, if you could invite any four people to a dinner party, who would they be and why?  They can be famous people, alive or dead, doesn’t matter.”  She’d played this game with her friends one evening and a lot of interesting things came from it, giving her insight into the people she thought she already knew so well.  It seemed a perfect way she and William could ‘get to know each other’ even if it was only a little, as the game was non-obtrusive in nature.

“Right then,” he nodded, “I’ll play.  Do you have to name all four people at once?”  Sounded innocent enough to him.

“No.  I’ll tell you one of mine and why and we’ll take turns.  That way you have time to think about each one.  I’ll go first.”  She paused, thinking back to the answers she gave her friends and decided there were two people she was going to trade out from her original answers.  “Leonardo Da Vinci.”

“Don’t tell me you fall for all that Shiite about there being a code or some such rot in The Last Supper painting?”  

“No,” she replied indignantly.  “It’s a beautiful painting for your information, but that’s not why.”  She huffed.  Crossing her arms over her chest, she jutted her bottom lip out and took on the air of a pouting child.  He couldn’t resist.

“Oh look at that lip, gonna get it.”  He reached across and dragged her unceremoniously onto his lap and brushed his lips back and forth across hers, pouting back at her, mocking her until she relented by giggling and kissing him back.  He turned them on the couch so she could sit between his legs while he held her.  He hated it when she first sat at the other end of the couch, it was too far away for him; she belonged in his arms anytime she was within sight of him.  He kissed the back of her head and asked, “Why Da Vinci, luv, tell me?  You have my undivided attention.”  Did since he first laid eyes on her too.

She sighed against the gentle kiss he gave her and ran circles with her finger over his arm when he rested it over her waist.

“Well, first reason is because I’m into art.  I inherited my mother’s business when she passed, and she always took the time to teach me about each painting that went through the gallery before being sold; that and every famous painting out there naturally.  I always thought the Mona Lisa was beautiful, but when I traveled to France and saw her for myself at the Louvre, it took my breath away.  The colors he used, how they blended, I could go on and on.  But I choose Da Vinci because I want to know WHY she was smiling.  Did she have some secret that was so... I don’t know, NOT so secret that she told it through her smile and he happened to have been there to capture it, immortalize it in oil?”  She turned her head to see him contemplating her answer.

“Tha’s a good choice.  I can see the fascination with wanting to know.  I saw the paintin’ too during a trip with my Uncle to Paris.  When were you there?”  He didn’t like the way she talked about knowing any kind of ‘secret’.  He didn’t have any he wasn’t willing to share, but now was not the time, not when they were just getting close to one another on a level far removed from his ‘business’.

“Oh, I went with an old boyfriend of mine, of the rich snobby variety.”  She added that last part with obvious disdain in her voice.  “We did the whole wine tour thing, the museums, the Eiffel tower, yadda, yadda, yadda.  He actually proposed to me on the tower, ring and all, he was so...”

To say her admission was a mood killer was an understatement.  Inside he was seething with jealousy.  How dare that rich, snobby, ponce propose marriage to his girl.  He felt like he’d been beat in the race to be the first to ask her or do something romantic for her like that.  Oh, rest assured, when it came time for him to propose, he was going to outdo nancy-boy by thousands, nay, tens of thousands of dollars, you bet your ass.  He caught back up with her conversation after his little temper tantrum had subsided.

“... I had to say no, I wasn’t in love with him.”

“I see.”  Okay, a little dance of joy was tapping itself out in his head when she informed him. 

“Your turn,” she said waiting patiently, since he seemed deep in thought.  She could hardly have guessed what his first choice might be.

“I would have to say Robert Burns.”

“Who is that?”  She turned her body sideways so they could see one another while they continued their game.

“He’s a Scottish poet born in 1759.  Surely you’re familiar with him?”

“No, can’t say that I am.”

“You know the song Auld Lang Syne I presume?”

“The New Year’s song?”

“The very one, luv.  He wrote it.”

“Wow.  Okaaaay I feel stupid now.”  Lorne had said he was highly educated and it was certainly starting to show.  “So, why him?”

“Being a fan of poetry, I would like to know the inspiration behind my favorite poem by him, ‘My love is Like a Red, Red Rose’.”

She watched as he closed his eyes to recite the dead poet’s work.  She’d always thought it was a weird, overly-sappy concept, a woman swooning whenever a man read poetry; but now that it was happening to her, well, count her in for melting into a giant puddle of goo.  His voice went soft, yet was so full of passion as the words flowed over her like velvet her face forced itself into a goofy smile, rapt in the sound of his beautiful deep voice.  

That's newly sprung in June;
O my Love's like the melody
That's sweetly played in tune.

As fair art thou, my bonnie lass,
So deep in love am I;
And I will love thee still, my dear,
Till a' the seas gang dry:

Till a' the seas gang dry, my dear,
And the rocks melt wi' the sun;
I will love thee still, my dear,
While the sands o' life shall run.

And fare thee well, my only Love,
And fare thee well awhile!
And I will come again, my Love,
Tho' it ware ten thousand mile.

“Can I just say wow?  That was, just, WOW, beautiful.”  

He chuckled, taking in her awe-filled expression.

“That it is.  Your turn.”

“Well, I don’t think I can beat that, but I’d like to invite Andy Warhol.”

“Ah, very good choice, any particular reason aside from the obvious?”

“No, not really.  Just want to pick his brain.”

He hugged her tighter and giggled, loving the fact she was just as intelligent as she was beautiful.

“Okay, your turn again.”

“Alright, hmmm, give us a moment luv, gotta think about it.”  He pondered for a bit before settling on someone whose work he was intimately familiar with.  “Johann Sebastian Bach.”

“The composer?  And why would that be?”

He wasn’t going to get into the fact he enjoyed learning to play nearly every piece the pianist had ever produced, she’d probably think he was a nerd.  Well, he was, but so far she hadn’t caught on.  She seemed to be enjoying his company as just plain William and he wasn’t about to ruin it by outing himself as the geek he truly was.  He never noticed until today, but it seemed if he combined a bit of Spike’s traits along with his own character, it rounded him out a bit more in the personality department.  If he had been just plain William, well, he was sure he’d bore her to death.

“I’m quite fond of classical music, and I think out of all the composers of that era, he’s the one who truly defined baroque through his genius.  I mean, the way he perfected the fugue in both instrumental and choral form, bloody brilliant.   He produced works of music that are imbued with a balance of technical mastery and intellectual control that hasn’ been matched by any composer since... what?”  Uh-oh.  She had a curious look on her face.  

“N-nothing.  I wouldn’t have guessed you were into that style of music.  Or that you knew as much about him as you seem to.  I would have taken you for a Sex Pistols kinda guy.  I’m sorry, I’m just... impressed is all.  Please, continue.”

Oh.  Well, thank God he hadn’t raised the geek alert.

“Well, if you must know I do like their music too, but classical is my first love.  I guess I chose him based on my curiosity of wantin’ to know what he’s like as a person.  Your turn.”

Holy shit, it wasn’t that he shocked her with his choice.  But those facts he spewed out suggested he was, well, not only highly educated but as Lorne put it, a very civilized man.

“Uhmmm, Brad Pitt.”  He raised an eyebrow at her.  “Just for the drool factor.”  His look turned to one of disgust.  “Hey, red blooded American girl here.”  She defended her choice.

“Fine.  But you do know the man’s completely off his rocker for leaving Jennifer, right?”

“Completely.  They were so good together.”

“Guess it’s my turn again then, yeah?”  She nodded.  He thought carefully then chose his next selection.  “My next choice would actually be two people.  So that would end the game for me.”

“Two people?  I don’t understand.”

“Well, I choose my great grandparents to be at the dinner table, so that constitutes two people.”

“I see, that’s fair.  So why them?”  This got her attention quickly.

“They were well in their nineties when I was little, but I remember them perfectly.  They would come to dinner at my Uncle’s every week on Sunday, after church.  They were the picture of the perfect marriage.  They adored each other and it showed.  I remember the stories my great grand-da would tell of how he met ‘his Lilith’.  How he courted her for three months until she was so tired of him coming to call that she finally gave in only to be swept away in a week by his charms.  They hadn’ spent a single day apart in their fifty two years of marriage...”

Buffy listened as he went on describing how wonderful their marriage had been, mesmerized not only by the story but by how fondly he talked of them.   

“... they personified what true love really means, at least to me.  To love and honor one another, through sickness and in health.  My great grand-mum was the first to pass.  I remember the funeral, the look on great grand-da’s face, how the weekly visits came fewer and far between.  He’d lost his zest for life, his reason for living.  Then it happened... he died suddenly without apparent cause, three months after her death.  The doctors had no real explanation, but my Uncle and I knew.  He died of a broken heart.”  He took a moment to keep his tears in check, it pained him whenever he thought of his great grandparents and how happy they were, sitting at the great dining hall of his Uncle’s estate, laughing away and stealing kisses from one another when they thought they weren’t being watched.

“I guess that’s what I want... that kind of marriage.  I mean, if God sees fit I deserve... after...”  He sighed heavily.  “After I’m through being, being...”  He couldn’t continue, he felt ashamed and became too choked on emotions he wasn’t ready to let go of.  How had he managed to let this little game turn so serious on his part?

She wanted to cry for him, she was so moved.  His eyes were glassy and she could tell this was an emotional subject for him.  He did deserve to have that kind of love, everyone did.  She did, he did... they did.  Damn the unanswered questions right now, she just wanted to hold him, reassure him he was worthy of what he wanted.  

He felt a hand on his cheek after he turned away from her.  He wouldn’t let her see him, he felt too raw, too open.  He just needed a moment to collect himself and he’d be fine.  She tugged on him gently, called his name, begged for him to look at her.

“William please.  I’m so sorry, I... I didn’t mean to... please look at me, baby.”

He swung his head in her direction at her use of a pet name with him.  It was a first, and caught him off guard.

“Hey.  You do deserve a love like that, don’t ever think you don’t.  I know what you do right now isn’t exactly, well, upstanding and all, but you can’t do it forever, right?  And whenever you are through with that line of work, you can have whatever you want.  You just have to find it, fight for it, right?”

He nodded.  She was right.  He’d already decided what he wanted, who he wanted, and he was going to fight for her with everything he had; and seeing this reassuring side of her only made him want her that much more.

Deciding to try and help him move past the seriousness of the moment, she went for a touch of humor.

“Besides, if you can’t find someone suitable to marry, I’ll drag you to the altar.  You said you wouldn’t say no, right?  I planned on dying an old maid anyway, can’t find anyone who will put up with me.”

He chuckled along with her.  God bless her, she had a way of making him feel better.

“There’s nothin’ to put up with, luv.  `Sides, I’m the only one able to handle that sassy mouth of yours, so it might work out nicely for the both of us, yeah?”

She punched him in the arm and scowled.

“Hey, you can’t tell me you don’t love it, besides, you need to be sassed, mister.  You’re too cocky sometimes for your own good, need to keep you in check.”

“You’re right, on both accounts.”  He raised his arms and watched as she maneuvered her body into a position where she could place her arms around him then snuggled into his chest.

“Let’s not play this game anymore, let’s just watch some TV.”

He gathered her up and scooted their bodies down to lie flat on the couch.  He wasn’t about to complain.  Lying with her here in his arms was the perfect way to spend part of his day.

They lay there for awhile, not moving a muscle, just enjoying the close contact as they tuned into the movie in which they’d missed more than half of.  That’s when the loud buzzer of the dryer went off from in the basement.

Erghh, she didn’t want to move, she was comfortable.  Did he have to leave yet?  Did he want to?

“Your clothes are finished drying.”  She whispered it, hoping maybe he’d fallen asleep, affording her a little more time spent in his strong embrace.

“Mmm-hmm.”  He heard but didn’t care.  He didn’t want to leave his girl, not yet.

“Do you need me to get them, do you have to leave?”  She couldn’t help herself, she felt almost desperate to have him stay a few minutes more.

“No luv, you don’t have to get them for me and no, I don’t have to be anywhere just yet.  Unless you’re ready to boot my arse out?”  It sounded as if she wanted him to stay, but he wouldn’t be so bold as to presume it either.

“I’m not going to boot you out, but I can’t keep you hostage either.”  She listened to the deep rumbling laugh reverberate through his chest.

“Could if you tied me down,” he laid the suggestive tone on thick, hoping she’d come back with one of her snarky replies.

“Is that an invitation?”  She raised her head and threw him a saucy grin.

“Why Miss Summers, such talk.  I never would have taken you for renderin’ a man defenseless by tying him up.”

“Tit for tat, baby.  You did it to me once.”  She wiggled her way up until their faces were close enough to kiss.  “Would you let me if I asked?”  

Oh shit.  He’d never been tied up before or even asked for that matter.  Somehow the thought of being at the mercy of his golden goddess with nowhere to go had his cock growing to twice its size in no time flat.  He moved his hips against hers while answering.

“I’d never deny you anythin’ you wanted, kitten, never.”  He pulled her in for a kiss.  When their lips met he knew he was done for.  The softness of her lips, her dirty little suggestion, he moved his hands to cup her bottom and pulled her into his thrusts, letting her know just how much he wanted her, hoping she would tie him up.  She pulled away after a minute to speak to him.

“That’s good to know, but I think I’ll be opening my file cabinet to retrieve a different invitation you left for me.”  She giggled at his confused look and moved down his body, elated when he got that lust filled look on his face when he realized what she was about to do.

“Kitten, Buffy, you don’t have to do that.”

“I know I don’t, but you said you’d never deny me anything I wanted.  Are you retracting that statement?”  Putting on her best pout, she knew she had him right where she wanted him.

“Oh fuck.”  He threw his head back against the arm of the couch.  “No, I meant what I said.”

“Good, now I want you to stand for me.”

She stood from the couch and leant him her hand, pulling him up towards her.

She pushed the sweatpants down his hips until they fell to floor and drew him into a heated kiss.  His arms quickly wound themselves tightly around her body, pulling her as close as possible against him, nudging her core with his swollen shaft.  When the need for air came, she whispered into his ear.

“Want to make you feel good baby, want to suck your cock.”  Smiling when he groaned, she pushed him away and sat back down on the couch, signaling for him to come forward with a single finger.  “Come put it in my mouth, I know you want to.”  The look of pure lust on his face had her underwear wet within seconds, but this was about giving him pleasure this time, not the other way around.  This time, she swore, she’d make him cum in her mouth despite any protests to have her body again.

He kicked the sweatpants off while approaching her, unbelievably turned on by her forcefulness. He knew his Buffy was a dirty girl the first night they were together, now it seemed she was coming into her own.  He was quite chuffed with himself for having been the one to encourage her, and also the only recipient to her newfound charms.

He placed one knee at a time on either side of her legs and brought his throbbing member level with her mouth, breathing hard with anticipation.  She smiled and winked before opening her mouth wide; keeping her eyes trained on his as he took hold of himself and placed the head against her bottom lip, running it back and forth in a teasing manner.  She teased him with her tongue until he let go of his shaft and buried it between her beautiful lips, no longer able to take her teasing.  If she wanted to suck his cock, well, then he should remain a man of his word and give her what she wanted.

“Oh Christ, pet.”  He felt her take him in as far as she could, her small hands cupping his bottom, encouraging him to pump himself in and out of her hot little mouth.  Her tongue ran up and down his length, swirling around the head every time he pulled out.
  
“That’s it baby, suck me, ahhhhhh, take my cock in that pretty lil mouth ‘f yours”.  He grabbed the back of her head when she suddenly took him in and opened up her throat to accommodate much more of him than previously. “Christ Buffy, where’d you learn to... never mind, don’t answer that.”  It would only irritate him to even think about her beautiful mouth on another man’s cock.  

She began a swallowing motion that made her throat constrict around him.  “Fuck.  Oh god…pet.”  She released his backside and continued sucking him up and down deeply before his hand gripped her head tighter.  She stilled her motions and looked up at him with mischievous eyes before pulling his cock out her mouth.  

“Something you need, baby?”  She cooed softly while she brought her left hand to stroke him while her right reached under to cup his balls and gently rolled them in her tiny hand  “I know what you want William… do it.”  And with that she took him back into her mouth and held still.  He held her head in place with his hand as his hips rotated forward, thrusting into her mouth.  She’d given him permission to do whatever he wanted to bring himself off and the thought blew his mind, literally.

“Mmmph, mmmm.”  She continued to purr sending vibrations from her throat through his cock and into his body. 

“God… make me feel so good…” His thrusts began to quicken as the feel of her luscious mouth and tiny hand gliding over and over his length was exciting him beyond belief.  
	
As if sensing his need for release, she tightened her grip around his length while her other hand reached around to grab his ass again, urging him to piston even faster into the warm cavern of her mouth.  He looked down to watch himself fuck her face and saw her eyes gaze directly into his, heavy with lust.  Oh yeah, she was enjoying this just as much as he was.  She began using the flat of her tongue on him now; pressing firmly each time he slid himself in as far as he could go before the resistance of her hand met with her mouth preventing her from taking in too much.

“Christ baby… wanna… gonna cum so hard… ahhh.”  Buffy moved her hand under his ass to use a finger to massage the spot of skin between his balls and his puckered opening. He jerked from her ministrations, taken aback from her movement.  God, he couldn’t believe how hot his girl could get him, he silently thought she might, hoped she would invade his back space like she did several nights ago.  He’d never experienced a pleasure quite like it before; she was his first in that as well and he loved it.

“Buffy…luv, I’m gonna cum!”  He grumbled roughly and felt the first drops of release leave his body.  The exact moment he spoke his last word, Buffy confirmed his suspicion and pushed one slender finger inside him up to her first knuckle.  As soon as he felt what she had done, a shock went through his entire system.  He release her head and gripped the back of the couch firmly with both hands as his orgasm heightened, the intensity so beyond anything he’d ever experienced before all he could do was hold on while his eyes rolled back in his head.  His body began jerking in slow shallow thrusts spurting stream after stream of his seed down her throat while she pumped her finger gently in and out of him and fondled his tightly coiled sac in rhythm to his thrusts.  He didn’t know if she would be able to handle the amount of lust that was pouring from his body, but he couldn’t stop now if she had asked him.  He was not to be disappointed however as he felt her swallow in long deep gulps, as if dying of thirst.

Wow, that was quite the mouthful, she thought as she swallowed the last of his spendings.  Didn’t matter, she wanted it, loved it, milked him a bit more to see if she could get any more.  Nope, that was it.  She felt his body start to sag and released his softening cock from her mouth with a plop.  He sat back slightly and fell to the side, bringing her with him to lie down.  She wrapped her arms around him as he kissed her hair and praised her with sweet words in contrast to the dirty ones he’s spoken while she had him between her lips. 

“So I’m guessing you enjoyed yourself?”  She giggled when he gave her a bottom a light tap.

“Silly bint.  Like you even need to ask?”  

“I’m hungry again.”

He pulled away to look at her.

“What didn’ get enough the second time around?”  He couldn’t resist, she’d left herself wide open for that one.

“I meant for food, smart ass.  And this time we’re ordering out.”

“Awww, why is that, luv?”  She wasn’t going to let him cook again?  Hell, it would be his pleasure.

“Because I know I don’t have anything except for leftovers from the picnic.”

“I see, well, since you mentioned it, I’m feelin’ a bit peckish m’self, but not necessarily for food.”

“Huh?  What does peckish mean?”  

“Means hungry, pet.”

“Oh, OH... HEY!!!  I thought I told you, you weren’t coming anywhere near my ass, I’m too sore.”

“Please?  Promise I’ll be real gentle like, make you feel so good,” he purred.  “Please baby?  You know I can... know you want me to.”  He begged with his words and eyes, trailing a lazy hand up and down her side.

“You don’t have to do it because I did it for you.”

“Tha’s not it at all, Buffy.  I enjoy doin’ it.”  He trailed a hand inside the sweatpants she wore and ran it down her silky thigh.  “You’re like a happy meal on legs; long, gorgeous, golden delicious legs.”

“Ewww!!!  You’re comparing me to a fast food meal?”

“Oi, I happen to like Happy Meals, `s one thing you yanks do right.”

She laughed so hard she nearly snorted.

“Admit it; you get them just for the toy surprise inside.”

“Yeah, `specially when I get to use Mr. Gordo on you, tha’s a right treat.”  She turned bright red in that instant, looking absolutely adorable.  He couldn’t resist pulling her in for a tender kiss.

He could feel her caving as the kiss deepened so he shoved at the waist band of her pants.  He desperately sought to rid her of them before she had a chance to change her mind as he moved them past her hips.  That’s when she broke away and held his hand fast.

“Why do I give into you every time?  How can I... how do we always seem to go from zero to sixty in no time flat?  One moment we’re talking and the next...” she let go of him and gestured a hand between them to indicate what she meant.  He looked her dead in the eye and gave her his answer.

“Tha’s the power you have over me, luv.  Every time I’m around you I... can’ ever get enough.  Have to have you... I crave you like the very air I need to breathe.  

He had such a deadly serious look on his face it made her shudder.

“I want to ask you something.”  She waited until he nodded.  “You said that you wanted me from the moment you saw me... at The-Hide-Away.”

“Yeah.”  He didn’t like where this was going at all.

“Is this all we have?  Is this just about sex?”  
	
Oh shit.  He took a deep breath and went for the cryptic.

“I answered that question last night, luv.”  

He smashed his mouth against hers, hoping to distract her from asking anything more, even when she tried to break from him he wouldn’t allow it.  Thrusting his tongue inside her mouth, he cupped the back of her head and held her there while his hand traveled back up her thigh towards her center.

Dipping his thumb beneath the hem of her panties, he sought her clit, making her jump and then mewl with delight as he rubbed it in lazy circles.   She was so warm and moist down there that he wanted to ravage her with his mouth; but she was sore, so he would need to be extra gentle with her. 

His kisses trailed south along with her pants as he dragged them down and off her feet.  Maneuvering into a position that was comfortable to them both, he opened her up and gazed at her sex.  “Beautiful.”  He whispered.  The skin surrounding her paradise was shaved to satiny smooth perfection, creamy and flawless.  Delectable pouty nether lips swollen with desire, glistening wet with her honey... what man in his right mind could possibly pass up such a mouth watering sight, would not want to please her like he was about to?  

Careful of her tender state, he directed his tongue to her nubbin first, placing light, soothing licks meant to tickle and ignite her desire with every feathery flick.  He heard her hiss at first then sigh contentedly, making him feel more than guilty for being so rough with her this morning.  Oh, but he’d make it up to her, right here and now.   He would build her up slowly, gently, tease her to the point of begging and then go in for the kill.  That way any pain would be overshadowed by her orgasm.

“Oooooo, oh God, your tongue should be illegal.”  She felt so raw down there it was hard to believe he could attend to her needs without her jumping through the roof.  When he first touched her it stung, but soon after he had her body humming with pleasure, just as he did anytime he touched her... in any manner.   He didn’t have one specific style.  That’s what she found so amazing about him, the fact his methods were so wide and varied, could change so rapidly from rough to gentle, she could never quite guess what he was going to do until he did it.  No matter what he chose to do, it always left her breathless and wanting. 

He chuckled inside, not wanting to break the mood he was setting or his concentration.  Turning his mouth sideways he drew her clit between his lips, treating it like he would her mouth, giving a series of slow, sensual kisses.  Moving this treatment downward, he inhaled deeply.  God, he loved her scent; strong, heady, like a ripe peach heavily laden with just the right spices to make his mouth water.  Taking his time, he sucked one of her petal soft lips into his mouth and suckled it before switching his attentions to the other. He felt her fingers slowly wind themselves into his hair, holding his head gently but not pulling on him, indicating what he was doing was having the desired effect on her.  Soon, luv.  Soon I’ll have your sweet nectar pouring over my tongue, “mmmmmm.”    

Feeling his voice against her sex sent a deeply pitted swell of need right to her core.  It wouldn’t be long, she knew.  How could one man have such complete command, complete authority over her body like this?  Did it matter?  No, it didn’t.  She’d given up wanting to understand the how’s or why’s some time ago, finding it easier and much more pleasant to just give herself over and enjoy it.

Placing his mouth at her opening, he sunk his tongue in deep, wiggling the tip rapidly.  He felt her entire body quiver in response but he withdrew his tongue to make her want more.

“OHHH, don’t stop.  Please, William, make me cum?”  Christ he had her wanting it so bad she had no shame in asking.   

He loved to hear her beg, so he thrust his tongue in and out of her slowly, curling it upwards when drawing it out.  Over and over he did this, gradually increasing the speed and pressure until he felt her fingernails dig deep into his scalp.  When her hips began to rock, he knew she was getting closer.  

“Yesssss. Oh GOD yes!  Make me cum, baby, please?!?!”  She lifted her head to the mass of unruly curls planted between her thighs and gasped at the erotic sight.  When he spared a glance her way she began to unravel.  His eyes spoke to her, telling her he wanted her to cum just as bad as she did.  She knew why too... he would drink from her... every.  Last.  Drop.

When he felt her raise her head, he had to see her eyes, see her passion, her need.  They were there, clear as day and yes, she was truly begging him, the desperation etched deeply within the creamy green depths.  She had him wanting her to cum too, to hear his name, his name being screamed.  He would never tire of hearing her use it, no matter what they were doing... ever. 

Removing his tongue and curling a gentle finger inside her channel, he quickly found the small bundle of nerves and rubbed back and forth, knowing it would help send her over the edge.  He felt the muscles in her legs begin to stiffen so he placed a thumb to her nub and stroked it firmly in circles, steadily keeping the pace so as not to overwhelm her.  When his name escaped her lips in a voice choked with ecstasy, he quickly exchanged the finger inside of her for his tongue.  

“William!!!”  She pulled on his hair and raised her hips from the couch.  

The first drop of her essence hit his tongue and he lapped at her like a wild animal.   He didn’t have to worry about hurting her now; her state of euphoria would mask any pain she might feel at what he needed to do to draw her pleasure out for all it was worth.

This orgasm was to be different from the others.  The ascension was swift, but upon reaching the apex it lingered, the strength of her climax setting her nerves on fire.  The pinnacle of her release lasted longer than ever before.  Her body felt caught, trapped at the height of her release, as if it couldn’t come down.  When she felt him slide a finger into her back entrance she nearly threw him off her, her hips bucked with such force.  It didn’t seem possible to cum any harder yet here she was, soaring past the zenith, becoming dizzy as her mouth opened yet nothing came forth to break the silence.

He filled her puckered entrance over and over, drinking from her as she let go while struggling to keep her hips down.  He could hear her gasping for air, needing to breathe but he kept the assault up until her legs shuddered around his head.  Pulling his finger out, he quickly slowed the pace, allowing her to come down on her own.  

As the last of her quaking body relaxed she lay motionless.  There was no energy left to bat an eyelash let alone say anything to the man now crawling up her body to hold her.  He used the thin blanket that lay over the back of the couch to cover them both, kissing her eyelids as she sought to slow her heart rate down to normal.

Many long seconds passed until she opened her eyes.  As she stared at him, it was apparent she had nothing to say.  Didn’t matter, he could feel her content; see her satisfaction inscribed in every curve of her beautiful features.  She looked sleepy, so he gathered her close and wrapped their semi-nude forms together tighter under the throw.  Kissing the top of her head, he whispered the word ‘beautiful’ and ran his fingers through her hair slowly until he felt her slip into a deep sleep.
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It took a moment for William to realize exactly where he was when he woke up.  The tickling sensation under his nose and the sight of golden blonde hair as he looked down brought him back.  Looking to his left, he spied a clock on the wall, 2:30, SHIT!  Lord knows he didn’t want to leave, but he had to.  He needed to get back to his place and get ready for his shift at the restaurant.  

Being careful not to wake his sleeping beauty, he moved off the couch slowly then promptly went to the basement to retrieve his clothes, hurriedly changing.  Coming back into the living room he found Buffy still asleep.  With a heavy heart he sighed.  He wanted to say goodbye but couldn’t bring himself to wake her.  Looking around, he tidied up the clothes that were strewn across the floor then went to her kitchen in search of paper and a pen.  If he couldn’t tell her he would at least leave a note.  

Finding what he needed, he smiled as he wrote a few lines and signed his name.  He left it on her coffee table so she would be sure to find it and made a last minute decision to take one small item of hers as a memento of their wonderful night together.  Swinging his duster over his shoulder he strode back to the couch silently and knelt down on one knee.

“Until we meet again.  Sweet dreams, kitten.”  He kissed her lips gently, letting them linger for a moment then pulled away.  He felt as if his heart were breaking.  Unless she asked to see him again... then she wouldn’t; not until the restaurant was his.  Once he had that he could woo her properly.  A man needed a means to support a woman no matter how much money she had in her bank account or how successful she was in her chosen career; it simply wasn’t proper.

Standing, he did his best not to look back at her for fear of staying and calling in sick to work.  He carefully turned the lock on the door handle so she was safely locked inside and made his way towards his motorcycle, walking it down a block before firing it up to leave, ever mindful of not disturbing her peaceful slumber.

~~~~~~~~~~~~

“Mmmm, William.”  Her hand reached out but there was nothing there to grasp, causing her eyes to flutter open.

Nothing.  Sitting up she looked around, called out his name a couple more times before realizing he was no longer there.  Did he really just leave her there, with no goodbye?  

She sat up and looked around.  The first thing she noticed was the pile of clothes, neatly folded on the table, reminding her she was still half naked.  Reaching for her sweatpants, her hand came into contact with a piece of paper.  Lifting it up, she saw William’s name signed at the bottom and read aloud...

“Buffy,

Please don’t be mad with me for leaving while you slept.  I had to hurry off to work and you looked so peaceful I couldn’t bring myself to wake you.  I want to thank you for last night.  There aren’t words to describe neither just how special it was nor how special you are to me.  I hope to see you soon.

Yours,
William”
	
Folding the note, she set it aside and sighed.  Instead of feeling happy at his words, dread grip her chest.  Which job did he have to hurry off to, the one he performed for Lorne or his regular job?  Shaking her head, she tried to convince herself it was the latter.  

“Where the hell is my underwear?”  Searching around the room, she noticed he’d picked everything up and left it on her table, including the clothes she’d lent him.  “Humph.”  Dismissing it, she headed to the basement to fold her laundry, trying to convince herself he wasn’t running off into another woman’s arms.

~~~~~~~~~~~~

William made it to work on time but not before calling Lorne to say it was important that they talk later that night.

The hours passed slowly and the enjoyment he usually experienced from cooking was not to be had.  His mind was occupied with trying to figure out how to make the rest of the money needed to obtain the restaurant.  It turned his stomach to even think about sleeping with another woman now that he was in love.  Antonio wouldn’t need him at the restaurant more than he already was and asking Uncle Rupert for the money was out of the question.  His Uncle would be more than glad but he vowed to make his own way.  By the end of his shift, the only solution he could see was to take a second job.  His sleep would suffer, but at least it would be an honest way of reaching his goal and he could quit once he’d made enough.  Now he just hoped he could find something quick that paid enough.  

~~~~~~~~~~~~

“I’m surprised you didn’t quit any sooner.”  Lorne crossed one leg over the other and sipped at his drink, pleased with Spike’s decision.

“So you’re not upset?”  

“Why would I be?  After you serenaded me I knew it was only a matter of time.”  

“I’ll find another job and finish raisin’ the money for Grisanti’s.  Might take some time but...”

“No need,” he shook his head and sat up straight.  “Got one for ya.”  He laughed when William raised a questioning eyebrow.  “It’s still for Rencontre Travaillée mind you, but in a much different capacity.”

“`M listenin’.”  This was not something he’d expected.

“When it comes to the girls that work for me, they reserve the right to refuse the clients I set them up with.”

“Huh, didn’ know that.”  Of course he never paid much attention to any of Lorne’s other employees, save for the interaction he’d had with Parker and Angelus, both of which rubbed him the wrong way.

“See, every time a new client calls and I don’t have an opportunity to meet them or hear them sing, well, for all I know they could be a serial rapist, murderer, etc.  So for the girls’ protection, the client is required to meet them in a public place.  I normally send Gunn or someone else along with them to hang out in the background, act as back up just in case anything does go wrong.  But since he will be leaving my employment soon, I need a replacement for him.  So, what say you to becoming a bodyguard?  Your duty is simple really.  Go in and observe the interaction and wait till you get the okay from the girls.  Naturally if YOU don’t get a good vibe from any one of these guys there’s a code you use to let them know you don’t think it’s safe and they’re to leave with you at once, no questions asked.”

“Would I be packin’?”  He hoped not, he didn’t need to get in trouble by carrying a weapon illegally.

“No, it’s not necessary.  You’ll be in public and chances are a brawl is the most that would occur if the guy was a real threat.”

“I can handle it then, yeah.  How often would I be workin’?”

“Oh, you’ll have plenty of work and though the pay isn’t near what an escort’s is, you get to keep all of it.  I recently checked the financial situation and honestly, you’re only going to need, oh let’s say, somewhere around seven or eight jobs I’d say.  We’re actually ahead of schedule for buying the restaurant.”

“Ya don’ say.”  He paid no attention to his earnings from Rencontre Travaillée; he considered it dirty money even though it would buy him his dream. 

Lorne set his drink down and leaned onto his desk, a serious expression on his face.    

“So, what becomes of Spike?” 

“He’s jus’ a tool, an act.  He’s in the past now, mate.”  He was thrown by the odd question.

“Don’t you think Buffy would miss him?”  

“`M not quite followin’ you.”  Indeed he wasn’t.  In his mind, Spike had no part in the equation where Buffy was concerned.  

“I beg to differ, my friend.  Spike is who Buffy met first AND is an integral part of who she knows now.”

William leaned back in his chair and frowned.  Lorne was right.  Buffy had only seen bits and pieces of William at select moments.  Spike, however, had always been there with her.  In reality, she knew very little of the man he really was and that was because he’d chosen not to let her in for fear she wouldn’t like him.  Seeing things in this new light was disturbing.  Spike was everything William wasn’t and it irritated him to think Buffy liked any part of him. 

“He’s someone you helped me invent, Lorne, I’ve got no use for him anymore.”

Picking up on the annoyance that tinged his friend’s voice, Lorne chuckled and shook his head.  “Spike is very much a part of who you are; a part of your personality.  He’s always been there; I just helped draw him out.  I understand you don’t need the side of him that worked for me and all his charms, but he has some very admirable and useful qualities that would be a shame to throw away.”  He could see William wasn’t convinced, so he asked him one very important question.  “How do you plan to court the lovely Miss Buffy?”

William ran his fingers through his hair and sighed heavily.  “I have no bloody idea.  All I know is she’s the one and I won’t give up until she’s either mine or decides she can’ love me.”

“From what you’ve told me, it’s clear she feels something for both of you.  But she will need to learn more, EVERYTHING actually, so her heart can decide whether or not to fall in love.”

“So when that time comes, you’re sayin’ Spike might come in handy?”

“That’s exactly what I’m saying.  Speaking of the right time, when ARE you going to tell Buffy?  About the restaurant, your job... all of it?”

As Lorne listened on, he couldn’t disagree more with his friend.  He understood his reasons, but as ‘noble’ as William thought them to be, all Lorne could smell was disaster the longer he waited.  He tried to convince him otherwise, but his friend was stubborn, refusing to see it any other way but his own.

~~~~~~~~~~~~

Buffy called Lorne that afternoon, letting him know to charge her for an overnight stay with Spike.

“Everything went well I trust?”

Better than well, that’s the problem, she thought.  But be that as it may, Spike was still Lorne’s employee and as such she couldn’t allow herself to fully invest in the feelings she was starting to have for him. 

“Everything was great, Lorne, thanks.”

“Good to hear.  However, being the jealous type that I am, I insist we get together soon.”

“What are you doing this Wednesday night, say around 8:00?”

“Oh the usual; hanging out at the club, catering to the patrons and keeping my staff in line.”

“Do you think you can break away for one night and come to Sunnydale?  It’s my birthday and my friends and I are getting together.  I would so love it if you could come.”

“Birthday!” he cried enthusiastically, “It’s my honey bunny’s birthday this Wednesday?  Oh the injustice of it all.  Karaoke night is being moved to Wednesday nights starting this week and if I didn’t HAVE to be here for it, I’d be in Sunnydale celebrating the night away with you.  I’m so sorry muffin, but I know a way I can make it up to you.”

“It’s no big, Lorne.  I understand what it’s like being married to your business.”  What was it about this karaoke anyway? 

“Since I can’t be there for your birthday, you simply MUST come to the Halloween party I’m having here at The-Hide-Away this Saturday night where you shall have my undivided attention.  I have no other obligation except to dress up and party since nearly the whole of my staff will be running the show.  Please say you’ll be here, sugar lips?  I will arrange for you to stay at Le Hermitage or you can stay at my place of you like.  We’ll dance the night away.  Oh, and bring your friends too, I would simply LOVE to meet them and I’ll make arrangements for them as well to stay the night in LA.  Hey, any chance I could get you to dress up as my sexy love slave?”

She giggled, “Sounds like fun, count me in.  I’ll see if I can get my friends to come and let you know.  As for the sex slave thing, not so sure, but I’ll come dressed up as something, I promise.”

“Oh that’s wonderful, and of course I’ll have your birthday present waiting here for you when you arrive.”

“You don’t have to get me anything, Lorne.”

“Hush now, I have just the thing in mind and you’ll hurt my feelings if you don’t accept,” he whined.

They chatted away for another five minutes before Buffy hung up the phone.  She sat on the couch for awhile deep in thought, the events of the last two nights replaying themselves in her mind.  She wanted so badly for William to confide in her yet he didn’t.  He must have his reasons.  Not wanting to dwell on thinking about it any longer, she decided to head back into work.  There was a lot she should be doing that Anya couldn’t and perhaps it would keep her mind off William. 

When she arrived at the gallery, Anya picked right up on her mood and had initially pressed her for details once it came out that her ‘one night stand’ had showed up again.  Buffy thwarted her efforts, however, saying there was nothing more than sex happening between them.

“Nothing more than sex?  Right, and I’m the ‘Virgin Mary’,” that made Buffy snort with laughter.  “Well, when you’re ready to talk about it, I’ll be here.  Until then, I’d say you were acting like a woman in love.”  She raised an eyebrow at Buffy’s retort.

“I so am not.”

“Keep telling yourself that Buffy, you’re as easy to read as a child’s book.”

After Anya walked off, she huffed indignantly.  She cared for William yes, but in love with him?  No, that couldn’t happen, not yet anyway.  

Figures the slut would be of no use in defending her.

	---You have to give the man a chance.  It’s obvious he cares but there’s a lot more going on than what Lorne told us.

If he cared then he would have told me about his other job, told me what’s so important that he whores himself out.

	---Ouch!  That’s harsh, even for you, Miss Goody Two-Shoes.  Give him a chance and keep in mind the man who spent time with you recently.

Buffy tried to clear her head.  She didn’t feel like defending herself from either Anya’s accusation or her inner slut’s.  

	---Oh that’s rich.  Coming from a woman who argues with herself!

Erghh!  Go away.

	---Fine, have it your way.  But don’t hold me responsible when things come crashing down because you chose not to listen.

~~~~~~~~~~~~

Arriving at the Bronze shortly after 8:00 that Wednesday, Buffy was instantly greeted with bright smiles and hugs from all her friends.  Sure as her word, Willow had the whole gang there waiting for her, two tables reserved with piles of presents and a small cake.

Xander, Cordelia, Amy, Eve, even Andrew had shown.  Everyone had sang happy birthday and stood by as she ripped open her presents.  By the time they’d finished the cake, everyone headed out to the dance floor except for Anya and her.  She sat back and sipped on her daiquiri, smiling and enjoying herself immensely.

“Wow, total hottie nine o’clock sharp,” Anya announced.  “Wouldn’t mind getting some of that.”

Buffy turned in the direction of her stare but couldn’t see anything.

“Up at the bar,” Anya pointed, “platinum hair, dressed all in black.”

Just as her friend finished speaking she saw him.  There was William, leaning against the bar taking a sip from the beer bottle he held in his left hand, his right elbow leaning on the chair as he stared out over the dance floor.  Her heart skipped a beat as she continued to stare, ignoring Anya’s rant until it came back around to another sexual implication.  She swung her head back and looked at her friend.

“Whoa.  You know him, don’t you?”

“N-no.”  How the hell does she pick up on these things?

“Hey,” she raised her arms in defense, “I know a ‘hands off’ look when I see one, it’s written all over your face.  Speaking of the look on your face,” she made quotation marks with her fingers, “I’d say he’s the ‘one night stand’ that’s been giving you many orgasms... on more than just one night.”

Buffy didn’t see any point in denying it, but she couldn’t tell Anya everything either.

“You’re right, he is.”  She sighed, “Anya, I wish I could tell you what’s been going on lately, but... I don’t even know what’s going on between him and me... if anything.”  She watched her friend’s face soften to one of understanding.

“Buffy, you think too much.”  She placed a hand over hers and bluntly told her, “Shut up and go get your man.”  She patted her hand then sat back looking smug.

Smiling, Buffy stood and headed in William’s direction.  She didn’t think twice about rushing over to see him.  He would be happy to see her, she knew it.  As she made her way through the crowd, she saw him talking to someone on his right.  It wasn’t until she’d almost reached him that she saw a scantily dressed brunette whispering something in his ear, making him laugh.  When he turned his head forward, he caught her eye, looking clearly surprised.

“Buffy!”  He was caught off guard by her sudden presence, but was clearly ecstatic to see her.  “What brings you here, luv?”  He saw her smile quickly turn to a scowl.  “Buffy?”  

“I would ask you the same thing, but it’s quite apparent as to why you’re here.”  She nodded her head in the other girl’s direction.  “Don’t let me keep you from your job... SPIKE!”  She turned around and wormed her way through the crowd as fast as possible.

“Me-OW!  Take it that’s Buffy?”  Seeing his crestfallen look she encouraged him.  “Go on, go after her and explain, she’ll understand.”

He turned to her and frowned, “Thanks Faith, but I can’ leave you alone till your bloke shows up.”

“I’ll be fine, Spike rea...”

“No!  `M not leavin’ `til `m sure the guy checks out.  Lorne would never forgive me if somethin’ happened to you and neither could I.”  He shook his head emphatically. 

“Whatever you say.”  She shrugged.  She could see he was torn between his duty to perform the job he was hired for and his feelings for the girl who’d ran off after getting the wrong impression.

From the other end of the bar, a dark figure watched the brief interaction between his main rival and the petite blonde.  He could practically feel the sparks of jealousy on the woman’s end and felt an opportunity present itself.  Spike obviously cared enough about the cute blonde to look bent out of shape, so he figured he’d have a bit of fun at Spike’s expense.  Setting his beer down, he darted around to the other end of the dance floor and intercepted the girl in question. 

“Oomph.  Sorry, I wasn’t looking where I was going.”  She had to strain her head up to see the man whose chest she ran into.  He smiled down at her.

“That’s alright, my fault entirely.”  He took a step back and introduced himself.  “The name’s Angelus.”  He offered her his hand.

She took his hand and shook it, “Buffy.”  She watched as the good looking brunette turned her hand over and kissed it.

“Care to dance?  Or are you too much in a hurry trying to get away from someone?”  

“What?  No.  I mean yeah, I mean no.”  

He chuckled at her.  “Look, its okay if you don’t want to dance.  I understand if your boyfriend wouldn’t appreciate it, I just couldn’t help but notice you seemed to have caught him with another woman.”

“He’s NOT my boyfriend.  Matter of fact... he’s no one.”  She threw him a bright smile.  “I’d love to dance.”  Right away, there was something about this guy she didn’t like.  Maybe it was the fact he’d seen what happened and was using it as a chance to hit on her.  She decided to ignore it and take advantage of the situation it offered her instead.  If Spike saw fit to go fuck the skanky looking brunette who’d hired him, at least she could make him think she didn’t care.  

As the slow, sexy beat of a new song filtered through the club, she led Angelus by the hand towards the center of the dance floor.  Turning her back towards him, she raised her hands above her head and swayed her hips in time to the music, enticing him into an erotic dance.

Faith’s client showed up right after Spike’s declaration to stay by her side.  Sliding down two chairs away from them, he listened in to their conversation while his eyes scanned the place for any signs of Buffy.  When his eyes finally landed on her his heart seized in his chest.  It was not only who she was dancing with but how that had him seeing red.

“Spike, did you hear me?”  He felt a hand tug on his coat sleeve.  “I said I’m good to go.  I’ll catch you later.  Hope everything works out fo...  Oh shit.”  When she saw what Spike was looking at, she knew there would be trouble.  Angelus was well known for two things; his twisted idea of sex and his hatred of Spike.  When she turned back to say something he was already gone, all but pushing his way through the crowd to get to Buffy.

Buffy turned around and wound her arms around Angelus’ neck, allowing him to slip his hand down low.  That’s exactly when they were interrupted.

“Excuse me, mate, but you’re dancin’ with my girl.”  No way was Angelus going to get his sadistic mitts on Buffy.

Angelus turned an arrogant, unsurprised look towards Spike.

“Really?” his tone dripped with sarcasm.  Any opportunity to knock ‘Captain Peroxide’ off his horse was a welcome one.  “Funny, cuz if she was your girl, she wouldn’t be dancing with me right now, would she?”  He turned his back to Spike, ignoring him completely in lieu of the woman who was clearly ready to take advantage of the situation to make his main rival jealous.   

As childish as it seemed, Buffy was pleased her little show got Spike’s attention.  When he spoke, she chose to ignore him and keep her attention focused on Angelus instead.  If he’d chosen to ignore her she would have turned up the bump and grind–o-meter with her handsome dancing partner.  

His blood was past the boiling point.  Buffy didn’t say a word.  Matter of fact, she made no attempt to even acknowledge him, quite content it seemed, to let Angelus answer for her.  He tapped his shoulder again, but before he could say a word, Angelus spoke.

"Can’t you see I’m working here?”  He let go of Buffy, acting dramatically annoyed for her benefit, hoping it would serve his new goal in taking the blonde home with him for a night of fun.  “I can’t imagine why you’re so concerned with this beautiful lady here.  I mean really, Spike.  Why don’t you toddle on back to that hot little brunette number you were hitting on and leave us be... MATE!  "

Ok, yes, it was clear these two knew each other, but uncaring as to the how, her desire to goad him overwhelmed any rational thought.

“Yeah, SPIKE.  Why don’t you go back to your JOB.  I’m not paying you to care... and who I leave with is none of your business.”

“Buffy, he’s not who you think he is... he works for Lorne.”  He truly feared for her knowing what Angelus’ idea of a good time was, plus she was his girl.

“Does it look like I care?”

“Buffy.  If you go home with him tonight... he WON’T stop when you cry ‘Uncle’.”

“Who says I’m going to?”  

Wrong answer.  His nostrils flared; there was no hiding the rage he felt over her flippant statement.  The words flew out of his mouth before he could think.

“Well then, luv, maybe he should be paying you.”  

Her mouth dropped open in shock.  How could he say such a thing?  His hurtful words cut her to the core.  In her anger, she brought her right hand across his jaw with all her might.  

‘SLAP’.  

Angelus began laughing hysterically.  “That’s gonna leave a mark.”

The look on Spike’s face told her he instantly regretted what he’d said.  Too late.    

Rage quickly filled the wound from her stinging blow to his cheek.  His eyes followed her as she walked away and the sound of Angelus’ clapping filled his ears.

“You’re quite the charmer, Spike.  Let me guess.  You fell in love with a client... didn’t you?  Can’t say as I blame you, she looks like she’d be quite the... what’s the word you use for it?  Oh yes, SHAG.  Am I right?”  

He’d heard enough.  Without hesitation his fist connected with Angelus’ jaw, knocking him out cold.   He didn’t bother looking back, satisfied when he heard the dull thump of the stupid git’s body hit the floor along with gasps from the surrounding crowd.  His eyes were trained on following Buffy.  No way was he going to let her go this time without hearing him out.  They’d been down that road before and he knew her stubborn streak.  She was ‘his girl’ and he’d be damned if she wasn’t going to listen to what he had to say.

When Buffy reached the table where Anya sat, she grabbed her purse and announced her intentions to leave.   Little did she know Anya saw everything go down from the moment her friend reached the bar.  She couldn’t hear what was being said, but it didn’t take a genius to figure it all out.  When the platinum blonde arrived seconds after her friend left she merely pointed towards the door, nodding vigorously while smiling.

“She went that way.”

If he wasn’t on a mission, he would have asked why this apparent friend of hers bothered telling him where Buffy went, but there was no time to waste.  

She heard the door hit the brick wall from being flung open and his voice shouting for her to stop.  She didn’t, wouldn’t, she’d been through enough tonight and continued towards the front of the club to get to her car.

“Buffy, stop!”  He ran to catch up with her, grabbing her arm the moment she was within reach.  He pulled her into a darkened alleyway and pushed her against the wall forcefully.

“You’re gonna hear me out whether you want to or not.  And when you do, you’re gonna feel like the stupid bint you are.”

“Let go of me, Spike.”  She struggled but he held her fast.

“Damnit, Buffy, shut your gob!  You WILL listen to me!  That girl you saw me with isn’ a client, she WORKS for Lorne.  I was there with her tonight as a bodyguard until she met with the bloke who hired her... for her protection.”  He calmed a little and let her arms go, feeling better for telling his side of the story.

She stood still, letting his words sink in.  He said he’d never lie to her and his eyes told her he spoke the truth.  Guilt instantly filled her, especially when she saw the clear red imprint of her hand on his left cheek.  But that mark also reminded her why she’d struck him in the first place.  He had no right to say such a cruel thing to her.  As if reading her mind, he addressed the issue.

“`M sorry for the remark I made back there. I didn’ mean it.  Angelus is a twisted psychopath when it comes to sex.  And the thought of you... wait a minute,” his lips curved into a smile, “You were tryin’ to make me jealous.”  The look of shock on her face didn’t fool him one bit.  His girl was jealous, which meant she cared.

“Don’t flatter yourself, that wasn’t...” 

Curling his tongue behind his teeth and giving her a cocky smirk, he leaned in closer to her face to interrupt her.

“Yes, you were.”  His lips touched her ear as he confessed.  “Don’ worry, it worked.”  She shoved him back.  Like he expected her to admit it openly?

“Uhhh.  You’re bent.”  

He laughed at her.  His girl was a feisty one no doubt, and he loved her for it.  He slowly moved back into her personal space, pleased that she wasn’t trying to get away.

“Yeah.  Made you scream, didn’ it?”  Stifling her protest, he plundered her mouth, pushing his tongue inside to taste hers.  Oh, she fought him... a little.  But that ended as quickly as it had begun and soon her arms were around his neck, drawing him in even closer.

This is insane.  Her body belied this thought, however, unable to help itself as it responded to his.  He snaked an arm around her waist and yanked her flush against him.  She could feel how hard he was and it sent a delicious ache of desire to pulse between her thighs.

He broke the kiss and nuzzled her neck roughly.  Lowering his hand from her waist to her thigh, he shoved her skirt out of the way and pulled her up leg, wrapping it around his hip.  “Tell me you weren’ gonna take him home.  Tell me you weren’ gonna let him touch wha’s mine.”

Panting from his kisses, she spoke with conviction, her anger warring against her body’s need for him.

“Who the hell are you to tell me who I can and can’t sleep with?”  She knew she’d said the wrong thing when he pushed her back into the wall.  His face leveled with hers, pinning her with a stare that told her he meant what he was about to say.  

“No one touches you but me.  You’re mine, Buffy.”

“Yeah, whenever I’m paying for it.”  

His features hardened, instantly making her regret what she’d said.  Her eyes searched his for the man she’d been with a couple days ago, but William was nowhere to be found in their icy blue depths.

Pouring all the mad fury of his passion into a bruising kiss, he gripped her shoulders and pushed her tiny form harder into the cold bricks of the alley wall.  Her words denied her passion for him, but her body couldn’t lie as it responded even to this rough treatment.  With her leg still hooked around his hip, he could feel her using what leverage she could to desperately rub her core against his erection.  Pulling back, he begged her.

“Come home with me.”  He leaned his forehead against hers, feeling her hot breath on his lips as she struggled for air.

“Why would I want to do that?”  

He slid a hand under her ass and curled his fingers around the crotch of her panties, grazing her nether lips, causing her to shudder before ripping them away from her body.  She gasped as his fingers sought out her opening, pushing two of them deep inside.  

She was positively beautiful as he watched her throw her head against the wall, eyes closed, moans of desire escaping her kiss swollen lips.

“Because you want this as much as I do... and its got nothin’ to do with money, pet.”   Latching on to her throat, he licked and nipped at her before begging her again, “Come home with me.  I’ll give you what you need, baby... what we both want.” 

“N-no.”  Her lust was spiraling out of control but she wouldn’t acquiesce to his plea.  God only knows how many women he’d taken in his bed and she refused to be one more.  “I can’t do that, I’m sorry but I can’t.”

He couldn’t accept her answer, he was past the point of wanting her, of needing her; this was about possession.  He moved in to kiss her with as much passion as he could, pumping his fingers in and out of her sweet channel, driving her need to match his own.  

She pushed her anger aside and her body against his fingers, needing more, just a little more to make her cum.  She damned herself for wanting him so badly, for giving herself over to the pleasure only he was capable of giving her.

When he could no longer breathe he broke the kiss.

“Buffy, I don’ wanna have to take you in an alley.”  He paused to cock his head to one side then spoke matter-of-factly.   “But that doesn’ mean I won’.”  

They stared at each another for one very, very brief moment, both too eager to wait any longer.

“Yes,” she whispered, uncaring at the moment of the emotional repercussions it would have.

He brusquely spun her around and placed her hands against the wall front of her.  Rubbing his erection into her bottom until she was writhing against him, he pulled on her hip with one hand and flipped her skirt up with the other.  

Keeping her hands where he’d left them, she felt the cold autumn air hit her bottom before being replaced with the warmth from his hands as he kneaded her roughly.

“Would you like me to make you cum, kitten?”  Hearing her breathy reply of ‘yes’ pleased him very much, but he wanted to be sure that she knew what she was getting herself into.  “There will be nothin’ slow and gentle `bout it this time, Buffy.  You need to be reminded I’m the only one who can make you feel this good, bring your body the satisfaction it needs.  No other man but me can do this for you.  You remember that next time you even THINK about takin’ anyone else home to your bed.”

“Oh, God.”  She looked over her shoulder and saw him sink to his knees.  Spreading her cheeks apart with his hands, he placed the flat of his tongue against her clit and licked her entire length, all the way up to her lower back.  She closed her eyes, never noticing he’d stood until she heard the sound of his zipper and felt the head of his cock against her opening, the knuckles of his fingers pressing into her clit as he held himself there.  

“Need you, kitten, need you so bad.  Missed you, missed this.”  Pushing forward, he felt her muscles tighten around the tip of his shaft just as he let go of it.  Wrapping an arm about her waist he leaned his head against hers until he felt her somewhat relax.  Pushing ever so slowly inside of her, it surprised him when she unexpectedly pushed back, taking his entire length inside in one quick motion.

“AHHHH!”  She had the presence of mind to know he was trying not to hurt her by entering too fast, but her body shoved any rational thought aside in its greed to have him.  The grip to her waist tightened and he held them both still, his cock buried deep inside her.

“Careful now, luv.  Don’ wanna hurt my girl.”  He kissed her hair and tried to establish a slow rhythm, working her until he could take her hard.  A sudden noise to their left startled them.  “Ssshhhh,” he whispered into her ear. 

She felt the leather from his duster brush her legs as he sought to conceal her body from any onlookers.  The voices grew closer and they watched in silence as a group of guys walked past them, clearly drunk and oblivious to what was happening in the darkened corner of the alley.  When they were out of sight his hips began moving, every slow thrust increasing the swell of need in her belly.  

“Please,” she choked.

“Please what?  Tell me what you want, baby.”

“Make me cum, Spike.”

The use of that name, the fact she hadn’t called him William once that night both hurt and frustrated him.  He tried to remember what Lorne had said, about Spike being a part of who he was, about using those qualities that were of value.  

“Oh I will, luv, I will.  But first tell me,” he took long, deep strokes, trying to coax her into saying what he needed to hear.  “Whose girl are you, who do you belong to?”  When she didn’t respond right away, he stopped and pulled out. 

It didn’t matter that she wanted to belong to him, it was the fact he had no right to ask.  He didn’t belong to her, not while he was still working for Lorne, so how could he ask her this?

“Please.”  Don’t make me say it.  “I-I... OHH!”  Without any warning he plunged back inside of her.  Every time he pulled out he’d pause before slamming back inside her as hard as he could, grunting with the effort of his thrusts, setting every nerve in her body on fire.

“UHGNN!  `M beggin’ you, Buffy.  Uhgnn!  Please, baby.  AHH!  Tell me you’re my girl.”  He didn’t want to force her into saying something she didn’t mean, so he begged her over and over.  “You’re on my mind, every second of every day.  Drove me bloody insane to see you dancin’ like that with Angelus.  Please tell me you’re my girl.”

To hear him plead like that told her she held power over him and it filled her with confusion.  The only thing she knew for sure was that somehow, he’d found a place in her heart, a place no man ever occupied and though it scared her to death, she silently admitted it to herself... and then to him.

“I’m your girl.”    

He ceased all movement and buried his face inside the curve of her neck.  “Thank you.”  

Keeping his body flush against hers, his knees bent every time he used his hips to slide his cock up into her as far as possible, over and over.  The hand at her waist reached down between her legs in search of her tiny nubbin.  Using two fingers, he rubbed it furiously and began thrusting up into her body at a fierce pace, reveling in the feel of her heat, her muscles as they clamped down hard around him.  Her admission meant everything to him as he lost himself inside her... physically, emotionally.  He knew in that moment he was nothing without her in his life.  

She reached a hand back to cradled his neck as he kissed hers, holding him close while leaning her head against his shoulder.  No one could ever make her feel like he could, she knew that now.  The knowledge set her free as she willingly gave herself over, allowing him to bring her the rest of the way to heaven, her body strung taut from the pleasure he filled her with.  Their bodies were so perfectly tuned to one another, fit so well it had to be right, they must be meant for each other.  Shutting the rest of the world out as waves of bliss crashed through her, she rode the crest of her orgasm and cried out, uncaring where they were.  Seconds later she felt his cum as it exploded hot against her womb, his body jerking until the last of his passion spent itself.

He gently pulled out of her and tucked himself back into his jeans as he silently watched her straighten her skirt then turn around.

Face to face with him, her mind searched for words to define, to come to terms with exactly what had just taken place between them.  Their coupling was wild, reckless, like two wild animals rutting outdoors heedless of their surroundings.  Her head swarmed in confusion, blocking out all previous thoughts that had occupied her during their union.  She would never be able to deny him, didn’t want to, she understood that now.  She also understood exactly what he’d meant when he’d answered her question the other day...

“Tha’s the power you have over me, luv.  Every time I’m around you I... can’ ever get enough.  Have to have you... I crave you like the very air I need to breathe.”  

He said he’d never lie to her, never hurt her, needed her.  But hadn’t they all?  Hadn’t every man she’d been with claimed the same thing, only to leave after tiring of her, just like her father tired of her mother for another, younger woman?

Forget the look on her face; he could sense how uncomfortable she was about what they’d done.  He quickly gathered her into his arms and held her head against his chest with one hand, the other rubbing her back up and down lovingly.  No way was he going to let her feel confused or ashamed of what she’d said or done tonight.  He wanted so badly to tell her that he loved her but it was too soon; he’d only scare her, he was sure of it.  All he could do for now was to hold her.

She wrapped her arms loosely around his waist and leaned into his embrace.  He didn’t speak, but his soothing hand on her back told her everything she needed to know.  The only thing left to do was to figure everything out for herself, all the emotions she couldn’t deny, all the fears that remained so strong they made her want to flee...  She sighed.  Time... she needed time.

“I need to go home,” she whispered.

He rested his chin on the top of her head and screwed his eyes shut.  Letting her go was not what he wanted, but if that’s what she wanted, what she needed, well, what could he do?

“Okay, luv.  I’ll walk you to your car.”  He felt her nod against his chest after he kissed her hair.  Still holding her waist with one arm, he was grateful that she clung to him, her cheek pressed into the side of his shoulder as he walked them out of the alley.  

“Are you okay, luv?  Is there anythin’,” he paused to run a hand through his hair, frustrated at her silence.  It wasn’t like her to be so quiet.  “Anythin’ I can do?”

She shook her head no and got into her car after he opened the door, avoiding any eye contact with him.  He couldn’t help shake the feeling he was losing her to her own thoughts.

Squatting down on his knees, he rested one hand against the open door of her car, the other on her shoulder.

“When can I see you again?”  He threw himself out there for possible rejection, but he had to know.

“I don’t know.”  She continued staring straight ahead after slipping her keys into the ignition.  “I... I have to go.  I just...can't be here right now.”

Her words stung harder than when she’d slapped his face earlier that night. 

Out of the corner of her eye, she saw his head slump forward as if in defeat.  She didn’t want to get his hopes up, but she couldn’t leave him like that either.

“I need some time to think.”

He looked up but she was still staring straight ahead.

“How much time?”  His heart filled with hope.

“I honestly don't know, this is just...I can't do this, William, not right now.  Soon... maybe.”

This time she looked at him, just as he nodded and lowered his head again.  Reaching her left hand out, she touched his chin, offering him a weak smile when he looked.  She leaned over and placed her lips against his, kissing him sweetly before pulling back and starting up her car.

It was enough.  That one small act from her was enough to keep the spark of hope lit.  He stood up and shut her door, watching her drive off until she was no longer in sight.  He smiled.  If she needed time to think then he’d give it to her, but that didn’t mean he couldn’t do everything within his power to make her want to run right back into his arms, right?

A/N:  Have a little faith.  It’s a bumpy road yes, but always spuffy in the end.  Reviews are welcome, but keep flames to yourself, it’s only fiction after all.  Remember, I write from the heart and do what the muse commands.  Patience is a virtue even I must observe while awaiting instruction from my temperamental muse.


Chapter 23

Desperate Times Call for Desperate Measures

Well, I’m back.  Thanks to everyone who wished me a happy holiday, it was great.  I chose to stay away from the computer the entire time and my muse is quite active as a result.  Thanks for whoever nominated me again over at Love’s Last Glimpse Awards and thanks cordykitten for letting me know about being nominated for The Sensual Award over at The Forbidden Awards.  I had no idea, I didn’t receive an email.  I’m continually flattered that anyone thinks that much of my little story and my muse is blushing profusely from the attention.  I should probably mention that some of these award sites where I’m nominated at are now open for voting.  There’s other wonderful authors/stories and multiple categories open so go and vote for your favorites, it helps in keeping those sites running.  Thanks to karbear57, Beasleysmom and Dusty273 for their help.  Beasleysmom helped me out with Anya's character for this chapter and lent her sense of humor with some qoutes I thought were side splitting.  I hope you enjoy the chapter.  
     



On the drive back to his apartment, William had time to think.  And the more he thought about what had happened, the worse he felt.  He didn’t blend Spike’s better attributes with his own; he’d allowed him to take over completely in a fit of jealousy.

Walking into his place, he threw his things to the side and quickly headed for bed.  He wasn’t sure if he would get any sleep and he probably could use a drink, but decided against it.  As he stripped off his clothes, he could still hear her voice in his head, ‘I’m your girl’.  It was all he wanted to hear at the moment, all Spike wanted to hear.  Now, however, he worried that his verbal demand for her to say it, that his possessive actions may have very well pushed her too far.

Now lying in bed, his mind ran over every detail, a minute by minute dissection of what happened.  He should have handled things differently.  Should have, but didn’t.  The look on Buffy’s face afterwards... he couldn’t forget how confused she’d look or how quiet she’d been.  True, she’d given him hope that they would see each other again, but she wouldn’t even look at him until the very end of their conversation.

He would figure something out, figure out a way to make up for however he and Spike had made her feel.  He would give her space, but he was determined to not let her forget about him either.

Arghhh.  He rolled over and looked at the alarm clock, 3AM.  Four hours had passed and he still couldn’t sleep.  Sitting up and reaching for his phone, he dialed his friend’s number.

“Spike, my man, how’s it going?  Little late for you to be calling, isn’t it?”

“Can’ sleep, mate.  Ran into Buffy tonight at the same club where Faith met with her client.”

“Really?”  Not something Lorne had thought would happen, but Buffy did say she would be out celebrating her birthday.  “From the sound of your voice I gather things didn’t go well between you two?”  

“Not at all.”  He paused, wondering how much he should tell Lorne about what went down.

“Listen.  I consider Buffy a good friend of mine now, as good a friend as you are to me; so if you need my help or just an ear then you have to tell me exactly what happened.  I care about the both of you and want nothing more than to see you two together... okay?”

It took William nearly fifteen minutes to give Lorne the full run down from the time Buffy approached him at the bar.  By the time he finished, there was such a long pause on the other end of the line that he thought they’d been disconnected.

“Lorne?  You still there, mate?”

“Yeah.”

More silence.  William began to feel uncomfortable.  Lorne never lacked for something to say so it unnerved him when he still hadn’t spoken a word.   

“I know she wants time, but I need to do somethin’... anythin’ so she knows...”

“I understand why you did what you did and said what you said, but your behavior was beyond reckless and probably did more damage than good.  You just may have driven her further AWAY from rather than closer to you.  Let’s set aside the fact you should have known better when it comes to Angelus and you LET him push your buttons,” sighing heavily he continued, “I never thought I’d hear myself say this but... you couldn’t have acted more like an ass if you tried.”

“I know, I-I...  I want, no, NEED to make it up to her.  God, what did I do?”  He was exasperated.  He deserved the tongue lashing he was getting from Lorne, he knew that, but there had to be something he could do to make things right again.

“You’re lucky she didn’t tell you to shove off before she left.  THAT, my friend, is your only saving grace.  Did you know it was her birthday?”

“WHAT?!?!   It was her birthday?  Please tell me... wait.  Did you know she was goin’ to be at that club tonight, while I was there?”

“No, or else I would have given you fair warning.  What’s worse is now I regret not accepting her invitation to join her and her friends.  If I’d been there, I might have been able to prevent all this from happening.”

To say William felt even more like the shit-head was an understatement.  He’d buggered things up good and ruined his girl’s birthday.

“What do I do?”  He was desperate now.

“Just leave her alone like she wants.  You can’t go stalking her or you’ll only scare her, possibly drive her off for good.  In the meantime I’ll see if I can talk to her before the Halloween bash, see if she’ll sing me a tune.  She’ll be coming to The-Hide-Away that night.  You might be able to ma...”

“No.  There has to be somethin’ I can do between now and then.  If I don’, `m afraid she’ll have too much time to think, that... that I’ll lose her.”  

Lorne knew that his friend had a point, but he didn’t want him to make things worse either.  If he didn’t offer some kind of advice, William would only take it upon himself to do something that could end all chances he might still have with Buffy.

“Okay.  Since Buffy is kind of an old fashioned girl, here’s what I think you should do...”

William listened intently and agreed with Lorne’s idea, hoping the plan would work.  If it did, then maybe they could go back to where they were... days ago... when she was laughing and enjoying his company at her house.

“I still say you need to tell her what’s going on with the restaurant, your new position with me as a bodyguard, that...”

“Can’ do that.  She deserves to know, but not now, not until I have everythin’ set straight in my own life.”  

Lorne argued with him again on this point, but it fell on deaf ears.  In William’s mind, once he secured himself an honest living by owning Grisanti’s, one with which he had something to offer Buffy as a means of stability for a future together, then she didn’t need to hear the details of his sordid struggle.  She may not understand.

After hanging up the phone it was nearly four thirty in the morning.  Since he couldn’t sleep, he decided to go online and find a shop in her area that would help set his plan into motion.

~~~~~~~~~~~~

Buffy went to the gallery two hours early, immersing herself in work in an effort to forget about last night and her restless attempts at sleep.  Every time she managed to drift off, Spike was there to greet her in her dreams.  William had been there too, as a separate entity though.  She’d argued with both of them, tried to physically run away but it didn’t work.  One moment she was back up against the wall with Spike taking her hard, the next she was dancing with William at the music festival as if all was right in the world.  By the time five o’clock rolled around she was both exhausted and wound up from the dreams and her own emotions.  

Making a fourth cup of coffee for herself, she heard Anya’s footsteps come down the hall and directly into her office.

“Wow!  You look like shit, Buffy.”  Anya could see the dark circles under her friend’s eyes.

“Gee, thanks.”

“So I take it everything’s alright again with this Spike guy since you look like you got no sleep?”  She thought for sure they’d talked things out and had gone somewhere for makeup sex.

“Uhmm, yes and no.  Not exactly either... I guess.  I don’t know.”  She slumped back into her chair and hung her head.  “He, well...”

“Want to talk about it?”  When Buffy looked up at her she could tell it was a ‘no’, but that didn’t stop her from pursuing the issue this time.  She’d never seen Buffy so upset over a man.  Normally when she had guy problems, she just gave them the boot and that was that.  Here sat a woman she’d never seen before, a woman who she was sure had to be in love.  Of course her friend would never admit that, so she felt it was her duty to get her talking.  If she had found love with this guy, she would finally be happy and let go of her past.

“Look.  I know what I saw last night and judging from everything you did, you’re in love.  I mean, you purposely made the poor guy jealous.  THEN, you had the nerve to slap him.”

“I had the nerve?”  She pointed to herself.  “You don’t know what he said.  He deserved it.”  Now she was getting mad.  She shouldn’t have to defend herself, especially to a friend.  Anya wasn’t there to hear the conversation; she had no right to judge her behavior towards Spike. 

“Maybe so.  But if you hadn’t danced with Mr. Tall, Dark and Creepy, then he may not have said anything.”  She sat down on the couch opposite Buffy’s desk and crossed her arms over her chest, daring her to deny the truth behind her words.

“I... okay, say you’re right...”

“I am.  YOU know I am.”

Admitting that she may have provoked Spike into making that crude statement was a hard pill to swallow.  She didn’t force him to say it, but she did create a situation for it to happen... to an extent.  He apologized for it too, a genuine apology.  After he explained to her that he wasn’t there with that woman, her guilt had doubled.

“It’s obvious that he cares for you, Buffy or else he wouldn’t have knocked out the guy you were dancing with then come running after you.  I assume he found you?”

Buffy looked up, surprised.  “He knocked Angelus out?  Oh my God!”  She covered her face with both hands.  “Yeah, he found me alright.  Apologized.  Explained why he was there, but then...”  Looking up at her friend, she knew she should tell her the truth about how she met Spike.  Maybe then, Anya’s opinion would be different.  “Look.  There’s something about him that you don’t know.  Something that...”

They were interrupted by a knock on her door.

“Yes?”  They both spoke at the same time.  

A young man opened the door with a long, thin box under one arm, saying he’d been directed back here by another employee to deliver a package.  Once he’d left, Anya was hanging over Buffy’s shoulder, eager to see what was inside.  

Opening the lid, Anya gasped while Buffy merely frowned.  Inside were three purple hyacinths with a white ribbon tied around them and a card with Buffy’s name on it.

Anya snatched the card up and opened it, reading aloud.

“Forgive me.  Yours, William.”

“Awwww, how sweet,” she gushed.  “And, very fitting too.  These flowers stand for forgiveness.  He must really care about you.  Why would a man do this...” she sneezed, “If he already,” she sneezed again, “Apologized?”

“I guess so.”  She sighed.  It was very touching of him to send... wait a minute.  How did he know where to send these?  She hadn’t told him where she worked.  It took a minute, but it dawned on her that she did tell him about inheriting her mother’s business and then explained that her mother taught her about each painting that came through the gallery.  He must have put two and two together.  Hers was the only art gallery in Sunnydale, so it made sense.

“You should put these in water, they’re,” she sneezed twice more, “Lovely, but keep them away from me.”  She sneezed three more times before informing Buffy.  “There’s something about flower pollen that makes me sneeze uncontrollably.”

Anya left the office while Buffy went to find a glass to place the flowers in.  Forgetting about their conversation, she dove back into work, going over the inventory and sales during the time she’d been away.  When it neared 10:30 AM, she decided to take a break and left her desk before having to sit back down to do payroll.

“So what is this thing about your man that I should know?”  

“Huh?”  Buffy completely forgot she was going to let Anya in on her secret.  “Oh, that.  Right.  Okay, he’s a...”  

She clammed up the minute the same delivery boy came into view, carrying a box identical to the one he’d brought in about an hour ago.

Anya squealed when Buffy opened the box to reveal three more hyacinths, but this time they were yellow.  Again, Anya opened the card up and read it out loud.

“Please?  Yours, William.”  Anya backed away as her sneezing started up again.  “That color means jealousy.  The man sure did his homework.”

Buffy didn’t respond.  She just took the flowers back to her office and placed them alongside of the purple ones in the glass.  It was very sweet of William to do this, but she’d told him she needed time.  Sending her flowers was not something that was going to help her think things through.  Shaking her head and chalking it up to guilty feelings on his behalf, she moved the flowers away from her desk.  Out of sight, out of mind.  Deciding it was best to delve back into work, she decided to wait until lunch to tell Anya about Spike’s profession.  

An hour later, Anya came bursting into her office.

“I don’t know what happened between you two, but you really need to cut the guy a break.  Look at this.”  She came over and plopped three boxes down on her desk.  One, which was already opened, contained more flowers.  The other two remained untouched.  Anya held up the card to read it before Buffy grabbed it away from her.

“Do you mind?” she asked annoyed.

“Of course not,” she replied cheerfully.  “So read it to me.”

Buffy rolled her eyes.  She might just as well.  “I’m willing to grovel.  Yours, William.”  She tossed the card aside to look at the flowers.

“Those are camellias.  The color blue means you’re a flame in my heart.  Open the next box.  Hurry!  The anticipation is killing me.”  She was dancing on the balls of her feet in between sneezes.

Buffy looked at her with a mixture of annoyance and curiosity.  “No offense, but you’re not that smart, so how do you know what all these flowers mean?”  She watched her friend shrug.

“I fucked a florist once. Maybe something stuck.  Acheww!”  

“Why does that not surprise me?”

“It was also the reason I dumped him.  He was always covered in pollen.  Acheww!”      

There was a card on top of the larger of the two remaining boxes.  Pulling it out from the envelope, she read it to herself.  ‘I wished I had known’.  She didn’t quite know what to make of it.  Handing the card over to Anya who was waiting with an open hand, she opened the box to reveal her favorite dessert from Grisanti’s, an entire 'Chocolate Decadence Cake'.  On top were the words ‘Happy Birthday’ written in calligraphy with red frosting.  

“Wow!  He’s a day late but it looks yummy.”

Buffy ignored her and opened the smaller box.  In it was a small container which she lifted out, noticing how warm it was to the touch.  The chocolate sauce, of course.  

“I’ll go get some plates and forks.”  Anya walked off, leaving Buffy to read the note that was taped to the inside of the lid of the box.

Please call me.   I need to hear your voice, 555-2344.

Anya set everything down on the desk and read the card over Buffy’s shoulder.  “Okay, unless you’re a total bitch, I’d call him, acheww, right now.  He’s gone to an awful lot of trouble to make up for whatever else he may have done.  Acheww!”      

“Not gonna happen.  I told him I needed time to think.  And this,” she waved her hands towards the gifts, “is not helping.”  Anya sliced into the cake and dished up two pieces.  “Here.”  Buffy handed her the sauce.  “This goes on top.”  She enjoyed the aroma of the melted chocolate and watched her pour a generous amount onto their plates while talking away.

“What’s there to think about?  So he messed, acheww, up somehow, so what?  He’s spending his hard earned money, acheww, on you and you won’t even call him?  That’s just rude, even for you.”  She watched as Buffy started chuckling wryly.  “What the, acheww, hell is wrong with you?”  She shoved a bite of the dessert into her mouth.

“Spending his hard earned money?  Anya, the man sleeps with women.  For money.  As in for a living.”

Anya immediately put her next forkful of cake down, clearly shocked.

“He’s a prostitute?”  

“Escort is the preferred term.  He’s supposedly only doing it to make money for some, I don’t know... goal of his or something.”  Buffy shook her head and continued laughing while shoving the cake aside.  She’d lost her appetite the second Anya mentioned he must be spending a lot of money on her.  The same money he earned for sleeping around.  The more she thought about it, the more it turned her stomach.  Picking up the flowers, she headed for the trash and threw them in.

“What are you doing?”  Anya marched right over and picked them out of the garbage and placed them in with the rest of the flowers, sneezing the whole time.

“Did you NOT hear what I just told you?  The money he spent was probably earned from, from... you know.”  She watched as Anya went to the door and hollered out to Warren, their receptionist, to stay up front and answer all phone calls until she came back out ‘from a meeting’.  After shutting the door, she came to sit on the couch with a determined look on her face.

“Out with it.  ALL of it.”  She sat tapping her fingers on the arm of the couch and jiggled the leg she crossed over the other knee.

It took a little over two hours between all the questions Anya interrupted her with and her constant sneezing.  During that time, two more deliveries of flowers had arrived.  Anya told her the meaning behind the flowers and of course read the notes out loud.  The first read ‘Please, baby?  Call me.’  The second read ‘The flowers are just going to keep coming’.  By the time 2:30 rolled around, Buffy was exasperated with both Anya and William.  

Her friend defended him every time she tried to give reasons as to why she should be upset with him, shouldn’t call him, shouldn’t feel anything for him...  She ran out of things to say and sat there, frustration written all over her face.

“It’s clear to me you two are in love.  If you could just get over yourself and your insecurities for two seconds, you’d see that.  I don’t know why he won’t tell you anything about his other job or this goal and what not, and though I think he should I’m sure he has his reasons.  Take a look at all these flowers, the cake, the facts surrounding this past weekend... you’re choosing to turn a blind eye on everything he’s done right for everything that’s wrong, whether real or perceived.”

“It’s not that simple, Anya.”

“Yes, it is.  You’re the one complicating things.”

The arguments continued until Buffy’s head felt like exploding from a full blown migraine.  A knock came to the office door and Anya opened it to reveal the now familiar delivery guy.  She politely took the flowers and was about to close the door when Buffy stood up straight.

“Stop right there,” she barked harshly.  They both froze in place.  “I want to know the address of where all these flowers are coming from.  RIGHT.  NOW.” 

“I-I’m sorry, ma’am.  Even i-if I had that information, I’m not allowed t-to give it out.”  The poor boy stuttered he was so nervous.

“This is ridiculous.  I WON’T have my place of business interrupted any more than it already has today so I suggest you find a way to get it.”

He repeated himself and apologized as politely as he could until Anya held up a hand to each of them.  

“Let me handle this.”  And with that, she led the young boy out of the office and closed the door behind her.  Less than five minutes later, she returned holding a piece of paper with a bright smile on her face.  “I got Spike’s address.”   

“How did you manage that?”

“I promised him lots of orgasms.  Sex is a very useful bargaining tool,” she said nonchalantly.

“Why do I even bother asking?  Never mind, hand it over.”  She took it from her and read the address.  Good, it should only take me about thirty minutes to get there.  He lived surprisingly close.  She would have thought he resided in LA, but instead it was the next town over.

“What are you going to do?”   Anya felt a little nervous for Spike now, thinking she should have held out on giving her his address.  Buffy looked ready to tear someone limb from limb.

“I’m putting a stop to this nonsense, that’s what!”  She grabbed her coat and purse, ignoring Anya when she mentioned she could just call him since she had his phone number.  “Trust me.  He needs to have this spelled out for him.  And that’s exactly what I intend to do.”  She cut any further protests off by interrupting.  “Just watch the gallery for me, I’ll be back tomorrow.”  She grabbed the flowers from out of the glass and strode out of the building, throwing them into the backseat of her car before driving off.

~~~~~~~~~~~~

He’d given the florist shop instructions to keep sending flowers every hour until they heard from him to stop.  It was killing him that Buffy hadn’t called yet.  He really thought she would have by now, and it worried him that maybe she was at home rather than work.  No, someone at her business would have called to let her know about the deliveries so he dismissed the thought.  He’d even made her favorite cake and drove it over as carefully as possible on his motorcycle so they could deliver it around lunch time. What if she decided she couldn’t, wouldn’t forgive him?  

He didn’t have to work today and did everything he could to keep his mind off expecting the phone to ring... cleaning, reading, watching TV...  When the clock neared 5PM, he was beside himself.  If she didn’t call by six, he didn’t know what more he could do, if anything.

Sitting down to the piano, he was about to start playing when the phone suddenly rang.  He raced to get to it, answering with a desperate tone.

“Buffy?”  He listened in, feeling miserable when it was the florist shop in Sunnydale saying they were about to make their last delivery for the day.  “Yeah, I understand.  Thanks.”  As soon as he hung up the doorbell rang.   The only people that ever came to his apartment were Lorne or Oz.  And since he knew where they both currently were, his only thought landed on Jehovah’s Witness.  Stupid wankers, always showin’ up `round dinner time.

Flinging the door wide open, there stood the last person he expected to see.  
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“Buffy?!?!”  His smile quickly faded when he saw her pissed off expression.  She didn’t give him any time to get over the initial shock to even ask how she found out where he lived.  

“Here!”  She took all the flowers and shoved them into his arms.  “I appreciate what you’re trying to do, Spike, but I said I needed time to think and this attempt at trying to say you’re sorry isn’t giving me the space I need, so please... just stop.”  Looking at his face, she could see she’d hurt his feelings again and it made her mad.  This time, however, rather than say anything more she might regret, she turned around and started down the stairs, intent on leaving.

He was stunned.  Never in a million years could he have predicted she would show up at his door and throw his efforts back in his face.  When she turned to walk away he took the steps two at a time, bounding past her then blocking her path.

“Wait!  Please, I didn’ mean to...”  She rolled her eyes at him and laughed sarcastically.

“Of course not.   You never MEAN to do any of it, do you?  Do me a favor and get the hell out of my way.”  She put a hand on her hip and stood there waiting impatiently as he shook his head no.

“Can’ do that.  I know you’re mad at me right now and `m willing to face that, but I need you to forgive me... please?”   He begged.

“Fine.”  She threw her hands up in the air.  “I forgive you.  Now move.  I’m tired, I’m hungry, my head hurts, I just... want to go home, Spike.”  She trailed off.

She did sound tired.  Everything about her appearance screamed she’d gotten no more sleep than he had last night.  She was wearing makeup, but the circles under eyes and the crease between her brows made him feel even worse.

“Come inside.  Jus’ for five minutes, tha’s all.  Five minutes.  Then if you still want to go... I won’ stop you, I promise.”   He stood there watching her contemplate his request.  “I’ll get somethin’ for your headache, yeah?”

After a few seconds she pinched the bridge of her nose and nodded.  She really could use something for the pain filling her head.  “Five minutes, then I’m gone.”

“Right then.”  He unblocked her path and gestured an arm back to his apartment.  Following her up the stairs, he waited until they were both inside before offering to take her coat.

“That won’t be necessary.  I’m not staying.”  She realized she was being cold and curt, but she needed to avoid touching him at all costs.  That always led to a hard time controlling her body’s reaction and she needed to remain focused.  

“Make yourself comfortable, I’ll be right back.”  He pointed towards the living room and tried not to take her words to heart.  She wasn’t trying to be mean, she was obviously drained from a long day at work and his plan only succeeded in aggravating her rather than make her happy.

Taking a seat on a large, dark brown L-shaped couch, she looked around.  It was a surprisingly spacious loft devoid of any walls separating the rooms except for one at the far end where she assumed the only other door in the place must lead to a bathroom.  Right next to it laid a set of four steps that wrapped around in a square dais.  At the top of it, there were sheer dark colored curtains hanging down, concealing something.  She tried to stare through them to see what lay on the other side, but couldn’t quite make it out from this distance.  Looking to her left, there was an old looking upright piano with several books of music opened up on its console desk.  Her curiosity was instantly peaked as it was apparent that he played.  She was about to get up and see what type of music it was when she heard his footsteps on the hardwood floor coming back towards her. 

“All I have is regular aspirin.  I hope it’ll do.”  

“Its fine, thanks.”  Taking the two white pills and the water from him, she gratefully swallowed the medicine down then handed the glass back.  He smiled then backed up to sit across from her in a leather recliner.

“Look.  I know I mucked things up and `m sorry.  I jus’... I only wanted to make things right between us, honest.”  He watched her expression go soft for a split second before being replaced with one of frustration.

“I know.  And I’m sorry for slapping you and jumping to the wrong conclusion last night and for acting like a bitch right now.  But you have to understand something, Spike.”

“William.”  He corrected her.  He didn’t like that she seemed to distance herself from him by using that name.

“William.  You have to realize... there IS no us.  We are NOT a couple.  The only relationship we’ve ever had is a business one.”   Shit, he looked absolutely crushed the second she finished her sentence.

“Sooooo, what you’re sayin’ is this past weekend meant nothin’ to you?”  He’d call her liar if she dared to say yes.  There was no mistaking the connection he felt they’d made.  “You were payin’ for my company and not my pleasure was... all jus’ a sham?”

“No, I meant that.  What I felt... what I feel...”  Her mind briefly ran over everything they’d done within those two days and then back to last night.  “I don’t know what I feel.  Thus the whole,” she spread her arms wide, “needing time thing.  I’m sorry if I sound cruel, but in your line of work, there’s no room for, for... feelings on my end or yours.  It’s not fair to either of us.” 

“Don’ you think I know that?”  He got up and went over to kneel before her, forcing her to look at his face.  “Don’ you think I’ve tried?”

“Try harder,” she begged.  It would make everything so much easier if he would just stop caring about her so she could walk away from all this.

“I did.  I tried to pretend you were jus’ another job, nothin’ more than another one of those selfish bitches bored with their sex life.  So I played the part, put on an act, told m’self you were usin’ me jus’ like them.”  He paused to run a hand over his face.  “That night when I came to your house, dressed up... tha’s when I knew I couldn’ pretend anymore.  You were s’pose to be one paycheck closer to buy...”   He caught himself before he said too much. 

She sat there and stared at him, waiting.  He was about to say something.  Something she was sure she needed to hear about his purpose behind being an escort.  Instead he fell silent.  Until he could come forward and give her some insight, a reason to hold on, she didn’t see the sense in hanging around.  

“Your five minutes are up.”  She stood.  “I’m lea... I’m,” she suddenly felt dizzy.  Placing a hand to her head, she fell backwards.

He was there in a flash, making sure he caught her and lowered her back to the couch.  

Opening her eyes, she was met with a face full of concern.

“Buffy!”  He couldn’t help the tone of alarm in his voice, she looked positively pale.  “You’re not goin’ anywhere, at least not right now.  Lie back, pet.”  He tried to wrap his arms around her.

“I’m fine.”  She pushed him away.  “I just... stood up too fast.”  She tried to stand again but sat right back down as soon as another wave of dizziness threatened to overtake her.

“Like hell.  I can’ let you leave till `m sure you’re alright.  What `f you pass out on your way home, get into a wreck?  Stay put.”  He left her side and hurriedly brought her another glass of water.  “When’s the last time you ate anythin’?”

“Uhmm,” she had to think.  When was the last time she ate?  “Last night.”  She sat up straight to drink some of the water he offered her.  “I think.”

“Christ, luv.”  He grabbed her purse from out of her hands and walked off towards the kitchen.

“Hey!” she shouted.  “What do you think you’re doing?”

“Already told you.  `M not lettin’ you leave `til `m sure you’re feelin’ better.  You haven’ eaten, you’re overtired and the fact you have a headache tells me you’re dehydrated.  Jus’ let me take care of you alright?  `M not gonna argue with you anymore tonight, you’ll jus’ get more upset.”  He laid her purse down on the counter then came back to the couch, forcing her to lie down.  “It’ll jus’ take me a bit to whip somethin’ up.  Rest.”  He raised her head and placed a throw pillow underneath her.  “Please don’ fight me on this.”

His look of concern melted her heart.  She nodded in consent, making him smile.  He bent down and kissed her forehead gently.

“Be right back.”  

She watched him walk away and listened to the sounds of things clanking in the kitchen as he went about making her something to eat, the warmth from his lips sinking in to soothe the dull ache in her head.  She knew he was right.  She hadn’t eaten, hadn’t slept well, she didn’t trust herself to drive home at this point either.  It felt weird yet comforting at the same time, knowing she needed someone to look after her.

He was worried, genuinely worried about her.  The last thing he wanted to do was hold her here against her will, but she looked, well, bloody awful, truth be told.  Rather than take the time to actually cook for her, he opened a can of soup and quickly heated it in the microwave.  Grabbing some crackers and a spoon, he placed them on a tray and went back to where she lay with her eyes closed, her hand resting on her forehead.  He set the tray down on an end table and sat on the edge of the couch next to her waist.

“Sit up.”

Buffy didn’t realize she was drifting off to sleep until she felt a pair of strong arms try and raise her into a sitting position.  Once William had helped her up, she struggled to keep her eyes open, staring at the tray he set over her legs.

“Eat.”  He felt guilty for rousing her from the sleep she seemed to need so desperately, but she also needed something in her stomach and more color in her cheeks before he’d let her attempt driving home.  “I know you wanna leave, but if you’re not feelin’ any better after this, I’ll call a cab or somethin’, yeah?”

She looked into his eyes, trying to read him.  He meant it, really meant it.  

“Okay.”  She tried to sit up further but slumped back.  Her body felt like shit.  She simply had no energy left to even be interested in food.  “I don’t know if I can eat this, William, I’m sorry.  I’m just too tired.”

“Then I’ll feed you.”  She opened her mouth to argue but he cut her off.  “Don’ tell me no, you need to eat and I won’ let you leave till you do.”

For the next ten minutes she let him feed her.  He forced every last bite of food on her and another glass of water before finally taking the tray away.  She lay back down and closed her eyes, hoping to feel better once everything settled in her stomach.   When he came back to sit with her, he lifted her head and gently placed it on his lap and began stroking her hair.

“You didn’t have to do all that.  I’ll be alright to leave in a few minutes.”  She looked up into his face, concern and tenderness marking his every feature.

“I don’ mind.  As for you leavin’,” he sighed, “whenever you prove to me that you can stand without gettin’ dizzy, I won’ hold you here.”  He watched her smile, wishing more than anything she would stay.  “If you can’, well then, you’re welcome to stay the night.  I don’ think `s a good idea for you to be alone if you’re still not feelin’ right.  Don’ worry,” he added before she got the wrong idea.  “I don’ have any ulterior motive other than for you to rest.  I promise.”

She offered him a weak smile.  “I really am a bitch, aren’t I?”  

“What?  Of course not.  You can be right difficult and stubborn sometimes but you’re no bitch.”

“Anya, my friend.  She said I was... that I couldn’t...  Never mind.”  She saw he was confused, but rather than explain, she opted to just apologize.  “I’m sorry, William.”

“For what, luv?  You’ve got nothin’ to be sorry `bout.”

“Yes, I do.  The flowers, the cake... it really was very sweet of you.  And all I could think about is where the money came from to buy them.”  Maybe if she just asked, he might open up a little.  Tell her something.  She sat up, despite his insistence to keep her down to rest.

He understood perfectly that she would think the money he spent had come from working for Lorne.  Of course it wasn’t, but she didn’t know that.

“I’m okay, really.”  He helped push her upright.  Instead of swinging her legs forward, she chose to sit Indian style, facing him with her hands in her lap.  “There are things I want to know, about you.  You understand that... don’t you?”  She watched his chest heave as he drew in a deep breath then exhaled loudly.  

“Buffy, I-I... oh sod it.”  He couldn’t lay everything on her now, not after seeing how tired she was, but he’d at least let her know that he would, soon.  “You’re right.  There’s a lot you need to know but `m... scared.  Petrified if you must know and now isn’ the time.  Please understand.  I have every intention of tellin’ you everythin’, but not tonight.  And no, the money I spent today didn’ come from where you’re thinkin’ either.”

Give him another week, two at most and he would tell her everything.  He knew it might be a tad old fashioned, but his upbringing, his belief system wouldn’t allow for him to enter into a relationship with the girl of his dreams without washing his hands of the dirty business he was involved with completely.  The restaurant was his ticket, his ticket to earning an honest living and having a means of stability to offer her.  Right now he was nothing.  He had nothing.  He didn’t want to burden her and be some vagabond of a boyfriend.

This was not what she’d wanted to hear but what could she do?  She couldn’t force it out of him and threatening or begging would be ridiculous and juvenile.  She still needed the time she asked him for to figure out her own feelings, but even more important she needed those answers in order to make some decisions.  About him, about them... if there could ever be ‘a them’.  They were two people suspended in some weird form of limbo and she didn’t like that feeling, of not knowing, of not having a definition of what they were in the here and now.  She only knew what they weren’t; they weren’t a couple, they weren’t friends and they damn sure weren’t lovers.  She still didn’t know what exactly occurred between them last night in that alley but setting that aside, she’d paid him for sex... every time.

“I may not like it and I’ll try to understand but I’m not going to lie to you either and say I’m a patient person... because I’m not.”

He placed a hand over the one in her lap, gently rubbing his thumb in circles over it.  “I won’ disappoint you.” 

She wanted to believe him, wanted to because he seemed genuinely sincere.  But her past experience with men made that a difficult task.  Throw in the circumstances surrounding how they met and it only compounded the problem.  All she could do was sit back and hope he would tell her soon, because she couldn’t and wouldn’t wait forever.


He gently squeezed her hand.  “I really think you should stay the night and get some rest.  `M worried `bout you drivin’, pet.”  She frowned at him so he assured her, “I’ll stay on the couch, let you have the bed.”  

“Before I say yes, answer me one question,” she turned a look on him that conveyed her seriousness.  “And tell me the truth.”  

“Anythin’.”

“I need to know.  Do you, have you... what I mean to say is have you ever brought any women to your place?  To sleep with?  For money?”  She watched him breathe a sigh of relief.

“Christ, pet.  Is that what you’re worried `bout?”

She watched him run his fingers through his hair several times.  By this time, she knew that to be a sign she was dead wrong in her assumptions.  And she thanked God for it, too.

“I swear to you.  No woman, no CLIENT, no one but me has ever been in my bed.  You’ll be the first, the ONLY one, I promise.  And if it takes me provin’ it to you, then I’ll do it.  I don’ know how, but I’ll do it.”  

“Okay.”  That’s all she could say.  She believed him.  He’d have to be one hell of a liar above and beyond his profession to be able to lie straight to her face as he spoke those words.

“Okay?”  

“Okay.  You don’t have to prove it to me.”  Her smile broadened.  “If you don’t mind, I’m tired now, William.  I feel better, but to be honest, I didn’t get much sleep last night, so if...”

“Of course, of course.  Say no more.”  He stood and raised her gently by the arms to stand; waiting until he was sure she remained steady before letting go.  “Come on then.  Let’s get you somethin’ to sleep in.”  He was glad when she finally took off her coat and shoes.  She looked amazing in her little black pin striped outfit that resembled a man’s business suit; however her delicate, womanly curves filled it out nicely, making her body appear so sensual, so alluring, so...  He had to shake the naughty thoughts that instantly had his cock hardening to press against his zipper as he led her towards the back of his apartment, letting her go to pull the curtains aside to reveal his bed.

“Sit,” he instructed her while pointing.  He turned to fish through his drawers in search of anything she could wear that might make her  feel more comfortable.  “Here. `S not much, but it should fit.  What time do you need to wake up, five, six o’clock?”

“Six is fine.”  She smiled.  It seemed William was shining through bright and clear while Spike was nowhere to be seen.  She, admittedly, liked them both despite the huge contrast.  Each side to his personality had its strengths as well as weaknesses but they made the whole of the man that stood before her now.  The one who had taken care of her tonight, whose intentions in the gifts he’d given her were sincere, the one who’d tried his best to reassure her he would reveal everything she wanted to know...  She sighed.  It would be too easy to overlook what he did for a living when she had thoughts like that, so she set them aside, determined to just get a good night’s sleep.  

“The bathroom is through there.”  He left her alone until she disappeared behind the door.  Once it clicked shut, he quickly grabbed a pair of sweat pants and changed into them, shoving his dirty clothes into the laundry basket nearby.

When she reappeared, he held his breath.  The light from the bathroom shone through the thin fabric of his white T-shirt that barely hung mid thigh on her, illuminated the fact she was wearing nothing more than her knickers underneath.  He turned away, determined not to let her affect his raging hormones any further.  He opened the covers of his bed and beckoned her to sit.

Oh, she knew she was being a bit of a temptress, but she wanted to test him, to know for sure that he wasn’t just trying to get her into his bed for any other purpose than to sleep.  When he acted as if he didn’t notice she hadn’t donned the sweatpants he’d leant her, she walked forward and slid underneath the covers, pleased yet disappointed at the same time.

He tucked her in like a child and sat on the edge of the bed.  “Sleep well.”

“Thank you.  For everything.”  She closed her eyes against a quick yet tender kiss to her forehead.

“You’re welcome.  I’ll get up with you when the alarm goes off, make you some breakfast?” he cocked an eyebrow questioningly, hoping she’d say yes.  

“Only if you make another one of those yummy omelets like you did at my place.”  She grinned, grateful they could leave the seriousness of their conversation behind for now.

He chuckled at her.  “I’ll make you a better one, how’s that?”  It made him feel good to know she would stick around for breakfast.  She needed more in her stomach and he welcomed another chance to cook for her.

“Sounds great.”

Standing to leave, he gave her a warm smile then drew the curtains back into place to give her some privacy.  The sparkle in her eyes made him want to crawl right under the blanket and stay with her, hold her close, but he couldn’t.  It was way too much of a temptation, being that close to her body, especially since she’d chosen not to wear the sweatpants.

~~~~~~~~~~~~  

Twenty minutes later, when he was sure Buffy must be sleeping, he lowered his sweatpants just below his hips and raised his shirt.  Despite the long hours of the day making him sleepy, his erection cried out for attention and wouldn’t go away until he did something about it.

Taking his shaft into both hands, he squeezed hard, imagining Buffy rising and falling above him, her slender form taking his length into her warm, soft body, contracting around him tightly, massaging him...

~~~~~~~~~~~~

She should be sleeping.  Should be but couldn’t.  William’s bed was comfortable but far too big, making her feel small.  She wished he would have stayed with her; she slept so much better when he’d held her a few nights ago. The object of her inner turmoil lay just a few yards away.  Maybe she should get up and go ask him.  No, definitely not.  That would lead to other things, it always did with him; they were addicted to each other on a physical level that neither possessed the will to restrain against all better judgment.  

Turning on her side, she was determined to try and sleep.  She smiled as she inhaled his unique scent from the pillow.  She shuffled it around so she could hold it close, hoping his smell would help lull her to sleep.  

A few seconds had passed after she closed her eyes when she thought she heard something.  She ignored it at first until it happened again.  Raising her head up she tried to tune into the source.  The sound was muffled, so she couldn’t figure out what it was; only that it came from the direction where William lay sleeping.

There it was again, only this time a little clearer.  It sounded like whimpering or something.  Was he having a bad dream?  Should she wake him?  She got up slowly and pulled the curtain back, straining her eyes towards the couch.  Damn, all she could see was the back of it.

She waited until her eyes adjusted so she wouldn’t trip over anything then tiptoed as quietly as possible towards him.  The closer she got, the clearer the noises he was making became.  His breathing was labored, coupled with a moan every now and then.

“Ahh, Buffy.”

She stopped dead in her tracks.  There was no doubt in her mind.  He was dreaming about her and from the sounds of it, it was a bad dream.  As she crossed the next few feet, she swore she heard a funny thumping noise.   

In the midst of his fantasy, he heard the sound of creeping footsteps coming towards him.  Shit!  He was about to stop what he was doing and pull his pants up, pretend to be asleep... then changed his mind just as quickly and kept stroking his cock.  She’d seen him wank off before, so what would it matter if she saw it again?  The evil side of him found the situation irresistible.  He’d simply pretend he didn’t hear her, didn’t know she was standing there.  Let her have one hell of a peep show.  It would serve her right for wearing nothing but his T-shirt and her knickers, giving him that wickedly sinful view of her body right before she climbed into his bed.  She’d made him hard as nails, forcing him to be noble and find release on his own.  Oh yeah, he was going to torture her good.

The second she rounded the end of the couch, her breath caught in her throat.   Oh my GOD!!!  Stretched out on the couch with his pants pulled slightly down, she watched as William pumped the full length of his cock, his face furrowed in ecstasy, eyes closed.  She couldn’t tear her gaze away from the erotic sight.  He called her name out in whispered tones as he touched himself, making her panties instantly wet.

“Fuck!  Feels so good, Buffy.”  It was turning him on to know she was watching.  Turning him on and spurring him on to taunt her by talking dirty.

“Ride me, kitten, uhnn... jus’ like that.”  Moving his hand faster, he moaned a little more then spoke again.  “Tha’s it baby, cum for me.  Feels so bloody good on my cock when you cum.”  If he wasn’t working himself up into a sexual frenzy, he would love to be a fly on the wall right now just to see the expression on her face.  

She thought for sure she was going to cum, just from watching him.  Her own breathing picked up but she kept herself in check not to make a sound.  What would she do if he suddenly opened his eyes and discovered her standing there?

Suppressing the urge to end the charade and ask her if she wouldn’t mind helping a bloke out, he focused all his attention on the position he was fucking her in inside his mind; her beautiful tits bouncing in front of his face while he sat on the couch, both hands cupping her ass forcing her to ride him hard, helping to bring them both off.

She needed to retreat back to bed quickly.  It looked as if he was nearing orgasm.  Once he was done, she knew he would have to clean himself off, and she’d be caught for sure.

Too late.  Her eyes widened as his hand nearly blurred from the insane speed of his strokes.  His hips rode up in the air, jerking as thick ropes of cum shot out onto his stomach, eyes screwed shut, biting his lip in an obvious effort to prevent crying out.  The second his hand slowed down, she turned around and tiptoed at lightning speed back towards his bed.

Smiling to himself, he heard her leave.  He also heard the slight creak from his bed as she got back into it.  Sleep well, luv.  I know I will... now.  Yeah, he was being evil, but it was worth it.

She buried her face in his pillow, hoping it muffled the sound of her panting.  Her thong was soaked through and she was horny as hell.  There was only one thing she could do.  Resort to using her fingers and bring herself some release.  No way was she going to go to him now.  Not because he just had his own orgasm, but he would know she was listening in, it would be too coincidental and embarrassing on her part.

Rolling onto her back, she slid a hand beneath her panties and closed her eyes.  She teased her slit with two fingers, imagining it was William doing it while flashing her that sexy smirk of his.  Pinching a nipple through the fabric of his T-shirt, her mind weaved a fantasy that soon had his head between her thighs.

A frustrating ten minutes later and she was no closer to having an orgasm than Monica Lewinsky was to getting that stain out of her dress.

Figures.  This must be some kind of cosmic karma torture thingy or something.  To be that turned on, unable to find release and have the only man alive on earth who could do anything about it within walking distance... sound asleep.  I’m being punished.  


A/N:I wish I could make a promise as to when I’ll update again, but with family coming soon for the holidays I can’t predict how much time I’ll have to write.  My husband will also be home shortly for two weeks before heading back to Iraq for the next several months.  In saying that, I’m sure he’ll want my undivided attention and of course how can I refuse?  He’s the only one that can itch my scratch at present, *giggles*, and well... that itch is about 4 months old now since he left the country.  If anyone would like me to notify them of updates for this story, drop me a line with your email either through a review, or by contacting me through this website.  I recently had someone ask me about a notification system, and since I don’t know of any other than if you’re a registered author here I thought I’d create an email ring if anyone is interested.  I also realized that I screwed up in my a/n of last chapter (ooops)... here is where i wanted to let people know that Buffy is not pregnant - stemming from her dizzy spell, I didn't want anyone to misinterpret that.  Hope you enjoyed the chapter.


Chapter 25

Damned If I Do

On this chapter, since it’s been awhile since I’ve posted, I wanted to remind everyone that if our couple could, at this point,  pull their heads out of the arses long enough to see what’s in front of them, they would end up with each other today.  Unfortunately, that’s not the case.  Just bare in mind last chapter’s explanation of what is going on in their individual minds and they are both very, very stubborn despite what is obvious to us and the major attraction they have for one another.  I hope everyone’s holidays were spent happily with family.  It feels soooooo good to be back - I’ve been going through major withdrawals from writing.  I’d like to thank everyone who gave me both holiday wishes but also well wishes in the time I got to spend with my husband who is now back in the desert, sniffs.  I hope you all enjoy the chapter and a very Happy New Year to all.     




The sound of the phone ringing barely roused Buffy from her deep sleep.  She thought perhaps she was dreaming she’d heard the noise until the second, annoying shrill came.  Struggling through the heavy fog of sleep, she instinctively began groping for the receiver.

“Yeah,” she croaked in a sleepy voice.

“Will, my man, just calling to see if you were able to patch things up with Buffy.”  Lorne didn’t think much of the uncharacteristic greeting he received between the noise from the club and being engrossed by the paperwork he was currently looking over at his desk.

“Huh?”  She forced her eyes open, trying to comprehend what the person on the other end had said.  “I don’t understand, could you repeat that?”

The distinct sound of a female voice caught his attention immediately.  “Either I dialed a wrong number or you got your balls served to you on a platter and that’s why your voice sounds like a girl’s.”  He paused.  “William?”

“Lorne?”  This time she sat straight up.  “Lorne, is that you?” 

“Buffy?”  This was definitely a pleasant surprise.  Apparently they had worked things out if she at his place and at this hour, unless William had done something incredibly stupid he’d be forced to thrash him for.

She looked at the clock, it was nearing midnight.  “Yeah, it’s me.  What are, I mean why.... Oh shit!  This is awkward.”  She became incredibly nervous.  Hopefully he didn’t think that she was here for a ‘freebie’ with Spike.

“I’m sorry if I woke you, cupcake.  I called to ask William something, but you just answered my question so I’ll let you go.”

“WAIT, wait a minute, don’t go.”  She got up from the bed and pulled the curtain apart to see if the phone had woken her host up.  Thank God.  There was no movement or noise coming from the couch so she carefully tiptoed towards the bathroom and shut the door before clicking on the light.  Now that she was a little more awake, she felt the need to say what she was doing here at Spike’s apartment, or rather what she wasn’t doing.  “I can explain.  I’m not here for the reason you’re probably thinking.  Actually... I really don’t know WHAT you’re thinking right now, but there’s absolutely NO sex going on.  Nope, no sex whatsoever, as in none.  Spike is actually aslee...wait.  Rewind, I’m confused.  You said something about him patching things up with me?”

Lorne sighed.  It didn’t look as if he could talk his way out of this one, so he confessed, somewhat.  “It’s nothing really.  He told me that you two had a... confrontation the other night.  I just called to see if he’d patched things up with you, but since you’re there, I assume the delivery he arranged accomplished that?”
	
“Hah!” she replied with sarcasm.  “Which one?”  Her body shivered in response when she sat down on the cold lid of the toilet, willing herself wide awake so she could get to the bottom of things.

“O-kaaaaaaaaay, now I’m confused.  He did send you a bouquet of flowers, right?”

“I wouldn’t call them bouquets exactly, but yeah, he sent me flowers; all day long, matter of fact.”  He remained silent so she continued.  “Like as in EVERY hour starting early this morning... until I was able to get his address, hunt him down and put a stop to it.”

“I see.”  That was not what he’d told him to do.  A simple bouquet of flowers and a heartfelt note had been his suggestion, not the bombardment of posies she’d just described.  He sighed heavily and shook his head.  He would definitely need to have a talk with him.  “The flowers were my idea, Buffy, but I didn’t tell him to do THAT.  I said to send a nice arrangement and a note, as in singular.”

“Oh,” she replied surprised, then turned an accusing tone on their mutual friend.  “How do you, no.  Not HOW, how MUCH do you know about what happened the other night, Lorne?”

“The truth?”  Oh, boy.  This really was awkward.  He’d backed himself into a corner.  It was probably best to tell her the truth.  At least that way, he might be in a better position to play cupid.  Especially considering William would need all the help he could get because he refused to tell her, what he felt she needed to know about his current situation.  “Everything?” he offered meekly.  Now he was the one who may have to face her wrath and make amends.  “Please don’t be too angry with me, or Spike for that matter.”

“Everything?!?!”  Her voice squeaked in horror.  “Oh.  My.  God.”  She covered her face with one hand, feeling both embarrassed and a tad angry.

“He felt so guilty over what he did and needed my opinion as to how he could make it up to you so you wouldn’t hate him.  Is it safe to assume you two have talked things out?”  He certainly hoped so. 

“Kind of.  Yes, we’ve talked, but no, we didn’t get anywhere in our conversation.  I think I’m more embarrassed than mad at anyone, I should have... I could have prevented what happened.  I’m not even sure WHAT happened, Lorne.  Oh, GOD, this is such a mess, I don’t know where to begin.”

“But you’re staying the night?”  

“That’s more accidental than by choice.  I wasn’t feeling well so I agreed to stay until I’d gotten some rest.  Spike is asleep on the couch and gave me the bed.”  She took a deep breath.  “None of it really matters.  I forgave him but...  aside from being sick I don’t know WHY I’m even here.  I’ll see you tomorrow at the party.  Right now I need to go home; I’ve got work in the morning.”  Friend or not, she couldn’t discuss whatever feelings she may have for William with Lorne, especially considering he was his employer.  “I shouldn’t be here if I’m not paying you for it, even if there’s nothing going on.”

“Now hold on pu...” Click. “mpkin.”   The receiver went dead.  He could understand her becoming suddenly so uncomfortable.  It was obvious she had no idea that William loved her, that William told her nothing of his situation and on top of that, no idea that he knew anything about it.  Naturally she wouldn’t be willing to discuss anything with him. 

She was about to open the door when she thought she heard footsteps coming towards the bathroom.  Hiding the phone behind her back, she turned off the lights and opened the door, facing William’s shadow.

“Oh!”  She acted surprised.  “I was just using the bathroom; I hope I didn’t disturb you?”  Her heart pounded in her chest, wondering if he’d heard her talking on the phone.

“`Course not, luv.  Just nature callin’.”

The sound of his voice told her he wasn’t entirely awake, good.  Stepping aside to let him through, she was thankful when he said nothing more and closed the door behind him.  She quickly got into bed and put the phone back in its place.  Her sudden plans to slip out of his apartment unnoticed quickly flew out the window since there was a chance William might hear her now.  She was still a bit shaken from her conversation with Lorne and she definitely didn’t want to let William think anything was wrong, so she thought it would be best to stay.  She’d call Lorne back tomorrow and beg him not to mention their conversation since it was obvious William and he were close enough to discuss what happened the other night.  She had enough problems on her hands as it was and they could always talk later that night when William wasn’t around.  

She was shifting nervously under the covers and still shivering slightly when she heard the toilet being flushed.  Her hope that he would just go back to the couch were quickly dashed after he came out and sat down on the edge of the bed to ask her.  “How you feelin’?”

She rolled over in his direction and tried to sound normal.  “Better.  Are you sure I didn’t disturb you?”

“Nah.  I sleep like the dead.”  He glanced at the clock.  “I’ll let you go back to sleep, you need more... are you cold?”  His eyes adjusted to the dark enough to see her shoulders shake slightly.

“A little bit but I’ll be fine.”  

He reached out and touched her arm.  “Christ, pet, you’re freezin’.”  Her skin felt like ice.  He got up and retrieved a sweatshirt and the pants she’d chosen not to wear.  “Here, put these on and I’ll turn up the heat.”

She waited until he walked away then stood and gratefully pulled the oversized clothes on over the thin T-shirt.  When he came back, he apologized for keeping the place so cold, saying he still preferred the cooler temperatures he’d grown up with in London.  She stood there while he rubbed her arms up and down vigorously, trying to warm her.  When he slipped his arms around to rub her back, her head had no place to go but against his chest.  Despite the recent drama of her phone conversation and the stressful events of yesterday, she soon found her body starting to relax, giving in to his attentions and the need for more sleep.  

Feeling her sag against him, he rested his cheek on her head, inhaling the sweet smell of her hair.  He was pleased she was here, in his arms.  Even if it was only to warm her, she was allowing him to hold her for just a little while and it felt wonderful.  What he wanted more than anything was to remain with her until she fell asleep, but he couldn’t.  After everything she had said yesterday, it wouldn’t be wise to ask.  All he could do was cling to this moment and her, for as long as possible.  He closed his eyes and focused on the feel of her while the motion of his hands upon her back unconsciously slowed to lazily stroke up and down in a manner meant to soothe.

All she had to do was swallow her pride, swallow it and ask him to stay.  Once she was safely tucked in his arms, sleep would come easy.  His comforting touch always had a calming effect on her senses, making her feel tranquil and content.  His snug embrace would also keep the dreams at bay because her mind wouldn’t need them; they lay dormant in his presence.  Yet these were the very things that scared her, made her scared of herself and the lack of control she otherwise possessed at all times over her emotions, her thoughts and her body’s reaction.  Anytime they made physical contact she felt herself getting lost in him; his scent, the smooth feel of his skin, the strength of his arms, the...

There was no point in arguing with herself this time, she could save that for when she was alone.  Right now, in this very moment, she needed him.  God help her but she needed him.

“William?”

“Mmm hmm?”

“Would you stay with me, please?  For a little while?”

His heart swelled, overjoyed at her question. 

“Course, luv.”  He let her go, elated when she took his hand and led him to the bed.  

Crawling under the covers, he laid on his back, placing one hand under his head while stretching out the one closest to her in invitation.  She nestled into his side with her head in the crook of his shoulder.  She didn’t drape her arm over his chest.  Instead, she curled her arms up close to her bosom as if still cold, so he tugged her closer and removed his hand from under his head to wrap around her shoulder, rubbing it tenderly with his thumb through the blanket until eventually, sleep overtook them.

~~~~~~~~~~~~

Bzz, bzz, bzz...

“Bloody hell,” a tired William muttered as he reached for the alarm.  Once the annoying sound ceased, he yawned and felt Buffy mumble something into his shoulder.  “Wha’s that?”

“Errgh, is it six already?”  It felt as if she’d just gotten to sleep before the clock had gone off.

“`Fraid so, pet.  I hit snooze.  It’ll go off again in `bout ten minutes.”  He paused.  “Unless you’re ready to get up now?”  

“Mmm-mm!” she declared negatively.  “Can you reset it?  Maybe for seven?”

“Yeah.”

“Make that seven thirty?”  She smiled when he chuckled.  The low rumble of his voice reverberated through his chest into her entire body.  She was way too comfortable and tired however to even think about how she should be keeping her distance.

She let out a contented sigh when he reached for the clock and felt his bicep repeatedly jump into the back of her head as he pressed the buttons to reset the dreaded alarm.

“Why do you have to feel so comfortable anyway?”  When he responded with a questioning ‘huh’, her eyes flew open wide, realizing she’d spoken that thought out loud when she hadn’t intended to.  “Nothing.”  She tried to play it off by sounding as sleepy as possible.

Her remark had him grinning in the dark.  He was grateful she wanted to sleep more so he could lay there with her just a little bit longer, and hearing that come from her lips meant more to him than she could’ve possibly imagined.  

“Me too, pet.  Me too.”  He bent his neck to kiss the top of her head and took her hand in his, bringing it to rest over his chest, holding her fingers lightly under his.  The bolder side of Spike couldn’t resist calling her on it.  It was a small thing, really.  But that small crumb of information held weight in his mind, and if he could use it to his advantage then he would.  Why?  Simple, he loved her, and it was a sign that somewhere buried beneath the tough façade of this tiny blonde, she cared for him too.  And even if it was only a little bit, he would let her know, in his own way, that what she said hadn’t escaped his attention.

“Cocky bastard.”  Fine.  So he caught that.  She wasn’t going to let it lie.  

“Yeah, I am.  But you love it.”  He chuckled and patted her hand.

And again, the wonderful feel of his deep, rumbling voice flowed through her body, only this time she giggled in response rather than trade more words with him.  He kissed the top of her head again and let his lips linger, making her fingers tighten on his hand in response.  Without thinking, she tilted her head up and went to kiss the bottom of his jaw.

Uh-oh.  Big mistake.  That’s all she intended to do, to return the affectionate and light hearted kiss with one of her own.  But true to their magnetic nature for one another, when he swooped in to capture her lips, she didn’t pull away.  It was brief and chaste, but when they pulled apart, her hand instinctively reached up to gently caress his cheek.  She stared at the darkened silhouette of his face for a moment, realizing what just happened and that this could go one of two ways; forget what just took place, lay her head back down and go to sleep or, act on the impulse that screamed from deep within her to obey.  Like a moth to a flame, she caved to her desire without a second thought when she felt his fingers suddenly lifting her chin.  She could blame it on being half asleep, but the fire he ignited in her was an undeniable wake up call.  All rational thought, all logic for the variables of their situation flew out the window... whenever he touched her.    

He couldn’t help it.  Okay, maybe he could have, but he chose not to.  He’d read her actions as an invitation and who was he to ignore it?  She would get her time and space if that’s what she wanted, but he would never pass up an opportunity to let her know much he loved her even if he couldn’t say the words yet.  He didn’t want to give her a chance to think about what she was doing, so he kissed her again, letting it linger innocently for a moment before slipping his tongue out to skim her bottom lip.

“Ahhh, we shouldn’t.”  She whispered against his mouth.

“No, we shouldn’,” he agreed, still teasing her in hopes of persuading her tongue out to dance with his.  “Feels so good though, doesn’ it?”  He switched tactics and withdrew his tongue to feather his lips tenderly back and forth against hers.  “Tell me to stop, Buffy.  Tell me to stop or I won’.”

“Uhhhh.”  His fingertips trailed down her neck and across her chest, grazing her left breast on its path to her waist, making her shudder.  When she felt his hands pull her against him, she tried to save herself.  “I have morning breath.”

“Don’ bloody care.”  So what?  They both had morning breath.  He pulled her bottom lip into his mouth and sucked on it lightly before letting go.  “Either tell me to stop or don’ stop me.  Make the decision, Buffy... or I’ll make it for you.”  He turned his head sideways and planted his lips firmly over hers, pushing his tongue inside.  Of course he’d stop if she said to, but he needed to hear it soon before his own needs took him past the point of listening.  

She gasped for air when he finally pulled back to nibble along her jaw and down her neck.  “We really shouldn’t, unghh.”  His warm breath created goose bumps that sprung up to meet the hot, open-mouthed kisses he placed over the sensitive skin behind her ear.  

“You already said that, luv.”  He turned on his side and tightened his grip to her waist and back.

God, he was making it tremendously difficult to think straight, scratch that, to think period.  “I said I needed time.”  However useless it might prove in the war her hormones now raged over what her mind knew to be a bad idea, she had to at least try.

“And you’ll have it.”  Was she trying to get him to make the decision for her?  Maybe she was, maybe she wanted him to take control so she couldn’t blame herself later for it.  “Any other arguments, luv?”   If that’s what she wanted so be it.  He would take full responsibility for seducing her.  He dragged his lips lightly down her neck and back up again, determined to have her.

“Doing this will only make.... it, ohhh, GOD!!!  Di-difficult for me to... mmmm, to think.”

“Don’ go complicatin’ matters by thinkin’.  Remember our first night together?  What I said to you?”  He felt her head shake along with a breathy reply of ‘no’.  “DON’T.  Think.  Jus’ feel.  Tha’s all you gotta do.  Jus’ leave your thoughts behind, baby, jus’ for tonight.  Jus’ feel me, be WITH me.”

“How could you possibly remember that?”  She asked incredulously.  Word for word he recited what he’d said that night, the exact phrase that had helped shed the last of her insecurities and ultimately convinced her to sleep with him.

His voice turned raspy with emotion.  “I’ve memorized every second... of EVERY precious moment you’ve ever given me.  Tha’s how.”

Stunned into silence, she searched for some other meaning behind his words, but found none.  Unlike her, he wore his heart on his sleeve.  He wasn’t trying to hide the fact he cared about her and that knowledge had her coming unglued.  She closed her eyes against the arousing tickle of the delicate, erotic kisses he poured over her flesh while his fingers dipped just below the waistband of her sweats to toy with the thin string of her thong, making her soak the poor scrap of material a second time in less than eight hours.

She understood and had even finally accepted that her physical response to his touch was not something she could control.  He knew just how to touch her, did and said all the right things, played her body like a finely tuned piano, killing her softly with his beautiful words and music.  But why, when she knew this would happen, couldn’t she get her mouth to cooperate with her brain long enough and tell him to stop?  True, she wasn’t in command of her body’s reaction and for that she could forgive herself, but to have no jurisdiction over her mind, her feelings?  Yes, she knew she had some feelings for him, but what kind and how deep they ran she hadn’t had enough time yet to examine.  But wasn’t that just it?  Wasn’t it the fact that whenever she was with him, that’s exactly what she could do?  What she did?  Feel?   In the past, her feelings were always in check... black or white, but with him they were varying shades of grey, all new, all foreign and however pleasant some of them were, all were frightening.

“Can’ you see, baby?”  Nipping her neck affectionately, he explained.  “We’re so good together.  So very,” he licked her neck seductively, “Fuckin’,” kissing her next, “Good.”  Biting down hard over her pulse point, he intended to leave a mark.  He wanted the love bite to serve as a visual reminder of their undeniable passion in the days to come that she would spend apart from him thinking.  Hopefully it would be no longer than a week before he would have Grisanti’s and hopefully, she wouldn’t spend her time thinking of reasons not to become involved with him.

When she yelped, he let up and apologized, kissing the wounded spot softly while his hand drifted south to hold her bottom firmly, bucking his hips against her once to let her feel how badly she affected him.  “Give yourself to me, Buffy and I’ll make you feel so good, I promise.  Tha’s all I ever wanna do... make you feel...”

The tightly held reins on her emotions snapped like a wishbone in hell as she tried to push him away.  Upon hearing that word ‘feel’, she became angry with herself for wanting to yield yet again to his charms.

“You bastard.”  When he tried to kiss her, she sat upright and leaned over him, placing her left hand over his mouth, effectively keeping him silent.  “You’re a bastard for trying to make me so horny that I...”     

The sudden sound of a police siren right outside his window startled her to look in that direction.

William used the distraction to break her hold.  Grasping her wrist tightly, he wrenched her hand away from his mouth, securing it behind her lower back as he sat up to meet her eye to eye.  “Sticks and stones, luv.”  He let her wrist free so he wouldn’t hurt her and wrapped his hand around her neck firmly.  “You still have to tell me to stop, if tha’s what you really want... to say no.”

“I can’t.”  She nearly cried.  “Any time you touch me I... I can’t.”  Her voice began to crack, choked from all her pent up emotions.  “Why do you think...”

“Sshhhh, baby.   Jus’ let me love you.”  He couldn’t bare it if she cried, so he swallowed her words and frustration in the sweetest of kisses to calm her.

He didn’t catch what he’d said, but Buffy did.  She had no time however, to finish her sentence or to question him as he placed his lips against hers, drawing her in for a tender kiss that quickly grew hungry as she responded.  His talented mouth melted any solid protests she may have left in her defense and she wrapped her arms around him.  This was bad, very bad.  She knew better, knew that when she left, when she finally had her ‘time’ away from him she would hate herself.  Yes, this was bad, but if it was so bad, why did it feel so good?  So good and so God damned right?    

Thankful she surrendered to him as she’d done their first night together, he gathered her close, reveling in the feel of her arms winding themselves around him, her lips parting to let his tongue inside.  When her fingers weaved into the hair at the nape of his neck, he laid them back down gently, turning on his side to face her.  He felt her knee bend, felt her opening up when he began rubbing his body against hers, longing, aching to be moving inside her sweet depths.  

“I’ll never let you regret bein’ with me, Buffy.  Never.”  And he wouldn’t.  He would worship her every day of his life, make her so happy she would never have time to be sad.  All she had to do was let him.

His touch became needy, more demanding as his right hand wandered to squeeze her bottom for a moment before sliding down her thigh to pull her leg higher over his hip so he could press his erection against her warm center.  When she didn’t object, he rolled her over completely and held the back of her knee up as he ground into her core, once, twice...

“Wait, wait,” she was practically panting from desire and lack of breath.  Thank God he did stop long enough for her to speak.  “What about protection?”

“Don’ need it.”  He kissed her again before pulling back to let her know.  “Told you once and `s still true.  Haven’ been with anyone `cept you since we met.  No worries, I promise.”  He rose up on his left elbow and used his right hand to push both her shirts up, exposing her breasts.  “Perfect,” he whispered, pleased when she wiggled them over her head and threw them off to the side, allowing him to latch on and suckle each nipple in turn until they hardened into perfect peaks.  He delighted in the tiny moans escaping her throat and continued driving his hips between her open thighs.  

When she started matching his thrusts in mock fornication, his lust to have her doubled, driving him insane with the need to feel the heat of her tight passage strangling him.  He moved to nuzzle her cheek with his and confessed in her ear.  

“Drove me bloody crazy seein’ you come out the bathroom last night wearin’ nothin’ but my T-shirt and your knickers.”  Alternating soft licks to the shell of her ear and nipping at the mark he’d left on her neck, he kept talking.  “Did that on purpose, didn’ you?  Minx,” he accused teasingly.  “Made me have to take matters into my own hands once you were in bed.  `Course you knew that.”

“Uhhh, God... what?”  Through the haze of her lust, she heard him, but she didn’t think he knew that she knew what he’d done... did he?  

“I know you saw.”  He spoke nonchalantly, feeling every bit evil for calling her out a second time, but loving it all the same.  “Turned me on, too.  Knowin’ you watched.”  His right hand found the waistband of her sweatpants and pushed them down over one hip, enjoying the fact she clung to him, her small hand beneath his shirt, her nails digging slightly into his flesh while the other gripped his neck tightly.  “Watchin’ me fuck my hand.  Wishin’ it were you instead.”  

Rising up on his knees, she tried to pull herself up with him but he wouldn’t let her.  He hooked his fingers into her pants and pulled them, along with her underwear, off her body.  

“Do you wanna know what I was doin’ to that beautiful pussy of yours in my fantasy?”  He pulled her panties from the borrowed sweats and held them up to his nose, deeply inhaling the heady scent of her arousal and hummed in self amusement.  “Or would you rather I show you instead?”  

She could make out what his shadow had done, heard him smell her dampened thong.  When he purred and offered to share the vision he held in his head when she had watched him stroke his cock, she was too shocked to answer.  He knew?  He made himself cum and let her watch?  She really needed to remind herself that any of his astonishing, sexual behavior should come as no surprise.  He was positively the most uninhibited man she’d ever known and damned if he didn’t make everything he said or did seem so hot a nun would renounce her vows.    

He bent over her and slid his hands along the sheet up the bed towards her head, shoving the thong underneath the pillow in the process, grateful for the cover of darkness.  He now owned pair number two of her lacy bits.  Of course when she went to find them in the morning he’d help her search, but she’d never find them, he’d make sure of that.  

“Want you, baby.”   He whispered as he hovered over her face, leaning down briefly to kiss the tip of her nose.  “Wanna know how bad?”  He gave her naked womanhood a sharp thrust of his hips, making her gasp.

“I need you inside of me.” She all but cried out in a hushed, desperate tone.   After her fruitless attempt at pleasing herself last night, she was in no mood for teasing or foreplay.  “NOW!”

He growled when her hands frantically yanked at his own pants, tearing them down his thighs, her fingernails scratching him with her efforts until she brought her legs up and pushed them the rest of the way down with her feet.  She turned him on like no other, with her desperate words, the sultry tone of her command, the raw animalistic way she ripped at his clothes... he loved it.  He took great pleasure in seducing her, but he also enjoyed being subjugated to this more dominate type behavior.  As long as she wanted him, what did it matter?  Conquer or be conquered, how she chose to get there was of no consequence, the outcome, the shared destination was always the same... heaven.  

He rubbed his ankles together while balancing on his knees, trying to get the pants off as she clawed at his back and arched into him.  When he finally freed himself and settled down, he felt her hand grasp his shaft and bring it straight to her entrance.    

“Chris’!!!” he exclaimed in surprise.  “So wet for me, kitten.”  She was, in fact, so slick from her own juices that she was having a hard time in her hurried attempt at trying to get him inside.  He reached in and gripped her hand, lining himself up until he felt the swollen lips of her sex part enough so he could nudge the head of his cock snuggly between them. She wasted no time in shoving his hand away so she could grab his buttocks, trying to force him inside.

“Buffy, slow down.  Don’ wanna hurt my girl.”  She unleashed her lust, writhing frantically beneath him, trying to pull him in with her arms and legs as she wrapped them around his waist.

“Don’t care, doesn’t matter.  Please,” she begged.  “Need you now.”  She might hate herself later for this, but her body wouldn’t regret it.  She was desperate to have him moving inside her.  Desperate to have him take her away from her thoughts for a little while, desperate to feel him. 

Feel?   No, she didn’t want to face that right now, what she may feel.  Her thoughts briefly ran to Anya, “It’s clear to me you two are in love...”  Was this, in fact, love?  Is this what it felt like?  To always want him this desperately, to think about him every day, dream about him every night?  No, without having all the facts, without knowing more about him, she couldn’t answer that question, wasn’t sure she could begin to confront any feelings she had for him.  This was the second time she wasn’t paying him for sex and she wasn’t even sure what that meant, but she stood firm in her thoughts from yesterday, that they weren’t ‘together’, nor were they friends or lovers.  Her being here right now, at this hour, in his bed was unforeseen, a mistake.  If she hadn’t gotten ill, she wouldn’t be dealing with this at all.  Then again, if she hadn’t ever filled out the online request for Lorne’s services, she wouldn’t be dealing with any of it.   It didn’t seem to matter which way she chose to look at things, in the end, she only had herself to blame.  

The whirlwind of frustration in her mind over everything made her physically twist and struggle to have him pounding inside her body, to drown out the negative self-analysis of her actions, confusion of thought and uncertainty of what she was doing at this very moment by focusing solely on the physical aspect of the here and now they were sharing.  She was damned either way, whether she slept with him or not, so ‘damned if I do’ was her final decision. 

Mere moments ago she’d been upset and he’d only wanted to make it better, to take away her frustration, give her body what he knew it wanted and to quiet her mind by being gentle with her.  However, the feral, desperate quality of her current actions excited the natural male instinct inside to take her hard; and if this was what she wanted, how she needed him, harsh and brutal in their coupling, then she was about to get it.  His lust had all but clouded his better judgment the moment he felt her wet heat on the tip of his cock and there was no turning back now.  She tugged on him one final time then screamed when he finally drove her into the mattress.  

After the initial shock of his sudden invasion, she welcomed the fleeting pain as he put everything he had into each forceful thrust.  Squeezing her legs tightly about his waist, she raised her hips off the bed to meet the demanding, vicious pace of his passionate assault.

Without leaving her hot passage he rose up, grasped behind her knees and hurriedly flung her legs over his shoulders.  His lust crazed need for release made him change his pace in an effort to hold off long enough until he’d brought her to orgasm.  After that, he wouldn’t hold back, not this time.  He’d make it up to her though, before she had a chance to say no.

He leaned back over her, their chests nearly touching as her knees bent towards her head and his pace slowed a fraction.  At this angle, she was positive he was leaving bruises the way his hips dug into her with each deep, sharp stabbing thrust.   The sky outside had lightened marginally with the coming of dawn, shedding enough light to see him clearly for the first time that morning.  His fingers were splayed on the bed next to her, elbows bent, the muscles in his shoulders and arms twisted and rippled as he used the strength of his entire body to drive himself in and out of her.  Glancing up, she saw his eyes shut tightly, brow furrowed in concentration, teeth showing as he grunted with each powerful stroke.  Her small frame took the pounding she so badly wanted while she clung to his lean form, her walls fluttering from the erotic vision in front of her.  Each rapid stroke of his cock made the intense ache of need in her womb wind in on itself increasingly until, when there was nowhere left for it to go, it shot through to flood her senses and the sheets beneath her.  As she crested her release, the speed of his movements escalated.  Unable to handle it, she clutched at his neck to bring him closer, biting down on his shoulder, hearing him growl in response but unwilling to let go of his flesh.   

When she clamped down hard on his shaft, he couldn’t hold back.  It felt so good to have her cumming around him he lost control and raced towards orgasm, his hips pistoning in and out of her to catch up with it.  The sudden pain of her teeth sinking into his shoulder made him erupt, spilling himself inside her, biting back the pain with a howl as it mixed with his pleasure.

As the last drop of cum flowed from his body to hers, he ceased moving, grateful when she released his shoulder.  He gently let her legs down and lay on top of her, his softening cock still encased within her heat.  It took a bit of time and many ragged breaths before either could speak.

“Please tell me I didn’ hurt you?”  She didn’t appear to be in any discomfort during their vigorous, heated encounter, but he was concerned nonetheless.

She gulped in a lungful of air before answering.  “No,” another lungful, “Only at the start but please,” two more lung-fulls as she held up a hand to silence him just in case.  “Don’t apologize.  I wanted it that way, honestly.”

He felt her arm drop to his back and let the conversation go with a simple ‘ok’, glad that he hadn’t harmed her.  In truth, he’d both surprised and pleased himself.  He’d made a conscious effort to incorporate Spike’s abilities, not let him take over, just use Spike’s intuition and innate ability to know what to say and how to read her body.  He really had taken Lorne’s advice to heart after giving it careful consideration.  Blending the best of both himself and Spike, so long as no ill will was intended, would mean that he might just gain an advantage when it came to his lady love.  He knew no matter what he as William did, without Spike he never would have stood a chance in getting her to so much as even look his way.  Spike really was a part of him, he just never saw it as such until Buffy and it made perfect sense considering he cared nothing for those other woman he’d slept with.  

“Mmmmm,” he purred.  “Feels good... LOOOOVE when you do that to me, pet.”  

She was trailing her fingernails across his back with no particular pattern.  Normally this soothing touch of hers would have relaxed him; however, it was now serving to arouse him instead, most likely because he hadn’t pulled out of her warm passage yet.
  
“Mm-hmm,” she replied, not really having a response to that at her disposal since all her senses still lingered in the realm of post-coital bliss.  Even though she should be getting up, she was becoming sleepy again.  It felt so good just lying here, underneath all the strength of his warmth.  The weight of his body didn’t crush her like it would have with Riley or Parker or... hey!!!  She felt his manhood start twitching inside of her as he purred against the attention of her fingers.  He’s not doi... oh my, God!  He’s actually getting hard again?  So soon?  There’s no way, no way in...

Oh yes, he most definitely was.  

She stopped the play of her fingers when he began rocking back and forth, his girth expanding inside of her with each delicious slow pump of his hips.  

“Ummm, s’cuse me.  What do you think you’re, ohhhhhh...  Stop that,” she whispered with little conviction behind her voice. 

“Make me.”  He challenged her, already determined to make up for his earlier lack of stamina.  What he hadn’t counted on was just how soon that would be.  Unsure when he would see her again, his need to have her one more time took precedence over anything else, unless a train drove itself through his living room.

“William, I...,” she sighed breathily.

“Yeah, luv?”

“Please.”  She wanted to say ‘stop’, but as his lust grew to fill her body, it was obvious how stupid that would sound since they’d already done it once.  

This time was the complete opposite of what transpired moments ago, and a lucky thing it was too for the sore state of her bottom.  His measured thrusts were tortuously slow, forcing her body’s response to follow his lead as she moaned her approval.

He whispered how beautiful she was, how lucky he felt that she was here with him now.  He incessantly poured sweet words into her ear until she took his face in her hands and silenced him with a kiss.  Over and over he brought her body to great heights, telling her each time how good she felt and how magnificent she looked whenever she came.  Just when she thought her body had no energy left to peak for the fifth, no sixth, or was it the seventh time now, he proved her wrong.  Pulling his cock out to crawl down her body, he nestled his face between her thighs, subjecting her to his able tongue and clever fingers.  She was just about to cum when...

Bzz, bzz, bzz...

She must have jumped a mile but William didn’t bat an eyelash or stop what he was doing.  He quite simply reached out a hand and having grasped the clock, yanked it away from the wall disconnecting the plug and abruptly flung it over his head to go crashing loudly to the floor.  

She raised her head up in surprise.  “I think you just broke your alarm.”

“Fuck the bloody alarm,” he pulled back to flick his tongue across her clit.  “Don’ like interruptions, `specially when it comes to my girl.”

“Ahhh.”  Her head dropped back to the pillow and it didn’t take long to pick up the path of her interrupted orgasm.  Fuck it, she thought as she realized it was now 7:30 and they’d been going at it for well over an hour, I can go into work whenever I feel like it.

After she came, he licked her clean then crawled his way up and gently slid his erection back inside her welcoming heat.  He rocked her body several more times until he felt sure she was as satisfied as he could make her then allowed his own release.  It didn’t take long for them to decide a little more sleep was in order, so when she remained on her back, claiming she couldn’t move, he laid his head on her chest and hugged her body with his arm and leg, much like she had early, drifting off to the sound of her heartbeat.



A/N: This chapter was originally longer, but unfortunately I ran over the 10,000 word limit the site allows, so you can look forward to the next chapter very soon.  It really does feel good to be back in the game of writing and I hope I haven’t lost many of the wonderful readers who’ve been following the story along.


Chapter 26

Whenever You're Ready

I’m so very thankful for all the wonderful reviews from everyone who returned to continue following TE, you guys are simply THE BEST.  Also a huuuuuuuuuuuge thanks to everyone who voted for TE over at the Forbidden Awards, I won the sensual award, squeeee – Tina does the snoopy dance.   Thanks to Karbear57, Dusty273 and Beasleysmom for all your help, big smoochies to you guys.  I’d also like to thank my friend ‘K’ for the lovely drabble she wrote that I’ve incorporated into the waking scene at the beginning of this chapter.  I hope you all enjoy it.  


Current Nominations:
    



That thin, hazy sliver of time between sleep and waking, that period where there lies only contentment and a strangely secure sense of bliss was where she lingered.  Buffy felt so safe, so warm and secure, so... loved?!?!  

Opening her eyes just a bit, she was momentarily confused to see a riot of blonde curls resting on her upper chest.  She looked down further to see the darkest, longest eyelashes and most beautiful full lips, ever so slightly parted.  Those features should be illegal on any man.

Spike's face was resting on its side, his mouth just beside her left nipple as though he had spent the night as a babe suckling her breast, just moments ago releasing it sated and sleeping.  God, he was the picture of heavenly innocence!  She could stare at him for hours on end like this if it weren’t for the fact she had no idea how long they’d slept or what time it was.  She had to at least get up and phone Anya to see if everything was alright at the gallery.  Anya might be pissed that she hadn’t called her first thing that morning, but once she found out how many orgasms William had given her, well, let’s just say Anya would be more than understanding.

He felt her fingers running gently through his hair as he opened his eyes.  “Buffy,” he whispered, the vision of her nipple so close to his mouth made his manhood wake up as well.  When he rubbed his erection against her leg she scolded him, saying she had to get up and go into work.

“You know how to spoil a bloke’s fun, you know that, pet?”  When she giggled, he kissed her breast and started tonguing her nipple until she pushed on his head to make him stop ‘or else’.  He knew she had to leave eventually but of course it never hurt to try and persuade her to stay right where she was.  Since it was clear she wasn’t having it when she sat up and left the bed to find her clothes, he hoped she wasn’t going to just rush out the door.  “You still need some breakfast, you didn’ eat a whole lot yesterday.”

Turning around as she pulled his sweatshirt over her head, she began a search of the surrounding area while answering him.  “I need to call Anya first.  Make sure she doesn’t need me before I say yes.”  

She crouched beside the bed, disappearing from view.  He turned over and propped himself up to see the top of her head.  “What are you doin’?”

“Searching for my underwear.  Have you seen them?”

He smiled mischievously.  “Nope, can’ say that I have.”  He carefully reached under the pillow and grabbed her knickers, shoving them inside the pillowcase just to be sure in the event she checked the bed.  “Want me to help you look?”

“Erghhh,” she groaned and stood, propping her hands on both hips with an irritated look on her face.  “No.  I’ll look for them again after breakfast.”

He tried to hide the smile on his face as he got off the bed.

“What are you smiling about?”  He looked like he was up to something, probably no good either.

“Nothin’.”  He walked past her towards the bathroom and gave a playful swat to her bare arse as she bent over to pull on his sweatpants.

“HEY!!!”  Before he could slam the door, she managed her own cheap shot to his naked cheeks and shook her head in amusement at his childish antics when he laughed.

~~~~~~~~~~~~

“So,” he slapped his hands together, rubbing them briskly before pushing the long sleeves of his black, thermal shirt up to the elbows.  “Wha’s your favorite breakfast in the whole world and how much time do I have to make it?”

She was sitting at his table while he stood near the stove waiting for her to answer.

“Hmmmm, favorite breakfast in the whole world?  I’d say my faaaaavorite is probably crepes, but ever since you made me that omelet, that’s my favorite now.”  She giggled when he smiled shyly.  “What, a girl can’t change her mind?”

“No, tha’s not it.  `S jus’ that you don’ have to flatter me.  I’ll make whatever you want.”

“HAH, with YOUR over inflated ego I’d be afraid to flatter you.  You might blow up and then I’d be covered in black leather goo and bleached chunks of hair.”

“Oi!!!  I happen to love that coat.  And it’s not bleach... ’s Clairol’s ‘platinum champagne’ I’ll have you know.”  He defended himself while donning his favorite apron which read ‘kiss my bass’.

“Uh-huh, sure.”  He wears an apron while cooking?  Odd.  Seemed like a feminine thing in her mind but she dismissed it.  Judging from the spotless condition of his apartment, he was obviously a clean-freak so it probably extended itself in the kitchen with the whole apron thingy.

“Technically I should already BE at work, but since I own my business I can... oh shit!  I forgot to call Anya.”

He watched her dig through her purse for her cell phone and left her to it, preferring to get started on breakfast.  He smiled to himself as he pulled out his cookware to begin.  There wasn’t anything he couldn’t make, but just in case, he would make both and let her decide which she would eat.

“... yes, Anya, many orga... many of them.”  Silence.  “No, not NOW, I’ll tell you about it later... fine.  Okay, see ya then and oh, don’t forget about the party tonight.  Bye.”  Clicking her phone shut, she tried to hide the blush in her cheeks from the near slip of the word ‘orgasm’.  Luckily, William had been busy and with his back to her, humming away as he worked.  She stood up to go see what he was doing when he spoke, his back still facing her.

“Sit your pretty arse back down, Buffy,” he warned.  “It’ll be ready shortly.”

“Jeez.  Grumpy much?”  She plopped back down and started tapping her fingers nervously against the tabletop.  She didn’t mind be ‘waited on’ but she wasn’t used to it either.

“And stop that bloody tappin’ before I come over there and make you put those lovely fingers `f yours to better use.”  He felt something hit his back and turned around to find a snickering Buffy with her hand over her mouth.  She’d used the towel he left on the table to throw at him in response to his warning.  He kept a straight face even though he loved her little display of playfulness.  He held up his spatula and waved it at her.  “If I didn’ need to keep these eggs from burnin’, you know I’d follow through on that threat, right?”

“You better not!”  She sat up straight when she saw the serious look on his face.  When he broke down laughing she shot across the short distance between them, retrieved the towel and rolled it up quickly to snap his ass with it.  “Jerk.”  He laughed along with her and danced from side to side, waving his hand to protect his ass as she rolled it back up, faking him out by lunging forward several times before delivering the final blow once he let his guard down.

“Why don’ you go... sit on the couch or somethin’, luv.  I’ll let you know when breakfast is ready.”

“Fine.”  She spoke like a defiant, pouty kid.  “If that’s the way you feel about it.”   She stuck her tongue out at him and turned on her heels, holding her head in the air.  She heard him laugh and spared him a smile over her shoulder.

She sat down, placed an arm over the back of the couch and rested her head in a position so she could watch him as he cooked.  

He has the most perfect ass I’ve ever seen in my life.

	---Yeah, he really does, doesn’t he?  The inner slut acceded with a sigh.

What do you want?  

Hopefully she wasn’t here to taunt her about having sex this morning.

	---Nothing, just taking in the view.  Although... since you’re asking, I’ll tell ya.  That!

Buffy could practically see the image of her pointing towards William in the kitchen.

		---Everyday for the rest of my life.

No way was she going to get roped into a discussion of this nature.  When he decides to let me in on all his... I don’t know what to call it... ‘dealings’, then I am sooooo not going there.

	---Blind as a bat and twice as stupid.  Open your eyes, this is your future husb...

NOT LISTENING, lalalalalalalalala...

She turned away from William and started searching for the remote to his TV to drown out anything more the bitch had to say.  She was about to press the ‘on’ button when she caught sight of the piano again.  Setting the remote down, she got up and walked over to it.  Sitting down on the mahogany bench, she tilted her head to the side in order to read the titles off the stack of books that lay on top.

‘Chopin’s Greatest’, ‘Czerny School of Velocity’, Hanon... Mozart... ‘Bach Two and Three-part Inventions... Bach... Bach... Bach...  Wow.  Sure she’d heard of some of these people, but now that she saw his little collection, which by the way more than half consisted of this Bach guy, well, no wonder he knew all those little facts about him when they played the dinner guest game at her house.

She ran her fingers down the books and pulled one out at random, flipping through it in awe as she saw the scrambly looking, ant-sized notes tightly packed together.  When she was little, she remembered her mother forcing her to take lessons until two years later, she cried her eyes out saying she didn’t want to play, she just wanted to be a cheerleader.  She set the opened book on the stand and used her index finger to press a single ivory key.  She knew how to read the notes and what they were, but she barely got past learning how to use both hands together to play ‘Mary Had a Little Lamb’.

Her fingers moved to play the next three notes when suddenly, a hand settled on her shoulder, scaring the bejesus out of her. 

“AHHH,” she screamed at the top of her lungs.  “Fucking-A, William,” she panted from the shock of her life.  “Don’t DO that to me.”

His hearty laughter filled the room as he rubbed her shoulders.  “`M sorry, pet.  I thought you heard me comin’.  Didn’ mean to scare ya.”  He looked at the open book in front of her.  “You play?”

“Oh no, not since I was eleven.  I went into cheerleading after two years of forced lessons.  Looks like you do though.  Damn, how do you get your fingers to do... to do...” she pointed at the book.  “THAT?”

He chuckled as she scooted over to let him sit next to her.  Propping an elbow on the console he tapped his finger on the title of the piece.  “Ahhhh, lovely choice, Etude in C Minor.  One of my favorites, though I’ve yet to master this one.”  He looked at her with amusement when she spread her hands over the keyboard.

“By all means.”  She was very curious to see just how good he was.

“Breakfast is gettin’ cold as we speak, no time for playin’.”  

She crossed her arms over her chest.  “Welllll, I suppose if you’re not up to the task.  Or is this all really just for display?”  She smiled when he looked upset.

“Move over.”  He barked.  She dared to call him a liar?

She stood and threw her hands in the air.  “What-everrrrrr, Mr. J.S. Bach.”  She got him good, apparently right where it counted most, judging from the pissy look on his face.

“This is Chopin, luv, not Bach.”  He turned his attention to the music and cracked his knuckles a few times then closed his eyes.

She watched as his nostrils flared when he took a deep breath and his jaw twitch twice before opening his eyes and laying his fingers gently on the keys.

What flowed through his fingers as he commenced playing knocked her on her ass.  Not only could he play, but she could barely follow the blur of his fingers since the music went so fast.  During certain parts, he closed his eyes and let his fingers take over as if he didn’t even need to read the notes he was playing.  The piece was beautiful and his performance, at least to her, seemed flawless.  He looked utterly possessed with seriousness etching across his sharp, handsome features, making her decide he looked sexier in this moment than she’d ever seen him.  If she were wearing panties, she would have creamed them for sure.  Finishing on two solid, loud chords he withdrew his hands from the keyboard and looked to her.

“You were sayin’?”

“I, uhhh, I, uh stand... corrected?”  

He chuckled then grinned mischievously, swinging his legs around to face her.  Grabbing at her waist, he dragged her to stand between his knees.  “Want me to...” he banded his arms around her and cocked his head to the side.  “Play some more?”  

She stood motionless as he placed his face against her stomach and gripped her shirt with his teeth.  Say something, Buffy, say something quick before you end up fucking his brains out right here on this bench.

“Breakfast.”  He looked up at her questioningly.  “Breakfast, yup.  You mentioned breakfast was getting cold.  I’m hungry are you hungry?  Yeah, let’s go.”  

Her words were so rushed, he knew he was making her nervous, so he kissed her belly and let her go.  “Sure, pet.  Le’s go eat.”  She nodded her head vigorously and walked ahead of him, sitting down at the table once she’d reached it.

Taking out the spread in front of her she gasped.  It all looked so beautiful she was afraid to touch it.  There was the omelet as promised but he’d made crepes as well, adorned with sliced fruit and whipped cream.  “Okay, this is too much.”

“Wha’s that?”  He sat down and shook out a napkin to lay it across his lap.

“You cook, your house is cleaner than mine, you play piano better than...” she was using both hands to tick off the list with her fingers.  “Liberace.  You’re smart, sexy, you’re, well... REALLY good in bed and so sweet and caring sometimes that... and you’re... you’re...”  She threw him an accusing look.  “Either you’re a true geek or you were engineered in a lab by some German geneticist to be the perfect man.”

At first he burst out laughing, but seeing she was somewhat serious with her flattery, he wasn’t sure how to respond.  The modest side of him blushed openly in front of her.  If she thought he was the perfect man, she had yet to see how he would treat her once she was officially his.  

“`M jus’ a man, Buffy.  Eat up.”  He nodded in the direction of her plate and busied himself by digging into his own, hoping this was the end of the conversation.  Of course he was pleased by her compliments, but he didn’t feel it was right to let Spike’s attitude into this conversation.

“I-I...”  Surprisingly, he cut her off by changing the subject.  She thought for sure he was going to go all smug on her.

“How did you find out where I lived?”  Shoving a bite of crepe into his mouth, he watched her expression change back to normal as she engaged his question.

“Oh that?  Let’s just say Anya can be quite... persuasive when it comes to extracting information from pre-pubescent delivery boys.”  She raised her eyebrows twice to emphasize her point.  “Please don’t ask me to elaborate on that, I’d like my appetite to remain long enough to finish my meal here.”

“`Nough said,” he chuckled.  “I get it.”  After taking a sip of juice, he set his glass back down and gave her a pensive look before leaning his jaw over his folded hands, elbows propped on the table in front of him.  He’d overheard a part of her phone conversation when she mentioned a party later that evening and decided it was best he come forth with his knowledge of knowing exactly where she would be that night.  “Buffy,” he started carefully, “I, uhmmm, well, I have to tell you somethin’.”

“Shoot.”  She wasn’t even looking at him, too busy stuffing her face full of the delicious food he’d made, surprising herself that she was able to pack it all away inside her small stomach.

“Lorne invited me to his Halloween party tonight but... I know that you’re goin’ as well and,” he ran a nervous hand through his ungelled locks as she stopped mid chew to stare at him.  “`M not gonna go for that very reason.  I don’ wanna make you feel uncomfortable by bein’ there and ruin any of your fun.”  There.  He’d said it.  Hopefully she’d understand and hopefully, he’d done the right thing by telling her in the first place.

“Oh, mmph.”  She held up a finger and chewed the mouthful of food that prevented clear speech, trying to process this new information as she swallowed.  Dabbing her mouth with a napkin and composing herself, she tried not to sound too surprised, probably because she shouldn’t be after the conversation with Lorne last night enlightened her to the fact he and William were good friends.  “Uhmm, wow.  I didn’t, I mean... you should go.”

“Huh?”  He didn’t expect her to say that.

“I guess, what I mean to say is that, well, we’re both adults, right?  And it’s obvious you have every right to go anywhere you want.  So I think you should go if you want to, i-if you had plans to.  It would be sorta childish for you to stay away just because I’ll be there too.”

“Really?”  He cocked an eyebrow at her.

“Really.  Go, have fun tonight.”

“But, I know you want some space, some time, some... bloody hell, to NOT see me, Buffy.”  If she was truly okay with this then of course he would go.  Not to have a good time so much as to see her, even if he had to keep his distance, he at least wanted to lay eyes on her.

“Go if that’s what you want.  I’m alright with it and besides, it’s not like we’ll be hanging out together or anything.  Okay?”  

He nodded once in response and together they finished the rest of their meal.  Despite the favorable outcome of the conversation, there was an atmosphere of uncomfortable silence lingering between them.  

He was the first to get up, clearing the table of their dishes while asking if she wanted to shower.  When she shook her head, saying she needed to go back to her place where she could brush the moss from her teeth, they finally smiled at one another.  Finishing up in the kitchen, he retrieved her coat, shoes and purse while she went to the bathroom and changed back into her own clothes, minus one pair of panties of course.

Buffy came back to find William standing by the door, looking melancholy as she strode towards him, fastening the last button of her white dress shirt.

“Thank you for taking care of me last night, for letting me stay, for... everything.”  She smiled at him and slipped into her coat as he held it open for her.  He didn’t speak right away but took the time to gather her hair from under the collar of her coat, pulling it free and smoothing it down.  He tugged her jacket together when she turned around and buttoned it for her as if she were a child.

“You’re welcome.”  It was killing him inside to see her leave but what choice did he have?  Tie her up and keep her hostage?  It was a tempting thought, but at least he had tonight to look forward to.  Even if he couldn’t touch her, speak to her, at least he would see her.  It was enough.  It would have to be.  He prayed Lorne would have the papers for Grisanti’s ready to sign by next weekend and that he’d pull off the ‘four more jobs’ that were necessary for the funding.  The sooner he could tell her everything, the better his chances were in becoming a permanent fixture in her life.

“`M sorry.”  He lowered his head even as his hands remained on her shoulders, fingering her silky locks.

“For what?”  His apology confused her.

Removing his hands, he shoved them deep into his pockets, locked his elbows straight and looked up at her.  “I didn’ know it was your birthday and I ruined it by actin’ like a right wanker.  `M so sorry, Buffy, I wish I could take it back, wish I could...”

“Shhh.”  She raised her hand to hold his cheek, forcing a surprised look to cross his features.  “Forgiven and forgotten.”  Stepping forward she placed her other hand against his opposite cheek and kissed his lips briefly then let go and opened the door, stepping through to leave.

“Buffy?”

“Yeah?”  She turned around.

“When can we talk again?”  He needed something from her, some verbal proof from her own lips that they would talk again.

She stared at him for several long moments before settling on an answer.  Her voice, though full of conviction, held a hint of sadness.

“When you’re ready to tell me everything, Spike... William.  Whenever you’re ready.”  Turning around, she walked down the steps, forcing herself not to look back.  She never heard the door shut and could feel the weight of his stare on her retreating form until she disappeared around the corner.  

A/N:  Hope you all enjoyed.  Next chapter we’ll be going to LA for the Halloween Party.  For those of you interested, I’ve been hard at work writing the 3rd installment about our ‘Frenchman’ William from Language of Love/Lessons in Love.  I’m not sure when I’ll post, but when I do, the title to look for is ‘Living for Love’ - You can thank Blondiebear for her part in helping me make the decision to round it out as a trilogy, *giggles*, when she threatens someone, she’s not joking around.  Also, I’m getting closer to posting one of two brand new fics.  Again, if anyone is interested the title to look for is ‘In the ARMY Now’.


Chapter 27

From Bitch to Bride

Hi there.  I realize it’s been awhile since I’ve updated this story or LFL, but it’s not because I’ve abandoned anything, I would never do that, I just have a lot more stressful items on my plate these days with RL obligations and I took a break from the aforementioned fics to write In the ARMY Now because the muse wasn’t able to sit still on the idea at all and he insisted what free time I did have be spent on it.  That being said, the next chapter of TE should be up in roughly a week, LFL, for those following, will be posted in a day or two and I’m currently working on the next IAN chapter, for those following that as well.  Thanks to Dusty273, Karbear57 and Beaselysmom for all their help, you guys are awesome.  I hope everyone enjoys this chapter.  Buffy has some revelations and Anya meets Lorne, humor ensues.
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They sat in her office at the gallery, happily munching away on Chinese food while Buffy gave Anya only the highlights of her many orgasms.  

“I think I’d be in a wheelchair from all that action, girl.  I am sooooo envious.”  Anya sat there slack-jawed. “So you two are all made up then?”      

“I forgave him if that’s what you mean.”  She smiled when Anya brought over the chocolate cake William sent from yesterday.  He was very sweet to remember when she’d said it was her favorite.  ...I’ve memorized every second... of EVERY precious moment you’ve ever given me...  His words came back to haunt her followed by their conversation from last night.    

“... see him again?”

“Huh, what?”  She didn’t hear the question, still too wrapped up remembering what he’d almost told her as they sat on the couch.  Anya repeated the question, asking her when she planned on seeing him again.  “I’m not.  He’ll probably be at the party tonight, but we’re not going together.  We had a long talk last night and basically,” she sighed.  “He said he would be able to tell me everything about himself soon.  In the meantime, we won’t be seeing each other because I need some time to think.”

“I don’t get it.”    

“What don’t you get?”  She frowned.  

“I don’t understand what you have to think about.”  Sure, Buffy was in emotional turmoil over her rather ‘unique’ situation, but she could see how happy this guy made her, even if Buffy herself wasn’t willing to admit it yet.  “He promised he would tell you and in my book that should be enough.”

“Anya, he’s still a prostitute, you know this.  He’s in no position... I mean, it’s not fair that he’s making me...”

Anya cocked an eyebrow at her.  “Did you pay him?  For last night?”

“No.”  Uh-oh, where was she going with this?

“And he’s not going to be working for Lorne much longer?”

“Yeeeeah.”  She answered carefully.

“And Lorne said he hates being a prostitute?”

“YES,” she answered exasperated.  “What’s with the twenty questions?”  Anya rolled her eyes.

“Do you even like him, Buffy?  I mean as a person.”  She set her cake down and crossed her arms, waiting for the right moment to state the obvious.

Buffy’s expression went from irritated to surprise.  What did it matter whether she liked him or not?  The facts were the facts and it wasn’t fair for either of them to entertain being anything remotely close to a couple right now.  “I guess so, I mean yes.  He’s nice, smart, funny...”

“And you believe him; trust him that he’ll make everything crystal clear when the time is right?”  Buffy nodded.  “Consider the answers you just gave me and weigh that up against the fact you decided to sleep with him.  Not once, but twice now and there was no money exchanged.”

“I didn’t WANT to Anya, I explained that whenever...”

“No, no-no-no.”  She shook her head back and forth.  “Look,” she sat up and leaned her arms on the desk.  “You’re responsible for your actions, not him.  If you REALLY didn’t want to... you wouldn’t have.”

“Fine, whatever.  I don’t want to talk about it anymore.”  She started clearing the leftovers from her desk.

“The Buffy I know doesn’t sleep with any man if she doesn’t want to.”  She pointed a finger into her own chest.  “I’m the promiscuous one here remember... not you. 

At this Buffy chuckled.  “I get it, okay?  Yeah, it’s my own fault I slept with him.  He’s hard to resist, so what?”

“Just think about what I said and give him a chance BEFORE you play judge, jury and executioner.”

That was the end of the discussion and Buffy was grateful.  Yes, Anya had made a good point but she didn’t want to be dissuaded from making her own decisions.  They chatted for another half hour about the party and what they planned to wear.  Anya was a little too excited to meet Lorne and it made her nervous.  Both she and Lorne had very strong personalities.  Either they would get along famously or end up hating each other right from the start.  Willow and Oz had to decline the invitation because they’d already made plans for Halloween, much to Buffy’s relief.  She didn’t want to have to explain to Willow what her connection was to William should he show up tonight and decide not to leave her alone.  It was bad enough that Anya was on his side and Lorne’s without adding to the peanut gallery.  

When she phoned Lorne before coming into work they had a long talk.  He was all with the cryptic when it came to her asking more questions about William, just as she guessed he would be, but what bothered her more was that he was on the same page as Anya when it came to his opinion.

With Anya back on the floor and Buffy’s office door closed, she relaxed into her chair with a cup of tea and a second piece of chocolate cake.

	--- I wonder what costume William will be wearing tonight? 

Yup, the voice of her own worst enemy, her slutty self, was back.

Doesn’t matter.  I’m not planning on going anywhere near him.

	---  Ouch, that’s harsh.  Come on, I know you’re curious.

Let me repeat myself.  Doesn’t matter.  I’m not planning on going anywhere near him.

	--- You’re a bitch, ya know that?

Yup.

	--- A two faced bitch.

What?!?!

	--- You heard me.  You’re a two.  Faced.  BITCH!!!

I told him to go if he wanted to.  Buffy defended herself.  I made a very mature decision so that he didn’t have to feel like he needed to stay away but that doesn’t mean I have to talk to him.

	--- How can you be like that?  One moment you’re hopping in the sack with him and the next you’re back to keeping him at a distance.  You need to cut him a break.

Are you by any chance related to Anya becau...

	--- The bottom line is you’re being a two faced bitch by picking and choosing how to see him when it suits your mood.  One minute he’s everything you ever wanted in a man and the next he’s just a whore with a big secret.  You’re dragging him through a hot bed of emotional coals with no concern for how badly he gets burned.

I’m the one that’s going to get burned if I get too close and then find out I can’t accept what his explanation is for everything.  I’m protecting myself.

	---I get that and I agree... to an extent.  He may not be perfect, may not have the perfect past but neither do you.  He’s putting himself out there for you despite the circumstances, he’s willing to open himself up to you, he loves you that much.  Why not wait on this ‘thinking thing’ until you have all the facts.  You have feelings for him, you’ve admitted to it.  If you didn’t think he was worth it, you never would have let things get this far.  You need to give yourself a chance just as much as he needs you to give him one.

Buffy sat back in her chair, rubbing her temples in slow circles.  She really was a bitch after all.  Okay, she knew she’d acted like one towards him on more than one occasion because she apologized to him after it happened.  No matter how much she argued, she knew her inner voice was right and it was a bitter pill to swallow, to admit she wasn’t being completely fair to him or herself for that matter.  

He had the potential to be ‘the one’.  Keep her from becoming an old maid with a hundred cats to keep her company.  As she stared off into space, she tried to picture what she normally avoided thinking about... what it would be like to be married to him.  

Closing her eyes and taking a deep breath, she envisioned a wedding, their wedding.  How handsome he looked in a tux, how he smiled at her with those bluer than blue eyes as he placed a band of gold on her finger and declared his undying love.  She thought about what it would be like to wake up every morning with his strong arms wrapped around her and how he would make love to her every night.  Fast forward two blissful years to being swollen from carrying his child and her mouth curved into a smile on its own.  Yes, she could see him pampering her even more with his wonderful cooking, being right by her side as she gave birth.   Maybe they could have several children, all of them blonde and beautiful... that would be nice.  She saw him helping each and every one of them take their first steps, the happy expression on his face when they called out ‘Daddy’ for the first time, him sitting at the piano bench, patiently teaching them how to play as wonderfully as he did, seeing them off to school, being there to protect them during their adolescent years as they dated, threatening every last guy that came to the house asking for their daughters...  Then, years down the road in their old age, he still chased her around the house, pinning her down when he’d finally caught her, tickling her till she cried with laughter then lavishing her with those amazing kisses of his...

“BUFFY!”  Anya called her name for a fourth time.

“Huh?  Yeah, what is it?”  

“Wake up.  There’s a guy out here that has some questions about the new pieces that came in a couple days ago.  I don’t know much about them.”

“Oh, right.  Okay, I’ll... be right out.”  Wow, I must have been imagining things a little too hard.  How long she sat there thinking about William she couldn’t guess, but it did feel like she’d just woken up.

Anya left after Buffy stood.  Looking down at her cake, she smiled to herself.  Those dreams, daydreams, whatever they were hadn’t scared her half as badly as she thought they might.  Matter of fact, they filled her with something more than hope.  She picked up her fork and dug into the decadent dessert.  Popping the bite into her mouth, she knew she didn’t want to waste any time feeling guilty over her previous thoughts or behavior towards William.  Anya was right, her inner voice was right and between them and her visions of a future with him she could see it was true... he loved her.  Realizing that fact filled her with courage.  Yes, she was still scared, who isn’t when they’re willing to give love a chance?  But he’d done it, was doing it.  He had a good heart, a very brave heart, possessing more courage than anyone she’d ever known.  He loved her and there was only one thing left to do... she just had to let him.

Walking out to greet the customer Anya spoke about, Buffy decided on a last minute change of costume for tonight.  However long it took William to be ready to tell her everything, she would wait.  She still felt it was the right decision not to spend any time with him and most definitely not to sleep with him again until he was through working for Lorne, but she would wait.     

“Wesley Wyndham-Pryce.”  The British man introduced himself while extending his hand.

“It’s nice to meet you, Mr. Wyndham-Pryce.  I’m Elizabeth Summers, the owner.  I understand you’re interested in a particular piece?”  

Throughout the pleasant conversation, Buffy learned that Wesley, as he insisted she call him, had arrived from England not too long ago to take a position at the local history museum in art restoration.  She wondered if it wasn’t just William but all British men that seemed charming and handsome.  She wasn’t interested in him on a personal level of course, in her mind she already had a man... or at least she would.  After roughly an hour, Wesley spent a sizeable amount of cash on several pieces to help fill his new apartment.  Buffy happily helped to pack the paintings he’d purchased neatly into his car.  Since it was near closing time, he promised to return tomorrow for the two sculptures he also bought that wouldn’t fit properly in the vehicle without risking possible damage to the pictures.  

“Miss Summers, at the risk of sounding too forward, I wondered if I might have your permission to leave you with my number?  I’d like it very much if you called to join me for coffee sometime.  Perhaps have another chance to discuss art?” 

She didn’t want to seem rude after he’d been so nice, but she didn’t want to offer him any false hope either.  So she took his card and told him she would think about it, knowing she’d never call him and threw it in the trash after he’d left.

~~~~~~~~~~~~

“Wow, take a look at this,” Anya exclaimed, her head on a swivel to take in her surroundings.

“Ya like it?  Lorne has a fabulous sense of taste.”

“Oh, the place is nice, too, I was referring to the amount of men in here though.  Ahhh,” she sighed.  “So many men and only one me... so sad.  I suppose I’ll have to look for one in a warrior costume.  Don’t want to clash or anything.”

Buffy rolled her eyes but giggled.  Her friend was dressed up, wig and all as ‘Xena the Warrior Princess’.  She really did look amazing, especially compared to what she herself actually wore.  It didn’t matter, she was proud of her choice and it held a double meaning for her.

“Let’s go find Lorne.”   She dragged Anya towards the bar, figuring it to be the most likely place he would be.

He had his back turned toward them, but she recognized his voice instantly as he ordered the familiar looking bartender, Clem, to bring out several more bottles of champagne to toast the witching hour. 

She tapped him on his shoulder and quickly covered her face with her costume.

Lorne whipped around, clutching his bright purple suit jacket tightly in his fist over his heart when he recognized who stood before him.

“Oh, be still my beating heart.  You are,” he went with his infamous French accent again.  “But of course, a veritable vision of virginal virtuousness... you vixen you.”  He lifted the veil covering her face, revealing a smiling Buffy underneath.  “Mon chérie,” he sidled up against her body provocatively and ran a hand over her cheek.  “I do, I do, I do.”  He bent her over backwards and planted a chaste kiss to her lips.

She laughed at his antics and squealed when he suddenly picked her up and swung her around in a circle before setting her down again.

“You look liked you stepped off a silent movie screen.”  She wore a simple, off the shoulder white satin wedding gown that flared out just below the knees in 1930’s fashion.  An elegant scarf covered her throat with its ultra-long ends draping down her back and the sexiest little satin high-heels with wide ribbons crisscrossing up her legs, ending in a bow.  Her golden locks were styled in large sweeping finger-waves with a small cluster of satin roses on her crown that held her chin length veil in place.  “Stunning choice of costume, cupcake.”  

“You too.  Uhmm, what are you exactly?”  His suit seemed pretty ‘Lorne’ standard; it was bright purple with a pale yellow shirt underneath and a giant, multi-colored silk tie to wrap up his look.  But his face was painted a bright green with short red horns coming out of his forehead.

“A horny little devil.”  He waggled his eyebrows at her then bowed deeply.  “I am an anagogic demon.  And who is this lovely creature?”

“You’re a wha... Oh, I’m sorry.  Lorne, this is my dear, but rather blunt friend, Anya.  Anya... Lorne.”   She waved a hand between them and held her breath, waiting to see how they would get along.  

“Pleased to meet you, Lorne.  Buffy has told me enough about you to know that you’re most capable of many orgasms.”  She smiled brightly as she held out her hand to shake his.

“Oooo, you’re a saucy one, aren’t you?”  He leaned forward, taking her hand in his to kiss the top of it.  “I like it.  But I shan’t take advantage of such a noble warrior as yourself even if you are carrying a rather large broadsword.  It’s against my faith.”  

She took the coiled up leather whip off her hip and let it unfurl, then snapped it so the tip hit his shoes with a loud snap, causing him to jump while Buffy stood there, eyes big as saucers with both hands covering her mouth, horrified.

“Honey, I’m quite capable of making even YOU go against your religion.”  She winked at him. 

“Ooooooo, baby,” he lowered his voice and picked the end of her weapon up and dragged her to him slowly.  “I think I’m in love.  Come with me my spicy a-meatball, Daddy’s in the mood for some heartburn tonight.”   He put his arm around her waist.  “Buffy, I’m going to steal your friend for a quick dance if she doesn’t mind?”  Anya nodded like a bobble–head doll.

“Uhmm, yeah.  Sure.”  She was sure Anya had him freaked out with her whole dominatrix-diva act, but apparently it took a lot more to scare Lorne than whips and a promise to have him steering straight.  “Have fun.”  They were already making their way to dance floor, not even paying attention to her.

“Can I get you something to drink, Miss Summers?”  

She turned around to see Clem smiling at her.  “Oh hi, Clem.  Yes please.  A diet coke.  And add a dash of alcohol to it.  Something tells me I’m going to need it tonight.”

~~~~~~~~~~~~

“You and I need to talk.”   Anya spoke as they began dancing to an upbeat tune.

“What’s on your mind, my leather wielding lioness?”   

“Spike, Buffy and the green pimp before me.”  

“Aaaaaah, how much did Buffy tell you?”  She really hadn’t been joking when she said her friend was blunt.

“Just about everything, we girls like to talk.  But there’s more to it, I can tell from the look in your eyes you know more than what you share.  I have a sixth sense about people.”

“Undoubtedly.”  If she wasn’t cute as a button, she’d be downright scary.  

“So?  What gives with this secret of Spike’s that he can’t tell Buffy about yet?”  

He chuckled at her.  “Between you and me, sugar-pie, I’d love to tell you but it’s not my place.  All I can do is give our two lovebirds the occasional nudge.  The rest is up to them.”

“So you’re not going to tell me?”  She pouted and stomped her foot when he shook his head no.

Lorne looked over her shoulder in time to see Spike coming down the entranceway stairs and had an idea.  

“I really can’t, BUT, that doesn’t mean the two of us can’t work together?  Do a little nudging tonight, perhaps?”  She brightened at this.

“What did have in mind?”  She jumped up and down.

“Look over there,” he turned her around by her shoulders and pointed.  “The man in question just arrived.”  She turned back to face him and shook her head.

“It doesn’t matter, she won’t talk to him.”

“Why not?”

“She has this silly notion in her head that every time they get near each other they wind up having sex because she can’t resist him.”

He laughed heartily at this.  “Well, this is a public establishment so it’s unlikely they’ll be having sex here.  And I think it’s a perfect place to put them in a position where they’d have to talk.”

“Oh, oh, I know.”  She raised her hand like a kid in a classroom.  “Get them out on the dance floor.”

“Tough task.  Think you can manage it?”

She wound her arms around his neck and spoke seductively, “You have no idea what I can talk a man into,” she leaned in to whisper in his ear.  “I can bring out the real devil in you... show him one hell of a good time.”  She pressed her body close to his and hummed to the song playing in the background.

Lorne shuddered, not from what she said, but from what his empathic ability picked up in her voice.

“I believe you.”

~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

Spike scanned the room hoping to see Buffy, but she was nowhere to be found.  He wasn’t going to approach her or interfere with her fun tonight; he just wanted to lay eyes on her, he’d promised himself to leave her be.  Maybe she was dressed up as something that would make her unrecognizable.  He rescanned the entire club then sighed.  There were too many people with masks on and other various costumes that made it impossible to tell.  Since he knew she would most likely be wherever Lorne was, he gave the place another visual sweep.  There he was, out on the dance floor with-with a girl wrapped up in his arms?!?!

It had to be Buffy.  No way would Lorne be caught dead that close to a woman he wasn’t friends with.  He skirted around the club and made it to his favorite corner table.  There was a young couple occupying it, wearing the cheesiest looking coordinated costumes of cop and criminal, all over each other in a lip-lock.  He pulled out a couple hundred bucks and threw it on the table, telling them to get a room.  The woman snatched the money up and dragged her little boyfriend away who was whining ‘we got here first’.  

Slumping down in the darkened corner, he liked the vantage point it gave him of the entire place.  He fixed his focus back on his friend.  Nice little outfit she had on and the... wait a minute.  That wasn’t Buffy.  When she turned around he knew right away.  Even with the black wig and at this distance he could tell.  Had Buffy decided not to come?  His heart sank at the thought as he motioned to Clem behind the bar for a drink by tilting an invisible glass to his mouth.

“Hey, Spike, how’s it going?”  Clem set down a bottle of whiskey and a shot glass in front of him.

“Not bad, mate, and you?”

“Eh, tips are good tonight but we sure could use more peanuts in the place.  I love peanuts.”  He walked away, leaving him alone with his bottle since he looked a bit moody.

~~~~~~~~~~~~

“Okay, lover, time to change the beat.”  She gave Lorne a quick peck on the cheek and bounded off towards the bar in search of her friend.

Lorne smiled.  Yup, he was in trouble with this one but somehow, he didn’t think he’d mind it so much.  He headed straight for Clem after he saw him serving Spike.  

“After this song, I want you to play something slow, something sexy.”

“You got it, boss.”  

As Clem set about his task, Lorne walked over to Spike’s table and turned the other chair around to straddle it, facing his friend.

“Who’s the bird, mate?”  He raised an inquisitive eyebrow at him.

“Friend of a friend, a new friend of mine.”  He reached across the table and took Spike’s shot glass and downed the brown liquid then set it down and lifted the bottle to pour another, shoving it in front of him.

“Friend, huh?  Since when do you drink anythin’ other than fruity martinis?”  He was acting odd.

“I’m in need of a little liquid courage, tonight.”  He laughed when Spike frowned at him, clearly confused.

“Ya don’ say.”  Very odd, indeed.

“Drink up; I’d like you to meet the future Mrs. Deathwok.” 

Spike downed his glass and stood, following his friend to the bar.

Meanwhile, Anya went to the ladies room to find Buffy busy trying to fix her veil back into place.

“Here, let me help.”  She took over and clipped the roses firmly back into her hair then told her to hurry back to the bar so they could do a shot together before she danced some more.

“We’re back.”  Anya found Lorne and Spike both sitting at the bar as planned, though Spike had yet to turn and look her way.  “Time to dance, my little green meanie.”  She winked at Lorne as a slow song started when he cued Clem after seeing the girls come towards him.

“Spike!”  He slapped his friend on the back and waited till he looked up.  “This is Anya.”

“Nice to see you again.”  She smiled brightly at him.

“Again?”  She looked familiar but he couldn’t place the face.
	
“I hate to steal Lorne away, well, actually I don’t.  But he owes me a dance.  You should dance with my friend.”  She turned around to find Buffy walking towards her, unaware.  She stepped to the side so Spike could see her then took Buffy by the arm and pushed her to the forefront.  “I told Spike you would dance with him.”

“Y-you wha...”

“Come on, Lorne.”  Anya dragged him towards the dance floor after putting the blonde couple face to face and prayed the plan would work.

Spike started with a high pitch whistle then brought it down several octaves, ending it by mouthing the word ‘wow’ as he took in the appearance of the blonde goddess before him.  She looked absolutely stunning in the vintage wedding dress.  He felt like he should be on bended knee right now in front of her.  “You look amazin’,” he all but whispered, taken aback by her beauty.  He wondered if she would consider wearing it when they got married.  Marriage.  Her.  Him.  The idea took over his imagination as he pictured it, of her walking down the aisle looking as beautiful as she did right now, taking his last name with a smile on her face and wearing it with pride.  Mrs. Elizabeth Anne Ivanhoe.  Yes, it had a nice ring to it.  Ring.  Oh he would definitely buy her the largest diamond ever so there was no doubt when people looked at it, they would know she belonged to him and how much he loved her. 

She blushed and turned her face away from him.  “Thanks.  It was my mother’s wedding dress.  I sorta thought it might make a nice costume.”  He didn’t respond right away so she glanced back to find his head tilted to the side, studying her with a far-off look in his eyes as if he wasn’t even listening to her.  She cleared her throat gently and he snapped out of it instantly.  “I think we just got the set-up.”

“Looks like.”  He looked down at the ground while shoving his hands in his pocket.  “You don’ have to dance with me if you don’ want to, luv.  I understand.  Your friend obviously doesn’ know `bout us and `m sure she jus’ meant well.”

“Look, I’m sorry but...”  She stopped mid-sentence when he looked down at the ground defeated, nodding his head to her as he toed the ground like a child.   He looked like a sad, kicked puppy and coupled with the way he’d said it, made her feel guilty.  A couple seconds ticked by before she decided to hell with it.  She felt a little more bold from her rum and coke and thought, what could it hurt?  He had to keep his hands to himself and even if he didn’t, it’s not like they could do anything since they were in public.

“Actually, I’d love to dance with you.”  She suppressed a smile when he looked up at her in surprise.  “But you have to promise, PROMISE me that you’ll keep your hands above my waist and your mouth to yourself.”  She couldn’t help giggling the second he got that familiar cocky look on his face.  Yeah, she could get use to that for the rest of her life.
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Cont’ from chapter 27...

“Actually, I’d love to dance with you.”  She suppressed a smile when he looked up at her in surprise.  “But you have to promise, PROMISE me that you’ll keep your hands above my waist and your mouth to yourself.”  She couldn’t help giggling the second he got that familiar cocky look on his face.  Yeah, she could get use to that for the rest of her life........



He didn’t know what brought on this change of heart in her attitude from this morning and wanting to avoid him but he wasn’t about to question it either.  He’d come here tonight thinking all he would be awarded was the sight of her and now she was willing to dance with him?  

“I can keep that promise, buuuut,” he drawled and stepped forward, taking each of her hands in his.

Uh-oh.  He eyed her up and down like she was dinner as he walked her backwards towards the crowd of dancing couples.  She forgot he could be crafty when he chose and agreeing to a dance was definitely an opportunity for him to demonstrate that ability.

“I still can’ be trusted,” he raised her hands to his neck then wrapped his arms around her waist.  “`Specially when it comes to you,” he whispered, head tilted to one side.

“Soooo you’re saying I shouldn’t dance with you?”  She smiled hesitantly even as she allowed him to hold her close.  There was no way he could do anything out here in front of all these people, could he?  No, there was definitely no sex to be had between them in a club full of people.  

He just laughed and pulled a nervous looking Buffy even closer.

She leaned her cheek against his chest and closed her eyes.  Why?  Why couldn’t he just tell her what was going on so they could hurry up and be together?  It was getting harder and harder, especially after today’s revelation to deny she was falling for him.  She couldn’t push him though, she could only hope it wasn’t going to be too long because it felt so good being held in his arms and the thought of going to bed alone without him no longer appealed to her.

He slid one hand up her back until his fingers came into contact with her soft skin, causing him to moan from the immediate response it had on his hormones.  Unable to resist, he dragged the tip of his index finger up and down her spine slowly.

“What are you doing?”  She pulled back to look at him.

It’s like you’re a drug
It’s like you’re a demon I can’t face down

“Relax, pet.  `M keepin’ my hands above your waist.”

“That’ doesn’t answer my question.”  She gave him a stern look.

hhttp://www.4shared.com/file/14886622/48e24f94                

It’s like I’m stuck
It’s like I’m running from you all the time

He smirked at her.  “Don’ worry.”  He leaned in and placed his mouth as close to her ear as possible without actually touching to whisper, “Not gonna do anythin’ to you,” he lowered his voice impossibly deep.  “That you don’ want me to.”  He felt her hands suddenly tighten around his neck and he wondered if she wasn’t getting just a little bit turned on.  Maybe......... she would be open to a little verbal foreplay?  

Oh, no.  Oh yes.  The rich baritone of his voice, the feel of his hot breath, the combined aroma of leather and cigarettes mixed with his own unique scent had her mind swimming in thoughts of a naked Spike doing things to her body only he was capable of.

“You’re going to try and seduce me, aren’t you?” she asked, half jokingly. 

And I know I let you have all the power
It’s like the only company I seek is misery all around

“Told you before, `m a bad rude man.”  His face went serious.  “But make no mistake, Buffy.  My intentions with you are as pure as the white gown you wear.  Can I tell you somethin’?”  He felt it necessary to remind her of one very important fact along with some new information.  He waited until she nodded then raised both hands to cup her face so she couldn’t look away.  “I haven’ taken a single job since I met you.  I may still work for Lorne, but in a much different capacity now.  I ceased bein’ a gigolo the very day I first laid eyes on you.  I swear it.”  He watched her face fill with questions, her lips parting to ask but she never gave them voice.  He wanted nothing less than to kiss her doubts away until she was breathless but he would keep his promise, keep his mouth away from her.  “I swear,” he whispered, trying to convey his honesty as best he could through his eyes.  She closed her mouth and nodded.  He shut his eyes in silent thanks to the powers that be and wrapped one arm back around her waist while the other found her head to fold her cheek back against his chest.  

It’s like you’re a leech
Sucking the life from me

“As for seducin’ you... I know you don’ want to sleep with me.  But if you let me, I can still make you feel good while keepin’ my promise.  Would you like that, Buffy?  Would you let me... right here, right now?”

It's like I can't breathe
Without you inside of me

And it was quite the interesting song that just so happened to be playing at the moment... ‘Addicted’ by Kelly Clarkson.  Whether coincidence or not, the words were hitting too close to home, making her nervous as it spoke of her own physical lusting for Spike. 

And I know I let you have all the power

“How `bout it, kitten?”

She wasn’t sure how he could accomplish this, but the sudden dampness in her panties made her curious enough to ask, “How?”

And I realize I'm never gonna quit you over time

He pulled back to smile at her like a naïve child.  She still had so much to learn about the art of lovemaking but he was more than happy to show her, teach her how to let him please her... while pleasing him in the process.  

It’s like I can’t breathe
It’s like I can’t see anything
Nothing but you
I’m addicted to you

“I promised you two things, yeah?  That I would keep my hands above your waist and my mouth to myself.  That right?”  She nodded but he could see the uncertainty, the hesitancy mixed with intrigue over what he had in mind and knew she needed reassurance.  

It's like I can't think
Without you interrupting me

He reached up to take her arms and lowered them down the front of his chest.  Leaning in to whisper against the shell of her ear, he told her what to do.  “Put your arms `round my waist, inside my coat.”  He guided her trembling hands beneath his duster then let go, pleased when she didn’t pull away from him.  “You control the pace, luv, you and you alone.  Feel free to do anythin’ you want to me.”  She lowered her hands to rest lightly just above his buttocks.  “Mmmmmmm, tha’s my girl.”  She unexpectedly pressed her body a fraction closer to his, making his cock twitch from the contact with her belly.  “Fuck, pet.  You’re gonna make me mess up a pair of perfectly clean jeans.”  

In my thoughts
In my dreams
You've taken over me

He ran his hands down her arms then let go long enough to grab the sides of his duster and draped it around her to conceal what was taking place between them as best as possible from prying eyes.  Starting a slow rhythm of steady yet shallow thrusts, his hips moved against hers, just enough to stir her passions but not draw attention from those around them as he banded one arm about her waist, the other reaching up to toy with the scarf at her neck.

It’s like I’m not me
It’s like I’m not me

Pulling the scrap of silk aside, he gently brushed two fingertips over the bruised flesh in the shape of his teeth, making her shudder.  “Sorry `bout that, luv.  Jus’ couldn’ resist markin’ my girl.”

The memory of this morning and its implication of her weakness for him came rushing back.  “I don’t think... I’m not so sure we should...”  

It's like I'm lost
It's like I'm giving up slowly

His eyes clouded over with lust and his lips parted.  “Shhhhh.  Listen... watch... feel.”  He pushed the silk back in place to conceal the mark then ran his fingers gently down the column of her throat, barely grazing her nipple on its path towards her waist.  Leaning close to her face, he whispered while staring into her eyes, breathing heavy in between the words he spoke as if they were already naked and alone.

It's like you're a ghost that's haunting me
Leave me alone

“`M imaginin’ your tiny hand wrapped around my cock right now, strokin’ me.”  He tilted his head to one side and sneered.  “Oh yeah, baby.  Like that.  Squeeze it a li’l tighter for me... mmmmm.  Can you feel how hard I am for you?”  He pressed his erection against her stomach in case there was any doubt.  

“I-I...”  Yes, Oh God, yes!  She could barely breathe; the look on his face had her so mesmerized.

And I know these voices in my head
Are mine alone
And I know I'll never change my ways
If I don't give you up now

“Are you ready for me, Buffy?  Is my kitten all wet and slippery jus’ waitin’ for me to give her what she needs?”  He could tell she was unsure about all of this, but he could also see the lust rising in her cheeks to stain them pink.  Placing his lips next to her ear, he told her, “Take my cock and guide it to your sweet li’l pussy.”  She tightened her grip to his waist so he kept going.  

It's like I can't breathe
It's like I can't see anything

“Push down on it, luv, get the head inside and lemme do the rest.”  He jerked his body suddenly as if she’d done just that.  “Tha’s it.”  He pulled back to look in her eyes again.    

Nothing but you
I'm addicted to you

It was all just talk, but she swore she could feel every descriptive word he spoke, as surely as if he were invading her body.  The music and lyrics filled her head and that’s when she realized... she never counted on the power behind those haunting blue eyes nor the potency of his voice melting her resistance.  He picked up the pace of his shallow thrusts, causing her eyes to close and images of his naked body twisting with hers to take over. 

It's like I can't think
Without you interrupting me

“Open your eyes.  Don’ wanna miss a thing.”  He touched her face and smiled when they fluttered then gazed into his.  “There’s my girl.”  Stroking her cheek with his thumb, he began breathing harder, timing it with the movement of his hips.  “`M slidin’ in and out of you right now and bloody hell... feels soooo good... your body grippin’ me.  Wrap your legs around my waist so I can go deeper.  Yeeeeeah, feels good for you too, doesn’ it?”  Li’l minx.

She was getting more and more turned on with every word he spoke.  Her body felt hollow though and strove for more contact.  Lowering her hands to his buttocks, she pulled him closer and wiggled against him.  Unfortunately the satin of her dress and undergarments didn’t provide for any friction, leaving her frustrated.  “Spike,” she sighed.

In my thoughts
In my dreams
You've taken over me

“Wha’s wrong, kitten?”  He saw the desperation in her eyes and knew she needed more.  But unless she asked him, he would keep his promise and there was nothing more they could do or have except this until she was ready.  He moved his hand down to casually stroke a nipple through her dress with the back of his index finger.  She gasped and arched into his touch.

It’s like I’m not me

“More,” she begged.  Her body slipped into a heavy state of arousal.  The compelling look in his eyes, the strength beneath his gentle touch upon her breast, the hot air hitting her skin from his labored breathing, all of it overpowered her.  He had to remind her when her hand unconsciously undid the snap to his jeans.

It's like I'm not me

“Eh, eh, eh.  Don’ want everyone to see my naughty bits, now do you?”

I'm hooked on you
I need a fix
I can't take it

She nodded but slipped a single finger inside the partially opened pants to touch the very tip of his shaft that seemingly reached for her while straining against his zipper.  

Just one more hit
I promise I can deal with it
I'll handle it, quit it
Just one more time
Then that's it

“No one can see.  You have your coat around me, remember?”  He’d said she had control, controlled the pace, but that was a lie.  He controlled her body, had since day one and she needed to take back some of the power if it were possible before he willed her into orgasm right here on the dance floor, fully clothed.  

Just a little bit more to get me through this
I'm hooked on you
I need a fix
I can't take it

Her finger came into contact with the sticky pre-cum that gathered where she rubbed him in small circles.  Removing it, she brought it up to her mouth and wrapped her lips around it.

Just one more hit
I promise I can deal with it

He growled at her actions.  Did she have any idea what she was doing?  `Course she does.  She was his girl and knew just what to do to get him going.  He yanked his grip to her, bringing her ear back to his lips.  “Not fair, pet.  Now where were we?  Oh yes, I was jus’ `bout to make you cum.”

I'll handle it, quit it
Just one more time
Then that's it
Just a little bit more to get me through this

Her breathing picked up as he continued describing exactly what it was he was doing to her.

“Can you feel me thrustin’ in and out of you?  Fillin’ you... stretchin’ you?”

It's like I can't breathe
It's like I can't see anything
Nothing but you

“Yessss.”  She moved her hips in time with his, tingles of need forming deep in her belly.  If she could just get some friction she was sure it would send her over the edge.

'm addicted to you

“Faster now, kitten.  Oh yeah.  Faster, harder... harder...”

It's like I can't think
Without you interrupting me 

“See, luv?  See how good I can make you feel?  Don’ even need to be insi-” she interrupted him, her hands flying to his face to bring his lips to hers, shocking him.

In my thoughts
In my dreams
You've taken over me

She pulled back, issuing a command that made him shudder from the power behind her voice.  

“Take me some place where we can be alone.  Right now.”

It's like I'm not me
It's like I'm not me

Well, if that’s what his girl wanted.  “Follow me.”  He took her hands in one of his and led her towards the bar then told her to wait there for him.

~~~~~~~~~~~~

Someone saw them, saw that kiss, someone who felt the need to enlighten Buffy to a certain fact before she made a grave mistake... and not just out of a sense of jealousy.

“Buffy?”

Buffy turned to see who called her name.

“It is you, I knew it.”

“Harmony?  Wow, I haven’t seen you since, since graduation.  How are you?”  She felt the need to be polite even though they didn’t run in the same social circle during school.

“I’m fine.  Uhmmm,” she hesitated a moment before deciding blunt was the best way to go.  “Did I see you... kissing Spike?”

Buffy’s eyes widened.  “Y-yeah.  Do you know him?”  She had the feeling she didn’t want to know how the ditzy slut knew him.  The sly smile that crawled across the other blonde’s face instantly confirmed she was facing one of Spike’s past ‘jobs’. 

“Quite well.”

Her heart sank.  She knew it shouldn’t matter.  That, Harmony and other women in general, was in Spike’s past, he’d told her so.  Still, it hurt just a bit to come face to face with one of the countless women who’d paid him for sex.  Suddenly, Harmony’s smile dropped and she leaned in conspiratorially, lowering her voice.

“I hope for you’re sake you’re not uhmm, going to, you know... DO anything with him.”

“Why?”  Her heart began hammering in her chest, knowing whatever she had to say was something she wasn’t going to want to hear.

“I was with him a week ago when I found out he... caught something.”  Buffy had a blank look on her face.  “You know... of the STD variety?”

“You’re serious?” she asked, her tone somewhat harsh as well as disbelieving.  But she had to be sure.  When Harmony nodded she felt as if the wind had been knocked out of her.  Holding her palm to her forehead, her breathing became shaky.  “Oh my God!”  Harmony’s expression turned to one of genuine concern.

“You have, haven’t you?  Oh Buffy, I’m so sorry.”  Her hands flew to her mouth and she shook her head.  “I just felt you should know i-if, in case you... but you already...  I’m so sorry.”

Buffy felt like being sick, the overwhelming nausea a combination of Spike’s deceit and the fact he put her health in jeopardy.  “I gotta go.”  

Harmony nodded sympathetically, putting a hand to her shoulder, apologizing again before Buffy high-tailed it to the bathroom.  Bursting through the door, she barely made it to the toilet before she fell to her knees and retched.  Her stomach heaved twice more before there was nothing left to throw up.  She rocked back on her haunches and wiped the unbidden tears that sprang forth from the exertion of her belly’s effort to expel its contents.  Grabbing some toilet paper, she wiped her face then threw it in the toilet and flushed.

Standing in front of the mirror, she studied her reflection.  He’d lied to her, said he hadn’t been with anybody since first seeing her and yet she knew Harmony wouldn’t lie about something like this.  The girl had nothing to gain.  They may not have been best friends in school, but they’d never hated each other, never tried to out-do one another in any way.  

Why?  Why did he lie?  How?  How could he?  If he really cared about her, how could he do this to her?  

How many ‘jobs’ had he taken since knowing her?  How many other women did he ‘infect’ with whatever it was he’d contracted?  Her mind swam with questions before she realized she wouldn’t be able to get to a doctor until tomorrow or maybe not until Monday.  

Anger seized her, anger over his claim of fidelity, replacing the heartbreak of his lies.  She needed to leave, as in right now.  Find Anya and leave the club because if she ran into Spike she was sure the scene wouldn’t be pretty.  She took a calming breath, grabbed the doorknob and walked out.

She found Anya and Spike chatting at the bar over a drink and stopped in her tracks.  Neither had seen her yet and the longer she stood there looking at Spike, the more her anger grew into rage.  She steeled herself and took a step forward.  

Ignoring Spike’s presence entirely, she addressed her friend.  “Anya, we need to leave.”  Anya turned towards her, clearly confused.  

“Leave?  Why?  Is someth-“

“I’ll explain when we get in the car.”

“But-”

“Wha’s wrong?” Spike asked.  He’d secured both permission and a key from Lorne to one of the ‘private rooms’ in the back of the club, normally reserved for the escort service’s more ‘high profile’ customers, fully expecting to take Buffy there before she came back declaring she had to go.  From her mannerisms, he thought something had happened back in Sunnydale that required she get home right away.  “Can I help, pet?”

This got her attention.  She narrowed her eyes and lit into him.  “I think you’ve done enough.”  She turned to walk away, expecting Anya to follow her when Spike’s hand reached out and grabbed her elbow.  She whirled on him and yanked herself from his grasp.  “DON’T... touch me,” she hissed.

Taken aback, he looked to Anya for an answer but her eyes told him she was just as lost as he was.

“Wha’s wrong?” he asked with more force behind his question.  If he didn’t know any better, he’d swear she was mad at him.

“What’s wrong?  I’ll tell you what’s wrong.  You,” she pointed at him.  “Are what’s wrong.  I don’t ever, and I repeat EVER want to see or hear from you again.”  Turning to Anya, she told her one more time.  “You can stay if you want, but I’m leaving.”

Spike grabbed her arm again when she turned away.  He wasn’t going to let her go without finding out what was going on.

“I think I deserve an explana...”  He felt the sting of her palm against his cheek before he ever saw her raise her hand.

“I said don’t touch me,” she spat.

Lorne was on his way towards the bar when he caught sight of what happened.  Uh-oh.  Whatever was going on, it looked like he needed to run interference.  He quickened his pace and reached them in time to hear Buffy’s rant.

“... and you lied to me!”  

“What the bloody hell are you talkin’ `bout?  I’ve NEVER lied to you.”

“So you say, but I ran into somebody tonight who told me about your,” she pointed a finger at his crotch.  “Problem.”

“What?!?!  I don’ understand.”

“Harmony Kendall.”

Spike rolled his eyes.  He instantly understood exactly what Harmony had more than likely told her.  It was the lie he’d told the bloody bint to keep from having to shag her.  “`S not true.”

“How do I know that?  And what about all the times you told me I was the only one?  She said she was WITH you last week.”

Lorne started to speak but Spike held up his hand.  “I was with the bird last week but not WITH her.  Chris’, luv!”  How had things turned so drastically wrong from moments ago?  “I told her that so-”

Buffy shook her head.  “You betrayed my trust, Spike.  You USED me.”

“Used you?  That’s rich,” he scoffed.  “You wanna talk `bout bein’ used?”  She had paid him for sex once upon a time.  Wasn’t that the very definition of using someone?

“Oh, please DO excuse me.  You would be the final authority on that now wouldn’t you?”  She crossed her arms over her chest.

“Look.”  His jaw clenched as he tried to calm himself.  “`Jus’ lemme explain before you go off half-cocked here.”

“Buffy, you really sh...” Lorne went to back his friend up but Buffy turned on him, the same fire in her eyes now burning him into silence.

“Stay out of this!  You’re just as much to blame as he is.”  Her eyes began to tear.  “I thought you were my friend.”

Everyone’s eyes went wide except Anya’s.  All she could do was stand there and watch things unfold in front of her.  Buffy was on a rampage and knew her friend wouldn’t listen to anyone.  She would definitely be drilling Lorne and Spike after this was over, for Buffy’s sake.

“What else have you lied to me about, huh, Spike?  Was the whole I’ll-tell-you-everything-soon just another lie to keep stringing me along?”

“NO!” he yelled, causing her to flinch for which he instantly regretted.  

“I bet there isn’t anything there at all either.  There’s no reason behind you selling yourself out for something bigger.”

“If you’ll shut that bleedin’ yap of yours for two minutes, I’ll explain everythin’ right-”

“God!”  She interrupted him.  “I can’t be-LIEVE how incredibly stupid I’ve been.  I knew there...”  She threw her hands up in the air.  What did any of it matter now that she knew he’d lied.  

“Listen here, you daft bint.  I TOLD Harmony I had somethin’ so I didn’ have to sleep with her.”  He was ready.  Ready to tell her anything and everything he had to in order to stop this insanity.  To think Buffy would believe someone like Harmony over him was infuriating beyond belief.

“Oh is that a fact?  And you were what... over at her place just to say hi?”

“That night... I didn’ think I was ever goin’ to see you again so I was ready to take a job.  Then Lorne phon-”

“This ends here... now.”

Frustrated at being consistently interrupted, his raised his voice to carry over the entire club.  “`M TYRIN’ to explain, tryin’ to set the record straight if you would jus’ shut-”

“No!  No you’re not.  If you were trying to set the record straight then you would have been honest with me from the start.  Told me everything about yourself from the beginning.  You would have told me WHY you’re working for Lorne.  Why you would sell your body.  And for what?  What goal is SO important that you would reduce yourself to something like that?”

“Don’ go throwin’ stones, luv.  You bought me, too.”

“Yes.  You’re right, but there isn’t anything lower than being a whore, so this goal of yours must be pretty damn important that you lied to me.  I can’t take this rollercoaster ride of yours anymore.  It makes me sick to my stomach.  Was I ever anything more to you than a meal ticket?”

“DON’T say that,” he growled and grabbed her shoulders.  “You KNOW that isn’ true.”  She wrenched herself free but he continued, taking steps towards her as she began backing away from him.  “Everythin’ I’ve ever told you is true.  You’re my girl, Buffy, my everyth-”

“Stop right there.”  She held her hands up.  “I was never your girl.  That was YOUR fantasy... not mine.”  She sighed, feeling tired and defeated.  Shaking her head back and forth, her eyes closed, tears full of anguish at the injustice of the situation falling freely down her cheeks before whispering, “I can’t believe I ever loved you.”  

The words choked her throat.  She barely realized what she’d said until Spike’s face registered it and all the weight behind it.  Unable to take it any longer, she turned and fled, uncaring whether Anya followed her or not.


Chapter 29

PS   I Love You
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Buffy had made numerous phone calls to see if she could get a doctor’s appointment or if there was a clinic open but alas, as it was Saturday now, she would have to wait.  Come Monday, priority number one was getting herself tested for everything under the sun.  Then she’d cross her fingers until the results came back.  

“...I swear... ...please believe me... ...trust me...”  

That’s what he’d said, repeatedly, ever since she met him.  He kept asking her to trust him.  She snorted at that.  Well, trust went both ways.  He obviously didn’t trust her enough to tell her the reason he became an escort.  And she was pretty sure she knew the reason why, too.  That reason became clear when she spoke with Harmony last night.  It was because he was still busy... still doing what, or rather who, he had to make money.

Gone was any reason to ever trust him again as well as her desire to know his reasons, his goal.  

“Morning.  Sorry I’m late.”  

Anya startled her from her thoughts.  Glancing at her watch, she noticed more than half the morning was gone.  Anya wasn’t just a little late; she was more than two hours late.  This was strange coming from a girl who valued money second only to a good orgasm but since she’d abandoned her friend, forced her to find her own ride home from LA; she wasn’t going to make a big deal about it.

“Anya, about last night, I’m... I’m sorry.  I shouldn’t have left.  I was just so...”  She shrugged at her, knowing there was no good excuse other than she was angry at the time.  Anya waived a hand dismissively as if it were no big deal.  As expected, though, Anya asked about last night.

“Wanna talk about it?”  As expected, Buffy shook her head.  Anya felt she needed to know what she knew though.  “Didn’t think so.  Just so you know... I had a nice, LONG chat with Spike after you left.”  She knew what she was going to suggest wouldn’t go over well.  “He’s in love with you, Buffy and desperate.  He knows he messed up and he’s ready to tell you whatever you want to know.  So whenever you’re ready... you really need to hear him out.”

“Nooooooo... I don’t.”  Buffy crossed her arms over her chest and stared at nothing in particular.  “I’m not interested in ANYTHING he has to say.”

“But you don’t-”

“Don’t what?”  It was upsetting that Anya sounded like she was siding with Spike yet again.  “Have all the facts?  Know everything about his situation?  Should give him a chance to explain?  No,” she said firmly.  “He’s had plenty of opportunities to tell me and he chose not to.”

“You’re right.  He did.  And you’ll be happy to know I tore him a new breathing hole for it, too.”  Buffy chuckled at this, lightening the mood between them.  “But you should still talk to him.”

She rolled her eyes.  “I know you mean well but honestly... I just want to move on with my life.”   Anya opened her mouth to protest so she held up a hand and added, “I don’t want to discuss it anymore.  I’ve made up my mind.”

Anya wanted to come right out and tell her what she’d managed to wheedle out of the two men last night but chose to hold her tongue.  True, neither man told her what Spike was working so hard to buy but they told her enough that she believed Buffy was making a huge mistake pushing him away like this.  She nodded then stood.

Stopping by the door, she couldn’t help commenting.  “You may hate me for saying this but I wouldn’t be your friend if I didn’t tell you that one day... you’re going to regret letting him go.”

Buffy regretted a lot of things she’d done in her life so Anya’s words had no effect on her.  The only thing she regretted right now was ever having filled out that damn questionnaire that led her to meet Spike in the first place.  

Getting up to make herself a cup of coffee, she decided to do whatever it took to keep all thoughts of Spike off her mind, keep him out of her head so she could get on with the business of day to day living.  

Cup in hand, she left the quiet of her office to occupy herself out on the floor working, telling herself if she were ever to get involved with another man again he would be nice and normal.  Someone with a regular job and a regular personality, who wore regular clothes versus all black and leather, drove a car rather than a motorcycle... someone she would have more in common with.  Yes.  That was the safest path for her to take.  Find someone nice, normal and... dull.  The sooner the better, too.    

Taking a sip of her coffee, she instantly spewed it back into the cup and coughed.  It tasted awful from having sat too long.  

“Are you quite alright?”

She turned to find the charming British patron from yesterday, fumbling for a handkerchief from the pocket of his tweed jacket to hand her with a look of concern.  Someone like him.  

“Thank you.”  She coughed twice more.  “I’m fine.  The coffee tastes... ewww.  Burnt.”  She set it aside.  “It’s nice to see you again, Mr. ...” Damn!  What was his name again?

“Please.  Call me Wesley.”

“Wesley.”  She smiled.  Seemed her thoughts were being handed to her in the form of a customer who’d left his number as an open invitation.  “I have your things set aside if you’d like me to help you carry them out to your car?”  

“That would be lovely, thank you.”

He was cute, granted in a nerdy sort of way but at least he was the complete opposite of Spike.

“Uhmm, about going for coffee sometime?”

“Yes?”

“If the offer is still good, I’m free this afternoon.”  Having coffee was harmless and besides, it would keep her from dwelling over the other Englishman for awhile.

~~~~~~~~~~

It was Thursday now and William spent the last five days beating himself up for not having taken Lorne’s advice and just told Buffy the entire truth from the start.  

He’d only wanted to wait until he was a legitimate businessman, wait until he’d severed all ties that had anything to do with Lorne’s ‘other’ business so she couldn’t use that as a reason to not want to be with him.  Timing was everything, he was convinced of it.  Well, he was right, only the timing had been poor and his decision had cost him in the form of one daft bint named Harmony Kendall and her big mouth.  

It was pointless to waste a second wondering how the two blondes knew each other.  He couldn’t blame Harmony for what happened, couldn’t truly blame Buffy for believing her either.  The only person to blame was himself.  Whatever it took, he had to get Buffy to listen, had to make things right.    

... I can’t believe I ever loved you.  

She loved him!  She said the words.  He refused to accept or even acknowledge she used the past tense.  A person didn’t love somebody one day and then turn their feelings off the next like a faucet.  This is what gave him all the hope he needed.  He would never give up.  His perseverance would pay off and when it did, he’d spend the rest of his life making it up to her if that’s what she wanted.

His fingers dialed the gallery’s number, knowing Buffy would more than likely be at work.  

“Summers Gallery, Elizabeth speaking,” Buffy answered.

“Buffy,” he hesitated, his voice sticking in his throat, not really knowing what to say.  “Buffy, I need to see you.”

She instantly knew who it was.  “I told you I don’t ever want to hear from you again.”

“Buffy, please.  I-”  The phone went dead, she’d hung up on him.  Frustrated, he hit redial.  She answered after the first ring.

“I’ll tell you everythin’, pet, right n-”  She did it again.  “FUCK!!!” he screamed then threw the phone across the room.  She was so damn stubborn.  Seems he’d have to try another approach since she wouldn’t speak to him.  

His thoughts wandered to showing up at the gallery or her house, corner her to where she couldn’t get away but of course, that had too much potential to go wrong and produce an undesirable result.  Buffy was a person who liked to have control, had to do things in her own way and in her own time.  That’s when an idea sprung to mind.  Getting up from his couch, he walked to where his abused phone lay and picked it up, dialed Lorne and set about getting what he needed from him in order to facilitate his plan.  

~~~~~~~~~~~~

Buffy had thirty minutes before meeting Wesley for dinner.

Their afternoon spent at the local coffee-house chatting over art proved pleasant.  He was gentlemanly, charming, good looking, intelligent and their mutual love of art made for easy conversation.  When asked if he could see her again, she agreed but held off calling him to make plans until Tuesday when her test results had indeed come back negative for any STD’s.

Truthfully, she felt only a mild attraction towards him and that was, actually, perfect.  Mild attraction meant no feelings on her part if they did become ‘involved’ at some point and to whatever degree, whether they wound up dating or just became lovers.  Yes, he was the perfect distraction as their Tuesday evening get-together at the same coffee house was another pleasant encounter that led him to ask her out to dinner.

She changed her clothes and freshened her make-up before heading downstairs to go through the day’s mail.  When she walked into the kitchen and passed by the phone, the message light was blinking red.  Hitting ‘play’, she went to walk away when the familiar voice on the recording machine stopped her.

“I know you don’ want to talk to me so please jus’ listen.  Tha’s all I ask, pet.  I didn’ lie to you when I said I hadn’ slept with Harmony but I understand why you think I-”

She hit the ‘delete’ button without a second thought.  No way was she going to listen to him anymore.  Though he still haunted her dreams, she’d managed a small measure of success in ousting him from her thoughts during the day.  Listening to whatever he’d said into her machine right now was the last thing she needed.   He’d made her feel, something she hadn’t wanted to do in the first place and knew he’d say whatever he had to make her feel something now.  As long as she kept him at a distance, refused to let him near her in any way, it was only a matter of time before she was completely over him and he would be forced to give up.  

~~~~~~~~~~~~

“... it isn’... hasn’ been ‘bout sex for quite some time now.  If tha’s all I wanted I wouldn’ have given up bein’ a prostitute.  You surround me, make me feel like a man, make me want to be a better man, someone you WANT to be with, pet.”  He paused, becoming choked with emotion.  “`M done now, Buffy, through workin’ for Lorne where his business is concerned.  I don’ want to explain anythin’ in a bleedin’ message so I’ll give you my number.  Please call, Buffy.  If you ever loved me... like you said last Friday then please, baby... call me.”

He proceeded to leave her with his home number and cell to be sure she could reach him then hung up.

Lorne offered to forget the rest of the bodyguard jobs Spike had to perform to finish paying for Grisanti’s but William refused.  He’d made it this far already, wanted to honor the original bargain and did so.  His last job was two nights ago and Lorne had the restaurant paper work ready for him to sign tonight, much earlier than originally anticipated.  He would have, should have been filled with happiness over having achieved his goal but there was no joy to be found in his personal victory.  The only thing that would restore any amount of happiness is if Buffy called.  He wanted to tell her in person about the restaurant but was willing to tell her over the phone if she called... anything to get her back.

~~~~~~~~~~~~

She never called.  Not that day or the next.  William was beside himself.  He’d never known such an emotional low as this.  His heart ached so bad that Spike’s suggestion became increasingly tempting... to just go to her and make her listen.

He tried again, via phone, to get through to her, leaving her another message since she didn’t pick up, not even caring how desperate he sounded.

“`M goin’ bloody crazy here, Buffy.  I miss your smile, your... touch.  God knows I fucked up, pet and `m so sorry.  I would never hurt you, surely you must know that?”  His hand nervously ran through his hair, down his face then waived about as if she were standing there in front of him while he spoke.  “All I want is the chance to tell you what I promised.  Please give me that chance, baby, please let me keep my promise to you.  Then if you want nothin’ to do with me I’ll... go away.”  Inside he knew he’d do no such thing, not unless she proved to him he meant absolutely nothing to her.  But that wouldn’t happen; he was sure of it.  “If you can find it in your heart to meet me tonight, I just want the chance to tell you everythin’.  You deserve to know.  I’ll make it easy on you, too.  We can meet in a public place.  I’ll-I’ll...”  His mind instantly came up with and idea, one he was sure would help to back him up.  “I’ll be at that restaurant Grisanti’s at seven tonight.  `M beggin’ you to please show up.  You don’ even have to say anythin’ after I’ve explained, jus’ listen and-and... if you get up and leave after that, I won’ follow you, I’ll... I’ll let you go.”  He couldn’t say ‘I promise’ because he knew he couldn’t.  “Okay, I guess tha’s... tha’s it.  Please come, Buffy.  `S the last thing I’ll ever ask of you.”  He was about to hang up when he added one last thing.  “Oh, and PS......... I love you.”

Silently, he hung up the phone.  He prayed to whatever forces were listening for her to show.  He’d be at the restaurant anyways and had plenty of co-workers there to confirm Grisanti’s was under his ownership.

~~~~~~~~~~~~

“It’s so slow right now that I really don’t need you here, Anya.  You can take off if you want.”

“You don’t have to tell me twice.”  She immediately reached for her purse then caught the baffled look on Buffy’s face.

“Really?  I thought you loved to make money?”

“Don’t get me wrong, I love making lots and lots of it but my plans this afternoon to have many orgasms can now be bumped up by several hours.”  She grinned and winked.

“The flower delivery boy?”  She’d been acting kinda... strange all week.  Strange as in not mentioning anything about the subject of sex or orgasms at all.  Just much happier about getting off work, almost anxious.

“Nope.  Found a real man for once and I’m sticking with him.”

“Care to share?”  It was Buffy’s turn to grin.  This was certainly a first for her friend.  

“For once, I think I’m going to keep the details to myself.  But I’ll let you know when I’m sure.”

“Sure?  Sure about what?”

“Sure that it’s... permanent.”  Buffy giggled and said ‘fine, have a good time’ before Anya left.

Hey, if Anya found someone she could be happy with on a permanent basis that was saying something about the caliber of the mystery man.  She sighed.  She herself had a date tonight, with Wesley.  Their dinner went well on Thursday and it seemed they had a mutual, personal interest in each other.  She hoped that when he finally made a move, other than escorting her with an arm to the small of her back, or holding her hand when they’d went for a walk afterwards, that he’d be some kind of wildcat in the sack.  He was just so, so proper in his conduct around her that she hoped when they finally ‘got together’, he’d be anything but.

After another boring hour at work, she finally closed shop and went home.  

“`M goin’ bloody crazy here, Buf-” she hit ‘delete’ as soon as she realized who the message was from.  She thought about calling Spike back, telling him to stop phoning her but it might encourage him.  

	You’re such a bitch.

Yup!  Who cares what her inner self thought?

	You do!  Or else I wouldn’t be talking right now.  I mean hello, he really wants to tell you the what’s-what and meanwhile you’re gallivanting around town nearly every night with some idiot you know will never measure up to William.  And for once I’m not talking about the appendage between his legs.

Well there’s a first.  She could hear the ‘huff’ of annoyance from her conscience.

	Fine.  When it’s too late...don’t complain to me when your dreams get even worse.

Buffy tried to block those dreams from her waking mind.  They were already getting worse... William, begging and pleading with her that he was a good man, that they belonged together... that he loved her.  She refused to admit to herself that she wasn’t over him yet, too determined that by spending time with Wesley would eventually make her forget. 

“That’s the plan,” she said to herself.  And maybe tonight was the night, or if it wasn’t, she would make it tonight.

	Now who’s acting like a whore?

Shut the fuck up!

So what if she slept with Wesley?  If that didn’t work then fine... whatever.  She had nothing to lose by trying and God help her, Mr. Gordo was going through more batteries lately.

She had a few hours to relax and soak in the tub before she met up with him.  They were going to LA today to an art showing he had an invitation to.  After that, they were going to dinner and the ballet.  She’d mentioned to him she’d never been and he’d promptly purchased tickets, saying she was sure to fall in love with it once she had.

~~~~~~~~~~~~

Seven o’clock rolled around and William was nervous.  He thought he’d never prayed harder in his entire life that Buffy would come walking through the restaurant door.  Nearly every five minutes, he would come out of the kitchen to see if she’d arrived, occasionally going from table to table to talk with the customers along with Antonio, who was still staying on for a few more days until they’d hired another apt chef to replace him.

When they closed up for the night, he was so crestfallen that Antonio questioned him as to what was wrong, his Italian accent thick and full of understanding. 

“It t’is a woo-man, is it not, my young friend, eh?”  William shook his head.  “Ahhhh, you cannot-a-fool me.  Eeet’s a-written all over your face.  What-EVAR your feelings are for this-a woo-man... you need to-a tell her.”

“`S not that easy.  You don’ know her, she’s... stubborn.  Ignorin’ every message I’ve left on her phone.”

“Ahhhh, that’s-a your problem right there.  You must-a face her, make her-a see your love for her.  In my country, a woo-man would consider using the phone cowardly.”  He waited for him to say something but William just stared off into space.  “Trust me.  You will not-a rest until she hears the words from your own-a lips.  Go to her, my friend.  Go and make-a her understand.”

William nodded his head while inside Spike jumped up and down, agreeing with the portly chef.

“Maybe... no, you’re right.”  He glanced down at the books and the money made tonight as it lay in piles of ones, fives, tens...

“Don’t-a-worry.  I’ll take care of this.  You go.”  He smiled when William thanked him before taking off in a hurry.    

~~~~~~~~~~~~

Spike reached Buffy’s street in no time flat despite the distance her house was from Grisanti’s.  She wouldn’t appreciate being cornered like this but at this point, what choice did he have?  She had to know the truth; he simply couldn’t rest until she did.  

As he pulled up alongside the curb, he noticed another car in her driveway.  It was well after eleven o’clock.  Taking his helmet off after putting the kick-stand down, he had a bad feeling in his gut.  What if this wasn’t one of her female friends, what if she had another man at her house?  He walked cautiously towards her porch, his worst fears rising up to cause panic.  No, it couldn’t be.  His girl wasn’t like that.  There was no way she’d run into the arms of another man so soon after...

It had been the perfect day, the perfect date.  Everything from the art showing to dinner to the ballet went so well.  They’d exchanged small touches here and there, sat a little closer to one another, Buffy just knew tonight was the night.  

Wesley waited like a gentleman to be invited inside her house since he’d driven them to and from LA.  Now, in the foyer, they stood there staring at each other after she thanked him for such a wonderful evening.

“Buffy, I... I hope I’m not overstepping any boundaries here but...”

He didn’t finish his sentence, letting Buffy know he was thinking the same thing she was.  She walked up to him and placed an arm around his neck, drawing him into a lip lock that quickly escalated into a heated, open-mouthed kiss while his hands began roaming every curve her body had.

William couldn’t believe what he was seeing as his eyes took in the image beyond the small square of window on her door.  The way Buffy was kissing another man... another man!!!  He blinked several times, willing the image to go away, not trusting his eyes.  But there she was, being kissed, groped by another man and clearly enjoying it.  When her own hands began wandering his body, William squeezed his eyes shut again, his heart hitting his throat before sinking to his stomach.  

This was proof enough.  Proof he’d meant nothing to her.  To be in the arms of another man... and so soon, too.  Naturally his first instinct was to break down the door and beat the bloke to a bloody pulp, but what good would it do?  She’d made her decision, made it obvious, since she didn’t know he was watching, that he wasn’t what she wanted.

Utterly heart broken, he turned away from the door and made his way back to his bike.  

How?  How was he ever, ever going to get over this... her?  Would he ever be able to love again?  As he loved her?  He didn’t care.  Right now he couldn’t care if he ever did... love again that is.  To love meant nothing if it wasn’t returned in equal measure.  And in this case, it was obvious that her love hadn’t been as strong as his... she was with someone else... and so soon after him.  

This was surely his punishment.  It was cosmic justice for his sins.  Just when he thought he’d gotten everything he ever wanted in life, he lost the one thing that mattered most.  Without her, owning Grisanti’s meant nothing.  

He wasn’t sure what to do right now, having never felt so-so... lost in all his life.  Time.  Yes, it would definitely take time... a lot of it but he needed something to help get him through this dark chapter of his life.  As he sped through the streets on his motorcycle, thinking of nothing else but getting home and getting drunk, it occurred to him what he needed to do.

Leave.  He needed to leave.  Put some distance between himself and all that would remind him of Buffy. As soon as he made it to his place, he would call Lorne and Antonio despite the hour, make arrangements as necessary so he could fly back home to his Uncles’ estate in England.  Once there, once back in the only home he’d ever known with his Uncle who was the only person who loved him unconditionally, he could lick his wounds.  Yes.  Going back home, to his roots, he could begin the process of healing, maybe forget or at least stop the hurt that right now... was, quite literally, killing him. 

A/N:  Not to worry, I’m working on the next chapter as we speak.  I hate leaving things on such a bad note (I really do), but it’s quite intentional for me to leave you all hating Buffy.  Just bare in mind that from her perspective, she reacted in the only way she could in order to protect herself and her heart... given what information she had at the time.   All will work out in the end, I promise.


Chapter 30

There’s Two Sides to Every Story... and Then There’s the Truth
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It lasted seconds, at least ten.  Ten long and very agonizing seconds before the couple broke apart.  The kissing, the groping, it was all so... awkward.  Buffy was so sure the chemistry was there but when they kissed... she couldn’t have been more wrong.  Their hands, lips, bodies fumbled, trying to make it happen but there was no magic, no sparks, no nothing... just the worst kiss she’d probably ever experienced in her life.  And it was the same for Wesley.

They backed away from each other, each clearing their throats in obvious embarrassment.

“Uhmm, yeah.  Well, that was-” she started.

“I should be... going then.  Y-yes.”  

“Right.”  

They didn’t even bother looking at one another as she escorted him out of her house.  The second she closed the door, a huge groan escaped her.  She should have known something like this would happen.  Her luck with men was still the same, whether Wesley was merely rebound-guy or not.

Nothing ventured, nothing gained I suppose.  With that final thought, she headed upstairs for yet another night of Mr. Gordo.  It looked like Duracell’s stock was going to rise over the next week... or two... or three.

~~~~~~~~~~~~

The smell of London’s air went a long way in soothing William’s spirit.  Sadly, however, it didn’t last upon his arrival at his Uncle’s estate.
  
“My dear boy, I must say... I’m quite proud that you’ve secured the future you’ve wanted for yourself, but... why on earth are you here?”  Rupert couldn’t understand.  His nephew should be happy.  Yet here he was, looking and acting as if it were a burden rather than a blessing.

“I jus’ needed a holiday.  Some time off.”  He shrugged as the servants took his bags up to his old quarters.  

“You’re, of course, always welcome here anytime and for any reason.  Jenny has set herself about in a tizzy as to your arrival.  She’s most insistent that however long your stay, you’re to be made as comfortable as possible.  If you feel up to it, she would like to receive you?”

“Of course, Uncle.”  He hadn’t been away so long that he’d forgotten his English manners and the customs associated with family receiving him in proper fashion.  He would go through the motions, as it were, and give his Aunt the polite conversation that was expected.

What he should have done instead was to prepare himself for the woman of Romanian descent keen perception.

~~~~~~~~~~~~

“I know how to conduct myself in this situation, William, so you’ll forgive me when I don’t,” Jenny began, ready to voice her concern.  He looked terrible and she could see it had little to do with his long journey.  He was so unlike the enthusiastic and driven man Rupert had raised.  The dark clothes and bleached hair looked to her like something he was trying desperately to hide behind and it didn’t sit well with her.  “Your sudden arrival and with such good news as to your recent accomplishment is wonderful but I have to ask... why are you here rather than the States, attending your affairs?”  

William set aside his tea and sighed.  It would be all too easy to give some dull explanation as to his sudden decision to come back home.  But, in what little time he’d known Jenny, he knew he couldn’t get much past the gypsy without being caught in an outward lie.

“Oh sod it.”  They were his only family, so truth was best.  “`M in love.”  

“Well that’s wonderful news, old boy,” Rupert meant to prattle on but Jenny cut him off.

“You look more like you’re suffering a broken heart.”

“Oh, good Lord.  J-Jenny, dear, that’s a bit... personal.  I’m quite sure if William has something more he’d like to share, he will.”  He turned to his nephew.  “Do forgive me for speaking as if you aren’t present.”

He waived it off.  “`S alright.  `S the truth.  I fell in love, messed up and now she’s gone.”  Yup, that about summed it up.

“I’m so sorry, William.”  She reached out to touch his arm gently.  “You have such a good soul.  I can’t imagine what you think you must have done to-”  
  
“No.  Tha’s where you’re wrong.  I wasn’ upfront, wasn’... honest with Buffy.”

She could see he was being harsh with himself, much harsher than was probably necessary.

“This... Buffy.  Is there any chance of repairing the damage you feel you’ve done?”

“I tried.”  His voice croaked, partly from how tired he was but also out of frustration.  “But it came too late, I waited too long and she’s already, she’s already.... moved on.”

“I see.”  There was something ‘off’, she could sense it.  She knew what she was going to ask bordered on rude, but she cared for him just as much as her husband did and to see him in such obvious pain, well, it was hard to just sit back and watch.  Holding her hand out, palm up, she asked, “May I?”

“Jenny,” Rupert said her name harshly.  “That is most inappropriate however well intentioned you are.”

“I realize that, but it’s his decision, Rupert, not yours.”  He huffed at her in disapproval.

William looked into her caring brown eyes.  Should he?  Should he give her his hand and let her ‘read’ him?  What few times the gypsy ever used her gift on him it was always with his consent and well-being in mind.  Besides, it wasn’t like she could tell what he’d been doing in the States anyway, so there was no fear in her discovering he’d been an escort, only that he had engaged in less than honest dealings.

“You wouldn’ like what you’d see, luv.”  

She offered him a smile.  “This isn’t about judgment.  It’s about possibilities.”  

He politely declined and the subject was dropped.  It wouldn’t matter what possibilities Jenny might find, it wasn’t going to change Buffy’s mind.  He didn’t want any illusions either, any source of hope Jenny might offer him.  It was best to let it all go, even if his heart never fully healed, time would at least, hopefully, dull the pain.

Once he excused himself to retire, Jenny turned to Rupert.

“He’s going to get lost, Rupert.”

“My dear.”  He patted her hand.  “He came here as a means of retreat.  He’s a grown man who needs time to reflect on whatever has happened and come to terms with it.”

She shook her head emphatically.  “He won’t give himself the chance.  We have to keep an eye on him.”  She didn’t want to say what she picked up from her natural physic abilities.  She only hoped it wouldn’t happen.

~~~~~~~~~~~~

Two weeks.  Two whole weeks since Spike had last called her house.  She should have been relieved, been grateful he gave her what she wanted... to never see or hear from him again.  So why was she spending most of her time lately wondering where he was?  She half expected him to show up at her house unannounced or the gallery after the phone calls had stopped but he hadn’t.  He was normally so persistent when it came to her and now it was like he’d dropped off the face of the earth.  Had something terrible happened to him?  Should she swallow her pride and at least call Lorne to make sure he wasn’t lying in some hospital bed hurt or ill?

“...Buffy?”

"Huh?”  

She was hanging out at Willow’s tonight along with Oz, watching movies and feeling very much like a third wheel.

“Are you alright?”  Buffy had been acting like she wasn’t even there, periodically getting lost in her own thoughts.

“I’m fine,” she smiled brightly despite Willow’s doubtful look.  “Really.  Just work on the brain, sorry.”  They were sitting on the floor, affording them a bit of privacy when Willow leaned forward to ask.

“Is this about ‘he who shall not be named’?”  Buffy broke down after being interrogated one night as to why she was rarely around and confirmed it was because she’d been seeing someone.  She wouldn’t give her any of the details other than her ‘affair’ was intense, brief and ‘so over’.

“No!”  She acted surprised.  “A very sound and definite no.  Besides,” leaning back on her elbows, she made it look like she had nothing to hide by letting Oz hear her talk.  “I’m back in the dating game.”  Willow crossed her arms and raised an eyebrow.  “Just because Wesley didn’t work out doesn’t mean I’ve taken myself off the market.”  Actually, it did.  She had taken herself off the market after realizing her inner slut had been right.  She was the one acting like a whore.

“I still think you should let Oz set you up with his friend at work.”

“You mean William?” he asked his girlfriend.  She nodded.  “You two would have really hit it off.  He’s a good guy.”  Willow snuggled against his leg and looked up at him with doe eyes.

“Maybe you can talk to him again?  Get him to agree and at least meet Buffy?”

“Oh no,” Buffy interrupted.  “No blind dates.”  Her friend turned a pleading look on her.

“It doesn’t have to be a date.  You could, you know... come to the restaurant with me to eat when Oz is working and at least be introduced.  That’s harmless and non-date-y like.  Right, honey?”  She smiled as Oz played with a strand of her hair.

“It would if he were around.”

“He’s not back yet?”  

Oz shook his head.  “No one knows when either.”  

Willow frowned briefly then turned back to Buffy.  “Well, whenever he does, you’ll finally get to meet the man who makes your favorite dessert.”  

“What did you say?” Buffy’s voice was barely above a whisper.  Everyone knew her favorite dessert was the sinful chocolate cake that came from Grisanti’s.

“You know, Chocolate Indulgence... whatever.  That’s William’s creation.”

There was a huge lump threatening to choke off Buffy’s air supply.  She tried to sound casual even when Oz looked at her funny.  “Decadence,” she corrected her.  “Chocolate Decadence Cake?”

“That’s the one.”

“And you said he’s... gone?  Like on vacation or something?”

“Not exactly.”  Oz saw something in her eyes, something akin to a revelation.  “We think something must have happened in his family.”

“Why do you think that?”

The sudden interest she showed for a girl who was previously unwilling to meet William struck him as more than odd.  “Because it was a few days after he purchased Grisanti’s that he upped and left.  Only Antonio and the co-owner have any clue as to why.”

“You say he... he bought Grisanti’s?  As in owns it?”  After he nodded, he continued to talk but Buffy tuned him out.  Her heart was thundering in her chest as pieces of the puzzle came rushing together.

The cake, the restaurant, the fact he was there the night Riley went psycho on her, how when he cooked for her he made it look as natural as breathing...  He created the cake, he bought the restaurant, he suddenly left and no one knew why...

“I-gotta-go,” she blurted out a little too loudly, interrupting Oz and turning Willow’s attention on her.

“Oh?  O-okay,” Willow responded a little bewildered.  “Are you feeling alright?”

“As a matter of fact,” she stood quickly and gathered her purse and coat.  “I think I’m going to be violently ill.”

She ignored the look on both their faces, offering them nothing more of an explanation, just a simple ‘I’ll talk to you later’ before closing the door.

“What do you think that was all about?”  Willow asked.

“I can’t be a hundred percent sure, but I think we just found out who ‘he who shall not be named’ is.”

~~~~~~~~~~~~

Buffy was shaking uncontrollably on the drive back to her house.  By the time she pulled in the driveway, she couldn’t remember making the turns necessary to get home.  Her mind was racing.  Frantically trying to remember the many conversations she’d had with Spike, the exact words he’d used when they discussed his goal.

She ran inside and went straight for the phone, hitting ‘play’ to listen to the messages before being reminded by the automated voice, ‘no messages’.

“Damnit,” she cried for having erased them.  “Think Buffy, think.”  There were still unanswered questions, issues like the whole STD thing.  But the results came back negative, she reminded herself.  “THINK!” she cried out to herself.  

Glancing around the kitchen as if it held the answer, she knew she had to talk to Spike.  “Erghh!”  She didn’t have his number and he was, he was... gone.  Home.  Did that mean England?

There was only one person she could think of that would know where he was and could answer her remaining questions.  Her fingers trembled as she hit ‘talk’ on her cell phone.

“Buffy?”

“Yeah, Lorne, it’s me.  Look, I’m really sorry about what happened and I do want your forgiveness but I-”

“Whoa, whoa.  Slow down, pumpkin.”  She was talking too fast.  “I’m not upset with you, I’m really not.  But you need to take a deep breath for me and start again.”

“You’re not?”  He should be.

“Lorne sees more than you could possibly imagine and I understand why you thought you’d been deceived.  Don’t worry yourself about that.  I’m just glad you called me, sugar-pie.  Now what has you acting as if you had one espresso too many?”  

“It’s Spike, er, I mean William.  Lorne,” she felt close to tears.  “Where is he?  I really need to talk to him.  I think, I-I,” this time a sob did escape her.  “Where,” sniff.  “I need t-to...  There’s things.  Thi-” sniff.  “I found out and...”

“Where are you right now?  At home?”  She choked out a ‘yes’.  “Stay put.  I’m on my way over.”  

“But-” he’d hung up.  That would take two hours.  She didn’t want to wait two hours, couldn’t wait two hours.  It had already been two weeks.  She pulled herself together long enough to go to her room and change into a pair of baggy sweats.  There was nothing she could think of to keep herself from going crazy while she waited except for maybe some late night television.  Arghhh!  She felt like she was going to crawl out of her own skin and then explode as she made her way back down the stairs.

Entering the living room to find her remote, she let out an ‘eeep’ when the doorbell suddenly rang.  Placing a hand over her chest from the scare of a life time, she went and looked out the window to see Lorne standing there.  She flung the door open.

“How did you...  How did you get here so fast?”

He laughed at her wide-eyed expression.

“As fate would have it, I happened to be in the area.  Oomph!”  He found himself with an armful of Buffy, painfully hugging him tight while murmuring her thanks over and over.  “Let’s go inside shall we,” he managed after she released her death grip.

~~~~~~~~~~~~

It all came out, everything.  She wouldn’t let Lorne off the hook from going into detail about William from the moment he met him to where he was right now.  It was the longest forty minutes of her life.  She had no idea he’d come from money, grew up as an overeducated nerd, had only one girlfriend before the escort business, found the women and the whole idea of earning his money in that manner disgusting...  

“I need to talk to him.”  She felt lower than low as she realized she was the world-class bitch everyone accused her of being.

“Why?”  She looked at him like he’d grown horns.

“What do you mean?  You KNOW why!”

“It’s a simple question, Buffy.  Just answer me why and I’ll give you his Uncle’s phone number.”

“Because... b-because.  I have to make it right, have to apologize.”

“The apology wouldn’t mean a thing to him and there isn’t anything to be MADE right.  You now know everything there is to know so again... I ask, why?”  He watched her absorb his words, her eyes darting about for an answer, her brows knitted in frustration.  If only she would say it.  Tell him the real reason; he’d give her the number.  If not...  He adored her, adored William, considered both of them friends but he couldn’t and wouldn’t allow for either of them to cause the other any more grief.  If she couldn’t see it, couldn’t admit what he already knew, there was no way he’d give her a means to hurt William again by releasing that number.

“I-uhmm.”  What did he mean?  What did he want to hear?

“Come on, sweety.  It’s not that hard.  What POSSIBLE reason would you have for calling him?  Why?  After you left him and he left you alone.  Why?”

Oh my God!  

She blinked like a light bulb went off in her head and stated with certainty.  “Because I love him.”  She was impossibly, irrevocably and hopelessly in love with William.  She didn’t just want him in her life, she needed him.  He was it for her... ‘the one’.  That silly, romantically fanciful notion of knowing when you’ve found ‘the one’ was true after all.  Why else would Lorne ask her that question?  She could call and say she was sorry, but what was the point if she didn’t want something more than a simple acceptance of that apology?  No matter what she needed to say or do, she had to win him back.  And if, no when she did, she would devote the rest of her life to loving him with all she had. 

Lorne sat back with a satisfactory smile.  He pulled out a pen, small pad and his cell phone, jotted down Rupert’s number then handed it over.  “You be sure and tell him that.”  There was nothing more he could do, he’d played his part.  It was all up to her now that she could admit she still loved him.  He only hoped it wasn’t too late on William’s side of things.

~~~~~~~~~~~~

“Rupert Giles speaking.”

Buffy immediately dialed the number after Lorne left.  London was eight hours ahead, making it sometime after seven AM there.  A bit early, but she couldn’t wait.  She was shaking again, an adrenaline cocktail of anxiety, nervousness and excitement.  She wasn’t sure what she would say or even how to begin, but it didn’t stop her from calling.  

“May I speak to Spi-William, please, Mr. Giles?”

“William?” he asked surprised.  “He’s,” he cleared his throat.  “Not here at the present moment.  May I be so kind as to relay a message to him?”  It could be someone calling concerning his nephew’s restaurant, he reminded himself.

“No.”  Her heart sank.  She wasn’t sure how William would react if he knew she’d called.  It would be better she reach him directly.  “Do you know when he’ll be returning?  So that I can call back?”

“To be quite honest, I don’t.  Is it anything to do with Grisanti’s, Miss...”

“I’m sorry; I didn’t mean to be rude.  My name is Elizabeth Summers.  And well, to answer your question... not exactly.”

“Oh, my heavens.  You’re Buffy.”  He took his glasses off and began cleaning them.

It was a statement, not a question, one that set her nerves on edge.  “Yes,” she answered hesitantly, as if he were going to give her an earful.  She closed her eyes and braced herself for any hurtful words she more than deserved based on whatever William had told his Uncle.”

“My dear girl, I’m unsure where to begin but I am quite certain I speak for my wife as well when I tell you that we are most pleased that you are calling.”  Jenny was sitting next to him at the kitchen table listening with rapt attention after he uttered Buffy’s name, mouthing ‘yes’ to him. 

“You are?  I-I mean, you’re not... you don’t hate me?  Because I understand if you do, I’m sure William has told you some rather not-so-nice things.”

“Quite the contrary, young lady.”  The day after his arrival, William had told him about Buffy and not a single bad thing was said other than she was stubborn as a mule.  “He feels responsible for, how do you Americans say... your... fall out?”

“That’s not true, well, not entirely true.  This is... REALLY awkward.  To be telling you anything when I don’t know you but...  I’m just as responsible if not more and that’s why I’m trying to reach him.  I’m hoping he can forgive me.” 

Jenny’s ear was right next to Rupert’s hanging on Buffy’s every word and after hearing that, she took the phone right out of his hand.

“Buffy?  Hi, Jenny Giles here, William’s Aunt.”

She froze.  Was his Aunt going to be the one to give her a tongue lashing for having hurt her nephew?  “I’m so sorry, I really am.  I never meant for, I mean to hurt William and-”

“Buffy, Buffy!  Save it for William.  I’m only interested in one thing.”

“Yes?”  Uh-oh.  She couldn’t imagine what she would ask.

“Do you still love him?  Is this why you’re really calling?  To patch things up with him?”  The girl on the other end gave her a nervous chuckle.

“Well, that’s three but, yes, to all your questions.”

“Oh thank heavens.  You don’t know how relieved I am, we are,” she glanced at Rupert who, though still upset with her for taking the phone from him, gave his confirmation.  “To hear you say that.”  Although she wished the girl had called days ago, it was better now than never.

“I’m glad you feel that way.  I don’t understand why, but I’m really glad.”

Jenny told her the best time to reach William and begged that she call back then and not wait.  She wouldn’t say why and Buffy didn’t care to ask, she was just grateful for the other woman’s support.  Now she could set her alarm and get a few hours of rest, knowing it wouldn’t be long before she could hear his voice again.

“Thank you, Jenny.”

“You’re welcome.  Goodbye.”  

“Goodbye.”

“Do you think he’ll be sober by then?”  Jenny asked after hanging up.

“He bloody well better be.”
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Chapter 31

It’s Always Darkest before the Dawn
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Buffy stared at the alarm as it went off, wondering why the hell she had it set so damn early on the weekend.  Shutting it off, she rolled over with the intention of going back to sleep when her thoughts turned to William... William!!!

Bolting upright, she forced the fog out of her head.  She had to call William, it was time!  Oh God, what was she going to say?  She’d been impulsive last night when she called the first time and got lucky he hadn’t been there.  Damn!  She should have thought about it before she went to sleep.

Coffee was necessary so she could be fully awake for this conversation.  She went to the kitchen and set about making a pot while struggling to come up with what she should say.

She tried to put herself in his shoes, think about what he would want, need to hear from her and aside from an apology, she had the feeling there was much groveling to be done.  But she could do that, would do that.  Hell, she’d grovel all day long on the phone to him if that’s what it took.  If he would just come back home, hold her in his arms again she knew they could make it.  Yes, they had issues to work out, things to talk about but she was ready and willing to do that.  She was willing to let go of the past that had caused her mistrust of men, willing to forget about his and what he had to do for his dream, whatever he asked of her she would do if only she could see his smile again, have him look at her the way he always had... with love in his eyes.  

She downed her coffee, picked up the phone and tried like hell to ignore the knots in her stomach that were currently twisting in on themselves.  One ring, two and then three before someone answered ‘Giles residence’.

“Yes, this is Buffy Summers, is Jenny Giles there please?”  She wanted to talk to Jenny first; to be sure William was home.

“Buffy, it’s good to hear your voice again.”

“Hi.  I wanted to check and see if William made it home yet?”  Please say he did.

“He has and I’ll be happy to get him for you.  I can’t wait for you two to talk and work things out.  Hold on, dear.”  Nudging Rupert’s shoulder, he awoke with a snort.  They were in the sitting room reading together and as usual, he’d fallen asleep with his book still open.

“No, I don’t believe in vampires,” he mumbled, still caught up in the dream he was having.

“Rupert, wake up for pity’s sake.  It’s Buffy on the phone.  She’s ready to talk to William.”  She watched him straighten his glasses and blink a few times as her words sunk in.  

“Oh, thank God.  Well then, my dear, shall we?”  He was ready to put a stop to his nephew’s destructive behavior himself if Buffy hadn’t called this morning.  He knew the poor lad was merely trying to drown out his sorrows but after two weeks of it, enough was enough.

They walked up the stairs and down the long corridor of the south wing to William’s quarters.  Jenny rapped lightly on his door.

“William?”  She kept the phone covered so Buffy couldn’t hear.  “William, are you up?  It’s Jenny.”

“Bloody hell!”  He rolled over and looked at the clock.  It was well after two but he still felt slightly drunk.  “Jus’ a mo’, Aunt Jenny.”  Getting out of bed, he quickly pulled on his jeans.  Oh yeah, judging from the way his head was spinning, he was going to be in for one hell of a hang over.  Opening the door, he saw her holding the phone with a huge smile on her face.  “Wha’s this `bout?”

“There’s someone who wants to speak with you.  I think you should take the call.”  

Handing the phone to him, he watched her walk away so he shut his door and went to sit back down on the bed and light up a cigarette.

Jenny ran back towards his door and leaned her head against it to listen in.

“Jenny,” her husband whispered sharply as he came around the corner from his hiding place and shook his head at her to stop being so nosy.  She stood straight and crossed her arms with a look of defiance.  “Jenny.”  His tone came out as a warning.  She raised a dark eyebrow at him then held out her hand.

After a few seconds, he sighed in defeat and from behind his back, produced the glass he’d brought with him and handed it to her with a guilty look on his face.  She kissed his cheek, whispered ‘that’s why I love you’, placed the glass against the door then her ear in order to hear William’s end of the conversation, giggling when Rupert placed his head right next to hers.

“`Lo?”

“William?”

“Yeah.  Who is this?”  

She swallowed the lump in her throat and spoke.  “It’s me.  Buffy.”

“Buffy?”  No, it couldn’ be.  “`S this some kind `f a bleedin’ joke?”  He was irritated already at the onset of his headache and was in no mood for pranks.

“No, it’s really me.  I-I...”  She paused.  Say something.  “I got your Uncle’s number from Lorne.”

It was her.  Bloody hell, his girl was on the phone, had called him, had...  No, not his girl, some other bloke’s now.  The anger and resentment that built up over the last two weeks welled up inside him.

“Figures.  Well, now that you’ve called, what do you want?”

His tone was harsh.  She should have expected that, but still, it hurt.

“I wanted to talk to you.  About what happened and abo-”

“Oh, NOW you wanna talk.  Well, isn’ that jus’ bloody grand.”

“Look, I know you’re mad with me and-and you have every right to be.  I just want-”

“You’re damn right `m mad.  You tore my bloody heart out, Buffy.”  He raised his voice at her and winced when the pain of his headache intensified.  “`S  alright whenever Buffy is ready to talk, but when I wanted to, needed to... where were you?  Ahhhh, I remember now.  You were too bloody busy.”

“I’m sorry.  I’m so sorry, please.  Yell at me, scream, call me names.  Go ahead I don’t care, I can take it.  I just want to make things right.”

“No.  `M tired `f your stupid li’l mind games, luv.  Tired and fed up.  You jus’ wanna feel better `bout yourself and what you did to me.  Well, `m not buyin’ it.  Now why don’ you go back to that tight ass, tweed wearin’ geek `f a boyfriend `f yours and have a good snog before he notices you’re on the phone with me.”

Jenny and Rupert stared at one another in shock.  Neither expected this kind of reaction from their nephew.

“What?  Who are you talking about?  William, I’m not with anyone!”  She was completely confused.

“Don’ play stupid with me.  I saw you kissin’ him when I came to your house after you didn’ meet me at the restaurant.”

“Oh-my-God.”  He had to be talking about Wesley.  Wesley was the only man she’d kissed since William and it had been just that one time.  “That... was a big mistake.  I can explain.  Nothing else happened betwee-” 

“Don’ rightly care,” he interrupted her.  “I don’ know what you’re on `bout, but we’re done here.”  

“William, ple-”  The receiver went dead.  Squeezing her eyes shut, she willed her tears not to fall.  Yes, she should have expected this kind of reaction but she couldn’t let it deter her either.

Hold on.  Suddenly, his words registered.  He saw her with Wesley after she didn’t meet him at the restaurant?  He’d come to her house?  She didn’t remember having to meet... shit!!!  That’s probably why he’d called, was probably what the message, er, messages were all about.  If she was supposed to meet him there it was likely because he wanted to tell her about buying the restaurant.  Stupid, stupid Buffy, she scolded herself, wanting to bang her head against the wall for having erased his messages, for not having faith in him.  

She let out a sniff, straightened her shoulders and hit redial, more determined than ever to get him to hear her out.

Jenny had to hold Rupert back from barging into William’s room.  She dragged him down the hallway so she could talk without their nephew hearing.

“I’m just as shocked and upset over how he spoke to her too, Rupert.  But maybe we ca-”  The phone rang, startling them both.  The second ring was cut short, causing them to look at each other then race back to William’s door, hoping it was Buffy calling back.

“This better not-”

“Please don’t hang up on me.”  She didn’t want to give him a chance to speak before she could tell him.  “I promise you it’s the truth when I say I don’t have a boyfriend and there was never anything but that one kiss you saw.”

“Well, tha’s too bad for you now, isn’ it?  What?  You want me back all `f a sudden because you’re not gettin’ any?  Sorry but `m not in the business anymore.  `M sure Lorne can hook you up though.”

“No-no-no, that’s not it.  It’s not about sex or... God, when did things get so screwed up?  Look, I know I should have listened to you.  I was such a bitch and judgmental and-and I didn’t trust you enough when I should have.”

“Got that right,” he huffed.

“Okay, I so deserved that.  Matter of fact... I deserve anything you have to say to me and it’ll all be true.  I don’t know how to show you how sorry I am or what I have to do to make it up to you but...but I will.  If you’ll give me the chance I will, I promise I’ll do whatever it takes.  I love you.”  She heard him sigh on the other end of the phone and it filled her heart with hope that she might have gotten through to him.

“No, you don’.  But thanks for sayin’ it.”  He hung the phone up.  It was too much to hear her say that and not mean it.  She was in the arms of another man for fuck’s sake.  It didn’t matter to him if she was still with the bloke or not.  He’d waited so long for her to love him back and to hear her say it... now?  His heart just couldn’t take it.

And again, Jenny had to drag Rupert away from William’s door and lead him far enough away to tell him she had a plan.

“I think I know what to do.  William’s not thinking clearly right now and he won’t until he’s forced to.  Now come with me, Ripper, I’ve got a plan.”  She knew her husband’s temper, knew that if he unleashed it on William it would only create a rift between them and it wouldn’t help matters.  William was hurting right now and there was no doubt in her mind that after coming home at four in the morning, staggering drunk, he’d been barely sober enough to have that conversation with Buffy.  She blamed herself in part for telling Buffy to call back during this time.  Of course she wasn’t sure if adding a few hours to it would have made a difference or not and it was because of that she quickly hatched a plan.

“That boy needs a swift kick to his drunken arse and I’m well within my rights to give it to him for speaking to a lady like that.”

“Put a lid on it, Rupert and just trust me before you give yourself a coronary.”

She ignored his grumbling until they reached the lower level of the house and went inside his study.

“Whatever it takes, we need to convince Buffy to come to here.  William isn’t capable right now of seeing reason.  But if he SEES Buffy, that might change.  Once he sees she’s come all the way here to talk with him, surely he’ll know that she cares for him and he’ll come around.”

“That’s a splendid idea, dear.  Bloody brilliant!”  

“I know.”  She gave him a smug look.  “I’m going to call her right now but I want you handy in case I can’t convince her.”

“What makes you think I could convince her if you can’t?”

“Because.”  She snuggled up against him on the loveseat.  “You have that certain, British charm that when you choose to pour in on, makes a woman all weak and willing to do your bidding.”

“Ahem, well, erhm, yes.  I suppose you’re quite right.”  He blushed and wrapped his arms around her.  “After this call, what say you to going upstairs with me to see if I can, ahem, charm your pants off, perhaps?”

“Why Rupert, dear.”  She took a moment to nibble behind his ear.  “I believe that’s the dirtiest thing you’ve ever said to me.”

~~~*~~~

Now her tears fell freely.  This was her punishment, this is what she deserved.  The old Buffy would have gotten angry, said ‘fuck it’ or rather ‘fuck you’.  Well, she didn’t care if he didn’t believe her.  She’d make him believe.  How she was going to accomplish that since it was clear he didn’t want to talk to her, she didn’t know.  Once she got herself together, she’d call Anya and ask her advice.

“Boy, that’ll be a first,” she said to no one in particular then chuckled.  Anya would be shocked but she knew she could count on her for advice.  Her friend had been right every single time when it came to William.  If only she’d listened to her she could have avoided this whole mess.

Grabbing another cup of coffee, she looked at the clock and knew it was too early to call.  Maybe she would go jogging to kill some time.  Yes, that always helped clear her mind and lift her mood.

Hopping off the chair, she intended to see if the Sunday paper had made it in her driveway yet when the phone suddenly rang.  The caller ID read ‘Giles, Rupert’ and she wondered if it was William calling her back?

“Hello?” she asked; her voice full of hope.

“It’s Jenny.  I was wondering how things went?”  She couldn’t let on that she knew they hadn’t.

“Oh.  Uhmm, not too well.  He...  William hung up on me twice.  I don’t blame him, Jenny.  I’d hang up on me, too.”

“You’re being far too harsh on yourself dear.  Now I want you to listen to me for a moment and don’t speak until I’m finished.  Can you do that for me?”

“Yeah, I guess so.”  She was perplexed over the request but the woman had been kind to her so naturally she’d listen to whatever she had to say.”

“You see...”

~~~*~~~

Looking out the airplane’s small window at Heathrow on the ground, Buffy let out a tired, ragged breath.  She didn’t need any convincing to come to England.  In fact, she should have thought of it herself. After calling Anya to tell her what she was doing and ask to cover for her at the gallery, she ran some errands, made some more calls, packed her bags and was on the plane that very night by six thirty.  Now it was Monday evening nearing seven o’clock London time and she felt like she was ready to collapse from exhaustion.

She tried to sleep on the plane but her thoughts kept wandering to the shocking news she’d received when Jenny told her of the drinking binge William was on.  His Aunt and Uncle were concerned and wanted to put a stop to it.  And that’s where she came in.  They were counting on her to accomplish that.  As if she needed any more pressure?  They meant well, of course, but she truly began to worry about him as well and what it was going to take for her to get through to him.  If he’d been drinking nearly everyday, then he wouldn’t be in any shape to have a conversation.  

Meanwhile, Jenny dragged Rupert along with her to the airport.  He was going to send a car to pick Buffy up but Jenny insisted that it wasn’t polite, given the circumstances, to have her greeted by a complete stranger.

They only knew that she was a petite blonde with green eyes and much to Rupert’s embarrassment, his wife made a poster board with ‘Buffy’ written in huge letters with pink highlighter so she was sure to find them.  And it didn’t take long, not with the way she held the sign in front of her as the passengers came through the gate.

A very tired and gaunt looking girl approached them, giving them a half smile.

“Buffy?”  Jenny asked cautiously.  When the small girl nodded, she stepped forward and embraced her.  Her aura and her touch told Jenny everything she needed to know.  The tired looking woman in her arms was deeply in love with William... and equally distraught.  Releasing her and stepping back, Rupert came forward with an outstretched hand.

“I’m Rupert Giles but please, call me Giles.”  

“It’s very nice to finally meet you both.”  Placing her hand in his, he gave it a courteous kiss.

“Let’s get your bags, shall we?”

Buffy didn’t say much until they were finally in the car and on the road.  Jenny sat in the front seat with her husband while she sat in the back, looking out the window.

“Is William home right now?”

The couple exchanged a knowing glance at one another before Rupert looked in his rear view mirror at Buffy and answered her question.

“No, my dear, I’m afraid he isn’t.  He’s... out on his usual rounds.”  He watched her nod sadly and slump lower into the seat.  That’s the way she remained, looking sad, tired and defeated the rest of the trip home.

Rupert carried her bags and walked ahead of the two women, giving them some privacy.  Jenny was better at relating to her American brethren and a warmer person than he was.  How he ever had the good fortune to have her fall in love and marry him he’d never know.

“There’s a room prepared for you in the North wing.  It has its own bathroom and if there’s anything you need, just pick up the phone.”

“When can I see him?”  

“He won’t be home until very late.  Early morning to be honest and even then, I’m not so sure that’s a good time for you to talk to him.  Tomorrow afternoon might be best, once he’s awake and... sober.”  Buffy nodded then fell silent.  Her heart went out to blonde when she felt how badly Buffy wanted to see him now.  “You should try and get some sleep.  You’ve had a long flight and the jet lag will have caught up with you before you know it.”

“You’re right.  I really could use some rest.”

“If you’re hungry, just dial one to reach the kitchen and tell them what you would like.  They’ll bring it to you.”

“Thank you.”  She offered her a weak smile.  “I really do appreciate you inviting me here, especially when you didn’t have to.”  

“Here we are then.”  Rupert set down her luggage and opened the door to her room.  He waited for the women to walk through first and then carried the bags to the edge of the bed before bidding them farewell, leaving them alone again.

“Buffy, I’m serious when I say if there’s anything you need, please don’t hesitate to pick up the phone.  Press seven and tell them you’re trying to reach me and they’ll patch you through.  This is a big house and you might get lost if you try to find me yourself.  I usually go to bed around ten but if you can’t sleep or need to talk, I’m here.”  

She gave her another hug and then left her to rest, praying she would but sensing it wouldn’t happen.

Once the door closed, Buffy glanced around the room and then at her bags.  She was almost too tired to sleep if it were possible.  Their home was huge beyond comprehension, the room she was staying in double the size of her own bedroom.  But her current mood didn’t allow for her to appreciate it.

She felt grungy from her long trip and the thought of taking a hot shower right now was so inviting that she went to her luggage and began to unpack.  She didn’t bring much because she honestly didn’t know how long she would be staying.  It wasn’t that she was being presumptuous in that William would take her back as soon as he saw her and they would be on the next flight out.  Quite the contrary.  Her gut told her that more than likely, harsh words were going to be flung before they ever got to ‘actual’ talking.  

When she’d packed her bags yesterday, it was at the very last minute.  The better part of her day had to be spent making flight arrangements, taking care of personal business and then phoning her closest friends, the longest of which conversations was with Willow since she had no knowledge of her involvement with William at all.  And even then she didn’t relay all the details.  She felt if she told her everything about her unique situation, it would be like talking behind his back and she wouldn’t do that to him.

After her shower, she lay on the bed, shut her eyes and tried to sleep.  But after an hour or so it was no use.  She got up and paced the room, rearranged her things at least twice, laid down, got up to pace the room some more, tried laying down again... it was a vicious cycle that eventually had her stir crazy.  She wanted to see William now, not later. 

She sighed and paced some more, becoming agitated that tomorrow wasn’t getting here soon enough.  That’s when she heard a soft knock on her door.  She walked over and opened it without asking who it was.

“Can’t sleep?”  Jenny was ready to retire for the evening but she wanted to check in on Buffy.

“No.  I’m so tired I can’t and my brain won’t, I don’t know... shut off.  I can’t stop thinking about him, worrying that...  I’m not sure what to say to him and I’m, I’m so scared and...  God, I’m babbling to you like I would to a best friend right now and we don’t even really know each other.  I’m making a complete fool of myself because I can’t even shut up.”  Jenny waited a second and then smiled.

“Oh, Buffy.  It’s no wonder William loves you.  Come here.”  She walked to the bed and sat down.  “Sit with me.”  Buffy sat down, looking like a child who’d been caught doing something really embarrassing.  Turning towards her, she took both her hands in hers.  “You’re not going to rest until you’ve seen him.  Are you?”

No, she really wasn’t.  “It’s not that I won’t, it’s that I can’t.”  The older woman nodded in understanding.

“In which case I’ll help you as best as I can.  There are three pubs that we know of that he frequents and chances are you’ll find him in one of them.  I can arrange for a driver to take you to each and to stay with you until you’re ready to come back.”

Buffy’s eyes went wide.  “You’d do that?”

“It goes against my better judgment but yes, I will.  Just remember that when you find him, he’ll probably be drunk and you can’t listen to what he says while he’s like that.”   Buffy nodded her head vigorously.  “I can’t stress enough how important it is to remember that.  Whatever he says... you need to let it go.”

“I will, I promise.  I expect it to be honest.”

“Good.  One more thing.  If you can, try and bring him home with you?”  

“I will.”  She would ignore everything he said if he would just come back with her.  At least here, he would sleep off the alcohol and then she could get some sleep knowing he was here and not out there.

~~~~~~~~~~~~

The first pub she went to, Buffy was glad not to find William in.  It was dark and overcrowded with a rowdy looking bunch.  She knew better than to be judgmental of what certain people’s ideas were of a good time, but a fight had broke out right before she left and the thought of him getting into a fight while drunk was unnerving.

The driver who was taking her around London tonight was both extremely nice and helpful, an Irish fellow by the name of Doyle.  He knew what Buffy’s mission was and insisted that he go in with her to at least two of the pubs because he knew they could get ‘rough’ at times and would feel responsible should anything happen to her.  She said she’d be fine but he insisted and made a good point when he told her an extra set of eyes couldn’t hurt in her search.

“Is this the other pub?  The other not-so-nice one?”

“No.  This one is nothing to worry about.  It’s always busy but the crowd it draws requires...”  Doyle rubbed his fingers together to indicate money was needed in order to party here.

“Got it.  I’ll be back.”  Stepping out of the car after Doyle opened her door, he caught her attention before she walked away.

“I don’t mean to be rude or imply that you can’t take care of yourself, but if you’re not back in fifteen minutes I’ll be coming in to find you.”

She touched his arm and smiled warmly.  “Thank you, Doyle.”

He tipped his driver’s hat at her.  “Master William is very lucky to have a woman who cares for him the way you do.”  Inside, he couldn’t help the bad feeling he got over what might happen when she found him.  As the family’s driver, he knew William could be quite the belligerent ass when he’d been drinking and the girl he was escorting around town tonight was obviously overtired, stressed and in his opinion, she was in no shape to handle the drunken Brit she was sure to come across.

Making her way inside, she could see it was a much nicer establishment than the first one.  Unfortunately, it was really crowded.  She walked close to the walls and scanned the crowd as best she could.  A few minutes into her search and she was ready to get Doyle to come in and help her look.  The task was near impossible as people kept moving around and she realized William could be too.  It was too big a place for her to try and cover on her...  Oh my God!

There he was, sitting at the bar but his appearance was not what she expected at all.  He wasn’t in his usual all black outfit; just blue jeans and a grey T-shirt.  His hair was grown out, too.  The tips were still bleached and the amount of new growth gave him a disheveled look.  It appeared like he hadn’t combed it in a week.  And he was wearing... glasses?  As she neared him from the side, she could see he had hard liquor in a glass and he wouldn’t hold still.  His body was doing that drunken sway like he had no control over it.  Time for you to come home.

She walked right up to him and stood there, waiting for him to notice her, waiting for him to say something first and bracing herself for whatever that might be.

William set his glass down and glanced to his right.  There was a pretty girl in red standing next to him.  He blinked through his haze at her, looked away then glanced back at her when she didn’t walk away.

“Bloody hell!  How much have I had to drink?” he asked himself as he dragged unfocused eyes from his drink to the girl and back again.  “`M fuckin’ hallucinatin’.”

“Apparently way too much.”  Okay, she was dealing with an extremely drunk William as she could see his eyes were glazed and bloodshot.

“Since when do hallucinations talk?”  Was he really seeing what, or who he thought he was?

“I’m not a hallucination, William.  I’m really here.”

“Was afraid `f that.”  At first he thought his eyes were playing tricks on him, but now he knew.  Buffy was here, in England.  He could hardly believe she was here, especially after the things he’d said to her.  “Go home, Buffy.”  He couldn’t deal with her right now.  Not while he was getting pissed.

Well, this isn’t going to be easy.  She sat down on the stool next to him and watched him take a sizeable gulp from his glass, leaving less than a swallow in the bottom.  The bartender came over and was about to refill the glass when she placed her hand over it and shook her head at him.  He nodded knowingly and backed off.  This earned a hard glare from William when he turned towards her.

“Since when the bloody hell did you turn into my mum?”

She kept her tone even.  “Somebody needs to.  You’ve been hitting the bottle for the last two weeks non stop.”

“And whose fault is that?”  He looked at her accusingly while raising an eyebrow.

She quickly placed a rein on her temper and remembered what Jenny said.  “William... I’m sorry.  I really am.  I never set out to hurt you.”  She could tell he didn’t believe her, whether drunk or not.

“You need to find a new tune to sing, cuz that one’s gettin’ old, pet.”

“Right now, you’re way too drunk for us to have a conversation.”  She gave him a serious look and hoped he’d see reason.  “It’s time to go home.”  He shook his head at her.

“Not bloody well ready to leave yet, so sod off.”  He waived a hand towards the door.  Bringing his glass to his lips, he intended to drink the remainder of his whiskey when it was snatched out of his hand.

“We’re leaving.  NOW!”  This was enough; she couldn’t stand by and let him do this to himself.

Now he saw red and reacted by standing up so fast he knocked the barstool over.  He got right in her face, noticing she hadn’t moved from where she was, never even flinched at him.  The bird actually thought she was going to make him go home right now?  As if he were some child?

“What part `f `m fed up with you didn’ you understand?  We’re through, pet.”  He backed up and not so much because of the look on her face but because he couldn’t bloody well focus unless he did, glasses or not.

“I’m not leaving here without you.”

He turned to the bartender who was still standing near them, wiping down the counter.  “Can you believe this?” he tilted his head towards Buffy when the guy looked up.  “Gave the bird a few good shags and now she thinks she’s my wife.”  He laughed, thinking it was bloody hilarious.

The bartender looked at Buffy who rolled her eyes.  He gave her a curt nod, indicating he knew to ignore the drunk’s comments.

William picked up the barstool and sat back down.  “You can sit here all night if you want to.  `S not gonna change my mind.”  She crossed her arms, her expression one of unwavering determination.  Bloody hell, she IS gonna stay!  That was his girl, stubborn to the bitter end.  But he really couldn’t deal with her right now; he needed to get rid of her.  “And for the record... you weren’ that great a shag.”

That got her a little fired up enough to answer before she could stop herself.  “Yeah and that’s why you kept coming back.”

“The only reason I came back was cuz your money is jus’ as green as all the other birds I’ve done.”  Oh yeah, that got her right where it counted.  He could see the pain lying just beneath the shock in her face.  “What?  You actually be-LIEVED all that prattle I fed you?  Christ, pet, you really are daft.”

“You know you don’t mean that.”  He’s drunk, he’s just drunk.  But God the things he was saying it hurt like hell and she tried not to let it show.

“Really?” he asked as if she should know better.  “`S that what you think?”  

She watched him hop off the bar stool and come towards her.  He took off his glasses and she recognized the seductive gleam in his eye as he placed a hand on each of her knees.  Her brain tried to tell her she should have pushed him away when he spread them enough to move in really close, but she was frozen.  She never even realized she was holding her breath.

He turned on the charm and placed his lips next to her ear.  Sliding his fingertips slowly up and down one arm while the other found her hip, he whispered, “DON’T. Think. Jus’ feel. Tha’s all you gotta do. Jus’ leave your thoughts behind, baby, jus’ for tonight. Jus’ feel me, be WITH me.”   He backed away to find her eyes closed.  “Ever wonder how I REALLY remembered sayin’ that to you?”  

His question brought her attention back from what he’d just done.  He’d said that the morning they’d made love at his place, he said it was because he memorized every precious moment she’d ever given him.

“`S cuz you’re not the only one I’ve ever used it on.”  

She felt crushed the second he said it, knew the hurt was written all over her face and this time she couldn’t hide it.  

He smirked at her obvious pain.  “Yeah.  Works every time.”

She felt so broken she couldn’t speak, couldn’t form words.  Nodding her head as if to say ‘you win’, she stood, turned her back to him and started walking away.

“Oh and by the way, pet?”  He waited until she stood still.  “You still owe me for the last two shags I gave you at my place.”

Her eyes closed for a moment in order to gather her bearings before she resumed walking.  She knew what he’d said was said while drunk and in anger.  But that didn’t stop it from hurting any less.

She disappeared from view and he turned back to his empty glass.  Picking it up, he turned it from side to side and stared at it, his eyes welling up with tears.  “Ain’ love grand?”
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When Jenny explained what Buffy was attempting to do this evening and that she had helped her, Rupert became upset.  The girl should have been discouraged at all costs because, in his opinion, crossing paths with a drunken William held too much potential to end in disaster.  He felt strongly about this after having witnessed his nephew inebriated one night.  Rupert had wandered down to the kitchen for a late-night snack and found William sitting at the table, talking to an invisible Buffy and the things that came out of his mouth were fouler than the stench of the alcohol oozing out of his pores.  He never bothered to tell Jenny of this and so, after their discussion when she’d gone to bed, Rupert chose to remain awake until Miss Summers returned.  He simply wasn’t going to rest until he saw the young girl for himself to be sure she was all right.  

Grabbing a book, he settled himself inside the den where he could see Buffy walk by on her way to the stairs, hoping he wouldn’t have long to wait and that she was unsuccessful in her search for his nephew.  

~~~*~~~

She thanked God when Doyle pulled up to the main entrance of the Giles residence.  All Buffy wanted was to get inside and hurry back to her room so she could allow the tears she’d held at bay on the ride home to fall.  

She never made it.  

As soon as Doyle bid her goodnight and the door closed between them, the salty liquid ran down her cheeks while tiny whimpers choked her throat uncontrollably.

Rupert snapped his book shut upon hearing voices coming from the main entrance of the house, knowing it could only be Doyle seeing Buffy safely inside.  He cocked his head to the side and rose from his chair.  The noise of the heavy wooden door clicking shut was immediately followed by the soft sounds of what he could only guess was crying.

Slow, steady footsteps were making their way closer to the doorway of the den where he stood, and with it, the distress in her voice increased, confirming his earlier suspicions of what might happen if she found William.  What he witnessed when the young woman finally came into view tore at his heart.  

She sat down on the staircase, buried her head in her hands and broke down bawling pitifully, her back shaking from the gut wrenching sobs that wracked her tiny body.  Whatever words were exchanged between the couple must have been horrible indeed for her to be crying that hard.  It didn’t matter to him who was to blame, which one of them or even if both had behaved badly towards the other, seeing a lady in a state such as this was too much for the gentleman in him to bear witness to.      

The light pressure of a hand touching her shoulder caused Buffy to look up in surprise.  She didn’t think anyone was awake and when she saw who it was, she wanted to crawl in a hole and die.

“I’m sorry.”  She frantically wiped at her eyes but it was of no use.  Between the lack of sleep and her encounter with William, her emotions had demanded release.  “I wasn’t aware you, *hiccup*, you were awake.”  He took a step back and held out his hand, his kind face so full of concern it caused fresh tears to spring in her eyes.

“Please... come with me.”  He gently led her by the elbow into the den and sat her down, waiting to speak until she was sufficiently calmed down.

“I cannot tell you how very, very sorry I am for the predicament you two have found yourselves in.”  Her tear stained cheeks and the occasional sniffles that hiccupped in her throat made her appearance almost child-like.

“It was... *hiccup*, just the alcohol talking.”  She said this to herself, kept telling herself this after leaving the pub, trying to ignore the tug of doubt that said once inhibitions were lowered, a drunk was prone to speak the truth.   

“Though he is not without his faults, I can assure you... William IS a good man.” 

A good man.  If she didn’t know it already, her dreams were a nightly reminder.  

“You know,” he began, hoping to cheer her up if only a little.  “He told me all about you a day or so after his arrival in England.”

“Oh, God,” she groaned, covering her face.  She so did not want to hear this.

“Now, now, my dear,” he patted her hand.  “Allow me to finish.  Although he claims to have, as he put it EVER so eloquently,” he rolled his eyes in a tiresome fashion.  “Met mules that were less stubborn than you, the woman he described you to be sounded to me as nothing less than... perfect.”  He glanced to the side, brow furrowed as if remembering something.  “Yes.  I do believe that is the word I recall him saying.”    

The small bubble of laughter she let out over William’s analogy of her was short lived as Giles finished.  She remembered times, specific instances when William told her that, that she was perfect, but to say that to his Uncle?  After everything that had happened?  It was a contradiction to his present attitude, drunk or not.

“I don’t understand why he said that but I can tell you he doesn’t believe it.  At least not anymore... trust me.”  Oh my God!  Although she knew this was an Uncle and not his father, she swore when Giles raised an eyebrow in challenge, it was just like looking at William.

“My point is,” he continued.  “I believe he still cares for you... loves you.  If he didn’t, then what other reason would he have for going out every night?”  She looked at him confused.  “Am I making any sense to you?”

“I think so.”  It wasn’t a good thing William was out getting drunk but if it was because he still loved her...  “But it could also be because he’s trying to forget.”  

“It is possible,” he agreed.  “But not probable.  Not unless he has changed so much that I do not know my own nephew any more.”

But he wasn’t the man Giles knew anymore.  Lorne told her all about the man his Uncle knew.  And aside from a few core principles, William was a different person now.  The experience of being an escort was enough to change any man.  She wanted to say something but then Giles might ask questions she had no right to answer so she nodded rather than respond.

Sensing some discomfort on her part, he redirected the conversation.  “You don’t have to believe me, my dear, that’s not what matters.”  Taking his glasses off, he set them aside and leaned forward to rest his elbows on his knees.  “The only thing that’s important is that you both need closure.”

“Yes,” she replied weakly.  They certainly did.

“Whether it means resolving your differences so you can salvage your relationship or you agree to disagree and...”  He extended his arm with an outward sweep rather than finish the sentence for fear of upsetting her even more than she was already.  

“You’re right.”  As much as she didn’t want to think about it, there was always a chance that William wouldn’t take her back... no matter how long they talked or what she said.  She didn’t want to believe it, but that didn’t make it any less possible. 

“I do hope that you haven’t allowed tonight’s happenings to taint your feelings about having come here?”  He didn’t think so but wanted to hear her say it.

She shook her head.  “No.”  Looking him in the eyes, she told him in a voice full of certainty.  “I love him.  And that’s never going to change.”  

His mouth curled up at the corners.  “Very good, then.”  Her expression alone answered his question before she ever said it. 

He smiled warmly at her, making his blue eyes stand out.  There was a shade’s difference between his and William’s, but the twinkle in them was the same.  This was a gentle man with a big heart... much like her William.

“You really should get some rest now, my dear.”  She agreed, allowing him to escort her to the bottom of the stairs.  As he bid her goodnight, he could only hope that the repercussions of this evening’s events weren’t so bad as to destroy any chance the young couple stood.

~~~*~~~

The next afternoon...

He was angry with Lorne for having given Buffy his Uncle’s number, angry with Buffy for having shown up with her apologies, angry with his Aunt and Uncle because she never would have found him without their help, but right now, most of all... he was angry at the stranger who was currently staring back at him from the bathroom mirror.

Rummaging through several drawers until he found what he was searching for, he glanced one last time at the bloke in front of him.  His sudden laughter came out like a madman’s, the maniacal sound of it bouncing off the walls to ring in his ears, infuriating him until it gave way to tears.  Pulling his fist back, he landed a powerful punch to his reflection, cracking the mirror and causing blood to trickle from his injured knuckles down onto the floor.  

Closing his eyes, he took several deep breaths, trying to still the shaking of his overwrought nerves.  When at last he opened them, he looked to the multiple images of the man within the broken shards... and turned the clippers on.

Gone was the black leather duster, the dark clothes, the contact lenses and now gone were the bleached tips, the last sign that Spike ever existed.  He wasn’t so daft as to believe he could escape his past by changing his appearance or that it couldn’t come back to haunt him either.  Seeing Buffy last night was proof enough of that.  Whether she knew it or not, she’d helped him realize that nothing would ever change what he’d already done to achieve his dream of owning Grisanti’s or the events that occurred along the way.  He should thank her actually, if it didn’t mean having to face her again.  

He grimaced as he recalled what he’d said to her last night.  At the time, it pleased him in a sadistic, self gratifying way to watch her suffer, to make her hurt just as badly as he was, to gaze upon her pretty features with pleasure as they twisted with sorrow over his anger filled lies that she meant nothing to him.  But as he watched her walk away that’s when he knew... the only one he’d managed to fool was himself.  

He loved her... more than anything and with every fiber in his being... he still loved her.

~~~*~~~

Despite her body’s yearning for more sleep, when Buffy woke before noon she ignored it and chose to get up, shower then go downstairs in search of something to occupy her time.  More than likely William wouldn’t be awake at this hour, not if he’d continued drinking after she left the pub last night.  It made her sick to her stomach just thinking about it.  He couldn’t keep this up forever.  Even he knew he had to come back home eventually to take care of Grisanti’s.  She sighed as she reached the bottom of the stairs.    

“Buffy.”  Jenny called to her from the den the moment she saw her.  Waiting until the blonde made her way into the room, she asked.  “Did you get enough sleep?”  Given the circumstances, she was surprised to see her up so early... not so surprised to see her eyes were slightly puffy.  Rupert had told her over breakfast about the condition Buffy came home in last night and also asked that his wife not interfere with things, saying that the couple needed to talk but it would happen in its own time and when they were ready. 

“Yes.”  She tried to act as chipper as she could.  “I needed to get up, get some fresh air.”

“Fresh air.”  She nodded.  “I think that’s exactly what you need.  If you’re feeling up to it, how would you like to go to town with me for a few hours?  We could grab some lunch and then do some shopping?”

“Shopping?”  She smiled brightly when Jenny winked.  “Now that’s something I could never say no to.”  

“Serious shopping.  We’ll buy tons of things we don’t need and then watch Rupert clean his glasses after we tell him how much we spent.”  That got a chuckle out of the girl.  

“Sounds like a plan to me.”  Getting away from the house and having her attention diverted for awhile sounded wonderful.  Her problems weren’t going to go away, but if she could push them aside for even an hour or two, clear her head, she would hopefully be in a better frame of mind.  And hopefully William would be in his right mind and willing to talk by then.

“It’s settled then.  I’ll have Doyle bring the car around in ohhhhh, say, fifteen minutes?  Is that enough time for you to get ready?”

“Why wait?  All I need is my purse.”

“I like the way you think.”  She stood and threw the newspaper she’d been reading down.  “Let’s go then, I can hear Harrods calling my name.”

~~~*~~~

“Good Lord!  What in the name of Her Majesty have you done to your hair?  Or should I say lack thereof?”

William shrugged at Rupert’s look of astonishment then ran a hand over his new brush-cut.  “Jus’ felt like it.”  He made sure to conceal the hand he used to assault the mirror with, not wanting to explain the how’s and why’s his Uncle was sure to ask if he saw.

“And you didn’t see fit to have a barber cut it for you?”

“You can tell?”  Huh, he didn’t think it looked half bad.  Rupert shook his head back and forth, chuckling.  Seeing that kind of reaction made him start to laugh as well.  Yes, he was still upset that his Uncle had something to do with Buffy being here, but what difference did it make?  She was here and that was that.  His only concern now was how to get her to leave.

When the laughter finally ceased, Rupert waved a hand at the empty chair next to him.

“Tea?”

“Could use some I s’pose.”  As he sat down to the table in the center of the large kitchen, the memories of spending countless hours in here with Jean Philippe came back to him.  This was still his favorite room in the whole house, the place he felt most comfortable, the place that reminded him he should be at his restaurant right now... not here.  “Where’s Uncle Jean?”  He noted it was quarter to five.  The chef was normally here bustling about in preparation for dinner which was always served at six.     

“I believe he’s still at the market, most likely getting himself worked up over the produce.”  Both men shared a chuckle of mutual understanding over the fickle Frenchman and the tirades he’d throw if a tomato wasn’t ‘firm’ or ‘ripe’ enough.

“He never did trust the staff to do his shoppin’ for him.”  A servant quickly brought a place setting for him and made sure he had everything he needed before returning to her duties.  He’d never seen her before but the fact she was about Buffy’s age, had blonde hair and green eyes reminded him of her.  God he needed a drink. 

William stared at his tea as if deep in thought, continuing to stir it long after the sugar had dissolved.  Rupert knew he had to say something.  He didn’t want the lad to harbor any resentment towards Jenny or himself concerning Buffy’s presence here in the house.

“William?”

“Yes?”

“Though I’m sure you do not want to discuss the matter of Buffy being here at the estate, there are a few things I feel inclined to mention.”

Bloody fuckin’ hell!  He should have known they never would have allowed her to stay at a hotel.  Great!  Not only was she in England but she was somewhere here in the house right now.  God only knew if she was currently on the hunt for him, so the sooner he let his Uncle have his say, the sooner he could head downtown to avoid her.  And this time, he’d pick a pub where no one would find him.  “Had a feelin’ you would.”  

“Right.  Ahem,” he cleared his throat.  “First and foremost, I do not need to guess things went badly last night considering Buffy came home in tears.”

William lowered his eyes to the table, exhaling loudly through his nose.  No bloody surprise there.  Oh well, it was done now and he couldn’t take it back.  

“It was upsetting to see her like that but I also feel it was a poor decision on her part in trying to find you at that hour.”  He paused.  “I want you to understand something.  Your Aunt and I did not invite Buffy here to... harass you, nor do we take pleasure by meddling in your personal affairs.  Please do forgive us, William, we only acted out of concern.”  

William had no other response but to give him a single nod, knowing Rupert spoke the truth.  He could count on one hand the number of times his Uncle had ever interfered in his business and of course it was always because he thought it was for the best.  And as luck, or his luck would have it, the older man’s track record for being correct was flawless.

Rupert took his glasses off to pinch the bridge of his nose tightly for a few seconds before leaning his elbows on the table.  

“You still love her... don’t you?”  

It wasn’t a question to be taken at face value.  The way Rupert posed the inquiry made it clear he was not only stating it as fact, but also daring William to deny it.  “Yes,” he conceded.  It always amazed him how easily his Uncle saw through him, could read him, and he didn’t possess any 'abilities' like those of his Aunt or Lorne.  

“Then why push her away?”  

`Cuz she bloody well scares me, tha’s why.  And, deep down he was afraid... of himself, of his love for her, of the possibility he’d give in, take her back like he wanted to so very badly and then forever be afraid that if he did, she might break his heart all over again.

William either couldn’t or wouldn’t give him an answer, so he pressed. “Would it be so terribly difficult for you to sit down with the girl in a civil manner and hear what she flew all the way out here to tell you?”  

He shrugged, feigning indifference.  “She jus’ wants to clear her guilty conscience.  Tha’s all.”  It was easier to believe that than to allow himself to feel any hope.  

“Ppfff,” he scoffed.  “You and I both know you don’t believe that rubbish.”

“Doesn’ matter what I believe.  The chit’s always lookin’ for somethin’ to go wrong so she can take off runnin’.  Well, `m not in the mood to be left behind anymore jus’ cuz she’s scared of gettin’ hurt from bein’ in a relationship.”

“My God, man!  Do you even hear yourself?” he asked flabbergasted.  “However true that MAY have been, it is certainly not the case now.  She wouldn’t have placed herself in such a vulnerable position as to fly all the way out here to see you just...”  He laid on the sarcasm and raised an eyebrow.  “... to clear a guilty conscience.”  

“What do you want me to say... that I’ll hear her out?  Fine!  And when I don’ take her back, what will you want then?”  

“Oh, good heavens, you’re missing the point entirely.  To put it simply, it’s apparent for anyone to see that she has overcome this... fear you claim she had.  And now that she has, you’re unwilling to accept it,” he said pointedly.   “I strongly advise you to consider what you stand to lose.  The question you must ask yourself is do you really want to throw away this chance at love by falling victim to your own insecurities?”

Had she?  Had she finally let go of everything that prevented her from loving him?  And did he?  Did he want to lose forever the woman he loved because he refused to see it?

“Think about what I said.”  Rupert stood and patted William’s shoulder in fatherly fashion.  “For both your sakes.”  

His Uncle walked off, leaving him alone with his thoughts, thoughts and questions for which he didn’t have the energy or inclination to mull over right now.  Now was the time to leave the house before Buffy could find him.  Leave the house and his problems behind to go out and just... forget for awhile.      

~~~*~~~

“To shop is heavenly, to spend outrageous amounts of money...*sigh*... divine,” Jenny smiled when Buffy giggled at her quip.  It made her feel good to know the girl had enjoyed their outing and of course, she was mindful not to mention anything that would remind Buffy of William and why she was here.  The young woman needed the opportunity this afternoon provided to set her troubles aside, allow her mind to rest and to regroup emotionally. 

“I think we wore out every sales lady on Bond Street,” Buffy joked as they pulled their bags from the trunk of the car.   

Both women were content to carry their own things rather than have Doyle do it for them.  He bounded ahead of them to get the door as they continued to laugh and joke all the way inside the house.  

He was two steps away from the bottom of the stairs, on his way out for the evening when the front doors opened.  Bugger!  William went rigid when he saw his Aunt and Buffy giggling like a pair of old friends.  Was it too much to ask that they wouldn’t notice him?

Buffy’s laughter died on her lips suddenly, causing Jenny to look in the direction of her stare to find the cause.  There was a moment’s pause before she found her voice, recognizing the need to leave the couple alone.

“Well,” she turned to Buffy.  “I need to put these bags away and freshen up for dinner.”  

Buffy was stunned and not from the obvious change in William’s hair, it was just the fact that he was standing there, staring right back at her.  “Huh?”  She managed to tear her gaze away when Jenny grabbed her hand and gave it a quick squeeze.

“I’ll see you later.”  She gave Buffy a meaningful look and squeezed her hand again before letting go.  Walking up to her nephew, she planted a kiss to his cheek and commented on his hair cut before excusing herself, noting his eyes were fixed on Buffy, who, was still standing there, frozen from the unexpected sight of him.

It took Buffy a few seconds after Jenny left to gather her nerve.  She willed her feet to move, feeling scared but at the same time relieved to see him, hoping and praying he would talk to her.  One step at a time, she slowly made her way, stopping when she was five feet in front of him.

“Hi.”  

Her voice came out hesitant and soft, but it was enough to snap him out of his daze as if she’d shouted. 

“Thought I told you to go home.”  He settled on an icy greeting, one he hoped would send her packing.

She’d braced herself for just this kind of comment and though it stung, she was determined to brush it off. “Not until we talk.”

Stubborn bint, he thought when she stood her ground.  “There’s nothin’ left to say.”

“Like hell there isn’t.”  She set her bags aside and settled her hands on her hips.  “Maybe you have nothing left to say.  But I do.”  

“Save your breath, Goldilocks.  `M not interested.”  He rolled his eyes when she didn’t crumble, figures.  Well, since she was here, maybe it was best to get it over with now, let her say her peace so he could finally get some for himself.  He leaned against the railing.  “Tell you what.  If tha’s what it’s goin’ to take for you to leave me the bloody hell alone... then start talkin’.”  He glanced at his watch.  “I’ll give you three minutes since I’ve more important places to be than here, listenin’ to-”

“Oh-my-God, William, what happened?”  When he checked the time, she was alarmed to see a series of tiny cuts littering his knuckles.  She instinctually reached for his hand but he jerked it away, recoiling from her touch as if it were pure poison and even proceeded to back up several steps, his face tight.  To see that, to watch him put distance between them when at one time he couldn’t keep his hands off her made her heart ache beyond what she’d thought possible.  “Sorry.  I-I was jus’... I’m sorry... for... everything.”

“You can stop apologizin’ any time, pet, `m not daft.  You’re sorry, I get it.”  No way was he going to allow her to touch him.  If he did then he might be the one to crumble.  

“But you don’t believe me.”  

He chuckled at this.  “Oh, I believe you alright, I believe you mean every one of your bloody apologies.  `M jus’ not acceptin’ them.”  Shaking his head, he gave her his reason.  “Too much has been said and done.”

It was frustrating her to no end that she couldn’t get through to him.  “Look, I didn’t come all the way here just to have things end like this.”  Now he was irritating the shit out of her when his expression went from amusement to that of complete disinterest, as if he wasn’t paying the slightest bit of attention to what she was saying.

He smirked and tilted his head while informing her.  “Sorry you wasted your time.”  It pleased him to see he was beginning to push her buttons.  With any luck, she’d give up, proving his Uncle wrong for once. 

“Erghh, you can be such a...”  She stopped herself from finishing that sentence and closed her eyes momentarily; she didn’t want this to turn into an argument.  “Look, I may as well start by saying that at Lorne’s Halloween party when I spo-”

“Listen, Buffy,” he interrupted.  “There’s no need to rehash the past, I was there, remember?  I know what happened.”

“Fine,” she said, exhausted, unable to keep her voice from conveying just how tired she still felt.  He had a point, a good one she knew she couldn’t disagree with.  “You’re right.”  What she needed to focus on was the reason behind why she was standing here in the first place... because she loved him.  

He noticed the subtle change in her demeanor, recognized that she was honestly agreeing with him, bolstering his confidence that this is where she would leave the subject... leave it, leave him and leave England.  But the relief was short lived when he realized exactly where it was she was going to go next in this conversation he was so briefly convinced was over.  He never knew just how bloody scared this woman could make him.  Her shoulders sagged as if weary but the strength behind the moss green beauty of her eyes paralyzed him, even as he held tight to his resolve.

Taking a deep, calming breath, she spoke.  “You can give me any look you choose, act however you want, throw all the words you want at me you feel necessary and even choose exactly how to say them... be it sarcastic, cruel or... whatever.”  Her body relaxed even more as she gave in to trust her instincts, allowed her heart to dictate what she said rather than try and think it through or worry over her choice of words and how it sounded to him.  “And none of it will make a difference.  There’s nothing you could do or say that will ever change how I feel.”  She took an unconscious step forward, her voice becoming shaky.  “I love you... so much.  And whether or not you believe me doesn’t make it any less true.”  

It wasn’t until she finished that she understood just how important it was to say this to his face, more important than if she’d spent hours on end and tried a thousand other ways to tell him.  Only the message mattered, not how she could have dressed it up before presenting it.  Whatever happened now... whatever he did was no longer within her control.

He quickly pulled the mask of indifference back over his face.  “Are you finished?”

“Yes.”  

He began clapping, allowing a sardonic smirk to accompany the scornful reply to her heartfelt appeal.

“You know, pet, that was a bloody good speech.”  He chuckled.  “You almost had me convinced.”

“I see,” she said softly and nodded, doing her best to hold herself together.  “So this is how it’s going to be?”  `	

The smile on his lips was traded out for a look that would leave no doubt in her mind as to his answer.  He waited patiently to hear what she would say after she lowered her eyes to the ground and went silent for a moment.

“I’ll be on the next available flight home then and... and I promise to leave you alone.”  She didn’t want to, but what good would it do to stay and fight with him if he was never going to be ready or willing to let her love him?  Looking up at him one last time made her wish she hadn’t.  She felt her heart break a little bit more for the man who folded his arms over his chest in response but not before glancing at his watch again to be sure she understood he was anxious to be on his way as well.  She turned to begin the climb towards her room, seeking solitude right now though knowing there was no solace to be found in it.

He let her get halfway up the stairs before saying anything.

“What?  No goodbye?” he asked as if insulted but inside, he could scarcely believe what he was seeing... his girl was really giving up.  Watching her place a hand on the railing, he held a mental breath as she slowly turned halfway around in order to look at him.  

“No, William... I’ll never be able to say that to you.”

~~~*~~~

At a small table in the back of the pub, William sat alone, his first drink of the evening now warm yet still staring back at him, mocking his ambivalence.  

He’d struggled... hard.  Warred with himself over many things to include leaving the house at all tonight.  The look in her eyes, the conviction in her voice, the waves of emotion that rolled off her body to hit him squarely in the chest... it was already starting to haunt him.

Picking his cigarette up, he took a long drag, savoring the ashen taste as it filled his lungs, watching the smoke furl out from his nose before finally throwing it to the floor, ignoring the ashtray altogether as he crushed it under his boot.  He believed her, believed every word she said, had loved her for saying it and the courage it took to do it.  Bloody hell, it took all the courage he had just to stand there and listen to it.  But he’d done it.  And now here he sat while she was back at the estate, either packing her things or on her way to the airport.

She’d offered her heart to him on a silver platter, allowed her happiness to hang openly in the balance, solely dependant on him.  And what did he do?  At the decisive moment, he pushed... just a little bit more.  Here she’d given him complete control of both their destinies and all he could think to do was push.  He chuckled at this, trying to grasp the concept... Buffy... giving up control... to him, no less.  It all seemed so surreal.  

He looked down at his glass for what must have been the hundredth time tonight.  Water, that once had been ice, sat atop the whiskey, floating on the bed of heavy malt, waiting, wanting it seemed, for that subtlest of movements that would disrupt the symbiotic relationship.  Leaning forward, he tapped a finger to the side of it, watching as the mixture began to swirl, the water slowly mixing to sink and become one with the liquid beneath that held more substance.  

He ‘hmmph’ed.  In an odd sort of way, he could relate, to the ice, the water.  In the days before Buffy, Spike had kept him safe, kept his emotions frozen to protect him from feeling anything at all for anybody while performing ‘a job’.

But it all changed... from the very first night he’d spent with her.  The warmth that was Buffy had effortlessly melted away any and all defenses he could have hoped to use.  And before he knew it, he was drowning in her.  Drowning, sinking, surrounded on all sides by her, wanting to be one with her and her world... just like the two liquids in the glass. 

~~~*~~~

It was mid evening by the time she finished packing, leaving only her personal toiletries out to shower with in the morning and a change of clothes.  The first available flight back to the States wasn’t until nine AM and truthfully, it made no difference to her if it were three days from now or a ‘red eye’ leaving tonight.  She wasn’t in a rush to leave and simply didn’t care if she stayed.  Nothing seemed to matter to her one way or another, not anymore and not without him.  As cliché as it sounded, she’d made her bed and was now laying in it.  

She’d gone straight to her room after their conversation and cried, cried until she ran dry of tears.  She had nothing left to give, nothing left with which to vent her grief.  After that, she slowly slipped into an apathetic state, became detached, numb as she went through the motions of what she had to do... calling the airlines, talking with Jenny and Giles, packing...  

She picked up the two suitcases, one her own, the other Jenny’s which she’d given her in order to take home those things she’d bought earlier that day.  Walking out of her room, she headed down the hallway with the intention of placing her luggage in the foyer for Doyle so he could load them in the car.  As she neared the top landing of the stairs however, her nose picked up the faint smell of... cigarettes?   

There was no one around in the immediate area that she could see and it confused her.  She knew that both Jenny and Giles didn’t smoke and any of the staff that did confined it to a back porch off the kitchen.  Only one person she could think of would dare to smoke in the house, only one person she knew for sure that did smoke, but it couldn’t be him.  He’d gone out, just like he did every night.

Setting the suitcases down, she wandered cautiously past the stairs, down the hallway opposite from where she came, following the trail of nicotine, the odor growing stronger with every step.  She passed rooms to her left and right; first one set then two and three, stopping when the scent became so powerful it stung her nose.  It was coming from the door to her left.  

The sound of footsteps outside his room broke through the silence and his concentration from scribbling in his notebook.  He’d left the pub, never having touched his drink, came back here to start working out a new recipe to create for Grisanti’s.  Setting the notebook and his glasses on the nightstand, he sat up to swing his feet over the side of the bed, scratched his bare chest and prepared to put his shirt back on.  The soft pad of feet on the hallway tile and the short gait suggested it was Jenny since the servants weren’t around on the first floor at this hour.  The sound grew louder as it neared him and then slowed before stopping just outside the room, but the expected knock to his door never came.  As the seconds wore on, a feeling from deep within gripped him like a vice.  He pulled the waistline of his jeans up as he stood, but without his belt, they inched their way down again, riding low on his hips. 

It was him.  There was no doubt... she knew it, felt it.  Unable to stop herself, she walked up to his door, wanting, needing to feel as close to him as she possibly could despite the physical barrier between them.  She hated the way things had played out.  If only she… no, it wouldn’t do her any good to dwell on the past, she knew that, it was why she was leaving.  What’s done was... is done.  She’d have to find a way to live with it... learn to live without him.  

Buffy.  He wasn’t sure how he knew, he just did.  The grip to his being tightened its hold, squeezing his heart even as it swelled for her, pulling his feet slowly in the direction of the door until he stood before it.  He found himself wanting as he held his breath, waiting and wanting for her to knock, struggling with how to react if she did.  

He was hurting, he was tired... so tired from hurting so damned much.  FUCK!!!  He was even tired of hurting her.  But he hadn’t been able to stop, couldn’t stop.  It wouldn’t work out... his past, their past...  FUCK!!!    His heart refused to believe it, though, even now.  And no matter how many times he told himself, he couldn’t quite believe it either.  

She put her hand against the door, trying to reach him through it, caressing the wood as if it were him.  Closing her eyes, memories flooded her mind... of his warm smile, the sound of his laughter, the small caring touches he gave so freely and then those feelings.  The strong feelings that surrounded every intimate moment they shared, how their hearts became entangled along with their bodies as he made love to her, how there was nothing she could do to stop the powerful pull of his love and in the end... didn’t want to.  She released a breathy, knowing sigh, the truth finally forcing her eyes open to acknowledge... time would never be able to erase the greatest love she’d ever known... and lost.  

On impulse, he placed a hand over the door and closed his eyes.  His nostrils flared as he extended his senses, willing a way with which to feel her through the barricade of heavy pine, some way to send her the message his soul was screaming so loud it was deafening.  He focused... harder, and the imagined connection grew stronger, his chest heaving against the weight of it as it bore down on him, making him want to cry out her name.  All he had to do was turn the knob, just open the door and she would be there.  She would be standing right there for him... so he could take her into his arms.

He leaned his forehead against the door, his palm sliding down, against the grain of the wood, his breath turning ragged as he fought his pride, struggled for the inner strength to remove the barrier between them so he could pull her into his embrace, hear her voice reassure him that things really hadn’t gone so far they couldn’t come back from it.  His heart pounded beneath his ribs, his fist clenching the small, metal knob within it ever tighter, his entire body stiffening as it took the final, deep readying breath it needed to do his heart’s bidding.

The door flung open, wide, the force he used causing it to bang loudly against the wall and... she wasn’t there, she was... gone.  

He stepped forward, looked down the hall... but there was nothing.  The muscles in his legs twitched, the desire to run after her strong but they simply wouldn’t budge.  He just stood there.  She’d walked away from him, so many times... again.  Whatever he’d done to drive her away, it was still her decision.  She said she loved him, but in the end... his girl had given up on him.  Maybe it was for the best, maybe... he was better off without her.  

Authors note, I don’t know about all the other authors out there and their methodologies, but I literally had to strap on my iPod and listen to a handful of the saddest songs ever produced in the music industry over and over while I wrote this to put, and keep, myself in the right frame of mind/mood... and it was e-x-h-a-u-s-t-i-n-g.  Being a happy-go-lucky person at heart, this chapter took a lot out of me emotionally, reaffirming my decision to never write another story that involves this kind of angst again.  And I swear, I swear, I swear on all my dead relative’s graves that I’m not trying to drag this out for any reason whatsoever.  In saying that, I hope everyone enjoyed and didn’t find it to be ‘too much’ in any way... that wasn’t the intention.  I hope you all have a wonderful week and I promise to be hard at work on the next chapter.  Take care.


Chapter 33

Return to Me



I know, long time no write… but I ‘m currently on (a month long) vacation visiting family in New York AND, while I was in NJ visiting the in-laws awhile ago, Beasleysmom and I went to the Fangoria convention where we both met James for the first time.  Can I just say that man has done wonders for my muse – giggles.  (new saying… James does a muse good!)  I had so much fun there it should have been illegal.  If anyone is interested, they can check out my piccie with JM on my LJ (imbloodyenglish@livejournal.com).  It was such a thrill meeting other authors/members of various JM/spuffy sites while there, hi everyone, *waves*. (Hi Lostboy – I’ll be reading your fic later tonight - I totally promise).  I could go on all day here about my lovely trip, but I’d much prefer everyone read the latest chappy of TE instead since I’m uber excited to say… NO MORE ANGST – woo hoo!!!  Thanks to my pals Dusty273 and Beasleysmom for their help and a special hug and kiss for my friend Karbear57.  I’ll do my very best to keep up on answering reviews, just bear in mind that here in (very) rural upstate NY, I’m forced to deal with the slowness that is dial-up Internet & the occasional ‘getting kicked off’ – UGHH!!!  And to my newest friend Nos (Dana) – go read In the ARMY Now… NOW girl.  I’m not so far away that I can’t drive back to NJ and twist your arm or worse, make you do military style pushups – hee hee, smooches sweety.
Buffy had allowed work at the gallery to dominate her life while everything else went on around her... without her, making her feel like she just... existed these days.  The weeks had passed by like years, but the experience she’d had while in England remained fresh in her mind, as if it happened only yesterday.  

Not once did she permit herself to wallow in self pity or sink into a malaise over her loss however, no way.  If anything, she kept telling herself that everything happens for a reason and the reason just wasn’t clear to her yet.  Perhaps fate had placed William in her path to teach her a valuable lesson?  That she needed love in her life, the kind that encompassed the unconditional as well as the romantic in order to truly understand what it means to be happy?  Well, whatever the reason, the lesson, she was still in love with him.  It was learning to live without him that was proving a slow and agonizing process though she managed the best she could while fronting a plastic smile for her friends.

Everyone was kind enough not to talk about William around her ever since coming back from London and informing them things hadn’t worked out.  Naturally, Anya dragged the details out of her while Lorne, well he did too, but not before revealing his ‘gift’ to her.  She was shocked and a million questions ensued of course.  None of the answers she received, however, came as any surprise.  They were ‘destined to fall in love with one another’, but apparently it was the timing and their unique circumstances that stood in the way of a happy ending.

Anya closed the back door to the gallery after the truck driver and his assistant carried in the last painting.  She crossed her arms and watched Buffy busy herself with removing the protective bubble wrap from every piece of this latest shipment.  

The truth was she was getting fed up with her friend’s behavior.  Last night she’d invited Buffy to the Bronze, again, saying the whole gang was going to be there.  And just like every other time she asked, Buffy said ‘maybe’ then never showed.  Okay, fine, her friend had been in a slump ever since she and William were officially ka-put... totally understandable.  But it was getting ridiculous given the fact that it was well over two months ago.  

Sure, she ‘acted’ as if everything was fine, but Anya knew better.  All her friends knew better.  Buffy not only avoided social situations like the plague but Anya had caught her on more than one occasion crying in her office when she didn’t think anyone was around.  In her opinion, it wasn’t healthy for her friend to keep going on like this.  She didn’t want to badger her, but enough was enough, so she decided it was time to approach the subject and with a sense of humor to deflect any misunderstandings.

“Are you ever going to come out and play?”  

“Excuse me?”  Buffy glanced at Anya with surprise before quickly returning to the task in front of her.  

“You know... play, have some fun.”  She twirled in a circle while snapping her fingers, wiggling her butt back and forth.  “Shake that booty... get your drink on?  MAYBE, God forbid... even start dating again?”  Ok, perhaps that was pushing it, but if Buffy could at least let a guy take her out to dinner or whatever, it would help her to move on.  After all, William was out of the picture... for good.

“I should ask you the same thing.”  Ripping the last sheet of wrap away, she turned her full attention on her friend.  “I mean that delivery guy?  TOTALLY checking you out and you didn’t even notice.”  She found it odd that Anya hadn’t mentioned a word about her mystery ‘possible’ boyfriend in weeks or talked about men and orgasms at all.  

“Oh no, don’t turn the conversation around to me.”  But then again, she did feel a bit guilty.  “We’re talking about you here, Missy.”

“Look, Anya.  I see and appreciate what it is you’re trying to do, but I’m fine... really.  It’s been weeks since Will... since I got back from London.”  She still couldn’t bring herself to even say his name.  

“Exactly my point!  It’s been almost three months and you’re still not...”  She threw her hands up.  “You.  The Buffy with the ‘I don’t care what anyone thinks’ attitude that does whatever she wants.”

Buffy rolled her eyes.  “Look, I’m sorry for not showing up last night, alright?”

Raising a hand to inspect her nails, Anya didn’t disguise the sarcasm in her tone.  “Or any other time I’ve asked.”  

“I will,” she said half-heartedly then shrugged.  “I can be party Buffy.”  

“Then prove it.  Let’s go out, have fun like we used to and if guys approach you... let them.”

Buffy threw her arms up in surrender.  “Okay, okay, I’m sorry.  Jeez, I didn’t know it made me look like, I don’t know, like mopey-girl if I wasn’t painting the town red.   

“Willow, Oz, Lorne... we all miss you.”  Pouting, she hoped to convince her to come out tonight... God knows she could use it.

Great, now she was being made to feel guilty?  She sighed.  Anya’s argument was valid enough, she knew.  Maybe it was time to start integrating herself back into the world she knew before William, do the things she used to do like go dancing with her friends.  “Alright, you win.”  This time she gave her a genuine smile.  “Pick a night and I’ll be there.”

“Oh, goody.”  She clapped her hands.  “I like winning.  I also like being right and I know I’m right when I say we’re going to have loads of fun.”

~~~*~~~

Having hired two chefs instead of just one allowed William to settle into a routine, albeit a very mundane one, but he was content with dull these days.  After a year of working long hours between Grisanti’s and Lorne’s ‘service’, he was grateful for a sense of normalcy with this new life of owning his own business.  Apparently Lorne did too, because Surprisingly, he’d sold Rencontre Travaillée a week after William returned to California, saying although the service industry wouldn’t bring in nearly as much money as the escort business, he felt the need to go legitimate, “for personal reasons.”  He even came to the restaurant three nights a week to help in handling the books while leaving The-Hide-Away to be managed by Clem.

It was Saturday evening and as usual, the restaurant was teaming with business.  William always made it a point to periodically walk around the dining area to greet the patrons, make sure they were happy with their meal and the service.  It was gratifying to hear customers say they were pleased that he’d maintained the high standards Antonio had established for the place.  It also helped him to both forget about his days as an escort as well as affirm it had been worth it.

Not a single day passed, however, that his thoughts didn’t find their way back to Buffy even though he’d done a bang up job of convincing himself she was the one who ultimately left him.  And yet he still couldn’t stop himself from missing her, from secretly wishing every now and then she might show up at his restaurant... so he could lay eyes on her; see for himself that she was alright and doing fine without him.  If she ever did, it would hopefully relieve some of the guilt that still lay heavy in his chest over how he’d treated her.  He wasn’t daft; he knew he’d gone overboard in antagonizing her, hurting her.  If only he could see her out with some random bloke on a date though, it might help him to get over missing her, God willing... get over her permanently.  

Little did he know that tonight, as he mingled with the diners, he would come face to face with the ugly business of not only his past days as a prostitute, but with the memory of Buffy and the strong emotions he still had for her.

“Well, well, well.  So it’s true.  Spike has quit the business.”

William’s attention was immediately taken away from talking with Oz near the entrance of the restaurant upon hearing the familiar voice.  

“Angelus,” he nodded, hiding both his annoyance and surprise, choosing instead to speak with an air of professionalism in hopes Captain Forehead wasn’t going to act like the giant git he knew him to be.

“Blondie bear?”

Another familiar face from the past came walking up to stand beside Angelus.

Bloody hell!  Yup, seems Harmony was buying Angelus’ ‘attentions’ these days.  He chuckled at this, considering it quite amusing and fitting somehow.  He turned to Oz.  “Why don’ you go back and see how the kitchen’s doin’?  I’ll take care of things up here.”  Just in case Angelus couldn’t keep his big mouth shut, William didn’t want his red-headed friend to hear too much.  His days as an escort were still a secret. 

Oz excused himself and no sooner was he out of sight than Angelus was giving William a cocky grin.

“I think you remember Harmony?”

“`Course.”  He turned and smiled politely.  “Nice to see you, Harm.  Table for two?”  He grabbed a couple of menus, hoping to squash any further conversation, but it wasn’t in the cards.

“You work here?” Harmony asked, her face scrunched up in surprise.

“I own Grisanti’s,” he corrected her. 

At his answer, Angelus began laughing heartily.  

“Who would have guessed?  Not only do I have the pleasure of inheriting a former client, but now you have to serve me, in your own restaurant no less?”

“If you’ll be so kind as to let me escort you to your table, mate, I have other business to-”

“Hey,” Angel continued, not even listening.  “Did you quit the biz over that fine piece of ass you were in love with?”  He watched the other man’s face twitch with anger while ignoring Harmony’s disapproving squeak at his statement.  “What was her name?”  He looked away as if thinking and tapped a finger against his temple.  “Oh that’s right; it’s Buffy if I’m not mistaken.  Right, Harmony?”

She opened her mouth to reply but William cut her off.

“That was a long time ago, Ang-”

“Let me guess, she kicked you to the curb, discovered she was too good for the likes of you?”

That hit a nerve, no matter how hard William tried to deny it.  “Tha’s not what happened.”

“What?  You’re not seriously going to try and tell me you dumped her?” he asked mockingly. 

For the first time in a long time, Spike reared his side of William’s personality as he clenched his jaw tightly.  He knew he shouldn’t let anything the great poof had to say bother him, but when it came to Buffy... that was different.

“You know what?  It doesn’t matter.  I think I’ll look her up.  Yeeeeeah.”  He tugged at his waist band with one hand and adjusted his crotch with the other.  “Give her a freebie so she knows what having a real man between her thighs feels like.”

“Hey!” Harmony cried indignantly.  “Hello?  You’re on my watch.  Stop talking about other women.”

Harmony continued her whiny prattle while Spike’s rage grew to enormous proportions.  His fists tightened at his sides, knuckles turning white, red clouding his vision.  Nobody but nobody touched his girl except him... nobody!  

Thankfully, it wasn’t William that stopped Spike from knocking Angelus out... it was Oz.

Oz did what William had asked him earlier, but when coming back to find his boss still standing there with the same couple, which he obviously knew from somewhere, he’d heard enough of the exchange to know something bad might happen.  Besides, Buffy was a friend of his too because of her association with Willow, and his keen observation of both blondes over the past several weeks told him they were still in love with each other... even if they didn’t mention the other’s name.  He simply couldn’t stand by and listen to the man speak about Buffy in such a lewd manner or let William possibly start a brawl with so many people in the dining room who would see.

“Mr. Ivanhoe?”  When William turned to look at him, it was clear he wasn’t aware anyone had been standing behind him at all and wow, did the boss-man’s face ever look scary right now.  “You’re needed in the kitchen right away... something about a bad batch of shrimp.”  Uh-oh!  It didn’t look like what he’d said even registered, William appeared so irritated.  “Uhmm, sir?” 

William spared a glance at Angelus, weighing what he wanted to do against walking away.  After a second or two, he decided the untimely intrusion of his friend was a blessing in disguise.  It wouldn’t be wise to create a scene in his own establishment.  He gave Oz an order to seat the couple then stormed off to see what was happening in the kitchen.

It wasn’t until he actually spoke with the other chef did he discover Oz had fibbed, more than likely as a way to keep the situation he’d obviously witnessed from escalating.  Unfortunately, he was neither grateful nor relieved.  He was still pissed enough to run his fist through Angelus’ face and on top of that, none too happy that Oz may have caught on to the deeper meaning behind Angelus’ remarks.  Bloody fuckin’ hell, he thought as he walked out the back door into the alley for a smoke.

After lighting up, he suppressed Spike’s urge to punch any of the inanimate objects around him and took a deep breath instead.  Get a grip, mate.  He could always make something up no matter what Oz thought, if his friend even bothered to talk to him about it later.  When it came to Angelus however, he was irritated that the flippant, sexual reference he’d made towards Buffy bothered him as much as it did.  

That’s when it dawned on him exactly what it was he’d been thinking the second after Angelus had made his remark.  He still thought of Buffy as his... so did Spike... and both were ready to protect what they thought was theirs.

He couldn’t permit himself to think like that now, not in a fit of rage, not ever... it wasn’t his right.  But he truly couldn’t help it.  The thought of Angelus, oh hell, anyone touching Buffy immediately brought out emotions he thought he’d buried deep enough though admittedly he never stopped loving her.  He was suddenly being forced to acknowledge the truth, the likes of which he didn’t care for at all... that Buffy was out there somewhere and the mere thought that she just might be in a relationship right now was driving him insane.  

If only he’d listened to her, gone with his heart’s desire those long weeks ago in London and taken her back, he wouldn’t be feeling like this at all.  Fuck!  He ran a hand over his face then started pacing back and forth; lighting up another smoke when he realized the first had burned out from between his fingers.

Whereas before everything seemed like nothing more than a bad dream, it was all, suddenly, so very real.  Like a splash of ice water in the face, he had to accept that he’d been in the wrong, said and done all the wrong things... for all the wrong reasons.  Maybe... no, it was too late for that, much too late.  Still, he was tempted to let his mind wander down a road of possibilities that she might still be single, might still love him... might take him back.

~~~*~~~

Meanwhile, at the Bronze...

Buffy had to admit it was nice be out with her friends.  The scene was a carefree one of young people laughing away, joking with one another, dancing...  It felt good being surrounded by this kind of positive energy; however, it was hard for her to latch onto their enthusiasm.

Lorne was here too, which normally would have surprised Buffy except the last time they’d spoken on the phone, he said he was tending to business at Grisanti’s several nights a week and tonight was apparently one of those nights.  She was even more surprised when he said he’d given up the escort business as well, or rather sold its ‘rights’ to someone else.

They hadn’t been at the Bronze very long when Lorne witnessed Buffy turn down a guy hoping to get her out on the dance floor.  He waited a few moments then inched his way across the bench and threw an arm around her.

“Did I just see you give the brush off that tasty morsel of a boy?  Hmm, my little kumquat?”  She giggled and leaned her head against his shoulder.

“You’re my favorite dance partner.  Why waste my time with the rest when I’ve already found the best?”

“Ahhh, Mon chérie, how you flatter me.”  He kissed the top of her head.  “Alas, I think you should-”

“Excuse me, Miss?”  A waitress came up to Buffy, balancing a tray full of drinks in one hand.  “The gentleman over there,” she pointed to her left where a man waived and smiled flirtatiously.  “Wanted to buy you a drink.”  She moved to grab a glass when Buffy stopped her.

“Please tell him thanks, but no thanks.”  The waitress thought nothing of it, nodded then walked away.  

“Some girls have all the luck,” Lorne jibed, causing her to giggle again.

As the evening progressed, Lorne could see she was doing her best to wear a smile but her heart just wasn’t into it.  Oh, she put on a good show for her friends and engaged herself in conversation, but it wasn’t until she’d danced with him did he get a ‘mindful’ of her misery.  

The overcrowded dance floor and subsequent noise made it hard to focus, but he was able to pick up the sound of her humming a few bars of the song being played.  Unfortunately, she saw the frown that formed on his face in response, put two and two together and excused herself, obviously embarrassed.

He immediately followed her back to the table.

“I’m sorry, Buffy.  I didn’t mean to... well, you know.”

The guilt was written all over his face but she knew it wasn’t his fault.  She shrugged.  “It’s okay.”

“Did I miss something?”  A confused Anya leaned her elbows on the table.  She glanced back and forth between the pair, to an equally confused looking Willow, then back to Lorne.  

Lorne broke the awkward moment for everyone.  “I heard her humming while we were dancing.”

“Ooooh.  Got it.”  She immediately understood what happened.  Ever since Lorne became part of their circle of friends, he made his ability known in case they didn’t want to be read.  Anya, on the other hand, found it amusing and sang whenever she felt like it regardless.  “Wait.”  She turned to Buffy.  “You’re not having fun?” she asked incredulously.

“No,” came her astonished reply.  “I mean yes.  Of course I am.”  She grinned.  “This is me, having a good time.”  Bringing her drink to her lips, she took a small swallow.

“I-it’s okay if you’re not,” Willow interjected, having seen the accusatory look on Anya’s face.  Buffy’s counterfeit smile didn’t fool anyone and she felt bad that Anya put their friend on the spot.  It was no mystery William was the reason why Buffy hadn’t been the same since coming back from England.  “Wanna go back to my place and maybe have a-a movie night or something?”  

“I’m fine, really.”  She rolled her eyes.

“So fine that despite a dozen or so total hotties having hit on you, you’ve turned each and every one of them down?”

“And?  So what?”

Lorne felt the tension increase between the two women and was about to say something when Anya beat him to it.

“Oh, for God sakes, if no one else is going to say it, I will.  Everyone knows you’re not over William and yet we all avoid saying anything about it.  Personally... I’m tired of walking on eggshells.  You need to get out of this funk of yours and join the land of the living.”

“Anya!”  Willow started.  “That doesn’t-”  

Lorne interrupted.

“Whoa, everyone needs-”  

Soon, they were all talking at once.

“Alright, alright just... stop it!  Everyone!”  Buffy held both hands up.  “You’re right,” she began, her tone one of exhaustion.  “I’m not over him.  I don’t know when, if ever, I WILL get over him.  Can we just... drop it?  Please?  I’m out, I’m trying to enjoy myself tonight, have fun and...”  She trailed off, having nothing more to say.

“Don’t worry your pretty blonde head over anything, princess.”  Lorne assured her.  “These things take time and you’re smart for not rushing into anything.”

“Time sucks.”  She stared at her drink, pouting slightly.  Now she really didn’t feel like being here.

“Oh.  My.  GOD!!!  You really DO blame yourself for everything, don’t you?”  Anya asked her.

“What?”

“Okay, I’m not trying to belittle the feelings you two had for each other, but the truth is you tried.  You went above and beyond, tried more than once with the man and he’s the one that acted like a big jerk.”  

Buffy laughed then asked sarcastically, “So tell me what you really think, Anya?”  And of course it didn’t perturb her friend one bit.

“I bet that if he walked in here right now, you’d take him back, even after everything he said to you.  And don’t even look at me like that, Lorne, because I know you agree with me.”

Willow went quiet, choosing to listen rather than participate in the conversation any further.  She knew from talking with Oz that William was just as miserable without Buffy as she was without him.  Oz said it showed in everything he did, how he seemed almost robotic in his daily activities, how he caught him staring at other couples with a forlorn look about him when they held hands or kissed.

“I won’t deny it.  I’d take him back in a heartbeat.  What I find amusing is that YOU were his biggest advocate at one point and now... it’s as if you hate him.”  Anya’s hardened expression changed immediately to that of sympathetic, tinged with a hint of guilt as she admitted softly.

“I don’t hate him.  What I hate is that he hurt my best friend.  You deserve better.”  She reached across the table and took Buffy’s hand and a mutual smile of understanding bloomed between them.  “I’m sorry, but I’m protective of my friends.”  

Lorne watched the exchange and decided to interject an important fact no one here seemed to consider.

“In all fairness to both William and Buffy, I have to say something.”  All eyes turned to him.  “Everything that he’s had to do... you know, the escort thing... to get where he is today, it’s had repercussions for him on a personal level.  Now I’m not defending his behavior, but think about it from his perspective for a moment and take Buffy out of the picture.  He found the whole business to be degrading and probably needed some time to cope, to come to terms with what he did to make his money.  I still say you’re the right two people for each other, but I don’t think he was in the right mental place to love and be loved in return.  Especially given the circumstances under which you two met.  It worked against the both of you from the start, a real case of bad timing.”  

“And again I say time sucks,” was Buffy’s reply.  “I mean, I get that.  If I put myself in his shoes for even a moment, I’m sure my self esteem would be, well, non-existent.”  

Everyone at the table nodded in agreement before Lorne continued.

“Both of you wanted a relationship, but when things went sour, he proved to be the one who wasn’t truly ready.  It wouldn’t have mattered what you tried to do, it was never in your control to sway his mind.  If, and I’d like to think WHEN he ever becomes truly ready, it will still be up to him to come to you and say so.”  

“But... you were pushing for us to be together just as much as Anya was.  The whole time, too.”

“Hey, I read people... I’m not perfect.”  He chuckled.  “I don’t always make the best decisions when directing people and for that I’m sorry but again, the main point here is he’s needed time to process everything from the prostitution, to you, to falling in love.  And when you went to England, he more than likely reacted out of instinct to protect himself from getting hurt.  At that time, I don’t think he was anymore willing to face himself than he was to face you and what you represented to him.”

Buffy remembered the dinner invitation game they played at her house, how he’d more or less said that he wasn’t sure he would ever deserve to have a normal life with marriage and kids.

“It was doomed from the start.  Wasn’t it?”  Buffy directed her question to Willow who, as she’d noticed, had been awfully quiet.

“Oh, uhmm... I can’t answer that.  Sorry.”  She shrugged.  “Lorne knew you two were meant to meet and all, but things turned out the way they turned out.  Maybe the reason for it all was to help William to help himself.  I don’t think I could jump from being a prostitute into a full blown relationship either.  I would need time, too.”

“Hell, I’d need therapy,” Anya added in her unique, quirky manner, making everyone chuckle.

“I don’t know if this makes me feel any better, but I do have a better understanding of things now.”  She smiled.  “Thanks, you guys.  I guess I can only hope that William finds the peace of mind he deserves.”

“Everything is a risk in life, including loving someone,” Anya interjected.  “And you deserve to love somebody who can love you back.”

“Yeah,” Buffy replied sadly.  The trouble was she still didn’t want anyone else but him.

“Well, kiddies, I’m sorry to say that yours truly has to hightail it,” he apologized.  “The books are calling me at the restaurant.”  Everyone nodded.

“Uhmm, Lorne?”  Buffy asked after he leaned over to plant a kiss on her cheek.

“Yes, cupcake?”

“How is... can I just ask... how is he doing these days?”  He gave her a sort of sad smile.

“Honestly?”  He sighed heavily when she nodded.  “If it’s any consolation... I don’t think he’s faring much better than you are.”

His answer came as quite a surprise.  After all, wasn’t William the one who wanted things this way?

~~~*~~~

William made his way inside and back to his customers, trying desperately to put his thoughts on hold.  Okay, so Angelus ultimately helped him to realize a few things but it was also a lot to digest.  He couldn’t just ‘act’ without thinking, hunt Buffy down and beg her to take him back no matter how bad Spike wanted him to right now.  For all he knew, she may very well be happy now without him.  She definitely deserved to be, especially after what he’d put her through.  

As Angelus watched Spike walk about the dining room talking with people, he took every opportunity to smirk at him whenever Spike spared a glance in his direction.  Oh yeah, he was loving the fact he could get under Spike’s skin at all.  And the subject of the tiny blonde?  Definitely a sore spot judging by the reaction he’d gotten.  Man, what he wouldn’t give to get his hands on this Buffy chick.  Not that he cared anything about the woman in question, he just wanted to sleep with her, money or no money, so he could come back and rub it in Spike’s face.  

When he saw Spike heading for the bathroom, he simply couldn’t resist another chance to goad him.  He excused himself from Harmony’s company and went straight for the restroom.

“So, Spike,” Angelus began, having found him washing his hands.  “Since you’re through with the business, I was wondering...”

“And wha’s that?”  With the mood he was in right now, Angelus was the last person he wanted to deal with.  

“What’s the chance I could have your list?  You know... the names of your following?”

“Never kept a list.”  He turned to face the taller man.  “You’ll have to talk to Lorne.”

“That’s where I have a problem.  See, I went solo right before Lorne sold Rencontre Travaillée.”

William chuckled and called him out.  “He fired you, Angelus.  And we both know why.”  Naturally the man didn’t bat an eyelash at this and kept right on talking.

“More specifically, I’d like to know how to get a hold of Buffy.”  He reveled in the immediate tension that wrote itself across Spike’s forehead.  “The thing is, when I met her a few months ago, she was very ready and willing to go home with me... until you stepped in of course.  Mmmmmm,” he purred.  “The things she whispered in my ear... about what she liked, what she wanted to do?  It still makes my cock hard just thinking about it.”

It was going to take a miracle for William to keep Spike’s temper in check after hearing that.  Of course he didn’t believe a word of it.  His Buffy wasn’t like that.

“You never were very good at lyin’, mate.”  William shook his head and crossed his arms.  “So spare me.”  

Angelus’ laugh was one of amusement.  “Yeah, you’re right.  But we both know two things.  One, I don’t really need your help in locating her and two... I could sweet talk a nun out of her virginity.”

That, William knew, was true.  He’d found out all he cared to know about Angelus’ methodologies, not from Lorne but from the clients who’d come to him after Angelus had gotten too rough with them.  It was then, incidentally, where the sense of rivalry Angelus felt towards Spike had begun.  There were two girls in particular that William was sure if they wanted to press charges, they could have.  Naturally that didn’t happen because they’d paid for their ‘fantasy’, but how far Angelus had taken what these women had in mind bordered on ‘actual’ rape rather than ‘being taken’ by a man.  It turned his stomach hearing first hand accounts of the sadistic things Angelus had done to them.  And the thought that he was more than capable of saying all the right things to coax Buffy into bed bloody well scared William to death.  He didn’t want him anywhere near her. 

“I can just picture her right now... hands tied behind her back, mouth gagged, face pushed into the pillow while I’m pounding into her from behind.  Oh yeah, she’ll be screaming for mercy long before I cum inside that tight little ass of hers... and I’m not talking about her pussy.”

“She’s off limits, mate,” he ground out threateningly from between clenched teeth.  His rage from before returned two fold at the imagery Angelus painted with his words.  

“Not from what I hear.  Matter of fact, don’t worry about it.  Harmony already told me she owns some,” he waved a hand in the air with a ‘woop-d-doo’ expression on his face.  “Art gallery in Sunnydale.  I think I’ll just drop by, pay her a visit and-”

Angelus unexpectedly found himself up against the wall with Spike’s hands around his throat.

“I said... she’s off limits, you twisted, sick-fuck!”  The bigger man gripped his wrists but before he had a chance to wrench himself free, Spike’s adrenaline induced fury overtook William completely and turned Angelus around, using the leverage of his own arm twisted behind his back to painfully subdue him.  “If I ever see or hear that you’ve gone anywhere near my girl... I’ll-”

He was cut off when the door suddenly opened.  Rather than release Angelus, however, he tightened his hold when he saw who it was.

“Oh my,” Lorne said with a grin after his initial shock had worn off.  “I know I didn’t just interrupt an intimate moment here between you two, so by all means-”  

Angelus choked out the other man’s name in a plea for help, but Lorne merely smiled and turned to lock the door so the amusing display could proceed uninterrupted.  “Continue.”

And you can bet your bottom dollar that by the time both men got through with Angelus, he left a ‘bloody’ mess, any thought as to pressing charges for the assault far from his mind due to Lorne’s threats through his professional connections to the other man’s ‘livelihood’.  

~~~*~~~

William was kicking himself in the arse over and over for the remainder of the evening while thinking about his interaction with Buffy while she was at his Uncle’s estate.  Hindsight being twenty-twenty and all that rot, he couldn’t believe what a bloody wanker he’d been.  He was beyond disgusted with himself and wanted more than anything to make it right, apologize to her at the very least even if she hated him now but of course he couldn’t because the truth was, it scared him shitless even thinking about having to face Buffy again.

“Hey man.  I’m taking off if you don’t need me.”

“Huh?”  William was startled out of his musings by Oz.  “Oh.  Right then.”

“You okay?”  His boss had been sitting in his office, smoking cigarette after cigarette while staring straight ahead ever since he and Lorne kicked the same dark haired man from earlier out of the restaurant that’d bad-mouthed Buffy.  Thankfully, only a handful of people witnessed this to which William’s explanation was that the guy was drunk and needed to be removed from the premises before causing any further ‘disturbances’.

“`M Fine.”  His friend was staring at him curiously.  “Why?”  Oz shook his head, saying ‘no reason’ though his expression clearly implied otherwise.  “`S this about earlier?  Cuz I can explain.”

Oz shrugged.  

“You heard the bastard talkin’ `bout Buffy... am I right?”

“I smelled trouble.”  He nodded.  
 
William sighed heavily and leaned his face in his hands, speaking his thoughts out loud.  “I was never worthy of her to start with.” 

“I’m not here to judge.  Buffy fell in love with you,” he said matter-of-factly.  “It’s none of my business how or why she did.  But I can tell you one thing for sure... whatever her reasons, they were good enough for her then... and still are.”

His head snapped up at this.  “What are you sayin’?”  Could it be?

~~~*~~~

Late Wednesday afternoon...

Buffy sat back in her chair after a long day at work feeling more than ready to go home, however Anya insisted they go out tonight.  There was ‘something special’ she wanted to celebrate though what, she wouldn’t say.  Ughh!  All she wanted right now was to take a hot bath, get curled up on the couch with her favori-

“God, you look beautiful.”

Hearing the one voice she never thought she would again, she looked up, her breath catching in her throat.  Surely her eyes were playing tricks on her.

“But then I guess some things never change.”

Tbc...
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“God, you look beautiful.”

Hearing the one voice she never thought she would again, she looked up, her breath catching in her throat.  Surely her eyes were playing tricks on her.

“But then I guess some things never change.”

It was him, it was really him.  William was standing in her doorway and-and... did he just pay me a compliment?

She blinked but remained silent, staring at him with large, soft doe-eyes, increasing his already heightened state of nervousness.  Best get on with it, mate.  He may as well tell her what he came here to say, before he lost his nerve.

He cleared his throat, trying to make himself appear confident when he was anything but.  “Ya know, luv-”

Oh God, oh God!  What, no, why was he here?  Her pulse quickened as her mind raced to try and guess the answer to that question.

“We’ll never be able pick up where we left off.”  

She was aware of that, too, and coupled with the genuine sadness in his voice as he said this, she thought perhaps he'd come here to bring closure to their past... one without any harsh words being flung this time?

“And we certainly can’ start over again.”  She nodded her agreement.  Good, he thought.  At least she was willing to listen instead of kicking him out straight away like he thought she might, though it could still happen and if she did, he wouldn’t blame her.  

Yes.  Judging from what little he’d said already, that must be the case, that he was only here to properly close the final chapter on their tumultuous relationship, er affair, er whatever it was they’d had.   

“But... if you’re willin’... I-I’d like to... to...”  For God sakes, man. Out with it.

Willing? Willing to what?   Okay, now she was confused and didn’t know what to think.  She knew what her mind wanted to think, to believe, but she couldn’t get her hopes up only to have them dashed.

“Bloody hell,” he muttered under his breath, irritated with himself for stuttering.  He had one chance to get this right and so keeping his eyes fixed on hers, he started over.  

“If you’re willin’... I’d like to spend the rest of my life tryin’ to get things right with you `cause the fact is, pet............ I bloody well can’ live without you.”  All the air in his lungs ‘whooshed’ loudly out of his mouth after finally having said it.  Now all he could do was pray.

Her brain went numb.  Did she really just hear him say what she thought he said?  That he wanted to be with her despite all they’d been through and the cold send off she received while in England?  Her heart was beating so fast she swore it was going to burst through her chest.  She couldn’t move, couldn’t even get herself to breathe.  

“Please................... say somethin’,” he begged.  He didn’t care how pitifully desperate he sounded… he was desperate.  The silence, the uncertainty of knowing what she was thinking was unbearable.  

He heard her swallow hard and a lump formed in his own throat when she rose from her chair, walked around from behind her desk and slowly began to approach him.  His lips parted, mouth dry from the ragged pants of breath he drew, each one filled with anticipation.  If this was her way of trying to torture him, it was working.

The click of her heels against the wooden floor echoed loudly as her feet carried her to stand before the one man, the only man she’d ever wanted for.  She started to reach out but then paused, her fingers trembling, still unable to believe any of this was happening.  Then she saw it.  His expression, his eyes, even his body language was riddled with anxiety, telling her just how truly nervous and vulnerable he was feeling.  She moved cautiously, reached forward once again to take his hand gently in hers.  

“I’d like that,” she whispered.

A wave of relief combined with joy washed through him as he looked down to watch her fingers thread loosely through his.  He hadn’t forgotten how soft her skin was, but to actually feel it again, like this?  No, he never thought he’d get to touch her again.  He was so grateful his prayer was answered that he swore to himself and God he would never, never do anything again to hurt this precious woman.  

Craving more contact, he took hold of her other hand, giving it a gentle squeeze as he confessed softly, “God, I’ve missed you.”  A slight nod was her only reply to his admission.  

He tilted his head to one side, smiling shyly and she couldn’t help but think it was the sweetest look he’d ever given her.  She took a few seconds to savor it, appreciate it, commit it to memory.  Was it going to take the rest of their lives to get things right?  Maybe.  But that’s exactly what she wanted, a lifetime with him.  She was sure that together, they could make anything work as long as they both wanted to.  They quietly continued to look at one another, communicating with their eyes in the silent space of this private moment, his thumbs gently caressing the backs of her hands.

The sudden shrill of the phone broke the spell.  Startled, Buffy released him and looked over her shoulder, contemplating whether to answer the cursed thing or not, but after a second ring, it cut out.  The front desk extension light remained red however, indicating Anya must have picked it up.  

“So...”

She turned to witness William rocking back on his heels like a worried schoolboy.  It was adorable.

“Uhmm...”  Bloody hell, he was at a loss for words but truthfully, he wasn’t sure what to say now.  He hadn’t thought that far ahead, hadn’t planned or was even prepared for her to agree out of fear this whole thing was going to blow up in his face right from the start.  Running a hand over his head and down his face, he searched frantically for something to say.

It was then she noticed that his hair was longer.  She hadn’t paid much attention to his appearance earlier due to the shock he was here at all.  But she was taking a good look at him now... and he was breathtaking.  The sandy blonde curls were free of any gel and they looked sinfully soft to the touch, making her fingers itch to get tangled in them.  And damn but he looked fine in something so casual as a pair of dark navy blue denims and a long sleeved, cream colored thermal style shirt shoved up just above the elbows.

“Where do we go from here?”   He hoped she would cue him as to what direction the conversation should go next but unfortunately, she didn’t answer right away.

She had to contain her laughter at his obvious unease.  Here he was, the ‘big bad’, acting all with the nervous and after having cleared such an important hurdle?  Definitely amusing.

“Your place or mine?”  Utter surprise flashed across her features.  Uh-oh!   “Sorry.  Bad joke.  Jus’ a li’l... you know...”  He shoved his hands deep in his pockets to keep from fidgeting.

Then she did laugh, knowing he wasn’t serious but finding it cute he tried to be humorous about the situation.  She teased him back.  “Nervous much?  Gee, who would have thought?  And especially around me.”

“Didn’ think I’d still be standin’ here.”  She arched a curious eyebrow.  “Thought you were gonna kick my arse out before I said two words when I arrived.  `M not... used to this-” He brought one hand out from his pocket and signaled between them.  “-sort of thing.  By thing I-I mean...”

Her smile broadened as she stood there listening to him babble on, stuttering every now and then. 
 
“... so I don’ know if maybe you’d wanna...”  His hands began waving all over the place while he talked.  “Or when you’d like to...”  Then he made the mistake of saying something that was totally out of place coupled with juuuust the wrong type of gesture at that precise and very wroooong moment.  “Oh, fuck me hard!”  He said it to himself, really, but instantly saw that she thought he was asking when would she like to fuck him hard.  He almost went pale, er, pal-er when she gasped.  He threw both hands up.  “No!  Not FUCK me.”  And the way he said this, with such distaste in his voice and in such a disgusted manner, made her eyes grow even wider... implicating she thought, that he thought, it was a disgusting thought - her fucking him.  Bollocks!  He looked up towards the ceiling and closed his eyes briefly.  “Fuck me SIDEWAYS,” he cursed himself aloud.  When he finally looked back down at her, she had a weird, confused sort of look on her face, telling him he’d done it again.  “`Course I can’ even get...” he stuck his tongue out and flailed it around like a ‘dumb-dumb’ although to her, it looked like a straight forward, lewd sexual gesture.  “My tongue to work it right.” 

“William!”  Oh.  My.  GOD!  This clearly wasn’t turning out very well.  Him, with the talking.  His expression was one of shocked horror, like he couldn’t believe that she believed... well, you get the point.  Right?

“`M sorry!  I didn’ mean it.”  He felt confused and didn’t want to insult her by making her think he didn’t want to fuck her.  “`Course I wanna... with you... what I MEANT-”

“Stop!” the madness that is.  “Let me make this easy on you.”  She decided to take pity on them both and hopefully clarify what she thought he was implying.  “Do you want to eat out?”  

Her face went crimson in a fraction of the second it took to realize how that must have sounded, not to mention it was now his eyes that went impossibly large.  

“Oh-my-God, I really just said that.”
  
Thank heavens he wasn’t the only one with his boot shoved in his mouth.  Course it was rather cute how flustered she was getting now that the proverbial ‘boot’ was on the other foot and in her mouth.  It was too tempting, he had to run with her faux pas and tease her.  “Works for me, pet.”  

“I meant as in, you know, dinner… out.”  She ticked a finger off for each of the supporting details.  “Restaurant, food, chairs and tables, in public, LOTS of other people around.”

He gave her a sly, suggestive grin, intent on making her blush even harder.  “If you’re a good girl, I’ll take you someplace special afterwards so I can indulge that sweet tooth `f yours.  `M thinkin’ somethin’ traditional, somethin’ English with nuts on the bottom that I’d wager my last British pound you’d find quite satisfyin’.”  She was noticeably struggling to keep her cool but her cheeks were flaming.  He was positively chuffed with himself but his efforts had, most regrettably, put his own rocks in a hard place when his imagination went there with her during that speech.  Bloody hell!

Sooooo predictable, ho-hum.  “Felt that coming a mile away,” she said unimpressed then abruptly went rigid.  “Erghh!  I MEAN... that I expected you to say something like that.”  Damnit, Damnit, DAMNIT!  He cocked his head to one side... all sexy like and challenging.  “It was a slip of the tongue, alright?” she cried in defense.  

“Usually is, pet.”  He waggled both brows, the tip of his tongue peeking out slightly from between his teeth, making her turn redder than an overripe tomato.  She looked cute all flushed like this and hey… she’s the one who opened this door.  Who was he not to walk through it?

“You-you...”  She stomped her foot, frustrated that she unwittingly kept saying things that could totally be taken in a sexual way.  It was irritatingly obvious he was getting a kick out of all this and was setting her up to continue doing so.  “This is so all your fault.”  She tried to remain serious in her scolding but he was purposefully making her crack up with his continued ‘sexy faces’.  “Friday night.  Dinner at seven.  Not talking anymore.” 

“Right then,” he calmed himself a bit but he was absolutely high on the fact she took him back and he would be seeing her again soon.  “How `bout my place?”

“Ohhhh no.  I’m not falling for-” 

“Buffy, I meant my restaurant.  My place?  Grisanti’s remember? ”

‘Oh’, she mouthed and ducked her head, embarrassed.  “That sounds great.”

“`Course if you’d rather go to my flat,” he jested, “I KNOW I have somethin’ there that would fill you up right and prop-”

 “You.  Out.  Now.  Go.” She shoved him towards the door.  Good Lord, he knew how to push her buttons, every single, last and irritating one of them.  All seriousness aside, ahem, she shouldn’t be thinking along those lines yet.  Or could she?  It wasn’t like a dirty thought or two was a crime, right?  They were technically back together and if she were to be completely honest with herself, she started having naughty visions the moment he’d… stop that!  I’m as bad as he is!!!

“I’ll-see-you-Friday-night,” she blurted, shoving the still chuckling Brit out of her office then promptly shut the door behind him. With her hand still on the knob, she leaned her forehead against the wooden door and grinned while listening to the fading sound of William’s footsteps and laughter the further he walked away.  Things had started out on a serious note but through their combined nervousness, had taken an embarrassing yet comical turn, breaking the ice.  Only him, she giggled, finding it rather hysterical they were able to joke about sex.  Only him.

	--- Oh, yes.  Please do be honest with me, said her very conscious and slutty self.  And since when have you two ever been able to keep your hands off one another anyway, hmmm?

La-la-la-la, not listeni-

	--- Don’t you start that ‘la la’ stuff with me, I’ll just keep right on…

Buffy tuned her out and chose to enjoy her very awesome, no, stellar mood… she had her man back.  

~~~*~~~

After William left the gallery, Anya came bursting into Buffy’s office at high speed, nearly knocking her on her ass.  

“So?”  Her entire body was wiggling excitedly, waiting to hear what went on between the two blondes.  “Tell me.”

“Well for starters, you might want to lay off the caffeine for a day or two.  That pee-pee dance you’re doing?  So not attractive.”

“Come-oooooooon.  I don’t do suspense... it’s too stressful on my system.”  

“Really?  I never would have guessed.”  Buffy’s good mood extended itself to taunt Anya just a bit longer.  She made herself an easy target and when she got like this it was especially hard to resist.

“You’re teasing me, aren’t you?”

“Hmm, little bit.”

“At least tell me quickly if you want me to kick his ass because if I go now, I can probably catch him before he drives away.”

“What?!?!  No, of course I don’t want that.”

“Well then what did he say?  Tell me, tell me, tell me!” she whined.
 
“Like you didn’t know he was going to be here this afternoon?  Puleez.”

“Hey!  I resent that accusation.”  She stuck her nose in the air and crossed her arms.  “I had no clue.  He just waltzed through the front door, walked right past me without even a ‘hi, Anya.  How’ve you been?  Oh me?  Great.  And you?”

“You seriously didn’t set me up?”

“As if!”

“Wow.  Okay, I’m-ahhh, sorry?”

She waived the apology off.  “Just tell me what happened before I self-combust.”  

Buffy laughed.  “I’ve always wanted to know if that stuff is for real.  Spontaneous human combustion.   I mean, do people suddenly just... poof?”

“BUFFY!!!”

“Okay, alright, I’ll give you the short version.”

“Uh-uh, I want details.”

Buffy relayed everything that was said and even managed to send Anya running for the bathroom after nearly pissing herself from laughter at the whole ‘verbal battle of the sexes’ thingy.  In the end, her friend was ecstatic for her and apologized again for her overbearing sense of protectiveness.  

“Now we CAN go out tonight and celebrate.”  Anya clapped with glee.

“Can?  I thought we already were?  What about your ‘something special’ that you’ve refused to divulge any information about since you first told me this past weekend?”  Anya let out an irritated huff then began pouting.

“It’s cancelled.  I got a phone call not too long ago from... and... it’s not important.  It just had to be postponed.”

“Not important?” she asked stupefied.  “This coming from the one person that can’t even keep the color of her underwear secret from total strangers?”

“Yes.  I resemble that remark,” she nodded proudly.  “But I’m sworn to secrecy until I have all my friends gathered in one place.” 

“WOW!  I’m impressed.  You have me really curious now.  Any chance I could get it out of you?  I’m sure it’s totally killing you not to share it with SOMEONE, like say... me?  Your best friend?”  She gave her a toothy grin.

“Uh-uh!  Nope.  Not even the promise of a thousand orgasms from Don Juan himself could get me to tell.”

~~~*~~~

The rest of the week didn’t pass fast enough for Buffy, but at last it was Friday night and she was in her car en-route to Grisanti’s.  She couldn’t wait to see William, couldn’t wait to see the restaurant and if he’d made any changes to it, hell, couldn’t wait to eat there it’d been so long.  And to think he would be cooking?  Her tummy suddenly grumbled.  She’d purposefully forgone eating all day so she could gorge herself on what was sure to be an incredible meal.  

It was still difficult to get her mind wrapped around the fact that she was heading for her man’s, her boyfriend’s restaurant.  She, Buffy Summers, had a boyfriend.  A really hot boyfriend, too, who just happened to own her favorite place in the whole world to eat.  Her stomach growled again when she realized she would finally be able to have some of that famous, Chocolate Decadence Cake of his as well.  She’d been craving it so badly these days that she was tempted to have Anya go there and get her one.  But now she didn’t have a reason to avoid going there anymore.  Yup, life was good, was going to get nothing but better from here on out.    

She suddenly chuckled out loud at how irritated Anya had been with her these past couple of days.  But Buffy couldn’t stop talking about tonight or asking questions like what should she wear, what kind of second date she should suggest to William they go on, should she kiss him goodnight and a whole host of teeny-bopper type questions.  Anya finally pushed her out the door of the gallery four hours before closing and told her to go get a massage so she could ‘calm down’, to the salon to get ‘done up’, then shopping for a ‘brand new’ outfit.   Oh, and to take a few days off and get as many orgasms as possible before coming back to work.  Now that was a ‘more than tempting’ thought, but she wasn’t sure when they would pick back up on the sexual side to their relationship.  

She knew her inner slut was right when she’d mentioned they weren’t able to keep their hands to themselves whenever they were together, but things were different now, and new, and William may want to take that part slow.  She laughed out loud again, a nervous sort of laugh.  If he didn’t, which was entirely possible, then how would she handle it?  It’s not as if she didn’t want to, that is, as long as he wanted to... but not until he wanted to, yeah, that’s it.  Ahem, don’t think about it.  She’d leave it up to him and just follow his lead.  There was plenty of time if he wanted to wait and she should be concentrating on other things right now like had she chosen the right thing to wear or was her dress a bit too formal?

She sighed internally when wondering what he’d be wearing tonight and giggled when picturing him in one of those white chef coats with the black buttons that lined the side, black pants and shoes, well knowing him it would be combat boots, and a tall poofy hat.  Uhmm, on second thought, ditch the hat.  Or would he dress casually in his typical jeans and T-shirt look?  Oh God, she groaned internally.  What if he were to wear a suit?  Complete with tie and jacket?  Seeing that it was their first real date, he may have decided to dress up like she had.  Mmmm, there was a drool-worthy thought.  Well, whatever he wore, she was sure he’d make it look amazing.  

Then she had a not so pleasant thought.  What if he was working tonight?  What if he wasn’t planning on sitting down with her to have dinner?  It was possible.  She should mentally prepare herself, just in case, so she wouldn’t appear disappointed even though she would be.  Anya had said something about how whenever she’d gone there, William was constantly cruising the floor, talking to customers and even though Buffy shouldn’t think like this... she’d be jealous if she couldn’t have him all to herself.  But then again, maybe he-  “Huh?”

She’d turned down the street where Grisanti’s was located and as she neared it, the parking lot was empty, as in completely empty.

“What the...”  Something was very, very wrong here.  Grisanti’s was always packed on a Friday night.

She parked her car, got out and made her way towards the entrance.  If anyone were to see her right now, she’d feel like an idiot being the only person walking towards a restaurant that clearly didn’t look as if it were open.  As she neared the door, she noticed a large white, hand-written sign taped to the inside of the glass.

“Closed for private party.  Will resume normal business hours on Saturday.  Sorry for any inconvenience,” she read each line aloud but the last one, at the very bottom in tiny print, she read to herself.  Buffy, come around to the back.  He’d closed the restaurant?  Just for her?  WOW!  She was flattered but at the same time felt incredibly guilty.  She could only imagine the amount of money both he and Lorne would lose on such a busy night as a Friday.  And to think Lorne agreed to it?  Again with the WOW!  She would definitely be calling him tomorrow to tell him how crazy he was but also to thank him.

Butterflies began buzzing madly in her stomach while she walked along the side of the building in search of the back entrance.  As she rounded the corner, she noticed two cars and William’s motorcycle before she saw him.  He was standing near the door with his back to her, smoking a cigarette, bouncing agitatedly on his heels, no doubt wondering whether she was coming or not since she was a full fifteen minutes late... on purpose... not wanting to appear too anxious or anything, you know, like she couldn’t wait to see him... noooo’P’e!  

She was half tempted to sneak up behind him but instead, cleared her throat.  His head whipped around at the sound and-and... Uhh, she shuddered.  Was it wrong that she’d just had a mental orgasm when she saw what he was wearing?  He was giving her the best of both worlds with his stone washed jeans, crisp white button up shirt beneath an unbuttoned, casual suit jacket... one of those dark brown, tweed looking hunter’s jacket with suede on the elbows.  

“`Lo, luv.”  Whoa!  He promised himself to act the part of the perfect gentleman for her tonight, but how the bloody hell was he supposed to want to with her looking like that?!?!  Oh yeah, `m a dead man.

Throwing his cigarette down, he took his time inspecting every facet of her appearance.  Golden hair in large, billowing curls surrounded her face, her emerald gaze outlined with charcoal eye shadow framed by long, black eyelashes and a simple, below-the-knee length ‘little black dress’.  She looked like a goddess with the gathered sleeves just barely hanging on the curve her shoulders, the dark material hugging her round breasts and slender waist perfectly.  Her already shapely calves were sharply accentuated by a pair of strappy high heels, her toes neatly painted to match her red fingernails.  How does she do it, he asked himself.  She looked irresistibly cute yet dead sexy all at the same time, making him feel like a lusty teenager.  

The way he was staring at her made her feel like she’d come here as dinner, not for dinner.  “Ah-ah-em,” she coughed.  “I’m up here, William.”  He had the decency to look guilty for ogling her but inside she was pleased that her efforts to look good for him weren’t wasted.  She closed the twenty foot distance between them, looked down at the pile of Marlboro butts on the ground near his feet and asked innocently, “Been waiting long?”  

He shook his head and smirked.  “Minx!”  The way she’d dressed, had arrived a bit late, worrying him she wasn’t going to show was all done on purpose and by God he loved her for it.  “After you, pet.”  He opened the door and waited for her to enter.  Mmm-mm-mmmm!  The way her young, firm ass swayed side to side, begging to be spanked had him harder than nails and feeling ashamed for thinking such thoughts.  He mentally slapped himself, reminded himself to behave.  He was determined to let her set the pace, to let him know when he could touch her, have her like he wanted to so badly right now that it made him want to reach out and... slow down, mate.

“I can’t believe you closed the restaurant,” she remarked as he led her through the kitchen.  There was a man with his back turned, busy at the stove preparing food over an open flame.  “I can’t imagine how much you’ll probably lose tonight in sales.”

“Not worried, luv.  `S only money,” he shrugged, uncaring of the fact due to a recent development he had yet to tell her about.  He held the swinging door open for her to enter the dining area then followed behind, trying to keep his eyes focused ahead rather than down at her lovely bum.  

“Only money, huh?”  She raised an eyebrow over her shoulder at him then came to an abrupt halt when she saw what was in front of her.  Oh my!  The room was pitch black except for the soft cast of light coming from several candles at the center of a single table.  

“Pet?”  He touched her elbow gently, causing her to start momentarily but then allowed him to lead her forward.

After he sat her down, he went to the opposite side of the small round table to take his own place.  He didn’t want her to feel awkward at the romantic setting he’d created, so he told her part of the reason he’d done it.  “Had to keep the lights off so anyone passin’ by on the street would guess we’re closed and if not, then `m sure they can read the sign.”  She nodded politely but didn’t comment.  “Hungry?”

“Are you kidding?  I haven’t eaten a thing all day.”

“Buffy,” he chastised sternly, remembering all too well how faint she’d become at his flat months ago... all from not eating.  “`S not very healthy thing to do.”  She looked at him from beneath dark lashes, all pouty and demure.

“But I love your cooking,” she defended herself.  “And I just wanted to be sure I could clean my plate.”

“`M gonna make you, too, though it won’ be me cookin’ tonight.”  His chest puffed up at her mention of loving his cooking, making him feel guilty that he decided not to.

“I kind of guessed that when I saw that guy in the back.  Why aren’t you cooking tonight?”  He gave her a half smile while cocking his head to one side.

“And miss a single moment of your company?”  She blushed.  “I think not.”

The door to the kitchen swung open and there was a flurry of movement created by the man she’d seen earlier and... Oz?!?!

“Hey, Buffy.”

“Uh, hey yourself.”  It was all the greeting she got until the whirlwind of traffic ceased and Oz saluted them both then headed back the way he’d come.

“Uhmmm, exactly what is all this?”  Studying the multitude of dishes sitting atop five serving trays that encircled their little table, she joked, “Everything on the menu?”

“Matter of fact... it is.”  Her look of surprise had him chuckling.  “Wasn’ sure what you’d want, so I had my chef prepare it all so you could choose.”  She grinned like a kid in a candy store at him.

“I’m thinking all of them.  So my next question is what are you going to eat?”  His chuckle deepened but then he gave her a look that sent shivers all the way down her spine.

“The only thing `m starvin’ for, pet, `s you.”

His bone melting smile made her want to say the hell with dinner; she wanted to feast on those sultry lips of his.

He scolded himself.  He shouldn’t have said that.  The last thing he wanted was to give her the impression he wanted to bed her.  Okay-alright-fine, bloody hell of course he wanted to bed her, but not until she was ready, until the time was right.

Over the next hour, Buffy took a few bites from each plate and it delighted him to no end that she liked everything.  The girl had a healthy appetite and he felt cheated that he hadn’t cooked them so he could take credit for her obvious enjoyment.  Ah well, he sighed. There’ll be plenty of opportunities in the future.  A lifetime of opportunities.

Oz came back and cleared everything away, leaving them a tiny brown bottle and two wine glasses.  William uncorked and divided the entire contents between the goblets, holding his up after she took hers.

“To us,” he saluted.  She blushed deeply as he touched his glass to hers, sampling the dark golden liquid in unison with him.

“Oh wow,” she exclaimed.  “It’s so sweet.”

“`S an autumn harvest dessert wine.  You like it?”

“I love it.”  She took a deep swallow, enjoying the unusual viscosity of it.  

“Whoa, pet.  Slow down.  Dessert is meant to be savored.”  She suddenly frowned at him.

“What about cake?”  He looked confused.  “Chocolate Decadence cake?”  Recognition passed over his features before being replaced with guilt.

“`M sorry.  I didn’ think to... God `m such a git to forget it was your favorite.  Forgive me?”  He stuck his bottom lip out at her.

Let me have some of that and I’ll forgive you anything.  Er, bad Buffy!  “That’s okay.  But you owe me, Mister.”  

“That I do, pet................ that I do.” 

His demeanor changed drastically as he said this.  His face was sad, voice solemn and the whole room seemed to close in on her when he sighed heavily.  He immobilized her with an intense stare in clear preparation to say something she wasn’t sure she was ready to hear.

“Speakin’ of owing, I owe you an apology, a big one... several in fact.  Those things I said... when you came to London, I-”  She’d gently placed her hand over his where it rested on the table.

“Don’t,” she whispered.  He started again but she silenced him by shaking her head back and forth vigorously.  “Please, William.  You may feel like you have to but I’m here to tell you that you don’t.  It isn’t necessary.  If anyone is going to say they’re sorry for anything then let it be me.  Because I am.  So sorry.  Everything that’s happened... I started it.  The blame is mine.  It’s all my fau-”

“The bloody hell it is,” he said sharply, stopping her before she said another word.  Of course trying to stop Buffy Summers from speaking at all was like trying to prevent an arse from shitting.

“It is and we both kno-”

“For fuck’s sake, Buffy, shut that gob of yours and jus’ listen, alright?”

“Okay,” she answered meekly but with a sense of quickness, surprised at his tone.

“Really?” he asked, shocked she’d agreed so readily.  “Never mind, don’ answer that.”  He wasn’t going to question his luck.  “Look.  I only want to have this discussion once... and ONLY once.  After tonight, I don’ ever want to hear you say that again.  You’ve done more than `nough apologizin’ to me.”  

Sure, she knew they had yet to talk about the events that ultimately tore them apart, but she didn’t think it would be so soon, here, tonight.  But if this is what he wanted, then maybe it was best they do it now.

“I said some things to you back then and... well, they weren’t true.  I was angry at the time.  Made up lies jus’ so you couldn’ hurt me, tried to hurt you back.  But I swear I didn’ mean a single one of them.  And though `s unforgivable... how I behaved towards you, I do want you to know... I am so, so sorry, pet.”

“But I deserved it because I didn’t trust you when I should have and I really shoul-”

“Buffy!”  Her name came rolling of his tongue in a slow, warning manner, low and gruff.

“Did you... did you just... growl at me?”  The look in his eyes made her regret the accusation.  “Sorry.  Uhmm, yeah... being quiet now.”  She removed her hand from his, folding it over the other on the table between them.

“I need for you to trust... to believe in me now when I say I don’ give a bloody damn who started it.”  Her eyes went huge, as if she couldn’t believe what she just heard.  “We both said things, did things that we can’t go back and change but all I care `bout is you... us... in the here and now.  The only thing that matters is that you want what I want... to use the future to get past the hurt, move forward... no matter how long that may take.”     

“I do,” she whispered, his words choking in her own throat.  She wanted exactly what he wanted.

“Thank God,” he sighed out loud and allowed his body to relax a little.  “And Buffy?”  Her eyes were suddenly so full of tears that when she blinked, it sent them streaming over her perfect cheeks, causing his own eyes to grow wet.  “I forgave you for everythin’ back in England.”  He released a light chuckle while wiping his eyes.  “I still can’ believe you flew all that way to see my stupid arse.”  

Hearing him say that meant more to her than he would ever know.  The air around them, between them felt so light, so fresh, the weight of the past three months no longer pressing down on them.  She wanted to say ‘thank you’ but he had her giggling around her tears at his last comment.

He reached out when she sniffled, intent on taking hold of her free hand when the sound of the kitchen door opening stopped him.  It was Oz, coming out to bid them goodnight.  They composed themselves as best they could before he arrived.   

“See ya tomorrow, boss.”  He turned to walk away but then stopped to add, “Oh and before I forget... happy birthday, man.”

Buffy waited until he was out of earshot then turned on William.  “It’s your birthday?” her voice squeaked in shock.  ‘Yeah’, he admitted shyly.  “Oh my God.”  She was frantic.  “I-if I’d known I would have brought you,” she looked about as if in search of an invisible present but could only offer a weak, “Something.” 

“Hey.”  Reaching across the table, he placed a hand over hers.  “You bein’ here `s all the gift I need.”  She took him by surprise when she rose, leaned forward and pressed a sweet, lingering kiss to his lips.  It was over before he was ready but she stayed a moment longer, nuzzling his cheek with hers, her breath tickling his ear as she whispered...

“Happy birthday, baby.”

Before she could sit, he swiftly stood, walked around the table and pulled her into his arms.  “On second thought... there is somethin’ you can give me.”

“And what’s that?”  Oh wow.  The butterflies in her stomach returned at the electric feel of his arms winding around her.

“Care to indulge an old man?”  She giggled nervously.  He looked over at Oz who was waiting in the wings for his cue... and nodded.

“Call me old fashioned, but I really wanna dance with my girl tonight.”

“Really?”  Wait a minute.  She realized he’d never told her his age before.  “Just how old are you?”   

“Thirty four.”

“Wow.”  She teasingly accused him, “You are an old man.”

“Oi!”

“I’m only kidd-”  The first few chords struck and she recognized the tune immediately.  “Oh wow... I love this song.”  He cocked his head to one side and stared at her longingly.

“Good.  Cuz I thought it fitting.”

“Oh, William.”  She was near tears again and was grateful he pulled her head against his chest so he wouldn’t witness her crying again.

This time, This place
Misused, Mistakes
Too long, Too late
Who was I to make you wait
Just one chance
Just one breath
Just in case there's just one left
'Cause you know,
you know, you know

He really hoped she didn’t find all this too sappy, but the William side to his personality couldn’t resist.  Her hold to him tightened as the next few bars played out and it was for this he was waiting... waiting to tell her.

That I love you
I have loved you all along
And I miss you
Been far away for far too long
I keep dreaming you'll be with me
and you'll never go
Stop breathing if
I don't see you anymore

Pulling back, he wiped a stray tear from her face.  “Hey, no need for all that, yeah?”  She nodded around her sniffles.  “`M always gonna be here for you.  Wanna know why?”

“Why?”

“Because I love you.”  Uh-oh.  The water works were starting again in her eyes, but it was tears of the good kind, the happy kind and for that he was grateful.  “I love you.”  He kissed her lips, over and over, repeating the words again and again between each subsequent kiss, loving her with all his heart for every time she whispered it back.

On my knees, I'll ask
Last chance for one last dance
'Cause with you, I'd withstand
All of hell to hold your hand
I'd give it all
I'd give for us
Give anything but I won't give up
'Cause you know,
you know, you know

The song played on but the couple was oblivious to anything but each other, too rapt in the gentle sway of their dance, the tender kisses, the exchange of the only three words that mattered anymore, the feeling that all was finally right in their world.

... I wanted you to stay
'Cause I needed
I need to hear you say
That I love you
I have loved you all along
And I forgive you
For being away for far too long
So keep breathing
'Cause I'm not leaving you anymore
Believe it
Hold on to me and, never let me go
Keep breathing.... 

It took awhile, but their kisses went from tender to needy, more fervent, leaving them breathless, bodies heaving.  To hell with behaving, he was ready to take a ‘certain’ risk.  

“Any chance you might still be interested in havin’........... cake?”  She wound her arms around his neck loosely and allowed him to pull her even closer against his body, giving him a little more confidence.

“What’s a birthday without cake?”

“True.  But before you agree, pet, I should mention I don’ have any here at the restaurant.”

“Oh?”     

“Yeah.”  His hand tightened about her waist while the other slid suggestively up her spine, helping to clue her in on the underlying message behind what he going to say.  He hoped he wasn’t pushing his luck by pushing for things too fast but he really, really wanted to know if she just might feel the same way.  “There’s some in the fridge... at my place.”  She abruptly pulled away and he thought for sure he’d ruined everything... until she spoke.

It’d been so long, too long since they'd been together and she didn’t want to lose another second talking when they could be loving each other instead... all night long.

“Well then, what are we doing wasting time by standing here?”  She winked, grabbed her purse off the table and then held her hand out for his.  “I’m ready if you are?”  

“Abso-bloody-lutely.”  	


a/n:  I really did hate to end it like this, but after writing about 2,000 words past what you see here, I realized there was no way to include all the hotness the muse has planned without going WAY over the 10,000 word limit.  So I cut the chapter off so that next installment, well, I think you can all guess what’ll be going on, *winks*.  One more thing, I’ll try to update as soon as time allows, BUT, (some of you are already aware) I’m writing a Wucian (Willow/Lucian) scene for Jolynn’s story ‘Beneath the Shadows of Evil’ to post in her absence and I need to complete it so she can look it over before she leaves on holiday.  It’s an honor for her to allow me this and of course – I think everyone knows, ahem, Lucian is most definitely my boy, er, vamp.  Giggles.  Have a fantastic week, smooches.


Chapter 35

Sweet Surrender






I do apologize for the lengthy break from updating, but it took me 4 drafts before I felt comfortable enough with the material.  My muse can be too fickle sometimes.  Only a couple chapters more and this fic will be complete – I do hope everyone enjoys.  Thank you Dusty273 – for helping to tame the perfectionist in me, *winks*.  

Buffy drove behind William on their way to his place.  It wasn’t a long trip - four, maybe five blocks total - but during that time insecurities had somehow wormed their way into her thoughts.  Yes, they’d found some measure of resolve after talking about what happened three months ago, but she couldn’t keep from worrying what life would  be like down the road.  This was going to be the first relationship either of them had ‘had’ in quite some time and she knew there would be times when either of them or both were bound to screw up.  And when it happened, would they be able to overcome it... keep it together?  The thought of ever losing him, again, for whatever reason scared her to death.  And that was no way to start things off.

The trip from the car, up the stairs to the door of his apartment was one made in silence as he guided her with a hand to the small of her back.  Letting go once they reached the landing, he unlocked the door and was about to turn the handle when she placed her fingers on his forearm, stilling him.

“William?”

“Yeah, luv?”

She retracted her hand and took a step back.  “I... I’m...”  The need to talk about her concerns before they went inside was overwhelming.  But she didn’t know how to say it, was afraid to try for how it might come out and be perceived.  There’d been so many misunderstandings between them before and she didn’t want to fall into that pattern again, even by accident.

Her rigid, almost guarded stance suggested she was suddenly unsure about being here and his immediate response was to panic.  “Buffy?”  Instinctively, he reached for her, relaxing a little the moment she allowed him to take her hand.  If she’d changed her mind, decided it wasn’t the right time then he had to make her understand he was fine with that.  He only hoped that was the reason and she wasn’t changing her mind about being with him completely.  Taking a shaky breath, he asked, “`F you’re not ready, we don’-”

“No!  No, that’s not it,” she interrupted.  “I’m ready, it’s just that I’m-I’m...”  Terrified, is what she wanted to say, but she was desperately searching for a better way to convey it.  

He studied the frown she wore, searched beneath it for the cause.  Her eyes were practically pleading for him to finish her thought for her so she didn’t have to and as soon as he recognized this, he knew in an instant what had her acting this way.  His girl was afraid.  Not of him but of this... what they were finally able to have.  Here they were with nothing left to prevent them from being together and she was simply scared about what their future held.  She wasn’t alone in her fears, not by a mile.  He felt the same way, long before he’d even worked up the nerve to go see her that day at the gallery.  As if reading his thoughts, she suddenly squeezed his hand, a smile of reassurance twitching the corners of her mouth.  Framing her face with his hands, he told her, “Me too, pet.  Me too.”  It was comforting to know she wasn’t going to run like she’d done in the past.  And neither would he.  

Relief flooded her system that he understood and in a few simple words had made it clear their thoughts weren’t so very different, that he was just as scared as she was.  After placing a chaste kiss to her lips, he opened the door and gestured her forward.

“After you.”

The soft sound of the lock clicking into place made everything seem that much more real to her.  Without ever breaking eye contact, he reached forward, took the purse she was holding and hung it on the coat rack.  She began taking small steps backwards, uncertain as to what should happen next, though his own ideas to that respect were all too clearly written on his face when his hand shot out to slowly bring her back towards him.

She began shifting from one foot to the other while blushing under his intense stare.  It was those eyes of his, that hypnotic, hooded blue holding her captive, exuding something far beyond basic lust.  A sensual look comprised of hunger, longing and need.  It spoke of his desire.  To ‘have’ her... all of her and that he wasn’t going to be denied by any silly notion of apprehension on her part.  She trembled at the knowledge, her insides heating up under his sapphire gaze.

This sudden shyness of hers was so bloody adorable, reminding him just how much he'd truly missed her.  They had so much lost time to make up for that he planned on keeping her here for as long as it took until he’d sated his appetite of her lips against his, her arms holding him close, her voice whispering how much she loved him.  Then again, it would take more than one lifetime before he’d ever get enough of his girl and so he would have to settle for now.  Here tonight, he would take his time, draw out the experience, savor each precious second of  finally reconnecting with her on every level known between a man and a woman.

Unable to resist, he pulled her close, threading his fingers through her soft hair to cradle her head, holding her firmly in place so he could drown himself in the purity of her kiss.  He’d been nothing shy of miserable without her for weeks, months, nights too numerous to count filled with sleeping memories that perpetuated his waking dream of possessing the one thing he wanted above all else... her.  She was his temptation... and his salvation, lying warm and willing in his arms to love with all he had and with no fear of rejection.

She moaned under the pressure of his silky lips as they claimed hers.  Each gentle sweep of his tongue lulled her further away from any awkwardness she may have felt and deeper under his spell.   His strong arms drew her impossibly close until there wasn’t an inch of her left that wasn’t pressed tightly against his hard body.  

Everything started slowly enough, each kiss, each caress so soft and sweet, but as the undeniable passion they’d always had for one another took over, their desire escalated, the kiss deepening, hands gripping and squeezing eagerly.  Unlike their previous encounters however, this one held the promise of so much more than mere sexual gratification.  It was to be the first time neither would have to hold any part of themselves back as they took their fill of the physical affirmation of their feelings.

Pulling back, his voice was ragged and shaky with need.  “Can I make love to you?”  As soon as he heard her say ‘yes’, he grasped her hands from around his neck and led her towards the back of his flat.

Once they stood at the foot of his bed, she turned around and swept her hair to one side, inviting him to unzip her dress.  

He didn’t miss a beat and pulled on the tiny clip, slowly separating the metal teeth to reveal the smooth expanse of her bare back. Trailing the tips of his fingers down her spine as he went, he marveled at the goose bumps that sprung from beneath his touch.

God save her but she felt like she was going to faint.  Her heart was thundering in her chest from the feel of him undressing her, the effect of his fingertips to her skin sending shocks of electricity through her entire body and a small sigh to escape her lips.

With the task complete, he let go, watching her dress fall to the floor with a gentle ‘wisp’.  Chris’!!!  His cock strained towards the vision of her cheeks pouting roundly from out of the high cut border of her tiny black briefs.  He was highly aroused at this sexy new change in attire from the usual thongs he remembered her wearing.  They looked expensive, too, and it would be hard to resist stealing them as a third addition to his collection of her lacy bits.  He shook the thought away, he wouldn’t have to, not anymore, she belonged to him now.  She truly belonged to him and, “Beautiful,” he whispered as she turned to face him.  Like ripe, summer strawberries, her perfect nipples pebbled, screaming for the attention of his lips.  He didn’t have a chance to indulge himself, however.  

She placed her hands beneath his jacket, slid them over his hard chest and across his broad shoulders to push the offending garment off.  As nervous as she felt, her fingers went to the buttons of his shirt next, but he grabbed her wrists.

“Sit,” he instructed softly, pushing her gently until she was seated on the edge of the bed.  Taking a few steps back, he began unbuckling his belt, pulling it slowly through the loops, allowing it to drop loudly on the floor.  Her eyes fixed themselves to his groin and her tongue darted out to lick her lips, causing him to groan with undisguised lust.  He couldn’t deny he yearned for what her mouth could do to him, but those things could wait.  

One by one she watched him peel the layers of his clothing away while she sat impatiently.  First belt, then shirt, shoes and socks, until all that remained were his jeans with the top button popped.  Yes, she was enjoying the show, salivating even as he revealed the flawless pale skin of his upper body, but it was taking too long for her taste... taste.  She licked her lips again at the thought of having his hard length inside her mouth, compelling her to reach out and grab the waistband of his pants, pulling until he stood in front of her so she could do just that.  This was something special he’d only ever shared with her, and she desperately wanted to please him.  

Oh, FUCK, she looked bloody magnificent, putting herself on display like this.  Long tan legs spread wide, dainty feet still wearing those taunting, sexy heels, cloth covered cunny barely concealed, all soft and warm, begging to be plundered.  She took control and worked his pants over his hips and he swore under his breath as her nails scraped his skin. When it became clear what she intended to do, though, he very quickly placed his hands on her shoulders to prevent her.

“Did I... am I doing something wrong?”

“God no, pet.”  His breathing was beyond labored at this point as he shook his head and tried to explain.  “You’re doing everythin’, everythin’ so... `M afraid if I don’ stop you, `m gonna cum too soon.”  She looked up, capturing him with large, needful eyes, assuring him in a coy, hushed tone.

“Don’t worry, it won’t go to waste.”

“Buf-” he grunted when she lowered her mouth around his aching cock and gave him three long and delicious throaty strokes, her fingers digging into his hips, trying to draw him in deeper.  “Fuck!”  His eyes crossed from the blissful feel of her tongue teasing the underside of his length and with all his will power he pulled himself out of her warm mouth.  “Scoot back.”  She looked bewildered and fragile, almost hurt, making him feel guilty for being so demanding.  “Kitten, please,” he begged.

Hearing the need in his tone, she nodded shyly then bent over, intending to take her shoes off.

“Leave `em on,” he told her in a husky tone, answering her questioning expression with the truth.  “You look so bloody sexy in them.”

Acceding to his wish, she moved back to lie on the bed and bent her knees, opening herself up to his heated gaze.  The anticipation of what they were about to do was enough to kill her but when she saw the gleam in his eye as he kicked his pants away, she knew he was going to prolong her torture... just because he could.  

“If you value those pricy knickers `f yours, you better take them off... before I do it my way.”  He nearly chuckled at the speed in which she removed them.

She didn’t need to be told twice.  Forget that the retail value of these ‘knickers’, as he called them, set her back thirty bucks, it was the fact they were the last remaining thing that stood between her and... whoa! The ache in her belly twitched throughout her womanhood in response to the site of his heavy cock bobbing up and down as he crept onto the bed between her splayed limbs. 

Regaining control over his hormones proved difficult, but he managed, choosing instead to focus his efforts on heightening her arousal.  He would tease every inch of her golden legs with carefully placed open-mouthed kisses, use the tip of his tongue to create wet patterns to the sensitive spot behind her knee.  The smell of her arousal already lay thick in the air and he knew he would have to have a taste before loving her.

She gasped his name, clutched the blanket tightly and arched off the bed when he brought his mouth upon her ankle to drag his lips seductively up her shin, around her knee and, “Uhh!”  

He smiled against her skin.  God, I’ve missed this... the way her body responded so beautifully to his... like poetry in motion.  

“Oh God... William,” she hissed in pleasure as the velvet tip of his shaft slid smoothly along her thigh.  He stopped to pump its length against her, let her feel the weight of his need before taking it away.  

She ran one perfectly sleek calf up his leg and over his hip preparing to bring him back to where she wanted him most, the sharp heel of her shoe scraping his flesh in sweet agony.  “Eh-eh-eh, pet.”  Anchoring his hand at her waist, he trapped her leg against his torso with a powerful arm so she couldn’t move.  He didn’t want to rush this part, particularly because he knew he wouldn’t last.  The least he could do for them both was to build the tension... just a bit more and then later, mmmm, later... her lovely arse was his to take, and take, then take some more until sleep became a priority.  Lowering his head, he nipped at her hip bone lightly with his teeth, causing her tiny frame to tremble.  

Without warning, he plunged his face between her legs, sending her through the roof when he gave her one long and solid lick with the flat of his tongue to her quim.  “Please,” she gasped, her desperation getting the best of her.  

“Please what, kitten?”  But she didn’t answer.  Instead, she wrapped her fingers around his biceps and tugged on him with all her might, causing his cock to throb with need at seeing his girl so wanton for his touch.  

How she ever survived without him these last few weeks was a miracle in itself, but now that he was here?  Back in her life for good and hovering above her with all the love she could ever ask for radiating through his every touch?   Her lids slid shut when she felt the head of his shaft graze her sex and a sharp pang of pleasure pulse in her womb.

“Look at me, Buffy.”  When she opened her eyes, he had to blink his own several times at what he saw.  They appeared several shades of green... all at once, a swirling vortex of naked, open desire and he realized in awe it was all for him.  It had to be the single, most beautiful thing he’d ever seen in his life.  

“The truth will be the only thing between us from now on.  Don’ hold anythin’ back from me, pet.  Please.  Not now... not ever.”  The need to bring them both home with his body had his hips delivering shallow thrusts, groaning against the feel of her slick folds caressing his cock, calling out for him to bury himself deep within her heaven.

“Y-yes.”  
  
“Want you to see me as I make love to you... so you know in your heart how much I love you.”  

She lifted her fingertips to his lips and nodded, determined to look in his eyes, to watch every emotion play itself out as he entered her.  

“Gonna make my girl feel so good.”  He pressed a lingering kiss to her fingers while lowering his hand to steady himself against her opening.

He moved cautiously, nudging her lips apart gently, being careful so as not to hurt her with his size... but she couldn’t wait for the pain his pleasure would bring her.  “Please.”   

He shook his head, understanding all to well what she wanted.  “It’ll hurt,” he argued.  But Christ, she had a way of breaking him down, making him want her so bad.  

Despite the truth behind his words, she drew her knees back slightly, angled her hips and opened herself up to him in total trust, clasping his shoulders in preparation.   “Now.” 

Blue eyes met green as he firmly pushed his way inside, halting the instant she cried out, struggling against his own need to simply start thrusting inside her tight channel.  

She gave him every indication she was fine and she truly was despite the burning response of her walls stretching to accommodate him.  His eyes softened as he held still, showing her with his tenderness how much he regretted his actions although she’d asked for it.  Shifting beneath him, she began rolling her hips, encouraging him to move with her.  

Both hissed as he slowly, ever so slowly sunk his full length deep within her satiny heat.  And as promised, she watched him as he rose and fell above her, his languid pace fueling her desire.  He was so utterly beautiful in this moment, the way his eyes told her everything she needed to know as he filled her over and over, consuming her wholly. 

He could see it in her face as it twisted with pleasure, hear it in her tiny sighs, felt it each time her hips met his... she’d finally surrendered all that she was, gave every part of herself entirely to him.  Their emotional journey towards one another had reached its destination... long before the sweet descent of physical completion had ever begun. 

This consummating act bound them together more tightly than either could have imagined, far beyond that which any romance novel could ever hope to portray with its pretty words.  Their bodies moved in flawless harmony, an expression of two people deeply connected, communicating outside the ordinary range of perception to a level of understanding words couldn’t accomplish... a pure and absolute testament to their love.  

Under the current of his strong, steady thrusts, her need spread to every nerve ending, the ache pitted in her womb turning in on itself to escape in hot, liquid release as the power of her orgasm tore the fabric of silence around them with the cry of his name on her lips.

He covered her mouth with his, swallowing her passion, making it his.  She arched into him sharply and he tightened his arms about her waist, molding his form to hers, the muscles of her passage narrowing around him as he drove into her... harder and harder.  His desire raged through his veins, blinding him to everything that wasn’t her, climbing higher... faster, until he passed the point of reason, delivering his essence to bathe her inner sanctum.   

They held one another, each unwilling to speak, to disturb the magic their reunion had brought, holding fast to the comfortable blanket they’d woven of skin and raw emotion... content, for now, with the simplicity of their contact and the stillness surrounding them.  A perfect conclusion to the beginning of an evening spent in blissful reprise.


Chapter 36

Spike, Reintroduced


I do apologize for lack of updates.  The muse simply hasn’t been very cooperative and I’ve been preoccupied between both my kids having homework every night - (who knew kindergarten held homework anyway?  I don’t remember having it when I went, lol.) – AND, my husband will FINALLY be getting out of Iraq here next month, then to come see us the beginning of November... after 15 bloody long months of being deployed, yeah, more than excited!  He hasn’t even set foot in our new house, so I’m like a mad woman here lately trying to get it all Ethan-Allen-picture-perfect.  Sounds insane, but there’s a lot going on in that department and I want his homecoming to be extra special.  Anyway, believe it or not, I have the next chapter, the epilogue, more than ¾ written, so not too long before the next update.  As for IAN... just have to get the muse to finish writing that epilogue, too.  This chapter will see the tying up of loose ends, a little Lornya, and some fun with brains and oil, *winks*.  I went for a different angle to lead up to some smutty fun... hope you enjoy.  Thank you Dusty273 for all your help, smooches.


Midmorning found the lovers arguing over whose place they were going to spend the day at, until Buffy told William she had little in her fridge to cook with.  She shrugged at his smug smile and let him have his little victory dance.  If he insisted on cooking from her, who was she to stop him?  Besides, she never did get that slice of chocolate cake he offered the night before to which he admitted ‘you caught me’ when she called him on it.  

A childish pout and a few kisses later, he told her to go home and pack enough things to leave at his loft permanently so that any time she stayed the night, she’d always have what she needed.  Meanwhile, he busied himself with making them something to eat and to bake said missing cake.  By the time she got back to his apartment, she swore he’d cooked enough to feed the whole of California and it was just as decoratively laid out as the dishes at his restaurant.

After lunch, however, she was shooed out of the kitchen with a warning because she couldn’t keep from dipping her finger in the bowl while he was trying to frost the cooled chocolate layers of his handiwork.  

“Is it almost done?” she whined from the couch a few minutes later.

“Patience, kitten.”  Raising a hand high above the cake, he sprinkled a mixture of confection and carob chips.   “The best things in life are worth waitin’ for.” 

If that isn’t the understatement of the year!  Sure, she may have had to wait, but as she sat there watching Mr. Right decorate dessert she had to admit, he was ‘the best’.  

Her eyes followed each step of his progress with awe.  And as ridiculous as it sounded in her own head, just the way he moved in the kitchen made her swoon.  How he studied each ingredient he added with critical, squinted eyes from behind wire rimmed frames, how he pursed that full bottom lip as he stirred the chocolate sauce over the stove, how his brow furrowed whenever a chip didn’t ‘land right’ and then pushed it into place with a steady finger.  It seemed rather silly, going gah-gah over his perfectionist type behavior, but seeing him in ‘all serious chef-mode’... incredibly sexy.

With a nod of self approval at his finished work of art, he cut two slices out onto separate plates, drizzled the warm, calorie-laden topping in a zigzag pattern across them both then grabbed two forks before walking over to join her.

“So what did you want to do today?” she asked as he handed her the sweet treat then sat down.

“You have to ask?”  

When he waggled his brows suggestively, she cringed.  “Not to spoil your plans but I’m too sore for any more of... that.”  She blushed when he began chuckling around his fork.  “Hey!  I’ll have you know my whole body aches.  You abused me last night.”  Three months of nada then three times in one night with a man who could put a Clydesdale to shame?  Yeah, sore was putting it mildly.

“Awww, poor kitten.”  He’d fix that in a hurry.  “Tell you what.  Lemme give you a massage then, yeah?   Loosen you up.  See if I can’ change your mind.”  Her eyes went wide.  “You know I can be gentle.”

Oh, she knew alright.  There were many things she still had yet to learn about the man sitting next to her, but she knew all too well she didn’t stand a chance when it came to his talents. That’s when she took a mental step back and realized something.  

“I don’t want this to come out wrong, but...  We don’t really know each other.  You know?”  

Halting mid-bite, he tilted his head to study her, wondering where this was coming from.  

“I-I mean our, uhmm, relationship?  It hasn’t been exactly... conventional.  At-least-until-now.  And since we’re TOGETHER-together, I’m...” she huffed over her inability to simply say what she was thinking.  Setting her plate down, she took a calming breath then started again.  “What if, when you discover all there is to know about Buffy Summers, you don’t like me?  A-as a person?”                       

“`S not possible.”   He saw the insecurity she’d exhibited early last night creep back into her expression, but her fears were unfounded.  Whatever personality quirks she had were inconsequential to him.  

“It doesn’t make you nervous?  Even a little?”  Holding her fingers up one at a time, she listed her idiosyncrasies.  “I hog the blankets, snore, sometimes drink straight from the milk carton and-” his chuckle cut her off.

Shaking his head, he set aside his plate then moved to pull her gently onto his lap.  “I know wha’s in here.”  He traced a finger over her heart.  “Tha’s what matters most.”  Kissing the frown on her forehead, he told her honestly, “Don’t bloody care `bout any peculiarities you may have.”  

“Really?  But what if you find that I’m... boring?”

“I could say the same, pet.  Once you find out jus’ how bookish I am.”  He paused to point towards the piano and then to a large bookcase filled to capacity.  “You might run for the hills.”  

“That’s where you’re wrong.”  She gave him an impish grin.  “I’ll tell you something that I’m positive you don’t know about me.”  Removing his glasses, she put them on her own face.  “I’ve always harbored a secret thing for geeks, the smart guys.  The shy quiet type back in school?  Complete with glasses?  VERY hot!”

“`S that so?”  Bloody hell she looked adorable wearing his spectacles.  And to think she actually liked geeks?  That made him a total shoe-in.

“Major turn-on for me.  They usually wind up being the most passionate... just like you.”  She tangled the fingers of one hand in the soft curls at the top of his head.  “Remember when you played the piano for me that one time?”  Lowering her free hand down his chest suggestively, she whispered in his ear, “I nearly came just from watching.”  That earned her an astonished but lustful look.

“I think we’ll get along jus’ fine then, pet.”  He dove in for a kiss but her cell phone interrupted the moment.  She excused herself, saying she had to answer in case it was work-related then got off his lap to retrieve it.

Rolling her eyes at the caller ID, she answered it while mouthing ‘Anya’ to him as she came walking back towards the couch.  “What’s up, Anya?”  William pulled her down onto his lap and took his glasses back from her to set them aside. “No, you’re not interrupting anything...  Yes, of course we...  Many orgasms,” she giggled when he shot her a playful look and gripped her sides tightly in response to what she’d said. 

Giving her a mischievous look, he spoke loud enough for Anya to hear, “Actually we were in the middle of-mmph!”  His words were muffled when Buffy’s hand covered his mouth along with a warning glare.

“No, no.  He was just joking.  Anyway, what were you saying about tonight?”  She listened intently then shrugged her shoulders.  “Sure.  We can be there.  What time?”  Glancing at his questioning look, she held her finger up for him to wait until she was finished with her conversation.  “Right.  Six o’clock.  We’ll be there.  Okay, bye-bye.”

“We have to go somewhere tonight?” he asked, unable to hide the disappointment from his voice that their plans to stay in had suddenly been changed.

“Yeah.  The Bronze.”  Settling more comfortably into his embrace, she explained.  “Sorry, but she’s has this important THING, something she’s wanted to tell our friends and she won’t do it until we’re all gathered in one place.” 

“Huh.  Sounds interestin’.”

“I guess.  I mean, she’s never kept a secret from me so I’m more than curious to see what it is.”  Sighing, she went back to playing with his curls.  “It shouldn’t take long.  We’ll be back here before you know it.  Okay?”  He purred beneath her touch and agreed before letting his eyes slide shut.  Studying the serene look on his face, she changed the subject.  “I love your hair like this.”

“You do?” he murmured lazily.

“Mm-hmm.  Of course I liked it the other way, too.”  His eyes snapped opened, a clear expression of shock emanating from their blue depths.

“You did?”

“Well, yeah.  Why so surprised?”

“Thought you’d hate it seein’s that... that was Spike.”  He’d tried hard to rid himself of that alter ego even if it had advantages when it came to the blend of some traits.  She cocked her head thoughtfully at him, her next words catching him off guard.

“But, that’s who I fell in love with.  He’s not a separate person.  He’s a part of you.  Another side of your character.”  It was true.  Hoping she hadn’t said something wrong, she told him, “Please don’t take it in a bad way because that’s not how I mean it.  I love YOU.  William.  But even from the first night we met you showed... I saw both sides of you.  I don’t see them as individual people, just two different facets of your personality.”  Caressing his cheek with her fingers, she asked, “Do you understand?”

“I think so.”  He wasn’t offended; he just found it hard to believe.  

“It doesn’t matter to me whether you prefer to be called William or Spike.  I have the best of both worlds in you.”  

“I guess when you put it like that...”  Tilting his head, he studied her for a moment then grinned.  In a few simple sentences his girl had summed it up nicely, making perfect sense out of it all.  And if she said she loved him, all of him, including Spike as part of the package, well then.  Maybe it was wrong to rid himself of the bloke completely.  “So you really liked my hair blond, yeah?”

His question came with a teasing wink and she instantly relaxed, glad he wasn’t upset.  “Mm-hmm.  And the leather duster and black clothes?”  She blushed.  “Really hot.”  The smirk he suddenly fixed her with had her insides heating up.

“Well then.  Maybe...”

~~~*~~~

“God, pet!  Feels so good.”

“Do you like that?”

“Mmmmmm,” he purred.  The things she did to him with her tiny hands were amazing.  “Don’ stop.”  

His moaning picked up when she dug her nails into his skin.  

“Ooooo, so warm and wet.”   And tight, he thought.  The way she gripped him felt incredible, so firm, so snug.  

“Just the way you like it, right?”  He hissed under the pressure as she worked him a bit more.

“Jus’ like that, luv.  Oh, yeah.”  Her touch was so erotic, far more intimate than he ever imagined under the circumstances.  “Fuck, pet... tha’s hot.”  His girl really knew how to warm things up.

“Good... it’s supposed to be.”  Applying more friction, she began rubbing him vigorously.

“Harder,” he begged.  

“You want it harder?”  

She stroked him more forcefully and bloody hell but she could be rough when she wanted.  “God, yes.  You make it hurt so good.  Keep goin’.”  

“Time to finish you off, baby,” she whispered in his ear then turned up the heat.

“Tha’s hot.”

“Hold still.”  He was starting to squirm.  “I’m almost there... almost done.”

“Ow.  Ow-ow-OW!”

“Stop being such a wuss.”

“Arghhh!” he cried, panting with relief when it was over, trying to calm himself from the experience while she grabbed something to wipe him with.       

Turning the water off and drying her hands, she watched as he righted himself from being bent over the tub.  “There’s my Spike,” she cooed when he pulled the towel from his head to reveal the newly dyed platinum locks.

“Forgot how much that stings.”

“We’ll add a packet of sweet-n-low to it the next time.  It should relieve some of the burning.”  Helping her boyfriend bleach his hair was admittedly weird, but she assisted as best she could by massaging his scalp and making sure he rinsed well.

“Bloody hell!”  He cursed at the mirror while repeatedly running his fingers through his thick curls, trying to tame them.  “`M gonna need some gel before we go out tonight.”

“Right here.”  Pulling her own bottle from her overnight bag, she held it out before asking.  “Do you still have the black duster?”

Turning to see her excited smile, he couldn’t help but chuckle.  “Anxious li’l thing, aren’ you?”  She nodded.  “Like the bad boy look?”  

“Love the bad boy look,” she confessed without shame.

Stalking towards her with a naughty smirk in place, he took the gel then circled behind her. If it pleased his girl that much, he’d be more than happy to give her the full bad boy treatment.  “Does this mean you’ll let me give you that massage tonight?  Change your mind `bout-” grabbing her around the waist, he rubbed his growing erection against her backside and feathered his lips around her ear.  “-bein’ too sore for some... action?”

She went weak in the knees when she saw his reflection and how sexy he looked as he worried her lobe between his teeth.  “It has its, ohhh... possibilities.”  Sore or not he’d already convinced her, even without the added bonus of a massage.  “Mmmmm, better stop or we’ll never make it out the door.”

“Erghh,” he growled, frustrated.  Bloody hell!  They only had twenty minutes before they needed to actually be there at The Bronze.  Not enough time for any naughty play before leaving.  “Le’s go.”  He turned to grab his black t-shirt and pulled it over his head.  “So we can hurry back.”

~~~*~~~

“Well, well, well,” Lorne clapped his hands together as everyone watched the two blondes approach the table hand in hand.  “Look at the happy couple.”  Buffy let go of Spike to come over and give him a quick kiss on the cheek.  “What gives with the hair?”

Spike shrugged and threw his arm around Buffy when she sat down beside him.  “She likes it.  Do I need another reason?”  His friend chuckled and shook his head.

“Not at all.  I’m just tickled to pieces you two are finally together.”

“Amen to that,” Anya piped in.  “No more mopey-Buffy now that she’s being given lots and lots of orgasms.”  

Spike erupted in a fit of hysterics while Buffy blushed.

“It’s really good to see you happy, Buffy.”  Willow diverted the conversation.  “And you too, Spike.  I-I mean William.”  At the mention of ‘Spike’, William raised a questioning eyebrow.  “I- uhmm, I’m sorry?” she offered Buffy who stared back at her with wide, frightened eyes.

“How did...  Buffy?”  He turned to see her cringing.

“It sort of-of... slipped out about a week ago.  When we were out.  Here.  At The Bronze.”  Indeed the last time she was here with her friends, she forgot Willow didn’t know about ‘Spike’ when she and Anya were arguing.  Oh, God, she groaned internally.  “I’m so sorry.  I never meant-” 

“Hey, man,” Oz interrupted.  “It’s no big.  I guessed it anyway when I overheard you talking to that guy at Grisanti’s.  Nobody cares.  At least I don’t.”  Looking at his girlfriend she nodded in agreement then spoke.

“Nothing matters except that you two are together.  A-and happy.”

Spike glanced around the table at everyone, watching as they all nodded their heads.  To hell with it.  He hadn’t wanted anyone to know unnecessarily, but if they truly didn’t care then neither did he.  It was all in the past anyway.  “`S okay.”  Seeing the scared look in Buffy’s eyes, he reassured her, “`S okay, luv.”  

“Really?  Because I-”

“Sshhhh.  I jus’ said it was.”  He kissed her deeply, letting her know he wasn’t mad with her while everybody sighed their ‘awwwws’ of approval.

“Hey!  This is supposed to be my night.  Stop that!” Anya broke in; ignoring the snickers she received.

“Ahem, sorry.”  Spike broke the kiss while Buffy melted further into his side and stroked his arm lovingly.  “Wha’s this `bout, pigeon?”  His girlfriend started her round of questioning after he spoke.

“Yeah.  What gives with the formality?  What’s so important that you’ve managed to keep it secret even from me?”

The entire group watched as Anya stood up with a huge grin.  “Yes.  Well, I... WE have an announcement to make.”  She tapped Lorne on the shoulder.

“Oh, right.”  He stood up as if forgetting his place then wrapped an arm around her shoulders, smiling down at her while her head bobbled from side to side with barely contained excitement.  “Sorry, honey-bun.  Continue.”  He kissed her cheek and listened as her voice bubbled over with enthusiasm.

“Lorne and I are getting married.”  

You could have heard a pin drop in that moment.  The expected reaction never came.  Instead, their friends just stared at them in dead silence, jaws slack.  Anya’s smile dropped; her look of disappointment obvious as she turned to her fiancé.  “Well that went over like a fart in church,” she said dejectedly.

“You two have been........  How?” Buffy asked.  Lorne arched an eyebrow, making her feel stupid as to the ‘how’ part.  “I-I mean... why?”  Then he laughed.

“Just LOOK at this gorgeous woman,” he exclaimed, gesturing like Vanna White towards his bride to be.

“But you’re... he’s... gay!”

“Hmmph!”  Anya turned her nose in the air.  “Not anymore.”  

Buffy looked at Lorne.  “But you’ve never even BEEN with a woman before.  Right?  So when did you...”  Her eyes suddenly lit up.  “This whole time?” she screeched.  “For four months you two have been... making with the...”

“Mm-hmm.  Right under your nose, too!”  Anya smiled, pleased with herself.

“This is too weird, even for me,” Willow said unexpectedly but quickly back-pedaled after Anya frowned at her.  “N-not that I’m not excited for you but...  I just thought it, uhmm, you know, i-it’s different between two men than a man and a woman.”

“Well duh!”  Anya rolled her eyes.

“So... how?” a still stunned Buffy asked to which Anya cheerily answered her with a little too much information.

“Strap-ons.” 

There was a collective gasp but Oz merely shrugged.  “If it works for you.”  This remark, however, only encouraged her.

“Quite well.  See, first I hav-”

“Anya, sweety,” Lorne interrupted.  “I think they get the picture.”

Buffy nodded.  “A little TOO vivid a picture.  So-when’s-the-wedding?” she rushed to change the subject.

“We’d like to do it next month.  Just a small ceremony at The-Hide-Away.  Which reminds me.”  Lorne turned to Spike.  “Will you stand up with me?”

“As long as it doesn’ involve me wearin’ a bloody dress.”  Buffy jabbed his side but Lorne only chuckled.

“Oh, poo!  And I had the CUTEST little teal number picked out for you.”

The small crowd erupted in laughter.  “A-hem.  Right then.”  Spike held up his beer in salute.  “Cheers mate.”

Buffy intended on spending more time celebrating along with her friends, but after an hour she could no longer ignore Spike’s wandering hand from underneath the table nor his whispered pleas to leave.

~~~*~~~

“What exactly is your plan? To baste then cook me?”  Buffy guessed Spike was fresh out of massage lotion when he came back from the kitchen with a bottle of olive oil.

“Thought I’d bring you to a simmer first,” he joked, then lowered his voice to add, “Before eatin’ you.”  

Gulp!  

	--- Squee!  

Her slutty side was jumping for joy.  

---  Damn skippy!  

“Don’ look so nervous, luv.  Promise I’ll be gentle.”  She might be too sore for sex right now, but it wasn’t going to stop him from ravishing her with his tongue.  “Roll over.”  As soon as she did, he took his own clothes off, climbed on the bed then straddled her thighs.  Cracking the lid, he poured a generous amount into his hand, laid the open container within reach against the pillow and began rubbing his palms briskly to warm it up.

“I have body lotion in my bag if you’d rather use that?” she asked, though it was apparent from the sounds of things he was already, ohhhhh, that feels good.  His hands touched down on her lower back with just the right amount of pressure to soothe as he ran them slowly up her spine.

“Nope.  Olive oil is better for your skin.  `S much like the oil produced by the sebaceous glands, `s mildly anti-bacterial and doesn’ contain irritants like dyes or perfumes.”

“Mmmm, you sure know how to turn a girl on when you talk like a brainiac.”

He smiled at her playfulness.  “Wanna know more?”

“Go ahead, my fine professor... fill my head with fun, useless facts.”  They both had a good laugh before Spike cleared his throat and began his lecture.

“Lesson the first.”  He quickly located the knots between her shoulder blades and set about kneading them while he talked.  “Its historical roots lie in ancient Greece, but they did more than jus’ consume it as part of their diet.  Greek athletes covered their bodies with it and exercised in the nude as well as before the Panathenian Games every four years.  They bathed with it in replacement of soap... it was also used to anoint the dead along with honey, wine and even left as gifts at their gravesites.

“Really?”  Wow!  What that man could do with his hands and spew out facts like that at the same time?  She certainly could have used a history professor like him back in college.  Oh yeah, hot for teacher!

His voice droned on as he covered her arms then moved down her legs, calves and feet, loosening any and all tension as he went.  By all rights, she could have fallen asleep it felt so relaxing, but she was fascinated as she took in the little tidbits of information and how weird am I for getting so turned on by all of this?  He literally spoke as if reading straight from a textbook and after a few minutes of hanging on his every word she realized... smart was never so hot the way he pulled it off!   A naughty thought crossed her mind, and she wondered if maybe sometime she couldn’t get him to fuck her with nothing on but those glasses.  

“The oil was medicine in the hands of Greek doctors.  Hippocrates mentions roughly sixty different treatments it has for the human body.”

“What?!?!”  He turned her onto her stomach, continuing the massage along with his little seminar.

“Skin conditions, wounds, burns, ear infections...”  He trailed off as he ran a hand up her thigh, casually dipping one finger in to slide along the cleft of her womanhood then leaned his head close to her ear.  “Gynecological ailments, too.”  That earned him one of her pretty moans.  “Here end-eth the lesson.”

He dragged his lips along her neck and chest, stopping briefly to suck each of her nipples into erect little spears while pulling her knees apart far enough to accommodate his shoulders.  Kissing his way down her stomach, his fingertips gently caressed her delicate folds with a touch so tender yet erotic; she felt the exact moment her body released the warm trickle of her excitement.   

“`S this for me, baby?”  Christ, his mouth watered the second she drenched his fingers with her essence.  He spread it around her opening, slid the tip of one finger down to tease her puckered hole, wondering if she’d ever allow him to take her there.  That, however, would not only require a whole lot of preparation, but all of her trust as well considering his size.  Her breathy reply of ‘yes’ quickly brought him back from that train of thought.  

He slipped a single finger inside and she stiffened, anticipating a sting which much to her surprise, never came.  Was there anything he couldn’t do?  He’d eased away all her aches, loosened her up so much even her muscles down there were relaxed.

He nestled himself more comfortably between her legs, wrapped an arm around each thigh and darted his tongue out to have his first taste.  “Mmmmm.  Bloody ambrosia.”

“Oh-GOD!”  Her orgasm came out of nowhere, his light, tentative licks sending a flood of heat to course throughout her body.

He was in heaven, lapping at her quim greedily, full of pride he’d made her cum so hard and so quick, too.  But now he had a dilemma of his own.   His cock was hard as nails, weeping angrily from the tip and in need of release.  He grasped it, pumping himself as he continued devouring her liquid sweetness.   

“No.”

“No?”  He ceased all movement, surprised at what she’d said and worried that maybe something was wrong.

“You don’t have to do that.”  She’d looked down when feeling the mattress begin to shake; saw when he tried to bring himself off.  “Come here.”  Still struggling with the last tremors of her own passion, she opened her arms, inviting him.  “Cum inside me.”

“I don’ wanna...”  Still working himself, his only concern lay in hurting her in her tender state.  “`S alright, I can-” 

“I want it... want you.  Please.”

Seeing the honesty and lust in her eyes, he abandoned his efforts and swiftly crawled up her body, his throbbing shaft already nudging at her folds, aching to be inside her.

Winter blue eyes stared through her soul as he took one long, fluid, smooth and slow thrust forward, satisfying her desire to feel the mass of him filling her.  “Love you,” she barely managed to whisper before his hips patterned the beat of her heart.

For a second, he had to squeeze his eyes shut, absorb her words and the way she moved him at a level he never knew existed.  The emotion she poured into his being with that simple phrase surrounded him on all sides, drowning him.  “Love you, Buffy,” he answered her, knowing he couldn’t last, not with the intensity of the moment she’d introduced with her admission.  “Cum for me, luv... one more time.”

Demand made, demand met.  With a will of its own, her passage tightened around her lover, the waves of her first orgasm spilling over to crash and combine, catapulting her body beyond mere tremors to twist and quake violently deep in her core, replacing any previous bliss with complete euphoria as her walls contracted.  He filled her womb with the white hot cry of her name, his completion cleansing her from within.

In an aftermath of sweat and tangled limbs, the languid sense of fulfillment settled heavy between them, the reward of sleep reaching out to claim them.

Had to do some research on the olive oil thingy, but hey... smart can be hot when it comes with platinum locks, giggles.  I'm gonna pimp out my friend Dusty273 here for a mo and tell everyone that if you haven't read her fic The Art of Immortality - you really should, it's tasty!  Only an epilogue away now from the end of this story, wheww!  Have a great day, *hugs*.


Chapter 37

The Rest of Our Lives (Epilogue)

A bit more smutty fun before wrapping it all up.  Woo hoo, Tina does the dance of joy.  I deem this fic officially finished, complete, beendet, rifinito, fini, acabado, whatever, all of the above.  Here it is as promised without too much wait... THE END!  Hope you like.A few days later...

Buffy watched from across the street inside her car as Spike walked up the stairs to his apartment.  He’d arrived home from work shortly after nine and damned if he didn’t look hot as hell dressed slightly more professionally.  Sure, he may still be wearing jeans, but between the glasses, suit jacket and tie he donned as he carried his briefcase in one hand and helmet in the other made her glad her work plans had to be changed at the last minute.  

When she’d first found out, she was going to call Spike to tell him.  But she placed the phone back on the rocker when remembering what he asked her to do for him later.  A perfectly wicked idea came to mind, one that required all her nerve to go through with, but would be worth the look on his face alone when she rocked his world with the unexpected.  

Throwing his things on the table, he sighed when faced with the boredom the night would bring without Buffy around.  

Over the weekend, they’d quickly come to a decision concerning their living arrangements that suited them both.  He would stay at her house throughout the week since he didn’t need to be at work until noon while she agreed to permanently take Saturdays off and stay at his flat on the weekends.  Tonight, however, he was none too happy about having to come home to his own place.  She had a prescheduled business trip to New York and wouldn’t be back for a couple days.  Naturally he understood, but the thought of spending the night alone drove him crazy.

He pulled at his tie, barely having loosened it when the sound of someone knocking softly on his door interrupted him.  Already in an irritable mood and most certainly not expecting guests, he strode over to glance through the peep hole only to be met with darkness.  Better not be some bloody solicitor.  

Yanking the door open, he was completely astonished to see Buffy standing on the other side.  Unless the solicitor is wearing a trench coat and heels, he mused as he took in her appearance.
	
“`F I’d known you were comin’, I would have baked a cake.”  Moving to one side, he allowed her to step over the threshold, noticing for the first time there was something different about her demeanor.  Upon closer inspection, there was a certain ‘look’ about her, the likes of which he’d never seen before.  She had a predatory sort of gleam in her eyes, staring him down like a woman on a naughty mission as she closed the door, turning the locks in place behind her back without ever taking her focus off him.

“Shut up,” she said.

“`Scuse me?”  Arching a brow high above the wire frame of his glasses, he wasn’t sure if it was just wishful thinking or he was really seeing what he thought he was.  He continued backing up, but she followed him, step for step until he was up against the wall, her face inches from his before she spoke again.

“I said.  Shut.  Up.”  Her tongue darted out to lick his bottom lip then pulled it roughly between her teeth.  He tried engaging her in a kiss her but she wouldn’t let him.  “I didn’t say you could do that.”  She backed up a few feet then unlaced the belt to her jacket.  “You told me you wanted me to call, to know what I would do when I missed you-”  Turning to face him, she let her coat fall to the floor to reveal what, or rather what little she wore underneath.  “-at night, all by my lonesome at the hotel.”  No doubt so he could coax her into having phone sex.

He growled in response to what he saw, immensely turned on... too much for his own good.  A black, corset styled bra, matching panties and thigh-high nude stockings adorned his girl above four inch heels.  Ignoring all but his need he reached for her, only to have her hold a hand up and refuse him, continuing to talk as if discussing the weather.  

“Since my trip was cancelled, I thought you might appreciate if I showed you... exactly what I had planned on doing.”  She turned her back on him and walked away, confident he was following her as she traipsed her way through his apartment to the bedroom.

How his mouth could feel so dry for words despite salivating after the vision of her thong-ed arse he couldn’t explain, but bloody hell, she had him all but crawling on the floor after her in eager anticipation to see just what it was she was going to do.  When she sat on the bed and spread her legs wide, he knew she was purposefully trying to kill him.  Those knickers she wore weren’t your average, garden variety thong, oh no.  The stitched hem of their crotch-less design gave him a clear and unobstructed view of her perfectly shaven heaven.  He could only stand there, transfixed and dumbfounded while she disregarded his presence entirely, as if he didn’t even exist in the same space with her.

Running her hands slowly up her sides, she paused to push her breasts together then pull the material down, exposing her nipples to pinch and tease, closing her eyes briefly as her mouth fell open in a gasp of pleasure.  She raised her gaze to his, trailing the fingers of one hand down her stomach, driving him insane the lower she went.  Bloody hell, his cock was already leaking so much there was a tiny wet dot on the front of his pants where it was straining just to the left of his zipper.  

He watched in lustful fascination as her fingertips danced along the perimeter of material surrounding her pussy.  She closed her eyes, head rolling to one side, red lips parting to mewl when she finally centered in and touched herself.  He couldn’t believe what he was seeing, stood there mesmerized, listening to her blissful moans quickly turn into sharp little pants as she pleasured herself.  The sight of her fingers disappearing in and out of her slick cunny was almost too much to watch without wanting to rush in and take over for her.  But he remained motionless, wondering how much longer she was going to torture him, if she was going to go all the way and bring herself off in front of him.  His cock twitched at the thought and he wanted so badly to get near her, talk her through it so he could lick her clean when she finished.

He was about ready to do just that when she suddenly cried out, that desperate sort of cry that told him she was getting close.  She pinched at her nipple, tweaking the hard bud then removing her fingers from between her legs started rubbing her clit furiously while arching her back, her bum rising off the bed as she came hard, her cry of satisfaction filling his apartment.  

To witness something that erotic and not cum right alongside of her was a feat in itself.  And just as he thought she was through with her brazen performance, she went and proved him wrong.  He watched her body go lax, her bottom coming to rest back down on the bed while her feet slid to the floor.  Still acting as if he weren’t there, she propped herself up on one elbow, looking quite proud of herself as she glanced between her legs and ran a finger around her opening.  Reminiscent of their first encounter, she blew his mind with what she did next.

Bringing her hand up, she took a delicate lick at her first finger before wrapping her lips around it, moaning at her own taste.  Fuck!!!  She turned her pretty green eyes on him, acknowledging him at last, smiling from around the tip of her index finger in the corner of her mouth.

“Are you just going to stand there?”  He did for a moment, clearly shocked by what she’d done.  “Guess so.  Well.......... I really should get going.”

He snapped himself out of it when she stood up and rushed toward her with inhuman speed.

In a blur of motion, she found herself on her back with a highly aroused, fully dressed Spike on top, nudging her knees apart, the denim of his jeans rough and scratchy against her sensitive clit.

“You’re not goin’ anywhere, luv.  `Specially not after that little display.”  He unzipped his pants, groaning when his knuckles brushed against her dripping center.

“I’m not?” she feigned shock.

“Uh-uh.  Got some business that needs seein’ to.” 

“Do tell.”  She was hot for him all over again, feeling his hands shove her thighs apart while she pushed his jacket over his shoulders and began pulling the buttons of his shirt apart.  

“Unfinished business.”  His cock was free and ready but he had no desire to waste the time it would take to unbuckle his belt and push his pants down over his hips, he was too impatient. 

“What do you think you’re going to do with that?”  He was nearly bruising her delicate skin with his knuckles while holding his erection to properly lubricate it in the aftermath of her orgasm.

“Gonna fuck you `til you pass out.”  Without another word, he pushed half his length inside, enjoying her gasp of surprise, her fingers digging painfully into his shoulders while she bucked beneath him, goading him to thrust the few remaining inches deep within her heat.

“William,” she choked out his name... but this was all Spike.  Spike with his shirt hanging open, tie loose, glasses on, none of his clothes off and he didn’t seem to care.  He gave her a few experimental thrusts and when she moved with him, he brought her hands above her head, pinning her like she would try to get away.  His eyes held the spark of mad desire and she shivered when he dove at her neck, taking her hard as he bit into it.

His little vixen was loving it and he was more than inclined to give it to her six ways til Sunday.  He moved to cover her lips with his, pumping in and out of her for all he was worth, growling in her mouth when he tasted the lingering remnants of her essence still on her tongue.  She’d accomplished her mission of turning him on alright, but at the cost of earning herself a good solid fucking.

God, she’d be lucky if she didn’t come out of this with bruises to her inner thighs, but the delicious friction of his jeans against her sex as he pounded into her felt wonderful.  He kissed her hard, nearly stealing her breath before breaking it off to stare down at her with intense blue eyes.  All the harsh sensations he pressed upon her body combined to overload her nerves as he tightened his grip to her wrists.  The abrasive feel of his clothes rubbing against her skin, the expression on his face harsh, the unforgiving thrusts of his demanding cock, the vicious pace of his hips as they dug into her flesh... maybe he hadn’t been joking about making her pass out because the orgasm that was building in her belly was going to be massive, she could feel it.  

He gave her a series of particularly deep thrusts that sent her wailing like a banshee as her pussy clamped down in a strangling hold to his shaft.  It would have sent him over the edge, made him cum, but he wasn’t ready, wasn’t finished.  He continued fucking her through her orgasm, never slowing down, not until she whimpered and her wrists strained against his hold.

Seemed he did intend to render her unconscious because unless he stopped soon, she was sure to black out.  Her nerves felt raw from his unrelenting rhythm, over stimulating her sex and causing her to twitch frantically.  She was about to beg him to slow down when he suddenly pulled out.

Rolling her on her side, he shuffled behind her and pulled her tight to his chest.  “Not through with you yet, luv.”  He raised her leg with one hand and grasped his cock with the other to push his way back inside.  

“Oh, God,” she groaned.  Now he was loving her at a lazy, agonizing tempo.

“Want you to cum again... like this.”  He knew this angle would allow him to strike her sweet spot in a manner that would bring her great pleasure, and it felt heavenly taking her in this position.

At least he’d slowed down, but now it was too slow, the kind of unhurried movements meant to make her ache and burn with need.  He reached under her waist to fondle one breast, pulled her into his movements while his other hand held her leg steady.  The minutes dragged on and he spent them deliberately torturing her, sometimes letting his practiced fingers wander down to her clit, rubbing it leisurely in circles with an expertise that drove her insane.  He played her body, taunted her with long strokes, bringing the head of his manhood out to gently brush and tease her folds before easing it back inside as he purred in her hair.  Again, she was about to beg, but this time for him to go faster.  But instead, she reached between his legs, intent on getting what she wanted by rolling his balls in her palm.

“Fuck, pet.  The things you do to me,” he breathed hotly in her ear.  He let go of her leg and grabbed her wrist in order to keep her hand right where it was, pumping into her a bit faster.  “Don’ stop.”    

Oh, I won’t, she thought and continued, encouraging him to quicken his movements by increasing the speed of her ministrations.

She squeezed him, both with her hand and her inner walls, over and over in a pulsing rhythm, faster and faster until he was struggling to keep up with his hips, his sac tightening with the impending flood of his seed he couldn’t wait to fill her with.

With a soft sigh of his name, she came, bringing him with her seconds later.  The exertion of their lovemaking reducing her to a boneless heap, her mind numb, the aftershocks of her passion still quivering in her muscles when he pulled away to disrobe then rejoined her, pulling the covers over them both.

~~~*~~~

“What do you see?” she asked softly, her chin resting on his chest while enjoying their post-coital cuddling.

“Not sure `m following you, luv.”

“What do you see?  When you look in my eyes.”  She raised her head level with his. 

“The truth?”  She nodded.  He cupped her cheek, stroked it tenderly with his thumb then tilted his head to one side.  “My unborn children.”  The way she smiled lit up the room.

“How many?”

“As many as you want.”

“Good.  Because I want at least four.”

“Four?” he asked, surprised by the number.

“Yeah, why?  Not enough?”

He chuckled.  God, he loved this woman.  “I’ll bloody well give you a football team if tha’s what you want, pet, and a few cheerleaders, too.”  She looked positively thrilled by his answer.

“This may sound silly but... I can’t wait to see you as a father.”

“S’pose we better get back to practicin’ then.  Yeah, luv?”  He waggled his eyebrows at her and she slapped his shoulder, causing them both to giggle.  “So when would you like to start this large family of ours?”

“Hmmmm, well, I think children are a blessing and since I don’t really want to plan WHEN to have them...”  She snuggled in closer and began tracing patterns over his chest.  “How about we get rid of any birth control and just let it happen naturally, you know, whenever it’s supposed to.  W-when we decide the time is right, of course.”  No need to scare him into thinking she wanted to get married right away since they did just get back together.  But after imagining it several months ago before that fateful Halloween party, she knew he was ‘it’ for her.  So she hoped it would happen someday.

Squeezing her tightly, he kissed the top of her head and told her what he thought of her idea.  “Tha’s bloody brilliant.  Matter of fact, why don’ we get rid of the birth control right after the weddin’.”

Completely astonished at his suggestion, she pulled back to ask, “Lorne and Anya’s wedding?”  He shook his head.  “Do you... wait.  Our wedding?”  The second he nodded, her heart hit her throat, her voice squeaking out her next question.  “You want to get married?”  The blasé way in which he answered after he shrugged floored her.

“Well `s kinda sudden, but okay.  I’ll marry you.”

“Oh, oh, that’s just...”  He was already laughing away after making it sound like she had asked him to marry her.  “You know you’re wrong, right?”  

He stifled his giggles then began tucking loose strands of her hair behind her ear, gazing at her seriously.  “`M askin’ you to marry me, Buffy.  And I don’ care when you want to or where or anythin’ else `bout the soddin’ details.  I’ll leave that girly stuff up to you and your friends.”  Marrying her was inevitable in his mind, so why wait to ask?  Now he could only hope she’d say yes.

“I don’t know.”  She put on a thoughtful face, teasing him despite the giant flip flops her stomach performed.

“Oi!”  

“Okay, okay.”  She sat up even further.  “I’ll marry you.”  As if she even needed to think about the answer to that question?  And he was right, they could get married any time they wanted to, they had all the time in the world.

“Thank you.  For sayin’ yes.”  He kissed her sweetly on the lips.  “First thing tomorrow, we’re goin’ to Tiffany in Beverly Hills to pick out the largest, most gaudy, most ridiculously priced diamond so the entire world will know you’re mine.”

“William,” she shook her head.  “That place is expensive.  I mean REALLY expensive.  I don’t care if you gave me a plastic ring out of a Cracker Jax box.  I’d wear it because it came from you.”

“Pish posh,” he snorted.  “I won’ have my girl, my fiancée wearin’ anythin’ but the best on her pretty li’l finger.”  Inside, it melted his heart what she’d said and he swore he fell in love with her a little bit more if that were even possible at this point.  “`Sides.  I have the money,” he said confidently.  “Tons of it in fact.”  But she still looked doubtful.

“William, I’m serious.  Grisanti’s can’t possibly bring in that kind of-”

“Shhhh,” he silenced her.  “There’s somethin’ I forgot to tell you.  Somethin’ important.”

“Okay.”  She knew that even if they combined their money it would still set them back more than was necessary.  “I’m listening.”

“`Bout a month ago, my parents were down in this area and happened to come into my restaurant for lunch.  After they saw me, we spent some time talkin’, a lot in fact.  Over the next couple of weeks, we basically began the process of repairin’ our relationship.”  

“Oh my God,” she gasped.  “That’s grea-”

“There’s more,” he interrupted her.  “A few days before you and I got back together, I got a call from my Da.  He wanted to know if I’d be willin’ to make a business arrangement between their winery and Grisanti’s, to carry their product.  I had no problem with it so I agreed but he said it wasn’t the main reason why he’d called.  As a way of apologizin’ for everythin’ that happened between us, he released my trust fund back to me.”

“That’s wonderful.  I’m so happy your parents are back in your life and oh-my God!  That means we can have family get-togethers like Christmas and thanksgiving... our kids will have their grandparents and-and there’ll be Easter egg hunts and-”

“Buffy, pet.  We don’ celebrate thanksgivin’.”  He said this while chuckling at her enthusiasm.  “But yes, we’ll have all that, I promise.  The point I was tryin’ to make `s that I have the money to buy you any ring you want and I plan on spendin’ a ton.  `S not open for debate and I won’ argue with you `bout it.  `M doin’ it cuz I want to, cuz you bloody well deserve it.  `M gonna spend a preposterous amount and I guarantee it won’ even make a dent in my account.  `S that understood?”  

“I... I... guess so?”  He certainly sounded serious and the thought he had that much money boggled her mind.

“Good answer.  Now see?  Isn’ it nice when you jus’ let a man make the decisions, accept my word as law?  Yup, you’ll make a right good wife.”  He was openly teasing her of course.

“Ah!!!  Why you... you-” She dove in to tickle his sides.

“Sorry, a-hahaha.  I surrender, I a-ha, give in, HEY!”  They were both in a fit of hysterics by the time he’d flipped her over to give her a dose of her own medicine.  After they ceased, she went limp overtop his body.  “Le’s sleep, yeah?”

“Mm-hmm,” she cooed against the feel of his fingers running through her hair.

“Tomorrow we’ll celebrate.”

“Celebrate?”

“Yeah.  Mark it as the first day... of the rest of our lives.”
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