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Chapter 1

New Beginnings.

Disclaimer: This story is inspired by and contains characters from "Buffy the Vampire Slayer," a series that is wholly the intellectual property of Mutant Enemy, Twentieth Century Fox and Joss Whedon. This story is written without permission, with no intent of infringement or expectation of profit. I am not making any money from this! This fiction presented is for private sharing only. The author's owns nothing of the actual show. No commercial and/or trade purpose is intended to infringe the copyrights registered by official parties.
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A/N: This story has been sitting half finished on my computer for about three months now, and I'm hoping posting it will encourage me to finish it off. 




All of my fics apart from this one are of a canon variety, AU is not something I've done a whole lot of. I like my vampires! LOL. But, a friend of mine did really enjoy what she'd read of this fic so I figured what they hell. 



I hope you guys enjoy 'Making Waves' - this archive is the only place it has ever been posted on. Now, onto the fic!



~~~~~~~~~~



Summary:AU - After her parents messy divorce, Buffy and her mother moved out of LA and into the sleepy little town of Sunnydale, hoping for a fresh start. New town, new school, new friends, it was a chance to start over. But life in Sunnydale doesn’t run as smoothly as Buffy had hoped, and it has a little something to do with a bleach haired menace she literally bumped into on her first day. Yes, this is a high school fic guys!Making Waves

Chapter 1: New Beginnings.


Breathe… just breathe… 

A voice interrupted the young girls thoughts, and her eyes snapped open to attention. She ran her clammy hands over the knees of the dark blue denim jeans she was wearing before turning to her left. A nostalgic smile was spread across the older woman’s face as she watched her daughter wake from her thoughts. A frown crossed the younger blondes face as she spoke.

“Sorry Mom, you were saying?” she asked.

“I was just wishing you a good day,” her mother repeated. “This new town will be good for us, you’ll see,” she promised, lightly squeezing her daughter’s hand.

A worried smile flickered across her face as she watched the hesitation in her child’s eyes as she looked out from the car window and towards the school grounds. Teenagers were milling about the grounds, waiting for the bells to sound the start of a new day. As if on cue, a shrill ring sounded across the PA system and the teens slowly made their way inside the building.

“I guess it’s now or never,” the girl said nervously, fiddling with the straps of her backpack before she opened the door of the SUV. 

“You’ll do fine honey,” her mother assured. 

Nodding slowly she leaned across to give her Mom a quick kiss on the cheek before exiting the car and closing the door behind her, staring hesitantly at the school before her. She heard the car shift into gear behind her, and the window slide down.

“Buffy?” her mother called after her. “I’ll pick you up at 4pm ok?”

Buffy turned, nodding at her Mom and waving as the car pulled out of the lot. She stood frozen to her place for an instant, collecting her strength and taking a few deep breathes before approaching the double doors to the school. To my new life…

~~~

Clutching at her backpack protectively, Buffy wade her way through the masses of students all busily moving from their lockers and down the halls to the first class of the day. Self-consciously, she ran her fingers over the hem of her light blue singlet, tugging it a little lower. She made one attempt at getting directions to the administration office but after the look she received from the girl she had approached, she decided against trying a second time. I’ll just wander about till I stumble upon it… 

A second bell rang and the halls quickly began to empty, the other students moving into their respective classrooms. It made her travels a little easier and she soon found the office. 

Fifteen minutes later she had in her possession her locker combination, her class timetable, and directions to her first class scrawled on a piece of notepaper. 

“Good luck,” the woman behind the desk offered with a smile before returning to her computer.

Smiling weakly in response Buffy made her way down the now empty halls and towards her locker in the direction she had been pointed. She had meant to stop by the library before class and pick up some textbooks, but considering how long it had taken her at the office she decided it best to head straight to class.

After struggling with the lock for a minute she hit the door in frustration before trying a fifth and final time. To her surprise, it yielded and the door swung open. Stuffing her backpack inside she removed a notepad and pen and closed the door quickly, jogging quickly towards her first class.

Biology… yuck… she thought as she turned the final corner.

She was so focused on her destination; that she hadn’t seen the person walking in the opposite direction. She crashed into them, books flying in all directions. 

“Bollocks,” a male voice cursed. 

Cursing herself, Buffy dropped to her knees to collect her belongings. Her hair fell from her shoulders shrouding her face like a curtain. Standing quickly, she tucked the unruly hair behind her ears before lifting her eyes to the person she had bowled over who was crouched on the floor retrieving the rest of his books.

The first thing she noticed was his hair; bleached almost white and slicked back off his face. He was dressed head to foot in black, from the combat boots, jeans and T-shirt. A long black leather duster hung open from his shoulder. A frown marred his face as he stood to glare at her.

“I’m sorry about that, I wa--”

“Just bloody well watch where you’re going next time,” he cut off her apology, walking passed her and down the hall she had come from.

She was taken aback by his abruptness but pushed it from her mind. She was late for class. Finding the correct room number, she inhaled deeply before opening the door to the classroom. 

The teachers voice stopped at her entrance and the 20 or so students all spun in her direction. She froze a few feet into the room, her cheeks flushing lightly under the scrutiny of their gazes, and she almost considered turning around and running out of the classroom.

“Ah, yes? Can I help you?” the teacher spoke with a hint of impatience.

The teachers voice snapped her out of her frozen state and she approached the desk, her right arm extended with a note. The man accepted the note and read over it quickly, realization crossing her weary face as he placed it with a stack of papers.

“Miss Summers, I’m Mr. Perry. I’ve been expecting you. Got held up at the administration office I presume?” he stated with a slight twinkle in his eye. “Take a seat,” he instructed. 

Buffy just nodded quickly before turning to face the class. There was one free desk at the back of the classroom. She quickly walked towards it and sat down, placing her books before her. A few curious glances were thrown her way but most of the students had returned their attention to the front of the class. 

A young guy with shaggy brown hair threw a quizzical look in her direction, smiling when he noticed she returned the gaze. She smiled back, opening up her notebook thankful she had been spared an introduction.

“Class,” Mr. Perry spoke up, drawing the student’s attention his way. “I’d like to introduce a new student. Miss Buffy Summers. She comes to us from Hemery High in LA.  I trust you’ll all make her feel welcome here.”

Spoke too soon… she groaned inwardly. A few faces turned in her direction. Great… exactly what I wanted on my first day…

~~~

The bell sounded for the end of the first double period and a sigh passed Buffy’s lips as she gathered her books and stood, quickly exiting the classroom to avoid an inquisition. This wasn’t the first time she had moved schools, and the reaction was always the same. Being bombarded with questions was not what she wanted right now.

She made her way into the hall, only making it a few steps before she felt a light tap on her shoulder. She blinked her eyes closed for a moment, irritated at her lack of speed in her escape before pasting a smile on her face and turning around.

The girl standing behind her had a shy smile on her face, and nervously tucked her long red hair behind her ears. Buffy visible relaxed. Not a jock…

“Uh, hi. I’m Willow. Willow Rosenberg,” she introduced, offering a smile. “Thought you might like a guide, someone to help you find the cafeteria, toilets, library…” her voice trailed off as her cheeks flushed.

Buffy smiled, this time genuinely. “Buffy Summers, but you know that,” she added with a laugh. “God I hate being the new kid, everyone staring at you.” she added, tilting her head in the direction of a group of students who slowed their pace as they walked passed her. Her own cheeks coloured when she saw one of the guys throw her an appreciative glance.

The red head nodded. “I know what you --”

An arm interrupted her, as it was casually thrown over her shoulder, which was attached to the body of the shaggy brunette haired guy that had smiled at her in class.

“Hey Wills, give the new girl a chance to settle in, relax a little before you start a babble fest,” he teased. Dropping his arm he dipped his head in Buffy’s direction quickly in greeting. “Xander Harris would be me, and I see you’ve already met the smartest person in our school,” he introduced, teasing his friend at the same time.

Willow frowned, trying to look indignant before shrugging her shoulders in surrender. “Can’t help that I’m gifted.” A mischievous smile crossed her face as she continued, “I’m cursed to drag your sorry ass through High School.” 

“Hey!” Xander replied indignantly.

Buffy watched the pair of friends with amusement. “Well, I should probably let you two go. I’ve got places to find.”

Willow turned her attention from her best friend to the new girl. “Oh no you don’t, I told you. I’ll be your tour guide, show you around the place.”

Buffy lifted a hand to decline, but Willow wouldn’t hear of it. “It’s no trouble at all. Lets go, your locket first and then to the cafeteria, you must be starved.”

“Especially after that boring class,” Xander grunted trailing behind the girls.

Now it was Willow’s turn to be indignant as she lectured Xander. “It wasn’t that bad!” She looked from Xander’s look, which almost matched that off Buffy’s. “Ok, so today wasn’t an example of Mr. Perry’s best lectures. But he is a good teacher,” she insisted.

~~~

The trio walked towards the cafeteria after returning their books to their lockers. Buffy watched the two beside her as they teased and joked, poking fun at each other whilst trying to involve her. Nice people… she thought idly.

Her eyes widened at the pandemonium before her. Apparently half of the school was trying to get food all at once. Seeing the shock on Buffy’s face, Xander puffed his shoulders up and a look of sheer determination crossed his features as he spoke.

“I’m goin’ in!” 

He quickly disappeared into the throng of students as Willow steered Buffy towards a table. “He’ll be back with a tray load of food in a few minutes. That boys stomach is a never ending pit!”

Buffy looked at her quizzically as she sat down. “Are you two dating?” she asked. At Willow’s sudden head shaking she figured not. 

“No! Xander doesn’t see me that way, we’ve been friends since we were in kindergarten.” A wistful look crossed the red heads face as she enlightened Buffy with a story from their childhood.

Buffy sat silently for a moment, wondering if she should say what was on her mind or not. She didn’t want to ruin a budding friendship, but at the same time she had an outsider’s perspective. “Why don’t you just tell him how you feel?” she suggested gently.

Willow’s eyes widened in shock, and Buffy immediately began making her apologies. “I’m sorry, it’s none of my business, I shouldn’t have…. bad Buffy,” she scolded.

“Is it that obvious?” Willow asked finally, her voice quivering slightly. 

Buffy looked at her for a second before nodding slowly. “It was to me but I’ve got an outside perspective on it. I don’t think he has a clue.”

“Who doesn’t have a clue about what?” a male voice interrupted. Xander sat down between the girls on a vacant seat with a thud, placing a tray loaded with everything imaginable from what was available in the middle of their table.

“Oh nothing. Just girl talk about celebrities,” Buffy covered quickly, sneaking a smile at Willow. The red head looked relieved, but she returned the gesture.

“Ok,” Xander accepted. “So. Has Willow given you the run down on who’s who around these parts yet?” he asked with a raised eyebrow.

Buffy shook her head slowly. 

“Well,” he continued as he swiveled in his seat and pointed to a group of students, their lunch table piled with books. “There you have the nerds… Ouch!” he yelped at the elbow he received from Willow. 

“The chess club, math club and science club nerds,” he clarified. “Our Wills here is a brain but she prefers to keep the company with more desirable people such as moi!” he said pressing a hand to his chest to accentuate his speech.

Both girls rolled their eyes and then shared a giggle. Xander smiled, noticing how pretty Buffy looked when she smiled before returning to his introductions. 

“The group near the doors to the courtyard are the smokers and I don’t just mean of the nicotine kind.” He twisted in his seat again. “The jocks sit in a pack by the vending machines, which is also where the cheerleaders frequent.” A glimmer of a smile crossed his face before he continued. 

“The punks sit on table to our right. The few people who mix in and out of different social groups sit there,” he said pointing to a large table in the center of the room. “An social outcasts such as us frequent this end of the room,” he finished proudly.

“Hey! I’m not a social outcast,” Willow denied, before giggling again. 

Buffy laughed also, a mischievous grin crossing her face. “Well, thanks for that guys. Which was the table where the popular kids sit again?” she asked with faux superiority in her voice.

Willow grinned, and Xander offered a fake look of shock before nudging Buffy in the shoulder. “Yes, you are doomed to zero party invitations and few dates if you hang out with us.”

A familiar blonde head moved through the crowd before joining the group at the table in the center of the room. As soon as he sat down a dopey looking blonde Barbie immediately wrapped an arm over his shoulder and Buffy grimaced slightly. Noting the sudden change in her expression, Willow followed Buffy’s gaze, a look of knowing flashed over her features.

“Had a run in with one of them?” she inquired. 

Buffy nodded quickly, turning her attention away from the table and back to the two looking at her with curiosity. “Billy Idol over there collided with me in the hall before class.” Buffy shrugged. “I guess it was partly my fault, I was in such a rush, but he just took off after yelling at me.”

Xander raised an eyebrow at the moniker she gave, instantly knowing whom she was speaking of. “Ah… yes,” he said. “I see you’ve met Spike and what a pleasure of a person he is,” he added sarcastically. 

“Spike? What sort of name is that?” Buffy questioned.

“Nick-name,” Willow answered. “His name’s William. William Thornton. He’s one of those floaters Xander mentioned, friends all over the school.”

Buffy nodded, glancing at the table again, noting the blonde was still fawning over him. “And whose the leech?” she asked in amusement.

Xander laughed at her description. “That would be Harmony Kendall. Not the brightest spark, but her ‘Daddy’ is one of the rich and powerful in this town.”

“So is her best friend Cordelia’s Dad, Mr. Chase,” Willow added. “She’s the brunette with the nail file, and the few girls sitting opposite are the Cordettes.” Seeing Buffy’s confused look, she explained further, “Girls that flock by her side, popularity by association…”

“Right, knew a few people like that back in LA,” Buffy blushed. She had been friends with people like that. “At my old school I was… a cheerleader,” she mumbled. 

Willow’s eyes widened in surprise, Xander’s in glee. “So does that mean you’ll be trying out for the cheer squad here?” he asked hopefully, images of the little blonde before him jumping around in a short skirt flashing through his mind.

Buffy shook her head quickly and Xander couldn’t help but show his disappointment, whilst Willow looked a little relieved. “You were a cheerleader?” she repeated.

Buffy just nodded. “Three years running we made the state championships.” She dropped her gaze to the tray before her and snatched up an apple and began munching on in it. “I gave it up a little while before we moved here.”

Willow saw the flash of pain that crossed Buffy’s face. She didn’t push, figuring that Buffy would talk about it when she wanted to. For once Xander appeared to have the sense not to either. 

“So,” Willow drawled. “We should probably start heading to our lockers, the bell will ring any minute.”

Buffy nodded and stood quickly, waiting for her new friends before they left the cafeteria.

~~~

Spike pushed Harmony off of him as he half listened to the conversation that was going on at the table. He had been given another detention from being late to class. It’s all that bint’s fault. If she hadn’t run into me…

He stood, removing his Zippo lighter from the inside pocket of his duster and grabbed the packet of cigarettes that were sitting on the table before him. He needed a smoke, and to get away from Harmony’s prattling. He looked across the room and his eyes lowered into a glare as he spotted a familiar blond head walking out of the cafeteria.

“Whose the Goldilocks?” he asked to the table, effectively interrupting the conversation of the table. A few heads swiveled in the direction of the departing trio, shrugs coming all around.

“New girl, was in bio this morning,” a guys voice answered. Spike turned to look at who spoke, seeing Devon, the resident muso of their group watching the departing group. “Betty, something, I think. She’s from LA,” he added before returning his attention to his notebook, scrawling a few lines before chewing on the end of his pen. 

Harmony tilted her head in confusion. “What’s wrong Spikey?” she asked running her hand up his arm. 

“Bint made me late for class, and I got a detention because of it,” he snarled, pulling his arm free. 

Harmony pouted. “What a bitch! Don’t you worry Spike honey, we’ll make sure she gets what’s coming to her.”

The brunette filing her nails added with a laugh. “Yeah, I’ll make sure she’s made aware that she’s not welcome at the party this weekend. Did you see who she was hanging with? Making friends with them is not the best way to climb the social ladder. She might as well just tamp loser to her forehead,” Cordelia added incredulously.

Spike smirked before turning on his heel, needing that cigarette.

~~~

The rest of the day flew by relatively quickly. Homework was assigned for almost every class, and Buffy sighed when she realized she was going to have to spend the better part of the weekend trying to catch up on the first few weeks of work. That’s what you get for changing schools a few weeks into a new year… she mused. And they couldn’t have picked a worse time to do it, senior year.

Closing her locker she hefted her bag over her shoulder, which was considerably heavier now that it was filled with textbooks from the library. She had promised her Mom she would try and stay ahead of her schoolwork, but that would mean catching up first.

Willow and Xander had exchanged phone numbers with her during the last class of the day, and had invited her out on Saturday night. She was glad she had managed to make some friends. Walking through the double doors at the entrance to the school she was immediately washed in sunshine, and a small smile crossed her face as she breathed in deeply. 

First day over…

Lifting herself up onto a ledge, she dropped her bag beside her and waited for her Mom to arrive, watching as people slowly began to leave. Soon she was one of only a few left on campus. She looked down at her watch and sighed in frustration.

4:10pm…

She tapped her fingers on her bag nervously. She knew her Mom was starting her new job at the gallery today, but it wasn’t like her to be late. This is why I need a cell phone… so I can call her if I need too… she thought, planning on using that argument later.

The doors behind her swung open and a few students walked out. A jolt of surprise washed over her when she recognised one. Billy Idol. Spike… her mind corrected. And he looked pissed off. Buffy turned away, glancing in his direction again when he walked closer to her.

Looking up he felt eyes on him and soon found their owner, the reason for his detention. Betty something… he chewed over in his mind, remembering what Devon had told him. He scowled at her as he walked passed her and towards his baby, the Desoto.

Figures his cars black, just like his clothing. And his attitude… she thought as he walked passed, glaring at her. Buffy didn’t return the glare; she just stood up, noticing her Mom’s SUV pulling into the lot. A window wound down and Joyce Summer’s voice floated through the window.

“I’m sorry honey, got held up at the gallery.”

Buffy nodded, moving quickly around to the passenger side door and climbing in. “It’s ok.”

Buckling up, the car pulled from the lot. Spike watched it for a moment before starting up the engine to his car and turning up the volume to his stereo, punk music flooding the car park as he peeled out onto the street. 



~~~~~~~~~~
A/N: If you read this, and liked it, please leave me a comment. Feedback is going to be greatly appreciated since this is my first AU story.


Chapter 2

Returning to Routine.
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“How was your first day of school honey?” Joyce asked as she cleared the plates from dinner.

Buffy shrugged her shoulders, standing up to help her mother. “It was okay I guess. I made a couple of friends.”

Joyce smiled. She was glad her daughter had made some friends; it would make adjusting to their new life a little easier. The move had been sudden and she knew that Buffy was still hurting from it. So was she.

Buffy sighed, clearing the table quickly then moving to give her Mom a kiss on the cheek. “I’m kinda beat, gonna to go to bed early tonight.”

Joyce just nodded and watched as her daughter left the room.

~~~

Buffy lay in bed awake at 1am, staring at the roof. She had tossed and turned in her sleep for a few hours but now she was wide awake. Frustrated, she peeled the covers away from her and swung her legs to the side of the bed, standing up. Might as well make the most of it… she thought as she moved over to one of the boxes that was still to be unpacked. 

She worked swiftly, removing her clothing and placing it on hangers in her closet or folding it away in the dresser. A few photos were stuck on the mirror, books, trophies and ornaments placed on the shelving about her room. Which is what it looked like now, a room. 

She yawned as she admired her handiwork, not even realizing how long she had been up. Now that she was tired she would be able to get some sleep. Climbing back into bed slumber found her quickly, and she was soon dreaming of a time long gone when everything in her life made sense.

~~~

She awoke the next day to the ring of her alarm and she reluctantly got out of bed. It was Friday, almost the weekend. Showering quickly, she dressed for the weather in a knee length denim skirt and a thin cotton shirt, pale yellow in colour that buttoned down the front. The sunshine greeted her as she stepped out onto the porch after a quick breakfast of cereal and juice. Her mom was still inside, frantically running about the place gathering her belongings for work.

Buffy couldn’t help but smile at the role reversal; it was normally she who kept them waiting whilst she tried to find something. Lifting her hair off her neck she tied it back into a low ponytail. Day two… she thought a little unenthusiastically before she remembered; she had made friends. She brightened at the thought of having someone to talk to, climbing into the car as her mom rushed from the house juggling her stuff.

~~~

“Bye Mom,” she called as she watched the car peel out of the parking lot. 

A look of surprise crossed her face, her Mom’s SUV had concealed the people walking on the other side of the lot. And now she was standing right in front of them; Spike, Harmony and Cordelia. The young man’s arm was thrown lazily over the blonde’s shoulder. A flash of recognition passed over his face when he noticed her standing there, and Buffy blushed slightly before turning on her heel and moving quickly towards the school.

Spike didn’t suppress the grin that flickered across his face at the new girl’s hasty exit. He watched her as she quickly slipped into the building. Dropping his arm from Harmony’s shoulder and ignoring her pout, he removed his cigarettes and lighter from his duster pocket and lit one up. Taking a few long drags of it, he flicked the butt towards the trashcan and entered the school flanked by the two girls.

The day looked promising.

So long as I’m not given another detention…

~~~

Buffy walked into the cafeteria at lunch and immediately scanned the room for her friends. She scrunched her nose in disgust at the sight of the gloop that was supposed to resemble lasagna, shuddering to think how long it had been there. But she accepted the tray and began moving to the table she had sat at yesterday. At least there’s fruit… 

She was a little disappointed to find that Willow and Xander weren’t there yet, but figured they’d be along shortly. She ate silently, flicking over the course handout she had been provided for English and sighing at the amount of work she was going to have to complete in a few short weeks. 

A group of boys noisily entered the café and Buffy lifted her gaze to follow them as they walked through the room. She gasped a little and held her breathe when she her eyes floated over the dark haired boy who walked at the front of the pack. Tall, dark and brooding… she mused dreamily, watching with interest as he made his way to the table in the center of the room. 

Figures… she thought. The best looking guy in the school and he sits with THEM.

Spike made his way in for lunch through one of the side doors and started making his way towards the center table. A ghost of a smirk flickered over his face when he saw Goldilocks sitting by herself, nose in a handout. He was tempted to make a sarcastic retort in her direction when the loud entrance of half the football team interrupted his thoughts. He lifted his head in greeting to Angel, who walked in the middle of the pack. The footballer returned the gesture as he continued on his way to their table.

Spike glanced in the blonde’s direction again and was surprised to find that she wasn’t reading her notes anymore. He watched as her gaze tracked the group of football players into the lunchroom, one player in particular. He frowned at the look of awe that was stretched across her face, and then an idea came to mind.  A smirk played across his face as he walked up behind her and lowered his face right next to her ear.

“See something that takes your fancy luv?” 

Buffy jumped back in her seat in fright. Her cheeks coloured in embarrassment as she spun around, the look of surprise curling into one of distaste when she found the owner of the voice. “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” she denied nonchalantly, returning her stare to her notes.

Spike saw the blush creep over her cheeks and that only broadened his smirk. “He’s out of your league. Do you really think that he would be interested in you?” He punctuated his words with a chuckle. 

Turning on his heel Spike walked over to the table where his friends sat, a look of curiosity splayed across both Cordelia and Harmony’s faces.

Buffy looked up to see Spike glance in her direction, that smirk never leaving his face as he leaned in to Harmony and whispered something in her ear. A burst of laughter erupted from the blonde’s mouth and she in turn leaned towards Cordelia, whose eyes widened as she heard the message Harmony passed on. 

Her cheeks now aflame, Buffy grabbed the banana off her lunch tray, gathered her books and quickly left the cafeteria just as another peel of laughter resonated from the middle table.

The grin faded slightly from Spike’s face when he watched her sudden exit, before he was drawn back into his friend’s conversation.

~~~

Willow saw a flash of long blonde hair moving quickly from the cafeteria and out into the courtyard, instantly recognizing the fleeing girl as Buffy. Tugging on Xander’s sleeve to get his attention, Willow took off after the new girl, finding her a few moments later sitting on the grass by a large tree. 

Frowning, she joined her on the ground, lightly touching Buffy on the shoulder. When she looked up with shining eyes, Willow’s worries sank in deeper. Xander dropped to the ground beside the girls slightly out of breathe.

“Will, what’s going --,” he stopped when he noticed the looks on the girl’s faces. “Who?” he asked angrily, clenching his jaw and fists.

Buffy looked up seeing the concerned looks on her new friends’ faces and smiled weakly. “I’m fine, really.” She tried to sound convincing, but at their disbelieving looks she knew it was of no use.

“I--I just had another run in with Billy Id… Spike,” she remembered. 

Willow nodded, waiting for her to continue and Xander fidgeted nervously.

“He caught me look--looking at a group of guys who walked into the cafeteria. A particular guy. And he was just nasty. But…” She broke off, taking a deep breath. “But that wasn’t as bad as the looks and the laughter that were shot in my direction after he whispered something to Harmony and the others on the table.”

The red head drew in a sharp breath. “Wow,” she gasped in shock. 

Xander clenched and unclenched his jaw—partly in anger at Spike’s behaviour, and a little because of the jealousy he felt when he thought of Buffy admiring someone that was not him.

Buffy wiped at her eyes, brushing away the tears that threatened to fall. “The last thing I need is some rumor floating around the school. This is only my second day!” she exclaimed with a nervous laugh.

Willow ran her hand up and down Buffy’s arm, trying to comfort the distressed girl, asking her a question with just as much nervousness. “Whi--which guy?” she stuttered.

Buffy frowned. “Huh?”

“Which guy were you looking at?” Willow clarified.

Buffy’s cheeks blushed. “I don’t know his name. He’s on the football team I guess. Tall, dark and brooding?” she described, a slight dreamy expression floating over her face before she snapped back to reality.

“Oh… Oh!” Willow responded to the description, knowing exactly who she was talking about. “That would be Angel, he’s the quarterback. He is pretty good looking,” she agreed with a giggle, which brought a smile to Buffy’s face.

“And he’s the guy who Cordelia is trying to get her claws into. He’s also one of Spike’s friends,” Xander added.

The smile disappeared. “Oh god, this is so embarrassing!” Buffy exclaimed. “I’m going to be laughed out of class! And it’s all Spike’s fault.” 

A glare fixed on her face as she tore a handful of grass from the ground. “I hate that idiot! Why couldn’t he just keep his mouth shut?” she shouted.

“It’s not going to be that bad,” Willow tried to comfort. “Hey, at least you’ve got PE this afternoon. You could take some of that rage out on a punching bag. Pretend it’s the bleach head’s face?” she suggested hopefully.

Buffy laughed genuinely at that. “That’s not such a bad idea.”

The bell sounded for the end of lunch and the three friends reluctantly made their way to class.

~~~

“Miss Summers, may I speak with you?” Coach Jones called.

Buffy looked at Willow who nodded saying she’d wait, before she turned and jogged quickly towards the PE teacher. “What was it that you wanted to speak to me about?” she asked nervously.

Coach Jones gathered her whistle and the bag of balls and began carting them to the storage room, Buffy following her with the stack of cones.

“Thank you,” the teacher said as she locked the equipment away. She turned to face the young blonde girl who was fidgeting nervously. “I won’t keep you long.”

Buffy visibly relaxed and followed the teacher to the bleachers, sitting down beside her.

“When were you planning on joining the swim team?” Coach asked.

A look of pure shock crossed Buffy’s face as she stuttered out her response, “Swim team? I didn’t --”

Coach Jones smiled lightly. “Your transcripts were sent to the school with your grades, that included a list of your extra curricular activities. I see you made it to the state championships last fall,” she commented, lifting a file from the stack that was sitting beside her.

Buffy nodded mutely. 

“Did you really think I was going to let someone with such talent slip through the cracks? There’s a training session Monday night after school. I expect you to be there.”

Buffy froze, excited and nervous about the prospect at the same time. I don’t have to try out for the squad? 

As if reading her mind Coach Jones continued. “Normally we have try outs but they were held last week before you arrived at the school. Your achievements speak enough about your abilities and I want you on my team.”

Buffy nodded. “Wh--what time?” she asked.

“4pm, right after school. I’ll have a bathing suit ordered for you, until then just bring your own.” The teacher stood, gathering her papers, smiling at Buffy. “I’m sure you’ll fit in just fine with our team.”

Nodding again Buffy stood up. “Thank you.” When the teacher turned to leave Buffy turned and jogged out of the gymnasium.

~~~

“Wow, Buffy, I’m so happy for you,” Willow responded to her friend’s news. A thought plagued her at the back of her mind, and she wondered if she should tell Buffy, but she didn’t want to spoil her friend’s good mood. Especially after the day she had just had.

“Yeah, I don’t even have to qualify; I’m straight on the team. My Mom is going to be so excited!” Buffy squealed, a little spring in her step as they walked.

The girls chatted as they made their way to their lockers and packed up their bags for the day. As they stepped into the sunshine after the final bell, Xander bounded up to them.

“What’s with the happy? Get some good news?” Xander asked eyeing the smiles on both girls’ faces.

“I was asked to join the swim team!” Buffy replied excitedly “Coach Jones got a copy of my transcripts from Hemery, and asked me to join. I start training on Monday. God, you have no idea how much I’ve missed being in the water!” she finished with a bounce.

Xander frowned, “But isn’t Sp--” 

One of Willow’s hands flew out and whacked Xander on the shoulder, giving him a deadly look.

Buffy having missed the attack turned to Xander. “You were saying?” she asked curiously.

“I was going to say,” he drawled slowly, looking at Willow who shook her head quickly, as he grasped for something, anything to say. “But isn’t SPECIAL news supposed to be greeted with ice-cream? My treat?” he offered, sighing internally with relief at his quick cover.

Buffy’s smile broadened and she jumped forward, wrapping Xander in a hug, then giving Willow the same treatment.

Willow nodded over Buffy’s shoulder at Xander, mouthing at him: I’ll explain later.

A car horn tooted and Buffy looked towards the lot, seeing her Mom waiting there patiently for her. “I gotta go guys, rain check on that ice-cream k?” She turned and bounced down the steps and climbed into her Mom’s SUV.

The two friends watched as Buffy’s Mom pulled the car out of the lot. “What was all 
that about?” Xander demanded indignantly, rubbing his shoulder.

Willow frowned. “She was just so excited, I didn’t want to ruin it for her. And if swimming is as important to her as it sounds, I’m sure having him on the team won’t be that much of a bother. It’s not like they’ll be talking or anything during training,” she rationalized.

“I hope your right Will,” Xander replied. “But this IS Spike we’re talking about.”

~~~

“Oh honey, that’s great news!” Joyce exclaimed, sharing her daughter’s excitement. Internally she was also relieved. Swimming had been one of Buffy’s passions back in LA, one thing that seemed to give her peace even when the situation at home was like a war zone. She was glad her daughter would be getting back into it.

“I know, I can’t wait,” Buffy agreed enthusiastically.

The car pulled into driveway of their new home on Revello Drive, and Buffy climbed out of the car. This town was beginning to feel like a home; things were finally starting to settle down. Grabbing her backpack Buffy ran up into the house. Willow had said she would call, but their detour via the supermarket meant that she might have missed it.

Sure enough, the answering machine was flashing its little red light. Buffy heard her Mom move into the kitchen behind her as she pressed the button to play the message, retrieving a glass from the cupboard and pouring herself some juice.

“Hello Joyce, it’s Hank.,” came a voice over the machine.

Buffy dropped the glass she was holding, it shattered into a million pieces at her feet, juice spraying everywhere. She heard her mother gasp as she moved closer to the machine.

“I’m back in LA. Joyce we need to talk. Call me on my cell when you get the message. Give Buffy my love. Bye.”

Joyce looked at the distraught expression on her daughter’s face and moved to her side, wrapping her tightly in her arms. “It’s alright,” she shushed. “We knew he’d call.”

Buffy nodded, too shocked to respond verbally. She wondered why he was back in the country so soon, and an angry voice in her head told her she shouldn’t care. HE had left them, for his secretary no less. The memory of him walking out of the house, a few weeks back, ignoring their pleas for him to stay was just too much. Buffy felt her eyes well up with tears and she only fought them back for a moment before letting them fall, sobbing as she clutched at her mothers arms.

“Shhh,” Joyce soothed, one arm lifting from her daughter’s back to pat her hair. “We’re going to be fine.”

~~~

Buffy sat on the stairs leading to the second story of her new home, listening in on the conversation. She could hear the rage, the hurt in her mother’s voice.

“NO, Hank, that’s not acceptable. You can’t just expect to come into town and take her away for the weekend --” Her mothers voice stopped, obviously interrupted by her father.

“No. NO! Hank, give her some time.” Another pause. “Well how in the hell did you expect her to react?”

Buffy stood up, not wanting to hear anymore. She reached her bedroom door right about the time she heard her mother shout and slam down the phone. It rang again almost immediately but she just picked up and hung up again.

Buffy closed her bedroom door and threw herself onto her bed, crying into her pillow. A few minutes later there was a light knock on the door.

“Buffy,” her mother’s voice came through the door. When Buffy didn’t respond Joyce knocked a second time. “Buffy, can I come in sweetheart?”

Buffy sat up, knowing her mother wouldn’t just walk away. “I’m fine Mom, going to get some sleep.”

“Are you sure you don’t want to talk? What if your friend calls?”

She thought about it for a moment before replying, “I’ll call her tomorrow. Goodnight Mom.”

“Goodnight sweetheart.”

Buffy heard her mother’s footsteps retreat down the hall and a door close. The tears continued fall and Buffy wrapped herself tightly in her blankets, crying herself to sleep.
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Buffy gave her appearance a quick once over in the mirror before she turned to pick up her jacket from the bed. Dressed in a knee length black skirt and a silver halter, matched with new heels, she was ready to go out. Hair tied messily off her face, a few tendrils were left down to frame her features. Minimal make-up completed the look. Quickly slipping the denim jacket over her shoulders, she grabbed her purse and closed the bedroom door.

Her mother was sitting on the sofa, watching TV and going over some paperwork at the same time. She looked up when she heard Buffy’s footsteps on the stairs.

“What time will you be home?” Joyce asked for the fourth time.

“I’ll be home before midnight, I promise,” Buffy replied with a sigh. She and her mother went through this little back and forth conversation every time Buffy went out for the night.

“You sure you don’t want a lift?” Joyce worried.

“I’ll be fine, Mom, it’s just a few blocks. And I can get a lift home. Goodnight!” she called quickly, leaving the house before more questions could follow.

The coolness of the air caught her by surprise, and she rubbed her arms a couple of times before moving off the porch and walking down the street. 

Somehow, she had managed to make it through the day.

Willow had called last night, as promised, and Joyce had taken a message. Buffy returned the call, giving her new friend a brief run-down of the previous night’s events, and detailing their sudden move from LA. Willow had listened quietly, sympathizing with Buffy and offering her a shoulder if she needed it.

Buffy had decided she had two choices; she could let her father leaving them eat her up inside, or she could move on with her new life. She decided on the latter. So now here she was, on her way to the Bronze to meet with Willow and Xander for some fun and dancing.

She smiled at the thought of spending some time with them. She felt really lucky to have found such great friends so suddenly. Well, technically they had found her, but still. Buffy had told Willow to fill Xander in on the situation with her father. She really didn’t feel like explaining it more than once, and Willow had obliged.

Music resonated down the street as Buffy made her way closer to the coolest club in town. The only club in town… Xander’s voice echoed in her head. Smiling, she wrapped her jacket a little tighter around herself as she approached the door. A burly bald headed bouncer nodded at her as she entered. The bass from the music bounced about the room and Buffy walked slowly through the crowd, trying to find Willow and Xander.

She got a whole three feet inside when someone bumped into her. She turned to glare at them when she realized who it was, Harmony and Cordelia. Both wore knowing smirks on their faces and didn’t bother to hide it as they gave her outfit a once over. Buffy turned away from them quickly before they could fire off any insults and pushed through the crowd. She spotted an arm waving her over and smiled when she saw that the arm connected to a Xander shaped person.

Finally, pushing through the crowd to where Xander and Willow were sitting at a small table, she joined them, perching herself on a small stool. “Hey, guys!”

“Hey, Buffy,” they both greeted in unison, bursting into laughter after the fact. Buffy smiled.

“So. How are you feeling today?” Willow asked lightly.

Buffy twisted her hand from side to side in the air. “So-so. But hanging with you guys is making me feel better all ready.”

“Good! ‘Cos its time to get your funky dancing shoes on and bust a rug!” Xander announced with a little too much enthusiasm.

Now it was Buffy’s turn to laugh. She was about to decline, but then decided what the hell. This was a club, and she had no reason not to dance. Standing up, she slipped off her jacket and draped it over her seat. Smiling at her friends she began to move toward the dance floor, calling over her shoulder, “Let’s go!” 

Willow followed close behind, Xander taking a minute to admire Buffy’s outfit before taking a deep breath and following the girls.

Cordelia and Harmony watched the trio dancing together in the middle of the dance floor with undisguised distaste. “Can you believe the nerve of her, wearing a black skirt when everyone knows black skirts are MY thing?” Harmony whined.

Cordelia rolled her eyes. It wasn’t the skirt that bothered her, but the looks the blonde girl was attracting from the other males on the dance floor. Now THAT was just not right. Angel sidled up to Cordelia, giving her a warm smile as he joined the two girls at their table.

“Hey,” he greeted. “What’s so interesting out there?” he asked them both when he noted their narrowed glares.

“Nothing interesting, that’s for sure. Little Miss Wears-my-trademark,” Harmony grumbled.

At Angel’s confused look Cordelia explained. “New girl, Harmony doesn’t like her. Actually, none of us like her except the losers.” She pointed to the dancing trio.

Angel followed Cordelia’s arm, finding the small group. He recognised the boy as Xander and, if he remembered rightly, Willow was the red haired girl. He’d been in her computer class last year. Then his gaze fell on the pretty little blonde who was dancing with the two of them, a radiant smile on her face as she laughed.

A smile spread across his own face as he watched her intently. “What’s her name?” he asked the girls.

He didn’t see the horrified looks on either of their faces, as he never removed his gaze from the dancing blonde, completely captivated by her. 

“What’s whose name?” a voice drawled behind him.

Angel finally broke his stare and turned to face the newcomer. “Spike,” he greeted with a grin, before he turned to point at the dance floor. “The new girl, pretty little blonde thing. What’s her name?”

Spike arched an eyebrow at his friend’s description. “Pretty? I guess she is kinda --” 

An arm swung from nowhere and slapped him on the shoulder.

“HEY!” He turned towards the culprit, noting the seething look on Harmony’s face. “Harm, I was just --”

“…checking her out is what you were just doing,” she interrupted huffily, turning her back on him.

Spike rolled his eyes and turned to Angel to resume their conversation. “Devon tells me her name is Betty.” 

“Betty,” Angel repeated, rolling the name over his tongue. “I might just go ask Betty to dance.”

Spike had to force himself not to laugh as the looks of horror on Cordelia and Harmony’s faces grew to epic proportions. He watched as Angel excused himself from the table and began weaving through the crowd to the dance floor.

“I cannot believe --” Cordelia started.

“Can’t believe what, Cordy? That Angel noticed her before you?” he asked, pointing at the new girl on the dance floor.

The slap came from out of nowhere and Spike raised a hand to rub his now aching cheek. Cordelia and Harmony spun on their heels and headed for the exit. “Goodnight, Spike,” the blonde threw over her shoulder angrily.

“What did I say?” he muttered.

~~~

Willow was having so much fun that she almost didn’t notice the boy who was approaching them on the dance floor until the last second. Buffy saw Willow’s eyes widen to enormous proportion, and reached for her friend. “Will is everything o--”

“Angel-is-coming-this-way,” Willow blurted out quickly.

Both Buffy and Xander looked over their shoulders at the approaching teen. Buffy’s face reddened and Xander clenched his jaw as he stood protectively in front of the two girls. Buffy noticed the gesture but was too nervous of what was going to happen to respond.

Angel stopped as he neared the group, noting the angry look on Xander’s face, deciding to ignore it.

“Betty, is it?” he asked the blonde lightly. “I’m Angel.”

Buffy nodded her head quickly. Then his words sunk in and she shook her head. “Buffy, my name’s Buffy.” She looked at him curiously. “Did I do something wrong?” she blurted out quickly.

Angel laughed. “No. Now why would you think that, Buffy?” he asked, repeating her name.

They didn’t tell him… she thought frantically, slightly relieved.

“I was wondering if you wanted to dance?” he asked offering a hand.

Buffy’s jaw dropped slightly and she froze in place, too shocked to respond. Willow gave her a little nudge in the shoulder and she blinked, realizing he was waiting for her to respond.

“Ah, sure,” she accepted softly, taking his hand.

Angel led her across the floor a little, where there was some more room. Buffy followed Angel, looking over her shoulder to mouth at Willow: OH MY GOD!

Willow just laughed and grabbed a hold of Xander to hold him back. “Down, boy. Let her dance with him. You can save the manly act until she needs it,” she teased.

Xander glared but nodded his head, turning Willow around so he could dance with her and watch Buffy at the same time.

~~~

Spike watched with interest as the scene before him unfolded. The expression on Goldilock’s face was a mixed one, part fear, and part pure excitement. The music changed from the fast beat of one song to a much slower one, and Spike watched on as his friend leaned in closer and wrapped his arms around the small girl.

The way she was looking at him… Spike clenched his jaw for a second. Why did he even care how she looked at him?

~~~

Buffy tried to contain the nervousness she felt but was convinced that her whole body was trembling. She looked up at Angel’s face in wonder, feeling his hands slide over her back as they danced slowly to the music.

He looked down at her with a smile, his hands on the small of her back, her head resting on his chest. He leaned his head on hers, taking in the scent of her shampoo as he breathed. This time Buffy did shiver noticeably. “Are you cold?” he asked.

Buffy nodded quickly, thankful that he didn’t realize why she was shivering. A surge of happiness shot through her as he held her a little tighter. 

“Better?” he asked.

~~~

“Keep the hands where we can see them, buddy,” Xander growled.

Willow couldn’t help but smile at the jealous reaction from Xander. A part of her wished that reaction was about her, but she didn’t let it get her down. She and Xander were best friends and, as much as she was attracted to him, the last thing she wanted was to ruin that friendship. 

Plus, Buffy had pointed out that the base guitarist had been checking her out, and he was kinda cute.

~~~

Fed up with waiting for Angel to return, Spike had ordered a beer from the bar and was sipping at his beverage. Frustrated he drank it quickly and left the empty bottle on the counter. They’d been dancing for ages now, and he was starting to get bored standing around by himself. He turned to see what was taking them so long and he was more than surprised by what he saw.

~~~

Buffy felt Angel pull away from her suddenly and she looked up at him in confusion. He smiled at her as his face came nearer to hers…

OH MY GOD… his lips are getting closer…

She closed her eyes and a shiver ran up her spine as his lips connected softly with hers, brushing lightly at first. Her arms moved with a mind of their own, snaking around his neck and drawing him closer to her as his tongue ran lightly over her bottom lip, requesting entrance.

Angel smiled into her mouth as he felt her draw him closer, her little body crushing against his own. He deepened the kiss.

Buffy had to fight the urge to moan as she felt his tongue part her lips and slip into her mouth, dueling with her own.

~~~

Spike surely would have spat out his drink if he had not yet finished it at the show that was happening before him. She’s kissing him…

He looked at his watch and was happy to notice the time. Angel had a game tomorrow and the coach would kill him if he didn’t get a full night’s sleep. Spike pushed through the crowd, making his way to the pair on the dance floor.

~~~

Xander’s eyes widened suddenly, Willow turning to look in the direction he was staring, her own eyes mimicking the action of his. She felt him pull away from her and watched for a second as he stormed over towards the pair. As if suddenly realizing what he was going to do, she chased after him.

“Xander, Xander!” Willow called as she weaved through the crowd behind him.

Xander tapped Angel on the shoulder, a determined look on his face. 

Spike tapped Angel on the shoulder, a determined look on his face.

Angel pulled away from the kiss and turned to find them flanked by Buffy’s two friends, and Spike. 

“Spike,” Angel said quickly, assuming it was he who had tapped him. “Something wrong?”

Spike noted the presence of the blonde’s friends, and chuckled at the angry look plastered across the boy’s face. Someone’s a little bent out of shape… he thought idly. 

“It’s getting late man, coach will kill you if you don’t get some rest before the game tomorrow. The girls have already left.”

“Yeah, Buffy, we should probably take you home,” Xander suggested to his friend, glaring at Angel who still had his arms on her waist.

Buffy looked up at Angel who was nodding and stepped away from him quickly, a little embarrassed at being interrupted by her friends. She turned to see Spike standing beside her, a cocky smirk on his face. She glared at him as she moved to stand beside Xander.

Angel looked at his watch and realized that Spike was right. He grasped for Buffy’s hand in his own. “It was nice dancing with you, Buffy. I’ll see you at school on Monday.”

Buffy nodded mutely, and watched as Angel walked off the dance floor, closely followed by Spike. A little excited yelp came from beside her, breaking her train of thought.

“Oh my god! Buffy, he kissed you!” Willow bounced excitedly.

A slow smile spread across Buffy’s lips as her gaze found Willow’s. “Yeah…”

“Fantastic, now let’s get out of here,” Xander grumbled, walking towards their table.

Buffy arched an eyebrow in confusion in Willow’s direction, who just shrugged her shoulders innocently as they followed him out of the Bronze.

~~~

“Thanks guys!” Buffy fare welled, waving as the car pulled away from her house. She looked at her watch and gasped. It was almost 1am. Wrapping her jacket rightly around herself she ran up the steps of the porch to the front door and fumbled with her keys for a moment before unlocking the door.

Stepping inside, she closed it quietly and started to tip-toe up the stairs.

“Did you have a good time, honey?” her mother’s voice called out from the living room.

Buffy jumped in surprise, pausing on the stairs to answer. “Yes, Mom. It was great. I’m going to head up to bed now,” and she continued climbing the stairs.

She dreamt of that kiss all night long…
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The weekend passed quickly and come Monday morning, Buffy was anxious to get to school. “Come on, Mom!” she called up the stairs.

Joyce grabbed her bag and descended the stairs quickly, wondering why Buffy was suddenly so keen on get to school. She took one look at her daughter’s appearance and had the answer. A boy… Joyce mused.

Buffy was wearing one of her nicer skirts that clung to her hips and fell just above her knee. The purple T-shirt she was wearing complimented the honeyed tones in her hair, which was swept off her face neatly, with beaded sandals completing the outfit. She looked very pretty. Joyce smiled as she watched Buffy check her watch for the second time in a matter of seconds.

“Alright, I’m here. Let’s go.”

~~~

Buffy walked up the stairs to school, noticing the stares instantly. Is there something on my face? She worried briefly, before dropping her gaze to the ground and hurriedly making her way to her locker.

“Hey!” a chirpy voice greeted her.

She jumped, startled by Willow’s sudden materialization from nowhere. “Hey, Will.”

“So have you seen him yet??” she asked, her words spilling quickly out her mouth.

Buffy shook her head, a slow grin spreading across her face. “I don’t have any classes with him, but maybe at lunch?”

“Hopefully at lunch!” Willow bounced excitedly.

“Hopefully what?” Xander said as he joined the girls by Buffy’s locker.

Willow looked at Buffy for a second, grinning before turning to Xander. “Ah, hopefully at lunch we’ll get to discuss prom dresses,” she covered quickly. 

“Prom dresses?” Xander said aghast. “But Prom is months away!”

Buffy nodded, going with the story Willow had made up. “Exactly, which means we’re running out of time. If we want to look like goddesses on the night, we need to start shopping now.”

Willow giggled at the expression on Xander face as he shook his head. “Alright girls, if you say so. I better get to class.”

He waved goodbye to the two of them before disappearing down the hall. Willow said her goodbyes as well, walking down the opposite direction of the hall. That was one thing about Monday mornings she didn’t like, they didn’t share a single class. The trio had compared schedules their first day to see how many classes they had together. Getting her English books out of her locker, Buffy quickly shoved her backpack inside and closed it.

She turned to walk to her class when a hand was pressed up against the locker beside her, effectively blocking her path. Startled, she stepped back quickly, before glaring when she realized who it was.

“Did I scare you, pet?” he drawled slowly, lifting his arm from the locker.

“No,” Buffy retorted. “I have to get to class.”

“I’ll walk you,” he offered.

Buffy blinked in surprise, stunned by the offer. “No thank you, I can find it myself.”

“It’s no trouble. English right? I’m in the same class,” he explained, pointing toward her books.

“You’re in my English class, Spike?” Buffy said incredulously. “You mean you know how to read?” she asked, her voice dripping with sarcasm.

Spike was shocked by the comment, staring at her blankly for a moment. A frown knitted his brows as he turned and walked away. “Suit yourself.”

Buffy watched as he stormed off down the hall in the direction she had to take. She followed, keeping some distance between them. As she turned the corner of the hall she found him standing at the doorway, about to walk in.

“You following me, pet?” he asked with a raised eyebrow.

“No! We’re in the same class, remember?” Her cheeks coloured as she pushed passed him and into the room, quickly finding a desk and sitting down. 

Spike smirked when he saw how easy it was for him to fluster her. He followed her into the classroom, sitting at a desk at the back of the room and opened his notebook.

He paid no attention to the aging teacher; he knew more about the text they were studying than the old man did so there was no point listening. He was in class though, which would hopefully keep Snyder off his back.

After scribbling in his notebook for most of the class he looked up, his eyes flitting over the people in his class. He saw Buffy busily writing something down in her notebook, her head tilting to one side as she paused to think about something, before she continued. Her hair bounced around her shoulders with each movement. His eyes trailed down her back to her chair and then the floor. She was tapping one of her feet lightly on the ground. A glimmer of a smile ghosted his face when he followed the line of her leg upwards from her ankle, admiring her. Her skirt was riding a little high because of the way she was sitting, and he caught himself imagining what the view would be like if he was sitting in front of her.

What! He blinked. Did I really just think that? No… 

Spike closed his eyes, trying to clear the thoughts that floated in and out of his mind. Opening his eyes, they widened suddenly when she moved, exposing another inch of skin.

“Damned short skirt,” he muttered under his breath, scowling as he returned his attention back to his scribbling.

~~~

“Maybe he was sick or something?” Willow suggested.

“Maybe,” Buffy agreed. Angel hadn’t been at school today and she was more than a little disheartened by his no show. She placed her books into her backpack, which she left in her locker. She had her first training session with the swim team this afternoon.

“I’d better start heading to the locker rooms to get changed. Practice starts in twenty minutes.”

Willow nodded quickly. “Yeah, ah… I should probably start heading home anyway. I’ll call you tonight, see how training was.”

“You don’t need to do that, Will, I’ll talk to you tomorrow.” Buffy said a little puzzled by the way Willow was suddenly fiddling with her hair, her books, her bag. “Is everything alright?”

“Everything is fine! See ya!” she called, quickly turning and moving towards the exit. 

Buffy’s gonna kill me…

~~~

Buffy hung her towel on a hook at the end of the pool and dropped her water bottle by the edge of the lane she was standing before. Adjusting her bathers, she tucked her hair into the silicon cap and positioned her goggles, standing up on the block.

She was a little early and had the pool to herself, which was just how she liked it.

A shot went off in her brain and she sprung out from the block, diving into the clear blue water. A tingle went up her spine at the sudden chill of the water. But the shock only lasted a second before she was up and stroking, arm over arm as she swam to the other end of the pool.

She tumble turned right before the end, her body coiled tightly before she pushed off the wall with her feet. She fly kicked for a few meters before coming up for breathe, freestyling all the way to the other end of the 50-meter pool.

Her lungs began to burn as she pushed her body to the limits, holding her breath for the last few strokes. She sped towards the end, adrenaline coursing through her veins as she slammed a hand into the wall. Taking a few seconds, she lifted her head above the water, and removed her goggles, pressing her back up against the wall and looking down the length of the pool, treading water.

She heard the applause behind her and turned quickly. Coach Jones was standing a not far from the pools edge watching her closely. “Now that’s how you swim a 100-meter sprint,” she complemented, eyeing a couple of the students who were standing around watching Buffy with interest.

“Buffy, glad you could make it,” Coach continued. Turning around she looked at the unmoving students. “Well, what are you lot waiting for, time to get in the water.”

This was met with a few groans, but they slowly disrobed and made their way into the pool one by one.

“Everyone, meet Buffy. She’s the newest member of our team,” Coach Jones introduced. Buffy waved shyly at the group, still treading water. “Buffy this is J.D, Alicia, David, Brian, Beth and Carla. We’re still waiting on Will. He’s always late.”

Buffy grabbed her goggles and put them back on her head, awaiting instruction. “Alright everyone, you’ve got a five hundred meter freestyle warm up followed by sixteen 50-meter sprints on a minutes rest. Let’s go!” A whistle sounded and Buffy pushed off from the wall right into the warm up.

The coach watched with interest as Buffy stretched the distance ahead of the two girls swimming in the lane with her. “Yes, definitely a good thing she joined the team.”

Footsteps padded behind her and she turned to see her missing swimmer. “Hurry it up, Will, get in the pool. They others are already onto sprints.”

The boy scowled, dropping his bag on the ground away from the pool edge and slipping his goggles onto his forehead. Stretching his arms a few times before he approached the blocks his attention was drawn to an unfamiliar person who had managed to lap the two other girls swimming in one of the lanes. Her technique was near flawless and she was fast, slicing through the water with ease as she tumbled at the other end and began her return.

“Who’s the fresh meat?” he asked.

Clicking the buttons on her stopwatch, Coach looked up at Will with a twinkle in her eye. “New girl, Buffy Summers. Looks like we’ve got a chance at States this year; she just broke the female pool record for a hundred meter freestyle and she doesn’t even look like she’s trying.”

“Summers?” he repeated in surprise.

Coach Jones looked up at the boy and smiled. “Stop stalling and get in the water.”

~~~

Buffy felt all her worries slip away as she lost herself in the rhythm of her swimming. One, two, three, breathe…

She touched the wall for the final time and looked around at the others still swimming behind her and a smile flickered across her face. The two girls in her lane had found it hard to keep up, and she would be lying if she said that didn’t boost her confidence. It was nice to be good at something.

Sometime during the warm up the last member of the swim team had joined them but, because the coach had written the session up on a whiteboard, Buffy didn’t have to wait between sets. She just caught her breath and moved onto the next task. But now that she was finished, she watched the other swimmers with interest. When the girls in her lane tumbled passed her again, she decided it would probably be best to get out of their way and start heading to the changing rooms.

“Nice session, Buffy. See you after school on Wednesday,” Coach informed.

Buffy nodded, walking over to her towel. 

~~~

He finished his final lap, having caught up and eventually overtaken the others in his lane. Looking up from the water he caught a glance of a tiny girl walking to the hooks and removing a towel. She lifted her leg up on a seat and patted the towel on her tanned skin to soak up the water.

He gasped at the sight. Then she lifted a hand to remove her swimming cap, running her fingers through her long blonde hair which clung to her shoulders in wet clumps. 
 
Wrapping the towel around her slender hips, he realized she was about to leave pool deck. Lifting himself from the water he removed his goggles and walked over to his bag, grabbing his own towel and wrapping it around himself.

“Following me again, eh, Summers?” he called.

Buffy spun around and her jaw dropped when she saw Spike standing a few meters behind her dripping wet, a towel wrapped low on his hips. His hair was an unruly mess of curls and he ran a hand through it in an attempt to smooth it down a little. A sly smirk spread across his face when he saw her eyes flick over his towel briefly and he started to walk towards her.

“I-I’m not following you. What are you doing here?” she asked, still in shock, not even able to muster any of the hatred she felt for him in her words.

“Playing basketball,” he mocked. “What do you think I’m doing? I’m on the swim team. Captain in fact,” he added with a broad grin.

Buffy’s mouth opened and closed a few times like a fish, as she tried to find her words.

“You’re… the captain?” she finally repeated with incredulity.

“The one and only”, he nodded, the grin stretching even further. His eyes ticked over her shoulders, and down…

Buffy lifted her arms quickly and crossed them over her chest, having seen where his gaze was traveling. She was completely dumbstruck; this was the last thing she would have ever anticipated. Her cheeks were already flaming from his scrutiny and she wasn’t going to hang around any longer to give him the chance to spout off any typical sarcastic comments. Turning her back on him she walked towards the locker room. Buffy could feel his eyes burning holes into her back as she walked away from him.

~~~

Buffy showered and changed quickly, hoping to escape another encounter with Spike. She couldn’t believe he was on the swim team. Just wait till she told Willow…

Realization dawned on her, Willow had known. That’s why she was so jumpy after school. Then why wouldn’t she tell me? 

She walked out of the locker room and was relieved to see that Spike was not around. Happy, she walked through the school and exited via the front doors. Her relief from moments ago was short lived; he was leaned up against the wall of the building puffing on a cigarette. 

Spike spotted Buffy’s exit and walked over, stomping on the butt and smirking as he made his way over. His hair was still wet and was no more tamed than it had been before.

“You a bit surprised to see me in there, pet?” he asked, the smirk not shifting from his face.

She stared at him for a moment before finding her words. “Why do you smoke? As a swimmer you should know…”

“…what they do to your lungs. Save the speech, luv, I’ve heard it dozens of times before.”

Buffy glared and walked away from him towards the parking lot, stopping when she didn’t see the SUV. Her Mom wasn’t here yet.

Spike jogged to catch up with her, walking by her side and sitting down beside her on the park bench at the front of the school. He kept his eyes on her, and noticed how her cheeks began to flush pink under his gaze.

“So, looks like we’re going to be spending some time together,” he teased.

“What? Why?” she demanded.

“There’s a swim meet coming up in four weeks, in LA, over a weekend. We’re staying over. And if I know Jonesy, she’ll want you there,” he explained.

Buffy eyes widened in surprise. “I’ve never stayed over for a meet before!”

Spike chuckled. “That’s right, you used to live in LA, so no reason to stay over, eh?”

Why am I talking to him? She asked herself. The sound of a car driving by caught her attention and she looked up with hope.

He saw the disappointment on her face as the car drove by. “Did you want a lift?” he offered, tilting his head towards his Desoto that was parked on the other side of the lot.

Buffy shook her head a little too quickly. “No thanks, my Mom will be here soon.”

Shrugging his shoulders he stood up and walked over to his car. “Be that way then,” he called over his shoulders.

Buffy sighed and waited for her Mom to arrive.

~~~

Half an hour later Spike was driving from the mall back towards his house, mentally arguing with himself. 

She’s the reason I was given detention. Why am I even bothering to talk to her…

Because Angel’s appreciation of her made you look at her differently…  a voice taunted him.

No… I don’t go for other people’s seconds…

He clenched his jaw when he thought of Angel’s lips on Buffy’s, tightening his grip on the steering wheel, wondering again why it bothered him.

No… he just opened your eyes… that voice echoed again. He saw her for what she is… 

If I hadn’t crashed into her in the hall that day, I probably would’ve noticed her… eventually.

Yeah, right… the voice argued back.

Spike turned up the stereo, blocking out his thoughts as he drove towards home. His eyes widened as he looked out the window when he saw something from the corner of his eye. A girl walking down the street lugging a gym bag plus a backpack, a tiny blonde girl. Cursing, he pulled the car over and wound down the window.

“Thought you were waiting for your Mom?” he yelled out the window.

Buffy jumped, glaring when she saw who it was. “She must be running late, and I can’t wait all day.” Buffy didn’t give him a second look as she continued on her way down the street.

“Get in, I’ll drive you.” 

She ignored him, focusing on the path ahead.

Cursing again, he revved the engine and drove a little ahead of her, parking the car but leaving the engine running as he jumped out of the driver’s side.

“Just get in the bloody car, I’ll drive you home!” he growled as he stepped in front of her path, stopping her.

She considered arguing with him until she saw the look on his face. Nodding in acceptance she dragged her bags over to the edge of the street. He popped the trunk and lifted her bags in there for her.

“Bloody hell, Summers, you got half the library in those bags?” he teased half-heartedly.

Buffy didn’t respond, just quietly slipped into the passenger seat and waited for him to join her. Moments later they were moving. Buffy sat in silence when she didn’t have to give him directions. 

Spike looked over at her curiously once or twice, wondering what it was that was causing the forlorn look on her face. He knew she wouldn’t talk to him though, so he kept quiet.

~~~

Ten minutes later they were pulling into her driveway. Spike parked the car and shut off the engine, climbing out. Unlocking the trunk he hefted her bags and started carrying them to the door. Buffy watched him from the passenger seat, a little surprised by his chivalry.

“Well, are you going inside or not ,Summers?” he asked when she didn’t move immediately.

She climbed out of the car and closed the door behind her, fumbling for her keys in her pocket as she made her way to the front door. 

“You can leave my bags, I can carry them,” she finally protested.

“It’s no trouble,” he assured as he reached the door.

Buffy was overcome by a sudden shyness, unsure of why he was helping her and being so nice. A few days ago he was being a right bastard, and now… Why the sudden change?  

Refusing to meet his gaze she managed to get the door unlocked and open. Spike stepped into the house with her bags and dropped them just inside the door.

“Spike, I can manage, okay? Thanks for the ride, but you should go.”

He ignored her words, flicking on a light switch that was on the wall by the door. The entry way filled with light. He could see a dining room off to the right, and a living room to the left. A set of stairs ascended straight up from the entrance, leading to a second level.

“No lights on, your Mom mustn’t be home,” he stated the obvious. “I can wait.”

Now Buffy was getting a little annoyed. “I’m not a child, Spike, I can wait for my mother in my house, by myself.”

Shrugging his shoulders he turned around and walked out the door. “Suit yourself.”

He didn’t even turn to look at the house as he climbed into his car and started up the engine, driving off quickly. His grip on the steering wheel was tight as he drove away, his mind a blur of thoughts. What was that about…?

Buffy sighed and closed the front door as the car disappeared.

I wonder where Mom is?
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Buffy stirred from sleep at the sound of a key working the lock. She sat up bleary eyed, looking towards the front door. Sure enough it was opening, her mother walking inside looking just like she felt. Surprise crossed the elder Summers’ face when she spotted her daughter half asleep on the sofa.

“Buffy, what are you still doing up? It’s close to mid-night.”

Buffy rubbed at her eyes for a second. “I thought you were going to pick me up after training tonight,” she reminded a little forlornly.

The realization hit Joyce like a tonne of bricks. “Oh, sweetheart, I completely--”

“It’s alright, Mom,” Buffy interrupted, standing up quickly. She fidgeted for a moment before moving towards the stairs. “I got a lift home, it’s fine. I just wanted to make sure you were okay.”

“Buffy…” Joyce called, urgency in her voice.

Buffy slowly turned on the third step, waiting for her to continue.

“Work at the gallery-- We had a new shipment and I was trying to organize several things at once.” Joyce sighed as she rubbed at her temples. “I didn’t forget about you, sweetheart, your training just slipped my mind.”

Buffy nodded. “I know. It’s going to take some time to settle into a routine. I was just lucky that Spike was able to bring me home.” 

Buffy frowned a little when she recalled how strangely he had acted. He was, he had been… well polite. Definitely not the same Spike from last week, she didn’t understand what had changed.

“Spike? Is this boy a friend of yours?” Joyce asked in interest.

Buffy shook her head vehemently. “No. He’s just on the team and saw me walking, made me get in his car.”

Joyce nodded, noticing the colour rising in her daughter’s cheeks. “Well, I’m glad he didn’t let you walk home.” 

Buffy stifled a yawn. “I’m really tired, Mom, going to head up to bed.” She waved at her Mom before turning around and walking up to her room.

~~~

The next few days went by without incident. Classes were as normal, more and more assignments being piled upon the students. Buffy had thought the teachers gained some sort of sick pleasure in knowing their students had no time for a social life due to the heavy workload. That was until she overheard a conversation between Principal Snyder and a faculty member and it was practically confirmed. The man reveled in making the students’ lives a misery.

When she had passed this information onto Xander and Willow, they had brainstormed possible ways to give the sniveling little man some sort of payback, but hadn’t come up with anything terribly clever or worthwhile. But it had been worth a laugh.

Angel hadn’t been at school all week, and Buffy wasn’t the only person to notice. Cordelia and Harmony had been very vocal about the fact, occasionally shooting curious glances in her direction. They hadn’t been witness to her little make-out session with the boy in question, and apparently Spike hadn’t spread the word.

That boy confused Buffy. The first few days in school he had gone out of his way to make her feel unwelcome. Then there was the kind gesture of driving her home on Monday night, then nothing. No snide remarks, no cocky grins, nothing whatsoever. She had seen him at training on Wednesday night but he had turned up late, and left early. It almost seemed as if he was avoiding her, and she didn’t know why. She also didn’t know why it bothered her.

Now it was Friday—the end of the week and just five minutes before the final bell of the day. She tapped her pencil anxiously on the desk, watching the clock tick away the seconds to the promised freedom of the weekend. She was looking forward to the training session that night; yearning for the familiar burn from pushing her body to the limits in a sprint, the sensation when she first dived into the cool water and the way all her worries seemed to slip away into the water as she swam.

A piece of folded paper passed her desk and dropped on her book. Looking up she saw Willow turned around in her seat smiling at her, nodding at the note. Buffy opened it up, and read it discretely.

Smile! Just think of the Ben and Jerry’s, and movies waiting for us later tonight!

Buffy returned the smile, nodding quickly in Willow’s direction before the redhead turned back around to face the front of the class. Folding the note back up she slipped it inside her notebook just as the bell sounded for the end of class. The students eagerly gathered their belongings and quickly left the room, much to the protestations of the teacher who was trying to assign homework. It fell on deaf ears and Buffy was thankful when she heard the old woman mutter ‘never mind,’ under her breath.

“So! What time are we coming over to your place tonight?” Willow bounced eagerly by her side.

“Uh, about six-ish? That’ll give me some time to shower and de-chlorinate a little.” Her mom wasn’t going to be home until late tonight, so she’d be walking home.

“Alright, Buffy.  Xander and I will see you then!”

Buffy watched as her friend darted down to the hall towards her locker.

~~~

Buffy was not the first person to arrive at training today and she was disappointed that the water had already been disturbed. She took pleasure in knowing she was the first person in, feeling solace in those moments alone. She watched the arms of the swimmer stroking above the water as she moved along the pool deck, dropping her bag by the wall and hanging a towel on a hook. 

She frowned as she observed his technique—it was pretty good. She knew it was a he; broad bare shoulders gave that fact away. Returning her attention to her bag, she rummaged about inside it for a moment - an “Aha!” escaping her lips as she found the desired objects - her swimming cap and goggles.

Stripping off her tracksuit and stuffing it in the bag, she twisted her hair at the back of her head and pulled the cap on quickly. Tucking in a few stray locks, she adjusted her goggles before putting them on and approaching the blocks.


Stepping up, she watched as the boy tumbled quickly into the wall and pushed off with a burst of speed. Taking a few deep breaths, she found her position on the blocks, holding for a second before shooting off like a spring. A shiver went up her spine at the chill; the pool was a little cooler than normal. Keeping her thoughts trained on the wall at the other end, she fly kicked to the surface in a streamlined position, before bursting over the water and turning in freestyle.

A sense of calm wrapped around her as she lost herself in the motion. She saw from the corner of her eye a splash of water traveling in the opposite direction towards the wall she had come from, but paid no attention to it.

~~~

Spike punched forward towards the pool edge, his body barely slowing in time so as not to collide with the wall, touching its tiled surface and lifting his head above the water. He instantly removed his goggles and threw them up on the wall edge. He never bothered to wear caps in training, only in competitions when the coach insisted. 

A splashing sound came from behind him, and he realized he was not alone in the pool anymore. He turned to watch someone, a girl, tumble turning at the other end. Reaching for his water bottle, he watched with undisguised interest as the girl sped back after completing the turn.

Squirting the water from his bottle into his mouth, he drank quickly, replacing it on the edge just as she touched. Her head lifted and he heard the gasp for breath. She dropped under the water for a moment, removing her goggles and letting the water wash over her face, before coming back up. The girl held her eyes closed for a moment and it took a second before he realized who it was.

As if feeling his eyes on her, the girl turned. She caught his stare, and blinked. “Spike,” she stated almost nervously.

“Summers…” He drawled slowly, reaching for his water bottle again. “Why so surprised?” he asked noting her confused look.

“I… ah, I just wasn’t expecting to see you in here so early,” she stammered.

Spike didn’t hide the smirk that spread across his face when he realized she was nervous. He began treading water, keeping his eyes on hers as he moved closer to her. Buffy’s eyes widened ever so slightly as he came within touching distance before stopping. 

“You alright, pet? You look a little bothered,” he noted with a quirk of his brow.

Buffy’s cheeks flushed and she splashed water at him, treading backwards away from him. Spike wiped the water off of his face, a grin stretching from ear to ear. “Oh, now you’re asking for it,” he grinned devilishly.

Buffy’s mouth opened to form an O when she realized what he was going to do. Pushing off from the wall, she backstroked away from him, keeping her head high so she could see where he was, splashing as hard as she could with her feet to try and deter him.

Spike gave chase, dropping beneath the water as he swam towards her.

Kicking harder, her movements were suddenly stopped by a wall. Her legs dropped and she tried to flip around so that she could spring off in another direction, but he was already upon her. He pressed his arms up against the wall, pinning her against the edge as he inched his body closer to hers ever so slowly.

“Not the best plan, luv, getting yourself pinned against the wall like that,” he tsked.

Buffy’s heart rate almost doubled as he slowly moved closer to her. She wasn’t going to get out of this easily.

Spike could see her mind ticking over, as she searched for an escape route. “What’s the matter, Summers?  Am I a little too close for your liking?” he teased.

He rushed forward before she could react, pinning her body to the wall with his before she could retort. He felt her tiny body squirm against his in a bid to free herself, and he raised an eyebrow as his grin widened. “Or not close enough?”

It took a second for his words to sink in, but once they did an angry glare consumed her face. Lifting her hands from her sides she pushed at him roughly, freeing up just enough space for her to jump out of the water.

“You’re a pig. I thought you were his friend,” she snapped angrily as she walked towards her bag and towel.

“He’s gone,” Spike sing-songed after her.

She froze, her back turned to him. Slowly, she spun on the spot. “What did you say?” she choked the words out.

Spike inhaled sharply when she faced him, partly because of her expression; she was seething with anger, but also looked crestfallen at the same time. That and the fact that she was dripping wet wearing next to nothing. The bathing suit she had on didn’t leave a whole lot to the imagination. It was a one piece racing back, clinging to her body in all the right places. He shook his head, trying to clear the thoughts that invaded his mind as he tried to answer her question.

“He’s gone, left on Wednesday. Angel’s an army brat; Major O’Neil got transferred to Miami. It was always going to happen, it was just a matter of when,” he explained.

“Florida?” Her heart dropped. So much for seeing him at school… she thought echoing his words from the other night at the Bronze. She clenched her eyes tightly, before opening them again and turning around and grabbing her towel, wrapping it protectively around her body right under her armpits.

Spike was surprised at how disappointed he was when she covered up. When he saw her reaching for her bag he climbed out of the pool and quickly moved to her side, wrapping his own towel around his waist.

“Where are you going? Training starts in 10 minutes. Jonesy won’t be--” he started.

“I don’t feel like training right now, and the last place I want to be is here with you,” she spat out. 

Buffy turned on her heel and stormed towards the locker rooms.

Spike watched her as she walked off pool deck. He had seen how disappointed she was when he had told her that Angel was gone. 

What’s he got that I don’t have? Spike’s eyes widened in surprise to own thoughts. What the hell is going on?

~~~

“So he’s just gone? Like that?” Willow asked with a click of her fingers.

Buffy nodded sadly. “Just my luck.”

“I can’t believe Spike… and the pool?” Willow gasped again, her own cheeks reddening at the thought.

Buffy blushed a deep crimson, trying as hard as possible to push those memories out of her mind.

“If that idiot so much as looks at you --” Xander began to threaten.

Willow lifted an arm to his shoulder, patting him. “Calm down, Mr. Macho, we don’t want you to burst a blood vessel!” she giggled.

“Yeah, Xand. I appreciate the gesture, really. But he’s not going to bother me again,” Buffy said softly. “I’ll make sure of it. It’s not the Spike thing that bothers me so much, as the Angel disappearing act. I’ve resigned myself to my fate - I’m going to be single forever.”

“Hey! It’s not all that bad, you still got me!” Xander teased playfully, wrapping an arm around Buffy’s shoulders.

She chuckled a little. After that confrontation in the pool with Spike, she had changed quickly and left immediately. She knew that coach wouldn’t be too happy with her, but she would make up the session by coming in one morning early before school. She had been half expecting Spike to come speeding up alongside her as she walked home again, and was relieved when he hadn’t. She had walked a different way home, just in case. 

“I don’t know why I’m so upset about this. I mean, we only kissed once, it’s not like we were together or something,” Buffy reasoned.

“That’s the spirit!” Xander cheered. “Now, let’s play this movie. I feel the need for a sugar overload. Gummy bear anyone?” 

~~~

Spike flicked the cigarette butt out of his window with a twist of his hand. He was mentally kicking himself for what had happened in the pool with Buffy. Just like him to put his foot in his mouth.

He had only been messing around with her in the pool, teasing her to get a reaction. And a reaction he got, just not the one he had been expecting - hoping for. Buffy hadn’t played along. All she could think about was Angel. So he’d acted out. He would have told her about Angel’s leaving anyway; it’s not like Cordelia or Harmony would have. It just infuriated him that her first thought was of Angel. 

Jealous? a voice inside his head spoke.

No… she’s not even my type…  he shook his head. 

Right, because that hot little body of hers did nothing for you…

He clenched his jaw, shutting his eyes for a moment and then blinking them open when he realized it only allowed him to imagine her more clearly. 

So maybe I’m a little jealous…

~~~

Joyce walked into the house, the sound of laughter echoing from the living room. Curious, she placed her handbag on the kitchen table before walking towards the noise. Buffy was sitting on the sofa watching a movie with a pretty red haired girl, and a brunette male. Must be those friends I’ve been hearing about…

The coffee table before them was covered with bowls of popcorn, gummy bears, m&m’s, you name it. And the trio was happily scoffing down the confectionary between laughter.

“Buffy, I’m home,” Joyce announced as she walked into the room.

All three turned to sound of Joyce’s voice. After quick introductions and a few jokes, Joyce left the teenagers alone to enjoy their movie. She’s made some nice friends…  she thought as she went upstairs for an early night.

~~~

The next morning they had woken up in a tangled mess on the Summers’ living room floor, sleeping bags and pillows strewn all over the place. Buffy yawned loudly as she tried to sit up. But it wasn’t an easy task with Willow lying on her legs.

“Morning, guys,” she mumbled.

Willow sat up quickly, running a hand through her unruly red hair, smiling at Buffy. Xander was still snoring, and they shared a mischievous glance before both reached for some of the remaining candy and began pelting it at their sleeping friend.

Xander brushed at the falling confectionary, flinching when it hit him. But it worked; he woke, sitting up to avoid any further attacks. “Alright, I’m up! I surrender. What’s for breakfast?”

~~~

Will and Xander had left a little while after lunch, the morning having been spent joking and laughing together. The house felt a little empty now after the night and morning they had shared together. But it was only for a few hours; Willow had informed her of a party that was being held at someone’s house—whose she couldn’t remember. Willow was sort of friends with one of the host’s good friends, Percy. She had tutored him late last year and he had invited her along. 

“Party bound we are,” Buffy mused, opening up her closet and eyeing her outfits, trying to select something for the night.



~~~~~~~~~~
A/N: Like it? Leave a review! All of the kind encouragements I've received have been doing a world of good for my muse.  More coming soon!


Chapter 6

Green-eyed Monster.

*hugs* to Sue for betaing!



Thanks to: klylu, marstersgirl13, DaniD, SarahandJamesFanatic, PhotographyNut, Stine, luxferi, Nicki, vitalis, frederique, cordykitten, daisy and Renee’ for the reviews!
Chapter 6: Green-eyed Monster.


“Willow, are you sure this is a good idea?” Buffy asked nervously as they approached the house. They could hear the music from almost a block away and as they neared it became evident exactly how big this party was. There were people EVERYWHERE. On the street, on the lawn, walking in and out of the house, on the balcony at the front of the large house… likes ants they swarmed all over the place. 

“It’ll be fine!” Willow assured, trying to keep the quiver out of her voice. She hadn’t realized it was going to be this big a party. But they were here now. 

“Yeah, it’ll be fun, Buff.” Xander agreed, his eyes almost popping out of his head at some of the outfits these girls were wearing.

Willow and Buffy rolled their eyes. Nevertheless they approached the house, walking in through the front door.

~~~

“And then I was totally like, ‘Mister, these are $200 shoes, if you spill something on them, I am totally going to make you buy me a new pair.’ You know?” Harmony explained to Cordelia.

Spike had an expression of mock interest on his face. Whenever Harmony would try and slip her arm through his he would brush it off. He wasn’t interested in listening to any of her stories tonight - his thoughts were still fixated on another blonde girl.

Then he saw her and his eyes almost dropped out of his head. She was dressed in a pair of low-slung pale denim jeans, and a backless pink top that had a few strings tying it up. Her hair was a mess of curls that framed her face, and her eyes danced as the whelp Xander whispered something into her ear. His jeans suddenly became a little tighter.

“What are you looking at, Spikey?” Harmony questioned, before following his gaze. “How did those losers get an invite to this party?” she threw in Cordelia’s direction.

“Beats me. Why don’t you go un-invite them Harm, Jason is your ex-ex boyfriend,” the brunette suggested with a smirk, flicking her long mane over her shoulder.

Harmony looked like she was about to approach the group but Spike put out a hand to stop her.

“Don’t, let them be. It’s a big party.” He glanced over at the incredulous look Harm was shooting him and threw his arms up in the air at her. This was just the opportunity he had been waiting for. He had been looking for a way to break up with her for weeks but Angel had convinced him not to because at the time he had been interested in Cordelia. 

But then Angel had seen Buffy. And now that he was gone, Spike didn’t need to worry about ruining his mate’s chances. He smirked at Harmony.  “Fine, go tell Jason.”

She smiled at that and took two steps away from Spike.

“You’ve just added another ex to your list,” he informed with a smirk as he walked off.

Harmony was left slack-jawed staring after him as he walked away. Cordelia moved next to her to comfort her.

~~~

Spike watched her from a distance, waiting for the right moment to approach. Xander walked off to get some drinks and Willow was soon drawn into a conversation with Percy. Ah… that explains the invite…  he thought.

He slipped through the crowd until he was standing almost right behind her. He moved to her side, ‘accidentally’ rubbing against her shoulder as he moved by her.

“Hello, Summers,” he greeted with a smile. “Didn’t think I’d find you here.”

Buffy returned his smile with a glare. “What? Am I not good enough to go to one of these parties?” she retorted angrily. Great, so much for her good mood…

Spike sighed in frustration. He had expected her to be a little angry but not this hostile towards him. “Look, I just wanted to apologise for the other day. I should’ve told you sooner, and not like that.”

“Yes, you should have. But you didn’t.” She continued to glare. “I want you to leave me alone, Spike.”

“Summers, I just--”

“The lady asked you to leave her alone,” an unfamiliar voice spoke from behind the pair.

A tall, built, decent-looking guy with light brown hair stood behind her. He was staring at Spike with a look that said he meant business. “Is this guy bothering you?” he asked.

Spike rolled his eyes. “Listen ‘ere, mate, mind your own --”

“Yes, he was,” Buffy interrupted. “Can we go get a drink?” she asked the new guy, giving Spike the cold shoulder. 

He nodded, placing an arm on the small of her back and steering her towards the kitchen.

Now it was Spike’s turn to watch, slack-jawed.

~~~

Buffy laughed as her new friend finished telling a joke. She caught him gazing at her and she dropped her gaze to hide the blush that was rising in her cheeks. Buffy sipped at her soda, shooting a glance across the room as she tried to regain her composure. In a far corner she noticed Willow and Xander looking her way; Willow giving her a thumbs up and a big grin, Xander scowling. Buffy waved at the two of them, looking at her watch as she returned her attention to her companion.

“Oh, damn,” she mumbled quietly. Giving him a dazzling smile she placed her empty cup on a nearby bench. “I’m sorry, Riley, I’ve really got to start heading home.”

He nodded, placing his own cup next to hers. “I’ll drive you.”

Buffy shook her hand. “That’s not necessary really --”

“I insist,” he said firmly, a warm smile on his face. “I want to make sure you get home safe.”

Accepting his offer with a nod, she glanced over at her friends and tilted her head in the direction of the door and gestured towards Riley letting them know he was taking her home. Willow nodded and waved, Xander just continued to glare.

“Let’s go,” she suggested.

Taking her hand in his, Riley steered her towards the front door, dodging drunken teens and saying goodbye to a few friends in the process. 

A few minutes later they were outside and heading towards Riley’s car, a large green pick-up truck. 

A puff of smoke rose into the air from the shadows of the verandah at the front of the house. A second later the cigarette was extinguished, and a bleach haired male made his way to his own car, eyes narrowed as he watched the couple climb into the pick-up.

Spike had attempted to apologise to her for what he’d said at the pool but she hadn’t even let him get it out. The girl frustrated him more than anyone he’d ever known. Normally he wouldn’t have bothered with the apology; for some reason he was drawn to this girl.

“He so much as touches her --” Spike muttered under his breath as he started up his engine, and began following the other vehicle, keeping a safe distance behind so as not to draw attention.

No… you’re not interested at all… the voice in his head mocked.

He followed in silence, clenching his hands so tightly around the steering wheel that his knuckles turned white. A few minutes later the pick-up was pulling into the Summers’ driveway, and Spike drove his Desoto passed the house and parked just around the corner of the next street. He had a good vantage point from where he was and he spun around in his seat to watch, a glare fixed on his face.

~~~

The engine shut off as they pulled up at her house, and Buffy looked at her feet shyly when she felt Riley’s eyes on her. She unbuckled her seatbelt quickly and climbed out of the car. Riley mirrored her actions and fell by her side, hands stuffed in his pockets as he walked her up to her front door.

She stopped, fumbling in her small purse for her keys, keenly aware of how close he was to her. Finally finding them, she slipped the right one into the lock and opened the front door before turning to look up at her escort.

“Thanks for the lift, I had a good time tonight.” 

“Me too,” he replied with a smile. “Can I call you sometime?” 

Buffy nodded slowly. “Do you have a pen?”

Riley reached into his pockets, checking a few before one appeared. Accepting it from him, she turned his hand over, so it was facing palm up, and quickly scrawled her phone number down, handing the pen back to him. 

“Goodnight, Riley.”

“Goodnight, Buffy,” he bid farewell. He looked down at her for a moment, hesitating before he leaned down to place a chaste kiss on her lips. “Bye,” he said again, turning and walking towards his car.

Buffy waved, eyes wide, a hand reaching up to touch her lips. She hadn’t been expecting that at all. Riley was a nice guy, attractive, sweet, but she was still interested in Angel even though she knew he was gone. She just hoped Riley was the kind of guy that would wait. 

Stepping into her house, she flicked on the hall light before closing the door behind her.

~~~

Across the road Spike was seething with anger. He waited for the college boy’s truck to pull away and around the corner of the next street before starting up his own car. He was in two minds about what to do. She was already mad at him and if he suddenly turned up at her house… he doubted she’d be impressed. 

Turning around in the street, he took off towards his home. Yep… definitely jealous…

~~~

~ A few days later ~

Buffy jumped when the phone rang on her nightstand. She answered it, picking up the receiver and holding it by her ear. “Hello?”

“Hey, Buffy. It’s Riley,” his voice spoke clearly down the line.

“Riley… hi.” 

“How are things?” he asked making with the small talk.

“Things are fine… you?” she asked in return.

“Good.” He paused for a moment before unveiling the reason he was calling. “Look, Buffy, I was just wondering if you wanted to come to a party this weekend, at the frat house. Saturday night,, around eight-ish. It’s not going be as large as the one from last weekend, just some of the guys. I think a few other people from your school will be there as well. Does the name Harmony ring any bells?”

Buffy rolled her eyes. “Yeah, I know her. Won’t that be a pleasure,” she answered, not hiding her sarcasm.

Riley laughed on the other end of the line. “Well, I’ll be there. And I was kinda hoping you might want to come.”

Buffy held her breath for a second. “Can I bring along a couple of friends?” she asked, not wanting to go to a frat house by herself.

“Sure, the more the merrier.” Riley replied warmly.

“Alright then, what’s the address?”

~~~

“You’re going to that party?” Beth said incredulously.

Buffy nodded, lifting her goggles up onto her forehead. “Riley told me it wasn’t going to be anything huge, just a small group of the frat guys, and a few seniors from here.”

Beth nodded, a frown creasing her brow. “I’ve heard about the parties thrown at this frat house, they can get pretty wild with the alcohol and all that. Your Mom’s letting you go?”

Buffy sighed. “Mom probably wouldn’t even notice I was gone. She’s been so busy with work lately, I barely see her anymore.”

“So you’re really going then?” Beth asked again, not being able to picture her teammate in a frat house—she was so shy.

“Going where?” a voice piped up from the next lane.

“Nowhe--” Buffy started.

“A party at the Delta Omicron House this Saturday,” Beth interrupted.

Spike didn’t hide his surprise at that piece of information and Buffy narrowed her eyes into a glare. “You going with that ponce from the other night?” he asked curiously.

Buffy’s expression hardened. “What’s it to you?” 

“Guess I’ll be seeing you then,” he announced with a glimmer of a smirk on his face.

“What? Why?” Buffy demanded, her frown lifting and being replaced by a look of confusion.

“I’m mates with one of the guys from the house. Wasn’t going to go but now that I know you’ll be there, pet, it doesn’t sound like it’d be such a boring night.” Spike pressed his tongue behind the back of his teeth, grinning at Buffy in a suggestive manner.

Buffy’s cheeks flushed and Beth looked from her friend to Spike, and back again. “Am I missing something here?”

“No! There’s nothing here,” Buffy replied vehemently, putting her goggles back on again and pushing off the wall into the five hundred meter freestyle cool down.

Spike shrugged his shoulders and followed suit, leaving Beth at the wall wondering what that was all about.

~~~

Buffy anxiously waited for the weekend. The school days flew by quickly enough and she did her best to avoid Spike as much as she could. But she kept bumping into him; in the halls, in the cafeteria. And in English that morning the teacher implemented a seating plan to gain more control over the class and he, of all people, was assigned to the seat beside her.

She spent the better part of the class ignoring him, looking straight ahead to the front of the class or at her books. He didn’t speak to her, and she was thankful for that, but he kept shifting in his seat, once or twice his leg touching hers. She flinched away both times, and she knew he was probably grinning from ear to ear at her reaction but she still didn’t look up.

The bell sounded for the end of class and she hurriedly got up from her desk and grabbed her books.

“See you tomorrow night, Summers,” Spike called out to her as she left the room.

Willow was waiting out in the hall for Buffy and chased after her friend as she walked by suddenly. “Hey, Buffy, wait up.”

Buffy stopped. “Sorry, Will, I didn’t see you there.”

“Obviously.” The red head frowned. “Is something wrong?” 

The two girls resumed walking. “Nothing much really. I’m just in two minds about going to this party tomorrow night, especially since Spike is going. I don’t know what he’s acting so strange. It’s like he gets a kick out of embarrassing me, and I’m sick of it!” Buffy answered, her frustration obvious.

“Uh, yeah… about tomorrow night.” Willow ducked her head. “I don’t think I can make it anymore.”

“Will! You promised you’d come with me.”

“I know, I know. It’s just, I’ve got this family thing and my Mom isn’t letting me weasel out of it.” She offered a smile of apology. “I really tried, but you know my Mom. Well, of her anyway!”

Buffy nodded glumly. “Great. I’m going to a frat party by myself.”

“It’ll be fine! Riley’s going to be there and he seems like a really sweet guy,” Willow insisted.

“Yeah, he is.” Buffy agreed. “I suppose it won’t be all bad…”

“I want to hear ALL about the smoochies,” Willow said, mischievously.

“Will!” Buffy giggled, trying to sound appalled by the idea but failing miserably. “I’ll call you on Sunday afternoon.” 
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Buffy walked into the frat house nervously, scanning the room for Riley. She didn’t recognize anyone else there, and was more than a little un-nerved by the looks she was receiving from the other house members. The music was slow and mellow, which suited the dim lighting. Whoever had organized the party tonight had done a good job of setting the mood. Too bad I can’t find my date to dance with…

She was wearing a navy blue dress that had two thin spaghetti straps holding it over her shoulders, the length falling to just above her knee. It was fitted around the bust, falling loosely in a way that clung to all the right places. After a shopping expedition with Willow she had bought a new pair of heels to match, and had tied her hair back into a sort of french roll to complete the look.

She knew she looked nice but she hadn’t anticipated that the frat brothers would ogle her. Or that one would be walking straight for her…

Her eyes widened in horror when she saw that the guy was stumbling, obviously having had more than enough to drink already. He was closing in on her and she looked around anxiously for an escape route. But, since she had placed herself up against a wall to wait for Riley, the likelihood of her being cornered was becoming greater as the drunken guy approached. 

“Heyyyy, there, babyyy,” the drunken frat boy slurred.

Her eyes darted around the room in a panic - still no sign of Riley.

Just as the guy was about to reach for her someone stepped in swiftly and grabbed one of her arms, pulling her out of the ogre’s grasp.

“There you are, pet. I’ve been looking for you.” 

Buffy was about to object when she recognized Spike’s voice, but when he steered her out of the reach of the drunken oaf she was more relieved than pissed off to see the familiar blond.

“Thanks for the save,” she said gratefully once they were out of his range.

Spike nodded in acceptance but still kept a hand protectively on her arm, eyeing the drunk off from their new position. She moved to let go and he stopped her. “He hasn’t lost interest yet, pet,” he warned.

Buffy looked up to see he was right and stepped a little closer to Spike, grateful for his shield. Her knee brushed against his leg and he closed his eyes for a moment before looking down at her, drinking in the sight of her. She looked amazing, and was surprised that he hadn’t noticed it earlier.

Earlier a few minutes ago… or earlier a few weeks ago… the voice in the back of his mind asked.

He pulled her closer, slowly moving to the music. Buffy saw the glint in the drunken frat boy’s eye and decided she didn’t want to risk giving him the chance to corner her again. Lifting her hands to Spike’s chest, she swayed along with him and the music.

Spike closed his eyes, inhaling suddenly when he felt her move closer to him. His eyes blinked open a second later, almost as if to confirm that she was actually in his arms. Her gaze was still fixed worriedly on the frat boy, and to say he was a little disappointed would be an understatement. However, not being one to pass up the moment he slid his arms around her, holding her protectively. He breathed in deeply to calm his racing nerves, only just noticing how sweet she smelled. Vanilla… god he loved that smell.

The song came to an end, and he reluctantly loosened his hold on her. He was surprised when he felt her clutch at his shirt. “Please don’t leave me,” she asked hesitantly. “I don’t know where Riley is and --”

He stepped back a little then, frowning at her. “I’m not a bloody stand in, luv. And if you need someone to protect you, maybe you should be looking for your date.”

Buffy glared at him, folding her arms over her chest. “I didn’t ask for your help,” she retorted.

“But you weren’t objecting to it either,” he pointed out.

Buffy knew that he was right, and it infuriated her. But she wasn’t willing to admit it out loud. “I can take care of myself, Spike.”

Spike stared at her for a moment before shaking his head in disbelief. “Fine then.”

Buffy blinked in shock when he abruptly turned and walked away from her. 

“Where are you going?” she called after him when she found her voice, but he was already out of sight.

The frat guy from earlier noticed that she was once again by herself and she turned, leaving the room quickly before he had the chance to approach her. After wandering around for several minutes she found herself in a darkly lit room, filled with just a few sofas and a bar in one corner. Pulling up a stool at the bar she reached for one of the empty plastic cups near the bowl of punch.

It’s probably alcoholic… a voice in her head warned, but she poured a glass anyway.

One glass won’t hurt… she rationalized.

~~~

Buffy stumbled out towards the garden at the back of the frat house, drawing in a deep breath of fresh air. But it didn’t lessen the spinning she felt in her head. She’d only had one drink, the only thing she could figure was that it must’ve been stronger than she thought.

She sat down on a bench seat, resting her head in her hands, trying to stop the world from spinning. She heard a thump when someone sat down beside her, but she didn’t look up to see who it was. Please stop spinning… 

A finger traced a line from her shoulder down her arm, coming to rest on her thigh, and at first she thought it was Spike. When the hand began to trace small circles on her leg, she looked up to tell him to get his hands off her when she realized that it wasn’t him. Recognizing the drunken guy from inside the main hall what seemed like hours ago, Buffy instantly inched away. But he advanced on her, a wide grin spreading across his face.

“You know you want it,” he drawled, his voice low and suggestive as he reached for her leg again.

She pushed it away and tried to stand up, but he grabbed a hold of her arm and pulled her down onto his lap, wrapping his other arm around her waist to hold her there.

“Let me go,” Buffy demanded.

The frat guy just laughed. “Oh, don’t be that way,” he mocked disappointment. “I’m sure we could have lots of fun.” He had leaned in to whisper the last words into her ear, his stale breath blowing across her neck.

Buffy struggled to free her arm but he just held her tighter. Panic rose within her and she began to squirm in his lap, trying to get away. 

“Oh, yeah, just like that, baby,” he grunted with amusement, arching his hips against her body.

“NO!” she shouted. “LET me go!”

“Or what?” the guy laughed. “We’re alone out here. Where’s your knight in shining armor? Tsk, tsk,” he added with a hint of sarcasm.

Buffy’s panic reached fever pitch as she began hitting him with her free arm, swinging wildly as her attacks connected with his chest, his jaw and one hitting him square in the nose.

The guy roared, picking her up and carrying her kicking and struggling against him towards the house. They got inside the doors and she swung her head around, trying to find Spike. But he wasn’t to be seen. “Help me!” she begged another partygoer as she was dragged by, but the guy just turned his back and walked outside.

The room began to spin and she had a sudden moment of clarity—her drink must have been spiked when she went to the toilet. She had stupidly left it on the bar, returning a few minutes alter to finish it off.

“No,” a strangled cry escaped her lips as her attacks began to weaken, her arms beginning to lose their strength. 

She could feel herself being carried up the stairs, and terror coursed through her veins when she realized his intentions. A door came into view and she tried to will her limbs into fighting back, but they wouldn’t respond.

They entered a dark room, fear giving her one last surge of resistance.

“No!” she screamed. “Help! Someone, Spike!!” she called as the door slammed closed.

~~~

Spike picked up his pace as he searched the frat house, a wave of guilt washing over him. He shouldn’t have left her alone, even though she was acting like a right bitch. He had gotten all the way to his car, and sat inside it with the engine idling for god knows how long after the little spat with her inside. 

This wasn’t the sort of place a girl should be left alone, especially a girl like Buffy. So after going through half a pack of cigarettes he had re-entered the house, searching all the rooms downstairs, before heading out into the garden via one of the many doors.

Having not found her anywhere he came back inside. The place was starting to clear out, most of the guests pairing and moving upstairs for privacy.

A sick feeling of dread washed over him when he imagined her being up in one of those rooms with that meathead Riley. Or worse, someone else. A shiver rolled over him when he remembered the way the drunk from earlier had been staring at her, and his concern for her safety grew. He had to make sure she was okay before he left.

He was halfway up the stairs when he heard her voice, every bone in his body telling him something was wrong. Reaching the top of the stairs he stood perfectly still for a moment, just listening, trying to gauge where the sound had come from. When all he got was nothing, his worries upped a notch. This is bad… very bad.

Two steps down the hall he heard her again and this time there was definite panic in her voice when she called his name.

Oh dear god… let her be safe… 

“Buffy!” he shouted down the hall, approaching the first door and swinging the door open. 

Bathroom.

“Buffy!” he shouted again.

Door after door was opened, mostly finding occupied bedrooms, the inhabitants raising their gaze to scowl and mutter abuse at the intrusion as he slammed the door shut and moved onto the next.

“BUFFY!” he yelled at the top of his lungs. 

Then there it was, a muffled sound coming from a room two doors up. Then a crash from another. Adrenaline and guilt ran through his veins. If only I hadn’t left… Spike forcibly pushed the thoughts out of his mind. Now was not the best time to lament. There were only a few doors left; Buffy had to be behind one of them. He instinctively went for the one the thumping sound had come from. He reached for the handle and twisted… 

It was locked.

Banging on the door with his fists, he yelled for her. “BUFFY!”

~~~

Buffy’s head lolled from one side to the other, as she felt something heavy press down on her, subconsciously knowing it was another person. Strength had long since abandoned her, her attempts to put up a fight only weakening her more quickly. Her eyelids began to flutter closed as noise began to fade out. Shouting broke through the quiet, and it took her a moment to realize it was her name that was being called.

“Spike?” she whispered, fighting a losing battle to stay conscious as everything went black.
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Spike was certain he heard her call his name, and his fear kicked into overdrive. Please be okay…

“Buffy!” he yelled as he pounded on the door. There was no getting inside. He had to find another way in. Running down the hall he tried the next room, knowing that sometimes they joined with connecting doors. This door was unlocked, and a young couple was mid-way through disrobing each other. They yelled abuse at him but he ignored it as he walked further in, finding the connecting door in the far corner and twisting the knob. 

It was unlocked!

Pushing the door open, he was stunned to a standstill by what he saw. Buffy was lying beneath a large blonde guy, who was busily trying to pull down the straps of her dress. Her eyes were struggling to stay open, her head shaking slowly from side to side.

“No…” she murmured, moments later losing her fight with consciousness.

The sound of her voice woke him from the shock of the situation, and he rushed at the guy taking advantage of her, picking a lamp up on the way and slamming it into the back of the guy’s head.

“Get OFF HER!” he roared in fury.

Spike’s attacks were fuelled by rage as he kicked viciously into the bastard’s ribs, followed by a fist being slammed into the shoulder.

That got his attention. The frat guy was up off the bed in seconds, a menacing glare on his face, making sure to stay close to his prize. “Back off, mate, this is none of your business.”

“You damned wrong it’s not my business. You stay away from her,” Spike threatened through clenched teeth.

“Or what?” the frat guy mocked, as he grabbed clumsily at one of Buffy’s breasts and squeezing it firmly. Spike saw her body flinch and a moan of pain escaped her lips.

That one little sound she made was more that enough to make him move into action. He launched himself at the fraternity brother, swinging punches brutally into him. The first few connected, he had the advantage of speed, but the other guy definitely beat him in the strength stakes. One of his punches connected with Spike’s jaw and he saw stars as his head snapped back suddenly. He almost thought he was going to black out, and under normal circumstances he might have let the sensation take over him to block out the pain. That is, if it wasn’t for Buffy lying on the bed defenseless.  

Spike attacked again, this time spinning a kick to the side of the frat brothers’ head. It was enough to send him flying—head first—into a chest of drawers. Not waiting for him to get up, Spike rushed to the bed and lifted Buffy up as swiftly and as gently as possible, before running towards the connecting door.

He didn’t look back as he heard the other guy stirring. Adrenalin took over as he found the edge of the stairs and bolted down them and out the front door, carrying Buffy’s limp body in his arms.

Spike didn’t stop running until he was next to his car. Unlocking it quickly he laid her in the front seat, rushing around to the driver’s side door and jamming the key in the ignition. Looking towards the house he saw the large blonde guy running towards them. Spike’s foot hit the gas and the car peeled off down the street, leaving the frat house and the bastard behind.

~~~

And he didn’t let up on the speed until he was safely a dozen blocks away. He looked anxiously over at Buffy, who was still unconscious. Gotta get her inside… 

Spike prayed that her Mom wasn’t home.

~~~

Spike parked in the driveway, more than a little relieved to see her Mom’s SUV was absent. Jumping out of his car, he moved to the passenger side and carefully lifted Buffy out, locking the doors behind him. He wasn’t leaving her side until she was conscious.

They reached the door and Spike realized he had no way of getting inside. He looked down at her and didn’t see a bag strap on her arms and he cursed himself for not thinking of that. About to turn back to car, he saw that one of her hands was clenched tightly. As carefully as he could manage, he lowered her to the porch. Now that he had two free hands he slowly spread her fingers. A tiny little pouch with a string had been crushed beneath her grasp. He shook his head in wonder. After everything, she had still clenched onto that little bag. Opening it up, he found a lipstick - and a key.

Trying it in the lock he closed his eyes and twisted. A click signified the door unlocking and Spike basked in the relief for a second. “Thank god, Summers.”

Lifting her off the ground he carried her inside, kicking the front door closed with his leg as he moved toward the sofa in the living room, laying Buffy down gently. Searching the wall he soon found what he was looking for. Flicking the light switch, he came to sit by her side, brushing a few stray locks of hair from her face.

“Never should have left you,” he whispered guiltily.

Spike didn’t want to leave her, but he knew he had to keep her warm and have fluids ready. He was convinced that something wasn’t right. The way her head had lolled on the bed, the glassiness in her eyes—it took more than alcohol to put someone in a state like that. Removing his duster, he wrapped it over her body to keep her warm. 

Spike sat beside her as time ticked by. First an hour, two, then two and a half. It seemed she wouldn’t be waking anytime soon. Deciding now was as good as time as any to get himself acquainted with the place, Spike began to walk around the house trying to find the kitchen. Once he did he had to check the cupboards for a glass, which he quickly filled with water. 

He’d only been gone a few minutes before he’d returned, and while Buffy was still out, a frown had worked its way onto her face. Her face crumpled even further as she began to shake her head to the side, moaning. Spike placed the glass on the coffee table and sat on the edge of the sofa, leaning close to her.

“Buffy.” He shook her arm ever so slightly. “Buffy, wake up, luv.”

Buffy’s eyes fluttered open and closed a few times, before she managed to keep them open. Her vision was blurry, and when she tried to focus it, all she could see was a blob of a face leaning towards her. Panic filled her immediately as she sat almost bolt upright, holding her hands out protectively. “No!” she whispered in terror. “Get away, get away from me!” She clenched her eyes shut, tears beginning to stream down her face.

“Shhh, luv. It’s me, Spike,” he soothed, reaching out and holding her tightly against his chest, rocking gently.

Buffy blinked her eyes a few times before her vision cleared a little more. She pulled away and felt her whole body relaxing when she recognized the voice. Her head was still spinning, but she could make out the shock of blond hair and the little scar over his left eyebrow. Looking over his shoulder, identifying the familiar the room as her living room, Buffy broke into tears, reaching for Spike as he drew her into his protective arms once more.

Her body quivered there in his embrace as the sobs became louder and more violent. Spike felt helpless, not knowing what he could to take the pain away, just knowing that she couldn’t be left alone right now. Holding her gently he began uttering soothing words into her ear, rubbing a hand up and down her back. “I’m not going anywhere, you’re safe now.”

Buffy had never been so relieved in her life to hear his voice. She clutched at his shirt, scrunching it in her hands. Her breathing became more labored as she gasped for breath.

“Breathe, luv, you need to breathe,” he urged.

Buffy breathed in deeply, and then coughed as her chest heaved from the force of her cries. She closed her eyes, trying to calm so that she could take control of herself. Slowly her body began to ease as the quivering became less violent, and the tears became a trickle as opposed to the flood they had been a few minutes ago. 

Spike slowly drew back from her when she calmed down. His hands rose to the sides of her face, and he stared into her eyes. The fear had lessened, but it wasn’t gone completely.

“I should never have left you in there.” His voice was choked up with guilt, with grief.

“You --” She tried to speak, but her throat was dry. “You came back for me.” Her bottom lip quivered as more tears threatened to fall.

“Of course I did! But I should never have left you there in the first place.” 

Reaching for the glass of water that was on the coffee table, he handed it to her, urging her to take it from him. Buffy’s hands were shaking so he wrapped his over hers, helping to steady her. She drank it quickly, and he took the empty glass from her, returning it on the coffee table.

“I--I didn’t think I was going to get out of there,” she said a little more freely now that her throat wasn’t burning as much.

“You’re safe now, luv. And I’m not leaving until you know that,” he promised, moving back further on the sofa, wrapping one arm around her shoulders, and drawing her to him with the other.

She grasped at his shirt, clutching at him tightly as she felt her eye lids begin to droop.

“Spike,” she whispered as she slowly began to drift off to sleep.

The steady rise and fall of her signifying sleep brought Spike a little relief. Pressing a gentle kiss to her forehead he settled himself for the night, knowing that there was no way he going to leave her tonight.

“Goodnight, Buffy.” 

~~~

Spike squinted as sunlight shone down on his face, eyes blinking a few times as they adjusted to the light. Confusion washed over him for a moment when he didn’t recognize his surroundings. A movement next to him caused him to look down and see a sleeping girl, her golden hair spread across his shoulder. Buffy… The memories of the previous night flooded through his mind, and he clenched his fist in anger.

She stirred again, and he touched her lightly on the shoulder. “Buffy,” he whispered. 

Spike’s voice broke through the haze as Buffy yawned, eyes blinking at the light a few times before they opened fully. That was when the memories returned to her, dismay filling her. Then something occurred to her. 

“You stayed with me, all night,” she stated with disbelief.

Spike cricked his neck—it was a little stiff from the way he had slept on the sofa. “I told you I wouldn’t leave,” he reminded with a little smile.

She was frowning, and Spike was just waiting for her to tell him to leave. But then a smile crept across her face and she reached forward, wrapping her arms tightly around his neck. Spike was frozen with surprise, before seconds later he wrapped his own arms around her.

“I was so bloody scared when I couldn’t find you. And then when I did…” His voice broke with emotion as he spoke, holding her tightly. “I knew what those guys were like. I’ve been to those parties before, and still I walked out.”

He shook his head, disappointed in himself. The disappointment soon changed into anger, jaw clenching as his mouth forming a thin angry line. “I could’ve killed the guy that.” 

She released her grasp on him, and he reluctantly let her move away, searching her face for any kind of response. 

Buffy’s gaze dropped to her hands; her fingers playing with the edge of a cushion as if it were the most interesting thing she had ever seen. “I was so stupid. I never should have…” She looked up at him, her cheeks reddening at her pending confession. “I left my drink on the bar when I went to the toilet… and… and when I came back…” she stammered.

Spike’s temper flared when he realized what she was saying. “Buffy, how could you be so naïve? I --” He stopped himself, knowing that she was punishing herself enough for her actions. “It still doesn’t excuse his behaviour. Even if you hadn’t finished the drink, he probably would have tried…” 

Buffy nodded. “Did --” she bit her lip, not knowing if she wanted the answer. “Did anything happen? He didn’t…” 

She doesn’t remember?

“No, nothing happened.” He didn’t know how much he should tell her; he knew how distressed she was already. But if she found out something and he hadn’t told her…

“He grabbed at you, and if I hadn’t come in when I did…” Spike’s voice filled with anger as the scene played out in his mind. “Your straps,” he identified, touching her shoulders gently. “But I stopped him.” 

Buffy’s stomach knotted, and she felt like she was going to retch as an image of the drunken frat leering at her as he approached across the hall played through her mind. His hands on her… She shuddered, and had to fight to control the urge to throw up. Pushing the images from her mind Buffy reminded herself that she was lucky. If Spike had come when he had… 

Leaned back against the sofa, fresh tears began falling from her eyes. “I just…”

Spike leaned forward, turning her face to his. “Shh, luv, it’s ok. You’re safe now. I won’t ever let anything happen to you,” he promised as he pressed his lips against her forehead.

~~~

Spike had stayed with her for most of the day, only leaving after her mother called to let her know she was on her way home. Buffy had explained to Spike earlier in the morning that she had gone overnight to LA to sort out some shipping problems with one of the new displays. And that her mom had no idea she had gone out. Spike had sworn not to mention it to anyone. 

“I’ll see you on Monday?” she asked hopefully as he opened her front door to leave.

“Definitely,” came his immediate reply. 

~~~

“So, honey, how was your weekend?” Joyce asked when she had settled in.

Buffy was silent for a few moments before lying. “Pretty quiet,” she answered softly.

They ate dinner together, Buffy excusing herself almost immediately afterwards to go to bed. Joyce watched as her daughter cleared the table before disappearing upstairs. She was worried by how withdrawn she seemed to be, and hoped that Hank hadn’t called again.

The phone rang and when Buffy didn’t pick it up, Joyce answered and took a message. I wonder who Riley is…?



~~~~~~~~~~
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That Monday morning Buffy kept her eyes peeled for Spike in the halls, but she couldn’t see him anywhere. Slightly deflated by his no-show, she grabbed her books and moved on to class, cursing more than once that Monday was the day neither Willow nor Xander shared a class with her. By the start of lunch, Buffy still hadn’t run into Spike and she was starting to become a little panicked. Xander offered to get the girls their lunch for them and Buffy gratefully accepted, keeping her gaze on the table as Willow left to get them all sodas from the vending machine.

Someone sat beside her, and she jumped in fright. Turning quickly, the alarm that had risen dissipated as soon as she saw him. Buffy leapt forward and threw her arms around his neck.

“I looked for you this morning, and when I couldn’t find you I thought…” Her bottom lip quivered.

“Shh, pet. I’m here now. Had a meeting with Snyder is all,” he informed her, a sneer crossing his face as he thought of the sniveling little Nazi.

Buffy unlatched herself from him, a look of sympathy spreading across her face. She had only been a student at the school for a short time but she’d heard the stories, and witnessed first hand what the Principal considered ‘doing his job’. She didn’t know why he worked in a school when he had such obvious disdain for the students. “Is everything okay?” she asked uneasily.

“Nothing to fret about. Just riding me about overdue assignments - the usual.” It was true, but only half the story. He reached forward and gave her hand a reassuring squeeze.

Buffy visibly relaxed. “He, he tried calling me. Last night.”

Spike’s nostrils flared and his grip on her hand tightened. “Who tried calling you?” he demanded.

Buffy winced. “Riley. I didn’t speak to him. Mom took a message.”

“Soddin’ hell! Prat thinks he can just --” Spike cut off his rant, releasing his hold of Buffy’s hand slightly when he realized he was holding it tightly. “I’m sorry, pet, didn’t mean to hurt you.”

“It’s okay,” she mumbled quietly.

“What was the message?” he asked, clenching his free hand.

“He wanted me to call him back, nothing else. Whatever it was he didn’t tell my Mom.” Buffy was relieved about that. If he had heard about what had happened at the party, he had the sense not to mention it on the phone to her Mom.

“Are you going to?” Spike asked, searching her face for an answer.

“Probably not,” she replied awkwardly. A part of her wanted to let him know exactly what situation he had put her in by not turning up.

Spike just nodded, squeezing her hand again. “Don’t, pet, he’ll just --” He cut himself off when he saw her friends approaching the table.

Xander and Willow both returned to their regular table at the same time, frowning at Spike’s presence. Xander noticed the handholding, jealousy rising within him.

“Don’t you two hate each other?” Willow asked with amusement, sitting down beside Buffy.

“He’s not bothering you, is he Buff?” Xander asked as he eyed Spike suspiciously. 

Buffy shook her head. “No, everything is fine.” She looked to Spike for confirmation, and he nodded in agreement. “I’ll explain later, I promise.” 

Willow shrugged her shoulders. “I’m guessing by the death stares we’re receiving, you having lunch with us was not something that was consulted with them first?” she jabbed a thumb in Cordelia and Harmony’s direction. Both girls were staring at the other table in utter shock.

“Who cares,” Spike replied with a shrug of his shoulders.

Xander sat across from Spike, and sized him up. There had to be a reason why he was at their table. Buffy’s the reason… a voice in his mind sarcastically informed him. He stifled a bitter laugh. No, there was more to it than that. If Buffy were all he was after, he would’ve dragged her over to his table in the center of the cafeteria, not sat on the outer with them. Since he didn’t look like moving any time soon, Xander turned his attention to the two girls at his table. 

“So Buff, how was the party at the weekend?” Xander asked.

The colour rushed from Buffy’s face and was followed by a sharp intake of breath. It was enough for Xander to realize that something not of the good must have happened. “That bad,” he said a little quickly, trying to change the topic. “So, you got a training session tonight?”

Willow saw the looks Spike and Buffy shared and realized that whatever had happened, they’d been there together. A faint smile graced her lips when she saw Spike squeeze her friend’s hand reassuringly. 

Buffy figured she might as well tell them now.

“I—I…” Buffy stammered. “I was attacked, at the party. Spike was there and…” She saw the glowering look on Xander’s face and quickly continued. “… and he helped me get out of there. There was a drunken frat guy.”

“Being drunk doesn’t give him an excuse,” Spike growled through clenched teeth, gripping the edge of his seat tightly.

Willow had a hand held over her mouth in horror. “Oh god, Buffy, I am so sorry.” Her eyes filled with tears at the thought of her friend being in that situation. “I was supposed to go with you.” 

Buffy immediately unhooked her hand from Spike’s and turned to reassure Willow that she was alright. “You have nothing to feel guilty about Will,” she started.

“Red, listen to her, she’s right. The meathead had his eye on Buffy all night long, even when I was around.” Spikes eyes narrowed. “Don’t go blaming yourself.”

Willow relaxed a little but she still felt partly responsible. She couldn’t help wondering if it would’ve happened if she had been there to look out for her friend.

“What does Riley say about all of this?” Willow asked quietly. 

Buffy’s expression fell and Spike’s hardened. “I didn’t see him there, he never showed up. He called last night but I was in bed already.” 

“Bastard, leaving you alone with his drunken friends,” Spike muttered beneath his breath.

Xander heard the blond guy’s words and fought back the smirk that wanted to cross his face. He was being awfully protective of Buffy, which was a complete turn around from the way he had treated her the week before. Then ideas as to why he might be acting nicer floated in and out of Xander’s mind and it was his turn to glower. First Angel, then Riley, if he had to compete with Spike as well…

Willow reached for Buffy’s hand and gave it a quick squeeze. “Maybe he was running late. Or maybe he had to --” 

“Leave town suddenly because the thought of having to see me again was too horrible?” Buffy finished before Willow could.

Three faces looked at her incredulously, and they all argued with her comment, their voices overlapping.

“Buffy, that’s not true!” Willow shook her head vehemently.

“You’ve got to be kidding me, pet?” 

“Buff, that’s ridiculous, where would you get an idea like that?” 

She looked up at Willow as she answered Xander’s question. “Angel left.”

Spike’s azure eyes danced with anger, the edge of his mouth twitching at the name of his friend. She couldn’t seem to get him out of her head.

“Angel’s dad moved across the country, what did you expect him to do?” he asked. “Why does it matter so much? It wasn’t like you two were together - it was one damn kiss. Get over it already.” Spike stood quickly, abruptly leaving the table.

Hurt and shock flashed across Buffy’s face at his words and she chewed on her lip as her gaze fell to the floor. Whilst Xander wanted Buffy’s mind off of Angel, he never would’ve said it like Spike just had. Willow squeezed her hand again. “Let’s go get some fresh air, shall we?”

~~~

Buffy had thought about skipping her training tonight but Willow wouldn’t allow it, practically pushing Buffy into the locker rooms and threatening her with withdrawing her history tutelage if she didn’t get changed immediately. A few minutes later Buffy walked out in her bathing suit meeting her friend’s smirk with a frown.

“You do realize this is extortion,” she started.

“Get in the water, Buffy, I’ll be watching. I don’t have anywhere to be today after school and we can go for mochas once you’ve finished.”

Buffy brightened at the thought. Willow would get to see her swim, and the thought of mochas afterwards was too tempting to resist. 

Diving into the empty pool Buffy lost herself to the water, her troubles escaping her as she let the familiarity of the water wash over. 

Willow watched from the stands as Buffy swam gracefully through the water, gliding through it with seemingly no effort. A noise to her left startled her, breaking her stare. She turned to see the door to the pool slamming shut and Spike walking across the pool deck.

He didn’t notice her immediately and she watched as his gaze flitted to Buffy as she swam, apparently taken with the view. A knowing smile spread across her face as she turned away from him and stomped her feet on the seat below, purposely making a loud noise to alert him of her presence.

Spike’s attention snapped towards the sound, and Willow turned towards him looking surprised. “Hey, Spike,” she called, waving him over.

Frowning for a moment he reluctantly moved towards her, sitting on the bench beside her. He didn’t know why she was here. “Red,” he greeted. “What you doin’ here?”

“Watching Buffy swim,” she answered.

“Oh, is that Buffy?” he tried to sound disinterested.

Willow snickered and Spike knew that he hadn’t managed to pull it off. “Yes, it’s Buffy,” Willow replied. “But you already knew that. I saw how you were watching her as you walked in.” 

Spike looked stricken at her words and Willow laughed for a moment before a serious look crossed the red head’s features. 

“You care about her, don’t you,” she stated simply.

Spike’s mouth opened and closed like a fish a few times as he tried to think of a retort. “What?” He was completely flabbergasted.

“You. care. about. Buffy.” Willow said plainly in a monotone voice. “If you didn’t, then you wouldn’t have gotten so pissed off when she mentioned Angel in the cafeteria today.”

Spike didn’t know what to say, but didn’t get the chance as Willow continued.

“I don’t know the full story, but I DO know that you were there for her when she needed someone at the weekend.” She said this with regret in her voice, her head dropping in shame.

“Red, like I said --” 

“I know,” she interrupted. “And you’re probably right. Still doesn’t make me feel any better.”

“If I ever see that ponce again,” he seethed.

Willow raised an eyebrow. “Over-protective much?” she quipped.

“It’s not bein’ over-protective. The guy got off too lightly. If he so much as looks at her again…” he trailed off.

Willow smiled, his words un-consciously confirming her suspicions. Spike had feelings for Buffy. She wondered if he realized it yet.

“Well, I should probably let you get in the water, you’ve got training to do,” she fare welled. “Tell Buffy I’ll meet her at the Espresso Pump.” 

Spike nodded as Willow turned and left, a smirk flickering across her face. 

Buffy hasn’t been to the Espresso Pump yet… Willow thought wickedly.

~~~

Buffy lifted herself from the pool at the end of the training session and quickly wrapped a towel around her hips. She could see Spike getting out of the pool from the corner of her eye, and wanted to escape to the locker rooms before he had the chance to talk to her. 

A hand tapped her on the shoulder, startling her. There was no way that he could have been that quick! She let out a sigh of relief when she identified the person as the Coach. “Buffy, may I speak with you for a moment?”

Buffy nodded, following the coach over to the table she had her files set on. “Buffy, I’m sure you are aware that we have a few meets coming up soon.” She continued when Buffy nodded, “Well, I wanted to register you with our team, for both relay and individual events.”

Buffy nodded again. “Uh ha.” She had been planning on registering anyway, once she felt her swimming was back on track.

“The first event is in two weeks and I want you on my team. It’s in LA, and the team will be staying over the weekend from the Friday night to Sunday afternoon. I’ll give you the details next training session.”

Buffy’s face blanked. Stay the weekend… she didn’t know if her Mom would let her. A mixture of excitement and hesitation built within her. It would be a chance to be free, to do what she wanted for a few days. She knew the mornings would be time for herself; so she would be able to shop, catch up with old friends. Plus if she did well in her events it could help her qualify for state championships. Then there was the hesitation. It would be a weekend in LA, where her Dad was, with his secretary. And she knew if she went down there, he would want to see her. 

“When do you submit the teams? I--I would have to check with my Mom is all.” 

“End of next week.  Get back to me as soon as possible Buffy.”

Dismissed, Buffy moved quickly towards the locker rooms avoiding Spike’s glance.

Spike sighed at the way she avoided him, then made an effort to get changed himself. He needed to be out before she did, so he could let her know where Red was.

~~~

Buffy walked out from the female locker rooms and back onto the pool deck, and a frown spread across her face when she found the seats empty. Willow was supposed to be waiting for me…

“Buffy,” Spike called to her from behind.

Buffy jumped in fright and spun to face him. She hadn’t heard him come up behind her. “Spike! Were you trying to scare me!? You don’t just sneak up on people like that.” 

Spike suppressed the smirk that wanted to spread across his face at her reaction. “If you’re looking for Red she said she’d meet you at the coffee house, the Espresso Pump.” 

A frown crossed her feature. Buffy hadn’t been there before. She really didn’t want to ask Spike for directions, but at the same time, she didn’t want to wander around town aimlessly. She saw him turn to walk away from her, reached out to grab his shoulder.

“Uh, where exactly is that? I haven’t been there yet,” she asked tentatively.

Spike nodded, the smirk he had been holding back spreading across his face. “I’ll drive you there, goin’ that way anyway.” 

Buffy paused hesitantly for a moment before nodding and following him out to the car park.

~~~

Spike drove in silence, and Buffy didn’t make any effort to start a conversation. He sighed, knowing why she was mad at him. He still stood by his words; he did think she was too hung up on Angel. But at the same time he didn’t want her to be hostile towards him, and then there was the whole thing with the college boy, Riley. He was sure he had heard uncertainty in her voice when she had said she wasn’t going to call him. She was considering listening to what he had to say and that infuriated Spike. 

Buffy was angry at Spike for what he had said at lunch, but she also knew that if it wasn’t for him the situation on the weekend would have been a hell of a lot worse. And the look on his face when she had hesitated when he asked if she was going to call Riley back - he didn’t believe her.
 
The car slowly pulled up on the main street, and parked in front of a coffee house. Buffy unbuckled her belt and quickly opened the door. She spotted Willow sitting at a table, waving her over. 

“Thanks for the lift,” Buffy said as she closed the door swiftly.

Spike saw Willow waving him over and shook his head. Buffy had made it quite clear she didn’t want him to be around by her silence in the car and she hadn’t tried to make conversation once. He nodded at Willow as he pulled away from the street.

Buffy glanced over her shoulder at his disappearing car and for a second was disappointed. Shrugging her shoulders she walked over to Willow and sat down. “You coulda waited for me! I haven’t been here before.”

“Oh, really?” Willow replied, feigning innocence.

“Will, I told you last week,” Buffy reminded with a frown.

“I guess it slipped my mind, sorry. But Spike was nice enough to drive you, why didn’t he join us?” Willow asked. She was disappointed her little scheme hadn’t worked. 

“I dunno.” Buffy frowned, not wanting to talk about Spike right now. “Oh! Guess what? I’m registering for a swim meet in LA, I’ll be spending a weekend there.”

Willow smiled. Spike was on the team and more than likely he would be going to the meet. “Tell me ALL about it.”
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Buffy walked in the front door of her house and dropped her school bag at the bottom of the stairs as she searched for her Mom. “Mom, are you home?”

As she walked into the kitchen she caught sight of her mother hunched over the sink, her shoulders shaking slightly. “Mom?” Buffy whispered.

Joyce turned around to face her daughter, wiping tears from her face with the back of her hand. “Hi, honey. How was school?”

Buffy stepped forward quickly, wrapping her arms around her mother and completely ignoring the question that was posed to her. “Mom, what’s wrong?”

Joyce gulped back more tears that threatened to fall as she stroked her daughter’s back. She didn’t want to upset her, but she knew that Hank wasn’t going to let up easily. Joyce released her hold as she spoke to her.

“Your father called. He keeps insisting he see you. It’s not the first time he’s called either. I’ve been told that if I don’t send you to LA to visit him, he’ll come here and pick you up himself. He accused me of being selfish and of holding you here against your will.”

Buffy’s breath caught in her throat. For a moment she couldn’t believe her father would accuse her mom of those things, but then all the fights before the move came rushing to mind and she clenched her jaw in anger.

“I don’t want to see him. I’ll tell him myself.”

“No, honey, it won’t do any good. Your father… he won’t listen. He’ll just accuse me of forcing you to say that.” Joyce sighed in frustration. “Your father can be pig-headed at times. I–I don’t know what to do.”

“I do,” Buffy said quietly. “I’ll be going to LA in a few weeks, I’ll see him then.”

Joyce looked at her daughter a little confused. “Going to LA since when? What for? And why haven’t I been told about this earlier?”

“For swimming, the coach wants me to swim at a weekend event in two weeks. I’d be staying at a hotel in LA for the weekend then coming home. I could always drop in and have lunch with him one of the days,” she reluctantly suggested.

Joyce’s expression was a mixture of joy and pain. She was happy for Buffy and that her swimming was back on track again. But she also knew her daughter wasn’t looking forward to seeing her father, was only going to do so in an attempt to curtail his harassment.

“Honey, I’m so proud of you.” Joyce professed, pulling Buffy forward for another quick hug. “If you don’t want to see your father alone, I could come with you?”

Buffy shook her head. It would be best if she saw him on her own. “So I can go?” she asked hopefully.

“Of course you can sweetheart! It’s with the school, and will obviously be a chaperoned event.”

Buffy smiled. “Alright then, I’ll let the coach know tomorrow.”

~~~

The following day Buffy walked up the steps at the front of the school, a slight bounce in her step. She was allowed to go on the swim trip to LA! Apart from staying overnight at friend’s houses, she had never gone away on her own before. She had to tell the coach, and she couldn’t wait to find Spike and tell him as well

With a bright smile stretched across her face she pushed her way through the halls and out the doors at the other end leading to the courtyard. She smiled apologetically at a girl from her maths class that she narrowly missed bowling into, and turned to move towards the pool when something caught her eye.

A familiar flash of peroxide hair…

Buffy had raised her hand to wave at Spike when a pretty brunette snaked her arms around his neck and drew his head down for a kiss. Buffy’s jaw dropped and she squeezed her eyes tightly at the sight, only opening them again as she turned on her heel and stormed off to the pool. Her cheeks flushed pink in embarrassment, her fists clenching by her sides as her temper got the better of her.

How dare he judge who I’m interested in… when he has been hiding this… 

“Why do I even care who he’s seeing?” she muttered to herself when she pushed through the doors to the pool deck.

~~~

Spike felt her arms snake around his neck and before he knew what had hit him her lips were pressed against his. Anger surged through Spike and he pushed her away roughly, the shock he felt evident in his expression.

“Dru, what do you think you’re doing?” He demanded. “Why are you even here?”

Dru smiled slowly, inching toward him again, her eyes dancing as they raked over his toned torso. “Am I not allowed to come visit my boy? I’ve missed you.”

“What, college guys aren’t as great as you thought they were?” he spat out.

She paid no attention to his obvious stab at her. Apparently he was still angry. Placing a hand on his arm, she walked her fingers up to his shoulder and traced a finger along his jaw line. “I just thought that --”

“That what, Dru? You’d show up and I’d come crawling back to you? Sorry, it doesn’t work like that.” His anger faded but that only gave way to the pain he felt when he looked at her.

He closed his eyes as the memories flashed through his mind, as if it had only happen a few days ago. 

Spike had dropped by Dru’s dorm room on campus to surprise her, and the scene he’d stumbled upon when he’d opened the door had brought their relationship to an end. He’d found her rolling around in her bed with some random guy - who apparently wore more eyeliner makeup than she did.

He’d run from the dorms and she’d quickly followed. A small part of him had hoped that they could work through it, but she didn’t apologise for her actions or seem to care that she had hurt him in the first place. 

"You’re a junior in high school - I’m a freshman in college. We’re too different, and we’ve both got so many new experiences before us. Maybe we should see other people."

Obviously she had decided to see other people before even discussing it with him. He’d tried to sort things out, tell her that age didn’t matter to him, but she was adamant. She wanted to experience life, be with more people. So they’d broken up.

That was a little over a year ago now. And now here she was on the high school campus.

“Spike… my darling boy… you know we were good together. It can be like that again,” she promised in a lilting and seductive voice.

“Yeah, we were bloody fantastic. So great you decided to sleep around. I can do better,” he retorted angrily.

A weight lifted from his shoulders as he become conscious of the fact that he no longer cared for Drusilla. She had smashed his heart to pieces when he’d walked into her dorm room on that fateful day. But now he was over it. He had moved on with his life. Even whilst he had been with Harmony he’d still felt closed off, was still burned by Dru. But now that was over.

An image of Buffy’s smiling face passed through his mind - the way her nose crinkled when she laughed, the way she moved on the dance floor - it all brought a sense of calm over him, and he realized he was right. He could do better than Dru.

“Goodbye, Dru.” 

Spike turned on his heel and stormed off towards the pool, leaving his ex-girlfriend staring after him in shock.

~~~

Spike walked from the locker rooms a different man. He was looking forward to seeing Buffy. Stepping onto pool deck he searched for her, eyes falling to her tiny form speeding through the water. A slow smile graced his features as he dropped his bag on the ground and flung his towel on the bleachers, diving into the cool water. 

He stroked towards her, wondering how close he would get before she spotted him. Spike stroked down the pool towards Buffy, stopped when her head lifted from the water in surprise. Smiling as he moved closer, he met her half way down the length of the pool.

“Hey, Buffy,” he greeted warmly.

Buffy’s face turned stormy when she realized who it was and she turned from him, sprinting toward the other end of the pool.

Spike frowned, clueless as to what had just happened. He followed after her, having to drop his head beneath the water to avoid the wave of water her kicking feet sent towards him. 

They reached the other end and Buffy was a little surprised to see he’d followed her. She began to lift herself from the pool when she felt his hand wrap around one of her ankles, and pull her back in.

“Buffy, what’s going on?” He was confused by how hostile she was being.

“Spike, leave me alone,” she snapped, pulling her leg free from his grasp.

He responded by grabbing one of her wrists, moving his other arm over the lip of the pool to support himself mirroring Buffy’s position.

“NO! Not until you tell me what’s wrong. Why are you acting this way?” he questioned.

Buffy tried to pull her hand free, but his grasp on her was strong. “Let me go now,” she demanded in a low tone. “Let me go or I’ll scream.”

Spike’s jaw dropped at her words, and the detestation he heard in her voice, forcing him to oblige and let her arm go. “Buffy…”

“Save it, Spike,” she spat over her shoulder as she boosted herself out of the pool, grabbed her bag and ran for the locker rooms.

“What the hell did I do?” he wondered out loud.

~~~

Buffy sat in her room cradling the phone. Inhaling deeply a few times, she dialed the number scrawled in her mother’s handwriting and listened as it began to ring… and ring, and ring. Her heart began to beat a little more fiercely and she was ready to hang up when she heard it connect at the other end of the line.

“Hello?”

She froze.

“Hello?”

“Hi, it’s Buffy,” she finally responded.

“Oh, Buffy, hey,” a male voice replied.

“So ah, you called the other night.”

“Yeah. I was just worried, and I wanted to apologise. I heard a vague story about the other night.” His regret was obvious in his tone of voice.

“Riley,” Buffy almost whispered. “Where were you? I thought you were going to meet me there.”

He paused for a moment. “I was there in the beginning but then I had to leave. One of the brothers had to pick someone up at the airport, and since I was the only sober one…” he trailed off. “By the time I got back, you were already gone.”

Buffy wanted to believe him, she really did. “Why... why didn’t you tell me you were leaving, I would have come with you.”

Again he paused. “I saw you dancing with that blond guy in the leather jacket. And then when I got back you were already gone and was told you’d left with him.” He tried to control the jealousy he felt, but didn’t think he was hiding it very successfully.

“Well, what did you expect me to do? You weren’t there, I was all alone.” She felt the tears welling up in her eyes, lifting a hand to brush at them roughly.

“So you left with the first guy you found?” he retorted.

Buffy inhaled sharply. “I can’t believe you just said that, you didn’t just say that.”

Riley kept silent, aware that he had hurt her feelings. But he was hurt also and wanted an explanation from her.

“What did you expect me to do? Hang around after one of your brothers,” she spat with sarcasm, “tried to rape me?”

Now it was Riley’s turn to inhale sharply.  “What, what did you say?”

“You heard me,” she answered bitterly.

“Oh god, Buffy.” Riley’s voice broke with emotion. “I had no idea… I wasn’t told… they told me that… that you left with some guy… and…”

Buffy didn’t know why, but she believed him. And she was shocked into silence by his words, by the emotion behind them.

“Yeah, I left with some guy. Spike. He’s on my swim team. He danced with me early on to stop a drunken guy from approaching me. I had one drink, and something must have been slipped into it because within thirty minutes I was almost out cold. The same drunk carried me up to his room.” Buffy voice quivered, and the tears rolled freely down her cheeks. “If it hadn’t been for Spike breaking into the room when he did…” 

Her breathing was coming in short bursts and her sobbing was no longer silent. “So yes, I left with him, unconscious in the back seat of his car. He brought me home and looked after me until morning.”

“Oh god, Buffy,” Riley gulped when it came to him. He knew who it was. The brother in question had sported a shiny blue bruise underneath one eye, and had long scratch marks up one arm.  Everyone else had brushed it away after he had blamed it on an over-eager female companion. He had bragged about his conquest. Riley clenched his jaw.

“I am so sorry. I don’t know what I can say, or do to make you not hate me for this. If I had been there…” he trailed off. “He’s going to pay for this.”

“Riley, I don’t think you being there would have changed things much,” she said quietly, wiping the drying tears from her face. “He’d been watching me all night.”

“You’re damned wrong about that!” Riley fumed. “If I’d been there he wouldn’t have come within thirty feet of you.”

“Riley…”

“No, Buffy, he needs to pay for this. I-- I’m pretty sure I know who it is. I’m going to make a formal written complaint to the university, and the local law enforcement.”

“No, Riley!” Buffy interrupted. “I couldn’t. He would know it was me and I don’t want him coming after me again. I couldn’t take that… I…”

“Shh,” he shushed. “I’ll leave the police out of it, but it needs to be reported to the Dean. It can be anonymous.” He sighed. “And this isn’t the first time he’s attempted something like this, although last time his lawyers stepped in and paid off the girl. This will probably get him expelled.”

Buffy gulped. “But he would come after…”

“No, he won’t. I won’t let him come anywhere near you.” He promised. “He’s not a local anyway, and once he gets booted, he’ll have to move back home. To New Jersey.”

She sighed lightly. New Jersey… that wasn’t even remotely close to Sunnydale.

“Alright, but on one condition.”

~~~

“Oh-my-god,” Willow breathed. “He’s really doing that?”

Buffy nodded.

The final bell of the day had just been rung, and Buffy had just finished retelling Willow of her conversation with Riley from the previous night. And what they had planned for this afternoon.

“So he’s going to get kicked out of school.”

“Probably,” Buffy interjected.

“No probably about it, Buffy, if he’s a repeat offender… that’s it. He’s gone. Across the country gone. That’s got to be a minor relief,” Willow asked hopefully.

“It is,” Buffy replied.

“So,” Willow probed. “What does Spike think of all this?”

Buffy shrugged her shoulders and her expression darkened. “Why should I care what he thinks?”

“Buffy,” Willow teased. “He cares about you. You know he does.”

Buffy’s expression softened slightly, before her mouth formed a straight line again. “He looked out for me, kept me safe. And I’m grateful for that. But he doesn’t care about me. If he did, he wouldn’t have had his hands and lips all over a brunette yesterday.”

Willow gasped in surprise. “Oh, Buffy, are you sure?”

Buffy raised an eyebrow in response.

“Maybe, she’s…” Willow was clutching at straws, trying to justify Spike’s behaviour. 

“I don’t care what she is,” Buffy interrupted. She looked at her watch and realized that Riley was going to be waiting for her.

“Will, I gotta go. Update Xand for me?” She turned away from her friend and walked towards the parking lot before Willow could argue.

Willow watched after her friend, troubled by the news she had just been privy to. She knew Spike liked Buffy. She could see it in his eyes when he was around her. So why was there another girl around?

“Hey, Red.”

Willow jumped, a surprised squeak escaping her lips. “Spike! Don’t sneak up on people like that!”

A sly smirk passed over his lips as he gave her a second to calm her nerves. “You seen Buffy? I really need to talk to her. She didn’t turn up to English Lit this afternoon.”

Willow’s lips pursed, her brows furrowing. “Why do you want to talk to Buffy?”

Spike sighed. Whatever had pissed off Buffy yesterday, Willow had obviously been filled in on. “What’s she told you?”

Willow pursed her lips together and crossed her arms over her chest. “She doesn’t want to talk to you.”

“Red!” he snapped with exasperation. “Please, just tell me where she is.”

Shrugging her shoulders she answered bluntly. “She’s with Riley.” 

Spikes jaw dropped. “Riley… what? She’s WHAT?”

Willow took a step back as Spike became enraged. “Why do you even care who she’s with? She’s not your girlfriend. You’ve got that brunette to keep you occupied.”

Spike’s expression turned stormy. “What brunette? Occupied? What the hell are you talking about, Willow?” he fired in quick succession, his voice low and dangerous.

“Hey! Don’t shoot the messenger. She SAW you. Yesterday, in the courtyard.” Willow frowned, holding her position.

“Courtyard?” Realization flickered across his face. “You mean Dru? She saw me and Dru?”

“I don’t know,” Willow snapped.

“Dru is my ex­-girlfriend,” he clarified.

Willow froze for a second. “If she’s you’re ex-girlfriend, then why did you kiss her?”

“She kissed me!” he replied with frustration. “And I pushed her away, told her it wasn’t going to happen. Because I had feelings for someone else.”

Willow’s mouth opened and closed like a fish. “Feelings for someone else… someone… BUFFY!” she squeaked. “I knew it!” She bounced up and down on the spot. “I could so tell!”

A faint smile crossed his face. “Yeah, well you coulda given a guy a the heads up.”

Willow laughed. “Like you would’ve believed me.” Her expression became serious. “So what are you going to do?”

“I don’t know,” he responded truthfully.

“Well, I can tell you what’s happening this afternoon. Come with me.”
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Buffy walked out of the Dean’s office, Riley’s arm wrapped protectively around her shoulder. She’d done it, formally reported what had happened. And it felt like a weight had been lifted from her shoulders. She exhaled slowly; releasing the tension she no longer had to bottle up. Resting her head against Riley’s shoulder the pair walked through the exit doors of the building and out onto the street.

It was dark. She hadn’t realized how long they had been in there: obviously it had been a longer meeting than it had seemed.

Spike was leaning against a wall to the side of the buildings entrance when he heard the doors open. Finally… he thought. He’d tried to get inside, go into that meeting, but they wouldn’t let him.

He stepped one foot forward and froze at the sight he saw. Buffy was leaning against Riley, the college boy’s arm slung around her as he led them to his truck. Spike watched in silence as they climbed into the vehicle.

The sound of the engine revving as the truck pulled away woke him from the daze, and he moved a whole two footsteps towards the vehicle before it took off down the street. 

She hadn’t even seen him.

~~~

The rest of the week went by in a blur. Buffy caught up on her homework and assignments that she’d missed due to starting school a few weeks into the year. Training was going well—her sprint times were improving marginally—and the coach was happy with her results. Free time had been spent with her friends, and bit-by-bit Buffy began to feel like her old self again. The previous night she, Willow and Xander had gone to the movies. And now it was Friday. It had come so fast, the week a haze of activity. Tonight she was meeting Riley at the Bronze for their first official date.

They’d spoken on the phone every night since the meeting with the Dean. He’d picked her up from swim practice on Wednesday night and driven her home. That night the two of them had talked for almost an hour in the driveway, and he it was then that he’d asked her out… as his girlfriend. 

Buffy had been flabbergasted, she was pretty sure her jaw hit the floor when he had told her that he wanted to be with her. Before she could think it over Riley had leaned forward, kissing her lightly before pulling back and looking deeply into her eyes. He looked so hopeful, and nervous all at once. It was endearing. When she’d said yes, he’d drawn her forward into a tight embrace, prompting Buffy to laugh.

He had promised that he would make her so happy, and to that Buffy had just smiled. 

Now it was Friday. Buffy walked toward her final class of the day, turning the last corner in a hurry and crashing into someone walking quickly in the other direction. Her books flew from her hands and spilled across the floor.

She dropped to her knees and began scooping them up, apologizing as she went.

“I’m sorry, I wasn’t looking where I was going.” A moment later she lifted her gaze from the floor to find that she was alone in the hallway.

A door opened behind her and she turned to see it closing. Rude much…

Frowning she continued to pick up her books and quickly made her way to class. Willow waved to her when she entered the room, and Buffy smiled as she weaved through the desks. She kept an expression of nonchalance at the sight of Spike’s empty seat beside her, but she silently wondered where he was.

She had barely seen him all week.

And she didn’t know why she cared. She was still angry about the situation she had caught him in with that brunette in the courtyard. If she was truthful with herself, she was a little hurt by it as well.

Why, Buffy? You’ve got a boyfriend now… her subconscious reminded her. She gave in. She really didn’t have a reason to stay angry with him. So he had kissed that brunette girl, it didn’t matter. She had a boyfriend now.

~~~

Spike pressed himself up against the wall of the empty music room, and took a deep breath. He couldn’t believe he’d run. He’d accidentally crashed into Buffy in the hallway, in a way not too dissimilar to how they had first met. Except this time he hadn’t stuck around.

He caught a flash of her blonde hair, heard her voice and ran for cover to the closest room he could find. Why on earth did I run? Whatever it was possessed him to hightail it out of there, Spike had no clue. Maybe it was the shock of seeing her after playing the avoidance game for the last few days. Ever since he’d seen her with Riley.

“I’m a bloody fool,” he muttered to himself. I should’ve talked to her.

Clenching his jaw Spike bashed his closed fist against the door, causing items on a shelf beside it to rattle. Taking a deep breath he walked out of the music room and headed towards the exit to the front of the school.

~~~

Buffy entered the Bronze awash with nerves. And she didn’t know why. It was a date, something she’d been on many times before. And Xander and Willow were going to be there as well, but still she was nervous. Her friends knew Riley would be joining them tonight, but Buffy hadn’t yet told them he was now officially her boyfriend.
 
Sub-consciously she ran her fingers through her hair, making sure it was behaving. Having decided against putting it up tonight she’d let it dry naturally after her shower, a slight wave coming through. Make-up was kept to a minimum as usual, light mascara and a hint of eye shadow matched to the deep green of her halter. 

It was fitted around the bodice, and flowed lightly down to her hips. The bodice itself was beaded intricately around the keyhole that was cut out, the top shining when the beads caught the light. It was a little dressier than she would normally go for, so she’d matched it with a pair of tight fitting pale blue denim jeans that flared out from the knee, and a pair of black boots to make it more casual.

She kicked herself for not wearing a jacket as she’d walked to the club, but soon remembered why she’d decided against it when she stepped inside. It was a muggy heat, the warmth caused by a combination of a weak air-conditioning system and the sheer amount of people who had turned up tonight for the live show. The band—Dingoes Ate My Baby—was apparently very popular with the locals. Buffy had heard them play once and thought their reputation was well warranted. 

She walked passed the pool tables, and toward the regular table where Xander and Willow were both waiting, deep in conversation. 

Xander looked over Willow’s shoulder, noticing Buffy as she walked toward them and caught his breath as he took in her appearance. He realized it wasn’t likely that anything would happen between the two of them, but it didn’t mean he couldn’t appreciate her. Nor would he stand by and let any guy step in and easily sweep her away. They would have to prove themselves worthy, something he’d not yet seen.

Willow frowned at Xander’s distracted gaze and turned to see what, or who, he was looking at. Spotting Buffy a smile spread across her face.

“Hey, Buffy! You look great!”

“Yeah, Buff… you look… amazing,” Xander agreed.

Buffy smiled as she sidled up to her friends, sitting between them on the free stool. “Thanks! You two look great as well.”

Xander was dressed it dark khaki’s and a cream shirt. A much tamer outfit than she normally found him in. And Willow was wearing a deep blue shirt that had a scoop neck, and a pair of tan pants. Her hair was out, and Buffy noted that she was even wearing a little make-up. She wondered what the occasion was.

“So, Buffy, what time is Riley getting here?” Willow asked curiously.  

“Yeah, when’s Captain Cardboard going to make his appearance,” Xander asked dryly. 

“Xander!” Buffy scolded, swatting at his arm. “That’s my boyfriend you’re talking about there.”

“Boyfriend?” Xander’s jaw dropped. “Since when and why wasn’t I…”

Willow nudged him in the ribs.

“Why weren’t we, told about this?”

Buffy blushed. “I’m sorry, guys, it’s kind of a new development. Tonight will be our first official date. I was going to tell you. And I thought you guys liked him. Riley is a really sweet guy… and...”

“You don’t need to sell how great he is to me, Buff. I’m just looking out for you, you know that,” Xander said with a smile. “Just next time keep us informed, okay?”

“It’s a deal,” Buffy grinned. “So… tell me, what have we been talking about?”

~~~

Spike scanned the floor from his elevated position on the catwalk. He didn’t even know why he was here; he knew she would probably be here with him. Willow had been on his back all week to talk to her, even after he told her it was hopeless. He’d even informed the redhead about the collision in the hallway when he’d bumped into her after school today. But she wouldn’t take no for answer, practically ordering him to be here and for some strange reason he’d listened to her.

His eyes floated over the entrance, waiting for her to arrive. So far he’d been standing up here in the shadows, growing consistently more bored the longer he waited and she didn’t appear. 

And then…

Spike’s breath caught in his throat and his heart instantly beat faster when Buffy entered through the door, her long blonde hair bouncing lightly around her shoulders as she walked towards her friends. She looked… beautiful. Keeping to the shadows above, he observed the trio of friends as they joked and laughed together. 

His sharp eyes scanned the crowd for the college boy and he was pleasantly surprised to find him a non-attendance. Spike gathered his confidence with a deep breath; it was now or never.

Finally moving, he made his way down a set of stairs, keeping his gaze on her as he approached the group. He caught Willow’s line of sight, and she nodded slowly, a move-your-sorry-ass-or-else look in her eyes.

Spike walked up to the table, coming to stand behind Buffy. The scent of her shampoo mixed with vanilla teased him as he breathed her in. Reaching out he placed one hand gently on her shoulder to alert her of his presence.

Buffy tensed at the surprise contact on her shoulder, and turned to see who it was.

“Hey,” he greeted the group, smiling lightly at Buffy when she turned toward him. His heart pounded in his chest as he waited for her to react, relaxing when he saw her face soften.

“Hey, yourself,” she greeted.

“Hey, man,” Xander acknowledged. He looked from Spike to Buffy and back again, before shooting a confused look in Willow’s direction. Willow had an excited grin on her face, and she nodded furiously at Xander’s confusion. The penny dropped and his mouth formed an O. Not wanting Xander to put his foot in his mouth, she stood up reached for his hand.

“Xander and I are going to dance,” she informed Buffy and Spike, dragging the dumbfounded brunette onto the dance floor before he could object. 

“What was that about?” Xander asked when they were a safe distance away, dancing to the music.

Willow rolled her eyes. “Just giving Spike and Buffy a nudge is all.”

“And what about Riley?” Xander questioned.

The colour left her face. “Oh, crap!”

~~~

Real smooth Red… Spike thought as he saw the grin she flashed him as she dragged Xander away to the dance floor. Suddenly feeling a little awkward, he stepped around Buffy and moved onto the seat beside her. “Hey,” he said again.

Buffy felt awkward, and dropped her gaze to her hands as she fiddled with the hem of her halter. Finally she looked up at him. “Spike, why weren’t you in class this afternoon?”

He was surprised by her question, but silently thrilled that she had noticed his nonattendance. She was aware of my absence… that’s a start… 

“Another meeting with Snyder,” he informed quietly.

“Oh.”

The silence between them was deafening. Spike watched as she fidgeted with her top and flicked her gaze over the table, her hands, his knee, and the floor.

“You look beautiful,” he complimented. And she did. He wanted nothing more than to sweep forward, wrap his arms around her and…

Buffy blushed under his scrutiny. “Thanks.”

Spike could see how nervous she was, and he didn’t want to mess things up before they even had a chance to begin. He reached out for one of her hands, holding it in his and giving it a reassuring squeeze. “You wanna dance?” he asked a little shyly.

Buffy saw the uncertainty in his eyes and felt a faint smile float across her features. “Okay.” 

Spike stood up, lacing his fingers with hers as he drew her onto the dance floor. As if on cue, the tempo of the music shifted, a slow song playing throughout the club. Couples paired up, pressing against each other as they swayed to the music. 

Buffy kept an awkward distance between the two of them, as she looked around at all the other dancing couples, suddenly feeling out of place. 

Spike saw the expression on her face, saw the hesitation and knew she was thinking of running. Taking one step forward he wrapped his arms around her before she could leave. Her body went rigid for a moment before she began to relax, her arms snaking around his neck. When Buffy rested her head against his chest Spike breathed in her scent deeply.

They held each other closely as they danced, moving as one to the music. Buffy sighed as she relaxed into his arms, all thoughts escaping her mind. 

The song peaked and slowly came to an end. Spike held onto her for a moment longer, before reluctantly releasing his grasp enough that she could leave if she wished. But she didn’t make a move to step away.

He looked down at her, lifting one hand from her hip to beneath her chin, tilting her head up towards him. Buffy didn’t resist his guidance, her green eyes meeting his deep blue ones. Shock washed over her as she read his thoughts in those eyes, seeing that look of longing. Her own eyes widened with realization a second later when she saw his face dipping towards hers.

~~~

“Oooh! Look!” Willow exclaimed excitedly, all thoughts of Riley pushed from her mind as she saw Spike inching closer to Buffy. It wasn’t too late for him to make a move. Just like Buffy had said, she and Riley was a new thing. It wasn’t set in stone… right?

Xander rolled his eyes at Willow’s reaction, but watched on with intrigue and the smallest amount of jealousy.

~~~

Spikes lips captured Buffy’s with a softness that was impossible to describe, his lips ghosting over hers light as a breath of wind. His heart soared when she didn’t resist, if anything she relaxed to his touch. His arms wrapped more tightly around her, pulling her flush against him as he parted his lips. His tongue darted out from the cocoon of his mouth, lightly running the length of her plump bottom lip, begging for entrance.

For the briefest of moments Buffy lost herself in that kiss. It just felt… right. Her mouth parted to give entrance to Spike’s tongue and that was the moment her brain kicked into gear.

Buffy’s eyes snapped open and she tore her lips from his, pushing her hands against Spike’s chest to break from his embrace.

She raised a hand to her mouth, touching it lightly as she tried to process what had just happened, not understanding how she had let it. “Oh, my god,” she whispered, turning away from him.

Spike felt her wrench away from him, and his eyes blinked open as the heat of her flesh abandoned his. Her back was turned to him and he reflexively reached out for her, grabbing her wrist to turn her to face him.

“Buffy?” That one word, her name, expressed all the confusion and hurt he felt.

“Spike, don’t,” Buffy pleaded, pulling her hand from his grasp. “Please, just leave me alone.”

“Buffy, what ---”

“Spike, I’m supposed to be meeting Riley. I shouldn’t have let you --”

“Riley,” he interrupted, speaking through clenched teeth. Apparently his earlier thoughts had been correct. He threw his hands in the air in frustration. “You’re unbelievable you know that?”

“Hey!” she snapped. “I don’t owe you anything. I never should have let that happen.”

“Why?” he demanded. “Because of College Boy.”

Buffy glared, crossing her arms over her chest. “Riley is a nice guy,” she defended. “At least he’s been honest with me.”

“He’s been honest? And how exactly have I been dishonest, please, do tell me.” 

“Riley isn’t the kind of guy that flirts with someone behind the back of his girlfriend,” Buffy retorted. 

“Neither do I!” he exclaimed. “Do you really think that I’m that sort of person? I told you that I wasn’t with Harmony anymore.” 

“Not Harmony. Some brunette, I saw you, in the quad the other day,” Buffy snapped angrily. Before he could answer she turned away and began walking towards the bar to get away from him. 

Spike caught up with her, spinning her to face him. “She’s not my girlfriend. Dru and I used to go out, but we’re not together anymore.”

“Well for exes you two seemed to be very friendly with each other,” she retorted sarcastically. 

Spike glared at her. “Jealous are we, Summers?”

The instant the words left his mouth he wished he could take them back.

Buffy looked like she had been slapped. She resisted the urge to hit him as he fumbled to make an apology.

“Buffy, I didn’t mean --”

“I would never be jealous. Not over you. You’re nothing to me.” Buffy turned and fled from him and pushed her way through the crowd. 

Her words stung him, freezing him to the spot. She had yelled at him before, and they’d exchanged nasty words to with each other before, but that was as strangers. Her words now were filled with spite. When Spike finally reacted and stepped forward to follow her through the crowd, she was out of sight.

“Buffy!” he called, his voice drowned out by the music. 

She was gone.

“Damn it!” he cursed. He didn’t know how he had managed to mess it up but he had. He thought Red had spoken to Buffy about Dru. Pivoting on the spot, he scanned the crowd before he spotted the offending girl and moved toward her.

Xander and Willow looked up as Spike approached. They’d witnessed the scene between Spike and Buffy but had no idea what had caused it. One second they were leaning toward each other for a kiss, and a second later they appeared to be exchanging heated words, before Buffy took off.

Willow saw the look on Spike’s face. “Uh oh…” 

“I thought you spoke to her about Dru,” he demanded as he joined the pair.

The colour washed from Willow’s face. “Oh god, Spike. I---I completely forgot,” she stuttered.

Spike looked like a coiled spring, ready to bounce out at any second. A few seconds later, he calmed himself down, and stuffed his hands in his pockets. “Doesn’t matter.”

“Spike,” Willow called tentatively. “Where’d she go?”

“She walked out of the club,” he answered. He saw the worried looks Xander and Willow shared and instantly demanded to know what was going on. “Why? What’s wrong?”

“Buffy’s Mom is out of town again this weekend,” Xander informed. “She’ll be walking home.” He paused for effect. “Alone.”

The colour drained from Spike’s face when he thought of something happening to her. “I’ll find her,” he assured, quickly turning away from the duo and rushing towards the exit.

“But, Spike, there’s something you should know,” Willow called after him. 

But he was already gone.
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Spike drove the streets for almost thirty minutes, his panic rising when every street he checked got him no closer to finding her. Flipping a U-turn he sped towards her house, hoping she was there. Five minutes later his car was turning into her driveway and he parked it quickly, shutting off the engine.

There were no lights on, but that didn’t mean she wasn’t home. He ran towards her door, banging on it with his fists.

“Buffy!” he called.

He banged on the door again. “Buffy, are you in there? Open up!”

He heard a shuffling sound inside the house. The hall light flicked on and the door swung open a fraction. Pushing it wider he swept inside and closed the door. 

“Why the hell did you run off like that?” he demanded.

Buffy looked at the ground, turning her back on him to walk up the stairs. Spike wasn’t going to let her get away with it that easily, grabbing at her wrist he pulled her towards him forcefully.

“Buffy, why?” he demanded.

She blinked her eyes up towards him and he instantly dropped her arm. She’d been crying, and for a split second, she’d almost looked scared. Of him. That was the last thing he wanted. Stepping back slightly, he asked her again.

“Buffy, why did you run off like that? Do you know how worried Willow and Xander are? You just left… and then they tell me your mom’s out of town. What were you thinking? Walking the streets by yourself. You of all people should know it’s not safe to do a thing like that.”

Buffy’s eyes flooded with tears. “Spike, just go home please. I got home safely, you know I’m okay.”

Spike reached a hand to her face and Buffy flinched. He paused for a second before his hand swept up to her face and brushed the tears from her cheek. “Luv, what’s wrong?”

“Spike just go. GO!” she ordered. “I… I need to call Riley.”

Spike threw his hands up in the air. “Pet, I don’t know why you persist with this guy. He’s not good enough for you. He’s just after one thing.”

“No, he’s not!” she retorted.

“How do you know that? He’s a college boy, Buffy. You saw the kind of people he hangs around with, what makes you think he’s so different?”

“He’s my boyfriend, Spike,” she answered quietly.

Spike froze, not believing his ears. “What?”

“He’s my…” she trailed off, knowing he had heard her. “Just go please.”

Shoving his hands in his pockets, he nodded his head once and obeyed. “Call Willow, let her know you’re alright,” he said as he opened the front door and walked out of her house, closing it behind him.

Buffy slid to the floor as the tears she’d been holding back broke free.

~~~

Spike heard her sobbing and he wanted nothing more than to walk back inside and sweep her up into his arms to hold her, soothe her. But she had made her wishes clear. 

Walking down the steps from the porch he got in his car and drove off into the night.

~~~

Buffy slept restlessly that night. She’d called Willow shortly after Spike had left. Her friend had scolded her for her actions but was glad she was okay. Xander had threatened to take up residence on her porch if she even pulled a stunt like that again, her own personal shadow for the next time she left the house. Buffy had laughed, agreeing not to run off like that again.

After speaking with her friends, she had called Riley and explained that she wasn’t feeling too well. It was lucky she called when she did; she’d caught him just before he was about to leave the dorms. He’d offered to come by and check up on her but she declined. A new date for coffee was planned for the next day.
 
The alarm buzzed, insisting that it was time for Buffy to get up and get ready. Flicking the alarm off she climbed out of bed and padded towards the bathroom, hoping a shower would wake her up.

She stripped off her pyjamas and turned on the taps, the room soon filling with steam. Some of the tension she had felt last night washed away with the water, but not all of it. Confused was an understatement about how she felt right now. 

Spike had done nothing wrong; she knew that. And all she had done was be nasty to him. She closed her eyes, pressing her hands up against the tilled walls of the shower as the hot stream of water sprayed over the top of her head, and down her back. Memories of that kiss drifted through her mind, and she sub-consciously licked at her lips.

A little over a month ago they’d been at each other’s throats. He hated her, she detested him. And now… now things were muddled. Things weren’t as black and white anymore. She missed that clarity. 

For a fraction of a second she let herself become lost in that kiss, not thinking, just acting. And then Riley’s face had come to her and the guilt she felt in that one moment was unbearable. She thought of her mother and how gutted she’d been when she’d walked in on her dad with his secretary that day.

Buffy never wanted to cause someone that much pain, ever. And if Riley had walked in at that moment she never would have forgiven herself. She wouldn’t have said yes to him if she didn’t like him. 

She knew she had hurt Spike and she hated herself for that. The way his face had closed up when she had told him she and Riley were a couple; that had opened the floodgates to her tears. But she had to do it; she had to tell him.

Buffy was lost. That kiss had evoked so many feelings, made her feel so alive. But she also felt consumed with guilt. She and Spike were getting along, and he was obviously interested in her, but she’d also made a commitment to Riley. Would it be fair to throw that away without giving it a real chance? What should I do?

Turning off the taps she wrapped a towel around herself before walking back into her bedroom. She dressed casually, in jeans and a fitted red t-shirt. Tying her hair back into a loose ponytail she slipped on her sneakers and walked downstairs.

~~~

Buffy laughed at the joke, placing her mug down so that she didn’t spill any of the coffee. 

Riley squeezed her left hand in his right, happy to see a smile on her face. She had seemed so gloomy a little while ago, but he hadn’t pressed her to tell him what was wrong. She would open up when she was ready to. Right now, he was just going to be there for her. That’s all he could do.

“I love that smile,” he informed her. “I hope I can make you smile many more times just like that.”

Buffy blushed, taking her hand from his she finished off her coffee. “So, what are you’re plans for today?” she asked politely.

“I’ve got to study for exams,” he grumbled. “I’d much prefer to spend the day with you.”

Buffy blushed again. “Next time.” 

“So… next weekend. Coffee again? I was thinking I could take you to a movie?” he asked hesitantly.

“That sounds great, it really does but I can’t. I’m going to be in LA next week. I’ve got a swim meet.”

“Oh,” Riley said quietly. “Well, maybe we can do something when you get back?” he asked hopefully.

“Definitely,” she promised.

~~~

The next few days flew by quickly. Riley came over on the Monday night after her training, and Buffy introduced him to her Mom. Joyce had found him quite pleasant and he obviously adored Buffy. Buffy seemed to be at ease around him, but she wondered if her daughter was truly happy.

She’s old enough to make her own decisions, Joyce…

~~~

It was Wednesday and she had another training session. Buffy bit her bottom lip as she walked towards the pool. Spike had been avoiding her all week. He’d sat silently next to her in English Lit, and the second the bell had gone off he’d jumped up from his seat and was out of the door before she could blink. He didn’t even look at her when they passed in the halls.

She didn’t want things to be like this between them, but she didn’t know what she could do to smooth things out.

She saw him the second she stepped on to the pool deck, stretching his arms using a wall for resistance. Buffy took a deep breath before approaching him, placing her bag on the ground near his.

“Hey,” she greeted.

“Summers,” he responded curtly, before pulling his goggles over his eyes and turning away from her.

She sighed as he walked towards the diving blocks.

Quickly stripping off her tracksuit, she tucked her hair up into her cap and placed her goggles over her head.

“Miss Summers, have you spoken to your mother yet?” Coach Jones’ voice broke the awkward silence as she strolled towards the pool.

Spike half listened to the conversation as he finished his stretches.

“Ye... Yes I have. I’m coming,” Buffy replied quickly.

“Good,” Coach replied. “See me after training, I’ll give you all the necessary documentation for the meet, and information about the hotel we’ll be staying at.”

Buffy nodded and turned towards the pool, seeing Spike watching her. She blushed slightly under his gaze as she stepped towards the blocks.

“So you’re coming to LA then?” he stated more than asked.

“Yes,” Buffy nodded, hoping he would talk to her.

“And your boyfriend is allowing that, is he?” he asked sharply.

“Spike…”

He hit the water with a splash, effectively cutting her off. Buffy’s shoulders slumped. Oh well… if he doesn’t want to talk to me, I’m not going to force him. 

She stepped forward to her blocks and took position before springing into the water.

~~~

“That was a good session everyone. Hit the showers, I’ll see you all at 4pm on Friday. Don’t be late, we can’t hold up the bus.” With that the Coach dismissed them.

Spike watched as Buffy moved quickly to the locker rooms. He had purposely been avoiding her all week and he knew that it bothered her. He didn’t want things to be this way, but she was the one who had caused it. Clenching his jaw he left the pool.

~~~

“Red, just give it up will you,” Spike snapped with frustration.

“But, Spike, I know that…” Willow began.

“She’s got a boyfriend, Willow. That’s that.” 

“No, Spike, that’s not that. She cares about you,” Willow insisted.

“Then why is she with that git? Explain that to me?” he demanded.

When Willow could offer no explanation he turned his back on her. “Spike, wait… she’s just confused is all. Give her time.”

“She’s made it perfectly clear what she wants - me to stay away.”

“You’re going to be staying in the same hotel together!” Willow exclaimed. “And the bus ride, are you just going to ignore her the whole time?”

“If I have to.” Spike turned around and stalked towards the other end of the hall.

Willow gave up. There was no convincing him. She just hoped he wasn’t so hostile tomorrow; it wasn’t a short trip to LA.

~~~

“Have fun, honey!” Joyce fare welled as Buffy walked towards the bus. 

“Bye, Mom! I’ll call you when I get there.” 

Joyce nodded, watching as Buffy climbed the stairs to the bus. Joyce returned to her car and climbed in. She hoped her daughter would be all right, she knew she wasn’t exactly looking forward to seeing her father. Starting up the engine, she pulled the SUV away.

Buffy climbed the few steps up into the bus and quickly made her way to the rear, sitting a few seats away from the back of the bus. Their team wasn’t going to have the whole bus to themselves; it seemed they were going to be picking up another two semi-local teams on the way. But until then, she could spread herself across the two seats.

Removing a book from her bag, she flicked it open and began to read. She might as make use of the time the long trip was going to take and finish off her English Lit homework.

She didn’t look up when she heard someone slump into the seat opposite hers. She knew immediately that it was him. Biting her bottom lip Buffy continued with her reading, trying to focus on the words.

Spike watched as Buffy concentrated on her book, not even looking up when he sat down. He hadn’t exactly been quiet either. He watched her closely, noting her chewing on her bottom lip. It was a nervous habit and he smiled knowing it was because of him, she’d realized he was there.

He pulled out the same book. Might as well finish the reading that was set as homework. It wasn’t like there was anything better to do.

~~~

Buffy read the same passage over about six times, before finally giving up and slamming the book shut. She couldn’t concentrate with him sitting there; she could feel it every time he looked up at her. Finally dragging her eyes away from the cover of her book, she looked over at him and found his eyes on her.

The stare was vacant, and she dropped her gaze immediately. Why does it have to be like this?

She hated things being so strained between them. You’ve brought this upon yourself… she scolded.

“Alright everyone, we’re going to have to share seats now,” Coach’s voice broke through the silence.

Buffy looked up to see that the bus had pulled up outside the gates of a ritzy looking private school, the team waiting patiently for the bus, all wearing matching uniforms. She sighed, not wanting to have to share a seat with one of them.

There was a thump beside her and she turned around, startled by the noise. Spike had moved across and was sitting next to her now.

Her brows knitted in confusion. “Spike, what are you…”

“You heard, Jonesy, we need to share now, not enough seats to spread out. It’s not my ideal situation either, pet, but it’s either you or one of them,” he said jabbing his thumb towards the students climbing on the bus.

“Oh,” she murmured quietly, unable to hide the disappointment in her voice. She opened her book again and pretended to be deeply engrossed in the passage she was reading.

A smirk spread across Spike’s face when he saw how flustered she was. He shifted in his seat, purposely rubbing his leg up against hers for a second as he adjusted himself. She didn’t flinch but he saw the colour rising on her cheeks.

“Pet, that was last week’s reading,” he pointed out.

Buffy’s cheeks flamed when she realized he was right. She had been focusing so hard on pretending to read she hadn’t even noticed she was on the wrong page. “I knew that,” she said quickly.

He chuckled as she turned the pages and found the right one. The new students now settled in their seats, the bus pulled out from the street and continued towards LA.

~~~

Spike could see how uncomfortable Buffy was and a small part of him was glad. He shifted in his seat again. One of his hands was resting on his left knee and when his leg touched hers, his fingers grazed lightly across her exposed leg.

This time she did flinch. 

“Why so jumpy, pet?” he asked innocently.

Buffy glared as she looked up at him. “Pig.”

“Bitch.”

“Ass!”

“Snob!”

He smiled wickedly at her and she could feel her anger dissipate. “There’s my girl,” he said with a laugh as a smile crept across her face.

Buffy faltered, her smile fading slightly. “Look, Spike…”

Spike’s own smile disappeared at her serious tone. This wasn’t part of his plan. “Buffy, I get it. You don’t need to explain anything to me.”

“But I do,” she insisted. “I should have told you.”

“Save it, princess. I don’t want to hear the ‘I’m sorry but...’ speech.”

Buffy’s shoulders sagged in defeat. Why did she have to open her big mouth? And just when he was opening up to her again. Real clever, Summers… 
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Beth watched Buffy and Spike with intrigue. The air between the two of them was… tense. She didn’t know why they fought it, when they both obviously wanted the same thing. Each other. She turned back to her conversation; occasionally throwing glances their way.

~~~

An hour or so later the bus pulled up in the valet parking section of a large hotel. Buffy waited for Spike to get up, gathering her stuff once he left. He hadn’t spoken to her since the ‘wrong page’ conversation, and she had made no attempt to get him to speak. His body language was quite clear.

Slipping her small backpack over her shoulders, she moved off the bus and waited while their larger bags were unloaded from the stowage. She soon found her duffel, and hauled it over her shoulder before she walked towards the lobby where the Coach was sorting out their rooms.

She was so engrossed in her thoughts that she hadn’t even heard the person sneak up behind her.

“Honey!”

Buffy’s jaw dropped, her hold on her bag tightening at the sound of that voice, a voice that she instantly recognised. 

“Dad?” she asked nervously.

Hank Summers took a step towards his daughter and frowned when she flinched. “I thought we could go get something to eat, catch up. I have someone I want you to meet.”

“Dad, I can’t tonight,” she started, closing her eyes for a second painfully, knowing exactly who it was he wanted her to meet.

The woman you left Mom for…

“It’s just dinner, Buffy,” he pointed out smoothly, taking hold of her arm. “We’ll drop your bags off in your room and then head out.”

“No, Dad, I can’t. We’ve got a team meeting.”

“So someone else can fill you in,” he insisted.

“Dad, I really can’t.”

Hank took her duffel from her shoulder and placed it on the ground, Buffy reacting by taking another step back.

“Buffy, why are you being so difficult? You agreed to visit me whilst you were here.”

“Yes, but tomorrow, when I have more time. Dad, please, I have to go,” Buffy pleaded, reaching for her bag.

Hank frowned. “I don’t see what the big deal is, Buffy, I thought you’d be happy to see me. Now let’s go.”

“Dad, no…” Buffy struggled against his hold. 

“Buffy,” Hank’s voice was low as his anger slowly crept into his words. “You will come with me now or…”

“I believe she said she couldn’t come with you tonight,” a voice interrupted.

Buffy turned to see Spike standing beside her, holding her duffel over his shoulder. His expression was firm, and she had never been so relieved to see him looking so angry. “You coming, Buffy? We’ve got a team meeting.”

Buffy nodded quickly. “Yes… I’m coming.”

Hank clenched his jaw, but let his daughter’s arm go, not wanting to draw any more attention to them. He slipped her a piece of paper with a number scrawled on it. “Call me at this number later, so we can organize dinner for tomorrow.”

Buffy took the paper and turned away from him.

“Love you, sweetheart,” she heard her father call to her as she followed Spike to the elevator, Buffy only relaxing when the elevator doors shut safely behind them. She sighed, and let her shoulders slump against the wall.

“Thank you,” she said softly.

“What a piece of work he is,” Spike muttered, placing her bag on the elevator floor.

“Yeah,” she agreed. 

Spike had walked into the hotel after her and seen the older man approach before she had. He’d watched with interest at first, and then walked over to the registration desk to get his room key. He was headed towards the elevator when he saw the panicked look on Buffy’s face as the older man grabbed hold of her arm. 

Spike clenched his jaw. He couldn’t understand how the man hadn’t seen how scared Buffy was of him. He had put his own reservations aside and stepped forward to help her when he had seen that the older man—her father—wasn’t going to let go.

“You all right?” he asked softly, lifting her chin up to look at him.

Buffy’s eyes glistened with tears, but she nodded. “Yeah, thanks to you,” she answered with a weak smile.

The elevator stopped and Spike stepped away from her as the doors opened, picking up her bag and carrying it down the hall. He stopped at the appropriate door and slid the card key into the lock, a little light flashing green as it unlocked. Opening the door her walked in and placed her bag on the double bed, dropping his beside it.

Buffy frowned. One bed… I’m not staying in here am I…? 

Spike caught her confused look and chuckled. “No, you’re not staying here. Jonesy had already left so I couldn’t get your room key. We’ll get it off her at dinner.”

“How come you’ve got a double bed?” she asked curiously.

“Only room they had left and I offered to take it.” He grin was broad as he lay back, sprawling across the bed. “Much prefer a large bed and room to myself than sharing a twin single room with someone who snores.”

Buffy laughed, moving to sit on the edge of the bed. “Fair enough.”

Spike lifted himself to his elbows to watch her. Her shoulders were trembling slightly.

“He really scared you, didn’t he, pet?” he asked sitting up to place a hand on her shoulder in reassurance.

Buffy nodded. Her dad had frightened her, but that wasn’t the only reason why she was shaking. She was sitting on Spike’s bed, alone with him in his room. And a part of her was excited by it. She closed her eyes as she felt him draw her back into his arms, holding her protectively. Her body relaxed instantly.

Spike’s heartbeat quickened when her body molded against his. She smelled of vanilla and shampoo, a smell he was beginning to grow accustomed to. His hold of her relaxed slightly, when she twisted on the edge of the bed to face him.

Buffy felt her heartbeat quicken when she realized how close they were. “Spike, I --”

“Shhh,” he shushed.

She shook her head. “No, I just wanted to… to thank you. For what you did in the lobby. You didn’t have to.”

“I told you, pet, I’m not going to let anyone hurt you again,” he answered quietly, staring down into her green eyes. He lifted a hand to brush away her tears, inching closer to her.

Buffy’s eyes flickered over his lips, as memories of that kiss in the Bronze flooded back. Cheeks flushing crimson she quickly dropped her gaze. She knew if she looked into his eyes again she would give in, and she couldn’t do that to Riley.

Her stare hadn’t gone unnoticed. Spike saw how she had been eyeing his lips. Look up…  he begged silently. 

But she didn’t.

Spike unwrapped his arms, wiping a few more of her tears away before he stood up and walked towards the door. “We should probably go; Jonesy will be waiting for us downstairs.”

Buffy nodded, and followed him out the door, thankful for the distraction.

~~~

They stood silently next to each other in the elevator as they rode down to the lobby. Spike stepped out first, quickly searching the floor for Buffy’s father. The gesture didn’t go unseen and she flashed him a smile when he nodded to give her the all clear.

They walked side by side as they headed towards the restaurant. Their Coach was sitting at the head of a table, the other six members of the team seated around. Buffy took one of the free seats, Spike sitting down beside her. 

“All right, now that we’re all here,” she said pointedly, looking at the two latecomers. “Let’s go over the events schedule then we’ll order some dinner.”

~~~

Buffy clutched at her stomach. “Stop!” she begged between laughs. “I feel like I’m going to split in two from laughing so hard!”

Beth giggled along with her as David and Brian finally began to calm down. Whilst chatting after dinner it had come to light that the two boys were fearless when it came to dares. Of all the tasks that had been set tonight, they hadn’t backed down from one.

From walking up to the bar whilst pretending to be gay lovers, to swiping bread rolls from another diner’s plate—while they were eating from it, or asking an elderly woman for her phone number. 

Buffy wiped the tears of laughter from her face and took a deep breath. Beth snickered as she conjured up a memory of one of the stunts, and Buffy shot her a death glare. The two girls exploded into a fit of giggles again.

Spike walked into the restaurant after stepping outside for a smoke, seeing that the girls were still laughing. He raised an eyebrow as he looked to his male teammates. “They been drinking anything?” he asked with a raised brow.

Beth shook her head vehemently between laughs. “No! You wouldn’t believe what they just did.”

“Stop! I need to stop laughing,” Buffy pleaded, her cheeks hurting from the strain.

“Just breathe, luv,” Spike suggested. 

Buffy exploded into another fit of giggles at Brian’s expression, and Beth quickly joined in.

“Right. That’s it,” Spike walked over to Buffy and took her arm, lifting her from her seat and leading her out of the restaurant. 

“Goodnight, guys,” she called over her shoulder to the three remaining.

“You should have gone to bed when the others did,” Spike grumbled, as he dragged a giggling Buffy to the elevators. They stepped inside and he pressed the button for their floor.

“WAIT! I need a key,” Buffy reminded, reaching for the door open button.

Spike swatted her hand away and pulled a card out of his pocket and waved it in front of her. A grin spread across his face as he lifted his arm, keeping it just outside her reach. Buffy jumped, grabbing at his arm, trying to drag it down so she could retrieve the card.

He twisted easily out of her way and switched the card to his other hand.

“Hey! No fair!” she pouted, jumping again. “You’re teasing.”

Buffy’s shirt rose up exposing her taught midriff, and Spike groaned silently. You’re not the only one being teased here…

She jumped forward again, this time grabbing his arm more firmly. She used his strength against him, straightening her arms to lift herself up. Her body rubbed up against his, causing Spike to freeze, Buffy taking advantage and she snatching the card from his unmoving hand. 

Spike groaned, this time audibly as their bodies made contact.

Buffy slid down, her cheeks burning as she caught his gaze, Spike’s eyes as wide as hers. It was only then that she realized how close they were. Her feet touched the floor of the elevator and she immediately made a move to step back from him, closing her eyes in an attempt to hide her embarrassment.

Not one to let a moment pass twice, Spike swept her up into his arms, crushing his lips against hers.

Buffy’s eyes darted open at the contact, and she pressed her arms against his chest weakly in a bid to stop him.

Spike pulled back, his eyes searching hers. “Buffy,” he breathed hoarsely.

“Spike, we can’t… I…” 

Buffy licked at her lips and that was all that he needed.

Spike lifted her up in his arms and turned around, pressing her against the wall of the elevator as his lips descended towards hers again. This kiss was nothing like their first at the Bronze, nothing gentle or slow about it. Spike’s lips attacked with a desperate frenzy, his body pressing and rubbing against Buffy’s as he lifted a hand from around her back to tangle in her long golden hair, the other running up her spine and pulling her more forcefully to him.

Tongues dueled for dominance, a tiny moan escaping Buffy’s mouth in response to his ministrations. It was enough all the encouragement Spike needed to continue his exploration of her, the hand on her hip sliding to cup her arse. 

Buffy’s body responded to Spike’s ministrations before her mind was given the opportunity to object, finally just giving in to her desire. Her hands clenched tightly at the material of his shirt as she pulled him closer to her, molding her body against his as they she returned the urgency of his kiss, sucking on his bottom lip and drawing it into her mouth.

They were so wrapped up in each other they didn’t hear the elevator ding as it reached their floor.

“Huh-humph.” 

The two teenagers jumped away from each other at the sound of the deep voice. A middle-aged couple was standing at the open door to the elevator, grinning at the embarrassed looks Buffy and Spike wore on their faces.

“Sorry,” Spike muttered as he grabbed Buffy’s arm and steered her out of the elevator.

“Oh, my god,” Buffy mumbled in shock as she followed Spike down the hall.

He slipped the card key into the door, and quickly opened it, ushering Buffy in as he closed it behind them.

“They probably got a kick out of it,” he shot her a grin filled with embarrassment, which faded the instant he saw the look on her face. “Buffy, what’s wrong?” Spike held his breath for what seemed like an eternity as she tried to find her voice, praying that she didn’t regret what just happened.

“Oh, my god… we just… and they just…” she finally babbled, finding it difficult to form coherent sentences.

Spike smiled softly as he took a step towards her. Taking of one of her hands in his, he brought it up to his lips, gently pressing a kiss against her knuckles. He looked down at her as he drew that hand behind him, effectively closing the distance between them.

Buffy’s breath caught in her throat when his leg rubbed against hers. His gaze held so much intensity, so much passion. No one had ever looked at her like that before. It sent shivers up and down her spine.

Noticing the quake in her shoulders, Spike unzipped his jacket and draped it over her shoulders. “Better?”

Buffy nodded mutely as she stared up into his eyes. She saw his gaze flick over her lips and her heartbeat quickened. She had two choices here; walk out, or stay. Both had consequences. 

“Buffy, I…”

Buffy didn’t let herself think. She took one deep breath, and then cut off whatever Spike had been about to say as she flung herself into his arms, her own wrapping around his neck. She moaned when her lips made contact with his.

Spike was caught off guard by her boldness, but that didn’t stop him from responding. He instantly wrapped his arms around her tiny body, holding her tightly against him as he returned her kiss, their tongues picking up the dueling match where they left off in the elevator.

When Buffy wriggled against his body in an attempt to boost herself up into his arms, Spike groaned. Giving her a helping hand he lifted her lithe little body up into his arms, his hands wrapping around her back. Buffy instinctively curled her legs around his hips; a move which elicited another groan from Spike.

“You’re killing me here, luv,” he groaned as she wiggled in his arms.

Buffy pulled her head back from his, a mischievous grin spread across her face. “What?” she asked with mock innocence.

Spike returned the grin, taking two steps forward before bending his knees to drop them both onto the large bed. Buffy shivered again as she felt his body press against hers. 

Holding himself up on his elbows Spike ran one hand through her hair, twirling a few strands around his fingers. “God, you are so beautiful,” he murmured as he placed soft kisses along her jaw line.

Buffy smiled despite herself, her breath coming in ragged gasps as his kisses trailed down her neck and along her collar bone. 

Tangling her fingers in his hair she drew his face up to hers, her eyes begging him to kiss her again. She needed him to kiss her, when his lips were pressed against hers all rational thoughts left her. And she didn’t want to think right now.

Spike drank in that look of longing in her eyes for a moment before giving in to what they both wanted. His lips moved gently across hers, sucking, nibbling and licking as he slowly deepened the kiss. Buffy responded, parting her lips and running her tongue along his.

Spurred by her actions, Spike rolled slightly to one side to support his weight and moved his now free arm down to her hip, tracing small circles on the exposed skin between her blouse and the hem of her skirt.

Buffy’s skin burned like it was on fire where he touched her, and she arched her body against his, needing more contact. 

Spike’s hand slipped beneath the cotton of her blouse and trailed up her toned stomach, and towards her lace covered breast. He cupped it with his hand, feeling himself harden instantly when his fingers found her pert nipple pressing against the soft material.

A combination of fear and desire rippled through Buffy. Spike shifted on top of her and it was then she felt something hard press into her thigh. She immediately broke the kiss and scrambled from beneath him. 

“I should go, it’s late, and the meet is tomorrow and…”

One second she was beneath him, and the next she sitting up and about to leave, rambling as she voiced excuses.

“Yeah,” he agreed hoarsely looking over at the clock. It was an excuse to escape but it was getting later. Sitting up he watched her move nervously about the room.

Buffy scanned the floor for her missing card key to her own room, kneeling to pick it up when she spotted it. Becoming aware of how much skin she was exposing, Buffy tugged her skirt down when she stood. Grabbing her bag from the floor she walked towards the door and opened it, throwing one last look over her shoulder at Spike. He hadn’t moved.

“Goodnight.” She left quickly, closing the door behind her as she moved into the hall.

How did I let that happen? she cursed herself, as she stood outside his door, trying to regain her composure. A few seconds later, she walked down the hall towards her room.

~~~

Inside his room, Spike stared at the closed door in wonder. Buffy had been lying in his arms, he’d been kissing her. A happy smile spread across his face. And she had kissed him back. 

The smile soon faded.

One second he had been touching her, kissing her and the next she was gone before he could protest. He flopped back onto the bed, running his hands through his hair as he tried to make sense of what had just happened.

Why did she run?

~~~

Buffy slipped quietly in her room, seeing Beth’s sleeping form in one of the beds. As quietly as she could Buffy moved to her side of the room and carefully placed her duffel on the ground at the foot of the bed. 

She wanted to call Willow but she knew it was much too late and that she would be asleep. She was so confused. Undressing quickly to get ready for bed, the events of just moments ago played over and over in her mind.

“What have I done?” she mumbled, as she slid beneath the covers of her bed.
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The next morning Buffy rose from bed early and changed into her bathing suit. A clear head was what she needed, and nothing worked better than doing a few laps in a pool.

Soon reaching the floor where the gym was situated Buffy stepped off the elevator, making her way toward the pool deck. It wasn’t quite twenty-five meters long, but it was decent enough for a hotel of this size. 

Dropping her bag on a bench, she removed her goggles from her bag before she turned and ran at the water’s edge, leaping into the air to dive deeply into the water. Clenching her eyes shut she mentally sighed as the cool water washed over her, swimming along the bottom of the pool until she surfaced near the other end.

What am I going to do…? 

Her hair was loosely tied up into a ponytail before she slipped the goggles on over her head. Kicking up onto her back she stroked to the other end of the pool, tumble turned and came back again.

She’d never done anything like this before. Buffy wasn’t the kind of person who fooled around on a partner. A part of her wanted to blame Spike, if he wasn’t so darned impossible to resist then maybe… 

No, it’s not just him. Buffy knew she was just as responsible as he was. She had kissed him back.

Images flashed through her mind causing her skin to burn with the memory of his caress. No one had ever had such an effect on her before. The few boyfriends she’d had in the past had not been serious, even though she’d had feelings for them, none of them had had this effect on her. Not Riley, not even that kiss with Angel compared to what she had felt last night. All Spike had to do was look at her in a certain way and she could feel her knees tremble.  

The desire and need she felt for him had come so quickly it had scared her. Buffy had never been intimate with a guy before, yet after those few kisses last night she had wanted to strip Spike’s clothes from him. Even now the temptation to explore his body was overwhelming, the deviant side of her mind providing lots of little images in her minds eye of exactly what she could do to and with a body like that. 

That was why she had run last night.

The need she could barely restrain, and also because of Riley. He was a sweet guy, but she knew now that it wouldn’t work. Not after Spike had woken this fire within her. I’ve made a decision then… she thought idly. 

Once she got home she would break it off with Riley. She couldn’t continue to go out with him when she wanted to be with someone else. And Spike wanted her as badly as she wanted him; she had seen it in his eyes last night.

Making herself a promise that she wouldn’t let anything else happen between them until she returned home Buffy lifted herself out of the pool. No more kisses with Spike, not until she had broken up with Riley. She owed him that much.

Buffy shivered as she made her way to where she’d dropped her towel, quickly lifting it and wrapping it around her body. She was late for breakfast. 




~*~*~




Buffy walked into the restaurant and instantly found her teammates seated around a long table. Moving quickly, she headed over to the buffet and served herself some bacon and eggs, reaching for a couple of pieces of toast before making her way to their table. I can do this… I have to be strong. Just don’t look in his eyes…

Spike looked up from his plate when he heard someone join the table, the light in his eyes brightening when the girl who occupied most of his waking thoughts took a seat opposite him. 

Buffy...

Her hair was wet, clinging wildly to her neck and shoulders. The simple green of her shirt set off her eyes, and the denim jeans she wore clung in all the right places. She looked heavenly. “Buffy,” he murmured reverently, her name too quiet for anyone to hear.

“Hey, Buff!” Beth greeted chirpily. “What happened to you last night? I went up to the room after you left the restaurant and you weren’t there?”

Buffy blushed at Beth’s pointed question. “I went for a walk and lost track of time.”

Beth nodded, seemingly accepting the explanation. “And been for a swim this morning I see,” she teased, fingering some of the blonde’s wet hair.

Buffy just nodded again, and lifted a piece of toast from her plate, carefully avoiding Spike’s gaze. 

Spike frowned when he noticed that she was looking everywhere but at him, so he returned his attention to his toast.

Of course, this was when Buffy snuck a look at Spike. A part of her wanted him to look up, wanting to see those beautiful blue eyes. But apparently he was captivated with his breakfast. Buffy sighed. This wasn’t going to be easy. Tucking into her own breakfast, she kept her gaze lowered as she listened to the excited chatter at the table. They had a few hours until the competition started and there was talk of going shopping to kill some time. 

Buffy didn’t think anything special about shopping in LA, but that was probably because she used to be a native. The rest of the team weren’t. Withdrawing into her thoughts, she blocked out the conversations and focused on finishing her breakfast.

“Penny for your thoughts, luv?” Spike’s voice interrupted her thoughts.

“Hmm?” she looked up, and suddenly realized they were the only two left at the table.

“Where’d everyone go?” she asked, her voice betraying her surprise.

Spike chuckled. “They left ‘bout ten minutes ago. They said g’bye but you had seemed so interested in those bread crumbs.”

“Oh.”

Spike studied her face closely, not missing the colour that was rising in her cheeks. “You have any plans for today?” he asked curiously.

Buffy shook her head quickly. “Been there, done that. Used to be an LA local remember? Figured I might catch up on some homework.”

“Bollocks to that!” he exclaimed. “We’re going out.”

“We’re what?” she repeated, startled by Spike’s enthusiasm.

Spike stood up at the table and reached over, taking her hand and lifting her to her feet. “Let’s go.” Before she had a chance to object, Spike led Buffy out of the restaurant and toward the hotel exit to the street.

Buffy tugged her hand from his grasp. “Spike…”

“Just come with me, please?” he pleaded.

Watching him closely for a second she finally relented, nodding once.

With a pleased smile Spike took hold of her hand again and led them both out onto the street. “Do you really want to be cooped up on a beautiful day like this?”




~*~*~




“Wow,” Buffy breathed as she looked out at the view that stretched before her. They were high up in the bluffs that overlooked LA, a mere twenty-minute drive from the hotel. The city stretched before her and after that the ocean.

“How’d you find this place?” she asked, finally tearing her gaze away from the vista and turning to find him watching her intently. Blushing, she turned back towards the city. “It’s beautiful up here,” she admired quietly.

“Yes, it is,” he murmured in response as he watched her in wonder. The sun was behind her, and it set off a sort of glow from behind, her hair looking even more golden in the light.

Tearing his thoughts away from the vision before him he finally answered her question. “I came up here with my Mum once, when I was younger. Whenever I’m in LA I come visit here, and just sit. I feel closer to her when I’m up here, you know?”

Buffy didn’t miss the pensive tone to his voice. He spoke of his mother as if she weren’t around anymore. “What happened to her?” she asked carefully as she turned to face him. 

Spike’s face hardened as the memories surfaced. “Car accident, drunk driver… She didn’t even see him before it hit us.”

Buffy gasped. “I didn’t know, I’m sorry I--”

“It’s okay,” Spike interrupted. “You couldn’t have known.” He inhaled sharply before continuing. “She didn’t suffer. That much I’m thankful for.” A tear slipped down his cheek and he brushed it away quickly. 

Buffy stepped towards him and lifted a hand to caress his cheek. “You were there, weren’t you?” she whispered.

He nodded rapidly. “I was in the back of the car. Got away with barely a scratch. They said if I’d been ridin’ up front I mightn’t ‘ave been so lucky. I was only twelve at the time.” 

Spike clenched his fists at his side. “Sometimes, I just wish --” 

“Don’t,” Buffy shushed as she traced her fingers down his jaw line until her hand rested on his chest. “She wouldn’t want that,” she pointed out, knowing exactly what it was he wished.

He nodded, blinking away the tears that threatened to escape. “Sorry,” he mumbled before laughing bitterly. “This wasn’t s’posed to be like this.”

“It’s alright,” Buffy replied. For a long moment she just watched him, wishing they could stay up here all day. But they couldn’t. “We should probably start heading back to the hotel,” she said reluctantly, showing him her watch.

Nodding again, Spike took her hand in his and led her back to the street.




~*~*~




“Take your marks.”

Buffy crouched over on the blocks and coiled her body, ready to spring.

The whistle sounded, and every muscle in her body tensed as she waited for the starter’s gun.

BANG!

Buffy sprung from the starting blocks and propelled her body into the air, stretching towards the water. She hit the water kicking, and her lungs burned from the first long swim under the water. Pushing herself as far as she could, she finally broke the surface, her speed increasing as her arms began stroking above the water.

One, two, three, breathe.

One, two, three, breathe.

One, two, three, breathe.

Kick harder… 

… two, three, breath.




~*~*~




Spike watched Buffy power through the water with the rest of the team high up in the bleachers. Beth was standing up on her seat beside him, clapping her hands and cheering loudly for her teammate, much to Spike’s amusement.

“Go, Buffy!” she shouted.

Spike laughed at the girls’ enthusiasm. You can do it, Buffy… he urged. Keep going, luv…




~*~*~




Buffy tumbled at the wall, kicking off with all her might. From the corner of her eye she could see the person in the lane beside her inching slightly in front.

Oh, no you don’t… 

She kicked ever harder, her feet moving at a blinding speed. A wake of white water shot out behind her as she pushed her body to its limits. Her lungs screamed for air and her muscles burned as she drew closer to the wall.

Almost there… a few more strokes… she urged herself on desperately.

One, two, three, breathe…

The wall could be seen ahead as Buffy dropped her head down into the water, sprinting as hard as she could for the last ten strokes without lifting her head again for air.

Buffy’s hand slammed into the wall, milli-seconds later her head surfacing as she gasped for much needed air. The noise hit her with the force of a truck, the screaming and cheering voices all blending into one. She turned to look up into the stands and found her teammates all clapping and cheering along with the crowd. Spike was smiling at her, and she returned the grin.

A whistle sounded, alerting her that all swimmers had touched, and she lifted herself from the water, her arms quaking with exhaustion. Wobbly legs carried Buffy to where she’d dropped her towel behind the blocks. Using a hand to lean against the wall for support as she bent over, she picked up and wrapped her towel around her hips. All she wanted to do was rest. Although her lungs were still burning from lack of oxygen during the race, her heart rate was slowly beginning to return to a more normal pace. As quickly as her weary muscles would allow, Buffy moved off the pool deck and towards the stands. 

It had been her last race for the night, and she was relieved by the fact. Buffy didn’t think she could swim another stroke if her life depended on it. Slowly but surely she climbed the bleachers and reached her teammates, instantly finding herself drawn into a tight embrace by Beth.

“Oh my god, Buffy, you won!! Did you see?”

Buffy shook her head and looked over her shoulder at the scoreboard. In her fatigue she hadn’t even looked for her results. There it was, in black and white. Lane 4, first place. She smiled a giddy smile, as Beth let her go and bounced off towards one of the other girls. 

Coach Jones walked towards her star swimmer, stopwatch in hand. “You smashed your own P.B. by almost a second. Well done, Summers,” she clapped the young girl on the back in congratulations.

Buffy smiled tiredly and slumped into a seat.

Spike leaned down from behind her, whispering in her ear, “You were amazing, luv.”

Buffy whipped her head around to face him, her grin stretching to epic proportions. “I feel like I’m going to melt into a puddle of goo I’m so tired,” she confessed.

Spike just laughed as he gathered his bag. “Time to hit the showers.”

Buffy nodded and followed suit.




~*~*~




The team returned one by one to the stands, where their Coach was waiting with their ribbons. They had definitely cleaned up this year.

1ST place in the men’s medley relay, 2ND in the freestyle relay and 4th in the butterfly relay. 

Spike, Brian and J.D all gained individual ribbons for their solo events, three first place and two second place ribbons between them.

The girls had performed equally as well. Placing 2nd in the freestyle, and 3rd in both the butterfly and medley relays. Beth placed 4th in her individual backstroke event and Alicia 3rd in the breaststroke.

But it was Buffy who had been the star performer, walking away with two 1st place ribbons, for freestyle and backstroke, and a 2nd place for the butterfly.

“I think this calls for a celebratory ice-cream,” the coach announced, handing out the ribbons.

Beth squealed in excitement and the others all laughed.

“That sounds great, but I’ll have to take a rain check. I’ve got to meet my Dad for dinner,” Buffy announced.

Coach Jones nodded in acknowledgment. “Alright, we’ll see you back at the hotel later.”

The group slowly began walking towards the exits. Spike took Buffy’s arm and steered her towards an empty hallway. “You sure this is a good idea?” he asked with worry in his eyes.

Buffy nodded slowly. “I’ll be fine. If I don’t do this then he’ll follow me back to Sunnydale.” She looked at the floor. “He’s already threatened to fight my Mom for custody; he thinks she’s stopping me from visiting him.”

Spike clenched his jaw. “I’m coming with you.”

Buffy looked up, shaking her head quickly, her eyes wide. “No… don’t. That’s REALLY not a good idea.”

“Buffy, he can’t make you go and live with him,” he said quietly.

She laughed resentfully. “Tell that to his lawyers.” Her face relaxed when she saw how angry Spike was. “I’ll be fine… honest. As long as I visit him every now and then it’ll be okay. I’ll be able to live with my Mom. I’ll be eighteen in a few months, and then he won’t be able to threaten us anymore.”

Spike nodded. He dropped his bag on the ground and bent over to search through its contents. Finding a pen he ripped off the corner of the events schedule for the swim meet, and scribbled something down. Picking up his bag, he stood up and handed the piece of paper to her.

“That’s my cell phone number. If anything, anything starts bothering you; excuse yourself to the toilet and find a payphone. Promise me you’ll call me if you need help,” Spike insisted. 

Buffy accepted the piece of paper, and slipped it into her jeans pocket. “I promise.”

Spike drew her into his arms, holding her tightly. Buffy closed her eyes, feeling safe in his embrace. Finally releasing her, Spike pressed a soft kiss to her forehead and turned to walk back to the hotel with the rest of the team. Buffy watched him leave, before heading in the other direction.
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“All I’m saying is you could have gotten one of your teammates to take your bag with them,” Hank snapped.

Buffy nodded, and dropped her gaze to the tabletop. She had only been sitting at their table for five minutes, and already she wanted to leave. Her dad’s girlfriend had been unavailable to meet them tonight, something she was mildly thankful for. It being just the two of them, there was no one else to take some of her father’s attention away from her, which meant the critical comments were laid on a little thick. And he wonders why I don’t want to live with him…

“How is your mother?” Hank asked with feigned interest.

Buffy’s eyes snapped up from her plate, anger rising in her as she bit back the words she so desperately wanted to throw in his face. Why would you care? You left us remember?

“She’s fine. Busy with the gallery,” she responded in an even tone.

“Not too busy to look after you, I hope. Perhaps I should come down there --” Hank began, frowning.

“No!” Buffy cut him off. “We’re doing fine. Her workload is big but she never neglects me,” she added, stretching the truth slightly. It wasn’t her mother’s fault that she had to work late nights occasionally. It was his. Buffy clenched her fists beneath the table, as she plastered a fake smile across her face. 

“Let’s order shall we?” she suggested, picking up the menu.




~*~*~




Spike paced his room. She promised she’d call… and she hasn’t so she’s fine… he told himself.

Flopping onto his bed, he switched on the television and tried to distract himself with the movie that was showing. But it wasn’t working. All he could think about was Buffy.




~*~*~




“So what are your plans for next year? Which colleges are you applying for?” Hank asked between mouthfuls of his steak.

“I haven’t decided exactly, but I have a few places in mind,” Buffy answered truthfully. All she knew was the school she finally decided on would have to have decent pool for her to swim in, and hopefully a swim team. She would apply on a scholarship of course; she didn’t want to burden her Mother with tuition fees.

“Well you really should start sending applications out Buffy,” Hank chastised. “I’ll speak to Howard over at admissions office LAU and see if there is anything I can do to --”

“No,” Buffy interrupted. “That’s not necessary.”

“Buffy, if you think I’m going to pay for you to go to some lousy little college so you can be near your friends, then you’ve got another thought coming. No daughter of mine is going to waste her college years away in some dump,” he said pointing his hand at her as he spoke.

“What I meant, is I’m applying for scholarships,” Buffy tried to explain.

“Nonsense,” Hank admonished. “Now, let us finish our dinner and then we’ll order some desserts.” 

Buffy ate the rest of her meal in silence.




~*~*~




Spike paced his bedroom in silence, occasionally opening the door and sticking his head out into the corridor to see if she had returned. Every time he found the hall way empty. Frustrated didn’t begin to explain how he felt right now. 

Buffy had promised. If something was wrong she’d call. There’d been no call.

So why was he getting himself so worked up with worry?




~*~*~




“But…” Buffy struggled to find words. “Mom needs me.”

“And I don’t?” Hank reached for his wine glass, finishing the last few drops before signaling a waiter for a refill. “You know I never wanted you to move to that pathetic little town.”

Hank certainly wasn’t sugarcoating his opinion that was for sure. Buffy didn’t know why she was surprised; her father had always been domineering and commanding. Bastard was a choice word that came to mind, not that Buffy would ever have the courage to call him that out loud. The one time she’d sworn at him as a child, Buffy had been left with a red handprint on her face for two days that’s how hard her father had slapped her. 

“I want to stay in Sunnydale.” Try as she might, she couldn’t manage to keep the tremors from her voice. “I won’t ask you for money for college, and if I apply at UCSD then I’ll be close enough that I can live at home with Mom.”

Buffy’s father despised renting. He hated to think of his hard earned money paying off someone else’s mortgage. Hence the finance tactic she was trying in the conversation. She was hoping her money saving ideas would get her on his good side, and could help to convince her father that she was old enough to make decisions for herself.

“Your mother couldn’t afford to buy the place and if that gallery she’s working at fails like I expect it will, she’ll have to move into something more… compact.” Hank smiled arrogantly. “Who do you think paid the deposit Buffy?”

Her jaw dropped. Buffy hadn’t known this, why hadn’t her mother told her? Shaking away the thoughts for a later time, she came forward with another suggestion. “I could get a job, to help Mum with bills, and --”

“You will not be sacrificing your education just because your mother can’t manage money. When you come out here to live next year, I’ll help her out.”

Buffy shook her head adamantly. “No, dad, I want to stay. I can --”

“Are you answering me back, girl?” Hanks face was red with fury. This argumentativeness obviously came from spending so much time with Joyce. Well, he was going to put a stop to that. “You will be living in LA with me, and that’s final.”

Seeing that Buffy was about to object again, Hank interrupted. “My name is on half of the papers for that house in Sunnydale, you do not want to make me angry.”

Buffy blinked away the tears that threatened to fall.

“Do you understand what I’m saying, Buffy?” Hank questioned seriously.

“Yes, Dad…” 




~*~*~




A bell-dinged, sounding that the elevator had just stopped on his floor and Spike threw the door open, taking a couple of steps into the hallway.

Buffy exited the elevator; her shoulders slumped in defeat, her eyes glistening with unshed tears as she stared at the floor. 

“Buffy!” Spike called in relief as he jogged towards her. He took her bag from her, throwing it over his shoulder. He instantly noticed the tears shining in her eyes, and reached for her chin, lifting her face up to his. “Buffy, what’s wrong?”

Buffy let out a sob and threw herself into Spike’s arms. Spike walked her back to his room, steering her towards the bed and sitting her down on the edge as he got up to close the door to give them some privacy. Placing the bag on the floor, he joined her, sitting down beside her. Once again he tilted her face towards his.

“Talk to me, luv,” he whispered softly.

“He-- he’s going to make me move back to LA,” she said between sobs.

Spike’s face blanked. “He’s what?”

“For college. He’s spoken to some friend of his, who has basically shot down every college I said I was applying for, even the ones outside of Sunnydale. He’s going to make me apply at LAU, and a couple of Ivy League schools.”

Spike didn’t know what to say. All he knew was that he couldn’t make her do that. “Pet, he can’t make you leave Sunnydale if you don’t want to. Like you said, you’ll be eighteen soon, he won’t be able to make you leave then.”

“Yes, he can,” Buffy replied sadly. “The house… my house… he helped Mom to buy that. His name is on some of the paperwork, and if I don’t apply where he wants me to, and move back to LA and live with him, he’s going to sell it from under her.”

She dropped her head into her hands. “So you see? It doesn’t matter that I’ll be eighteen soon. If I don’t do as he demands, my Mom isn’t going to have a place to live.” 

Buffy leaned against his shoulder, sobbing into her hands.

Spike held her tightly, his jaw clenching in anger. He wanted nothing more than to beat the living daylights out of her father for pulling a stunt like this. “Shhh. It’s all right, pet. We’ll figure something out,” he promised. “You won’t have to leave if you don’t want to.”

Buffy looked up at him, her eyes brimming with more tears ready to fall. He traced his fingers across her cheek, wiping the fallen tears away as he looked down at her.

Buffy didn’t even think about what she was doing as she tilted her head upwards, seeking out his lips. She captured them with her own and kissed him gently, her shoulders shaking from the sobs that were trying to escape.

Spike broke away from the kiss a moment later, holding her protectively. She was hurting, and needed comfort. He didn’t want things to go somewhere they wouldn’t have if not for these circumstances. “You should probably get some rest,” he suggested regretfully. He didn’t want her to leave, but he knew that it was the right thing to do.

“You’re right,” she sighed, wiping at her face as she slowly stood.

Spike stood with her, drawing her to him for one last quick hug, pressing a gentle kiss in her hair. “It’ll be okay. You’ll see.” He dropped his arms from around her. “Goodnight, pet.”

“Goodnight, Spike.” 

Buffy turned and left his room, closing the door quietly.




~*~*~




Headlights flashed through the side window, the brightness blinding as William turned toward the sound of screeching tires on asphalt. 

A warning scream…

The crunch of metal against metal…

The long drone of a horn…

Darkness.

Spike sat up abruptly, gasping for breath as remnants of the dream latched claws into his conscious thought, refusing to fade as most dreams did upon waking.

It was dark within his hotel room and it took a few deep breaths and the flick of a light switch before he realized where he was. The dream had been so real… so vivid. Except it wasn’t a dream, it was a memory. Two silent tears trailed down his cheeks as he flopped back against his pillows.

The events of that night hadn’t visited Spike in sleep for quite a long time and generally speaking, when it did it wasn’t without reason. In fact, when he thought about it long and hard, the last time he’d dreamed about the accident was those first few weeks after Drusilla had broken his heart. Only when his world was crumbling down around him, did the vision of his dead mother in the driver’s seat of car haunt him so.

However life at the moment was pretty good. Relations between Spike and his father were good, his training was going well and even the teachers at school had been keeping off his back. So what had worried him enough to return the memories from that night like a ghostly specter?

Buffy…

That rat father of hers was going to take her away from him. 

“Like to see him bloody well try,” Spike muttered into his pillow, rolling over to find a more comfortable position. He’d made a promise to Buffy that they’d find a way to allow her to stay in Sunnydale. 

And that was a promise he intended to keep.




~*~*~




In her room, Buffy had wrapped herself up in a little ball beneath the covers, arms wrapped protectively around her knees. A pillow muffled her more vocal cries while tears ran unbidden down her cheeks and onto the sheets. 

Buffy didn’t want to live in LA, it would mean leaving too many things behind in Sunnydale.

Her mom.

Willow and Xander.

…and Spike.

With a vocal sob Buffy clenched her eyes shut, crying herself to sleep.
  


~~~~~~~~~~
A/N: So this chapter was definitely not as light-hearted as previous ones have been, we’re getting heavy into the angst. And expect lost more to come. It’s not going to be easy for these guys. 

Thank you to everyone for the continued support, each and every review does my confidence wonders.


Chapter 16

Home, Sweet Home.

*hugs and squishes* to Sue for betaing.



Thanks to: luxferi, marstergirl13, Debbie, McChick, cordykitten, DaniD, SarahandJamesFanatic, zanthinegirl, PhotographyNut, spuffology101, Angie, Taylormaid, daisy, Klai and riahannon for the lovely reviews!Chapter 16: Home, Sweet Home. 


Buffy rubbed the towel over her upturned head, smiling when she thought over the day’s events. Spike had met her downstairs for breakfast, and they had been eating in a comfortable silence. That is, until Beth had joined them, chattering away excitedly about the most random of topics.

The rest of the team had soon joined them and they made their way together to the pool. They walked away with another five ribbons for the events they competed in that morning. 

Buffy smiled when she remembered how Spike had picked her up and spun her around when she had won one of her solo events, the 200metre freestyle sprint. And now here she was, packing her duffel and waiting for the bus to arrive for their trip home. There was a knock on the door.

“The bus is here,” Coach Jones’ voice filtered through.

“Coming!” Buffy called, throwing her duffel over her shoulder and giving the room a once over to make sure she hadn’t left anything behind. She could hear her coach knocking on the next-door down, alerting Alicia and Carla that they had to leave.

Spike had managed to keep her mind off of her father’s ultimatum for most of the day, always finding something to tear her out of her thoughts. And she was more than grateful for it. If anything, it convinced her even further of how breaking up with Riley was the way to go. Buffy felt guilty, knowing she would be ending things with Riley immediately. He seemed like a decent enough guy and she really hadn’t given them a chance. But she was certain it was the right decision to make, especially after the last two days she’d spent with Spike. 




~*~*~




Spike flashed Buffy a warm smile when she walked out of the elevator and into the lobby. A bright smile mirrored her own face when she saw him, walking over to his side before they both left the hotel and made their way to the bus. 

Buffy climbed in first, and sat a few rows from the back just like on the ride up. In the quiet she found herself withdrawing into her thoughts, and her eyes glazed over again. Spike slumped down beside her a few moments later, noticing the look in her eyes. Taking one of her hands in his, he gave it a quick squeeze before leaning his hand against his leg, not letting hers go.

Buffy smiled and rested her head against his shoulder, preparing for the long drive home.




~*~*~




Buffy had slept part of the way back to Sunnydale, and for a while Spike had just sat there and watched her rest. She looked so peaceful, a hint of a smile gracing her face as she dozed. He wanted to protect her from her father; he had to find a way to allow her to stay in Sunnydale. A small part of him felt guilty for wanting her to stay, felt selfish for wanting to keep her in town so he could be near her. But he pushed that thought away. She wanted to stay.

They had talked for a while before she had drifted off to sleep, avoiding mentioning her father. And Riley… Spike thought with a frown.

He was certain Buffy had feelings for him. And as far as he was concerned, she should tell the frat boy to sod off. But she hadn’t even brought up his name, even when he had hinted about him in the conversation.

“So, you catchin’ up with everyone when you get home?” Spike inquired.

Buffy shrugged her shoulders. “Willow and Xander I’ll see at school. It’ll probably be just me and mom tonight.”

Spike sat silently in for a moment, before changing the topic, but not his motive for the questions.

“And after training on Monday night, you goin’ to need a ride home or is someone pickin’ you up?”

“Not sure yet,” she responded. 

She had avoided talking about Riley. And that worried him.

Buffy shifted in her seat, and Spike kept his gaze fixed on her as she slowly woke from slumber. Her eyes fluttered open slowly a few times before she woke fully. She turned towards him, as if sensing his eyes on her.

Smiling shyly, Buffy sat up properly, moving herself off his shoulder and looking out the window. But she didn’t let go of his hand. Trees flew passed the window on her left as the bus drove through the outskirts of Sunnydale. They were getting close to the High School, close to home. She was looking forward to seeing her Mom.

Spike sighed in relief when ten minutes later the bus finally pulled up in the parking lot at school. Reluctantly removing his hand from Buffy’s, he grabbed his backpack and began walking off the bus.

Joyce Summers was waiting for Buffy anxiously, and Spike recognised her instantly. There was a striking resemblance between mother and daughter. He moved to collect his and Buffy’s larger bags from the under carriage, and handed hers to her as she got off the bus.

Buffy’s jaw dropped.

What is he doing here…? she panicked.

Spike caught Buffy’s look and followed her gaze. Walking up to stand beside her Mom was a tall, sandy brown haired guy.

Riley… he thought through clenched teeth.

“Buffy!” Joyce called to her daughter, waving her over.

Buffy walked towards her mother, and dropped her bag on the ground, immediately finding herself being swept up into her mother’s arms. She hugged her tightly, fighting back the tears that wanted to escape at the relief she felt to be home. 

Spike walked up beside her, and Joyce frowned slightly. Buffy looked over at him, and blushed.

“Mom, this is Spike. Spike, this is my mom.” She took a deep breath. “And this is Riley.”

Riley tensed at the name. So this was the knight in shining armor who had saved Buffy at the party. Riley gave him a once over, not missing the way in which Spike had been looking at her moments ago. He took a second, before extending a hand out for him to shake. “Nice to meet you, Spike.”

Spike shook Riley’s hand, his expression hardening.

“Spike, I’ve heard so much about you,” Joyce exclaimed, smiling warmly. She too had seen the way in which the boy had been looking at Buffy.

Buffy blushed. “Mom…”

Joyce laughed. “Okay, so truthfully, all I know is you’re on the swim team, and that you drove my daughter home from practice one night. Which I am very grateful for,” Joyce added with a genuine smile. “Did you need a lift?”

From first impressions, Spike liked Joyce. “No thanks, Mrs. Summers. I’ve got my car here,” he said pointing to his Desoto.

“Great,” Riley spoke up. “The car is over this way, Buffy,” he continued, pointing in the opposite direction and holding out a hand for her.

Buffy blinked in surprise. “You came together?” she asked with a frown as she looked at her mother.

Joyce nodded. “Riley insisted on being here, he dropped by the house and offered to drive,” she added with a smile.

“I’ll bet,” Spike muttered. He waited for Buffy to make a move, waited for her to tell the Ponce to bugger off. But she didn’t. He clenched his jaw, his cheek bones jutting out even more sharply than normal when he saw Riley step forward to take Buffy’s arm. The college boy leaned towards her, placing a soft kiss on her lips, and she didn’t flinch away from him.

“Well, I’ve got somewhere to be. See you, Summers,” Spike said coolly as he turned on his heel and walked towards his car. 

Buffy’s face fell a little when Spike walked off. She’d been caught off guard by Riley’s kiss and hadn’t had a chance to react. And now Spike was walking off. But it was probably for the best. First she would sort things out with Riley, and then at school tomorrow she would talk to Spike.

“Bye, Spike,” she called, but he was already halfway across the parking lot.




~*~*~




Buffy sat down on her bed and picked up the phone, dialing the number scrawled on the scrap of paper. Spike’s cell phone number. Tapping her free hand nervously on her bedside table, she waited for it to pick up at the other end.

“Hello?”

Buffy’s shoulders relaxed when she heard his voice on the other end of the line. “Spike, it’s Buffy.”

Spike was surprised, but didn’t let her know that.

“About before… I didn’t have any idea that Riley was going to be there… I…” she explained, trailing off when words failed her.

“No need to apologise, Summers, I get it. Your boyfriend wasn’t with you and I was close by. Convenient,” Spike replied sarcastically.

“No, Spike, it wasn’t like that at all. I wasn’t going to tell you this yet, but…” she started to explain.

Wasn’t going to tell me what? Spike wondered when her words cut off suddenly.

“Buffy, your mom said dinner is ready.”

Buffy swiveled towards her door; Riley was standing just inside the door. She almost forgot that she was on the phone. 

Spike heard the voice and clenched his jaw.

“Tell her I’ll be down in a minute. Thanks,” she said quietly as Riley nodded and turned to walk back down the stairs. Buffy turned her attention back to the conversation. “Spike, I--”

“Save it, Summers. Go have dinner with your boyfriend, he’s waitin’ for you,” he interrupted angrily.

“Spike…”

Click.

Buffy sighed, placing the receiver in its cradle and going downstairs.




~*~*~




Spike paced his bedroom floor, kicking the edge of his bed as he walked passed it. Why did she affect him so much? The girl drove him completely insane. Just being around her this weekend had made him realize how much he liked her, how much he cared for her. When he’d kissed her his whole body had seemed to come to life. And when she had kissed him back, it had felt so right.

It was just a couple of kisses… it’s not like she’s your girlfriend… His subconscious told him, throwing what he had once said to her back in his face.

“Why didn’t you let her finish what she was goin’ to say, you stupid git?” 

He kicked at his bed again.

He had to speak to her…

Picking up his keys off the nightstand he swept out of his room, muttering an explanation to his father who was reading in the lounge, before slamming the front door and running out to his car.




~*~*~




Buffy walked down the stairs slowly, meeting Riley at the bottom. He looked up at her questioningly.

“Is everything alright?” he asked, leaning forward to brush a few strands of hair off of her face, tucking them behind her ears.

Buffy closed her eyes, guilt washing over her. Riley had been so kind to her and she didn’t want to hurt him, but she had to do what she felt was right. He deserved someone who wanted to be with him, no reservations. Buffy had reservations. She’d developed feelings for Spike. Who knew if anything would come of them, especially after the way he had hung up on her. But she could do the right thing by Riley, and end things before they got too serious.

“No,” she replied quietly. “I need to talk to you about something.”

Riley took a deep breath, having a vague idea what they were going to talk about. “I’m listening.”

Joyce walked into the hall. “Dinner’s ready.”

Buffy turned quickly and nodded at her mother. “We’ll be right in.” 

Joyce nodded and walked into the kitchen. She had sensed right away that something was up, and she just hoped everything was okay.

“After dinner?” Buffy suggested hopefully.

Riley nodded, following her as they walked into the kitchen.




~*~*~




Spike drove in circles around the town for almost half an hour before he finally turned around and started to head towards Buffy’s house. No time like the present…

The longer he delayed it, the more nervous he got. She had sounded so upset on the phone when he hadn’t let her finish, and his curiosity was getting the better of him. 

Maybe this weekend wasn’t just about convenience…

Maybe she felt something for him, just as he felt for her. Her kisses had told him she had.

He turned down her street and parked his car across the road from her house, holding the steering wheel tightly for a few seconds before climbing out and walking towards Buffy’s home. A familiar green truck was parked in the driveway, and he balled his fists in anger, hesitating for a second before walking up the driveway. 




~*~*~




“I’m really sorry,” Buffy apologized with shining eyes as she looked up at Riley.

Riley’s suspicions had been confirmed. I’m not sure I’m ready to be in a relationship… there is just so much going on in my life right now… it wouldn’t be fair to you…

He’d argued that he would wait, but that had only upset her further. Riley had a feeling that this Spike guy had something to do with it all. They’d spent the weekend together, and Riley hadn’t missed the looks the two had been giving each other before they’d noticed he was there in the parking lot.

Riley felt a jealous pang when he thought of that guy replacing him. They were on the same swim team; they were always going to spend lots of time together. Could he ever compete with that? Riley just hoped Buffy came to her senses sooner rather than later. He knew she hadn’t given them a real chance, but he did suppose it was better to get out before he started to feel deeply for her.

Riley raised a hand to wipe the tears away from her eyes as she opened the front door for him to walk through. “I’m okay, Buffy, really.”

Buffy was relieved, and she smiled softly as she stepped outside onto the porch with him.

Riley took her hand in his and brought it to his lips, pressing a soft kiss on it. “If you ever need anything, I’m just a phone call away.”

If you change your mind, I’m a phone call away…

Buffy nodded, blushing slightly when at the gesture.

Riley caught movement out of the corner of his eye, immediately recognizing the guy from her swim team, Spike, walking up the driveway. Smiling at Buffy, he leaned down to capture her lips in a gentle kiss, knowing that it wouldn’t be missed.

Buffy was once again caught off guard, but Riley ended the kiss pulled away before she could react. She looked up at him with surprised wide eyes as he let go of her hand.

“Goodnight, Buffy,” Riley bid farewell with a smile, stepping off the porch and walking towards his truck.

Spike stood frozen half way up the driveway, his expression hardening as the college boy’s stare flickered over him, a smug smile creeping across the taller guy’s face.

Buffy’s gaze followed Riley as he walked to his car, and her jaw dropped to the floor when she saw Spike, standing halfway up her driveway, his expression hard as he looked up at her.

Riley’s car backed out onto the street, the movement shaking Spike from the daze he had been in. He caught Buffy’s surprised gaze, and his expression turned stony as he turned around to walk back to his car.

“Spike!” Buffy called, jumping down the two stairs from the porch to the path, and running across the grass to catch up with him. She reached for his arm to stop him, but he shook off her hold.

“Spike!” she pleaded. “It’s not what you think.”

Spike whirled around, his eyes flashing with anger. “Really?” he asked sarcastically. “Because it looked pretty clear to me.”

Guilt flashed over her face as she tried to explain. “Spike… Riley and I were just talking.”

“And most people talk with their tongues shoved down the other person’s throat!” Spike retorted angrily. “Whatever, you know what, I DON’T care. I don’t know why I even bothered drivin’ over here.”

Buffy opened her mouth to object but he continued speaking.

“I should’ve known you were that sort of girl, lead a guy on then move to the next one. That explains Angel’s interest in you, he always was one to go for the easy ones,” he sneered. 

Buffy eyes widened in shock at what he was saying to her, tears welling up in her eyes. “Spike, you know that’s not true. I’m not like that, why would you say --”

“Whatever,” Spike interrupted. “I was never that interested anyway, I was just tryin’ to see how far you’d let things go.” 

The tears broke free from her eyes, spilling down her cheeks as she gasped in shock. He did not just say that!

Spike felt a stab of guilt when he saw how deep his words cut, but he quickly shook it off. He walked away from her, never looking back as he jumped into his car. It roared to life when he turned on the ignition and peeled off down the street, leaving Buffy behind crying on her front lawn. 



~~~~~~~~~~
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Buffy woke up the next morning with puffy eyes. Climbing out of bed she headed for the shower, hoping that the water would wash away some of the sadness she felt. But all it did was turn her fingers pruney. It also did little to help hide the obvious signs of shed tears. 

She dressed simply in a navy long sleeved polo shirt and jeans, only applying a little eye makeup to disguise her red eyes. The last thing she wanted to do was go to school, the thought of running into Spike, and him ignoring her, enough to make a girl long to crawl back into bed. 

Last night hadn’t exactly been a barrel of laughs after Spike had tore off on her. After giving her mom a brief run down of her breakup with Riley, and filling her in on her successes at the swim meat—not to mention the disastrous dinner with her father—Buffy had excused herself to go upstairs and sleep.

She had immediately called Willow to repeat everything she had just informed her mom, filling in a few details extra about Spike, like how they had kissed in LA. That was a small fact she hadn’t divulged to her mother. After her father’s cheating, the last thing Buffy wanted was for her Mom to think she was like her father. 

Buffy had also tried Spike’s cell phone a few times, but he’d ignored her calls.

She was dreading going to school today and seeing him. She had even thought about playing hooky and pretending to be sick to get herself out of school. The small consolation of having Willow and Xander there for any suspected badness, and knowing that she would have to go back eventually, forced Buffy to realize there was no sense in hiding. She walked out of the house with bolstered courage.

That courage dissipated the moment she arrived at school.

Spike’s car was already parked, meaning he was definitely there today.

Crap...

“Have a nice day, honey,” Joyce fare welled.

“I’ll try,” Buffy mumbled.




~*~*~




As she walked towards her locker she realized that people were looking at her. Staring at her in fact. At first she thought that Spike must have said something and somehow word had gotten around. That was until a member of the basketball team approached her, clapping her on the back.

“Way to go at the swim meet!”

Buffy frowned in confusion.

“Coach Jones put the results up on the notice boards, everyone knows how well the team swam, and you!” he exclaimed. “You’re Buffy Summers right? You wiped the floor with those other swimmers!”

Buffy relaxed, giggling at the excited gestures the guy was making. 

“The name’s Percy. You can hang with me and mine whenever you like,” he informed, quickly giving her a head to toe once over. 

Buffy blushed, but nodded. “Thanks. It was nice to meet you, Percy.”

When Percy left Willow bounded over and threw her arms around her from behind. “Oh my god, everyone knows how much butt you kicked on the weekend. The WHOLE school is buzzing about you and the rest of the team!”

Buffy laughed, her anxieties about Spike slowly fading as the two girls chatted on their way to their lockers. Xander soon joined them and he too offered his congratulations, picking Buffy up and spinning her around in a circle. 

Just like Spike did yesterday at the pool… 

She pushed the thought away as they made their way to the first class.




~*~*~




Spike had seen Buffy enter the school, and watched on as several people approached her with congratulations for her efforts in LA. He had felt a twinge of jealousy when Percy had gone over to her. Spike wasn’t blind; he had seen how the basketball player had checked her out. 

And she didn’t even notice. No wonder she gets herself into trouble, she doesn’t even realize the effect she has on people…

He’d thought about telling Percy to back off, but changed his mind. He was going to keep as far away from her as possible.

Harmony, Cordelia and Devon had soon approached him and he walked with them to class.




~*~*~




Things had gone smoothly for the morning, no Spike related incidents, which Buffy was thankful for. But now it was lunchtime. And Buffy knew she would probably see him in the cafeteria. Willow saw the worried look on her friend’s face and grabbed hold of her hand, giving it a quick squeeze before they entered through the double doors.

Buffy couldn’t help looking towards his table, and immediately wished she hadn’t. Spike was lounged back in a chair, talking with the other people at his table. And Harmony was sitting in his lap, her hands running all over his face and chest. 

Buffy inhaled deeply and made her way to her table, sitting down quickly, feeling her cheeks burn. The sight of that bimbo all over Spike made her want to cry and retch at the same time.

“Buffy, he’s probably just upset. You didn’t get to tell him did you?” Willow suggested hopefully.

Buffy nodded sadly. “It doesn’t matter. He’s not going to listen to me.”

The two girls had brought their lunch from home today and opened up their brown paper bags, swapping items before munching down on their food.

Xander soon joined them, and instantly noticed their deflated moods. “Why the long faces girls?” he asked as he sat down with them, biting into a candy bar of some sort. 

Willow had given Xander the short version of what had happened at the weekend before school today, leaving out a few details; namely the kisses Buffy and Spike had shared. But she did tell him about how Spike had come to Buffy’s aid with her father, and how they’d been getting along. Xander hadn’t hidden his happiness at hearing that Buffy had broken up with Riley, even though he knew that the two of them would share nothing but friendship.

“Spike’s ignoring Buffy,” Willow filled in, answering Xander’s question. 

“And that skank is pawing all over him,” Buffy added quickly.

Willow’s eyes widened in surprise and Xander’s broke into a wide grin. “MEOW, Buffy! Someone’s got their claws out,” he said with a laugh, then his face fell when realization hit home. “I did not just say that,” he groaned. “Could I sound any gayer?” 

Buffy laughed and Xander grinned, glad his little ploy had succeeded. But her smile faded when they heard Harmony’s annoying laughter filter across the room, an ‘Oh Spike’ punctuating her sentence.

“His loss,” Willow shrugged.

Buffy nodded, returning her attention to her food. “I’m going to try and talk to him after lunch, I’ve got a study period anyway.”

Willow nodded and Buffy changed the topic before her friend could say anything. She really didn’t want to talk about him anymore. “So, you guys know how my weekend went, what did you both do?”

“Oh, you know, the usual avoiding my parents’ drunken binges.” Xander groaned before a devilish grin stretched across his face. “And we went to the Bronze on Saturday night.”

Willow blushed, and it did not go unnoticed by Buffy.

“Will, what happened at the Bronze?” Buffy nudged.

“Nothing,” Willow answered quickly.

“Oh no, nothing at all,” Xander mocked playfully. “The bass guitarist of ‘Dingoes Ate My Baby’, asked her for her phone number,” he added with a teasing roll of his eyes.

“He asked for your phone number?” Buffy screeched excitedly. 

Willow nodded, her blush deepening.

“That is so exciting!”

Willow laughed at Buffy’s excitement, even though she was still embarrassed. “Keep it down Buffy, Devon is in the band remember…”

Buffy tapped her nose. “And we don’t want it getting back to what’s his name about how excited you are.”

“Oz,” Xander filled in. “He’s a student here as well, he just doesn’t turn up to a whole lot of classes is all.”

Buffy laughed. “Oz, you’ll have to point him out to me Xander, so I can suss out whether or not he’s good enough for our Willow.”

“No!” Willow objected quickly. A smile slowly stretched across her face to replace the worry when she saw the teasing looks Xander and Buffy were sharing.

“So, tell me ALL about it Will,” Buffy demanded. 




~*~*~




Spike heard Buffy’s laughter and looked over towards her table. She was deep in conversation with Xander and Willow, a laugh escaping her lips every now and then. Those lips… 

Spike pushed the memory of the feel of her body pressed up against his out of his mind, and tried to concentrate on the conversation at his own table.

“Spike, honey… hello…” Harmony waved a hand in front of his face.

He snapped out of his daze and frowned at the blonde who had found her way onto his lap. “Harmony, why don’t you find a seat of your own to sit on,” he suggested.

“But, Spike,” Harmony cooed. “I was thinking that maybe, you know…” she trailed off with a suggestive smile. “I realized this weekend whilst you were away in LA that I was stupid to let you just call things off like that. I mean, you have no idea how boring it was at the party at Aura’s this weekend without you there.”

The bell rang, sounding the end of lunch and students began to get up from their tables and head towards their respective classes.

Spike rolled his eyes. “Whatever, I gotta get to class.”

He stood up, pushing her off of him as he did. Harmony immediately responded by throwing herself at him and wrapped her arms around his neck, standing up on her tiptoes to press her lips against his. Spike’s first thought was to push her away, because of Buffy. But then he remembered seeing her kiss that ponce Riley last night. He didn’t make any effort to deepen the kiss, but he didn’t end it either. 

A few seconds later he felt Harmony pull away, a smile on spreading across her face. “I’ll call you tonight, Spikey.” 

Spike watched her walk off, wondering what he had gotten himself into, and turned to head towards his class. He made it a whole two steps toward his class before he almost crashed into Buffy. Her mouth was opened in disbelief, eyes betraying her obvious shock. She looked like she had been slapped.

Spike’s own mouth curled into a smile when he realized that she must have witnessed the kiss from Harmony. It hadn’t been his intention for her to see that, but he was glad. Now she knew what it was like.

“Summers,” he greeted tersely.  

“What was all that about? I thought you and Harmony broke up?” Buffy demanded, anger and hurt creeping into her words.

Spike shrugged his shoulders in nonchalance. “That’s my business, not yours.” A sneer spread across his face, surprising himself with the venom in his words. “But if you have to know, since it didn’t seem like I was going to get some from you any time soon, I decided to return my attentions to someone who was willing and able to scratch any itches I may have.” 

Buffy gasped, a pained expression flooding her face. “I can’t believe you’re saying these things to me.” She turned and fled before he could see the tears welling in her eyes.

Spike watched Buffy leave before turned to exit the cafeteria. And almost crashed into another female. “What is it with you bloody women and getting in my way?” he snapped, recognizing Willow immediately.

Spike blinked when he saw something in the eyes of the normally shy girl that he had never seen before. She was furious.

“You’re an idiot! You know that, Spike?” Willow snapped, her disdain obvious.

Spike rolled his eyes. “Save the preaching for someone else, Red, I’ve got places to be.” He walked around her.

Willow watched as Spike sauntered past her, calling out when he was a few feet away. “She’s not with him anymore you know.”

Spike froze instantly, turning around slowly. “What?”

“You heard me.” Willow crossing her arms over her chest. Walking toward Spike, her gaze focused intently on his face, so she could pinpoint the exact moment her words sunk in. “She broke up with Riley… LAST night.” 

Spike tried to act nonchalant, shrugging his shoulders. “And why should I care?”

“If you didn’t then you wouldn’t still be standing here, listening to me,” Willow shrugged.

Spike was stumped, until he remembered the kiss he interrupted. “No, you’re lying to me. I SAW them. He kissed her,” he snapped angrily, balling his fists by his sides.

“Yes,” Willow said simply. “And she wasn’t expecting it. I’m guessing he must have seen you in her driveway.” 

Spike opened and closed his mouth a few times, not knowing what to say. His shoulders sagged when he remembered the words he had spoken to her last night.

“Whatever, I was never that interested anyway, I was just trying to see how far you would let things go…”

He slammed one of his fists into the locker next to him, cursing his impatience. He should have let her speak. But no, he’d gotten angry and spouted off the worst possible thing he could think of. “I’ve really messed things up, haven’t I?” he asked quietly, looking up at Willow.

Willow’s expression softened, surprising Spike. “Probably. She’s really hurt, Spike. She told me what you said to her last night, and I heard what you said to her just now.” 

Willow narrowed her eyes; her face hardening and Spike dropped his gaze in shame. 

“I didn’t really mean anything, I was angry and --”

“And you took it out on her before you let her explain,” Willow finished for him. 

Spike nodded. “What am I going to do?” he muttered, running one of his hands through his hair.

Willow shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t know, but I’m telling you this. You hurt her again, and you’ll have me to answer to.”

Spike didn’t disbelieve her.

“She’ll be swimming after school today, even though there’s no training on. But I didn’t tell you that,” Willow informed softly.

Spike smiled broadly, and took a step towards her, wanting to hug her but then thought better of it. “You won’t regret this,” he promised.

“I hope not,” Willow said with a faint smile before she turned and walked to class. 



~~~~~~~~~~
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The end of the day came quickly, and Buffy made her way through the halls and toward the pool. There was no training on today; Coach Jones had given them a session off because of the teams’ stellar efforts at the weekend. But Buffy needed to get in the water, needed to clear her mind. 

A few minutes later she was diving into the empty pool and freestyling to the other end. She kicked away the pent up anger, the hurt and the embarrassment she felt. Fifteen minutes later she was beginning to feel a lot better.

Buffy continued to swim, oblivious to her audience.




~*~*~




Spike watched Buffy swim gracefully through the water from the stands. She really was a great swimmer. He watched her in silence, trying to figure out in his head exactly what he was going to say to her. So caught up in his thoughts, he almost didn’t see her exiting the pool.

But when he did see her he gasped in a breath quickly. She was wearing a two-piece suit, her lean and toned stomach exposed to his gaze. She removed the cap from her head and shook out her hair, turning her head upside down and rubbing a towel over her locks to dry them quickly. 

Spike stood up and walked over to her as she wrapped the towel around her hips.

Buffy looked up from her bag, only seeing his approach at the last second. Her first response was shock, which quickly turned into embarrassment when she saw his eyes flicker over her exposed skin. Leaning down to grab her T-shirt she quickly pulled it on over her head.

“Spike, what are you doing here?” she asked quickly, her cheeks flushed.

Spike stopped within touching distance, reaching out with one hand to caress her cheek.

For a brief moment she leaned into his touch, closing her eyes. Then his words from last night—and in the cafeteria at lunch—echoed in her mind and she recoiled from his touch as if she’d been burned.

“What are you doing here?” she repeated through clenched teeth.

Spike dropped his hand to his side, knowing she had every right to be angry with him. “I just wanted to talk to you.”

“HA!” Buffy spat out. “So because you want to talk I’m supposed to stand here and listen? When you wouldn’t listen to me?” She shook her head and waved her hands at him in rejection. “Nope. I’ve got places to be,” she snapped as she leaned down to pick up her bag, turning to leave.

Spike quickly stepped around her so that she was facing him. “Summers, just bloody well listen would you?” 

“Oh Spikey, are you in here?” a voice filtered in from the locker rooms.

Spike turned around and shouted as the blonde appeared on pool deck. “Not NOW, Harm!” 

When he returned his attention to Buffy he found that she was no longer there, the doors leading to the parking lot swinging closed. He sighed, realizing that she was gone.




~*~*~




Spike dialed the number for the Summers’ house as he drove through Sunnydale. It rang a few times before someone finally picked up.

“Hello?”

“Buffy, it’s Spike, can we talk for a minute?” Spike asked.

There was a pause on the other end of the line for a second before Buffy responded. “No, Spike, I don’t think we can. Goodbye.”

“Buffy, don’t hang up!” Spike begged.

Click.

He frowned in frustration and dialed her number again. It rang twice before she picked up.

“Hello?”

“Buffy, please, just listen to --.”

Click.

“God dammit!” Spike shouted as he turned left onto the next street. He dialed the number again, hearing the line pick up, then the crash of the phone being slammed down again. Spike punched his steering wheel, the horn blaring.

He dialed the number again, but was met with the busy tone. She’s taken the phone of the hook… he thought.

Making a quick decision, he spun the steering wheel quickly to make a right hand turn into the next street, cutting off another driver who proceeded to yell abuse at him through an open window. 




~*~*~




A few minutes later Spike pulled into Buffy’s driveway and switched off the engine. She had to listen to him, he had to make things right.

He was certain she had heard his car pull up and wouldn’t answer the door, but if he had to he would find a window to climb through. He walked up the path quickly to her front door and knocked on it three times in rapid succession.




~*~*~




Buffy heard a knock on the front door and reluctantly lifted herself from her bed, replacing the phone receiver in its cradle as she left her room. She bounded down the steps two at a time when she heard another knock.

“I’m coming,” she called, frowning at the impatience. Buffy twisted the handle and pulled the front door open. When she saw Spike standing on her doorstep her mouth gaped, before trying to slam the door in his face.

Spike had expected that reaction, and he pushed his way into the house before she could get the door closed. 

She glared at him angrily, the door slightly ajar. “Get out,” she demanded.

Spike kicked out with his foot, closing the open door. “Buffy, I just need to talk to you.”

“Get OUT, Spike!” Buffy yelled, turning her back on him and proceeding to run up the stairs two at a time.

Spike almost turned for the door, but he knew if he did there would be no going back, he wouldn’t be able to smooth things between them if he just left. She was angry, but he would make her listen. 

Quickly climbing the stairs he found himself in unfamiliar territory. He’d been inside her house before, but he’d never traveled upstairs. There were several doors to choose from, but he knew immediately which one she was in, the last on the right at the end of the short hall. He could hear her stomping her feet about the room, cursing his name.

He moved swiftly to the door and threw it open, his gaze flickered about the room. His eyes scanned the room, spotting the dresser top cluttered with photo frames, the posters that hung about the room, the clothes thrown messily over her bed. The whole room smelled of vanilla and honey, and he breathed it in deeply. And then he saw her.
 
Buffy’s didn’t hide her shock. She’d told him to leave, and thought he had. But now here he was, in her room, watching her closely. “Get out, Spike, just leave me alone!” Her earlier anger wasn’t present in her words; she sounded defeated more than anything else.

“Buffy, I need to talk to you. Just listen to me, god dammit!” Spike demanded forcefully as he took a step towards her. 

Buffy backed up in response and found her knees backed up against her bed. She looked at him expectantly, remaining silent with an expression that she hoped resembled loathing. For a long moment there was silence as she waited for him to say something, but when he didn’t she rolled her eyes and threw her hands up. “I don’t have time for this crap, Spike. Close the door on your way out.”

She turned her back on him, suddenly finding the old posters from LA which adorned the walls of her room incredibly interesting.
 
Spike quickly walked the four steps it took to cross the distance between them, and spun her around in his arms to face him. Before she had a chance to object his lips were descending to hers, his arms tightening around her body and crushing her tiny frame against him.

For the briefest of moments Buffy didn’t resist him, and then she remembered who he was, what he had said to her and she raised her hands from her sides to push at him roughly. “You can’t do that! You can’t just walk in here and take what you want!” she objected. 

She lifted her arms to push at him again, but he loosened his hold on her and captured her wrists, keeping her still and close, but allowing room between their bodies. “Buffy, I’m sorry,” he started to apologise. “For everything. For jumping to conclusions last night, for what I said today.” His gaze dropped to the floor at the shame and guilt he felt.

“You have no idea how much you effect me. Just being near you makes me crazy. When I thought that you were going to just forget everything that happened between us in LA, just return to your boyfriend…” He didn’t hide the spite in his voice when he spoke that word. “Well, I guess I over-reacted.”

Buffy snorted. “I’ll say.”

Spike smiled faintly, thankful that she wasn’t screaming at him to get away, that she was listening to him even though her expression was still hard and angry. “Then Willow told me --.”

“Willow told you what?” Buffy interrupted, mentally cursing her meddling friend.

A slow smile crept across his face. “Willow told me that you’d broken up with him, with Riley. I was so god damned happy you wouldn’t believe.” The smile disappeared, and was quickly replaced by a frown. “Then my words from today flew back in my face and I knew how badly I’d messed things up.”

He let go of her wrists, lifting one of his hands to her cheek, gently brushing a lock of hair from her eyes and tucking it behind her ear. Buffy’s expression softened slightly at the gentle gesture, and he continued before she could interrupt.

“I’m sorry,” he apologised again. “And I know I’m pushing my luck here, but I was wondering if…” his voice faltered, “… if you would like to come to the Bronze with me this Friday night.

Buffy’s eyes widened, and Spike knew he had to act fast, not wanting to hear her shoot him down. He lowered his lips to hers again, gently pressing his against hers in a soft kiss. Reluctantly breaking away a moment later, he continued hopefully, “You don’t have to give me an answer immediately, please just think about it? I’ll give you all the space you need.” 

Buffy nodded numbly.

Spike smiled, turning away from her to walk out of the room, stopping at the door. “I’ll see you at school tomorrow, Summers.” 

And with that he left.




~*~*~




Willow cringed. 

“I can’t believe you did that!” Buffy exclaimed down the phone.

“I’m sorry, Buffy!” She tried to sound genuine but to be truthful she wasn’t. Spike and Buffy, they just fit. And if it was going to take a little prodding from her to convince her friend of that fact, then prodding it would be. Still, Spike could have made it easier on her by not blabbing like he had.

I’m going to kill Spike for telling her that… 

Willow heard Buffy sigh at the other end of the line and realized that the mini temper tantrum her friend had thrown for butting in had lost its steam. “So,” she asked tentatively. “Are you going to?”

“Going to what?” Buffy repeated the question.

“Going to go to the Bronze with him?” Willow heard Buffy mutter below her breath, and she smiled.

“Tell me everything, from the beginning,” Willow insisted.




~*~*~




Hanging up the telephone Buffy slid beneath the covers of her bed. The conversation with Willow had helped to clear her mind, and she liked the clarity it brought. Spike had messed up, badly. But at least now, she seemed to understand why. Buffy cared about him more than she wanted to admit, and the fear that one day he could just turn around and morph into the cruel alter-ego she’d seen today seemed enough to convince her to stay away.

Willow on the other hand had offered an alternate explanation for every argument that Buffy could present. While it seemed her red-haired friend was obviously enjoying the role of matchmaker, Buffy could see Willow genuinely believed that she and Spike would make a great couple. The little girl inside Buffy, the one who had fantasies of meeting her Prince Charming and living out a happily ever after, was eager to give Spike the chance Willow seemed to believe he deserved. And the more her friend encouraged her, the more confident Buffy became.

So here she was, at a crossroads. She could either cut her losses and hope to find someone less volatile that made her feel the way Spike did; or, she could put her faith and trust into the boy who’d one day made her feel more alive than she ever had, and then broken her heart with his easy cruelty the next. 

In the short time she known him, there had been plenty of times when Buffy had wanted to hit Spike for how he’d spoken to or treated her. But the good times outweighed the bad. There were more times that she’d felt gratitude, friendship and maybe even something deeper towards the bleach haired former menace cum friend. Spike had been there for her when her father had made things difficult in LA, kept things light and fun and done anything he could to distract her from the unhappiness brought up from seeing her dad. To Buffy, that was probably more special, more important than his timely rescue at the frat house. Saving her was one thing. Offering to be there—and just listening—was another. And Spike did that, most of the time.

With a deep sigh Buffy snuggled further into her blankets. Sleep would not find Buffy easily tonight, not with the buzz of questions that were flying through her mind. Spike had promised her time and she just hoped that he kept his word because she was going to need it.

Closing her eyes, Buffy tried to get some sleep. 



~~~~~~~~~~
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The days flew by quickly, and with the exception of a phone call from her father the week had been a good one. Buffy had yet to inform her mother about the incident in LA regarding her dad. Part of her was hoping he’d back off, another desperately seeking an alternative to the forced move. But regardless of the outcome, the most important thing to Buffy was that her mother had somewhere to live. So she kept her lips sealed. 

Spike had given her space, just as he’d promised, their contact for the week restricted to a few hello’s in the hallways. At training he kept his distance, and the one time he’d had to speak to her it had been short and to the point, with more than a hint of longing in his eyes, before he’d pushed off from the wall. 

If she were honest, Buffy missed the lighthearted banter between them from the swim meet in LA. On several occasions she’d had to bite her tongue to curb the urge to initiate a conversation with him. She was still hurt and very upset with the way he had treated her. Their contact may have been limited but she was certain he paid more attention to her when he thought she wasn’t aware. Because when he was near, she knew. She could feel his eyes on her.

Buffy knew she should have spoken to him sooner and she felt guilty about not doing so. Things were going to be weird between them now—they were already strained—and that was the last thing she wanted.

Once bitten twice shy, wasn’t that the expression her mother had used when her father had first deserted them? Well Buffy had been bitten. Spike had changed so suddenly and so drastically, that she almost didn’t believe he wanted to go out with her at the weekend. That somehow, this was all part of his plan to make her feel even worse than she had on Monday morning. 

Those fears were soundly quashed yesterday at lunchtime. Harmony had finally spat the dummy publicly at Spike’s lack of interest in her. Accusations of running hot and cold had been thrown from the cheerleader, among other things. Someone should have informed Harmony that if she wanted to have a private conversation, the cafeteria probably wasn’t the best place to do it. The entire exchange was witnessed by pretty much the entire senior class, including Buffy. She had watched in secret, maintaining her focus on her lunch and only daring to shoot a glance in her teammate’s direction when she thought she wouldn’t be caught. 

Despite the fact Buffy wasn’t actively watching the public spat she did hear every word. Spike shot the bimbo down, telling her she wasn’t worth his time. Harmony’s screeched accusations that he’d lead her on caused a snicker to sound from the amassed crowd. Apparently the best response was no response, Spike just ignored her.

With a huff of annoyance, and spiteful glares shot in Buffy’s direction, Harmony had flounced out of the cafeteria. Buffy smiled.

It was now Friday afternoon, last class of the week. English Lit.

Walking into the classroom, Buffy found Spike already seated in his regular spot. She approached the desk and put her books down on her side and slid the chair out.

Spike immediately looked up at her, flashing a warm smile. “Hey, Buffy.” 

“Spike.” Buffy smiled quickly back, turning her attention to the teacher, and frowned when she didn’t recognize the woman standing before them.

Spike watched Buffy’s face closely, openly observing the confusion that caused the pretty blonde’s brows to scrunch together. “Substitute…Gordon’s not in today.”

Buffy nodded and turned her attention to her book.

Spike waited for her to say something, anything… but she didn’t. He sighed in resignation. All week he had been waiting for her to talk to him, to either shoot him down or accept his request to go to the Bronze tonight with him. Ignoring him almost completely was not a response he had expected. But he supposed he deserved it.

With another sigh, this time at his own stupidity, he turned his attention to his notebook, scribbling away as the substitute yammered on about the task.

Buffy snuck a look in Spike’s direction when she knew his attention was no longer focused on her. He was furiously scribbling away in a notebook. Interest piqued, she wondered what it was that he was writing, but she wasn’t game enough to lean across. 

After what seemed like forever, the bell finally sounded for the end of class. Abruptly, Spike pushed his chair out from his desk, stacked his notebooks together and snatched them up in his arms, walking out of the classroom without so much as a muttered goodbye. 

Buffy watched his speedy exit and sighed. 

Slowly collecting her own books, she walked out of the classroom and into the hall. Barely had she made it into the throng of students before Spike was upon her, eyes flashing with frustration.

“Why couldn’t you just turn me down?” he demanded of her, taking a deep breath when he realized how angry he had sounded. “I’ve been going crazy all week. Not knowing what you were going to say… not knowing if you’d bite my head off if I tried to talk to you.”

She looked surprised, shame flickering through her eyes momentarily. 

“I need to know…” The words trailed off. Spike didn’t like his chances, but he had to ask. “Are you ever going to talk to me again, or should I stop hassling you?” 

Buffy took a deep breath, clutching her books tightly to her chest, hoping she was making the right decision. 

“All right.”

Spike looked at her blankly. “All right what? All right you’ll give me an answer?”

“All right… I’ll come with you,” she clarified, the words slowly escaping her lips.

A broad smile broke across his face, and he took a step closer to her, reaching forward with one hand to toy with her hair. Twisting the lock around his fingers he had to restrain himself from leaning down and kissing her. Trust had been broken and he was determined it should be rebuilt. “You won’t regret this, I promise.”

Buffy smiled nervously, and nodded. “What time should I meet you there, at the Bronze?”

“Meet me there? Are you kidding?” he scoffed.

Buffy’s expression froze. “Wh-what?”

Spike smiled warmly. “I’ll pick you up at eight.”

Buffy’s entire being clenched in apprehension, his words conjuring up rejection scenarios in her mind. When his words finally registered her whole body relaxed, and she released the breath she hadn’t realized she’d been holding. “Eight it is.” 

Spike leaned forward, the temptation to touch her becoming too much. With feather light pressure his lips gently caressed her forehead.

A couple of students had stopped to gawk, mouths dropping open in surprise. Genuine, open affection was apparently not something Spike expressed all too often. Buffy, being the recipient, was in just as much shock. As far as most of the student body knew, save Willow and Xander, Spike and Buffy didn’t get along. Her cheeks flushed pink with embarrassment.

Whispers followed her as she walked towards her locker, a slow smile stretching across her face. She had a date tonight… 




~*~*~




Joyce watched as Buffy ran from the bathroom to her bedroom, hair recently blow-dried, bath towel wrapped around her torso. A gasp of panic came from her daughter’s bedroom, and Joyce walked in anxiously.

“Buffy, is everything okay?”

Buffy’s eyes were wide as she shook her head. “He’s going to be here in twenty minutes, and I’m not even dressed!”

Joyce stifled a laugh. “If he shows up early, I’ll stall him.”

Buffy smiled with gratitude, but it only remained on her face for a few seconds before she returned to her desperate rummaging through her closet in search of the perfect outfit. 

Despite the panic in her daughter’s actions, Joyce could see that Buffy was happy. Excited even. A person would have to be blind to have not noticed how gloomy Buffy had been during the week. Joyce was not a stupid woman; she suspected the sadness was not solely because Buffy had ended her short relationship with Riley. When answers to why were not forthcoming, Joyce understood she’d just had to wait—she would never force Buffy to talk to her about something if she didn’t want to. Whatever the reason for the smile that had returned to her daughter’s face, she was grateful. Smiling, she made her way downstairs and busied herself in the kitchen.




~*~*~




Buffy threw the umpteenth outfit on her bed, almost ready to tear her hair out at the roots. Or at least given it a good, hard tug. Had it not been for the fact she had spent so much time on her hair, she might have. 

It shouldn’t be this hard to pick an outfit…

Finally, she decided on a black skirt, which meant she could wear any colour top. The skirt itself was made of a thin material which flared out around her body when she danced, but otherwise clung loosely to her legs just at knee level. A pretty blue corseted top was chosen to complete the outfit. It was almost the colour of peacock’s feathers and tied up at the back with black straps, a thin line of black lace on the hem around her hips. It had tiny, see-through black sleeves and sat off the shoulder. 

Eyeing herself in the mirror, she closed the clasp of a delicate chain that had a tiny silver cross hanging from it around her neck, and put on a pair of large silver hoop earrings. 

Realizing that she was running out of time, she sat in front of her small vanity table and quickly applied a small amount of make-up. Dark brown tones on her eyelids, black mascara and a clear gloss on her lips brought out her features.

The outfit was complete.

The doorbell rang and Buffy stood to attention, her ears pricked and listening for voices. She heard her mother answer the door warmly. The conversation floated up the stairs.

“Hello, Mrs Summers. I’m here to pick up Buffy,” Spike informed, nervously shifting his weight from one side to the other. 

“Please, come in. Buffy will be down in a moment.” Joyce smiled warmly, a twinkle of merriment in her eye as she continued. “And do call me Joyce. Mrs Summers makes me feel old.”

Allowing herself a moment to calm her nerves, Buffy began to make her way to the stairs, the plush carpet beneath her feet sinking as --

Shoes! 

Buffy ran to her closet on her toes, careful not to stomp, and selected a pair of simple black heels. As she was buckling the second shoe she listened as the conversation downstairs continued. 

“Oh, you shouldn’t have,” Joyce gasped in surprise. “They’re lovely, thank you.”

Buffy frowned, wondering what was going on. Grabbing her black leather jacket from her bed, she slipped it over her shoulders and slowly made her way down the stairs.

“It’s my pleasure,” Spike said graciously, some of his earlier nervousness slipping away in the warmth of Joyce’s smile. “Buffy told me that you --” Spike stopped mid-sentence when he heard a noise on the stairs, and turned to see Buffy walking slowly down towards him.

Joyce turned from the dining room where she was placing a bouquet of daisies in a vase on the table, her attention shifting to the entryway. She smiled again when she saw the enraptured expression on the boy’s face.  

Spike was astounded; Buffy looked breathtaking.

“Hello, Spike,” Buffy greeted with a shy smile, giggling at the expression of wonder on his face. Her voice seemed to wake him from the daze he was in, and Buffy had to fight not to giggle again when he shook his head.

“You’re beautiful,” he complimented almost breathily, taking her hand in his and placing a soft kiss on her knuckles.

Joyce did not miss the gesture. He seems like a nice boy…

“You don’t look half bad yourself,” Buffy replied, ducking her gaze to hide the blush that had risen on her cheeks.

Spike was wearing a pair of black jeans and a deep blue shirt, the top two buttons rebelliously left undone. His hair was a mess of loose curls, not slicked back like it normally was. The outfit looked good on him, and Buffy couldn’t help admiring how the shirt fit around his arms and shoulders.

“Buffy,” Joyce called as she walked into the hall, interrupting the two teenagers who had yet to tear their eyes off each other. “You look beautiful, honey.” Stepping forward, she gave her daughter a kiss on the cheek.

Buffy blushed again, slightly embarrassed by her mother’s affection. She silently prayed she wouldn’t be giving a curfew lecture. Buffy had spoken to her mother earlier on in the evening and hoped to avoid its delivery when Spike was around.

“Well, have fun you two. And don’t stay out too late.” Joyce beamed as she departed into the dining room.

Buffy sighed in relief.

“Shall we go?” Spike suggested, offering Buffy his arm.

Buffy accepted, her smile stretching as he walked her to the door. “Goodnight, Mom.”

Spike stepped forward to open the door, ushering her out before closing it behind them.

The air was fresh and cool, making Buffy glad she had decided to bring a jacket, even though she knew she wouldn’t need it inside the Bronze. 

Spike let got of her arm and moved to the passenger side of his car, opening the door for her before moving over to the driver’s side and slipping in. Once more he looked over at Buffy in adoration, pleasantly surprised when he found her watching him. He smiled and started up the car, the engine roaring to life. Turned on the stereo and making sure the volume was low—it was just for ambient noise after all—he backed the car out of the driveway.

“To the Bronze?” 

“The Bronze,” Buffy agreed.



~~~~~~~~~~
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Spike led Buffy into the Bronze, his hand placed protectively on the small of her back as they entered together.

Buffy searched the crowd for Willow and Xander, knowing they would probably be in here somewhere, and smiled when she spotted them.

“Can we go say hello?” she asked Spike. 

“Of course,” he replied immediately. Spike had genuinely grown to like Buffy’s friends - that Willow sure was a feisty one when she wanted to be. And Xander was funny, if overly protective of Buffy. He liked them, he just hadn’t planned on having an audience for their first date. However, when he felt Buffy’s fingers entwine with his as she led him toward the pair he relaxed slightly. She was here with him, that’s all that mattered.

“Hey, guys!” Buffy greeted with a bright smile.

“Buffy, you look awesome!” Willow complimented with a smile, nodding to Spike. “Hey, Spike. So, what are you two doing here tonight?”

“We’re on a date,” Spike informed proudly, his grin borderline giddy as he gave Buffy’s hand a gentle squeeze.
 
Both Willow and Xander looked to Buffy for confirmation, and she blushed under their gazes. “Yeah. Is anyone thirsty? I think I might go get a drink.”

Once she had their orders she quickly left the table and made her way to the bar to get the four cokes.

Spike smiled again, this time nervously as he stood beside the table, shifting his weight from one side to the other. He could feel their eyes on him, practically burning holes in him. It was unnerving. Willow’s expression was one of excitement; Xander’s was a frown of distrust.

“So,” Xander said, nodding his head and looking around. 

“So,” Spike repeated.

“I can’t believe you guys are on a date!” Willow exclaimed with an excited bounce in her seat.

Both guys rolled their eyes, laughing together.

The group slowly struck up a conversation, Spike’s gaze ticking nervously to the bar every now and then in search of Buffy. Willow smiled when she caught the look of longing in Spike’s eye as he glanced at Buffy.
 
He’ll make her happy… she thought.




~*~*~




“Thanks,” Buffy said as she handed over her cash, waiting for the drinks to get poured.

“Hey, how are you?” a male voice spoke to her left.

Buffy turned to see a casually dressed guy standing beside her, a smile on his face as he drank in her appearance appreciatively.

“Parker Abrams,” he introduced, offering a hand. “And you are?”

“On a date,” Buffy replied quickly, smiling at the bartender when he deposited her drinks in front of her. Scooping them up she turned to walk back to the table, leaving the bewildered guy staring after her. 




~*~*~




Spike’s smile had disappeared. Not due to the company, the conversation had been genuine, something he rarely experienced with the group he hung out with at school. No, it was when he looked toward the bar that a glare fixed to his face. 

Willow and Xander both looked over their shoulders, seeing the reason for his frown. A brunette guy had approached Buffy, and was trying in vain to start up a conversation. Buffy paid him no attention, and turned away, seemingly unaware of the way his eyes raked over her body.

Xander looked back towards Spike and noticed that he was clenching his jaw in anger. Well, he sure is protective… that’s a good thing right?

Buffy made her way back to the table, placing the glasses of coke before her friends.

“There we go, cokes all around,” she said with a smile.

“Was he bothering you, luv?” Spike asked with a scowl in the direction of the bar.

Buffy shook her head. “Nope. All is good. He tried to start up a conversation but I told him I was here on a date.”

Spike’s face broke into a broad smile, his annoyance fading at hearing the ‘d’ word. He liked hearing Buffy say that. “Oh yeah?” he said with a smirk. “So tell me about this guy?”

Buffy grinned. “He’s kind and funny and good looking…” She made a show of lifting her arm up to examine her watch. “And he’s running late.”

Spike’s face blanked for a moment, before he saw the grin creeping across her face.

“Oh, you don’t know him, I met him at --”

Spikes arms shot out to wrap around her, pulling her tightly towards him. “It’s not nice to joke, luv,” he growled playfully, his grin widening as he played her words over in his mind. “You think I’m good looking?” He cocked an eyebrow.

Buffy felt her cheeks flush, but before she could respond Xander interrupted.

“Give me a break!”

Buffy and Spike both looked up to see Willow swatting Xander on the arm. 

“What?” he asked with faux innocence. 

Buffy smiled and pulled herself away from Spike’s embrace, standing up. She held her hand out for him. “Dance with me?”

Spike felt his breath catch in his throat and he smiled as he stood, taking her hand in acceptance of her offer. Buffy felt his hold on her tighten as she led him through the crowd, and passed a large group of guys. She smiled. It seemed Spike would forever be the knight in shining armor. Finding some space on the dance floor, she turned to face him, just as the music shifted to a slower song. 

Buffy stood awkwardly before him for a moment, having not expected the tempo switch. Spike saw the hesitation in her eyes, and quickly took a step forward, closing the gap between them as he took her in his arms. As his arms wrapped around her lower back he felt Buffy’s snake around his neck. He sighed into her hair when she rested her head against his chest. 

This felt right. Having her in his arms. And this time it was because they both wanted to be there. He held her a tighter, a little afraid that she might disappear on him. 




~*~*~




Willow and Xander watched from their table as Buffy and Spike danced. Willow looked on with an excited, yet soft smile, Xander with a little hesitation. Whilst he could not deny that Buffy seemed incredibly happy, he was still wary. Buffy had become close friends with Willow and himself since her arrival in town a little over a month ago, and he didn’t want to see her hurt. The protectiveness he felt for her was something originally born from adoration, which had quickly turned to admiration. Xander knew that he and Buffy would never be, and it no longer bothered him. Her friendship was enough.

But god help any guy who broke her heart.




~*~*~




One song came to an end, another slow song following it, and Buffy sighed as she let herself mold into Spike’s protective embrace.

Hearing her sighs Spike loosened his hold on her slightly, and lifted a hand to tilt her head towards him. Her green eyes met his blue ones and he was relieved to see the happiness there. “Everything all right, luv?” he asked.

Buffy just nodded, smiling brightly at him. “Everything is great.”

Spike returned the smile, dipping his face towards hers, brushing his lips gently over hers. 

A shiver rolled up Buffy’s spine when his lips captured hers. 

It was not their first kiss, in fact there had been numerous before it. But this was the first kiss they shared that was all about them. No boyfriends or girlfriends in the way. And he loved it. He loved it even more when he felt her hands pull at his neck, deepening the kiss.

The song ended too soon and the pair reluctantly pulled away from each other. Buffy opened her eyes to find Spike looking down at her in awe.

“What?” she asked a little self consciously, biting on her bottom lip.

“You,” he breathed. “You’re here with me, and you kissed me.”

A smile broke out across his face and Buffy giggled. She didn’t want the night to end, but she knew it would soon.




~*~*~




Willow’s excitement over the new couple grew with each passing minute, and her gushing only subsided when Xander pointed out that the bassist from the Dingoes, Oz, was checking her out. Her cheeks flamed and she dropped her gaze to the table. 

Now it was Xander’s turn to grin.




~*~*~




“Well, guys, it’s time for me to leave,” Buffy fare welled as she walked up to the table where her friends were still seated, despite the fact she and Spike had been on the dance floor for well over an hour. Spike followed behind her, nudging her and looking at Willow. Buffy noticed the pink blush that had spread across Willow’s cheeks, and she looked over to Xander with a question in her eyes. He inclined his head towards the stage with a grin. 

Glancing over her shoulder, her own smirk appeared. “Oh, look, Willow. He’s looking this way,” she announced. “Oz, right? Maybe we should call him over here and --”

“NO!” Willow yelped, mortified that Buffy was joining Xander in the teasing. “No,” she said a little more calmly. “I’ll go talk to him after they finish their set.

“Promise?” Buffy asked with an unconvinced stare.

“Cross my heart.” Willow drew a cross over her chest with her hand.

“Hold her to it, Xander,” Buffy ordered with a grin.

“Oh, I intend to,” the brunette replied with a matching smirk.

Willow looked helplessly towards Spike who shrugged his shoulders. “There’s no way out of this one I can see, pet. You shouldn’t have promised.” 

Willow’s shoulders slumped in defeat. “Go home already,” she said sulkily.

Buffy drew her friend in for a quick hug, kissed Xander on the cheek and then turned to Spike. “We ready?” she asked.

He nodded. “Ready when you are, luv.”

Buffy waved to her friends and Spike repeated the action, taking Buffy’s hand in his as they walked towards the exit.

As soon as they were out of sight, Willow’s gushing began. “Aww, they’re sooo sweet! Did you see how he took her hand as they --” 

“Oz is looking this way again,” Xander interrupted.

Willow’s cheeks coloured and she looked to the table again. “Beast.” 




~*~*~




Spike walked towards the car, shooting glances at Buffy who stood by his side. He was in awe of her, of how she looked tonight, of the fact she was even here, with him. Especially after the way he’d mistreated her. Every time she smiled at him he shook his head in disbelief. He didn’t understand why she was with him, when she could obviously have any guy she wanted. Not that he was going to complain about it.

Opening the door for her to slide into the passenger seat, he quickly moved to the driver’s side, throwing her a grin before starting up the car. 

She’s here with me… 




~*~*~




Buffy fidgeted nervously as the car came to a halt in front of her house. The night had been fantastic. They had danced, talked, hung out with her friends—albeit briefly—and shared a few fleeting kisses.

But now…

Now they were alone.

Joyce had left the porch light on, and Buffy could see a light shining from the dining room where her Mom was probably working on something for the gallery’s inventory. But she didn’t know they were home, yet.

Spike flicked a nervous glance in Buffy’s direction before exiting his vehicle and moving to her side of the car to help her out. Buffy accepted his hand, smiling softly. Her breath hitched in her throat when he placed his other hand on the small of her back as he led her to the house, effectively drawing their bodies closer to each other.

Buffy halted at the door, turning around the face her date.

Spike’s expression was one of contentment, and she smiled at the fact that it was because of her.

“I had a great time tonight,” she offered shyly.

Spike had to clear his throat before responding with a similar sentiment. Even though he knew the night had to eventually come to an end, he hadn’t expected it to come along so quickly. “Me too.”

Movement inside the house alerted Spike to the fact they wouldn’t be alone for too much longer. “Can I see you again?” he asked tentatively. He was pretty certain that she wouldn’t turn him down, but a little bit of uncertainty plagued his mind. She’s too good for me.

“I’d love that,” Buffy replied with another shy smile, looking up at him from beneath her lashes.

A broad smile broke across his face when she replied, and he let out the breath he had been subconsciously holding. She said yes!

When her eyes finally lifted up to him again, he dipped his head to capture her lips in a soft kiss. Buffy leant toward Spike, placing her hands on his chest as she returned the kiss. When his tongue ran the length of her bottom lip as if seeking permission, Buffy parted her lips. Slowly their tongues tangled and their lips brushed against each other’s before noise inside the house interrupted them.
 
Regretfully, Spike broke the kiss, lifting one of Buffy’s hands to press a soft kiss on it as he stepped away.

“I’ll call you tomorrow,” he promised.

“Okay,” Buffy replied quietly, her lips still tingling from the heady kiss. She leaned up to give him a quick peck on the lips before he turned, walked off the porch and back to his car. She waved as his car backed out of the driveway, only moving inside when the tail-lights faded into the dark.




A/N: Hope you liked! Sorry about the delay guys, was focusing on my fic entry for the current round of  Seasonal Spuffy - the first chapter of which has been posted up here! It’s called “A Mother Knows Best” and the first chapter you can find HERE.
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Buffy woke up the next morning with a fixed smile. Absolutely nothing was going to be able to destroy her good mood. The covers were thrown back as she slid to the floor and padded toward the bathroom. First a shower, then get dressed, followed by a quick breakfast. Then it was off to school.  

She had a boy to see.




~*~*~




The moment her Mom’s SUV pulled into the parking lot at school, Buffy’s door was open and the eager teen was practically diving from it. A rushed “goodbye, mom,” was thrown over her shoulder as she jogged up the stairs at the front of the school and made her way inside. It was quieter than she had come to expect of a morning, but then, she was there a good thirty minutes earlier than she normally arrived. 

It was Willow’s fault. 

Buffy made her way to her locker and swiftly stowed her books, keeping only those she’d require for first period. She was almost to the quad when she finally spotted her friend, seated on the bench where they’d agreed to meet.

The redhead lifted her gaze from her textbook; a bright and wide grin stretched across her face as she waved Buffy over with palpable excitement. “You promised details and I want to know everything.” 

Willow patted the seat beside her and scooched over to make room for Buffy, which sent the blonde into giggles. Her enthusiasm was contagious. 

“Well, you know about our date on Friday night, he drove me home and—”

“Were there smooches?! I bet there were smooches,” Willow babbled animatedly. 

“Willow, are you going to let me tell you, or should I let you guess?” Buffy asked with a raised brow.

“Oh, I’ll be quiet, just talk faster.” Lifting her hand to her mouth, Willow made a zipping motion over her lips.

“Yes, there were smooches.”

Willow squealed delightedly before she repeated the zipping action. 

“The next morning…”




~*~*~




…Buffy walked downstairs and into the kitchen. She was still on a high from her date with Spike at the Bronze the night before. In fact the smile had yet to move from her face. Happy, cheerful, positive; these words and more described Buffy’s mood. 

Breakfast was shared with her mother, another reason for her to smile. Over the last few weeks, the opportunities to spend quality time with her mom had been minimal. It was nice to spend time with her, even if it was for just an hour. When Joyce left for work Buffy returned upstairs to shower and dress. 

Today was going to be a quiet one, she’d made no plans to see her friends and her mom was going to be gone until dinnertime. Homework was waiting to be completed but she decided to save that for the evening. Maybe I could go for a walk, or go shopping, or…

The doorbell rang.

A confused frown made its way across Buffy’s face as she bounded down the steps two at a time. “Coming,” she called as she reached the door, twisting the knob and turning it quickly to open and reveal—

“Spike?” Buffy blinked in surprise.




~*~*~




“Oh, my god!” Willow gasped with enthusiasm. “He came and saw you the next day as well?”

Buffy nodded. “As I was saying, I hadn’t expected him to come over, so to see him on the doorstep was surprising, to say the least. If I’d known he was going to come over I would have dressed in something nicer than—”




~*~*~




“Hey, Buffy,” Spike smiled warmly. “Are you busy?”

Buffy shook her head and half stepped behind the door. She was wearing an old tracksuit, one of the ones she would throw on over her bathers after a training session. Not exactly her hottest outfit. “Wh-what are you doing here?”

“I wanted to come see my girl,” he answered honestly. He’d wanted to surprise her and judging by the bewildered expression on her face, he had. “Can I come in?”

“S-sure,” Buffy stuttered as she pulled the door wider. “I was just in the middle of some laundry. Let me get changed and I’ll be back in a minute?” Not waiting for an answer she disappeared up the stairs.




~*~*~




“You ran?”

Buffy nodded. “Will, it was my oldest tracksuit.” She scrunched her nose up in disgust. 

“I bet he didn’t even notice,” Willow replied matter-oh-factly, a smug grin making its way across her face.

A rose blush rose on Buffy’s cheeks. “He didn’t.”




~*~*~




When Buffy came downstairs a few minutes later, dressed in a pair of fitted jeans and black v-neck t-shirt she felt a lot more comfortable. But Spike was no longer in the foyer. “Spike?” she called out hesitantly.

“In ‘ere,” his voice called from the living room.

The partition doors had been pulled almost all the way closed, and the room was darkened. When Buffy walked through she saw that Spike had closed the curtains. On the coffee table lay an assortment of sugary lollies and candy, a couple cans of soda and bag of corn chips. 

Spike himself was crouched in front of the TV unit to insert a DVD into the player.

“What is all this?” Buffy asked, pulling the doors closed behind her.

“I thought it might be nice to spend some time together, just the two of us.” Spike rose to his feet and walked over to Buffy. Taking her hand, he led her toward the sofa and they sat down. “Last night was fun, but I thought it would be nice if our second date was just the two of use. So stayin’ in and watchin’ movies it is.” He was pretty pleased with his logic.

“Date?” Buffy repeated. 




~*~*~




“Aww!” Willow gushed.

“I know.” Buffy ducked her head, blushing.

“So what did he say?”

“Shh, and I’ll tell you.”




~*~*~




For the first time Spike’s smile faltered. He thought he’d covered everything. Spike knew Buffy liked watching movies, so bringing over DVD’s seemed like the perfect plan. This way there was no chance of bumping into people they knew so they wouldn’t be interrupted. Nothing would make Spike prouder than to let everyone in town known that Buffy was his girl. But he wanted to spend some time alone with her as well. Money was shelled out on snacks so they wouldn’t even have to get up to go to the kitchen. They could spend the next couple of hours in relative darkness, snuggled on the sofa. And he liked that idea.

It hadn’t even occurred to him that Buffy might not be so keen.

“Well… ah, yes. Date,” he answered sheepishly. “But only if you want it be. I could go, or…” he trailed off as he fidgeted beside her, before finally making move to stand. “I’m sorry, it’s just last night was great and—”

Buffy’s hand on Spike’s thigh stilled his movement and stopped his words. “Last night was great. And this is very sweet of you.” She smiled warmly, linking her fingers with his as she relaxed back against the cushions. “What movies did you bring?”




~*~*~




“Aww!” Willow squealed, repeating herself. “So you guys spent the day watching movies together?”

Buffy nodded. “We completely lost track of time.”

A mischievous grin spread across Willow’s face. “Huh. What movies did you watch and what was your favourite part of each? With details.”

The blush that rose on Buffy’s cheeks was all the response Willow needed. “I so knew it! You guys spent the whole time making out, didn’t you?”

“Not the… whole time,” Buffy mumbled.

“Go on. Lost track of time, then what?” Willow prodded.




~*~*~




The movie they had been ‘watching’ was well over, the title screen for the DVD going through the motions on the television, neither paying any attention whatsoever to the repeating sequence. Mouths fused together Buffy and Spike began a gentle exploration of the other’s skin. As their kisses became more heated, more adventurous did their wandering digits become. Somewhere around the exposition scene toward the end of the film the pair had shifted from their side-by-side seating. Currently they were lying on the sofa, Spike’s knees between Buffy’s legs, his weight gently pressing her into the plush cushions.

Buffy’s fingers twined in Spike’s hair, his caressed her face. When of their own volition his hands wandered down her neck, ghosted across her breasts, before settling on her exposed stomach, she made no attempt to hinder him. Shivers of delight mixed the stomach churning nervousness that came with first investigation of another’s flesh washed over Buffy. This felt right. 

Nervous excitement filled Buffy as she began her own discovery. One hand held him to her, her fingers dancing across his back, while the other traced a slow path down his chest. With a flattened palm she mapped his pectorals, feelings his nipples harden beneath her touch. She continued further south. Touch feather light she traced over Spike’s defined abdominal muscles. A feline smile curled her lips, momentarily breaking their kiss, when she felt how they rippled and convulsed as she mapped his flesh. His body’s reaction to her attentions filled her with womanly pride.  

The satisfied smirk left her face, her mouth dropping open in surprise when Spike’s warm hand pushed beneath her bra.

“Spike,” Buffy gasped, pressing her hands to his chest to stop him.

“We take this only as far as you want to,” Spike assured when he saw the flicker of panic in her eyes, his own expression gentle.  

Buffy nodded slowly. Biting her bottom lip to settle the fluttering in the pit of her stomach, Buffy lowered her hands to the hem of his t-shirt, hooking her fingers around the bottom of it. With a timid little pull upward she hinted her desire for more freedom with his flesh.

Sensing her hesitancy Spike completed the task, lifting himself to his knees and removing the t-shirt with one fluid movement, throwing it carelessly over his shoulder. 
  
It wasn’t like she’d never seen Spike shirtless before. In fact she’d seen him in next to nothing dozens of times thanks to swim training. But up close and personal like this, in a more intimate setting, it was liked seeing him for the first time. 

Spike ducked his head at Buffy’s open appreciation. His reaction was surprising to himself. He wasn’t the sort of person who became shy around others when in a state of undress, partly because of swimming, mostly because of his general confidence with women. Normally he exuded confidence, or arrogance depending on who you spoke to. Something about how Buffy was looking at him caused the cockiness to retreat and shyness to appear. It’s because it’s Buffy, not just some girl.

Buffy’s gaze finally returned to Spike’s face. There was something in his eyes, something that was holding him back. Like he was waiting for her permission, or something. Funny how quickly roles can be reversed… she thought.

With a boldness that came from nowhere Buffy grabbed Spike’s hand and yanked him back on top of her.




~*~*~




Of course, Buffy was glossing over the details, only sharing the bare minimum of information, but it was obviously enough. Kissing, couch, wandering hands, buttons. Willow’s eyes were the size of saucers.

“Did he…did you…was there…buttons?” Willow was exerting incredible control to keep her jaw from dropping to the ground. She cleared her throat before attempting to make her question more…comprehensible. “Clothes were removed?”

At Buffy’s hurried nod Willow’s eyes grew to even larger, and seemingly impossible, proportions. 

Buffy giggled. “Spike’s t-shirt.”

“Wow,” Willow breathed. “Gosh…just, wow!”

A dreamy sigh escaped Buffy’s lips as she nodded in agreement. Shirtless Spike was very wow.

“Did he…did he, you know?” Willow’s cheeks blushed as red as her hair. “Don’t make me ask.”

“No. Nothing else came off,” Buffy responded with an answering blush. “We were kinda interrupted.”

A squeak of horror left the redhead’s mouth. “Interrupted?”




~*~*~




Spike’s wandering fingers had found their way to top of Buffy’s jeans, and there they paused, toying with the button before releasing it with a pop. Thumb and index finger slowly dragged the zipper down, the noise loud and exaggerated in the quiet.

Emboldened by the feel of his fingers dancing low across her abdomen, Buffy mirrored Spike’s actions. She traced one finger down the length of his erection that strained against his jeans, before she reached for the zipper.

At that precise moment a car abruptly pulled into the driveway.

The startled pair practically dove apart when they realised their privacy was about to be interrupted. Spike immediately began searching for his missing t-shirt, while Buffy smoothed her hands over her hair in an attempt to tame the mess it had become.

A key turned in the lock.

Frantically, Buffy removed a hair band from her wrist and tied her hair up off her face.

The front door opened as Buffy and Spike gave each other’s appearances a once over. Spike re-buttoned Buffy’s jeans whilst she ran her fingers through his hair to tame the curls that had sprung forth.

“Hi, honey, I’m home.”




A/N: Hope it was worth the wait!
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“Oh, my, goodness! That is so embarrassing!” Willow squealed.

“What’s embarrassing?” a masculine voice interjected. 

Both girls immediately flicked their gazes toward the intruder, paired exhalations of relief leaving their mouths when they recognised Xander.

“Nothing,” Buffy replied with a rueful smile, twin pink dots rising on her cheeks. 

“Y-yeah,” Willow stuttered. “Girl stuff.”

Xander sat down beside his two friends, an exaggerated pout on his lips. “You girls have so many secrets, I never get told anything anymore.”

“Oh, Xander,” Buffy cooed as she wrapped an arm around her friend’s shoulder. “You know we love you, right?” she added with a pointed tilt of her head as she looked at Willow.

“Yeah, we do, lots,” the redhead added, before she wrapped her own arms around him.

“Well, that’s alright then,” Xander replied with a nod, a goofy grin spreading across his face as he soaked up the attention. 

The bell for homeroom rang and the trio of friends begrudgingly stood to make their way to class. Xander groaned about the pending pop quiz he would be taking this afternoon, earning encouraging words from Willow. With a wave he bid the girls adieu and headed for class.

Buffy walked in silence, a fact not missed by Willow.

“Buffy, are you alright?”

Blinking out of the daze she’d been wandering in Buffy nodded. “I’m fine. Just thinking is all.”

“About Spike?” Willow probed. The answering blush on Buffy’s cheeks was all the response Willow needed.

“I really like him, Will,” Buffy confessed. Memories of her time spent with Spike over the weekend brought a soft smile to her lips.

“I know,” Willow replied, a smile of the mischievous variety lighting her face. “Can’t say I blame you. I mean, have you seen him without his shirt on? Boy, those swimmers sure are pretty to look at.”

Buffy giggled before vehemently nodding in agreement. “Oh yeah, I’ve seen.”

The girls laughed all the way to class.




~*~*~




Gravel scattered in every direction as Spike’s car squealed to a standstill in the parking lot. First period had already begun and he was seriously late. All he could hope for was that Snyder was otherwise indisposed. If the snivelling little dictator were wandering the halls when Spike walked in, it wouldn’t be good. With countless detentions, several overdue papers, and a suspension for fighting, the last thing he needed was another black mark on his permanent school record, for tardiness no less.

With bated breath he darted toward the school, bounding the steps three at a time before throwing his full weight at the door and rushing down the hall toward study hall, the slap of his boots against the linoleum floor the only noise he encountered. A door behind him opened with a squeak of its hinges and Spike silently cursed himself as he ducked into the library, hoping the little weasel hadn’t caught him. Bag dropped unceremoniously beside the table near the stacks, he reached for the nearest textbook and opened it, just as the library doors swung open. To the casual observer Spike would appear immersed in study.

The click of expensive heels identified the entrant as a non-Snyder like, female person. 

“Hard at study I see, isn’t this a surprise.” 

A head to toe glance identified the intruder, but her identity was exposed entirely in the sarcastic tone of her voice. Expensive shoes, hands on cocked hips, designer outfit, heady perfume, all added up to one Miss Cordelia Chase.

“To what do I owe this…” Spike scrunched up his nose in displeasure. “Delight, of your company?” His tone was as barbed and sardonic as hers.

“Now, now, Spike. No need to get catty,” Cordelia chastised. She perched herself upon the desk, making a show of crossing her legs. On any other male the action would have elicited a long, deep examination of the length of her supple legs. But not Spike. No, he was infatuated with the little blonde thing on the swim team. That’s why she did it, to irritate him.

It worked.

“Do you mind? Can’t you see I’m busy?”

“I can see,” she replied with faux sincerity. “Reading last year’s Biology textbook.”

Spike slammed the book closed and made a move to lift in his seat but Cordelia stopped him with a heel on his chest.

“I’ve got a proposition for you.”

“Flashin’ skin my way now, Cordelia?” A brow lifted skyward, his eyes remained fixed upon the unkind twist of her smirk. “Why don’t you go peddle your wares to the football team, I’m not interested.” 

With the over-dramatised gesture of a hand pressed to her breast Cordelia feigned hurt feelings. “You cut me, Spike.” With a roll of her eyes she slid off the edge of the desk and stood before him, arms folded over her chest. “You’ll want to hear me out.”

“I think not,” Spike snorted in response, lifting himself from his seat and making his way toward the library doors.

“Guess, who’s, ba-ack,” she sing-songed in response.

Spike halted, his back facing Cordelia for several long moments before he slowly spun.

“What are --”

“Angel,” she interrupted.

Spike was never one for gaping like a fish, but at that moment it took considerable restraint to keep his jaw still. Teeth clenched he balled his hands by his side.

“Oh, Spike,” Cordelia sighed, continuing with the over-dramatisation. “I thought you’d be happy to hear of your friend’s return to Sunnydale. And with Angel back, you know what that will mean for your budding relationship with Buf--”

“What do you want?” Spike growled. There had to be some ulterior motive, some reason why Cordelia Chase was giving him the heads up. Not that Angel being back was an entirely terrible thing; the two of them had been great friends for several years. No, it was what the self appointed Queen of the high school was alluding that had him barely containing his rage. There was nothing more he would like at this moment than to wipe the smug grin from her face.

“We have a common goal, Spike. We both want the same thing.” The teasing, the sarcasm, it was all gone from her voice. Cordelia was dead serious.

“And what is that?” Spike spat out.

“Buffy, not with Angel,” she answered simply.

“Buffy’s not with --” Spike began, but once more Cordelia interrupted him.

“Not now she isn’t, but what happens when she bumps into him at the Bronze? Or at the Espresso Pump?” she conspired. “Or in these very halls?” 

“Buffy wouldn’t, she --”

“Is with you?” Cordelia laughed. “That didn’t stop Drusilla, now did it? What makes you so sure Buffy won’t do exactly the same thing? You two have been together for what, a week? Do you think that’s long enough for her to forget about her past interest in Angel?”

Straight for the jugular… Bluntness was something Spike had once admired in Cordelia. Being on the receiving end made him see just how truly vindictive the girl could be. As much as Spike wanted to dismiss her accusations, predictions, whatever, he found that he couldn’t. He cared deeply about Buffy, and Cordelia had very cleverly planted the seed of doubt in his mind. Spike was afraid of what would transpire between them when tall, dark and broody returned.  

“What’s your point?” It was meant to be a snarl, meant to express the anger he felt toward Cordelia. To his ears his voice sounded defeated. Judging by the confident glint that had appeared in Cordelia’s eyes, his ears had not deceived him.

“Angel will be arriving tomorrow morning but he won’t be returning to school until next Monday,” Cordelia began to explain.

“How do you know all this?” 

A manicured brow lifted in much the same manner as his had just minutes ago. “Do I need to remind you of who my father is? I told Daddy how upset I was that Angel and his father were being forced to move across to country. Strings were pulled and voila! They’re back.”

“How… considerate, of him.”

“I always get what I want,” Cordelia stated. 

Part of Spike wanted to grin smugly at the brunette. Cordelia proclaimed to being able to get whatever she wanted, yet in the case of Angel, Buffy had stood in the way without even trying. However these feelings were quickly suppressed at the thought of losing Buffy, when he’d only just got her. Spike knew he couldn’t take that. With a regretful sigh he nodded.

“What do I have to do?”

“Just keep her busy.” Inside Cordelia was dancing. When her father had first informed her that Angel was returning to Sunnydale she was elated. Elation soon faded and gave way to apprehension. With no desire to lose the object of her affections to the little blonde swimmer a second time round Cordelia knew she had to take action.

Angel was honourable. If he saw Spike and Buffy together, happy, he would do nothing to step between them. However Spike’s new romance was only in its early stages and Cordelia was all too aware of just how long it had taken Buffy to stop moping over Angel’s departure. If he reappeared now, before a concrete foundation for the new relationship had set, it could mean disaster. Keeping Angel occupied over the weekend before he returned to school was going to be easy. So long as Spike held up his end it would be smooth sailing from here on out.

“Keep her busy? That’s it?”

Cordelia rolled her eyes. “You’re at the beginning of a new relationship. Butterflies in the stomach, goofy grins and happy sighs are about what Buffy would be feeling at this time. Romance her. What you need is for those butterflies to become elephants, elephants that will blindly crush any outside influences.” 

“Such as Angel.” Spike rolled his eyes. “And I suppose you’ll be around to pick up the pieces.”

“Of course,” Cordelia replied smugly. “Not that I expect him to be too broken up about it. After all, it was only one kiss.”

Part of Spike agreed with her sentiments but he kept his mouth shut.

“You’ve got five days to make her fall for you Spike, or risk losing her and ruining my happiness.”

The bell sounded for the end of first period. 

“Shoot, I’ve got to get to class.” A smug grin spread across her face. “Daddy said he’d buy me a new Mercedes if I had perfect attendance this semester.” With a flick of her hair Cordelia swept past Spike and pushed through the library doors.

After a moment’s hesitation, he followed.




~*~*~




Buffy exited class with relief, glad it was over. One down, five more to go… 

“Hey, what are you doing after school this afternoon?” Willow questioned as she fell in step beside Buffy. “Got any plans with Spike?”

Buffy shrugged her shoulders. “Not sure, haven’t seen him this morning.” Of their own volition her eyes began to roam the halls in search of her missing boyfriend. “I wonder why he --” 

The sentence died on her lips when she spotted him leaving the library.

“Oh, there he --” Willow began before she too noticed he wasn’t alone.

Spike had walked out of the library with Cordelia. It looked like they were going their separate ways, but then Cordelia turned around and whispered something in Spike’s ear. The bleached swimmer nodded once before he turned to walk down the hall and stopped when his eyes fell on Buffy and Willow.

Buffy’s first reaction was to turn and walk away. Sensing her friend’s confusion Willow linked arms with Buffy to keep her from moving. “I’m sure it’s nothing,” she whispered her reassurance.

With less confidence than she felt, Buffy nodded.

“Hey,” Spike greeted Buffy warmly, leaning forward to press a soft kiss on her cheek. Not ignoring the fact they had company, he turned to nod his greeting to Willow. “‘lo Red.”

“Spike.”

Noticing the halls were beginning to clear Willow unlooped her arm from Buffy’s and waved at the pair. “See you at lunch.”

“Hey,” Spike repeated.

“Hey,” Buffy replied.

Silence.

Spike wasn’t blind, he could see that something was bothering Buffy. “Everythin’ alright, luv?”

“Ah huh,” she nodded. 

Silence.

“So I was thinking we --”

“Cordelia looks nice today,” Buffy blurted out.

Spike frowned for a moment before realisation dawned. Buffy was jealous. The question was on the tip of his tongue, ready to be spoken out loud but he held it in. The last time he’d called her on being jealous the outcome hadn’t been too pretty. He wisely kept his mouth shut but couldn’t help feel a little pleased with the knowledge. It settled some of his insecurities the brunette bitch had dredged up earlier. Maybe everythin’ will be alright… he thought. But he didn’t want to take any chances.

“Really? Didn’t notice,” Spike shrugged. “Too busy appreciatin’ my girl.”

A blush rose on Buffy’s cheeks and her brow unfurrowed. With a deep exhale she blew out her jealousy. It was nothing and she shouldn’t be worried. 

Standing on her tiptoes, Buffy pressed a gentle kiss to Spike’s lips, breaking away a moment later. “See you after class?”

“Definitely.” 




A/N: Hope it was worth the wait!
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~ Monday lunchtime ~

Class was blissfully ended by the sound of the bell and Buffy had never been more relieved. In her mind History was an unpleasant subject on the best of days; on the worst it was the uber of all suck-fests. Two words explained why. Pop quiz.

“Ugh,” Buffy grimaced, as she tried to shake off the unpleasant feeling the test left behind. It had been… bad, and she’d be thrilled if she scraped a passing grade. Hopes would not be held high.

“Stupid History. It’s not like I’m ever going to need to know how the government was formed, or why the constitution was written,” she muttered. “Democracy, shamocracy.”

An exaggerated gasp drew Buffy’s attention away from her forceful shoving of books into her locker.

“Miss Summers, I’m shocked and disappointed by your low opinion of our Country’s administration.”

Buffy scowled. “Xander, please don’t add to the non-fun of my day.”

“Sorry, Buff.” Xander grinned as he threw an arm around her shoulder. “What’s with the scowly?”

“Pop quiz,” she grumbled.

He smiled sympathetically. 

“Plus I’ve got to write a fifteen hundred word paper on…” she trailed off as she pulled a piece of paper from her notebook. “A key European political figure of the nineteenth century.”

“Ouch!” 

“Tell me about it.” Crumpling the piece of paper in her hands she threw it into her locker and slammed the door. “I barely know anything about the current government here, let alone people who governed on the other side of the world a hundred years ago!” She leaned against the wall, folding her arms across her chest in protest. 

“It’ll be okay,” he consoled. “I’m sure the Will-meister will be your study buddy.”

Before Buffy could respond, the schools’ resident brain appeared. “Did someone say my name?” 

“Willow, just the book-geek we were looking for!” Xander greeted cheerily.

“Hey!” Willow protested indignantly.

“I say it with love,” Xander clarified apologetically.

“Well, okay then. So long as it’s said with love.” Willow grinned impishly. Truthfully, she didn’t mind being pigeonholed as a geek. In fact, she found pride in the label.

“Guys!” Buffy complained. “I’m the one with the sucky assignment, attention my way please!”

Suitably chastised, Xander offered a rueful smile. Willow, on the other hand, had a grin on her face that stretched ear-to-ear having just spotted Spike approaching the trio, his expression indicating he’d overheard the last part of the conversation. 

Buffy frowned and opened her mouth to comment on Willow’s beam, only to have the words mute before they were spoken when cool lips caressed the side of her neck and strong arms banded around her waist from behind.

“Attention enough for you, luv?” 

The squeak of surprise in response elicited a chuckle of mirth from Spike. When she relaxed in his hold after the initial shock of his presence, Spike couldn’t suppress the smile that tugged at his lips. As much as he’d love her to remain in his arms, it wasn’t the most practical of positions while they walked to the cafeteria. Moving to her side he settled for a possessive hand on her hip, pressing a quick kiss to her forehead as the group began the trek to lunch. 

“Buffy was just telling us about her assignment for History,” Willow filled in.

“Oh?” Spike’s gaze dropped to Buffy’s pout and it took considerable restraint to not kiss it from her face. “What’s the focus?”

“European political figures of the nineteenth century,” Buffy groused. 

“My uncle used to be a curator at the British Museum in London, is quite the scholar on all things History. I could ask him for some information, if you want?” Spike offered.

“Really?” Buffy squealed. Before he could respond Buffy threw her arms around Spike’s neck and peppered kisses on cheek and lips. “You’re the sweetest!”

Spike was bowled over and at the same time encouraged by Buffy’s exuberant reaction. Emboldened by her affection, the doubts Cordelia had raised earlier began to lose their weight. Maybe Cordelia was wrong…

“You’re the sweetest!” Xander mimicked in a high-pitched voice, clasping his hands together in front of him coquettishly.

The action earned him a slap on the arm from Willow and a glare from both blondes. 

Buffy lifted herself on tiptoes, pressing her body closer to Spike’s so she could whisper her gratitude. “Thank you.” 

The brush of her breasts against Spike was enough to render him momentarily speechless. With a nod, they continued to lunch. Everythin’ is goin’ to be alright…


~ Tuesday morning ~

Buffy arrived at school a little later than usual having overslept her alarm, thanks in part to a late night phone call to Spike. She quickly pushed through the throng of students in the hall as she made her way to her locker. It wasn’t until her fingers reached for the lock that she saw it.

A perfect red rose.

It was threaded through the loop of the padlock, and rested against the steel door. 

“Aww!” 

Her gaze flicked up and down the hall in search of the culprit, but there was no bleached head in sight. 

With a contented sigh she gently removed the flower, brought it to her nose and inhaled deeply. It smelled just as good as it looked. Distracted by the gift she almost missed the bell for first class. The required books were quickly removed as she tossed up the idea of placing the rose inside. But it was too pretty to shut away. Locker shut, Buffy made her way to class with the surprise gift still in her hand.


~ Wednesday after school ~

“What about training?” Buffy questioned. “Coach Jones will have a fit if we don’t turn up.”

“We’ll be there, just a little late is all,” Spike promised. Linking Buffy’s hand with his, Spike led her toward the roof access of the gym.

“Where are we going?”

“You’ll see.” With a reassuring smile and a squeeze of her hand they ascended the stairs. “Close your eyes.”

“Spike…” Buffy said nervously.

Stopping before her, Spike held her face in his hands. “Do you trust me?” Her nod was immediate, the certainty of the action encouraging him. “Then close them.”

Buffy nodded a second time as she took a deep breath before complying. When her eyes were closed Spike reached for the door handle, pushed it down and swung it open. Taking her hand in his again he led her onto the roof. Her footsteps were cautious but she didn’t resist his direction. Spike led her to the far corner and then stopped when they reached their destination. He released his hold and moved to her side.

“Okay, open your eyes.”

“Oh, wow!” Buffy gasped at the view before her. From the roof of the school gym they could see the lake behind Breaker’s Woods, a favourite local hangout in warm weather. The sight of the deep blue water against the rich green of the trees was remarkable. “It’s so pretty.”

“I used to come up here to smoke,” he informed her with a grin, a moment later his expression became more serious. “It’s just, I remembered how much you liked the view from the bluffs in LA, and… and I thought…” 

Bashful was not a word Buffy would have used when describing Spike, but right now it fit. His hands were fidgeting by his pockets and his gaze kept dropping to where he was scuffing his shoes on the ground.

“Thank you, it’s beautiful.”

Not as much as you… Spike silently thought. “I… ah, I also…”

“Also…” Buffy repeated when he stopped whatever he was going to say.

It’s too soon… you’ll scare her away… Spike’s mind was a whirl of thoughts and the doubt Cordelia had planted in his mind began to sprout again. Now she’s expectin’ you to say somethin’ and if you don’t you’ll look like a right git…

A light touch of Buffy’s hand on his was all the reassurance he needed to continue. “A present, got you a little…” He fished inside his pocket and retrieved a small box.

Buffy gasped. He got me a gift… we’re at gift giving all ready? “You… you got me something?”

Spike nodded, not trusting his voice to cooperate at that moment. She was looking at him with such wonder, awe, and it was a sight that he hoped to see many times in the future. He held his hand out toward her.

The little box sat in his the middle of his outstretched palm, staring at her, and Buffy could almost here a little voice saying open me. With trembling fingers she accepted the small package and examined it for a long moment.

When she paused Spike began to worry. Definitely too soon… “If you don’t want it, I can --”

“No!” Buffy interrupted abruptly. “I’m sure I’ll love it. Just a little surprised is all.”

Spike let out a small sigh of relief, his worry slightly abated. 

With a smile for show, Buffy found the side hinge with her fingers, held her breath and then opened the present. Inside was a delicate gold link bracelet, with a charm attached. On closer inspection she identified it as a cluster of three dolphins. She ran a finger over it gently.

“It’s gorgeous,” she breathed.

“I saw it and it reminded me of you.” At the hint of confusion in her eyes he explained. “When you swim, it’s like you and the water belong together.”

Buffy’s eyes misted. “Thank you, I love it. I’ll put it on right after training.” 

Spike breathed another sigh of relief, the nervousness that had been hammering away in his stomach disappearing when a brilliant smile lit up her face. The way she was looking at him now, it was another expression he hoped to see again. 

Carefully closing the box she wrapped her arms around Spike’s neck and drew his head toward hers for a passionate kiss. Spike’s arms reflexively wrapped around Buffy, pulling her flush against him as the kiss was deepened. It was not a kiss of duelling for dominance, but one of ardour, both of them pouring their growing affection for each other into every brush. Breaking away a moment later, Buffy hesitantly checked the time. They were going to be at least ten minutes late already and after the last thing she wanted was this perfect moment to be shattered by their grumbling coach. “We should probably head in for training.”

“Yeah,” Spike reluctantly agreed. He could have stayed there with Buffy wrapped in his arms all night. Linking his hand with hers, the pair walked toward the stairwell.


~ Thursday night ~

The buzzing in Buffy’s stomach couldn’t in anyway be described as butterflies. The way they were pounding at her insides, they were most certainly something larger, more destructive. Her anxiety was at fever pitch, and it was all because of her mom.

It was the night of the dreaded ‘meet the parents’ dinner. Or parent in her case. That thought brought her mild relief. The prospect of having to introduce Spike as her boyfriend to her father was a truly terrifying notion; that conversation would so not go well especially considering the confrontation in LA a few weeks ago.

Still, the lack of fatherly presence only caused her uneasiness to subside slightly. Buffy really liked Spike and she really wanted this relationship to work. She was in no way ashamed of her mother but a small part of her was terrified Joyce would bring out the embarrassing stories, lame jokes, or childhood photographs and scare Spike away. Not that Buffy thought it would be that simple to intimidate him, especially considering how attentive and sweet he’d been the since the night of their first date. In a word, it had been perfect. The more time they spent together the more childish notions, of a happily ever after, seemed possible. And the thought of losing what she had was the cause behind the larger than butterfly nerves.

Buffy wasn’t intentionally trying to be dramatic, but all she could think was that her future happiness was dependent on this night going smoothly. 

Beneath the table she crossed her fingers.

“So, Spike, tell me a little about yourself.”

Buffy waited for the deer in the headlights look from Spike, but it never came. In fact his expression was relaxed and his voice was calm, the complete opposite of how Buffy herself was feeling. Each question was answered deftly and politely; he graciously complimented the meal, and used his manners on more occasions than Buffy had for the last week. Spike’s a gentleman, who knew? Judging by the “he’s a good one, sweetheart, hang on to him” her mother had whispered her way when Spike had excused himself to clear the table, he had made a stellar impression tonight. Added to the numerous romantic gestures over the last few days and the suspicions she’d had all week were solidifying. 

Buffy was falling for Spike.




The title for this chapter fits, don’t you think? Hope you liked it.
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It was Friday night and the Bronze was pulsing with life. Music wasn’t just heard - it was felt, thanks to the bass created by the live band that thumped from the speakers. Darkened corners were the favoured territory of young lovers consumed by their passion for one another, safe havens from prying eyes. 

I wonder if… A thrill rolled up Buffy’s spine, setting aflame the tingles of apprehension that resided in her belly. 

“You all right, pet?” 

The sound of Spike’s husky voice whispered in her ear was cause enough to send another shiver through her body. Whether intentional or not, his voice was seductive, a purr that caused her knees to quake. That voice could talk her into anything. “I’m fine.”

Concern slipped from his face to be replaced by a brilliant smile, and Buffy melted a little more. It was strange, how quickly things could change. A few months ago she could barely stand to be in his presence, and now…she couldn’t get enough of him. The feelings he’d awoken in her were powerful, frightening. Feelings that grew deeper and stronger by the day. She trusted in him, trusted him. But at the same time she couldn’t help but be a little scared by the intensity of her emotions. It shouldn’t be possible to care for someone so much, after so little time. The fact they were reciprocated was the only thing that stopped her from taking flight. Her mother had loved her father far more than he did her, and look where that relationship ended.

Love…? Buffy blinked in fear. I wasn’t just… I didn’t really compare… love?

Spike didn’t miss the look of panic in Buffy’s eyes and a frown returned to his face. So far she’d been abnormally quiet and deep in thought. He was concerned. 

This last week, things had been perfect. Every moment he wasn’t with Buffy, he was thinking about her. At night, he dreamed of her. Each smile from her filled him with overwhelming happiness. Each kiss shared left him aching for more. Buffy wasn’t just a conquest, a notch on his bed—and honestly, there had been a few of those. She was more. Spike was slowly coming to realise was that she was everything. 

The seed of doubt Cordelia had planted no longer had strength; the last few days had shown that. It was in Buffy’s eyes, the way she looked at him. She cared about him and it filled Spike with such hope and happiness. He was no longer worried of how she might react to seeing Angel, that’s how confident he was in his assessment of her and their relationship. At the back of his mind was the tiny reminder of his manipulations, of how he’d monopolised her time. And he felt guilty about it. That he hadn’t put complete faith in her, in them. That he’d made an accord with Cordelia to distract Buffy long enough for the brunette bitch to dig her claws into Angel. That he’d allowed his doubts to cloud his judgement. There was no reason for uncertainty any longer. Buffy cared about him...and Spike was happy. 

“Dance with me?” 

Before she could reply Spike pulled her flush against his chest and circled his arms around her waist. Buffy’s hands automatically snaked up his chest to settle around his neck, a happy sigh escaping her lips as she melted into Spike’s embrace. This, them together, felt right. More right than anything she’d ever known before. And she was going to show Spike just how much he meant to her. 

Hands unhooked from around his neck and fell to his chest long enough to grasp a handful of material. With a forceful tug Buffy pulled Spike’s lips down to meet hers in a searing kiss. Tongues danced as lips brushed and teeth nibbled, tasting and devouring at the same time. The kiss was demanding and passionate, filled with promise and only broken when breathing became an issue.

“What was that for?” Spike murmured in awe.

Buffy shrugged in what she hoped was nonchalance. In reality, she was just as affected by the passion between them as Spike was, judging by the hardness she felt pressed against her stomach. A few weeks ago the obvious evidence of Spike’s arousal might have alarmed her. Now though, it just felt right. “Can’t a girl kiss her boyfriend when she feels like it?”

Spike smiled from ear to ear. “Anytime, anyplace. You feel the need, there won’t be any complaints from me.”

Buffy laughed. “Shut up and ki--”

The sentence was never completed. Buffy was cut off as Spike’s hands threaded through her hair, their lips meeting in another passionate kiss. Unlike any earlier make-out sessions, this one was pure and raw and unrestrained. Spike’s need for Buffy was desperate. What he felt for her was more real than anything he’d ever experienced before. His tongue delved into the warm cavity of her mouth, tasting her just as she’d tasted him. 

A cat-call sounded nearby, followed by a shout of, “Get a room.”

Buffy tore her lips from Spike’s, a hot blush rising on her cheeks. They hadn’t exactly been discrete, if they’d wanted privacy they should have headed for the darkened corners of the upstairs mezzanine. The embarrassment Buffy felt came not from their ardent actions, but from the stares and whistles. If the loudmouth had kept his comments to himself who knew what they might have --

So glad they were obnoxious… Buffy thought.

“Let’s get out of here,” Spike suggested, linking his fingers with Buffy’s.

With a nod of agreement, the pair made their way to the exit. 




~*~*~




“Well, here we are…” Spike trailed off. The porch light shone brightly on the car, intruding on any privacy they might have had. 

Buffy fumbled with her seat belt. The fact both the porch light and the dining room light were both on suggested that her mother was waiting up for her. She loved her mother and was glad she was spending more time at home lately, but -- 

Why did she have to choose tonight—of all nights—to wait up?

With a click her seatbelt was unlatched. She tucked a stray lock of hair behind her ear.

“I had a lot of fun tonight,” she informed earnestly, shyly glancing at Spike.

Spike nodded his agreement. “Me too.”

Silence stretched between them, evidence that neither party wanted the night to end. 

Buffy sighed. “Well, I should probably…” 

“Yeah, you prob’ly should…”

Blue and green locked together and any plans of ending the night flew out the window. Spike dove toward Buffy—who met him half way across the bench seat of his car—and once more their lips joined.




~*~*~




Fifteen minutes later Buffy was standing in front of her house, fingers occupied with her keys while Spike hovered awkwardly beside her, his hands shoved deep into his pockets. What was meant to be a good night peck on the lips turned into another make-out session, one that ended suddenly when one of them accidentally hit the car horn. Not wanting to wake the entire neighbourhood, Buffy had exited the vehicle. And being the gentleman he was Spike walked her to the front door. Which is where they were now. Standing next to each other. Awkwardly.

“So, I’ll see you tomorrow maybe?” Buffy asked.

“Definitely.”

Buffy smiled and leaned up on her tip-toes to plant a kiss on Spike’s cheek, who mistook the farewell as an opening to pick up where they left off in the car.

Again lips fused and arms wrapped the other in a tight, desperate embrace.

They parted breathless and discontent a few minutes later.   

Buffy had to go inside and Spike had to go home—didn’t mean they had to like it. Knowing the risks that would result from closing the distance between them, Buffy bid goodnight with a wave, opened the front door and stepped inside the house. 

Spike remained on the porch for a few minutes, tossing up the idea of knocking on the door so he could see her again. He was reluctant to leave, even though he knew he’d see her tomorrow. Standing on the porch all night was not an option. The last thing he needed was a nosy neighbour to mistake him for a peeping tom and call the cops. So home it was. 

With a sigh he turned and made his way to the car.




~*~*~




Doing laps in the pool at Sunnydale High was as effective a ‘cold shower’ as the real thing. 

After last night’s mammoth make-out sessions at the Bronze, in Spike’s car and, lastly, on her front porch, a swim was exactly what Buffy needed to cool off. A clear head was something she had lacked for a full week now. All it took was Willow mentioning Spike’s name to cause a dreamy smile to spread across Buffy’s face. Actually being in his presence, being a recipient of his affections, evoked a more pronounced response. She couldn’t think clearly around him, hence the early morning swim; one of the perks of being on the swim team was unlimited access to the school’s swimming pool. 

Buffy was well and truly smitten. 

The realisation was both terrifying and exciting. Terrifying because she had never felt this way about someone before, and exciting because she was one hundred percent certain the feelings were reciprocated. Words had not been spoken but actions told her the truth. 

She tried to push thoughts of Spike out of her head, tried to focus on her swimming, but it was impossible. That was the thing about swimming—plenty of time with your thoughts. With a sigh she tumbled at the wall and began the return trip to the other end of the pool. Willow would be at her house in about an hour and the two had planned to spend some girly time together shopping at the mall. If Buffy had any chance of de-chlorinating before then she needed to hit the showers now.

Her fingers touched the wall and Buffy lifted herself from the water. Towel wrapped around her waist she grabbed her bag and made her way to the change rooms.




~*~*~




“Earth to Buffy…” Willow waved her hand in front of the blonde’s face, trying to break through the dreamy eyed expression and reach her friend.

Buffy blinked. “Huh?”

“You were all happy sighs and far away looks again,” Willow chastised gently.

“Sorry, Will. I don’t know what has me so distracted.”

Willow lifted a bow.

“Okay, so maybe I know why…” A sheepish smile curled her lips. “I just can’t seem to stop thinking about him.”

“So I’ve noticed,” Willow replied dryly.

Buffy winced apologetically. “I haven’t been that bad, have I?”

“No, of course not,” Willow shrugged. “I mean I’m used to my best friend acting like a zombie.”

“Zombie? That bad?”

“Buffy,” Willow began. “We walked into the dreaded clothing store of doom and you didn’t even batt an eyelid. You even reached for something to try on.”

Buffy shuddered. The store in question catered for members of the public whose dress sense was more…bondage style. Leather and rubber and other badness that did not correspond to Willow’s or Buffy’s usual dress sense.

“I didn’t…”

Willow nodded. 

“I am so sorry.”

“I know.” Willow shrugged. “I’m equating your bad judgement to Spike-on-the-brain syndrome. So far, there’s no known cure.” She managed to keep a straight face for a little over ten seconds before she burst into laughter. “I’m sorry, Buffy. It’s just so funny! You get these expressions and make all these sighing noises. It’s like you’ve stepped right out of a rom-com movie.”

Buffy frowned. “I don’t know whether I should be flattered or offended.”

“Oh, flattered, for sure.” Willow nodded eagerly. 

“All right,” Buffy agreed hesitantly. “I am genuinely sorry for going all space-cadet on you though, it’s bad friendy to do that.”

“No problem.” Willow shrugged. “You and Spike, it’s all new with the smooches and the googly eyes and the sweetness. It actually kinda cute how you both get shy around each other at school.”

“I do not,” Buffy lied, a rosy blush rising on her cheeks.

“You so do!” Willow giggled again. “But don’t worry - Spike being all shy is way funnier.”

Both girls burst into laughter.

“Right, let’s do this shopping thing,” Buffy suggested after they’d calmed down. “And this time, if I space out, please don’t let me near anything I wouldn’t in my right mind buy.”

“Deal.”
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An empty pool… there was nothing quite like it. Sundays were always the quietest, everyone using the ‘day of rest’ for other activities. Which is why Buffy had come here—to be alone. For the second time this weekend Buffy had shut herself away from the world in the quiet comfort of the water. And, for the second time, it was only a matter of minutes before her thoughts drifted to a particular bleach blond swimmer.

Stop… just don’t think.

Of course, there was almost zero chance of her mind obeying that, especially when she was taking it easy. The only way to completely shut it down was to push, as hard as she could. So she doubled her speed.

Buffy tumble-turned off the wall and dolphin kicked under the water, pushing herself as far as she could go before her lungs burned with the need for oxygen. Her hands broke the surface, ripples on top of the water moving outward as she sped toward the other end. She pushed herself toward—and beyond—the point of exhaustion, swimming as hard and as fast as she could. Her surroundings, her problems, the thoughts plaguing her mind, they all melted away leaving her with only the now. The next stroke, the next breath, the next turn at the wall before she sped to the other end, again and again, over and over, until her muscles finally gave up and demanded rest.

She surfaced, peeling her goggles off her head and swam breaststroke to the ladder. Her knees quaked as she hauled herself out of the pool. 

She was going to hurt tomorrow.




~*~*~




Alone again. Shortly after her return from the pool her mother had received a call from the gallery. Something about a problem with a new shipment, and if the past was anything to judge by her mother was going to be gone all day. Not that Buffy minded, she hadn’t any plans anyway and curling up on the sofa to watch some movies by herself would be a great way to spend the afternoon. 

Buffy had just settled on the sofa to watch a movie when the telephone rang. Reaching for the cordless she pressed the talk button and held it to her ear.

“Hello?”

“Hey, Buffy, it’s me. Guess what I heard today!”

Buffy smiled at her friend’s excited chatter. “Hey, Willow. Ahh, I dunno.” She gave in immediately, knowing that if the gossip was as good as it sounded Willow wouldn’t be able to contain her excitement. Or keep her mouth shut. “Spill.”

“Someone’s back in town,” Willow sing-songed.

“Someone?” Buffy frowned, drawing a blank at first. Realisation struck and Willow confirmed her thoughts.

“Angel,” they both said at the same time.

“Can you believe it?” Willow squealed excitedly. “Apparently his dad transferred back because Angel’s in his final year and everything and he felt it was best for his son to have consistency during his final year because we all know busy we get and—”

“Will, take a breath,” Buffy instructed, unable to contain her giggles.

Willow inhaled a deep over exaggerated breath, bursting into laughter herself.

“I didn’t think he’d be back.”

Buffy’s quiet musing was like a flashing neon light, and Willow clapped her hand over her mouth at her own stupidity. “Oh, Buffy, I completely forgot about—”

“Spike?” Buffy guessed. “I didn’t.” It was what she’d been trying unsuccessfully to do all morning. But it was just impossible. She might as well carve a space out in her head because he was looking to become a permanent fixture in her thoughts. 

And in her heart.

Willow caught Buffy’s sniffle and immediately began to worry. “Buffy, what’s wrong? Is everything okay between you two?” She inhaled deeply before steamrolling on. “Gosh, I’m such an idiot, bringing up Angel like that when things are going so well with you two. You make a really cute couple, you know that? You and Spike. Of course I’m talking about you and Spike, why would I be talking about you and anyone else? No reason whatsoever.” As was customary with Willow’s babbling, it eventually lost momentum. “Things are going well, aren’t they?”

“Yes, they really are,” Buffy answered, nodding to back up the sentiment, despite the fact Willow couldn’t see it.

“Then…then what is it Buffy?” 

 Buffy’s inhaled a shuddery breath, trying to keep her emotions at bay.

“I think I’m in love with him.”

Her voice was barely above a whisper, but judging by Willow’s excited gasps and squeals it was loud enough.

“Oh my god, Buffy! That’s wonderful.” She paused. “It is wonderful, right? You’re not having second thoughts or anything?”

“A world of no,” Buffy replied adamantly. “I guess I’m just a little…” She trailed off but Willow understood.

“Scared?”

“Yeah.” Buffy chewed on her bottom lip. “Maybe just a teensy bit.” 

“Well, it’s totally understandable, Buffy.”

“Really?”

“Of course,” Willow reassured her friend. “Falling in love is a scary thing. You’re opening yourself up to that person, and there’s always the chance someone will get hurt.”

“Uh huh.”

“Not that I think that will happen with you and Spike,” Willow added quickly. “You two are just too cute and too sweet together for it to not work.”

“Thanks for the vote of confidence, Will.” Buffy sighed. Willow was right. There was no point worrying herself over nothing. Things with Spike were great. Beyond great in fact. Wonderful. It wouldn’t be an exaggeration to say their relationship was in the realm of perfect. 

She knew why she was worried. Because of her parents. The relationship each child grows up with and is supposed to use as a model. It was no secret Buffy’s parents’ relationship was a disaster. But it hadn’t always been. She had many fond memories from her childhood of the three of them playing happy families. Her father would look at her mom and it was as if he were staring at an angel, a feeling that had been more than reciprocated. Why was it that one day her mother’s love was not enough? Where had it all gone wrong? And what could Buffy do to ensure she didn’t make similar mistakes in her love life?

“I mean it. You two are perfect together.” Willow’s reply was firm and left no room for argument. 

Buffy brightened her tone of voice for her friend’s benefit, knowing that Willow had her best interests at heart. “I know, Will. Thanks.”

“Talk to you later?”

“Sure. Bye.”

Buffy ended the call and reached for the remote, preparing once more to start her movie, but was interrupted by a knock on the front door.

“What now…” she muttered.

Padding over to the door Buffy flicked the lock and opened it wide. A bunch a beautiful daisies was the first thing she saw. And behind the flowers, the previously mentioned perfect boyfriend.

“Hey, you.” Buffy smiled.

Spike returned the grin, stepping forward to wrap Buffy in a tight embrace. “Thought I’d come pay my girl a visit. Wouldn’t want her to feel lonely when she’s in this big house. All alone,” he added, leaning back so she could see his grin stretch into a smirk. He made a show of looking around before asking, “You are alone, right?” Spike waggled his eyebrows.

“Yes I am, and nuh uh.” She shook her head, fighting the grin that was creeping across her face. 

“Don’t you get any ideas, Mister.” Buffy swatted Spike on the chest playfully. Wiggling out of his embrace a few moments later she snatched the flowers from his grasp and brought them to her nose. They were beautiful. “I’m just going to put these in some water. I’ve got a movie ready to go, be back in a sec.”

Buffy walked into the kitchen and removed a vase from an overhead cupboard. Filling it with cold water she arranged the flowers, inhaling their sweetness once more before she placed the vase on the counter. Satisfied with her work she set about getting some snacks to share while they watched the movie.

Spike watched Buffy from the doorway as she went about her business, a happy smile curling his lips. If it were even possible he thought she looked more beautiful now in shorts and a baggy t-shirt, with her hair tied messily in a ponytail, than when she was dressed to the nines and ready to party. 

The more time he spent with her, the more he was getting to know the person she was inside. Like for instance, she hummed to herself as she busied herself about the kitchen. It was adorable, and Spike doubted she was even aware of the subconscious habit. When she disliked something but wanted to be polite about it, she’d crinkle her nose up before offering a gracious reply or comment. Again, it was another thing Spike believed she probably wasn’t aware of.

He catalogued each of these nuances, these little patterns, and kept them close to his heart.  

When Buffy turned around, snacks all prepared, and caught Spike watching, her eyes widened in surprise. She hadn’t even realised he’d followed her. “How long have you been standing there?”

“Since you took the flowers,” Spike answered honestly. “Just wanted to be near my girl.”

My girl…

The last few days he’d referred to her as his girl a lot, and it always caused butterflies in her stomach. 

“Well, Mister Impatient Much,” she teased. “Why don’t you make yourself helpful and grab us a couple of sodas from the fridge?”

Spike mock saluted, which sent Buffy off into a fit of giggles. It was then he decided he’d do anything to keep her this happy always, to be the one that made her laugh and smile like this. 

As Buffy disappeared into the other room, Spike grabbed the drinks and hurried to join her.




~*~*~




“Yeah, sure, mom. Of course.” 

Spike focussed his attention on the television screen in an attempt to give Buffy some privacy, even though he could hear her side of the conversation quite clearly.

“I’ll be fine. Really.”

Sneaking a quick glance at his girlfriend the first thing he noticed was that she was biting her bottom lip. That was Buffy code for worried. Obviously her mother wouldn’t be home this evening as planned. He knew he shouldn’t be happy about it, especially as Buffy was obviously upset, but he couldn’t help himself. More time just for them.

“Bye, mom.” Buffy ended the call.

Spike smiled, getting to his feet as Buffy joined him in the living room again. She’d pasted a bright smile on her face but Spike could see the cracks underneath.

“Let’s go out,” he suggested quickly, an idea coming to mind.

“Out?” Buffy frowned. “But I thought we were going to wat—”

“Too nice outside to spend it cooped up indoors,” Spike explained. “I know just the place.”

Buffy hesitated for a moment before nodding her consent. “Oh, okay. Do I need to bring anything?”

“Nope. Just your delectable self.”

Buffy blushed. “All right, just let me change into something a little more presentable and a little less I’ve-been-bumming-around-on-the-sofa-all-morning.”

Before Spike could object Buffy disappeared up the stairs to change.




~*~*~




They’d been driving for about ten minutes when curiosity finally got the better of Buffy. She couldn’t help herself, she had to ask.

“Where are we going?”

“You’ll see,” Spike replied with a smile.

Buffy’s bottom lips jut out in an exaggerated pout. “Aww, can’t you just tell me?”

“Nope, it’s a surprise.”

Obviously pouting wasn’t going to work, so Buffy frowned. “I hate surprises,” she muttered beneath her breath, to which Spike just laughed again.

“All right, grumpy, I’ll tell.” He removed one hand from the steering wheel and pointed off to the left of the car. “Over that way is the high school, and the gym.”

“I know that,” Buffy rolled her eyes. “But that doesn’t tell me where we’re going.”

“Well,if you’d let me finish it would’ve,” Spike teased. “Do you remember how I took you up onto the roof the other day? The view?”

Buffy gasped in realisation. “We’re going to the lake?”

Spike nodded. 

“But won’t it be busy?”

“I know a little spot where we can be by ourselves,” he promised. “You’re going to love it.”

“Okay.” Buffy turned her gaze away from Spike to stare out the front of the windshield, waiting to catch her first glimpse of the lake. As they rounded the last bend on the edge of town the woods parted and the deep glistening blue of the water stretching out before them. It was even more beautiful up close.

The car pulled up at the main lot and Buffy quickly unbuckled her belt, exiting the vehicle with a bright smile curling her lips.

“Oh my god, it’s gorgeous!” 

Spike, having visited the lake many a time before, paid no attention to his surroundings and kept his focus entirely on Buffy.

To him, she was the most beautiful aspect of the view.

“Come on, let’s go.”

Buffy tore her attention away from the water and back toward Spike, her eyes going wide when she saw just how prepared he was for this. In his hands he had a blanket and a small picnic basket.

“You planned this!” she squealed.

Spike shrugged nonchalantly, even though inside he was elated that she was so happy. He could easily become accustomed to it. “So, surprises not such a bad thing?”

“Oh! Not a bad thing at all, surprises are very much of the good,” Buffy declared.

“Good. Well, shall we?”

“Lead the way.”
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Spike led Buffy along a bike path that skirted around the lake. After a five-minute walk the path veered off to the side away from the water’s edge, and that’s where they deviated from the track. A couple of minutes later, when Buffy was about to voice concerns about being lost, the thicket they’d been passing through broke.

In front of them was a sheltered little cove. Large rock formations to the right offered a large impenetrable shield, blocking the line of sight of anyone the more populated area near the car park. There was little wind either, it too held back by the boulders. 

The water was clear and sparkling and oh so tempting, so much so that Buffy was disappointed they hadn’t brought their bathers with them. Sitting on a small rock she removed her shoes, then tucked her socks inside them before standing to approach the water’s edge to dip her toes in.

While Buffy explored Spike busied himself with laying the blanket on a patch of grass and unpacked some drinks. 

Buffy looked over at Spike, who was bent at the waist over the picnic basket, fishing around inside for some thing or another. Her gaze flicked down to her feet, a devilish grin tugging at her lips before looking at him again.

“Hey, Spike,” she called.

“Yeah?” Spike replied as he turned around.

He was completely caught off guard by the splash of water that showered him, courtesy of one Buffy Summers. His jaw dropped in shock.

Buffy clamped her hand over her mouth, as if the action alone could force the giggles bubbling up inside her to subside. It didn’t work. The stunned expressed on Spike’s face was just too much. Laughter erupted from within her. 

“You think that’s funny, eh?”

The fierce glare Spike shot her, intended to express his displeasure, did little to quell her amusement. Buffy again clamped her hand over her mouth, and for a moment the laughter ceased. When an inelegant snort escaped the prison of her hand the giggles started anew, with enough force to double her over. 

“You should have seen your face!” she gasped between breaths, another bout of laughter rippling through her.

“Right, that’s it,” Spike declared, kicking off his own boots and bending to tear the socks from his feet. “You’re in for it now.”

Buffy’s eyes widened in realisation, Spike’s intent clear in his eyes. “Oh no, back away, mister!”

But Spike didn’t back away. 

Trying to deter her boyfriend from exacting the revenge his expression promised, Buffy sent another shower of water at Spike, and promptly burst into laughter again when he froze, his hair clumped about his head like a wet mop. “Stop, you’re killing me! I can’t take this anymore!” she guffawed.

“You’re gone!” Spike lunged toward Buffy, sending a shower of water toward her with his feet. 

Buffy squealed in merriment, then did the only thing she could. Turned and ran. And Spike gave chase. 

He caught her easily; evidently running while fighting back tears from laughing so hard made forward momentum difficult. His arms banded around her waist from behind and he pulled her back against his chest.

“Do you give?”

Buffy snorted. “Never!”

“Ooh, baby’s gonna get it now,” Spike vowed, hoisting Buffy into his arms.

“Spike, what are you doing?” Buffy exclaimed, trying to wriggle herself from his grasp. “No, Spike! Put me down. Put me down this instant or—”

“Or what?”

Buffy paused, meeting his mischievous gaze, her eyes widening in realisation.

“Nooo!”

As promised, Buffy got it. Just not as planned. Spike’s intent had been to drop her, flat on her butt. But when his foot caught on something under the water he lost his balance, toppling both of them into the lake.

Buffy came up first, coughing and spluttering, her hands pushing her matted hair off her face. Spike surfaced a moment later. His hair was plastered to his face, a look of displeasure curling his lips. He lifted an arm out of the water and shook it, in a vain attempt to dispel the water from his shirt. Which, of course, set Buffy off again.

A moment later Spike joined in, their laughter ringing out across the lake.

~*~*~

While it sounded appealing—frolicking fully clothed in the lake with your beloved—It kind of wasn’t. Buffy’s clothes were plastered to her body and when she tried to swim away from Spike, and his dangerous tickle fingers, her sweat pants stretched over her ankles—dragged back by the water—and slowed her down. Despite the fact there was not a mirror in sight Buffy knew her hair had to be an absolute mess. And she was beginning to get cold. 

Buffy had been fighting to control her teeth from chattering for about five minutes, but finally she gave up. 

Concern flitted across Spike’s face. “Cold, love?”

“J-just a l-lil-little,” Buffy confessed, a wry smile curling her now purple lips.

“All right, playtime’s over.” Spike tilted his head toward the cove and began swimming. 

As soon as she could reach the bottom Buffy stood and began wading out of the water, wrapping her arms around herself to stave off the chill of the wind. Once out of the water her clothes suctioned to her skin, and Buffy dreaded the thought of having to remove them when a thought occurred—she didn’t have a change of clothes. 

“Spike, how are we going to dry off?”

Spike froze. He lifted his gaze to meet Buffy’s, apology flooding from his eyes. “I didn’t bring anything with me. I hadn’t planned to get wet.”

“My fault,” Buffy mumbled unhappily.

“Now, don’t be like that,” Spike pleaded. Moving toward Buffy he wrapped his wet arms around her and pulled her close. “It was fun, yeah?”

Buffy nodded.

“Well, then there’s nothing to be sorry ‘bout.”

“But we can’t stay like this, we’ll get sick,” Buffy pointed out, extricating herself from his cold embrace. Wet clothes wrapped in more wet clothes did not equal fun.

Spike frowned. “I might have some towels in the car. I could always—”

“Walk all that way?” Buffy gasped, before shaking her head. “Nuh uh, no way.”

“But you’re frozen,” he commented.

“It’s not so bad. If we stay in the sun we’ll dry off eventually.” Buffy tried to feign nonchalance, but of course her traitorous body chose that precise moment to shiver.

Spike shook his head. They needed to dry off and he needed to get Buffy warm. “I’ll be back soon,” he promised as he reached for his boots.

“No, don’t go!” Buffy begged. Her eyes darted toward the blanket. It looked thick and inviting. “Maybe, maybe we could use—”

Following her line of sight, Spike nodded consent. “All right. But we’ll need to get you out of those wet clothes. We can lay them on the rocks to dry off while you keep warm.”

Leaving her side Spike retrieved the blanket from the ground, shaking it to remove any grass or leaves that may have attached to it.

Meanwhile, Buffy hadn’t moved. She’d thought he might suggest that. A shred of panic rolled through her at the realisation that the first time Spike saw her naked it was under these circumstances. Just thinking about stripping off in front of him brought a rosy tint to her cheeks.

Noticing her discomfort, Spike turned his back. “Promise I won’t look.”

Trusting Spike to keep his word Buffy reached for hem of her t-shirt and tugged it up and over her head, a loud squelching noise sounding when the material reluctantly separated from her skin. Once it cleared her head Buffy dropped it onto a rock, her track pants following suit. She felt awkward standing in the middle of nowhere in just her underwear, and the thought of being wrapped up in the blanket was becoming more and more appealing. Buffy reached behind her back for the clasp of her bra, her fingers finding it before they stilled. Checking once to ensure there was no one around to see her, she unclipped her bra and slid the straps over her shoulders. Her underwear quickly followed, landing on the rock with the rest of her clothes. Hands flew to cover her privates.

“Spike, I’m ready.”

A shudder rolled through Spike at her words and the imagery they presented. Without turning he passed the blanket back to her. Maintaining his cool these past few moments, while listening to the sounds of Buffy undressing, was one of the hardest things he’d done in a long while. The temptation to sneak a glance had been so great… but he’d promised. And he wouldn’t go back on his word. So he was left to imagine the sight, thoughts of which had him as hard as nails in a matter of seconds.

“I’m decent.”

With a deep breath Spike slowly turned around. Buffy was perched on the edge of a large flat rock, the blanket draped over her shoulders and wrapped securely around her body. She was covered completely from the neck downward—apart from her toes which peeked out from the bottom.

“I’ll go put these out to dry,” Spike suggested, gathering Buffy’s clothes and making his way toward the higher formations. 

Buffy watched as Spike laid her clothes out gently, a smile softening her features. Romantic gestures were one thing, but a girl knew she had a keeper when he’d hang her clothes out to dry.

Climbing down again, Spike took a seat beside Buffy, pressing a quick kiss to her lips. “Better?” he asked.

Buffy nodded. She was already beginning to dry and feel warm again. Judging from the blueish tinge to Spike’s lips, he was not. Guilt washed over her. Here she was, hogging the entire blanket while her boyfriend froze his cute butt off beside her.

“Spike,” she said softly, a little anxious of the words she was about to speak. “We could, I mean, if you wanted to, it would be all right… we could, share. Share the blanket, if you want?”

“Pet, I’m not sure if that’s a good idea,” Spike replied. There was no delicate way to say this. “The thought of you underneath all that, certain articles missing, is every guy’s fantasy. Sharin’ with you might make certain… aspects, a little hard.”

Buffy’s mouth dropped open, forming an ‘O’, seconds before she voiced the word. “Oh.”

“Yeah.” Spike shifted uncomfortably.

Buffy understood what he meant, and appreciated his forwardness. But being a gentleman was likely going to make him sick, and she couldn’t have that hanging over her.

“Spike, it’s big enough for two.”

Spike lifted his gaze to Buffy’s, seeing the concern in her eyes and he couldn’t help but feel warm all over. “’t’s all right, luv. Really.”

Buffy frowned. “Don’t be so stubborn. Get your ass out of those wet clothes now.”

A grin tickled Spike lips. “Okay, okay!” He laughed, holding his hands up in mock surrender. “If you wanted me naked all you had to do was ask.”

Buffy snorted, rolling her eyes. “Yeah, yeah. Just hurry up, before you get sick.” With a cheeky and mischievous grin she continued, “I promise I won’t look.”

“Oh, you can look if you want, baby.” Spike’s grin became predatory, then stretched even further when Buffy’s jaw dropped. “I’ve got nothing to hide.”

When he whipped his shirt off over his head Buffy squeaked in surprise, her cheeks blushing profusely as she turned her back to give him some privacy. A few moments later she heard retreating footsteps. Worried he was going to leave her she turned around, her eyes widening at the sight of Spike’s naked ass walking toward the rocks where her own clothes were drying. Turning around again she bit her lip, trying to stop her smile.

Cute butt…

Buffy almost missed the fact Spike was about to walk toward her again, and the implication of what that would mean, what she would see, that she’d get caught, brought a blush to her cheeks as she whirled around quickly. When his footsteps neared she took a deep breath and stood up. 

“So,” Spike drawled. “How do we do this, love?”

Spike was close enough that his breath tickled her ear. With a deep breath she turned around, struggling with the urge to look down. When she met his gaze all her concerns faded to be replaced with a sense of calm. She knew she was doing the right thing. She trusted Spike, knew he cared about her just as she cared for him. Despite his bravado he was obviously cold. 

Keeping her eyes locked on his she opened the blanket and welcomed him into her arms.
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He never hesitated. The moment her arms and the blanket opened he was upon her, his arms slipping behind her back and pulling her against him in a tight embrace. He couldn’t have resisted. Anything but absolute compliance to her command would have been next to impossible. The fact she would even consider this, allowing him to share the blanket and her warmth—when they were both somewhat noticeable clothes-less—filled him with an incredible sense of completion. When he was with her Spike felt whole.

They stood together, arms and blanket snugly wrapped around them, no attention paid to the passing of time as they just enjoyed the feel of each other. 

Unbidden, Spike feathered kisses against the column of Buffy’s neck. When she tilted her head to the side, providing easier access for his insistent lips, a smile broke across his face. Her coo of contentment in response to his attention only made him beam more. He couldn’t remember the last time he was this happy, and it was all because of her.

Buffy leant into Spike’s embrace, the lack of a clothing barrier providing all sorts of new sensations. They’d yet to progress to this part of their relationship and, while the lack of clothes should be sending all sorts of warning bells off in her head, all Buffy could think was more. When Spike nibbled on the shell of her ear she shivered, pressing her body more intimately against his. The hardness of his body was delicious, and she delighted in the way the muscles of his back rippled under her touch. They were chest-to-chest and hip-to-hip, and Spike’s broad torso was not the only hardness she felt between them. 

The feel of Buffy’s pebbled nipples grazing his chest elicited a groan from Spike, his arms banding more tightly around her waist. Developing minds of their own his hands ghosted her shoulders, skimming the length of her arms before settling firmly on her hips. It was with great hesitancy when he finally removed his lips from her flesh. She was too tempting, the moment too enticing, and Spike wasn’t sure how long he’d be able to maintain control. He had surprised himself for holding it thus far. This moment was the realisation of every night’s dream over the past long weeks. The fact they were here, now, like this, was more than he could ever have wished, and he wanted nothing more than to hold onto her forever.

So it was with great regret that he pushed her back gently. 

Once created, the space between them offered Spike room to think clearly, allowed him the chance to take her in. He would never tire of looking at her. And right now, she took his breath away. Her breathing was irregular and rushed, indicative of the reaction to his ministrations. Her hair was a tousled mess from their play in the lake. Removing a hand from her hip he twirled a lock around his fingers.

A frown creased Buffy’s brow before her eyes even opened. One second Spike was creating all sorts of wonderful sensations within her and the next he was gone, made obvious by the slight draft created by his movement. He’d put space between them, moved away from her, and she cast her eyes to the blanket. When one hand abandoned her hip she chewed on her bottom lip.

“Spike?”

“Hmm?” 

Buffy looked up at Spike to find him eyeing her lips like he wanted to devour them, which confused her further. First he was all with the closeness and the kisses and the nice touching, and the next he’d put a barrier of air between them. Her arms were half wrapped around his shoulders, keeping the blanket secure, but it felt weird. She was, in effect, embracing him. In a way their stance was none to dissimilar to how pre-teens held each other in middle school dances. Buffy wasn’t sure what he wanted, but she was too afraid to voice her concern. 

“Did you—” she began, only to lose her confidence at the sound of her words. “Never mind, it’s not important.” 

Spike met her gaze, a small frown of his own appearing at the image presented before him. Buffy looked… uncomfortable. The last thing he wanted to do was upset her.

“I’m sorry,” he apologised as he removed his other hand from her hip. “I knew sharing this wouldn’t be a good idea.”

He tried to step away again but Buffy countered it by locking her hands together and taking a step forward.

“Don’t,” she begged, embarrassment colouring her cheeks. Now he was looking at her quizzically. Feeling self conscious Buffy dropped her eyes to the blanket once more. “How many times do I have to say there’s plenty of room for both of us?”

Spike considered her answer for a moment. Convinced her reason for ducking his gaze was because she was uncomfortable being in such a state of undress around him, he once again suggested they separate.

“I’ll check on our clothes,” he suggested.

Buffy snorted. “Puh-lease,” she rolled her eyes, “they won’t even be close to dry yet and you know it.”

Now it was Spike’s turn to duck his head in embarrassment. It was an excuse to put space between them and they both knew it.

“Is there a specific reason why you want to get away from me?” she asked, unable to mask the hurt in her expression despite her earlier bravado.

“If I don’t put space between us I might do somethin’ we’ll both regret.”

“Such as?” 

The vehemence in her tone was surprising, and had she not been holding the blanket around them Spike was certain she’d be folding her arms across her chest right about now.

“Buffy, you know what I’m talkin’ ‘bout.”

“And you’d regret that, would you?” she accused. “Thanks a lot, Spike.”

“No! That’s not what I meant!” Spike argued. “And you know it.”

“And just how am I supposed to know that, Spike?” Buffy lifted an eyebrow in question. “First you can’t keep your hands off me and then you go all Mister Avoidy.”

Spike curled his tongue behind the back of his teeth arrogantly. “D’you miss my hands on you, pet?” His tone was suggestive and left no room for speculation. He was trying, hoping, to embarrass her into dropping the subject. Buffy’s response was not what he expected, at all.

“Maybe I do!”

“Thought s— come again?” 

Buffy laughed at the dumbfounded expression on Spike’s face. 

“I said, mayb—”

“I heard what you said,” he interrupted.

“Then why ask?” she retorted impatiently.

“Because you can’t really mean that.”

Now it was Buffy’s turn to be incredulous. Both eyebrows lifted skeptically, her lips thinning in annoyance. “And why’s that?”

“Because you can’t!” Spike insisted desperately.

“Since when was it your job to decide what I can and can’t mean?” Buffy questioned. “I’m the one saying it so I think I’d know what it is I’m thinking I’m saying.”

Spike frowned in confusion. “That didn’t make sense.”

“Yes it did, it made perfect sense!” Buffy snorted. “I’ll simplify for you. My brain, my thoughts, my words.”

He shook his head in denial. It wasn’t possible she was saying what he thought she was. It just wasn’t. He couldn’t let himself believe it; because if she was serious there was no way he was going to be able to not touch her afterward. His restraint had limits, on which she was pushing, quite forcefully.

“But you can’t mean them.”

“Oh my god! Arrogant much!” Buffy threw her arms up in frustration and Spike scrambled to keep the blanket wrapped around them while she vented her frustration. “I meant what I said, okay? So deal with it.” She finished her argument with a pointed jab of her index finger against his chest.

Spike remained silent while Buffy fumed, drinking her in like a starved man upon finding a utopia. She was gorgeous when she was angry. He could practically feel the fire shooting from her eyes, and when she huffed in annoyance her breath kissed his flesh. A smiled teased its way onto his face. Spike would be more than happy to just stand back and watch her. But when he saw how her eyes narrowed further he realised admiring her too openly wasn’t exactly the smartest course of action. She was serious and wanted to be treated as such, and he was not the sort of man to deny his girl.

“Buffy, do you mean it? I mean, do you really mean what you said?” he asked quietly, needing to hear her say it again before he could believe.

“Yes! I meant it the firs—”

Spike gave her what she asked for. Before she could finish what she was saying his lips had fused to hers, his arms banded around her waist. Miraculously the blanket didn’t fall from his gusto. 

Thrown by his sudden acceptance she remained still, completely stunned for a moment, before she returned the kiss with just as much enthusiasm. Yes! her mind shouted in triumph.

Buffy wound her arms around Spike’s neck, her fingers toying with the hair at the base of his neck. Her breasts flattened against his chest as she pushed herself closer, wanting no space between them. As their kisses deepened she could feel Spike’s ardour grow, the hardness pressing against her belly an indicator of just how aroused he was. 

A few weeks ago she would have shied away from such intimate contact, but not anymore. Not now. Buffy ground herself against Spike’s erection, and she moaned her pleasure into their kiss. 

Spike answered her with a groan of his own. Forcing himself to slow down he tore his lips from hers, peppering a couple quick pecks on her swollen mouth before leaning back to take her in. He’d heard her words, felt her response to his touch, but he needed to see for himself that she really meant what she’d said. 

The instant their eyes met he was filled with a sense of awe unlike anything he’d felt before. Trust. It shone from her eyes like a beacon; absolute and pure and unwavering. Buffy trusted him. Completely. 

In that precise moment, Spike was hit with a realisation so strong his knees threatened to buckle beneath him.

He was in love with her.

Spike was in love with Buffy. 

I love her…

The thought both terrified and filled him with incredible peace. When the words found his lips he pushed them back with another kiss. While he realised whole-heartedly he would not deny his feelings for Buffy, he was not yet ready to voice them.

He must have been staring because Buffy began to fidget.

“What?”

“You.” He smiled. Her shyness was enchanting, and once more Spike found himself drinking her in. “Have I told you today how beautiful you are?”

Buffy blushed with happy embarrassment. “I am not,” she denied, although secretly she was pleased.

“Adorable,” he insisted.

Determined not to blush again—or at least not let him see it—Buffy claimed Spike’s mouth with her own for another kiss. A kiss which quickly became more heated by the second. 

She was insistent; he’d give her that. Every time he tried to pry their lips apart, or put even a modicum of space between them, a well-timed roll of her hips was all it took to have him whimpering with need. 

“Vixen,” he murmured against her mouth.

“You love it,” she replied.

If only you knew how much… he thought. 

Spike’s hands found her hips. His fingers dug into her hips and stilled them, before her rocking action caused him to lose the ability of coherent thought. “Buffy, please.”

If Spike thought holding her still was going to stop her when she had her mind set on something, he was dead wrong. She had other methods of persuasion she could use. Like the sensitive skin where his lobe connected to his neck. 

“What?” she asked cheekily, a grin curling her lips as she began to tease.

Spike groaned. “Buffy, please. We need to slow down. We need to stop.”

Finally, Buffy halted. “Stop?” 

Spike regretted the hurt in her voice, knowing he was the reason for it. “Baby, if we keep this up I might not be able to stop later.”

“But what if I don’t want to? Stop, that is.”

“Buffy—”

“I mean,” she fidgeted restlessly. “What if I think I’m ready for us to—”

Spike cut her off, shaking his head in denial. “You don’t know what this means to me, hearing you say you might be ready for this. But you can’t think, you need to know. Until then we can wait.”

“I know.”

“No,” Spike refuted. “Pet, I’m serious. This, between us,” he indicated with a wave of his hand between them. “This is the real deal. It means something. It’s special. I… I have… feelings for you.” He swallowed an invisible lump in his throat. “And when we take that step I want it to be because we both know we’re ready.”

Buffy melted at Spike’s confession. “Are you?”

“Am I what?”

“Ready?”

Spike nodded. “But that doesn’t mean—”

“So am I,” Buffy announced.

Again Spike shook his head in disagreement. “Love, you don’t need to say that just because I told you I am.”

“Someone’s full of themself!” Buffy proclaimed heatedly. “Are we really going to repeat what we argued about ten minutes ago? I know what I want. And I want you.” 

Her confession was unwavering, and Spike finally realised she was serious. He wanted to believe, god, he wanted to more than anything. Buffy was nothing like the girls of his past. She was different. She was special. She was… Buffy. Which was why he was on the brink of hesitation once more. Because when it came to Buffy he was determined everything would be… perfect. Just like she was to him.

Buffy considered ending her little rant there. Judging by the look on Spike’s face he was finally beginning to believe her. And for a brief moment she toyed with the idea of shouting her relief. She’d promised herself there would be no secrets in this relationship. As far as she was concerned this was it. The big one. The relationship that songs were sung about and poems were composed about. Buffy wanted all of Spike, including the scoop on his past. And it should… no, it would be reciprocal. If she expected him to share all his secrets she should do the same, especially considering their current topic of conversation. With a deep—if slightly shaky breath, she continued. “Spike I want you. I wouldn’t lie, I wouldn’t admit this just because you did. I’m not that sort of girl… anymore.” 

She recognised the second her words sunk in, finishing her confession with a whisper. “I made that mistake once before, and trust me when I say I’m not going to make it again.”

Spike was dumbfounded. At first he was happy, joyous beyond belief. His girl wanted him and she wasn’t afraid to admit it—numerous times in fact. However, happiness quickly gave way to fury. The thought that Buffy had been with someone, that way, and that she’d done so out of some sort of obligation filled him with blinding rage. The demand was on his lips immediately.

“Who is he?”

“What?” Buffy asked, dumbfounded by his sudden change. It was as if a storm cloud had settled over Spike’s head, and the lightning looked about ready to strike.

“Who is he?” he demanded. “I’ll kill him. No-one forces my girl—” 

“Spike!”

“—to do anything, and when I find him I’m goin’ to—”

“SPIKE! Relax.” Buffy pulled him in for a quick kiss. It was fierce and demanding and she could feel Spike’s rage still simmering beneath the surface. With each gentle swipe of her tongue she slowly felt his fury begin to dissolve. Obviously bringing up her past at a time such as this was not the smartest thing she could have done, but it was like he said; this meant something and she wanted to lay all her cards on the table. While she seriously doubted her past was anywhere near as… colourful as Spike’s, it was still hers. Some of her life experience was far from blissful but without it she wouldn’t be where she was now.

It was with startling clarity Buffy realised, for the first time ever, she was thankful for her parents’ divorce. If not for the public revelation of her father’s infidelity, and resulting split of her parents, she never would have moved to Sunnydale. The heartbreak of Hank’s deceit had shaken both Buffy and her mother to the core, but without the experience of that loss she never would have met Spike. As far as Buffy was concerned it was worth it.  

“Buffy,” Spike began, only to be cut off once more by the girl in question’s insistent lips.

“It was a mistake. A terrible, horrible, unfulfilling mistake,” Buffy admitted gently. With a shrug and a wry smile she continued with complete confidence. “But I would do it again.”

Spike was aghast. She couldn’t possibly mean that, could she?

Recognising Spike’s confusion she explained. “The day I…” She thought about her words carefully. “The day I took that step, well, that was the very same day my father walked out on us.”

Buffy’s expression was pained, and Spike didn’t understand why either event she’d just explained could be anything short of distressing. “Love, I’m a little confused. That was a good thing how?” 

Inhaling a deep breath she smiled. “Because that’s when my life changed. He walked out on us, disappeared overseas and sent divorce papers in the mail. A few weeks later they were officially divorced and we packed up everything we owned and moved to Sunnydale.”

Realisation dawned in Spike’s eyes.

“So you see,” Buffy began, “if not for my philandering father we never would have met. And if not for my mistake that day, which sent me home early to discover him packing, Mom and I wouldn’t have even known he was leaving. Which means we may have stayed in LA.”

Spike remained silent, thoughtful for a moment, taking in all she was saying. “Do you mean to say he wasn’t going to let either of you know he was leavin’?”

Buffy shook her head sadly. “No, he wasn’t. Like I said, I came home upset and found a heap of luggage at the door and thumping sounds upstairs where stuff was being thrown around. I called Mom immediately, something he really didn’t like. Not that being there made much of a difference. He still left us.”

“Buffy…”

“It’s okay, really. We’re better off without him.”

Spike nodded slowly. He’d only met the man once and from what he gathered Hank Summers was not a pleasant person to be around. He agreed whole-heartedly that Buffy and her mother were better off without the bastard in their lives. “If you need to talk, you know where to find me,” he offered gently.
 
“I know. And thank you.”

Silence stretched out for a moment and Spike shifted nervously. The previously playful mood between them had evaporated. Spike was thankful for the distraction. After the seriousness of Buffy’s little revelation he was convinced, unequivocally, she’d meant every word she had said earlier about being ready. And Spike didn’t want their first time to be on a dusty rug out in the elements. Buffy deserved to be cherished, and if he had anything to say about it that was exactly the sort of treatment she was going to receive.

“What do you say I go collect our clothes and we’ll get out of here, yeah?” he suggested lightly. 

Spike wanted to take care of her, the sentiment shone from his eyes like a beacon. And she was loath to reject his offer. With a nod she consented and their afternoon at the lake came to a close. 
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It was some hours later before Buffy’s dark mood lifted. After they’d dressed, returned to the car and driven away from the lake, Buffy expected Spike would just drop her at home and be done with her for the evening. To coin a phrase of her grandmother’s, ‘no one wants to spend time with a Grumpy Greta.’ 

The adage was as dated as it was flawed, or perhaps Spike was just the exception to the rule. While they had returned to her home, it was not before a surprise trip to the grocery store. 

“I didn’t know you could cook!” Buffy exclaimed.

“There’s a lot of things you don’t know about me,” Spike responded with a smirk.

“Well, I look forward to finding them all out.”

Not only did he pay for the items required for the meal, he cooked and cleaned up afterward as well. Currently they were cuddled on the sofa in the living room, the TV on low as they talked. Mostly, Buffy gushed about the extent to which Spike had spoiled her that day. She was in heaven.

“Are you sure you’re not related to Prince Charming?” Buffy queried.

“I’m sure,” Spike laughed.

“I think I can honestly say that meal was the tastiest thing I’ve ever eaten. My mouth is in heaven!”

At the reference to her mouth Spike’s gaze lowered. Instantly the light-hearted mood evaporated, to be replaced with something much more heated. Buffy was the first to react by throwing herself into his arms. When their lips met there was no pretence, no denying where this would lead if they allowed it to continue. 

Any restraint Spike had quickly spiralled out of his control when Buffy suckled on his lower lip. It wasn’t just a kiss; it wasn’t even a subtle taste. In fact this was far beyond the realm of subtle or innocent or pure, or anything else he’d previously associated with the girl seated on his lap. Grinding against him. It was sensual and seductive, a very clear expression of intent. Buffy was marking him, claiming ownership, her lips mating with his. The kiss was scorching; she was burning her essence into him, declaring in very blatant terms that he was hers. After a kiss such as this there would be no escape, even if he wished it—which he very much did not. 

Coherent thought fled his capability as Spike gave into the positively sinful pleasures of her mouth. And he wanted more. He’d realised earlier Buffy had captured his heart. Her kisses now stole his free will. If asked he could say, without a shadow of doubt, she owned him. 

Spike mourned the loss when contact broke momentarily, only to have his desire surge moments later when he realised the reason for the separation.

Buffy was shirtless, her blouse carelessly discarded to the floor.

Before Spike could give voice to the question in his eyes Buffy was upon him again. She wanted this, he wanted this—the hardness beneath her clear evidence of just how much—and she wasn’t going to let Spike’s propriety to come between them again. His concern was touching, the fact he wanted her to be sure a testament to the sort of man he was. And it only strengthened her conviction. What she had with Spike was special, and she wanted to show him just how much she cared, how much she wanted him.

Spike was having a great deal of trouble maintaining a clear head. The combination of Buffy’s ardent kisses and free roaming hands sent his blood rushing to a very specific part of his anatomy. Ignoring the warm body wiggling between his legs was not a possibility.

He broke the kiss, murmuring against her lips with equal parts desire and hesitation. “Buffy… please, pet…” 

“No, don’t stop,” Buffy begged against his throat, her tongue laving a trail from his ear along his jaw line, before returning to his lips again. She kissed him fiercely, fisting the hem of his t-shirt in her hands. When they parted for breath she tugged the offending material upward. She thought he’d fight her, thought he’d try and make her stop. But Spike didn’t resist. He just stared at her with that look again, the god-I-want-this-but-please-make-me-stop look she’d become very familiar with recently. A brilliant smile lit up her face at the realisation he wasn’t going to try and talk her out of anything.

Buffy’s hands snaked down his toned chest, and Spike groaned. She lingered at his nipples, pinching and twisting one between her fingers before replacing her hands with her lips. When her mouth and his chest connected, a hoarse cry escaped Spike’s lips. She smiled around his nipple, proud of the effect she was having on him. As her lips and tongue teased his aroused flesh her hands continued on their journey, searching for the key to the barrier of denim between them—his belt. Her fingers found the clasp, lifting it up to release the hook before tugging it open. 

Spike was lost in a haze of lust, completely at her mercy. She was slowly driving him mad with desire, her lips taunting his over-sensitised nipples while her hands flirted with his abdomen. When Buffy’s fingers fumbled with the button fly of his jeans reality snapped back.

Not here, not like this. Not on a sofa…

His hands wrapped around her wrists, halting her movement. “Buffy, no.”

Buffy heaved the frustrated sigh of one who was so close, yet so far, from what she desired. She’d been wondering how far she could take things before Spike’s moral code—where she was concerned at least—would force him to stop. 

“Buffy, look at me, love,” he pleaded.

It was with great hesitation she did so, not wanting to confirm the rejection she expected in his gaze. However when she met his gaze rejection was nowhere to be found. She saw desire, adoration, and longing. He wanted her.

“Not no?” she questioned with a slight frown.

Spike chuckled quietly. “Definitely not no.”

“Then what—” She trailed off.

“Not here,” he stated softly. 

“Oh.”

A few moments passed before realisation sunk in, a rosy blush tinging her cheeks.

“OH!”

Spike’s smile was hesitant, almost shy, and Buffy didn’t fight the giddy grin that crept across hers in response.

“Upstairs?”

Spike nodded.

“Right.”

Buffy didn’t move. Her courage fled her now that she’d won, now that she’d finally convinced Spike she wanted this. After a moments hesitation she removed herself from his lap and stood before him. A sudden shyness overcame her at her state of undress and she wrapped her arms around herself.

“Pet?”

She had to keep the mood light or else risk one of them backing out. A mischievous grin curled her lips, the smirk stretching at the questioning arch of Spike’s brow.

“You want me,” Buffy said shyly. 

“Yes.” Spike nodded vehemently. “But if—”

“Then you’ll have to catch me.”

With a squeal, Buffy darted out of range and toward the kitchen. 

Spike remained still for a moment, stunned by his girlfriend’s sudden flight, before taking off after her.




~*~*~




She’d managed to elude Spike for just under a minute before he caught her. A few circles around the kitchen island and he had her well and truly trapped, stuck in a corner with no way out. Spike prowled toward her with intent, a devilish leer curling his lips. Prepared and expecting capture, Buffy resorted to distraction tactics. She reached behind her back and, with a flick of her fingers, released her bra. 

The skimpy garment hit his chest with a thwap but he didn’t even notice it. Spike’s eyes had bugged at the sight of Buffy’s naked breasts, any plans of advancement immediately forgotten at the sight of her bared chest. 

Distraction successful, Buffy wrapped her arms around herself—to minimise the bounce factor—and shot off toward the stairs, a giggle bursting from her lips.

“Why you sneaky little…”

Buffy was halfway up the stairs when Spike reached the first step.

“Oi, that’s cheating.”

“All’s fair!” she sing-songed over her shoulder, another squeal escaping her lips when she heard the thump of Spike’s feet on the stairs behind her. Running with your arms wrapped around yourself wasn’t easy!

“Rot! Resorting to dirty tactics, distracting a bloke like that. It’s downright despicable.”

Buffy giggled again as she rounded the top of the stair well. “But it worked, didn’t it?”

He was gaining on her, fumbling with the handle to her door costing her precious seconds. It finally opened with a whoosh just as Spike’s arms reached her shoulders. Buffy pushed through the doorway and the pair collapsed in a heap on the floor.

“Minx,” Spike growled against her neck, his tongue darting out to trace the shell of her ear.

Buffy’s giggles tapered off slowly, her mirth quickly replaced with desire. She’d never felt anything quite like this before, the way his tongue was dancing across her neck. The warmth of his body, pressed so intimately against hers, sent a shiver through her spine and caused the rest of the world to blink out of existence. Everything faded away except for Spike, herself, and the sensations he was creating within her. He was waking delicious new feelings inside of her, and she didn’t think she would ever get enough.

More…

“More,” she gasped.

Spike didn’t let himself think, he knew he wanted Buffy, wanted her more than he’d ever wanted another person, and right now there was no room for anything but absolute certainty. She was lying beneath him, her lips parted, eyes glazed with lust, and he’d never seen a sight so enticing. And it was largely because he wasn’t alone with the longing; his desire for her was fully reciprocated. The feel of her soft curves pressing against him drove him wild, and when she arched her back off the ground, causing her breasts to brush against his chest, Spike knew there was no going back. He tasted her lips, beckoning her to let him inside and deepen the kiss. When she responded by eagerly parting her lips, her tongue darting out to caress his, Spike felt another wave of pleasure wash through him. 

When their tongues collided Buffy moaned. Spike had kissed her numerous times before, they’d spent countless hours making out before, during and after their many dates, but this was different. This wasn’t just a regular kiss, this was one of the toe curling, nipple hardening, desire mounting kisses that weakened the knees—or would have had she not already been lying on the floor.

Spike’s mouth left hers and travelled down the nape of her neck, nipping and licking and sucking the sensitive flesh. When he ground his erection between her thighs she gasped, clutching at his shoulders and wantonly pressing herself against him. Her breasts flatted against his chest, her over-aroused nipples scraping against his sculptured pectorals, sending shocks of pleasure to spider through her. His lips trailed down her collarbone, peppering kisses across her skin and then lowering, forging a pathway to her breasts. At first contact Buffy gasped, arching her hips off the floor to collide with his, causing his hardness to press more intimately against her. Which in turn elicited another gasp. He was driving her mad with lust and they’d barely even begun.

Spike groaned when Buffy thrust herself against him, the knowledge that it was his ministrations making her so wild filling him with all sorts of pride. He lifted himself above her, seeing that her eyes were clouded with desire, her lips swollen from their earlier kisses and just begging for more attention. Spike knew if he kissed her there would be no turning back. He didn’t even hesitate. This just felt so right, so perfect.

Buffy gasped when their mouths collided once more. Driven purely by passion she deepened it, almost daring Spike to back off. But back off Spike did not. When his tongue met with hers she moaned, her need for him making her dizzy and light headed. She pushed her leg between his, rubbing against his erection, a purely feminine smile curling her lips when Spike broke the kiss and groaned.

“Buffy, god…” he whispered against her jaw. One hand snaked around through her hair, holding her closer, while the other hesitantly traced irregular patterns at her side. 

Buffy felt like she was going to combust, Spike’s touch sparking a fire in its wake. She was burning up and it still wasn’t enough. Reaching for his hand she lifted it to her breast, a contented moan escaping her lips. Her own hands began their own exploration, her nails scraping his back before settling on his behind and clutching him to her. A deliberate thrust of her hips had them both groaning in need.

“Spike, god! Spike I need—”

“Make me stop,” Spike pleaded. “Buffy, please, tell me to stop.”

Buffy froze beneath him, terrified of being rejected.

“Spike?” she whispered hesitantly.

“Tell me to stop, Buffy,” he begged. “If you don’t tell me I—”

Buffy saw it for what it was, not a rejection but a last ditch effort at preserving the way things were. An escape, if she so decided. 

Escape was the furthest thing from her mind.

“I want you.”

“Buffy!” Spike groaned. 

That was it, the death of his self control. There was no way he could deny her, not when she urged him on with her breathy sighs and her not so innocent thrusts against him. He’d hardened even more at her confession. Reaching between them he found the button of her jeans and popped it, then dragged the zipper downward. 

Aiding in the removal process Buffy lifted her hips from the floor, shimmying out of the offending material. When her jeans bunched around her ankles she used her feet to kick them off. Now all that was between herself and Spike was her lacy underwear and… Spike’s jeans?

“Jeans, off.”

Spike chuckled at the order, silencing himself at the fierce glare Buffy shot his way. Rolling back onto his haunches he stood up. One by one he popped the button fly, his cock springing free the moment the material loosened. Hands on his hips he pushed the jeans downward, kicking his feet free when they dropped to the floor.

Buffy’s eyes had widened impossibly. Spike was naked. Bare as the day he was born. And he was standing in front of her as if it were the most normal thing in the world. In fact, when she finally dragged her gaze from his… appendage, she found his eyes dancing with mirth. 

“It’s… are… so…” Coherent thought fled her capability, apparently along with the ability to string a sentence together.

Spike contained his mirth, barely. “You goin’ to sit on the floor starin’ at me or did you wanna join me somewhere a little more comfortable?” 

She opened her mouth to speak, honestly she did, but when her eyes dropped downward again the words dried up in her throat.

“P’haps not?” He arched a brow, a devilish grin on his face as he continued suggestively. “Well, while you’re down there…”

Buffy spluttered in disbelief, quickly scrambling to her feet. “Why you arro—”

“Much better,” Spike cut off, wrapping his arms around her to pull her flush against him, his lips swooping for hers.

“Not nice to tease,” she mumbled when the kiss broke a few seconds later.

“Who said I was teasin’?” 

“Oh!” Buffy wriggled in Spike’s arms, trying to free herself.

Spike chuckled loudly, unable to keep a straight face any longer. “’M sorry, baby. I’m a bad rude man.”

“Boy,” Buffy corrected, poking her tongue out in defiance.

“Oi!”

“Well, you are.”

Spike arched a brow. “How so?” he asked with mock curiosity and a pointed thrust of his hips. “Because I can assure you, love, I am anything but a boy.”

Buffy bit her lip to contain the groan his action elicited. She should’ve known he wouldn’t let her comment slide, but if he could tease then so could she. “Well a man wouldn’t just stand around when he had a naked gi—”

The words were kissed off her lips. One hand fisted in her hair, angling her head to deepen the kiss while his other snaked down her back and grabbed a handful of her behind. Greedy lips swallowed her surprised squeal and with a tug she was pulled toward him again. Buffy wrapped her arms around Spike’s neck and returned the kiss with equal fervour, all the while taking slow steps back toward the bed. When her knees hit the edge of the mattress she threw herself backward, pulling Spike along for the ride.

The landing was soft, lips never parting.

Spike hands were everywhere. Caressing her face, fondling her breasts, tickling her sides, exploring her—

“Oh!”

A pleasured sigh rolled off her lips and was quickly followed by another when his lips lowered to her pebbled nipples.

“Oh, oh god… Spike!”

Spike dipped one hand between Buffy’s legs and pushed aside the scrap of material she called underwear, his fingers ghosting the lips of sex. She was warm to the touch, and his fingers slid with ease against her aroused flesh. 

“So wet for me, baby,” he groaned. “All for me.”

It was more a statement than a question but that didn’t stop Buffy’s answering moan. “Yes, yes! Just for you.”

“No one else.” His fingers parted her pussy lips and dipped inside. Spike smiled against her breast when her hips immediately rose from the bed to deepen the contact.

“No. Just you, only you.” Buffy writhed against his hand, a gasp tearing from her lips. It was too much and not enough at the same time. 

“Buffy.”

Her name was a prayer on his lips. In the one word she could hear everything—his desire, his pleasure, his need, his affection. When he said her name like that Buffy felt cherished. She loved it, loved everything he was doing to her but she needed more.

So she spread her legs wider in invitation.

Spike was surprised by her action, his gasp a testament to his awe. But he didn’t slow. He didn’t question. This was her choice and he knew, knew they wouldn’t regret this. Grasping the lacy material in his hands he slowly slid the final barrier between them down her shapely legs. Buffy shivered in anticipation.

Placing a kiss on the top of both feet Spike prowled up Buffy’s body, hovering above her as he settled between her legs. He captured her lips once more.

Delighted as she was by his kisses Buffy was becoming impatient. They were so close. She could feel the hardness of Spike’s erection pressing against her thigh. Taking matters into her own hands, literally, Buffy encircled a hand at the base of his cock, rubbing the head against her opening.

Spike hissed in appreciation, his hips thrusting forward involuntarily. The warmth of her hand coupled with the heat from her sex was a dangerous combination. 

“Buffy,” he gasped. “Buffy, love, we—”

With her hand guiding his hard length Buffy surged her hips off the bed. Her mewl of satisfaction was answered by a strangled cry of pleasure when Spike entered her. 

“Oh god!” Her hand flew to Spike’s forearms, her fingers digging in as she held him tightly.

“Buffybuffybuffy…” 

When she shifted below him he slowly pulled out of her before pushing back in. His eyes rolled back into his head. She was so warm, so wet, so tight. So bloody perfect, my perfect Buffy…

“Oh god, Spike!”

“Perfect, my perfect Buffy.” He withdrew again, this time thrusting forward with a little more force. Spike was having trouble maintaining a semblance of control. It was getting harder and harder to maintain control over the speed of his thrusts. The noises she was making, the way she thrust against him, the look of pure unadulterated lust that burned from her eyes, all of it made the primal need to furiously pound her into the mattress that much harder to resist. The one thought which managed to stop him was that this was happening. Buffy was really here, in bed with him, and the last thing he wanted to do was mess it up and spoil any chances of a repeat in the future.

Buffy’s fingers bit into Spike’s arms so hard they’d likely bruise, but he barely noticed the pain. He pumped into her a little faster and was rewarded with a pleasured groan. She gasped, she moaned, she panted, and her sounds were driving Spike insane. He wanted to hear more, wanted to give her more.

“Uhn!”

“My Buffy, mine! Oh god, you—”

“Oh my god!” she breathed, arching her back off the bed.

“Buffy… so beautiful, so perfect.”

“Spike!”

When their rhythm increased again Buffy was the one responsible. Spike kissed her passionately, pouring all of his emotion, all of the love he felt for her into her lips, before moving to suckle her neck.

“Oh god, Spike! More!” Buffy demanded. She was burning up, a swirling pool of desire and sensation building deep in her belly. Her lips tingled from Spike’s ardent kisses and her flesh seared where his fingers trailed. She’d never felt anything so… so… she was lost of words. It was just right.

“Good, so good!” She scraped her nails up his back and down again, before grasping his behind and encouraging him to speed up his thrusts. “More,” she demanded.

Spike started thrusting in earnest, desperate for release. A light sheen of sweat coated their flesh, glistening in the moonlit room, aiding the slip and slide of their bodies. Spike was not a selfish lover by any stretch, and when he felt his pending release near he slipped a hand between their bodies, his fingers working Buffy’s clit. And she met him thrust for thrust, moaning and sighing and gasping, just as needy to reach climax as he was.

The bed frame hit the wall, the sound a steady staccato that resonated throughout the room, but neither paid it any attention. 

Buffy wrapped her arms around Spike’s neck and her legs around his waist, pulling him as close to her as possible. She was close, the combination of his talented fingers and heated strokes lifted her to the edge of ecstasy, and it would only be a matter of time before he pushed her over.  

Spike was teetering on the brink of orgasm, trying his hardest to hold back as he stroked Buffy frantically.

“Come for me, baby, need to feel you come. Need you to let go,” Spike urged, a cry of pleasure strangled from his lips when he felt her inner muscles fluttering.

It didn’t take much encouragement, he’d already driven her wild with his touch and now his words were pushing her over the edge.

One… two… three… 

And then she was falling. 

Stars burst behind her eyes as her body quaked with pleasure. It shook her to the core as incoherent noises escaped her lips.

“Oh god! Spike! Uhnnn!”

When Buffy convulsed around him her pussy damn near strangled the life from his cock and triggered his own release. Orgasm washed over him and he emptied himself, crying out her name as he collapsed on top of her, completely spent. Spike buried his face in her neck, whispering words of love against her skin as he rode out the wave.

The room was silent save for their shuddery gasps for breath.
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When Buffy woke up early the next morning it was with a smile on her face. How could she not? A wonderful day spent with her considerate boyfriend, followed by an incredible night, what’s not to love?

Love... such a powerful little word. Who’d have thought something so small could mean so much? But it did. She’d been afraid of it, afraid of falling in love with Spike and opening herself up to pain. She should have known better. Buffy could honestly say she trusted him with her life. Her heart was safe with him. For days she’d known she loved him and last night had only increased that feeling. Even better, she could feel it wasn’t one sided. Spike cared for her. It was more than she’d ever anticipated.

She shifted slightly; leaning on her left elbow she rested her head on her hand so she could gaze at him. Really have a good stare, without having to feel self-conscious about it when he caught her—something he always did. 

Beautiful, it was the only word which really did him any justice. Like this, asleep, he looked so innocent. She took it all in, his pouty lips, the fullness of his eyelashes—which she was totally jealous of, and the teeny tiny scar which sliced through his eyebrow. Gently she lifted her free hand toward his face, her fingers tracing the scar before running the length of his cheekbone. She removed her hand a moment later so as not to disturb him, but when she was pinned with those sapphire depths she realised it was too late.

“Sorry, didn’t mean to wake you.”

“’T’s alright love,” Spike smiled, sleep colouring the rumble of his voice. “I was dreamin’ ‘bout you.”

“Yeah?” she asked curiously.

He nodded. “Yeah. But there’s no comparison to the real thing.”

Buffy felt her stomach flip-flop, her cheeks reddening as she looked at the sheets. “Flatterer.”

Spike smiled gently, reaching to cup her cheek as Buffy had his just moments ago. When she met his gaze again he gently guided her lips toward his for a kiss. It was unhurried and tender, the perfect wake-up. The urgency they’d exhibited the night before was long gone, replaced with an ease which came only with intimate familiarity, something they now shared. Spike could easily spend all morning doing just this, kissing her, and had it not been for his exploratory hands he would’ve been content in doing just that. However, the moment he felt the softness of her skin he wanted more. She was like a drug and he couldn’t—wouldn’t ever—get enough. 

Despite how much she’d love to continue Buffy knew they couldn’t. They had school in a couple hours and there was also her mom to consider. Breaking the kiss she extracted herself from Spike’s embrace, a purely feminine smile curling her lips when he groaned in frustration. Taking one of the sheets with her she wrapped it around herself to hide her nudity.

“Buffy, we—”

“Have school to get ready for,” she interrupted. Seeing the protestations on his lips before he even voiced them she continued, “Unlike some who can roll out of bed and look perfect already,” she looked pointedly at him as she said this. “I need time to make myself look presentable. I need a shower, I want to brush my teeth and I’m really hungry.”  

“So am I,” Spike smirked lasciviously. “Come back to bed, love. You’re perfect as you are.”

The innuendo in his words had not been missed, but she chose to ignore it. “No,” Buffy warned. “I won’t. My hair’s a mess!”

“Looks like you’ve had sex,” Spike replied proudly. “And trust me pet, it’s a look that’s very good on you.”

Buffy laughed, shaking her head in amusement. “Spike—”

“You’re beautiful.”

He’d told her as much, countless times, but hearing it still took her breath away. Her mirth faded and her resolve weakened. A little more time couldn’t hurt, could it? 

“You’re so beautiful,” Spike repeated, adoration shining from his eyes. “I feel so lucky to have you.”

Buffy’s eyes began watering immediately. All thoughts of school and responsibility fled, all that mattered was him. It was still early, they had plenty of time. She dropped the sheet to climb back into bed, causing Spike’s eyes—and other parts of his anatomy—to bulge in response to her nakedness. 

The first touch of their lips ignited the passion within them, eager hands of both parties exploring the other’s flesh.

“Oh god, Buffy.” 

Her name was said with such reverence she melted all over again, and before Buffy could censor herself the words were falling from her lips. 

“I love you.”

The second the words were out there she froze. She knew Spike cared for her but it was still early in their relationship, the last thing she wanted to do was scare the guy off by being too needy. Oh god, what did I just say? WHY did I have to say that now?

Spike had also frozen, the shock of hearing her speak those words effectively turning him into a statue. She said— She loves, Buffy loves me. He didn’t believe it. The words had been said but he almost didn’t trust his hearing. He wanted nothing more than to hear her say those words, again, so he could be sure. And then lots more times after that, because it’s something he’d never get sick of hearing. Buffy loves me!

“Buffy—”

“Just forget it.” 

When she’d said the words it had taken her a moment to confirm that yes, they’d actually been said aloud and she hadn’t imagined it. When Spike had hesitated she’d immediately began imagining the worst. 

“Pet—”

“Please, Spike, I—”

Downstairs the front door opened. 

“Oh my god!” Buffy exclaimed, clamping a hand over her mouth when she realised how loud she’d been. “It’s my mom! You’ve got to get dressed now! You’ve got to get out of here!”

While Spike knew Joyce liked him he didn’t want to wear out his welcome. Walking in on your daughter in bed, no matter who she was with—and didn’t the thought of Buffy being with anyone else hurt—was not going to be good. So the thought of being caught had Spike in just as much of a panic. 

Footsteps on the stairs.

“She’s coming!” Buffy cried, her voice at a hush. “There’s not enough time, you need to hide!”

“Hide?” Spike repeated. “Hide where?”

“I don’t care! Just get gone before she walks in here or you’ll never see me again!”

Spike began to argue, worried at what she meant by that statement. She couldn’t possibly mean she’d throw what they had away, could she? “Buffy—” 

“I’ll be grounded for life, so do it!”

Without another word he scooped up his clothes from the bedroom floor into his arms, looked around the room once or twice before settling on the closet. Buffy had managed to slip a night shirt and some pyjama bottoms on. When Spike opened her closet door and realised he wouldn’t fit he started to back away but Buffy was having none of it.

“Get in!”

“But—”

With a shove she pushed him into the small space and closed the door. “Hold it shut from the inside, it’ll just be a couple minutes,” she whispered urgently. 

“What about my shirt? It’s downstairs,” he whispered back.

Oh god...

So was hers. And her bra. 

“Hopefully she hasn’t seen it yet, I’ll go get it as soon as—”

“Honey, are you up here?”

“In my room, Mom!” Buffy called loudly in reply, before whispering to Spike, “Whatever you do, don’t move.”

She examined the room to ensure nothing looked suspicious. Say, for example, one of Spike’s boots which was sitting in the middle of the floor. Scooping it up she tossed it under her desk just as her mother walked into the room.

“Morning, sweetie.”

“Morning!” Buffy replied cheerily, pasting as big a smile onto her face as possible in an attempt to cover her nerves. 

Obviously it wasn’t convincing enough.

“Is everything alright, honey?” Joyce asked with concern.

“Sure!” Buffy chirped. “Everything’s great. Right as rain. Peachy keen. I’m full of great today.” And clichés apparently... 

“Are you sure?”

“Absolutely.” She nodded for extra emphasis.

“Alright. If you’re certain.” Joyce was unconvinced but she wasn’t going to force the issue. Her eyes roamed the bedroom, taking in the state of disarray.

Following her mothers wandering eyes Buffy provided an explanation. “Oh, I had a bit of a nightmare last night, tossed and turned a bit.”

“So I can see,” Joyce replied, stepping forward and running her fingers through her daughter’s tangled tresses. 

Buffy brushed her hair behind her ears self-consciously. “So how was work?”

Joyce sighed, sitting on the edge of the bed. “Hectic. It took half the night to fix everything and the other half to fill in all the extra necessary paperwork.”

Taking the extended hand which was offered, Buffy joined her mother on the edge of the bed. 
 
“I’m so sorry things have been chaotic. Getting the business off the ground has been difficult, and I know I haven’t been home much lately.”

Buffy nodded in agreement and understanding. “It’s alright, mom, really. You need this job, we need it.”

Joyce smiled, pressing a kiss to Buffy’s forehead. “What did I ever do to deserve a daughter like you?”

“Just lucky I guess,” Buffy smiled gently.

“You got that right.” With a yawn Joyce stood up and moved toward the door. “I’m going to go to bed for a few hours to catch up on missed sleep.”

“Sounds like a good idea.” A yawn of her own escaped Buffy’s lips. Her night, while not as late as her mother’s, had been no less energy consuming. A raised brow of inquiry was enough to snap Buffy from her thoughts. “And I’ll be getting ready for school.”

Joyce nodded and walked out of the room.

With a sigh Buffy relaxed. They’d survived. 

The closet door creaked slightly as Spike prepared to exit the tight space, and Buffy was about to alert him to the clear coast when she heard footsteps in the hallway again. With a shove she slammed the door closed. Something inside thumped.

“What did you end up doing about dinner last night?”

“Oh,” Buffy replied, leaning against the closet door nonchalantly. “Spike came over and cooked me dinner, I think there’s some leftovers in the fridge if you want some for lunch.”

“He can cook?” Joyce asked in surprise.

Buffy nodded.

“That’s fantastic, sweetheart. Hold on to that one, he’s a keeper.” She chuckled, shaking her head. “The most your father could do was toast.”
 
Buffy had to bite her tongue to hold back the sarcastic comment which wanted to burst from her lips. 

“Have a good day at school.”

“Thanks.”

This time when Joyce’s footsteps retreated it was for good, her bedroom door closing a few moments later.

For the second time Buffy breathed a sigh of relief. Closing her eyes she let her head fall back against the closet door. That had been close. Too close.

Spike’s muffled voice came through the door, startling her from her thoughts. “Is it safe, can I come out now?”

Moving to open up some space Buffy opened the door to allow him to exit. The first thing she noticed was the red mark across his forehead.

“Oh my god, what happened?” she whispered.

“You did,” he replied just as quietly. A smirk rose to his lips at her concern, and he rubbed his head for emphasis. “Give a guy a heads up next time you’re plannin’ on shutting a door in his face.”

“Awww, poor baby,” Buffy cooed with exaggerated concern. She pressed a kiss to the affected area. “Better now?”

“Much.” Spike beamed.

He was looking at her lips like he wanted to devour them, but Buffy was not going to be distracted this time.  “I’ll get your shirt for you.”

Spike sighed when she disappeared downstairs. He had the distinct feeling she used the missing article as an excuse to escape from him. And he was almost certain he knew why, the three little words she’d said earlier he’d left unanswered. The panic in her eyes when she’d said it—and he’d said nothing—was telling. She thought he didn’t feel the same. 

Little did she know just how wrong she was. As soon as she returned he was going to set her straight.

“Here it is,” Buffy announced flinging the shirt toward him.

Geez, that was quick!

Now Spike was the one with nerves. 

“Look, Buffy. About—”

“We can talk at school.” 

He frowned with mild frustration, she never let him speak! “Anyone ever tell you about your nasty habit of interruptin’ people all the time?”

A grin tickled her lips. “No, I have no idea what you’re talking about.” 

While Spike was glad to see the humour and lightness had returned to her eyes they needed to talk. “Buffy, we need to talk. About last night, about everything.”

When her smile visibly diminished he wanted to kick himself. He should have told her immediately. Should’ve told her days ago...

“I know we do. But it can wait. If my mom hears me talking she’s going to get suspicious. You can’t be found in here.”

On that point he agreed. The last thing he wanted was to ruin his chances of being allowed over to the Summers residence ever again. “Alright, I’ll go. But we’ll talk soon.”

“Of course,” Buffy agreed with a nod. When Spike started for the bedroom door she stopped him. “Where do you think you’re going?”

Spike raised an eyebrow.

“She’ll hear you.”

“Buffy—”

“Please? I know she’s not asleep yet and if she gets up and sees you on the way out...” She trailed off.

Spike had to admit she had a point. “What do you want me to do?”

Buffy looked around the room once before deciding. “Out the window.”

“You’ve got to be kiddin’ me?”

“Spike, shhh!”

“Sorry, love. You just caught me off guard.” He gestured toward the window. “You do realise your bedroom isn’t on the ground floor, right?”

The look she shot his way was answer enough. “How am I supposed to get down?”

Buffy walked toward the window and opened it up and Spike joined her beside it. “See there, to the side?” She pointed toward a tree branch which stretched toward the roof. “You’ll be able to climb down there.”

“Okay.” It wasn’t the best exit strategy but it was something. “I just want you to know that last night was—”

“We’ll talk at school,” Buffy promised, interrupting yet again. Planting a firm kiss on his lips she encouraged him to climb through the window.

A moment later there was a dull thud as his feet hit the ground and she watched as he walked toward his car. 

With a wave he was gone.
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Spike was completely and utterly heartbroken. 

He kept playing it over and over in his mind, how everything had unfolded, imagining what he could have done differently, said differently, to change the outcome. To not be in the position he was in now. 

If only he had told her. If he hadn’t kept secrets they wouldn’t be in this position right now. No, scratch that. If only he hadn’t listened to Cordelia. It was all her bloody fault. But even that wasn’t entirely true.

He was an idiot. A complete and utter idiot. 

Spike had lost the love of his life, and he had no one to blame but himself.




~*~*~




~ Earlier that day ~

Buffy fidgeted nervously as she walked up the steps to school. Her stomach was doing back flips, and she was certain the slightest wrong movement would result in the loss of her breakfast. Why was she so scared? It was just another day at school. She could do this. She would go to class, talk to her friends, she would act normal. Because really, what reason did she have to be so nervous?

Oh, the fact you slept with your boyfriend for the first time, told him you loved him, and he didn’t say anything back?

Right, there was that.

How she was going to make it through this day without bursting into laughter at the ridiculousness of her behaviour, or cry hysterically for the very same reason, was beyond her. She knew she had to keep a level head. She knew she had to just continue as if nothing out of the ordinary had occurred. 

She knew they would talk later on.

And that’s what she was so terrified about.

What if he regretted what they’d done? No, that was ridiculous. She knew Spike cared for her. She could see it in his eyes every time he looked at her. And besides, he’d told her, countless times, how important she was to him.

But he hadn’t said he loved her. That’s what this was really about. She’d let the cat out of the bag, she’d confessed her true feelings, even though everything inside of her was telling her to stop. To keep her mouth shut. She’d told him. 

And he had said nothing.

“Oh god,” she whispered. What if he didn’t love her? What if opening her mouth had made him realise that he didn’t want to be with her? What if—

“Hey, Buffy!” Willow greeted.

Buffy whirled around, took one look at her best friend, and burst into tears.




~*~*~




Spike was well past anxious. And why shouldn’t he be? This morning he was going to tell the woman he loved exactly how he felt about her. Even though he knew she felt the same way, that she loved him—and didn’t that just put the biggest grin on his face—he was still nervous. 

Rightly so, it was a big step. 

One she’s already made, mate... his subconscious reminded, somewhat scornfully. 

With a deep breath he made his way through the halls of his school toward his locker. There would be no avoiding this. He was going to tell her. 

He just had to get the courage up first.




~*~*~




A few minutes later, when Buffy’s tears had stopped flowing, Willow finally asked the question that was hovering between them. “Buffy, what happened?”

“I made such a mess of things; I should’ve just kept my mouth shut.” Buffy sighed, knowing there was not going to be an easy way out of this. 

“A mess...?” Willow frowned in confusion. “I’m obviously missing something here. Care to fill me in? Did something happen with you and Spike.”

A watery smile and nod was all the answer Buffy could provide at that point.

“Well... what was it?”

Fidgeting under her best friend’s stare Buffy finally confessed. “I slept with Spike.”

For a moment Willow was non-responsive, until the words finally sunk in. Her mouth formed an ‘O’ as her jaw dropped. “Wow.”

“Yeah, I know.”

“Wow. I mean... wow.”

“Yeah.”

The girls sat in solemn silence for several moments, each thinking of the gravity of Buffy’s confession.

“So...” Willow began, somewhat shyly. “How was it?”

“Oh Willow,” Buffy gushed, a bright smile stretching across her face. “It was perfect. Absolutely perfect. He made me feel...”

Willow nodded, eager for her to continue.

“So... so special. Beautiful. Like I was the most beautiful girl in the world.” She sighed, dreamily. So when Willow began to frown she started to become self conscious. “What?”

“So it was a perfect night?” she questioned.

“Yes.”

“So what’s the big drama? Why the waterworks?” Willow demanded, her confusion evident in her tone. “I would think that you’d be ecstatic, not a blubbering mess right about now.”

“Willow!” Buffy gasped.

“Well, it’s true,” Willow replied defensively. “If everything was so perfect, then why are you so upset.”

Buffy sighed, closing her eyes as she remembered the events of the morning. “This morning I—”

“This morning,” Willow interrupted. “Spike stayed the NIGHT?!”

“Yes, Willow,” Buffy continued, a smile tugging at her lips. “The whole night.”

“Wow...” she breathed, before a look of disgust curled her lips. “Was there morning breath? Is that why...” Willow cut herself off, not needing the raised brow on Buffy’s face to alert her to the ridiculousness of her question.

“Okay, still not seeing the problem here.”

“I told him I loved him,” Buffy blurted out.

“You—”

“Yes.”

“You said—”

“Uh-huh.” 

“I love you?” It came out as more of a squeak than she was aiming for.

“Well, thank you,” Buffy quipped, the smile on her face not nearly as brave as she was aiming for.

“Wow, Buffy, this is big. Even bigger than the big that you just shared last night.” Willow blushed almost as red as her hair. “Not that I’d know of course. I mean, not one to perve of my best friends boyfriend or—”

“Breathe,” Buffy commanded, a grin tickling her lips.

Willow sucked in a deep lungful of air. So Buffy and Spike had... and then she’d said... and Willow was still having difficulty seeing the problem.

“So you told him and...” She trailed off, not needing to continue. The look on Buffy’s face told her exactly what had happened. Or not happened in this case.

“He didn’t say it back,” she whispered, almost in disbelief.

Buffy nodded, her eyes filling with tears again.

“Oh Willow, what if I’ve ruined everything?”

“No, Buffy. No. You didn’t. You couldn’t ruin everything. Don’t be silly,” Willow soothed. “There’s just no way. Spike adores you.”

When tears began to fall down her best friends cheeks again Willow swept her into her arms. “I promise you Buffy, you have nothing to worry about. Spike adores you.”

“But what if—”

“But nothing,” Willow said firmly. “He does, and he’ll tell you. Maybe you surprised him. There are plenty of reasons why he didn’t say it back and none of them spell doom.”

Buffy sniffed. “Are you sure?”

“I’m sure. You’ll see. By the end of the day everything will be clear,” Willow promised. Another quick squeeze and she released Buffy from the hug. “We’d better head inside.”

Already feeling so much better thanks to Willow’s assurances, Buffy followed her into the school. 

It was time to face the music.




~*~*~




He still hadn’t seen her. He’d been looking for her, trying to spot her in the crowd of students milling about the hallways, but so far not a single sign of Buffy. 

Craning his neck he checked a clock for the time, which only increased his worries. The bell was going to go any minute, and Buffy was never late. What could be keeping her?

A tap on his shoulder brought a brilliant smile to his face, one that instantly disappeared the second he spun around and came face to face with Cordelia.

“What the bleedin’ hell do you want?” he scowled.

Cordelia raise a brow, folding her arms across her chest. “Someone’s testy this morning. Did we get out of the wrong side of bed this morning?” she mocked.

Thoughts of bed and this morning returned the bright smile to Spike’s face.

“Well, well,” Cordelia commented. “I’m assuming your plan worked.”

The scowl returned. “What plan?”

“You know exactly what I’m talking about,” Cordelia pointed out, ticking the points off her fingers. “You seduce Buffy and keep her away from Angel. Win, win. I get Angel, and you get to keep the girl.”

“Would you keep it down,” Spike hissed. 

Cordelia pouted in faux innocence. “Oh, don’t be like that, Spike, you know this is what you wanted all along. You can’t play the innocent act with me.”

“Trust me when I say I’m not actin’,” Spike snarled. “And if you say one word to her I’ll—”

“What, glare at me some more?” Cordelia laughed. “Ooh, terrifying.”

Despite her mocking, that’s exactly what he did. His jaw ticked in barely restrained anger, his fists clenching and unclenching by his sides. 

“You say a word,” he began, before realising just how futile it was to threaten someone like Cordelia. Nothing he could say was going to faze her in the slightest.

“And send her running straight into Angel’s arms? Puh-lease,” Cordelia replied, rolling her eyes. “I have no idea what he sees in her, but for some reason Angel thinks Buffy is ‘special’.” 

Another eye roll followed.

“Angel’s an honourable guy. So long as Buffy is with someone else he won’t make a move. Rocking the boat with you doesn’t help me further my interests in the slightest.”

“And you’re happy playing second fiddle to Buffy?” Spike scoffed. “You’d be with him, knowing he’d rather be with her?”

“How do you know it’s not the same with Buffy and you?” Cordelia retorted.

“You shut your mouth,” Spike snarled. “You know nothing about Buffy and me.”

As the words left his mouth Spike realised the truth in them. Cordelia didn’t know anything about what had transpired, but he did. Buffy loved him. And he knew without a single doubt that she loved him. She wouldn’t leave him because an old flame was back on the scene. 

He smiled smugly.

Cordelia laughed in amusement. “Well, it seems that you’ve succeeded. I underestimated your powers of persuasion. Or should I say coercion.”

Spike’s clenched his jaw angrily. “I didn’t—”

“Whatever helps you sleep at night,” Cordelia interrupted flippantly. “Just make sure you keep her interest.”

Before Spike could retort Cordelia had spun on her heel and gone, disappearing into the crowd of students filling the halls.

A quick scan for his girlfriend once again proved fruitless, so he took off towards her locker.

Unbeknownst to Spike, someone had overheard the entire conversation.




~*~*~




Buffy was halfway to her locker when a familiar face stepped in front of her.

“Angel.”

“Hello, Buffy,” Angel said with a smile. “It’s good to see you.”

“It’s good to see you too.” 

Buffy smiled politely, unsure of what to say next. A lot had changed since she’d seen him last. The last week with Spike had been... overwhelming, to say the least. She’d completely forgotten that Angel would be returning to school. 

She could see his lips moving, and realised that he’d been talking to her, so wrapped up in her daydreaming that she hadn’t noticed.

“I’m sorry, what did you say?”

“I was just asking if you had any plans for this weekend.” Angel shoved his hands into his pockets, shuffling nervously in front of her. “I thought maybe we could go to the Bronze or something.”

Buffy smiled the smile of soft rejection. “I can’t. I’m seeing somebody.”

“Oh,” Angel replied quietly. “Of course you are. A pretty girl like you wouldn’t stay single for too long.”

A blush rose to Buffy’s cheeks. 

“Who’s the lucky guy?”

“Spike,” Buffy answered, her smile blooming. “We’ve been dating for a few weeks now, it’s going really great.”

Angel returned the smile, finding it hard to stay disappointed when she was obviously so happy. And if his friend was the cause of her happiness, who was he to complain?




~*~*~




There she is!

Spike smiled in relief when he spotted Buffy, his pace quickening. And then he stopped just as abruptly when he saw Angel. Talking with Buffy. Talking with his girlfriend. And she was smiling. Smiling, and not just a little smile, not the smile of someone who’d just bumped into an old acquaintance. No, it was the smile of someone in love.

Spike was furious, downright pissed off.

Bloody Cordelia was right, and wasn’t that just a kick in the guts.

Well, if that’s how it was going to be, that’s how it was going to be.  

Turning, Spike stalked off to class.




~*~*~




“It was nice talking with you again,” Buffy said politely.

“You too, Buffy,” Angel replied. “Hey, maybe we could get together this weekend, you and Spike and me. A group of us.”

Buffy thought it over for a moment before nodding her assent. “Sure, we’d love to.”

With a nod and a smile Angel turned and walked away.

Buffy sighed. That had been... enlightening. To say she was surprised to see Angel at school this morning was an understatement. However, the biggest revelation was the fact that the feelings inspired by his arrival were nothing more than platonic. The fact she couldn’t help grinning like an idiot anytime Spike’s name was mentioned had more than convinced Angel of her feelings for her boyfriend. He’d been gracious in defeat, and she was grateful. The last thing she wanted was to be the reason two former best friends stopped talking. Angel had put those fears to rest. 

Seeing him also proved something else to her; just how deep her feelings for Spike were. 

He was her everything. 

And if it meant she had to wait a little while before her feelings were reciprocated, so be it. 

He was worth the wait.




~*~*~




The bell for class had gone just moments earlier, but he didn’t care. Nothing was going to stop him.

He found her by her locker, hurrying to collect her books for class.

“Buffy,” he said slowly, the words he needed to say freezing in his throat. “I need to talk to you.”

Buffy spun around, a smile on her face as she continued to hurry with her books. “Hey, Xand. Running a little late for class. Can it wait?”

With a deep breath he shook his head. A much as he’d like to save Buffy the pain he knew this was going to cause her, he couldn’t. She needed to know the truth, and she needed to know it now.

“No, it really can’t.”
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Anyway, onto the chapter! Chapter 31: I Fall to Pieces


Buffy couldn’t think. She literally couldn’t process what Xander had just told her. There was no way, no way it could be true. The thing was, she had no reason to doubt Xander. What would he gain from lying to her? He was one of her closest friends, and she could see how much it hurt him to see her so upset. He was hurting because she was hurting. 

She wished she could take back the last five minutes. Rewind time, so that she could have not heard this. 

Her perfect world had been shattered.

Apparently, it wasn’t as perfect as she had thought.

It was all a lie.

A bet, nothing more than a stupid agreement between two stupid selfish people.

She had thought he cared about her.

“No,” she whispered.

“I’m so sorry, Buffy.”

“It can’t...” She shook her head. “No, he wouldn’t do this. He wouldn’t lie to me like this.”

Xander didn’t know what to do, what he could say, to make her feel better. He didn’t regret telling her, but he did wish that Willow were here. “Maybe I didn’t hear things right, maybe they were talking about something else.”

It was a lie meant to comfort, and they both knew it did little to soften to blow.

“I... I can’t be here.” Buffy stood up forcefully, her seat scraping across the ground before tipping over. “I have to go be somewhere that is not here.”

“Buffy—”

“No,” she interrupted harshly. “I know you meant to help. I do. I know you didn’t want to hurt me.” A shower of tears cascaded down her cheeks as her voice broke with emotion. “But I can’t, I can’t be here. I feel like I’m falling apart at the seams, my heart is breaking and I can’t be here. I can’t fall apart here. I just can’t—”

“Shhhh,” Xander soothed, drawing Buffy into his arms. Sobbing wracked her tiny body as her knees gave way, Xander’s embrace the only thing saving her from collapsing to the floor. 

“It’ll be okay.” Even to his ears the words sounded hollow, but nothing was going to stop Xander from comforting his friend. “You’ll get through this.”

Buffy turned tearful eyes toward him, a one word response all she could manage between the torrent of tears and the sobs rent from within her.

“How?”




~*~*~




Buffy didn’t come to class. And while outwardly Spike acted as if he didn’t notice, internally he was worried. Where could she be?

His first thoughts that maybe she and Angel had gotten together for a little tête-à-tête. But when his old mate had turned up to class, alone, and there was still no sign of Buffy, Spike became concerned. 

He looked over at Willow, hoping to catch her eye, but she was immersed in her assignment.

“Psst.”

Nothing.

“Red,” Spike whispered.

Still no response.

“Willow, where’s Buffy?”

Now Spike knew that something was up, because there was no way that she hadn’t heard him. She was only a row in front of him, and he wasn’t exactly being discrete.

Ripping a piece of paper from his book he balled it up and threw it at the back of her head.  

Willow finally gave him her attention, shooting a glare in his direction. “I don’t know where Buffy is,” Willow whispered back harshly. “But I’m guessing her not being in class has something to do with you.”

And with that she turned around again.

Spike was stunned speechless. The look she’d shot him was borderline vicious. Whoever had put her in that mood had better watch out.

Resigned to the fact he’d have to wait until the end of class to find out what was going on, Spike opened his book and got to work.




~*~*~




As soon as the bell for the end of class sounded, Willow dashed from her seat and out the door. 

Something was wrong; it was the only explanation she could come up with for why Buffy hadn’t come to class. Dumping her books in her locker she rounded the hallway, checking if Buffy was at hers. 

She wasn’t.

Neither was she in the pool, or the library, or in the quad.

She expected nothing when she walked into the cafeteria, it being the least likely place she’d expect to find Buffy. But there she was, standing with Xander, with her back turned to the door.

How was it that Willow hadn’t noticed Xander missing from class?

Willow’s thoughts were cut to an abrupt halt when she saw the way Buffy’s shoulders were shaking, ever so slightly.

“Buffy... what’s wrong?” Willow asked as she approached the pair.

Both Xander and Buffy swivelled to face Willow. One look at the concern on Willow’s face was enough to send her into another fit of tears.

“Willow!” Buffy sobbed, before an incoherent stream of words flooded from her mouth. 

Willow looked over Buffy’s shoulder at Xander, who was currently pacing in front of the girls, his hands clenching into fists at his side. “What’s going on?”

“Spike,” Xander all but growled.

“You know?” Willow questioned in surprise. 

Xander was confused. “Yes, I know, how do you? I didn’t see you in the hallway.”

“Hallway?” Willow repeated, her expression mirroring Xander’s. “What’s going on?”

“Spike’s been lying to Buffy,” Xander informed.

“Oh no, not lying,” Willow shook her head in denial. “Not voicing his feelings, maybe, but lying? That’s a bit of a stretch isn’t it?”

“Willow, what are you talking about?” 

“This is about how Spike didn’t tell her that he loved her after they...” she trailed off, wiggling her eyebrows in suggestion in the hopes of not having to voice her friend’s sexual activity out loud. “Isn’t it?”

Xander’s expression was blank for a moment before reality came crashing, a look of pure fury crossing his face. 

“He slept with her?”

Willow realised her mistake instantly. “You didn’t know?”

“I’m going to kill him for hurting her like this.”

“Like what?” Willow practically yelled, not knowing the full picture. “What’s going on? I thought Buffy and I had sorted this out earlier, we spoke about how he didn’t say he loved her back and I assured her everything would be alright.”

“He doesn’t love her,” Xander snapped angrily. “It was all a lie.”

All the colour drained from Willow’s face. Xander didn’t just say what she thought he said, did he? “What?”

“It was all just part of a stupid bet.” Xander kicked at a nearby chair sending it flying in the opposite direction. “Cordelia wanted to sink her claws into Angel, has for months now, but with Buffy around she didn’t stand a chance. She made an arrangement with Spike for him to keep Buffy off the market while she made her play for Angel.”

Buffy’s sobs increased.

Willow was shell-shocked. She could not believe her ears. How had this happened, how had they not known? All of a sudden she was consumed with guilt, she felt partly responsible for having encouraged Buffy to begin dating Spike in the first place.

“Oh my god,” she whispered. “And you told her? Why would you do that?”

“Of course!” Xander exclaimed. “I wanted to forewarn her, before things got too serious.” 

He snorted, realising the irony of his statement, before turning sympathetic eyes toward Buffy. He couldn’t bear to see her so upset, knowing that it was information he’d shared which had put her in such as state. He turned away again. “I didn’t know I was too late. If I had... maybe...”

“Maybe nothing,” Willow snapped, joining Xander in the fury department. She couldn’t believe Spike would do something like this; he’d seemed so sincere about his feelings for Buffy. And the look of concern on his face in class... was it possible that was all an act? “You didn’t do anything wrong. He is the one who was using her.”

“Guys, please... stop!” Buffy begged, having remained silent for several minutes as her friends battled it out on her behalf. “I just want to go home, I can’t be here any longer, I can’t see him... I want my mom.”

“Of course,” Willow replied softly, her expression instantly softening. “Xander will take you home.”

“What! No.” Xander shook his head vehemently. “No, I’m going to teach that son of a—”
 
“And that’s exactly why you’re taking her,” Willow interrupted. “I’ll go and let Principal Snyder know that Buffy is unwell and going home, and you’re driving her. I’ll be right behind you.”

Xander hesitated for a moment before nodding in agreement. Willow was right. As much as he wanted to confront Spike about what he’d done, now was not the time. Getting Buffy home was priority.

“Buffy,” Willow said gently. “Let’s get you home.”

With a nod Buffy let herself be led from the cafeteria by her friends.




~*~*~




When neither Willow nor Buffy showed up to the next class Spike knew something was up. As far as he was aware, Willow had never skipped out before. 

Making an excuse to go to the toilet, Spike left the classroom and headed off in search of Buffy.

It didn’t take him long.

He rounded a corner and collided with someone, taking a moment to realise that someone was a very irate Xander Harris. And curled into Xander’s side, under a protective arm, was his girl.

She was crying, and by the look of her had been doing so for some time now. When she saw him she flinched, hiding her eyes against Xander’s chest. 

“You get the hell away from her,” Xander said menacingly.

And for the first time ever, Spike was actually intimated by Xander. The boy looked like he wanted to murder him, and he had absolutely no idea why. But threatening aside, there was nothing and no one that was going to stop him from talking to his girl. 

“I want to talk to my girlfriend.” Spike reached for Buffy, and Xander reacted immediately, pushing her behind him.

“You don’t touch her.”

Ignoring him Spike tried once again to talk to Buffy. “Love, what’s wrong?”

Xander made a move to push Spike away, only stopping when Buffy placed a hand on his shoulder. She didn’t say anything, but the look in eyes clearly expressed her wishes. With a nod, Xander took a step to the side, keeping a watchful eye on his friend and the person responsible for breaking her heart.

Spike mistook this as meaning she wanted comfort from him and he took a step toward her, confusion clouding his expression when she reacted instantly by moving out of his grasp.

She sniffled once before turning her soulful eyes toward him. And the look she shot him was heartbreaking, filled with so much betrayal, with so much hate. Spike was stunned. Never would he have expected her to look at him in such a way.

Still she said nothing.

“Buffy, love. Talk to me,” he pleaded.

“I’m not your love,” Buffy spat out, her voice husky from crying. 

For a moment Spike was gobsmacked. No... No, she didn’t just say that. It was not possible that Cordelia had been right. Buffy loved him. She loved him. 

“Kitten—”

“Stop calling me those pet names!” Buffy shouted, her eyes blazing. “You don’t have the right. I’m not your love, your kitten, your anything. I’m not yours.”

I’m not yours I’m not yours I’m not yours...

Her words repeated over and over in his mind, and Spike could pinpoint the exact moment he felt his heart break. 

As was his nature, Spike struck out in retaliation. Remembering the little gathering he’d seen earlier, the words were out of his mouth before he even had the chance to consider the repercussions. “Did your little reunion with Angel not go so well?” he sneered.

Tears filled Buffy’s eyes once more, Spike’s words a reminder of what she’d recently learned.

Spike mistook her tears as her answer.

“So it’s true. I was just a stand in while your lover boy was out of town.”

Buffy gasped in disbelief. She could not believe the things she was hearing. How could he be so cruel? Any doubts she had about the information Xander had shared with her earlier were now dashed. 

Her hand flew from her side and struck Spike’s cheek before she even realised what she was doing. 

“How dare you,” she gasped. Buffy shook her head in disbelief, watching as Spike’s mouth became a thin angry line. 

A bright pink handprint began to appear on his cheek, and she fought the desire to apologise for being responsible. He was not the person she thought he was. He may have broken her heart, but she was not going to let him belittle her. It was clear what she had to do, not that there was any real doubt about it. Their relationship was a ruse, and it had to end. 

“I gave you everything,” she began, her voice trembling with emotion that she fought to keep in check. She was not going to cry again, not in front of him. “I gave you my body, and I gave you my heart. I loved you.”

Spike’s expression softened immediately and he opened his mouth to respond but Buffy wouldn’t let him.

“But it was only a game to you. Part of a plan, keep my interest so tha...” Her words lodged in her throat. 

The realisation of what she was talking about was instantaneous and it hit him with a crushing force. “No, Buffy! It’s not what you think, I can explain.”

Buffy shook her head. Fighting back tears she looked him directly in the eye as she put the nail in the coffin of farce which was their relationship. “Well, game’s over, Spike. I know your secret.” She laughed with false humour. “Over... funny, considering it never really began, did it?”

She closed her eyes, her voice barely above a whisper as she added, “It was never really real, was it?”

Once more Spike was stunned silent by her words. 

It’s over.

It was never real.

He could wrap his head around it all, how things had managed to get so fucked up. He’s been so desperate to keep her that he didn’t even realise that he was actually driving her away. 

“No, it was real!” Spike insisted. “Everything was real, everything we did, everything we felt...” He was desperate to explain. He had to make her understand, make her realise, but his words failed him once more. 

And then it struck him. It struck him hard, like being punched in the gut by a freight train. He was going to lose her. Buffy was going to leave him. In a perfect moment of clarity he realised that there was no coming back from this, there was nothing he could say that would make things right.

But that didn’t mean he was going to let go. He couldn’t. She meant too much to him. She was his life. He loved her.

He knew now that he was an idiot for not telling her immediately, he should’ve told her every day just how much he loved her. She looked so defeated, so lost, and it was all his fault. 

“Buffy, you’ve got it all wrong, it was real!”

I can convince her, I can tell her how much she means to me. I can make this right.

“It was real! All of it was real, every last minute. God, baby, I need you, I need you so much,” he insisted, grasping her hands, only to find himself shoved away by her bodyguard hard enough to send him sprawling to the ground. 

Xander took Buffy by the hand and began leading her away, she’d suffered through enough. 

Spike scrambled to find his feet, his voice desperate as he shouted after Buffy.

“BUFFY! Please, I lo—”

Buffy interrupted his confession, looking over her shoulder as she let herself be led away by Xander.

“Don’t follow me, don’t look at me, and don’t ever speak to me again. It’s over.”

“No,” Spike denied, finding his feet, only to have them crumple beneath him when she turned her back on him. 

“It’s so over we need another word for over.”
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Chapter 32: Picking up the Pieces


Spike was an emotional wreck. Completely and totally shattered. 

He’d thought he knew heartbreak, but he was sorely mistaken. Losing his mother was devastating, but it was entirely different type of loss. Nothing from his past compared to this, nothing could have prepared him for the loss he felt as he watched Buffy walk out of his life.

It took seconds for Spike’s heart to splinter into a million pieces, seconds for the tears to begin falling. Just mere seconds was all it took for his life to be turned completely upside down. And it all could have been prevented, if only he’d been honest with her. 

It was close to an hour before Spike managed to move, the thought of leaving witnesses to his distress barely motivation enough to drag his sorry arse from the ground. He’d always been a fairly private person but in that moment he didn’t care who saw him crying. He’d announce his feelings to the world if he thought it would help him win her back. 

And in that moment he decided to fight for her. He was not going to give up on Buffy. She was the best thing in his life and he’d be damned if he let her slip through his fingers.

He had to find her. He had to make things right. 

Because without Buffy he was nothing.




~*~*~




Buffy was numb. After the emotional rollercoaster of the afternoon she was left utterly drained. If she had more tears to cry her body refused to part with them. Her eyes were bloodshot with sorrow, her cheeks blotchy and swollen. But she didn’t care, her appearance the last thing on her mind. 

She couldn’t escape the events of the afternoon. The confrontation kept playing over and over in her mind. She saw it so clearly. Spike’s confusion at her actions, the look of realisation that passed through his eyes when he put the pieces together, and the desperate tone of his voice when he plead with her to speak with him. It looked real, it felt real, and when she’d told him it was over she broke a little more at his obvious despair.

There was no way he could have faked that, she told herself over and over again. He’s not that good an actor. Why would he pretend to be so upset if this was just a game to him?

Then the doubt would come crashing back in and the tears would renew their passage down her cheeks.

As promised, Willow had joined Buffy and Xander at the Summers’ residence a short time later. With Willow promoted to ‘shoulder to cry on’ Xander had excused himself to make a couple of phone calls. Buffy’s return to school the following day would not be an easy one, and he planned on providing as much support as possible.

“Angel, I need to ask a favour.”




~*~*~




“Do you want to talk about it?”

Buffy shook her head. She really didn’t.

“Are you sure?” Willow prodded, gently. She was at a loss of what to do, and seeing Buffy so broken made her feel less than adequate in the best friend department. “How about some ice-cream?” she suggested. “Can I tempt you with some chocolate-y goodness? It heals all that ails ya.”

Realising Willow’s predicament, Buffy consented with a nod. She didn’t want to be alone, and while she appreciated the support from her friends the attention was... overwhelming. Time to think and space to breathe was what she needed, and while Willow and Xander had the best of intentions they didn’t seem to understand that. 

Spike would understand. 

The thought crossed her mind unbidden and Buffy closed her eyes in an attempt to fight off the renewed flood of tears.




~*~*~




Willow retrieved the aforementioned ice-cream from the freezer and a couple of spoons from the kitchen, halting her return to the living room when she heard Xander’s voice coming from outside. 

“Xander?”

“Out here, Will,” Xander replied quietly.

Walking through the back door she found him sitting at the edge of the patio, his head resting in his hands.

“What are you doing out here?” Willow inquired.

“Preparing some back-up for tomorrow.”

“Back-up? What do you mean? Oh god, do you think Spike is going to do something?” Willow’s eyes widened at the thought.  “Should we call the police?” She seemingly talked herself out of that, shaking her head before she continued. “No, of course not. Spike wouldn’t hurt Buffy, he loves her.”

“Pshyeah, and he’s done a great job of proving just how much he cares,” Xander retorted, sarcasm dripping from his words as he stood to face her.

“Wake up and smell the betrayal, Will. It was all a game to him.” Xander shook his head. “I should have seen it coming, I knew he couldn’t be trusted,” he growled.

Willow whacked Xander on his arm with the spoons. “A blind person could see how much Spike cares for her.”

Xander shook his head. “You don’t treat the ones you love like he treated her. You don’t make bets and keep secrets. She should never have gone out with him in the first place, it was a bad idea.”

Willow gasped. “How can you say that?” Shock switched to anger as Willow narrowed her eyes. “If I remember rightly you were just as supportive of them in the beginning as I was. Why the sudden change of heart? So he made a mistake—”

When Xander snorted Willow adjusted her assessment. “Large, bad, huge mistake, but I can’t believe he intentionally set out to hurt her. I just can’t.”

“Not can’t, won’t. Won’t see what’s right in front of you, just like Buffy.” Xander shook his head in a manner Willow could only describe as disappointed.

“Won’t?” Willow repeated. By now Willow’s voice was bordering on shrill, and she would be surprised if Buffy hadn’t caught wind of their argument. In hushed tones she continued. “What do you mean won’t?” 

Xander looked at Willow in disbelief. “Am I the only one here who remembers how badly Spike treated Buffy in the beginning? The thing in the cafeteria with Harmony? Wasn’t it you who told me he once said to her that he was just trying to see how far she’d go?”

“You’re taking things way out of context and—”

“Why are you defending him, Willow?” Xander cut her off, his voice rising once more as he began pacing the porch. “What is it with you two and Spike? You say a blind person could see how much he cares; well I say you two are blind when it comes to Spike. This is not the first time he’s hurt Buffy but I’ll be damned if it happens again. I would never treat her the way he has and—”

“Oh my god!” Now it was Willow’s turn to interrupt. “You still have feelings for her.”

When Xander froze, obviously surprised by her observation, Willow shook her head in disbelief. “Please tell me this isn’t what this,” she waved in his general direction, “is all about.”

When Xander said nothing in response she forged ahead.

“Petty jealousy. God, Xander, is that why you told her? Please tell me you didn’t ‘share’ what you heard because you thought...”

“Thought what?” Xander prodded, daring Willow to continue.

“Because you thought you had a chance with her.”

Now it was Xander’s turn to shake his head in disbelief, his reply calm yet clearly projecting the hurt he felt. “After all the years we’ve been friends I’m stunned that you would think so little of me.”

Willow sighed. “What am I supposed to think?”

“Oh, I don’t know,” Xander said with an exaggerated shrug. “Maybe that I was looking out for a friend?”

“Xander...”

“No, Willow.” Xander gestured wildly. “I care for Buffy, yes. She knows that. And yes I was once romantically interested in her but I never deluded myself to believe that if Spike were off the scene that she and I would...” He trailed off, a bitter laugh escaping his lips. “Buffy has made it abundantly clear that her friendship is all I’ll ever get from her, and not once did I think of that as deficient.” 

The wind in Willow’s sails deflated a little, but she still wasn’t entirely convinced. And the fact she doubted Xander’s intentions was killing her; she’d never not trusted him before. “Then why the ‘protecto’ act from earlier? Back-up? Back-up for what?”

Xander shook his head almost sadly. “It’s what friends do, Will, they look out for each other. I just thought Buff might want some friendly faces in her corner, you know? I called Angel, and asked him to call a couple of her friends from the swim team because I don’t have their numbers. Angel’s bound to have them, hell he’s dated half the girls on the squad.” 

He resumed his pacing, talking almost to himself. “A few people on her side, you know? For when the shit hits the fan tomorrow. You and I both know that Spike isn’t going to walk quietly into the night as if nothing happened. He’s going to be around, in her face.” Xander laughed, wryly, turning his lop-sided grin toward Willow. “He’s not going to give up on her.”

Because he loves her.

The words hung unspoken between them, because despite Xander’s earlier protestations against the fact it was startling clear that Spike did care for Buffy.

Silence stretched on, bordering on uncomfortable before Willow finally spoke.

“I’m so sorry, Xander. I had to ask.”

Xander nodded. “I know. I would’ve done the same thing if I were in your shoes.”

“You would have chewed me out if I was interested in Buffy?” Willow questioned, her cheeks turning as red as her hair when she realised what she’d said.

“Will, if you were interested in Buffy I’d—”

“OKAY!” Willow interrupted before Xander completed the thought out loud, stifling a giggle. Xander just grinned which made her giggle again. 

She was relieved they’d made up; Willow hated fighting with Xander.

Silence fell again, but this time it was relaxed.

“Do you think she heard?” Willow asked, her brow crinkling into a frown. It distressed her to think she’d possibly caused her friend more pain.

“Only one way to find out,” Xander replied.

Quietly, and with slight trepidation, the pair walked inside to find Buffy curled up on the sofa, sound asleep.

“I guess she wore herself out,” Willow whispered.

“Wouldn’t you be if you were in her position?” 

Nodding, Willow raised the tub of half melted ice-cream. “Wanna wait out front for Mrs Summers and share this before it melts entirely?”

With a nod from Xander the pair walked through the front door, taking extra care to close it quietly.




~*~*~




When Buffy woke the house was quiet. Unnervingly so. A look over her shoulder alerted her to the fact a few hours had passed; the sky was beginning to dim with the onset of dusk. It didn’t explain the quiet though. A frown crinkled her brow. She was pretty sure that Xander and Willow had said they’d stay with her. The last thing Buffy wanted at this point was to be alone. 

Stretching her arms over her head, Buffy decided to check where the others were.

As she stood she heard something fall, and her eyes were drawn to something small and gold. She retrieved it from the floor, immediately wishing she’d ignored it.

It was a delicate gold bracelet. A delicate gold bracelet with a small charm... three dolphins in motion. 

A present from Spike.

A sob clawed at her throat and Buffy dropped the offending item on the coffee table. 

She could remember the day he gave it to her so clearly, how nervous he’d been when she opened the small gift box. It was the day he’d taken her onto the rooftop of the gym, when she’d first spotted the lake.

This gift signalled the progression of their relationship from something light hearted—a relationship in its beginning stages—to something much more serious. It was only a few days later that Spike had taken her to the lake and they’d ended up back at her place... alone.

The memories—in retrospect—were some of the happiest of her life, save for today. 

She wished she could go back, turn the clock a full 24 hours earlier, to a time when everything was so good between them. 

To a time when she’d been so happy she felt like she would burst.

But that wouldn’t be enough. Those happy memories were not what they seemed... Spike had been lying to her and none of it was real.

Purging thoughts of him and their time together from her mind, Buffy walked toward the kitchen in search of her friends. She could really use a shoulder right about now.

Needless to say, Buffy was surprised when it was not Willow and Xander but her mother she happened upon. Joyce was sitting at the island bench, her attention focussed on paperwork of some sort. Hearing footsteps, she lifted her head.

And in that moment Buffy realised her mother knew.

“Oh baby,” Joyce gushed. “I’m so sorry.” 

Buffy’s tears began to fall once more as she rushed to her mother’s embrace.




~*~*~




“Are you sure we did the right thing?” Willow asked, wringing her hands anxiously in front of herself. 

“Of course,” Xander replied instantly. “It wouldn’t take a rocket scientist to realise that Buffy is in pain, and this way we’ve saved her from having to relive it by answering her mother’s questions.”

Willow nodded, still unconvinced. She’d wanted to stay until Buffy was awake, but Mrs Summers had suggested they both head home before their own parents began wondering where they were.

It still didn’t sit right with Willow though, leaving her friend when she was still in distress. She’d promised she’d be there for Buffy. She wanted to be there for Buffy. A question plagued her thoughts, one she knew couldn’t be answered but one she had to ask all the same.

“Do you think she’s going to be okay?”

Xander frowned. “I honestly don’t know.”





~~~~~~~~~~
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Chapter 33: Missing you





Sitting alone, in the dark, swigging gulps from a half empty bottle of Scotch, probably wasn’t the best start to Spike’s ‘I’m-going-to-win-Buffy-back-and-when-I-get-her-I’m-never-letting-her-go’ plan. 

She wouldn’t want this... wouldn’t like you doing this...

Part of him wanted to skull the rest of the bottle, just to spite her for the heartbreak she’d caused him. But, even in his intoxicated state, he knew he couldn’t blame her for this. It was all on him.

“Bloody wanker,” Spike snarled, hurling the bottle across the room. The bottle smashed against the corner of his desk, amber liquid soaking the clothes strewn across his bedroom floor. 

With a miserable sigh—a sigh which threatened to curl into a sob—Spike flung himself back against his mattress, hands fisting in his hair in frustration. 

He couldn’t get her out of his bloody mind, couldn’t take so much as a breath without worrying about how she was doing. The pain sliced into him again when he reprimanded himself for getting into this mess in the first place. He should never have listened to Cordelia. The girl thought of herself, and herself only, and Spike knew that you couldn’t trust half of what came out of her mouth. She’d found his weakness and gone right for it, fed his insecurity, and he’d fallen for it. Believed her, believed Cordelia that Buffy would leave him.

“Well, she was right,” he snorted dejectedly. “Bitch.”

As much as he’d like to, Spike couldn’t put the blame for his current predicament squarely on Coredlia’s shoulders. If he hadn’t listened to her drivel he’d be where he should be right now. 

With his girl.

His girl.

Technically, Buffy wasn’t his anymore, but that didn’t stop him from thinking of her that way. There was no one else for him, she was it. Buffy was all he wanted, all he could see when he imagined the future. 

They’d be happy, the two of them. Like they had been. Like they would still be if Cordy hadn’t flapped her mouth in public.

If you hadn’t listened to her, more like it.

That was just the beginning of Spike’s fantasies... Buffy with him, the two of them happy. He had it all mapped out. They’d go to college together; on a swimming scholarship, of course. Get a place of their own off campus, somewhere they could make a home for themselves. The details from then on got a little fuzzy but the overall plan was clear. He’d propose—and of course she’d accept—and one day they’d be married with a mortgage and a couple of sprogs of their own, and nothing would spoil their happiness.

This time an anguished sob managed to break free. It was too much... picturing the future they might have had only to have it torn away so violently.

And then it hit him. With crushing clarity. 

They hadn’t used protection.

For ten long, drawn out seconds Spike was completely and utterly frozen. 

They’d... he and Buffy had... and there hadn’t been...

He had to see her, had to make things right. Who knows what could have resulted from... It was too early, he knew that. It hadn’t even been 24 hours yet. 

24 hours... was it really only that long ago we were happy?

Could she be... could they be? Spike shook his head, trying to clear his thoughts. If she was, whatever Buffy decided he’d support her, and maybe, just maybe they might be able to work things out.

Spike launched off the bed suddenly… and instantly regretted the motion when the room began to spin. He fell back against the covers of his bed involuntarily. It was probably for the best anyhow; there was no way he could show up at Buffy’s house in the state he was in right now. 

Rational thoughts of how he’d be received weren’t enough to calm him however... he needed to talk to her. Reaching blindly, he patted his hand across his bedside table until his fingers found the desired item.

His cell phone.

Taking a deep breath he dialled Buffy’s house, silently praying that she would answer.





~*~*~





The conversation with her mother had been emotionally exhausting. Thankfully she hadn’t had to say a whole lot; Willow and Xander had given Joyce a picture—of sorts—about what had happened. More like a blurry watercolour...

There were some details she just didn’t need her mother to know.

For the past half hour they’d been sitting on the sofa, hot chocolate filled mugs nursed in their hands, making small talk.

Joyce felt terrible for her daughter. One look was all it had taken to realise the extent of Buffy’s pain. She wished she could take it away for her, lessen her suffering. And once again she felt incredible remorse for her absence of late. 

Maybe if she’d been around more she would have noticed signs that alerted her to the true nature of that boy’s intentions.

And he seemed like such a nice young man... Joyce thought. It just goes to show that appearances can be deceiving.

She just wished Buffy hadn’t had to learn such a harsh lesson at such a young age. 

There was one thing Joyce had been skirting around, one question she’d wanted to ask but had not in fear of upsetting Buffy all over again. Joyce realised it had to be asked, no matter the discomfort it would cause them both. And it might explain the extent of Buffy’s grief.

“Sweetheart,” Joyce began softly. “I know you don’t want to talk about it anymore.” Joyce paused when Buffy stiffened beside her. “But there’s one thing I need to ask.”

For a moment she thought Buffy was going to disappear, her eyes darting toward the stairs before settling on the cup in her hands.

“Okay.”

It broke Joyce’s heart to hear Buffy’s voice so small, so wretched, but she persisted.

“Spi—he didn’t...” Joyce took a breath and rephrased, knowing from experience that any mention of the boy’s name would cause the floodgates to open. “He didn’t make you… he didn’t force you to do anything, did he? Anything you didn’t want?”

Buffy knew all along what her mother wanted to ask, or thought she did until she’d finished speaking. She thinks he forced me to... Buffy shook her head, tucking a lock of hair behind her ear. Of course her mother would think that, it was her job as a parent to worry for her child. 

“No, he didn’t.”

Joyce didn’t look entirely convinced, concern still scrunching her brows. Buffy realised she’d have to inform her mother of the extent of her relationship with Sp... with him. A rosy blush coloured her cheeks.

“He... we,” she corrected after a moment, wanting everything to be perfectly clear. This was the one and only time she was going to discuss this with her mother, the thought of having to explain it again was mortifying, not to mention painful. 

“We were serious, mom. Or I thought we were anyhow,” she added as an afterthought. “We were... I was...” Buffy struggled to find the right words, even though she could see realisation dawning on her mother’s face. Her voice was barely above a whisper as she continued. “We were intimate together.”

“Buffy,” Joyce began, but Buffy interrupted her.

“Only the one time. And we were safe.” Buffy’s gaze dropped to her lap again. “I’m on birth control... so...”

Joyce sighed. Honestly, she wasn’t surprised by Buffy’s confession. She’d seen how they were with each other; the depths of her daughter’s feelings for Spike had been clear as day. And Joyce had thought they were reciprocated, judging by the adoring looks Spike would pass Buffy’s way. It was only a matter of time before the relationship progressed. Joyce had hoped—for her daughter’s sake—that things had yet to evolve to that point. 

“Buffy,” Joyce began again, only to be interrupted a second time.

“I so sorry, I know you’re disappointed in me.” Tears glistened in Buffy’s eyes and she didn’t fight them from falling.

“Oh sweetheart, I’m not disappointed in you,” Joyce assured, placing their mugs on the coffee table. “How could I be? You were in a relationship, your feelings were genuine, and you were responsible.”

Buffy bit back a sob, surprise evident in her expression. She’d expected the mother of all lectures and instead she received understanding. It threw her a little off centre. 

“You weren’t to know he didn’t feel the same way.”

And then the floodgates opened once more and Buffy found herself wrapped in the warmth of her mother’s embrace.

“I’m not thrilled to hear my baby girl is sexually active, but I knew this day way coming. You’re not irresponsible, Buffy, and I know you wouldn’t have taken the decision to further your relationship lightly.”

Buffy snuggled further into her mother’s hug, finding a minuscule amount of comfort in the soothing motion of the hands on her back. 

“I’m just so sorry your heart was broken in the process.”

Buffy bit back another sob, closing her eyes in an attempt to close off the pain. “Me too.”





~*~*~





It became apparent that Buffy’s phone was off the hook after the fourth attempt to call her. He shouldn’t have been surprised really; if roles were reversed he’d probably have done the same thing. Didn’t mean it didn’t hurt though. 

Didn’t mean he was just going to give up.

No siree. 

Spike needed to speak to his girl. 

His plan of just calling to speak to her had flown out the window after the fifteenth attempt to call. The dial tone at the other end taunted him, making it painfully clear that her phone was off the hook, deliberately.

A silent ‘fuck you, Spike’.

Not that his Buffy was that crass, but booze mixed with frustration and a broken heart had twisted his thoughts to that direction. 

Didn’t matter though, it wasn’t going to stop him from speaking to Buffy. 

Which is exactly why he found himself parked out the front of her house.

And had been for thirty minutes already.

Stupid move really, driving when he could barely see straight. In the heat of the moment his inebriated condition hadn’t mattered, all he could think of was getting to her. And now that he was here he was terrified to leave the car, knowing that it was entirely possible he’d break down the minute he saw her. 

God, he missed her. And it had only been hours. A few goddamned hours and he was an utter mess. Couldn’t focus, couldn’t feel, could hardly breathe knowing she was in pain because of him. Knowing that he’d lost her.

Spike punched at his steering wheel in self hatred, startling himself when the horn sounded.

So much for a quiet entrance...

Not that his horn was distinct by any means, but people tended to look out windows when they heard the sound. And it was possible one of the Summers’ neighbours would notice his vehicle and ask about it.

Taking a deep breath and steeling his nerves, Spike finally exited the car. The walk up the path to the front door was slow. He was overwrought. The thought of seeing her was the only thing urging him forward. 

He had to see her.

And before he knew it Spike’s fist was quietly tapping on the front door.





~*~*~





Buffy tensed and Joyce frowned when they heard the knock on the door. Joyce assumed it was Xander and Willow; she’d had a trying time convincing them to head home earlier and she couldn’t say she was surprised they’d not listened to her.

They were good friends and Buffy was lucky to have them.

“I’ll get it,” Joyce announced unnecessarily, they both knew that Buffy wouldn’t be eager to greet anyone in the state she was in right now.

She approached the door, a gentle expecting smile on her lips.





~*~*~





When Spike heard footsteps approaching he held his breath, anticipation sparking throughout him. 

She’s coming...

If he’d thought he was desperate to see her before, now that he knew only a door was between them he was frantic. He couldn’t help the hope and love that flooded his expression.

And then the door opened and it all went to hell.

“What the hell are you doing here?”





~~~~~~~~~~
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And then the door opened and it all went to hell.

"What the hell are you doing here?"




~*~*~




Shit...

Spike panicked. It had not crossed his mind, even once, that Buffy's mom would be the one to open the door. For as long as he'd known Buffy he'd hardly ever seen her mother, she was always so busy with work.

To say he was shocked was an understatement.

"Uh," he muttered, scratching the back of his neck. "I was wondering if Buffy was home."




~*~*~




Buffy tensed the instant she heard his voice. Spike. Spike was here. At her house.

The impulse to rush to the door and wrap her arms around him was instant, but she fought it. They weren't together anymore. And it hadn't been her choice. She had been happy. She had thought everything was okay in their relationship. Little had she known it had all been a ruse. He had been lying to her the entire time.

So instead of flying to the door for comfort she remained where she was, arms wrapped tightly around her torso, and listened.




~*~*~




"You've got a lot of nerve showing your face here," Joyce snapped, glaring at him.

Spike visibly shrank back. Obviously she knew. And that threw a wrench into things, because while he had been confident he could get Buffy to talk to him if she was on her own, trying to convince her mother to let him in might be a tougher task.

Especially when she looked about to go all Momma Bear on him.

"Get off my doorstep, this instant."

Spike sighed, running his hand through his nervously. Again.

"I just... can I please speak to Buffy?"

Arms folded across her chest. "No."

"No?"

"That's what I said."

Spike frowned. "I really need to talk to her."

"You will not set foot inside this house."

He took a step forward reflexively. "It'll only take a min-"

Disgust curled Joyce's lips. "You smell like a distillery, there is no way I am letting you inside this house. If you know what's good for you-"

Buffy's good for me...

"I'm not going anywhere until I speak to Buffy," Spike vowed.

Joyce expression became icy cold. "Leave now before I call the authorities."




~*~*~




When her mother threatened to call the police Buffy almost left the living room to join her at the door. She didn't want to talk to Spike, but she really didn't want to get him in trouble with the law.

And she couldn't believe he'd been stupid enough to drink and drive.

Tempting as it was to point out what an idiot move that was, she didn't move from the sofa. She was barely keeping it together and she knew that if she actually saw him the tenuous grip she had on her emotions would slip.




~*~*~




Spike was astounded. He couldn't believe that Buffy's mom had actually threatened to call the police. All he wanted to do was talk to Buffy. He loved her, and he needed to sort things out. And he couldn't do that if he wasn't given the chance to talk to her.

For a moment he considered pushing his way inside, but he really didn't want to get hauled off in a squad car if Joyce followed through with her threat.

He couldn't just walk away though.

If Joyce wasn't going to let him in to talk, well, he'd just have to get Buffy's attention another way.

"BUFFY! I need to talk to you, please," he shouted.

"I said leave," Joyce snapped. "I'm going to call the police, you obviously shouldn't be driving and I don't want you anywhere near my daughte-"

Spike wasn't giving up so easily.

"BUFF-EEY!"

The door slammed in his face.




~*~*~




When he started shouting her name Buffy felt the tears began to rush.

It wasn't fair; she should be out of them by now.

When the door slammed shut she curled into a little ball on the sofa, wrapping her arms around herself, and let the tears fall.




~*~*~




He remained out there on the porch for several minutes-hoping that Buffy had heard and would come speak with him-before it became apparent his efforts were in vain. With a heavy heart he returned to his car.

Driving home was not an option, for obvious reasons.

So what was he going to do?

He could sleep in his car, had done so before, but he didn't know if he would be able to find something remotely resembling rest knowing that Buffy wouldn't talk to him. Knowing that she was hurting. Knowing that she was right there and yet he wasn't allowed near her, wasn't allowed to comfort her.

So there he sat in his car, in the dark. Moping for love lost.




~*~*~




When Joyce returned to the living room and saw Buffy curled in a ball, silent sobs wracking her body, her heart broke. Because there was nothing she could do to lessen her daughter's pain.

"Oh honey, I'm so sorry," Joyce apologised, sitting beside her and gently rubbing a hand across her back. "I wish that hadn't happened."

"So do I," Buffy sobbed, curling into her mother's side.

"Well, I'm going to make sure he doesn't come back." Yes, there was something she could do, and it would stop a repeat of the recent outburst on her doorstop. "Just let me get the phone and-"

"NO!" Buffy begged, sitting up instantly. "Please don't call the police."

"Sweetheart," Joyce began, only to have Buffy cut her off again.

"No, mom," she pleaded. "I don't want to cause him any trouble."

"Cause him trouble?" Joyce repeated. "And what if he decides to cause another ruckus on the front lawn? The boy has been drinking, he should never have driven over here in that state and it would be safer for everyone if he was off the road."

"I know." Buffy's bottom lip trembled as she roughly wiped her tears away. "But if you call the police and then I have to see him at school knowing I was responsible for-"

"Shhh," Joyce soothed. Buffy's distress was growing at an alarming pace and she didn't want to be the cause of more pain. "It'll be okay."

"No, mom, please," Buffy begged. "Don't call. He won't drive, he'll probably spend all night in the car waiting for me to come out and talk to him. Please."

Joyce hesitated. She knew that calling the authorities was the right thing to do. The safe, the smart thing to do. But the last thing she wanted to do was exacerbate Buffy's anguish. "All right," she conceded. "I won't call." At Buffy's surprised look she continued. "I won't call for now. However, if he gets behind the wheel of that car and attempts to drive anywhere I'll have no choice."

"He won't," Buffy promised, even though she had her own reservations. "Thank you."

They sat like that in silence for a few minutes. Buffy was certain they'd know if Spike tried to leave, his car wasn't exactly discrete. And so far all was quiet outside.

She stifled a yawn, exhaustion from the day's dramatic events hitting her.

"Why don't you head off to bed, sweetheart," Joyce suggested.

Buffy nodded, the prospect of curling up in her bed with Mr Gordo was a tempting one.

"Goodnight, mom."

"Goodnight."




~*~*~




For the better part of the last twenty minutes Spike had been trying to compose an apology letter. It was hard to do considering the lack of light and something to lean on, and countless attempts were scrunched into balls at his feet. He had to do this right. It had to say what he needed to say, not everything though... just enough to convince her to talk to him. He didn't want to cheapen the apology by laying it all on paper. She deserved to hear it from him.

And he had every intention of doing so at school the next day.

In the interim though-between sleep and that first bell of the day-this letter would have to suffice.

Which is why it had to be perfect.

Sighing in frustration, he tore out the latest effort and crumpled it, throwing it down to join its friends at his feet.

He paused in his writing endeavours when he saw a light come on in the Summers' house from the corner of his eye.

A second story light.

Buffy's room.

And when he saw her pass by the window all thoughts of waiting patiently till morning fled.

He had to see her.

Now.

And the way of how he would do just that suddenly came to him...




~*~*~




Buffy had only just climbed into bed when she heard a noise down the side of the house. It was probably just a neighbourhood cat, or a raccoon getting into the trash, but it had sounded awfully close. For a moment she listened intently, waiting for the sound to repeat. When several minutes passed and all was quiet, she snuggled further into her blankets and closed her eyes, arms clutched tightly around her stuffed pig.

There was another thump, followed by the sound of branches scratching against the weatherboard side of the house.

And then... "Bollocks."

Now that was most definitely not a raccoon.

Buffy's heart began to race. She would know that voice in a crowd.

Spike.

When a knock on her bedroom window drew her attention she almost screamed when she saw him perched precariously on the edge of the roof, clinging to her window ledge.

Diving from the bed, she lifted the window.

"Are you seriously that deranged?" she hissed. "You're gonna break your neck!"

"Well, I guess you'd better let me in then, pet."

Buffy frowned, arms folding over her chest. "Nah uh, I don't think so, mister."

"Oh, come on, love," Spike began, the rest of his plea silenced by the harshness of Buffy's rebuttal.

"I'm not your love," she spat out.

Yes you are... Spike silently argued.  

"Can I please just come in? This roof is slippery and my co-ordination's not the best at the mo-"

"Well, you should've thought of that before you drank yourself stupid," Buffy snipped.

"I wasn't exactly plannin' on having to sneak into your room tonight, love. Would've happily walked through the front door," Spike pointed out.

Buffy huffed, her frown deepening. "So this is my fault now?"

"I didn't say that, what I meant was-"

Spike's hand slipped from the ledge and he scrambled for purchase as her hand outstretched before she could think.

"Give me your hand, you idiot, before you fall and hurt yourself." She stuck her hand out toward him in an almost defiant manner.

Spike couldn't suppress the smile that crossed his face the instant her hand found his. Yes...

With Buffy's assistance, he climbed into her bedroom, as quietly as an intoxicated person could, and then leaned against the window frame. Buffy moved away from him the second he was safely inside... and it hurt. The urge to smother her in his embrace was killing him, but he refrained. He'd managed to get inside and he wasn't going to have her tossing him out on his rear before he had the chance to talk to her.

"Thanks, pet."

Buffy shuffled uncomfortably, wringing her hands in front of her nervously, and it only made him want to hug her more. He stood there, basking in her presence, a goofy smile on his face. He felt better already just being near her.

Obviously Buffy didn't feel the same way, judging by the pained expression on her face.

"Well, you got what you wanted. You're inside. Say whatever it is you need to say so I can get some sleep."

"Oh, right," Spike mumbled, having momentarily forgotten he'd interrupted her. The confidence he'd had from being in her presence rapidly fled when he remembered why he was here.

When he didn't speak for several minutes, just stood there staring at her with that forlorn lost puppy look on his face, Buffy couldn't take it anymore. This is what she'd been trying to avoid all day, she could already feel her resolve begin to crumble.

"Just spit it out, would you."

That's right... get angry. If you can stay angry then you won't cry. 

Despite outward appearances, Buffy was a bundle of nerves. She was desperate to hear whatever Spike had to say, and she'd be lying if she didn't admit that she just wanted things to be right between them again. But it wasn't that simple. And she couldn't just forgive and forget.

The fierce expression Buffy now wore was glorious, and he fell a little bit more in love with her. Couldn't she see how much he needed her? Couldn't she tell how he felt?

No, you git. She doesn't trust you anymore.

Spike gulped nervously, his Adam's apple bobbing in his throat. This was harder than he thought it would be. He didn't know how he was going to start, how to explain in a way that she'd listen and understand and realise that, while his actions were foolish, he'd done them out of fear of losing her.

He'd done them out of love.

He was beginning to think that maybe he should've kept one of those letters. Realising he had to say something before she kicked him out, Spike blurted out the one thing that was on the top of his mind, and had been all afternoon.

"I miss you."

 

~~~~~~~~~~
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Buffy didn’t know what to say. She knew what she wanted to say, which was something along the lines of ‘I-miss-you-too-and-please-just-hold-me’, but she kept her lips firmly sealed. He was standing in her room and he smelled so good—well, except for the haze of alcohol that clung to him—and he was looking at her with the look and it was all too much to take.

“I think you should go,” she whispered, suddenly finding the rug she was standing on incredibly interesting. She’d never noticed the blue threads in it before. 

She heard him move closer to her, felt his proximity, and she tensed. He was making it very difficult for her to stay strong.

“Please...”

“Buffy, look at me.”

The plea in his voice, the way his voice quivered when he said her name, forced her eyes up from the oh-so-interesting carpet. How could she deny him when her name was like a prayer on his lips?

The intensity of his gaze was overwhelming and, for the first time, she truly understood what all those crappy romance novels she used to read meant when they said a look burned.

Because right now she felt like she was on fire.

She gasped. 

His look, the look, was clear. He wanted her. 

While the girlish fresh in love part of her rejoiced, the other more sensible side questioned his motives. Was that the only reason he was here?

“Spike...”

“Buffy.”

God damn it, he did it again. 

And then his lips were on hers and everything else melted away.




~*~*~




Spike’s entire being was singing with joy. It hadn’t been his intention to kiss her. That wasn’t why he was here. But, god, how could he not? She looked at him, with those big hurt filled eyes of hers and all he wanted to do was soothe her, touch her, feel her lips against his. It was an instinct stronger than he was, but he fought it. The breathy little gasp was what did him in, broke his resolve.

She’d made the same sound before, several times in fact, on the night when they first made love.

That gasp said almost more than those expressive eyes of her.

I want you, I need you, please kiss me.

He’d reacted without thinking. Not a smart move, if he’d stopped to consider it, and under normal circumstances he might have. But there was nothing normal about this moment. The first touch of his lips against hers tore a desperate sob from deep within him. 

It was like coming home.

His kiss quickly became hungry, hands fisting in her hair as he tilted her head to the side to deepen the contact. 

On the first swipe of his tongue across her lips he felt it. Felt her entire body go stock still and rigid, and he reluctantly parted from her, giving her the space she obviously wanted.

“I’m sorry, shouldn’t ‘ave done that.”




~*~*~




He’s kissing me he’s kissing me he’s kissing me...

The mantra repeated over and over in Buffy’s mind, and for ten whole seconds she forgot everything except for the feel of his lips on hers.

At the gentle touch of his tongue to her mouth it all came crashing back. 

For a moment she wished she could continue forgetting.

And she could taste the alcohol on his breath, reminding her of his inebriated state. 

She froze and Spike slowly stepped away from her, taking his lips with him.

When he apologised it was like a punch to the gut.

Her arms folded across her chest defensively.

“So why did you? Is that why you came over?” Her expression was thunderous. “What was it you said to me one time... oh yes, that’s right. Something about seeing how far I would go?”

Spike was stunned. She can’t think that—

“Well?” Buffy’s voice was bordering on shrill now and she knew if she didn’t keep it down her mother would come to investigate, but she didn’t care. “Is that what this visit is about? One more little bit of fun before your next bet?”

That woke Spike up. “NO, Buffy,” he denied vehemently. “That’s not why I’m here at all.”

“So you don’t want me? What sort of game are you playing at, Spike?”

“It’s not a game!” Spike insisted. “I lo—”

Buffy steamrolled right over him, gesturing wildly as her temper rose. She didn’t hear—or wouldn’t listen—to a word he was trying to say. “Of course it is. Well, did you enjoy yourself, huh? Did I meet your expectations? Or was gullible little Buffy too easy to play?”

Spike took a step toward her and Buffy lashed out with her hand, barely missing his nose.

“Don’t you touch me,” she trembled. “You don’t get to touch me anymore.”

“Buffy, if you would just calm down we could talk about this.”

“Calm down? Don’t you tell me to calm down.” Buffy lashed out again, slapping Spike’s hands away when he reached for her. “I should have known getting involved with you would be a mistake.”

Spike’s movement was fluid, one second he was halfway across the room, the next he materialised right in front of her, one hand covering her mouth while the other held her close against him. Buffy’s slow blink was one of shock. 

“Now you listen here,” he said slowly, emphasising the weight of what he was saying. “Nothing, nothing about us being together was a mistake.”

Buffy’s glare disagreed.

“I came over here to talk with you, to clear the bleedin’ air and convince you—without a shadow of a doubt—that the reason I’m with you is because I’m mad for you. I can hardly think straight when you’re not around.”

Buffy’s stomach did a backflip and her brow softened, hesitantly. She was desperate to trust him, wanting nothing other than for them to be together and happy, but her heart was still wary of being broken all over again. He had the ability to do that like no other, and that scared her.

Spike took Buffy’s more relaxed stance as a sign he was getting through to her, and he continued. “However, my plan is goin’ to be a mite difficult to accomplish if your mum tosses me out on my rear.” 

He has a point...

“So,” Spike continued, his voice softening. “I’m goin’ to move my hand now, and I’m really hopin’ you won’t scream, or yell at me, or make any more ridiculous statements about us bein’ a mistake.”

When Spike removed his hand and gave her some breathing room she immediately walked over to her bed, perching on the edge. 

“Can I sit down, or will that provoke another attack toward my nose?” he joked half-heartedly.

Buffy smiled weakly, moving to the side and creating some space, a silent gesture of consent. 

“So...” Buffy said somewhat lamely. She took a deep breath to steel her nerves. “You wanted to talk. I’m listening, talk away.”

Spike had been thinking about this moment all afternoon, and now that it was here he wasn’t quite sure where to start. He didn’t kid himself into believing this bandaid conversation was going to be enough to fix things, but if he ever wanted to have Buffy’s trust—and love¬¬—again he had to start somewhere.

“I was afraid,” he confessed. “Afraid of losing you.”

Buffy frowned in confusion. “Afraid of—”

“Please,” Spike interrupted. “Let me say my piece and then I’ll answer any questions you have.”

Buffy nodded her agreement.

“I was afraid of losing you because you’re the best thing that has ever happened to me.”

Spike’s confession brought instant tears to her eyes. She wiped at her eyes with her pyjama sleeves hastily, listening as he continued his explanation.

“And if past relationships have taught me anything, it’s that when things are goin’ well somethin’ is bound to come along and fuck things up.” He sighed. “I know you’re not Dru, but when Cordelia went for the jugular I panicked.”

Buffy didn’t fight the wave of jealousy that washed over her at the mention of his ex, nor the rage at the mention of Cordelia. She wished the blame for this could be put squarely on her shoulders for her meddling. But the fact of the matter was that Spike had listened to her.

Spike was glad Buffy was letting him speak without interruption, but nervous all the same, desperate to find out what was going on inside that head of hers. “I know it was stupid, I know I shouldn’t have listened to a word she said, but she went for my weak spot.”

He took her hand in his, his thumb brushing across her knuckles.

“You.”

She was his weak spot? The walls she’d built around her heart weakened.

“I couldn’t risk losing you.”

And just as quickly they hardened again. When it all came down to it, this was about trust. And it was blindingly clear that Spike didn’t trust her. She pulled her hand from his, folding both in her lap.

“And what, you really thought I’d drop you like a hot potato the second Angel was back in town? Is that it?”

She’d broken her promise to keep quiet but she couldn’t help it. He was beginning to piss her off.

Spike ran his hands through his hair nervously. “Yes... No...”

“Well, which one is it? Yes, no... you’re so indecisive, how can I be sure you actually wanted to be with me in the first place?” 

Now it was Spike’s turn to be annoyed.

“I’ve never wanted anythin’ more, and you know it.”

“How could I? With the hot and cold act you pulled, kissing Harmony, then being all Flirty McFlirt on the bus to LA, and then you gave me the cold shoulder the second we got ba—”

Spike exploded with frustration. “You were with Capt’n Cardboard then if I remember rightly, that might’ve had somethin’ to do with it, don’tcha think?”

“Shh! Do you want my mom to come up here and kick you out?” Buffy shushed in warning. “Or call the cops?”

Spike clenched his jaw, trying to rein in his temper. “From the second we were together you were all I could bloody think about, dream about, and I wasn’t goin’ to let someone just walk in and—” 

“Do you really think so little of me?” Buffy asked, her anger deflated and replaced with misery. 

“No, of course not,” Spike replied instantly, his tone desperate. “I think the world of you.”

“Then why couldn’t you just trust me?”

There it was... the question that had been hanging between them, the unspoken pink elephant sitting in the corner waiting to be noticed. And, now that it was out there, it couldn’t be ignored.

“I don’t know,” Spike answered honestly.

Buffy’s misery compounded. Because this was it. They were done. Without trust they couldn’t be together. It felt like she was split in two. 

“I guess we’re done here then,” she said miserably.

Spike blanked and then the weight of her words hit him like a tonne of bricks. “What? No, Buffy don’t say that.”

“What else is there to say?” she whispered. “You don’t trust me, and now you’ve given me plenty of reasons not to trust you.”

“We can work through it,” he implored.

Buffy shook her head. “It shouldn’t be this hard.”

Spike clenched his fists against his legs, desperately trying not to cry. This wasn’t how things were supposed to be...

He clutched desperately at straws, trying to draw out the conversation. Because when it ended he’d have to leave and he wasn’t ready to give up.

“Buffy, when we were... together, when we were intimate, we didn’t use any pro—”

“It’s fine,” Buffy interrupted quickly, embarrassment colouring her cheeks as flashes of their time together ran through her mind. “I’m on the pill. So you don’t need to worry about anything tying you to me.”

“What if I want to be tied to you?”

Buffy closed her eyes, warding off the tears that threatened to fall again. “Please don’t make this harder than it already is.”

“I’m serious,” Spike protested, reaching for her hands again and flinching when she pulled away from him. “Buffy, I’m crazy about you. I lo—”

“Don’t!” She didn’t want that, didn’t want him to say that. Not now. Not when it was abundantly clear they couldn’t be together with the trust issues between them. 

Spike leaned forward and dropped his head between his knees. He didn’t want to push her too hard, didn’t want to make her run and spoil his chances of ever winning her back. The frantic feeling that she was slipping through his fingers didn’t lessen.

Buffy, thinking the affects of the alcohol he’d consumed was getting to him, raised from her spot on the edge of the mattress and walked out into the hall. Going to the linen cupboard she retrieved a blankets and pillow before returning to her room.

“You’ll stay here tonight; you can’t climb out the window like this.” She dropped the bedding on the floor by her bed. 

It was a crumb, Spike reasoned. She wasn’t kicking him out of her house so maybe there was a chance that one day...

“Thanks, love.”

Buffy flinched at the term, but nodded once as she climbed into bed. 

Spike set about making a bed then kicked off his shoes and lay down. 

It was going to be a long night.




~*~*~




When Buffy woke the next morning there was a neatly folded pile beside her bed and she was alone. She rolled into a ball when she felt the tears coming on, and that’s when she saw it. 

A carefully folded piece of paper placed on her pillow.

Reaching for it she opened it tentatively.

Two lines, two small little lines, but they were strong enough to open the floodgates.


You are my world and I’m not giving 
you up without a fight.

Love, Spike


Clutching the note to her chest Buffy let the tears fall.





~~~~~~~~~~
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Chapter 36:
 Unexpected

 

It was hard getting out of bed in the morning, but as Buffy finally dragged herself from the safety of her covers she was beginning to feel marginally better. Her breakup was not the end of the end and, judging by the letter Spike had left, it was not the end of them either. A small thrill went up her spine despite the misery she still felt. There was not a bone in her body that doubted Spike would fight for her. And who knows, if they could resolve their trust issues maybe there was a future for them.

And that maybe was what forced her from bed.

She ran the shower hot that morning, the first blast of water stinging her back. It was a good hurt. As the water sprayed above her she let everything go, all her worries, all the pain, all the heartbreak of the last 24 hours. Let it all wash from her body before swirling down the drain.

The water turned cold before she finally stepped out from beneath the spray.




~*~*~




When Spike left the Summers' residence earlier it was with great reluctance. Not that he'd slept very much, or very well for that matter, but he didn't want to leave Buffy.

She looked so peaceful when she slept.

And it pained him that the reason her expression in sleep didn't match the one in wakefulness was due to him.

It was only when he heard the sounds of someone moving within the house, Buffy's mother, that he forced himself to leave. He folded the blankets she'd retrieved for him and placed them close to the bed-where they wouldn't be seen if Joyce checked in on her-and with a kiss to Buffy's cheek he left the exact same way he'd arrived.

Out the window.

It had been a great deal easier to navigate his way down than it had been climbing up, now that he was sober.

He'd started the car and left as quietly as possible-which wasn't all that stealthy in the Desoto-and made his way home.

Now that he was home Spike practically flew around his bedroom in an effort to get ready as quickly as possible. He wanted to be at school before Buffy, would be waiting for her in the parking lot. Because he meant what he'd said in the letter he left her this morning.

He wasn't giving up.




~*~*~




She'd left it as late as possible before going downstairs. While Buffy appreciated her mom's efforts to be supportive she really didn't want any sympathy this morning. Things had changed because of Spike's visit, and Buffy hadn't quite wrapped her head around everything yet.

In retrospect, some of the comments her mother had made the night before-while supportive at the time-were a little judgemental. Buffy knew it wasn't deliberate, but the divorce had to have shaped her mom's point of view on men in some way.

The one thing Buffy was certain about was that she wasn't sure things with Spike were as over as she had once thought. He was determined, that was very clear, and when he set his mind to something it was near impossible to change it. And he'd apparently set his mind on her.

"Good morning."

"Morning," Buffy greeted, grabbing the juice from the fridge and pouring herself a glass.

She could feel her mother's worried eyes on her and flashed a small smile in response. "I'll be fine."

Buffy could see her mom wasn't entirely satisfied but she seemed to let it go. She grabbed a bagel to pick at on the ride to school. Buffy was about to suggest they leave-because she'd dawdled upstairs for longer than she realised-when the phone rang.

"Joyce Summers."

The worry lines that scrunched her mom's brow immediately put Buffy on edge. It couldn't be Spike, could it?

No, mom would've hung up immediately.

And, as far as Buffy knew, things at the gallery were going well, so that left only one option she knew of that would cause her mother to freeze up like this.

"Honey, it's your father."

Oh crap...




~*~*~




Spike waited anxiously in the car park, a pile of cigarette butts accumulating at his feet.

Buffy was late.

Okay, so technically the bell hadn't gone yet. But that didn't calm Spike's nerves. Buffy was always early for school, without fail. And it was five minutes before the morning bell and she wasn't here yet.

So as far as Spike was concerned, Buffy was late.

And Buffy was never late.

Something was wrong, and he was going to find out.

Flicking his latest cigarette to the ground, he crushed it beneath his boot. He hastily collected his books and his backpack from the hood of his car to throw into the backseat when a shiver went up his spine. He could feel someone's eyes on him. A quick scan pinpointed the starers, or glarers, on the other side of the lot.

Xander and Willow, and, by the looks of it, a couple of the girls from the swim team as well.

And they were headed his way.

For a moment he was hopeful that Buffy was with them, but she wasn't. And he seriously doubted she would have led the others to him if she were. The way Xander and Willow were moving meant they were on a mission to give him a piece of their minds.

Great...

"Alright then, let's have it." Spike waved his hands in the air in surrender, anticipating a verbal attack. He leaned against his car, folding his arms across his chest.

"You're an idiot, Spike. You know that?" Xander sneered.

"Yeah, mate, I do. It's a pretty well known fact, actually." Spike shrugged his shoulders nonchalantly. The sooner this was over with, the sooner he could leave.

It was Willow who responded, those her sad eyes of her pinning him against the car better than brute force. "Why'd you do it, Spike? I thought you were better than that."

Spike opened his mouth to respond but Xander cut him off. "He did it because he seems to think he's God's gift to women, and Buffy was just his latest challenge," the brunet spat. "New girl in town and he," Xander jerked his thumb at Spike, "wanted to be the one to get there first."

"You don't speak like that about Buffy," Spike snarled in warning, moving close enough to get in Xander's face.

A small circle had begun to form, word getting out about a possible fight.

"Xander, we should go," Willow suggested, tugging on Xander's arm but he just shrugged it off.

"You stay away from Buffy," Xander warned. "She doesn't want you around her."

"Let's let Buffy be the judge of that," Spike retorted.

"You're not good enough for her," Xander stated.

"Buffy, will be the judge of that," Spike repeated, clenching his fists by his sides.

"Wake up, Spike. She's not yours anymore. You used her and lied to her. What did you expect? That she'd forgive and forget how you made a fool of her? It's over. Get that into your thick skull and stay the hell away from her."

A murmur went through the crowd.

"Alright, Xander, that's enough." Willow's tugging on Xander's arm was insistent now. "Let's go. Now."

Spike's jaw clenched, hands fisted by his sides as anger rippled throughout his entire body. His expression was thunderous, and several people took a few steps back, fear flashing across their faces. Even Xander moved away slightly, and it gave Spike a modicum of satisfaction, but not nearly enough.

The words burbled up in his throat-taunts of how he did get there first, how the other teen was jealous she didn't choose him-but he bit them back. His relationship with Buffy was private, and rubbing Xander's nose in it-not to mention informing half the school population-was a sure fire way to ensure Buffy was lost to him for good. The comments would cheapen their relationship, degrading it and make it out to be something shallow and meaningless when the opposite was, in fact, the truth. Buffy would never forgive him for that. So Spike pursed his lips and refused to comment.

The crowd lost interest and dispersed when it became apparent Spike was-shockingly-keeping his temper under control.

Willow shot Spike a look of apology as she dragged Xander away and Spike was grateful for the support, especially considering she'd been on the lynching squad in the beginning. It was nice to know that at least one of Buffy's friends didn't doubt him completely.

The bell rang and Spike opened his car door, ready to climb in, when a voice halted him.

"And just where do you think you're going, Mr Thornton?"

Busted. And by Principal Snyder no less.

Perfect.




~*~*~




Buffy returned the phone to its cradle, schooling her expression to one of calm before seeking out her mother.

She couldn't let her know.

She found her mom in her bedroom, last minute fussing with her appearance. It brought tears to Buffy's eyes and she took a deep breath.

"Mom, I don't feel very well."

Concern instantly flooded Joyce's gaze. "Are you alright, sweetheart?" Her hand went to Buffy's forehead, before moving to her chin to lift her daughter's gaze from the floor. "What's wrong?" Her expression clouded. "Was it something your father said?"

"NO," Buffy replied, a little too loudly. "No. It's... it's silly, really. I just..."

"Is it because of Spike?"

Buffy nodded immediately, latching on to the excuse.

It wasn't a lie. Buffy was anxious about school, about seeing Spike again. It wouldn't be easy to be near him again with all the hurt she still felt for how things had ended. However his surprise visit... Break in more like it... had lessened the painful twist in her heart. Any righteous anger she'd felt for how he'd treated her had fled when he desperately tried to convince her he still cared. 

That wasn't the reason the pit of her stomach was rolling, though.

Didn't mean she wouldn't work with it.

"I don't know if I can-"

"You don't need to explain," Joyce soothed, hugging Buffy close. "Stay home today, relax, have a bubble bath and just give yourself some time to heal. It'll get better, I promise."

Her mother's understanding forced the tears out, and they trickled down her cheeks.

Oh god...

Buffy's heart broke; she didn't know how she was going to go through with this. But she had no choice. "Thank you." She tightened the embrace, hugging her mom fiercely. "I love you, mom."

Joyce blinked in surprise, her own expression softening. "I love you too, sweetheart." She was touched; it wasn't often those words passed her daughter's lips. Unfortunately she did not have the time to savour them. She was late for work.

"We'll order take out for dinner tonight," Joyce suggested, kissing Buffy on the forehead before collecting her things for work. "If you feel like going out later on you can pick up a couple of movies. We'll have a girls' night, you could call Willow."

"No," Buffy shook her head to the negative. "Just the two of us. We don't spend enough time together."

Joyce had to agree, and she felt guilty about that. She resolved to get home earlier more often, she missed spending time with her daughter. She smiled at Buffy. "Sounds lovely."

Buffy watched as her mother made her way to the bedroom door, and paused.

"Are you sure you'll be alright?" Worry crinkled her brow. "I suppose I could call in sick for the day."

"I'll be fine," Buffy assured, pasting a smile on her face. "I'll see you when you finish."

It wasn't until the front door closed, signalling she was alone, that Buffy finally broke, collapsing into a ball on the floor.

Quiet sobs became desperate wails. Her breath came in short gasps as she completely lost control. She had been backed into a corner with no escape.

Any fleeting hopes of restoring her relationship with Spike were dashed. She'd lost the will to even try.

Why resurrect something that had an expiry date fixed to it?

 

 

 

~~~~~~~~~~
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Chapter 37: A Hand Forced





Buffy hadn’t wanted to speak to her father, and in retrospect she wished she’d refused. Not that it would change his mind on things in the least. Not even pleading worked, and she’d tried. He was one of the most stubborn people she knew, save for Spike.

She kept reliving it, every word of that blasted conversation. And every time she felt just a little more lost. 




~*~*~ FLASHBACK ~*~*~




“Hi, pumpkin.”

“Hi, dad.” Buffy tucked her hair behind her ears nervously, wondering what the reason for his call was.
 
“So how’s cheerleading going, are you captaining the squad out there?”

Buffy bit her lip, fighting off the wave of disappointment. “I’m not cheerleading anymore, remember? I’m just on the swim team, so I can focus more on my studies.”

“Any meets coming up soon?”

“A couple.” Buffy twisted the cord around her fingers, trying to keep it short and blunt so she could end the conversation as quick as possible. 

“How’d you go in LA? I would’ve come to the races myself but I was swamped with work.”

“I did well.” Pride stepped in. “Actually I won or placed most of my events.”

“That’s my girl.” 

Buffy bit her lip, silencing the instant rebuttal. She was not his girl. 

“Were there any scouts?”

 “I don’t know, don’t think so.”

“When is your next meet?”

Buffy frowned. Her dad was showing a surprising amount of interest in her swimming. And that was odd. According to Hank it was a waste of time even competing. 

“Next week,” she finally answered slowly. 

“It’s in LA, yes?”

Now Buffy was really becoming suspicious. The meet was in LA, another weekend trip like the last one a few weeks ago. “Yes it is. But I don’t think I’m going to go.”

Going would mean spending a lot of time on a bus with Spike—time at the hotel with Spike, time in the pool with Spike—most of it without adult supervision or the support of her friends. Beth and the girls on the team would be there, but she also knew they were friends of Spike’s first. 

The last time they’d been to LA together was when their flirtation kicked up a notch. It was where they’d shared their first real kiss. And Buffy didn’t need the reminders. It would weaken her resolve, and the last thing she wanted was to fall back into his arms, not when they still had so many issues to resolve before... if she decided to give it another go. 

“Don’t be silly. You should go. ”

“Dad—”

“I’ve a friend who’s a scout for a couple Ivy League schools on the east coast. Harvard, Yale, Stanford. You could have your pick.”

Buffy frowned, as realisation began to set in. This conversation was taking an all too familiar track. “But I don’t want to go to school on the east coast, I want to stay here.”

Hank let out a frustrated sighed. “This isn’t up for discussion.”

“But dad—”

“If I’m paying your tuition it’s going to be somewhere that’ll open doors for you in the future. You don’t seriously think UC Sunnydale is adequate, do you?”

“I could get a scholarship.” 

“Buffy.” 

The way he said her name made her freeze with fear. Buffy knew his response already, flashes of the conversation they’d had weeks ago coming to her mind. Back then she’d hoped he would be more reasonable to next time they spoke but her wish wasn’t granted.

“No daughter of mine is going to community college.”

“I’ll apply at UCLA,” she interrupted desperately. “Please, dad. I’ll even come live with you.”

“Oh well, isn’t that generous of you.”

“I didn’t mean—”

“That ship has sailed,” Hank replied tersely. “We could’ve applied early but you wouldn’t agree, so you’ve forced my hand.”

“Forced your hand?” Buffy gasped. “So what, because I wouldn’t agree to live with you in LA before now you’re going to make me move half way across the country?”

“No pumpkin, it’s not like that at all,” Hank cooed condescendingly. “I just want the best for you.”

Buffy felt the tears began to well in her eyes but she blinked them away angrily. “And if I refuse?”

Hank’s voice became icy. “Then I’ll be forced to put your mother’s house on the market.”

Buffy gasped in shock. No... He couldn’t, he wouldn’t do that.

“Dad...”

“It’s your choice, Buffy.” His voice had taken on a decidedly smug tone. “You can apply to the Ivy League colleges on the east coast. I’ll set you up in your own apartment, get you a car if you need it and you can receive the education you deserve. You won’t want for anything.”

Buffy could not believe he was demanding this of her. Her mind was on the brink of completely shutting down due to shock.

“Or,” Hank continued, “you can refuse my generous offer, go to community college, and your mother will find herself evicted from the house.”

“Please, dad.”

“Make your choice, Buffy.”

Make her choice? She didn’t have one. He’d forced her hand. And he knew it. For the first time in her life Buffy actually hated her father. 

“Okay.”

“Good. It’s settled.” 

The smug tone was back, and Buffy found herself clenching her jaw in response.

“I’ll send the application papers to you by courier this morning; they should arrive by the early afternoon if not sooner. I want you to fill them in and sign them immediately and then send them back to me.”

Buffy nodded numbly.

“We both know swimming was never going to fund your entire education, but a partial scholarship won’t hurt, especially now I’m setting you up with an apartment. So make sure you attend that upcoming meet.”

Again Buffy nodded.

“Did you hear me, Buffy?”

Buffy swallowed around the lump that had formed in her throat. 

“Yes, dad.”




~*~*~ END FLASHBACK ~*~*~



	
“Do you think she’s okay,” Willow asked with concern, chewing on her bottom lip anxiously.

“I’m sure she’s fine,” Xander replied, not nearly as confident as he sounded. 

When Buffy hadn’t shown up this morning they both figured maybe she’d decided to skip first period. It was her one class of the day with Spike, and it was understandable she’d not want to be near him. But when she didn’t turn up to the next two classes either they both started to worry.

“She’s probably just taken the day off to get her head straight,” Xander suggested.

“Yeah,” Willow replied, still worried. “She probably wants to spend some time alone.”

“Exactly.”

The bell sounded, signalling lunch and they both collected their books and made their way to their lockers. 




~*~*~




Fuck...

He was screwed. 

After Snyder had busted him trying to sneak off campus Spike had spent a good part of the morning in the Principal’s office being lectured at. The sum of it was Snyder had it in for him. Well, that’s how it seemed from his end anyway. 

After a right thorough talking to, one in which his permanent record was flashed before him, Spike had come to realise he was hanging on by a thread.

One more misstep and he was off the swim team.

Off the swim team he wouldn’t be able to afford to go to college.

In effect, his life would be over. 

Spike wasn’t what you’d call a model student, and while he passed his classes it was not with flying colours. He was counting on a swimming scholarship to get him into college. And now his very position on the team was in jeopardy.

As much as Spike wanted to tell Snyder where he could shove his student file and shoot off campus to find Buffy, he couldn’t. He had to think with his head right now. He had to think ahead. 

What sort of future could he offer Buffy without a college education?

He’d have to tread the straight and narrow for the rest of the year if he didn’t want to fuck up his chances of a decent life after graduation. He could last another three months, right?

So it was with great annoyance—which he made crystal clear—that Spike stomped his way to class.

Oh, and the cherry on top of the disaster of a morning?

Detention.




~*~*~




As promised, the courier arrived on her doorstep a little after midday. Buffy accepted the package, scrawling her name messily on the delivery guy’s little scanner thing, and closed the door. 

Opening the file, she spread the documents out in front of her. She laughed, a sad sarcastic little laugh, when she read the typed letter on the top of the stack.

Make me proud.
Dad xoxo

Buffy doubted that was even possible. 

She sighed with resignation as she ordered the papers, keeping the brochures aside for future perusal. She figured she may as well become acquainted with them, considering she’d be attending one of them in the fall.

It was time to get to work. 




~*~*~




Willow’s eyes found Spike’s almost the moment she entered the cafeteria, his own gaze roaming. She knew who he was searching for, the same person she was.

Buffy.

Asking Xander to grab her something hot, she pushed through the crowded room to Spike’s side.

“She’s not here,” she pointed out, her gaze still roaming his face. He looked so concerned. It was hard to reconcile that the Spike before her—who was acting like a worried boyfriend—was the same Spike who’d deliberately kept one of her best friend’s ‘occupied’ for a week, just so that Cordelia could latch her claws into Angel. 

And it hadn’t even worked.

From what Willow had seen so far Angel hadn’t shown the least bit of interest in Cordelia, much to the brunette’s annoyance.

“I can see that,” Spike finally replied. Frustrated he sat down at the empty table. He was surprised that Willow was talking to him. And the surprise doubled when the red head sat with him. He’d have thought that she’d want to be as far away from him as possible.

“Why’d you do it, Spike?”

The hurt tone of her voice was what stopped his roving eye, meeting hers. So that’s why...
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Chapter 38: Surrender





The wind whistled through the open windows of the DeSoto as Spike sped toward Buffy’s house. He was nearly there, nearly there. Spike didn’t know if it was Willow’s little speech that had bolstered his courage—or his own stubbornness kicking back in—but either way he was on a mission. 

Buffy loved him.

And he was going to do everything in his power to convince her that he felt the exact same way.

He didn’t really have much of a plan—no plan at all, actually—his entire focus has just been getting to the girl. It would all become clear when he was in her presence. 

As the turn for Revello Drive approached that annoying little twinge in the pit of his stomach—the one that said she wouldn’t take him back, no matter what—flared up again. But Spike pushed it away. He was not going to let doubt ruin the best thing that had ever happened to him. Doubt had been what forced him to make that stupid bargain with Cordelia; doubt was what had made Buffy run. He’d lost her once and he wasn’t going to risk losing her again because of his own insecurities.

Buffy had never given him a reason to not trust her.

Now he just had to convince her that he could be trusted also. He wasn’t sure how he was going to do that exactly, just that he was.

What other choice did he have?




~*~*~




Buffy put her signature on the final application form, dropping the pen like it burned. She hated that she was being forced to do this. She didn’t want to leave Sunnydale, she didn’t want to leave her mother, or Willow and Xander, or her friends on the swim team.

Or Spike... 

Moving away from everyone she loved was going to be the hardest thing she’d ever done. But she would do it. She’d pack her life up and move to the other side of the country.

For her mom.

What other choice did she have?




~*~*~





Spike cut the last corner sharply, tires scraping the gutter and causing him to wince in response. 

That’s gonna leave a mark. 

But Spike didn’t care, because he was finally where he needed to be.

He swerved across the road—cutting off another vehicle in the process—and hit the brakes. The car thunked as it struck the Summers’ driveway too fast, and at too sharp an angle, before coming to a sudden sharp stop. His body was lurched forward in his seat before his seatbelt hauled him back.

Time to see my girl. 

Spike fumbled with the seatbelt, cursing when the blasted thing didn’t immediately release him from its clutches. Finally freeing himself from the confines of his car he slammed the door and bounded across the lawn, coming to a stop at the front door. 

A quick straighten of his jacket and a rake of his hands through his hair and he was ready.

Clearing his throat Spike knocked on the door and waited.




~*~*~




When Buffy had first heard the loud revving of a car at the end of her street she’d stood and made her way to the front door. There was no question in her mind of who it could be, there was only one person she knew with a car that sounded like that. She knew who it was. It was Spike. 

And now—judging by the footsteps on the veranda—he was on the other side of the door.

She reached a hand up, placing it against the wood, before resting her forehead against it in defeat. 

It wasn’t fair.

Spike had promised he wasn’t giving up on her; his note saying as much was burning a hole in the back pocket of her jeans. She’d been hopeful. This morning she’d spent a good thirty minutes in the shower playing over and over in her mind their conversation from the night before.

“Nothing, nothing about us being together was a mistake.” 

He’d been so certain.

“I came over here to talk with you, to clear the bleedin’ air and convince you without a shadow of a doubt that the reason I was with you was because I’m mad for you. I can hardly think straight when you’re not around.” 

His confession made her heart beat almost out of her chest.

“I was afraid of losing you because you’re the best thing that has ever happened to me.” 

She’d never felt so special in all her life.

“What if I want to be tied to you?” 

Her breath caught in her throat at the fantasies his words inspired.

“Buffy, I’m crazy about you. I lo—”

The look of conviction in his eyes when he told her he cared about her—when he’d almost said those three little words she’d been hoping for the day before—had broken through her armour. If he’d persisted last night Buffy doubted her resolve to stay strong would’ve held. But he hadn’t, because she’d asked, and that just made her love him even more.

And now he was obviously back for round two.

The timing sucked.

If she hadn’t received the phone call from her dad this morning maybe... 

No. There were no maybes about it. 

If her father hadn’t turned her world upside down Buffy was certain that she and Spike would have a future together. There were issues. Issues that weren’t so huge in the afternoon light, but valid all the same. But if Spike was willing to try then so was she. 

Or would have been... she thought sadly.

What was the point of starting things up again, only to have her heart re-broken again when she had to move away? She didn’t think she could handle losing him again.

While the thought crossed her mind that maybe Spike could follow her cross country she immediately dismissed it. It was too much to ask or expect. And he had a life here; she couldn’t be responsible for taking that away from him.

The knock on the door broke through her reverie, and with a deep breath she realised she’d have to let him go. 

When she opened the door, and saw how his face lit up, another little piece inside of her broke. 

“Hello, Spike.”




~*~*~




One second he was fidgeting nervously on her doorstep, and the next she was before him. A smile stretched its way across his face of its own volition. 

Buffy... 

And then she said hello and his smile wavered ever so slightly. 

She sounded so sad. Immediately the guilt hit him. Her unhappiness was due to him. And in that moment he resolved he was not going to rest until she was happy again. He’d make it his life’s mission to ensure a smile always graced her beautiful face.

“Hi, Buffy,” he greeted nervously. A hand reflexively ran through his hair, mussing it. “Can I come in?”

She seemed to hesitate for a moment before nodding, opening the door wider for him to enter.

“Thanks.”

Spike closed the door behind him, following her into the living room. It looked like she’d been busy, there were stacks of papers all over the place and...

Was that a pamphlet for Brown? 

“Applying for colleges, love?”

He saw her distracted nod, before he reached for the brochure in question.

And found another.

And several more underneath that as well. 

All of them Ivy League.

All of them on the east coast.

All of them as far from here, and from him, as possible.

The lump in his throat made a reappearance.

“Brown, Princeton, Dartmouth, Harvard, Yale, Penn, Cornell, Columbia. Applying for the whole lot, huh?” 

“Yep,” Buffy replied. “They’re the best, you know.”

“Yeah,” Spike agreed distractedly. 

A sick feeling that she was trying to put as many miles as possible between them both took root in his stomach. He tried to fight it, squash it, but his insecurities rose with a vengeance. Willow had been wrong, she had to have been. Why else would Buffy be moving?

“So...”

“Does the thought of being around me bother you that much?” The question was out before his mind caught up with his mouth.




~*~*~




No, of course not... was the reply on the tip of her tongue but Buffy swallowed it. It was the way out she’d been searching for. And it broke her heart to have to say the words.

“I just can’t be around you,” she whispered. “A clean break, that’s what we need. It’s better for both of us this way.”




~*~*~




Spike felt like he’d been sucker punched in the gut. No... No, she can’t mean that. 

“What?”

“It’s for the best.” 

It was the nonchalant way she shrugged that got to him, as if none of this mattered. As if her moving to the other side of the fucking country was no bigger decision than what to have for breakfast.

“Best for who,” Spike spat.

“For both of us.” 

Her reply was quiet, as if she were trying to soften the blow, and it only incensed him further. 

“What gives you the right to decide what’s best for me?” he snarled. 




~*~*~




He was getting angry. This was a good thing. If she made him angry enough then maybe she wouldn’t hurt him. That was the last thing she wanted to do.

“Nothing,” she replied simply. “But I get to decide for me, and I’ve made my choice.”




~*~*~




“So that’s it.” Spike began pacing the lounge room erratically. He could not believe this was actually happening. “One fight and you just pack it all in and move.”

“It’s for the best.”

She did it again, said it in that soft, almost sad, voice, like she was trying to soften the blow for him. And Spike raged. It wasn’t supposed to go down like this. 

They were supposed to be working things out.

He had to convince her not to walk away, that they were worth a second go. Spike hadn’t wanted to fling her feelings in her face but maybe it was the only way she’d listen.

“You said you loved me. Do you remember that?” He came to a stop directly in front of her, a hand lifting to tuck an errant lock of hair behind her ears. Her eyes fluttered shut at his touch and he began to hope that maybe he was getting through to her.

“You don’t give up on the people you love after one fight.”

Tears were shimmering in her eyes and he softly brushed her cheeks.

“I’ve made my decision. Please don’t make this harder than it already is.”

“But why!? ” He cried desperately. “Why are you leaving? We can work through this. It can be better, I can be better. You make me want to be a better man, Buffy. Please don’t give up on me.”




~*~*~




The tears flowed freely now, she wasn’t strong enough to hold them in. Not when she could see the misery shining from Spike’s eyes. 

She was breaking his heart.

A sob caught in her throat. 

It was time to finish this; she didn’t know how much longer she could stop herself from comforting Spike, especially when she was the reason for his distress. 

“What did you expect, Spike? That I’d just forget how you used me? Forget how it was all a game? What kind of idiot do you take me for?”




~*~*~




“It wasn’t a game!” Spike raged. “And I don’t think you’re an idiot, although the way you’re acting now might convince me otherwise.”

He was lashing out, and he knew the instant the words left his mouth they were the wrong thing to say. She’d wounded him and he’d retaliated without thinking... it was his way.

“See, this is why we would never work together. The name calling, the lies, we’re just not good together.”

The finality in her words shook him to the core.

“No, we are good together. You know that. We can be again, just give me another chance... please?”

He sounded frantic even to his own ears but he didn’t care. 

“I’m sorry. My mind’s made up.”

She’s thinking with her head, when it’s her heart that needs remindin’... 

Spike closed the distance between them, his lips seeking hers in a desperate heart-filled kiss.




~*~*~




When Buffy felt his lips on hers her eyes widened. Obviously she wasn’t convincing him. Spike on the other hand was doing a damn fine job of convincing her of why she wanted to be with him. She responded without thinking, and that just wouldn’t do. Pressing her hands against his chest gently she ended the kiss and put some distance between them as quickly as possible. Keeping her hands to herself was hard enough without him tempting her.




~*~*~




One second she was kissing him back, and the next he was bereft her soft lips. She moved quicker than he could blink, putting the coffee table between them in her haste to create space.

“Please, Buffy,” he begged. “Don’t you see how good we are together?”

“No, Spike.”

“Please! You can’t tell me that kiss meant nothing to you.”

Spike knew she was hesitating when she began chewing on her bottom lip, and that spark of hope flared again. Willow’s words in the cafeteria came to him and he clutched on to them like a lifeline. She’d said it wasn’t too late, and he wasn’t ready to give up. 

 “Make her believe, without a shadow of a doubt, that you do love her. And only her. Trust needs to be repaired Spike. Make her believe.” 

“You mean the world to me, Summers,” he confessed. “You’re everything I want. And I can be what you need; you just need to give me a chance. Please just give me a chance.”

“Spike...”

He could hear the hesitation in her voice again and hoped it meant he was getting through to her. And then he realised, after everything he had said, the one thing he hadn’t. 

“I love you.”




~*~*~




Oh god, she wanted to rush to him, wrap him in her arms and never, never, never let go. 

He loved her. He loved her. 

And for a second she let the joy at hearing those words wash over her. For a second she let herself dream. Then reality came crashing down, the obstacles—large and small—that stood between them. Buffy wanted to be with Spike so badly, more than anything, but she wasn’t strong enough to fight for him. 

This was going to be so much harder now, walking away, knowing that Spike—

Buffy choked on her tears.

She wasn’t strong enough to fight for him, but she could do the right thing.

She could let him go. 

“I don’t.”




~*~*~




No, no... nononoo... 

“You don’t mean that,” Spike denied vehemently, shaking his head. “We have a future together, we could—”

“I don’t agree. We tried, it didn’t work. And I don’t want to try again.”

He took a step closer to her and she backed away, twisting the metaphorical knife.

“Buffy, love, please...”

“I’m sorry, Spike.”

It was her quiet apology that did him in, finally opening the floodgates to unleashing his misery. 




~*~*~




Buffy fled, unable to remain in Spike’s presence any longer. She flew up the stairs to her bedroom, sliding down against the door and slumping on the floor.

Spike was downstairs, crying, because of her.

She’d just thrown away the love of a man she cared about more than she could put into words, and it was all because of her dad’s selfish desire to control her.

When she heard the DeSoto back out of the driveway her misery compounded.

He was gone.






~~~~~~~~~~
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Chapter 39: Depression





A week passed.

A painfully long and lonely week.  

Spike wouldn’t even look at her.

A whole week and not so much as a glare in her direction, or a longing glance.

Nothing.

Not that Buffy had expected anything less than a total freeze out, if she were honest with herself. He’d said he loved her, and she’d rejected him, thrown his feelings in his face as if they meant nothing. So the non-contact? It was expected.

But it still hurt. 

That first class had been the hardest. Buffy had been on the verge of a panic attack at the thought of having to be in the same room as Spike. Sitting so close, but knowing if she reached out to touch him, or talk to him, it wouldn’t be returned. Willow’s gentle nudging had been what forced her to get a hold of herself. She could do this. She had to do this.

When she’d entered the classroom Buffy had frozen almost immediately. Spike... was there. Of course he was there; he was in this class too. But that was not the biggest shock, no... It was the fact he was not sitting in his usual seat at the back of the room beside hers. He was in the front row. 

As far from her seat as the small room allowed. He obviously needed or wanted distance from her, and she couldn’t begrudge him that. Not after how she’d treated him. 

She’d made her way to the back of the classroom, shaking off Willow’s sympathetic eyes, and sat in her usual seat. 

And fought to keep her tears at bay for the duration of the class.

When the bell had sounded Spike was gone in a flash.

It had been the same with all of their other shared classes for the rest of the day. And the rest of the week. And into this one as well.

It was slowly driving Buffy insane. 

The one time she had tried to talk to him had been at training. She’d asked, innocently enough, if he’d be going to the meet to LA. She’d held her breath waiting for his response, unsure of which answer was the worse of the two. If he wasn’t there she’d miss him terribly, and the team would be down a talented captain. If he was there she’d miss him even more, being in his presence but not being able to talk to him... that would be unbearable.

Spike had flat out ignored her, roughly pulled his goggles over his head and dived into the pool.

Buffy found herself at the pool again now, only this time alone. Coach had cancelled training for the afternoon, insisting the team needed an afternoon off after the punishing session the afternoon before. But Buffy needed to be here, needed the calm the water brought her, and she took solace in the quiet of the empty pool deck.

Dropping her towel and bag on the bleachers she quickly tucked her hair into her cap and pulled on her goggles.

Maybe a swim would help clear her mind.

She mounted the diving blocks, adjusting her two-piece racing suit, and bent into position.

Like a spring she uncoiled from the blocks, grunting with exertion as she forced her body as far as it would go, before her fingertips sliced through the icy cool water. It washed over her like a calming tonic, and instantly her mind stilled. 

Here, in the pool, she felt at home. 

Here, in the pool, her worries dissipated.

She fly kicked in a torpedo position, powering her body through the water. Her lungs began to burn, her muscles were screaming because she hadn’t stretched, but she pushed on. This was a burn, a hurt, she relished. Pushing herself to her limits, seeing how far she could go. 

The wall approached, and Buffy—still submerged—began a frog kick to get her there quicker, sculling her hands to drive herself forward. 

She reached the wall, twisted to plant her feet, and sprung off again, bound for the opposite end. Finally she breached the surface, her gasp for air echoing in the quiet.  

And for once the calmness of the pool didn’t last. 

She suddenly lost the urge to be anywhere near anything that reminded her of her failed relationship with Spike. There were too many memories here.

Stroking quickly to the edge Buffy hauled herself out of the pool and grabbed her things, disappearing into the girls’ locker rooms.

She never noticed the eyes watching her from afar.




~*~*~




It had been a hell of a week, hell being the operative word. 

A large part of Spike had wanted to say sod it all and leave. Get the hell out of Dodge. Just get in his car and go. It’s not like his father would notice his absence; he was perpetually tied up with work. And he doubted anyone at school would really care if he decided to take an extended road trip. Snyder, hell, he’d probably throw a parade to mark the occasion of his leaving. 

When it came down to it, the final do-I-stay-or-do-I-leave moment, it was a temporary lack of funds that kept him in good old SunnyD. Asking for the dosh from his dad would raise suspicion, and he wasn’t going to ask for a loan from a mate, not when it was likely he wouldn’t be back to repay it. If he was going to leave he wanted to cut all ties cleanly, and a debt over his head wouldn’t allow that.

So he’d stayed.

And stupidly turned up to class the next day, and the one after that, and the one after that.

He was a glutton for punishment, there was no other explanation. 

That first day, when he’d walked into class, he’d made a conscious decision to sit as far as humanly possible from where Buffy normally sat. 

It hadn’t occurred to him at the time that sitting in the front row would mean she’d have walk past him to get to her seat. He’d known when she’d arrived, could feel her eyes on him and heard her breathy little sigh when she’d seen him. Spike refused to look up from his desk. And then she’d walked by, smelling like fucking heaven, and he’d almost leapt out of his seat in the urge to get away from her. She was the one to end things and it wouldn’t do him any good to follow her around like a lost little puppy. 

Knowing his luck, if he had left he’d only get busted for it, and the last thing he wanted to do was give the snivelling little excuse of a principal cause to boot him off the swim team.

It was the one thing about his life that he still gave a shit about, and he wasn’t going to have that snatched from him.

So he’d sat there, hands clenching the edges of his desk to fight the urge to run out the door—or run to Buffy—and waited for the torment to end. 

When the bell sounded he was out of there and in search of the closest empty room to lock himself in before he embarrassed himself by crying in public.

The cat and mouse game had continued every class they shared together. And the few times he’d seen her coming down the hallway toward him Spike had ducked into a classroom, or started a conversation with whoever was nearby. Once he even turned around and briskly walked in the other direction.

She’d noticed that.

And a small part of Spike had taken satisfaction in the hurt that had crossed her face when she realised he was deliberately avoiding her. It quickly wore off. Because honestly, there was no place he’d rather be than in her presence.

Even after she’d torn out his heart and stomped on it.

Willow had tried approaching him a couple times over the past week, but he’d shrugged her off. Nothing she could say would placate him. It was on her insistence that Buffy would give him another chance that had put him in that heartbreaking situation in the first place. He didn’t believe Buffy’s friend had set him up, but he still blamed her for her part. Without her encouragement he may have let things cool for a couple days before approaching Buffy.

Who are you tryin’ to kid, mate? Patience was never one your virtues. 

Her efforts to speak to him again had waned, obviously getting the hint that he didn’t want to discuss it with anyone. 

She wasn’t the only one who gave him a wide berth either. Most of the upperclassmen at Sunnydale High avoided him, save for the boys on the swim team. And Harmony. 

 “Oh Spikey, I knew you’d realise what a mistake it was choosing her over me.” 

 “Shove off, you dozy cow.” 

Only once had Buffy tried to speak to him, at training a few days ago.

He’d ignored her and had dived into the pool as quickly as possible. Distance was what he needed, and the pool provided that, swallowing him and his despair with open arms. 

It was hard to keep his eyes off her. 

He knew that she was aware he was ignoring her. He pretended she wasn’t there, looked in the other direction when she was near, found something... anything other than her to look at. He could feel her eyes when they were on him and refused to give her the satisfaction of seeing his pain.

It wasn’t until she’d turn around or her focus was no longer on him that he’d finally spare a glance in her direction.

She looked so sad. And part of him wanted to comfort her. The other part, the vindictive side of his personality, was pleased. She’d brought this on herself. 

What mystified him was the why.

Why was she so sad? Why did she look at him with such longing? It had been her decision to end things and her behaviour was confusing to say the least. She was acting like the she was the scorned one, like she was the dumpee, and not the other way around.

It was the question that urged him toward the pool, knowing at least in the water he’d find escape. There was no training this afternoon, so he’d have the pool to himself. Not even coach was around, so no-one would be there to disturb him.

Or so he thought.

He heard the splash of someone in the water before he’d left the locker rooms, his bag still slung over his shoulder. 

Buffy.

He knew it was her immediately. No one else sought the pool as she did when it was empty, no one expect for him that is. His desire for a swim was quickly extinguished. But he couldn’t drag himself away. Spike didn’t think he’d ever get sick of seeing her glide through the water. Like a sprite she was, most at home when in the depths. 

She had nice technique. Clean, precise. And that’s why he was watching her, or so he told himself. It was not because it was the first real opportunity for a good long uninterrupted stare in a whole week. His eyes drank her in as she rapidly approached the other end of the pool.

She needs to surface...  he thought, worry lines creasing his brow and deepening the longer she remained submerged.

When she hit the wall and turned around Spike took a step closer to the edge of the pool. What she was doing was dangerous, if she held her breath too long she could black out from the lack of oxygen, drown even. 

It sent chills down Spike’s spine. 

Her stroke was slowing, her movements becoming sluggish, and his concern kicked up a notch or ten.

Spike dropped his bag and ripped his shirt over his head, ready to dive in and grab her. He took two steps toward the pool, ready to dive in, when she finally surfaced.

The sound of her gasp for air was one of the sweetest sounds he’d ever heard.

It didn’t stop him from wanting to dive in though. No, now he wanted to dive in and throttle her. It was a stupid, rookie mistake to go swimming by herself, and to pull a stunt like that when the building was empty... 

She’s safe... she’ll be okay. Get out of the pool, love. 

The lengths to which she’d pushed herself was punishing, and she was lucky she hadn’t lost consciousness.

Which begged the question... what exactly was she punishing herself for? 

When she began swimming to the edge Spike collected his things and hid out of plain sight, his eyes following her until the locker room door forced their separation.
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Chapter 40: Close Quarters





The issue of the swim meet came to a head a few days later. Coach wanted Spike on the team. And what Coach Jones wanted, Coach Jones got. He'd protested, of course, not that it had done him any good. Apparently word of his disinterest to participate had made its way back to Principal Snyder. A few thinly veiled threats of expulsion and Spike was compelled to compete.

It wasn't that his passion for the sport had lessened any; no, it was not that at all. It was sitting on a crowded bus for three hours in close proximity to the love of his life, the girl who'd torn his heart to shreds, that made him hesitate. He'd gone so far as to argue with Snyder that he could drive himself there-after it became apparent sitting the meet out was not an option-but his suggestion had been swiftly quashed. A speech had followed, all about team spirit or some such rot.

He considered pulling out entirely, saying to hell with Snyder and Sunnydale and swimming, but in the end he couldn't go through with it. He'd worked too hard to get where he was for him to give up now. Spike was going to college. And swimming was his meal ticket.

He had no choice.

Which is how he came to find himself at Sunnydale High, hours after school was out. He'd been in the middle of packing his things when he realised he'd left his goggles in his locker. Sure, he had other pairs, but he only raced with those ones.

Superstitious? Maybe. But others didn't work right, didn't feel right.

The DeSoto crawled into the student lot and Spike was surprised to find his wasn't the only car there. It was after five, school had been out for hours, he should be the only person here.

Apparently not.

The fact he recognised the vehicle as Angel's made it all the more interesting, mostly because there was no training for the football team that afternoon.

He shrugged off the thought and exited the vehicle, briskly making his way across the lawn. Spike wasn't really in the mood for socialising, he hadn't been since... well, since before.

Perhaps running into his old mate wouldn't be such a bad idea. They hadn't had an opportunity to catch up, not really, not since Angel had returned. Spike had been too absorbed with himself, with his relationship, to bother.

Well, Buff-

God, I can't even think her name without feeling...

She had made it abundantly clear there was life after him, so he should do the same.

And he was going to start tonight.




~*~*~




He'd been right, of course he had; a swim was exactly what she needed.

Funny that, how in times of crisis, whenever her life went to shit, the only thing that could sooth her was a dip in the pool. It was like it was ingrained in her or something. She'd spent so much time, a huge chunk of her life, submerged, that it was the only place she felt truly calm. All the stress, all the drama, ebbed away the moment the cool washed over her.

When she was in the water her mind shut down, her thoughts disappeared. It was like there wasn't enough room in the water for them, so her troubles just ceased to exist.

It wasn't perfect, the doubts would creep back and her thoughts would betray her again, but right now she was calm.

It wouldn't take a genius to figure out what set her off, the trigger of the panic attack.

Spike.

Of course, Spike.

He was coming to LA.

Shocker, that. After all he IS the team captain.

But it was a shock. For days the team listing had been absent one particular name. Not that Buffy would admit it, but each day she'd been checking the listing-almost obsessively-to see if he would be coming along. The one time she'd tried to ask he'd ignored her, and since he chose not to communicate with her it made to hard to find out. It was an important question, one she needed an answer to.

Would he be on the bus to LA, or not? Would they be sleeping just doors apart, or not? Would they be spending hours together-but so painfully not together-in close company throughout the duration of the meet?

The questions had slowly been driving her insane, the not knowing forcing her to stalk the student noticeboard for updates.

Well, today she'd finally received her answer, and it wasn't relief at knowing that passed over her, but complete and utter panic.

He was going to be on the bus to LA with her, he was going to be sleeping just doors apart, and they would be spending hours together-but oh so painfully not together-in close company throughout the duration of the meet.

Buffy didn't think she'd be able to cope. For a split second she'd contemplated pulling out of the team, but that wasn't an option. Her father would see that as a sign of defiance, sabotage to his grand plans, and the consequences would be too awful. It was Angel who'd managed to break her panic.

He'd found her sitting alone in the bleachers staring out into space, the veritable picture of a little girl lost. School had been dismissed sometime before, the grounds deserted, and he'd expected to find the oval empty. Upon his return Angel had been offered his old position on the football team, and he'd readily agreed. The months away had affected his fitness, so he'd planned a run.

And instead he'd found Buffy.

In a moment of clarity-or maybe it was desperation, wanting someone else to know her predicament-Buffy had confessed everything. How her father was blackmailing her, how her mother had no idea what she was sacrificing for her sake, how she'd broken it off with Spike because of her father's stubborn and ruthless nature. Buffy would never have been able to forgive herself if Spike had followed her to the East Coast, only to have them torn apart at Hank Summers' whim.

She couldn't tell Spike for fear of what he'd do. She couldn't tell her mother because it would break her heart. And she couldn't tell her friends because they just wouldn't-couldn't-understand. They would have argued there must be a way out, that there was something they could do to thwart her father's plans, when Buffy was certain there was not.

Angel had just listened.

Buffy was sure he had his thoughts on the matter but he didn't voice them. He just listened. It was exactly what she'd needed, an opportunity to vent her frustration.

Of course, once she'd vented along came the tears. In floods. She found herself swiftly swept into Angel's strong embrace as the sobs wracked her small frame. Within minutes her cries subsided, yet she continued to cling to Angel for support, drawing on his strength to bolster her resolve.

"It's okay, Buffy. We'll figure something out," he'd said.

If only it were possible.

His suggestion of a swim had been welcome, except for the being alone part. When Angel had promised he wouldn't stray far-to the school gym for a quick workout-she'd agreed.

He'd been right, of course he had; a swim was exactly what she needed. A chance to shut down her mind for an hour and to push her fears aside.

She exited the pool and wrapped a towel around herself when, as promised, Angel returned, his hair wet from the shower. A small smile lit Buffy's face. The burden of her secret had been eating her up inside, it was as if a weight had been lifted. And it was nice not be alone.

"Thank you, Angel. For listening to my babbling." Buffy's cheeks pinked with embarrassment. "And for letting me cry on your shoulder."

"No problem." A grin stretched across Angel's face. "Anytime."

Buffy's own smile widened, before dimming once more, as if it hadn't the strength to continue.

"I'd better go get changed. Thanks again." She turned to make her way toward the locker room when Angel's voice stopped her.

"Did you want a lift?"

"Oh, no. Thank you. I think the walk will do me good."

Angel raised a brow in question. "You're sure?"

Buffy nodded. "Definitely."

Angel wasn't convinced but accepted her answer. "Well, I'll wait for you to finish up in here, walk you out."

"Okay, deal."




~*~*~




As luck would have it, Spike's plans didn't come to pass quite as he'd imagined them. In, collect his goggles, out and off to a bar.

Apparently Principal Snyder had a different idea.

For the last thirty minutes Spike had sat through yet another long-and unspeakably dull-lecture about his behaviour. To top it off he'd had the gall to dictate Spike win his events or else.

Spike had wanted to flatten him. Of course, that would put a crimp in his college plans so he'd sat on his hands to prevent any unfortunate accidents.

The second he'd been dismissed Spike made a beeline for the pool deck. He'd collect his goggles and get gone, the night was still young and he had plans to enjoy it.




~*~*~




Checking she'd not left anything behind in the shower stall, Buffy dropped her hair products into her swim bag and quickly set about getting dressed. Whatever may happen the following day, she could deal with it. Thanks to the talk with Angel, and her swim, she was a lot calmer about the whole thing. The prospect of being so close to Spike still sent a shiver of fear up her spine if she allowed herself to dwell on it. But she so was not going to dwell.

So Spike was going to be there. She'd deal.

There wasn't really any other alternative, so why worry herself over it.

Right?

Buffy sighed. If only it were that easy.

She slipped her shoes on, ran a brush through her damp hair, and packed up the last of her swimming gear into her bag. She didn't want to keep Angel waiting any longer, that is if he were still even there. Half an hour had passed since she'd left the pool deck and that was a long time to sit in an empty room by yourself.

Pushing through the locker room doors she was pleasantly surprised to find him waiting for her, perched on one of the starter blocks.

"You should be careful, you might fall in," Buffy warned.

"Maybe I should fall in, then you'd have to save me."

The grin on Angel's face let Buffy know he was only teasing, trying to make her smile, but the comment was too much like something Spike would have said and it caused a chill within her.

She missed him.

Something must have passed over her face because Angel was immediately at her side, a hand gently touching her shoulder.

"Hey, it was just a joke, sorry if I upset you."

His expression was so genuine that Buffy forced herself to relax, to push the distress away. Of course he was just joking around; Angel wasn't the sort of guy who went after a mate's girlfriend.

"I'm sorry... wigging out like that, it was stupid, really."

"Hey," Angel said gently, brushing his fingertips across Buffy's cheeks, casting her tears away. "I'm the one who's sorry. I didn't mean to upset you."

Buffy sighed, wrapping her arms around herself for comfort. "It's okay, really. I'm just being silly. It's just that Spike once said something very similar and it brought back all these memories-"

"And I'm the ass who did it." Angel hung his head ruefully. "I'm so sorry, Buffy. You know I would never do anything to hurt you. It was insensitive of me."

"It's okay, honestly. Please believe me." She looked up into his eyes, trying to convince him. "I was a basket case before and you calmed me down. You listened, and you have no idea how much it meant to just have someone listen."

Angel pulled Buffy into his arms, an embrace she both accepted and returned.

"I don't know what I'd do without you."




~*~*~




The muffled sound of voices alerted Spike to the fact he wouldn't be alone on pool deck. No big deal really; it was probably just some of the squad doing a last minute training session before the meet, something he used to partake in.

It was when his hand latched on the door handle that he placed the voice as Angel's. A confused frown crossed Spike's face.

"What's he doing here?" he wondered.

A familiar female voice caused him to freeze, hand still wrapped around the door handle. It sounded like... but why would she be here with him? It couldn't be... hell, he'd been hearing her voice all over the place; it had to be a figment of his imagination. Spike considered turning around, not looking back, but he had to know.

He twisted the handle and pushed the door open, and it took all of four seconds for the reality of what he saw before him to sink in and for his world to fall apart all over again.

"I don't know what I'd do without you."

Spike walked into his worst nightmare. His girlfriend, his Buffy, in the arms of another man. A man he'd once considered his best friend, no less.

All hell broke loose.
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Chapter 41: Confrontation





Spike’s fist connected with Angel’s jaw with a sickening crack. It was instinct, plain and simple. Hell, Spike hardly even realised he’d moved towards the pair until he felt his fist connect with his former friend’s jaw. Pain, real and raw shot up his arm, alerting him to the fact he had hit Angel, not just imagined it. 

Angel’s head swung back abruptly from the force of the blow. He’d caught the football jock by surprise, something that just didn’t happen. The look of pure shock on Angel’s face would’ve been funny if not for the circumstances. 

He’d expected relief, or maybe absolution. He’d expected to feel something. Anything. 

Not hollow, not empty, not the nothing he felt. He’d had his heart carved out and chopped into tiny little pieces by her. Finding her in the arms of another man, barely a week after they’d split, added a healthy dose of humiliation to those feelings of heartbreak. 

Buffy immediately took Angel’s face in her hands, examining his jaw. His lip was split, and it would probably bruise. But she was too shocked to say anything, disbelief at Spike’s actions keeping her mute. 

Angel placed a hand over Buffy’s, squeezing her fingers reassuringly, before standing to his full height and facing Spike.

Spike expected retaliation, a return swing from Angel, something. The two of them, they were just standing there looking at him. He’d just smashed his fist into Angel’s face and all they could do was look at him. All they could do was look? 

No apology for their thoughtlessness, no explanation as to why they were sneaking around behind his back (and probably had been for some time), not one single word. They just looked at him. Buffy, well she looked anguished, but Angel, Angel just seemed calm. Understanding even.

And it pissed Spike off. He balled his fists again. 

“Spike, please...”

It was her pleading that did it, made him look directly at her for the first time in a week. Spike studied her face. Her nose was red, a sure sign she’d been crying. The pallor of her skin was nothing like the healthy glow of the woman she’d been a week earlier. And there were dark circles under her eyes. 

She looked exhausted, like she hadn’t slept in days. 

No...  Spike thought. Exhausted didn’t quite cut it. She looked like absolute hell, almost like she was being eaten up with guilt. 

Good...  he thought half heartedly, his heart twisting painfully. Serves her right. 

Spike looked into her eyes, something he hadn’t allowed himself to do since the breakup, and she instantly turned her gaze. She couldn’t meet his eyes and Spike didn’t know a surer sign of guilt. 

“I wish I could say I was surprised to find you with him, but I honestly can’t.” 

He’d intended to spit out the comment, in his mind it was filled with venom and spite, but in reality he sounded defeated. Now his eyes dropped to the floor.

“Spike, it’s not what you think it is,” Buffy protested, her voice beseeching him.

A harsh, bitter little laugh escaped his lips. “I’ve heard that before.”

“It’s the truth! Angel and are I just—”

“Just what?” Spike interrupted, lifting his angry eyes to meet her pleading ones. “Sneaking around behind my back?”

“There’s no sneaking, we’re—”

“I’ll have to pay you that, meeting up at the pool isn’t exactly the measure of discrete.”

No, no, no...  It was like it was happening all over again and Buffy didn’t know if she could go through it all again. Spike would never forgive her for the way she treated him but it didn’t stop the feelings that rose within her just from being in his presence. She still loved him, despite everything, and it broke her heart to have him speak to her this way. 

She tried to speak again. She might not be able to undo the hurt, but she could at least explain, assuage his doubts over what he’d walked in on. It was nothing, and she needed to convince him of that.

“Don’t you see—”

“Oh, I see. I can see perfectly what’s going on here.”

Buffy stamped her foot impatiently. He wasn’t listening to her and he wasn’t letting her complete a single sentence. Typical Spike, he’s always this obstinate when he’s hurt. 

A pang of guilt zipped through her. And who’s to blame for that? 

When Buffy paused, when the denial he expected didn’t follow, Spike assumptions were confirmed. And it hurt. God, how it hurt. It had only been a week. One bloody week! And already here she was with someone else. Someone else’s hand on her shoulder, someone else to hold her, to kiss her, to touch— 

Spike squeezed his eyes shut, pushing the pain of the truth back and turned his face into a mask of stone. 

“I knew you’d move on eventually, but I must say I’m surprised by how fast you move.”

Buffy reeled back as if he’d slapped her, and for an instant Spike felt remorse. Even after everything, after all the pain she’d caused him, he didn’t want to be the one to wound her. 

“Spike, it’s not—”

Spike scoffed. “Oh, come on, you expect me to believe—”

“There’s nothing going on here, you stubborn ass!”

Buffy’s eyes blazed with fury and for an instant Spike dared to believe. Then she took a step toward him and his fingers ached to reach out and touch her. It was written all over her face, how badly she wanted—needed—him to believe her. And he wanted to, god, how he wanted to believe. But then he caught sight of Angel’s hulking form in the periphery and the burgeoning hope extinguished as quickly as it had risen. She’d yet to explain why he was there with her. Why his hands had been all over her. Why she’d not only let him touch her, but had been embracing him in return. The evidence of something was too much to refute. 

She was lying.

Spike’s face hardened again.

Of course, that was the precise moment Angel finally spoke up. “You should listen to her, man, you want to hear what she has to say.”

“You SHUT the hell up.”

Spike switched his attention toward his former friend and a thrill of pleasure rolled up his spine. The corner of Angel’s lip was split, his mouth bloodied. He’d missed that little detail, having been too fixated on Buffy’s reaction to his attack. It seemed his punch had been harder than he’d thought. 

He could see the indecision on Angel’s face, stay and talk or give up and leave. He was like an open book, easy to read. He seemed to be weighing his options, but it was when he looked toward Buffy that Spike’s expression hardened again. There was no way that the jock’s feelings for Buffy were as platonic as she protested, which made him doubt her all over again. 

When Angel reached for, and took, Buffy’s hand, something inside Spike snapped. He wasn’t just going to let someone walk away with his girl.

“You get your hands off her,” he all but growled.

Defiance shone clearly from Angel’s eyes. “I promised Buffy I’d take her home and I intend to keep it.”

Both boys were looking to her for a decision and Buffy squirmed under the pressure of their stares. Angel was only trying to keep his earlier promise, but the last thing Buffy wanted to do was antagonise Spike even further. 

“Angel, you don’t have to drive me home, I’ll be fine.”

“Buffy it’s no hassle, really.”

“No really, it’s—”

Spike latched onto Buffy’s hesitation like a bulldog with a favourite bone. “She doesn’t want you, so bugger off.”

“She doesn’t want to be around you either, mate,” Angel retaliated. 

“Get your greasy mitts off my girl!” Spike roared, pushing Angel hard in the chest.

When Angel let go of Buffy’s hand she thought for sure that Spike would simmer down. But then Angel placed himself between them, and from the look on Spike’s face it was as if he’d branded her. 

Buffy felt panic begin to rise within her. She had to defuse the situation before it got out of hand. But how? Spike wasn’t going to let her leave with Angel, and Angel wasn’t going to leave her alone with Spike, knowing the pain she felt over their breakup was still very raw. 

“She’s not your girl anymore, Spike. Just let her go.” 

Angel wasn’t trying to antagonise Spike; that much was clear to Buffy. She appreciated the concern, but the more Angel defended her, the more incensed Spike was becoming.

“Angel...”

“She doesn’t want you here,” Spike sneered.

“Well, I’m not leaving her alone here with you,” Angel retaliated.

“I won’t hurt her!”

“Spike...” Buffy pleaded, only to be interrupted as Angel jumped to her defence again.

“More than you already have, you mean?”

“Shut the hell up.”

“Do you really blame her for ending things after the way you treated her?”

“You have no idea what you’re talking about.”

“Guys...”

“Oh, believe me, I do,” Angel refuted. “I know more than you think.”

“Bullshit.”

“I know all about the bet, about how you lied, how you—”

Disbelief flashed across Spike’s face before quickly being replaced with fury. 

“Shut the fuck up!” 

“—how you conspired with Cordelia—”

It was as if she wasn’t even there, they weren’t even hearing her. If she thought she could slip away unnoticed that’s exactly what she’d do. 

“SHUT UP!”

“—to keep her away from me because you know I—”

“You what?” Spike shouted. “You want her? You want to be with her? That much is plain.”

“Of course I want to be with her!” Angel shouted in return. 

The vehemence of Angel’s words stunned Spike to silence. He’d said it, he’d finally admitted it. He’d known all along, but to hear it out loud was shocking. Looking at Buffy, she appeared to be just as shocked by the declaration.

Angel cleared his throat and turned toward the girl in question, continuing quietly, “I care about you, Buffy.”

“Angel...”

“You don’t have to say anything. I know you don’t feel the same way.”

Buffy bit her lip, unsure of what to say, or do. Three months ago she would’ve done backflips to hear Angel say he cared about her. But things were different now. 

“I’m sorry.”

“Don’t be.” Angel smiled softly, taking one of Buffy’s hands in his. “It’s too soon, I know. Just know that I’ll be here for you, if you need me. As a friend.”

Spike, who had been watching the exchange with almost morbid curiosity, laughed. It was a bitter, twisted sound. “A friend? Are you kidding me? You’re going to be her friend?” 

Angel clenched his jaw and turned toward Spike, keeping Buffy’s hand in his. “A friend is what she needs right now.”

“I think I know a little more about Buffy’s needs than you.” 

Buffy gasped in shock, stunned by the crudeness of Spike’s words. She really shouldn’t be surprised by now, it was what Spike did when he got angry, or felt threatened; he lashed out. But to say that? This ugly jealousy he was exhibiting did nothing but convince her they couldn’t have worked, even without her father’s influence. “Who are you?” she whispered, too quiet for the boys to hear.

Spike regretted the words the instant they were out of his mouth. Of all the stupid things he’d said and done, this was one of the worst. He’d refrained from saying something along the same lines to Xander days before, why let his mouth run away with him now?

Maybe because he felt threatened... 

Yeah, he was jealous, and could admit that freely. The problems in their relationship, everything that had happened regarding the deception with Cordelia, had been because of his insecurities over Buffy’s past history with Angel. Despite the fact he knew—and had rubbed it in her face on one occasion—that all the two had shared was a couple of  kisses, he couldn’t help but feel that, had they been given the chance, it would have been more. And that ‘would have’ was what brought on the attack of the green-eyed monster, made him behave like a jackass. 

Angel shook his head in disbelief. “I care about her, but I would never presume that I had a right to her. She deserves better than that.”

“Better than me, you mean?”

“I didn’t say that.”

“You didn’t have to.”

“She wouldn’t get hurt,” Angel continued, saying the words quietly, almost as if he was saying them to himself. “I would never hurt her...”

...like you have. 

The words hung unspoken in the air.

“I would never hurt her,” Angel repeated. “And I’m surprised that you did.”

“You’ve just been waiting for an opening, haven’t you? Waiting for me to mess things up so you could swoop back in?” Spike folded his arms across his chest, daring Angel to deny it.

Angel ignored Spike’s goading. “Come on, Buffy, let’s go.”

For her part, Buffy was more than ready to leave. She couldn’t be around Spike any more, not when he was like this. This wasn’t the Spike she had fallen in love with.

And part of her wondered if he was ever really real.
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Chapter 42: Consequences





“Stay away from her, Angel,” Spike threatened.

“Or what?”

“Do you need another demonstration of my left hook?” 

Angel laughed, somewhat sadly. “Do you really think I want to be with someone who doesn’t want me? Do you really believe that I would stoop so low as to prey upon the woman I care about while she’s nursing a broken heart? Give me some credit. Better yet, give her some credit, Spike. Buffy’s not that kind of girl, and if you could see past your own petty jealousy for five minutes, and actually talked to her, maybe you would understand her reasons for breaking up with you.”

“Angel, no...” Buffy protested. She wasn’t sharing any confidences with Spike tonight. Any thoughts she’d had of informing Spike of the situation with her father had shrivelled and died as a result of his harsh words. 

“It’s okay, Buffy,” Angel promised. “I gave you my word.”

Buffy breathed a sigh of relief. For the first time in a week she was beginning to feel like she’d done the right thing in breaking up with him. For the first time in a week it felt like it was truly over between them. And she was ready to leave, oh so ready.

But Spike wasn’t going to let her go so easy. “Angel, I wasn’t joking. Let go of her. NOW.”

When Angel once again placed Buffy behind him Spike’s ire was ignited all over again. He balled his fists and swung.

Angel saw Spike’s intention in the tensing of his muscles and ducked, pushing Spike away as the non-connection followed through. 

Spike stumbled past, then whirled around with another high hit. Angel was prepared and blocked the punch directed at his face. However, he didn’t expect the one aimed for his ribs. The wind whooshed out of Angel’s lungs as he doubled over from the force of Spike’s blow. 

“Stop this!” Buffy begged. 

At the sound of her pleading Spike hesitated, turning his attention toward her. But of course her focus was not on him. It was on Angel. 

Angel turned, distracted by Buffy’s cry of distress, nudged her out of harm’s way and stepped protectively in front of her. “Buffy, get back!” 

And Spike saw red. The sight of Angel’s hands on her, however brief, was enough to bring his temper right to the fore again. 

Buffy’s eyes widened in warning a second before Spike’s fist connected once again with the side of Angel’s face. As Angel collapsed to the ground, Spike bounced tauntingly in front of him.

“Get up and fight me, you git!”

“Spike, please!” Buffy pleaded, but Spike wasn’t paying attention to her anymore. 

Angel lifted his head from the ground, wiping his hand across his mouth and finding it covered in blood. “You really want to do this?”

“YES! Get up!”

“No,” Buffy shook her head in denial. “No, Angel... Angel, please stop this!”

The soft whisper of his name on her lips was enough to make Spike snap again, and he swung wildly toward him. Angel dodged the blow, pushing Spike away, before ducking out of the way of another. 

It became apparent to Buffy very quickly that Angel was only dodging Spike’s attacks, and she met his brown eyes in understanding, even as her worry grew. Spike was raining punches in Angel’s direction, seemingly becoming more and more incensed when they were unreturned.

“FIGHT BACK!”

“No, Spike. I won’t.”

A blow glanced Angel’s shoulder as he barely twisted out of the way. Righting himself he shifted so he was once more standing in front of Buffy. “Stay back, Buffy,” he called over his shoulder, before returning his attention toward his furious adversary. “You don’t have to do this, Spike.”

“Fight me, or are you too weak?” Spike sneered.

“No, Spike. You’re the one who’s weak,” Angel retorted, still feeling the effects of being winded. “All you had to do was—”

“SHUT UP!”

Buffy stepped closer to Angel, concerned for his welfare. She needed to break this fight up before someone got seriously hurt.

“She left you, Spike, and you’ve got no-one to blame but yourself.”

With a shout of sheer frustration Spike shoved Angel as hard as he could, sending himself off balance and Angel sailing straight toward Buffy. Realisation struck him the second Angel began to fall, but it was like everything was happening in slow motion. Spike’s eyes widened in disbelief, and he scrambled for purchase, trying in vain to reach forward to stop the impending collision, but it was too late. As Angel fell to the pool deck he knocked into Buffy, sending her flying into the pool.

“BUFFY!” Spike shouted in horror. 




~*~*~




It had all happened so fast Buffy didn’t had a chance to react. Angel collided with her and she instantly realised the error of moving too close to the fight. She sailed toward the pool, too close to the edge, and she tried desperately to twist her body into a better entry position than the way she falling. 

The sudden hard impact of the water knocked the air from her lungs, and then her head hit something and everything went black.




~*~*~




Spike was on his feet moving before Buffy hit the water but there was no preventing her fall. The sickening sound of her head hitting the poolside sent fear to the very fibre of his being. Five quick steps to the edge and he leapt into the air, swan diving into the pool after her. He opened his eyes underwater and the sight of her sinking to the bottom almost froze him to ice. 

He dove deeper. His fingers found her shoulders as a second splash, followed immediately by a third, disturbed the water behind him. Spike knew there was risk of a spinal injury, and any wrong movement could cause permanent paralysis, but oxygen had to be his first concern. Carefully cradling her against his body, oh so carefully, so as to not disturb her neck, Spike planted his feet on the floor and pushed, kicking toward the surface. He broke it, moments later, lifting Buffy’s face clear of the water as he began to scull and tread to shallower water.

His gasp for breath was a solitary one, and the terror he’d felt upon seeing Buffy at the bottom of the pool compounded when she didn’t open her eyes. He felt no breath on his hand where he supported her head. “Breathe, Buffy, breathe!”

He could take her to the edge, but getting her out of the water by himself would be tricky, not to mention potentially damaging for her. So instead he swam for the shallows. Once he found his footing they’d be okay. Quicker than he had thought was possible, Spike had moved far enough toward the other end of the pool, which placed him almost in the very centre. He supported Buffy’s head above the water and checked for signs she was breathing.

She wasn’t.

Instinct took over and his mouth covered hers, formed an airtight seal, and he blew. Five quick breathes, and then he waited (just as he’d been trained), his own breath held and his heart of the verge of leaping free from his chest it was beating so hard. 

One... two... three seconds passed.

Still nothing.

“No! NO! Buffy, breathe!”

Spike could hear the splashes of people approaching but his focus was solely on Buffy.

“BREATHE!” he commanded, before breathing for her again. Mid way between the third and fourth breath, Spike felt her stomach clench, and a second later she coughed, bringing mouthfuls of water out. 

“Buffy! BUFFY!” His eyes swept across her face, her eyes remained closed, her mouth unmoving for one second. And then another. And then she gasped.

Spike had never, ever, heard a sweeter sound in all his life.  

“Give her here, son.”

“We’ve got her.”

Spike didn’t recognise Coach Jones voice at first; his awareness had an almost foggy edge to it. He didn’t even know how they knew to come to pool deck, as it wasn’t as if it was under surveillance or anything. A few more seconds ticked by and he realised that Angel must have run for help. The animosity he’d held just minutes ago died in the wake of his own stupidity and Angel’s quick thinking. 

They reached to take Buffy from him, and although every fibre of his being fought against it, Spike relented. They quickly secured her c-spine with a neck brace. Even though he know she was breathing, panic gripped him as Coach Jones and her assistant checked Buffy for vitals.

“Her pulse is steady, and she’s breathing. Well done, son.” 

“But she hasn’t opened her eyes,” Spike murmured, his gaze not leaving her face. She was pale, paler than she’d been before, and to him it seemed her lips were a little blue. Panic seized him again as his mind raced with possible consequences. 

“We’ve called an ambulance. She’s breathing, Will, that’s the most important thing,” Coach Jones assured. “She’ll get checked out at hospital and I’m sure she’ll be fine.”

It was an empty assurance, one meant to comfort, and Spike knew it. They had no way of knowing if she’d be alright or not, not unless she woke up. Spike exhaled a long, shaky breath at their words as the reality of the situation finally sunk in. 

Buffy could have drowned. 

Worse thought... Buffy could have drowned, because of him. 

Grief overwhelmed him as he watched the two adults strap Buffy to a spinal board in preparation to lift her from the pool. She looked so tiny, so pale. They said she was breathing, but god, she didn’t look good. She didn’t look well at all.

“Angel...?” Spike murmured the name without fully realising he was speaking out loud.

“Meeting the ambulance out the front. Oh, here they come now.”

Spike’s attention drifted fleetingly from Buffy toward the doors of the pool. Two paramedics pushing a gurney walked briskly behind Angel, who looked almost as pale as Buffy. Concern scrunched his brow as he half ran the remaining distance to the pool edge, where Buffy was being gently lifted on the backboard.

“Is she going to be okay? Is she breathing?” 

“Yes, she’s breathing, Angel,” Coach Jones repeated her earlier assurance to Spike. 

A sigh escaped Angel’s lips and a shudder rolled through him as some of the tension in his frame visibly relaxed.

One end of the backboard was lifted over the edge of the pool, the teachers careful to ensure it remained level and didn’t jolt a still unconscious Buffy. 

“On my three we lift her up,” the lead paramedic instructed. “We’ll need one you out of the pool to lift that end while we lift this end.” Coach Jones exited the pool once the paramedics had secured the head end of the board with their hands to the pool deck floor, ensuring it wouldn’t slip back into the pool. Spike moved to the vacated position and held the board near Buffy’s ankles. 

“One, two, three.” 

Between them they smoothly and safely got Buffy out of the pool and onto the gurney. 

Buffy was re-strapped to it almost before Spike had hoisted himself out of the pool, and a warming blanket draped over her. Not wasting a moment, the paramedics began wheeling her toward the waiting ambulance. 

Spike refused to leave her side, despite the fact he was soaked through. It was going to take a lot more than some concern of him catching a cold for him to leave her side.

“Now I believe we have most of the details of the accident, from Mr O’Neil here,” one of the paramedics said, gesturing toward Angel. His eyes glanced over his clipboard as they moved through the open gym doors. “But we’ll need to confirm the exact circumstances of the incident, to ensure Miss Summers receives the correct medical attention.”

“Of course,” Spike replied without hesitation. Of course Angel had filled them in, he wasn’t surprised by that at all. Buffy’s safety was apparently not just his first priority. A fleeting sense of respect washed over Spike at Angel’s quick response; he’d have to thank him for what he’d done, if he got the chance. Because Spike seriously doubted he would. 

It was looking like it might be one of those one phone call situations. 

He was almost surprised by his lack of reaction to the possibility. It was practically a guarantee that he’d be expelled for his actions in this afternoon’s incident once Snyder knew the details. And once the cops were informed, which would be the case when Snyder was notified, Spike would potentially be brought up on charges. His life—or plans for one—were effectively null and void. Spike thought he would have felt something about the fact. Apprehension, maybe fear... something. 

Strange, but he had absolutely no concern for his own welfare. 

All that mattered was Buffy.

Taking a deep breath he prepared to face the music. 

“Miss Summers tripped on her gym bag, and fell into the pool as a result. Is that correct?”

“Tripped?”

Spike didn’t think he could possibly have been more surprised. Tripped over her bag? 

He shot a look in Angel’s direction, and caught the slow nod of confirmation. Angel had lied? But why? It didn’t make any sense to Spike. If he’d wanted Buffy then Spike out of the picture was the best possible outcome. Angel should have ratted him out, blamed the whole thing on him. Yet he hadn’t. Why?

“And she hit her head on the way down?”

“No,” Spike refuted with a shake of his head, wanting to set the record straight. His eyes dropped to Buffy’s face again, her eyelashes dark against the pale pallor of her face. “She fell, yes, she fell but it was—”

“Because we caught her by surprised,” Angel interrupted calmly. “Shocked her. She dropped her bag and spun around to face us, tripping over it in the process.”

“And she bumped her head?” the Paramedic asked again.

“As she fell,” Angel confirmed. “She may have winded herself.”

“That makes sense. And why were the two of you here today?”

Spike tore his gaze from Buffy and opened his mouth to respond, only to have Angel cut him off again.

“I was trying to surprise her,” Angel explained. “You see, she and Spike here had been arguing, and I thought bringing the two of them together to talk about their issues would help resolve things.”

Spike couldn’t have been more surprised, even if he were hit in the head by a two-by-four. The things Angel was saying were so completely not what he’d expected that he was stunned silent. When Angel shot a piercing look in his direction, Spike realised he was trying to say something to him. “Issues regarding her father and LA.”

Whatever Angel was trying to communicate with him, Spike didn’t get it, not entirely anyway. But he had some suspicions. 

“So she was upset?”

“A little, yes, which explains her clumsiness. Buffy tends to trip over things when she’s upset.” Angel looked to Spike for confirmation.

Spike found himself nodding, despite the confusion he felt, and the unanswered questions hurtling a million miles an hour through his mind. Angel was right about one thing; Buffy did tend to pay less attention to her surroundings when she was upset, a sign that he knew her a lot more than Spike had given him credit for. 

The paramedic pointed to Angel’s split lip. “And that happened how?” 

“Tackle on the football field,” Angel replied instantly. 

“Not related to this incident?”

“Nope.”

Spike wasn’t sure if the paramedic believed Angel or not, but that train of questioning stopped. 

“And how long was she not breathing?”

This question was directed firmly at Spike. He swallowed around the lump of emotion the size of Texas lodged firmly in his throat at the reminder of what was possibly the scariest moment of his life. 

To Spike it had seemed like an age, minutes, and not the seconds it actually was. 

“Thirty seconds, at most,” Spike estimated. Then, upon thinking of how long it took him to respond, swim down to her and then get to a depth where he couple breath for her he adjusted his estimation. 

“Maybe forty seconds, definitely no more than a minute,” Spike murmured, trying to clear his throat but to no avail... Texas refused to budge. 

“Sounds about right,” Angel confirmed. 

The paramedic marked a few things on his sheet and then looked up at Spike.

“Well, she’s breathing now and her vitals are stable. It’s quite possible you boys saved her life.”

Spike swallowed around the lump again. There was a question he needed to ask, one he was almost too afraid to voice out loud, yet he needed to know at the same time. 

Angel beat him to the punch.

“Is she going to be alright?”

“You boys got to her, and help for her, fast. That makes a big difference.”

While the words were somewhat comforting, Spike noticed that no promises were made.

Buffy wasn’t out of the woods yet.

The paramedics loaded her into the back of the van. Spike insisted on accompanying her, and upon realising the boy was not taking no for an answer, they relented, tossing him a blanket to wrap around himself and he climbed into the back to join her. He wasn’t surprised that Angel followed in his car. 

The ride to the hospital was the longest and shortest trip of Spike’s life. One of the paramedics rode in the back with him, keeping an eye on her vitals. Despite her steady breathing Spike, was still worried. 

Too soon, she was wheeled away from him and off to see a doctor, at the same time it was not nearly quick enough. 

Now, it was in their hands, and he just had to wait.

If Buffy didn’t pull through he would never forgive himself.







~*~*~
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She had to make it through this. She had to. That thought was like a broken record, skipping over and over in Spike’s mind. Buffy had to be ok. Nothing else mattered so long as she woke up, so long as she was alright. 



The doors to the waiting room in emergency slid open, Buffy’s frantic mother rushing in and toward the nurse’s station.



“I’m here to see my daughter, Buffy Summers.”



Spike’s breath sawed in and out of his lungs as he fought the panic building within him again. Joyce shouldn’t be having this conversation. She shouldn’t be visiting her daughter at the hospital and if it weren’t for him she wouldn’t be.



The guilt was crushing.



A few minutes later Joyce walked away from the nurse—having been told that Buffy was being treated and that someone would be out to speak with her soon. Her gaze drifted around the waiting room, her eyes floating over Spike unseeing, before snapping back to him and filling with fury. 



“What are you doing here?”



It was a simple question, voiced as a demand, one that Spike knew he had to answer but didn’t know how. How did you tell someone that you were responsible for putting their child in the hospital? For hurting Buffy?



A lump of emotion the size of a basketball formed and then lodged in his throat, and he swallowed harshly several times before he could answer. “I—I was with her when it... when the accident happened.”



Once again Joyce’s expression shifted, away from fury and back to concern. “What happened? Tell me everything, I need to know what happened to my daughter, how she came to nearly dro—” 

 Joyce’s voice cracked over the word, unable to finish it. “She’s such a good swimmer, I just don’t understand.” 

 With a shaky breath Spike realised Joyce didn’t know much at all about the incident. “Buffy is a good swimmer, a brilliant swimmer.” A ghost of a smile curled the edges of his lips as flashes of memory floated through his mind.  

 The first time he saw her swim, before he knew it was her... watching her towel off in the racing two piece, which was when he first began to realise his attraction to her... the day of the water fight when he pinned her against the wall, the feel of her pressing against him, and the way her eyes widened with shock when she realised exactly what her squirming was doing to him... the meet in LA, her winning all of those events... seeking solace in the pool only to find her already occupying it.  

 All of those happy times spent together, all of those memories he’d tried pushing away since the break up that he now desperately held on to. Spike shook his head to clear the fog, feeling Joyce’s firm stare fixed on him. 

 “I know that,” Joyce fretted, pacing the small length of the waiting room. “So what happened?” 

 “She fell, bumped her head on the edge.” Spike swallowed hard, for the umpteenth time. “She blacked out, which was why she...” 

 Didn’t swim... 

 Joyce’s hands fluttered anxiously above her chest. “How long was she under the water?” 

 Under the water... the words triggered an instant flashback, and Spike closed his eyes against the nightmare playing through his mind once more.  

 “Less than a minute...” He coughed, trying to clear his throat, and ran a hand through his hair. He was still dripping but had forgotten in all the panic. His hand came away wet and he wiped it along the blanket wrapped around his shoulders, feeling water run from his hair down the side of his face. “I dove in after her.” 

 Joyce eyed Spike closely, watching as his eyes glazed over. He face was pale, almost ghostlike. And he looked like he was going to throw up, or scream—possibly both. He was in shock. He was worried. And he looked like his heart was breaking. 

 Had her first priority not been her daughter Joyce may have taken a moment to consider why. 

 Spike’s mouth began moving, and she could see the struggle in his face as he fought to get the words out. 

 “She wasn’t breathing when I pulled her out.”  

 Joyce sank into the chair behind her, her eyes filling with more tears.  

 “But she’s breathing now?” It came out as a question and Joyce watched as Spike’s expression became equally more worried and determined. “She is breathing now, I saw her breathing, I saw... and they didn’t have her hooked up to anything. She is breathing—right?” 

 “Yes.” 

 With that one word Spike seemed to fold in on himself.  

 Joyce resumed her frantic pacing of the waiting room.  

 The doors to the street opened, bringing Angel, Willow and Xander. The three of them approached Joyce quickly, asking their own questions.  

 Spike felt their glances in his direction, heard Xander’s whispered, “What’s he doing here?” and withdrew further from the group, taking up position near the doors Buffy had passed through, and waited.   

 Waited and hoped and even prayed.  

 He’d never really been the praying kind, but at this moment he was willing to try just about anything, do anything, if it would make sure Buffy would be alright.  

 Spike fought back tears as he relived the moment over and over again. With each image of her sailing through the air the knot in his stomach and the lump in his throat solidified further. 

 What if she didn’t recover? 

 What if she didn’t wake up? 

 ~*~*~ 

 An eternity passed with no news.  

 A nurse tried to get him to change out of his wet clothes once and Spike nearly bit her head off. No-one tried again. He didn’t care about his wet clothes—and they were pretty much dry now anyway—all he cared about was Buffy.  

 The one doctor that walked by was accosted for answers, but he knew nothing. Buffy wasn’t his patient.  

 Questions were asked of the nurses by Buffy’s mother, and her friends, but no-one would tell them anything. Each of them just delivered a practised line of, “They’ll have you an update for you soon.” 

 It had to be bad news. Spike was convinced.


 Why else would they not tell them anything? 

 He clenched and unclenched his fist around the edges of the blanket, the fabric straining under the force of his suffering.  

 Then the doors opened and Spike knew they would finally have some answers. 

 And he froze. 

 The doctor walked past him and toward Buffy’s mother. 

 Joyce was on her feet immediately, and was quickly surrounded by Xander, Willow and Angel. 

 “Mrs Summers?” 

 “Yes,” Joyce replied quickly, her hands fluttering once more. “Is there any news? How is my daughter? Is Buffy going to be ok?”  

 “Your daughter is going to be fine.” 

 Joyce inhaled sharply with relief before wrapping her arms around herself. Xander whooped with delight and hugged everyone at least three times, including Angel. Willow began crying, again. 

 The doctor kept talking to the others, but Spike didn’t hear a single word. 

 “Your daughter is going to be fine.” 

 She’s going to be fine. 

 Buffy’s going to be alright. 

 Spike knew what he had heard but the words weren’t sinking in, not completely. He didn’t know if he’d truly believe she was ok until he placed his eyes on her, could see for himself. He doubted he would be allowed near her, despite her earlier questions it was obvious Joyce didn’t trust him or want him anywhere near her daughter. Not that he blamed her; he didn’t blame her at all. 

 “Did you hear that Spike? Buffy is going to be fine.”


 Spike looked up, his eyes taking a moment to focus before he saw Willow standing before him. Her cheeks glistened from spent tears but her face was filled with joy.  

 Before he could say anything he was tackled by the small redhead. 

 “You saved her! You saved her, Spike.” 

 Tears formed in his eyes but he blinked them back.  

 He was not the hero, far from it.  

 Before he could shrug free from the surprise embrace Willow had released him and bounded back to the others. He watched as Joyce was taken through to see her and it finally began to sink in a little more. 

 She’s ok. 

 Buffy is ok. 

 ~*~*~ 

 Angel walked out into the waiting area and scanned the room, his eyes finding Spike straight away. He’d been standing in the same spot for the last two hours. The only difference was that now he wasn’t confronting every doctor entering or exiting. He seemed to be lost in thought, staring into space. The expression on his face was only marginally less stricken than it had been earlier. 

 It wasn’t until Angel was right in front of him that Spike’s gaze focussed. He saw how the blond swallowed once, twice, as if trying to get his voice to co-operate. His assumption wasn’t too far off, for when he did speak Spike’s voice was hoarse, barely above a whisper.  

 “Why?”  

 Angel frowned. “Why what?” 

 “Why’d you lie?” 

 The frown faded with understanding. “I didn’t, not really.” 

 “Buffy didn’t trip over her bag, Angel,” Spike said almost wryly. “We both know she’s in the hospital because of me, because of what I did.” 

 Angel shushed Spike and looked around urgently; ensuring no-one was listening in to their conversation. When it was all clear he shook his head. “It was an accident Spike.” 

 “No,” Spike denied. “It was my fault.” 

 “It was an accident,” Angel insisted more forcefully. 

 Spike noticed how Angel didn’t refute the fault, and was glad they agreed on that at least. “An accident that happened because of my stupidity.” 

 Angel was quiet for a moment, as if making a decision before he continued. He sighed. “The circumstances of her fall may have been embellished Spike,” he admitted quietly, looking around the waiting room again. “But the details, the important details, those were all truth.” 

 “But why? I don’t—”  

 “Understand? Believe me, I’m not even sure I do.” Angel hung his head, scuffing his boot against the floor. “I know things, things Buffy told me.” When it seemed Spike was going to interrupt Angel raised a hand to silence him. “Just let me speak for a minute, ok?” 

 Spike nodded his assent. 

 
“Buffy told me things, in confidence. Things I can’t share,” Angel said clearly. “What I gathered, what was completely obvious from everything she said, was that she loves you.” 

 Spike felt his heart clench. “Did, maybe. But not anymore. She can’t. Not after everything that’s happened.” 

 “No, Spike.” Angel shook his head. “She still loves you. It’s why—” 

 When he didn’t continue Spike had to ask. “Why what?” 

 A frown marred Angel’s brow. “I can’t say, not without breaking my word.” 

 “Angel...” 

 “Just know that it’s because she cares about you. She didn’t want you to have to make sacrifices, not when...”   

 “What sacrifices?” Spike demanded. His desperation to know, whatever it was, that Buffy had shared with Angel animated his expression. His voice rose as he continued.
“What sacrifices Angel?”  

 Angel shushed Spike when a few heads turned in their direction. He put a hand on the blond’s shoulder and led him a little further away from the listening ears and prying eyes. “Would you keep it down?” 

 “Just bloody tell me,” Spike hissed urgently. He had to restrain himself from grabbing Angel around the throat and shoving him against the wall.  

 Angle was quiet for moment, seeming to consider relenting to Spike’s insistence, before nodding once slowly. “If I tell you, you can’t tell her I said anything.” 

 Spike’s reply was immediate, his ire deflating instantly. “I promise.” 

 “Not one word.”    

 Spike nodded. 

 Angel paused again for a moment before nodding himself. “There’s a whole situation involving her father and college.” 

 Realisation struck like lightning. He’d had a conversation with Buffy, what seemed like an age ago, about her pushy father. He’d promised they’d work something out, some way for her to stay. Spike clenched his fists by his sides, grit his teeth. He couldn’t believe he’d forgotten! 

 “I know. Well I mean, I knew something was going on but it wasn’t concrete before,” Spike clarified. 

 “We’ll now it’s steel reinforced,” Angel quipped half heartedly. “If she doesn’t agree—” 

 “—he’ll sell her mother’s house,” Spike finished. He could kick himself for being so forgetful. Well while this explained some things it didn’t answer all of Spike’s questions. Even if she did move—which let’s face it was highly likely because Buffy would put her mother before herself—he’d go with her. Spike would pack his bags and move across the country to be with her, she had to know that. 

 “I’d have gone with her,” he murmured. 

 “She knows,” Angel said. “And she couldn’t let that happen.” 

 Spike’s gaze snapped up. “What? Why?” 

 “Do you really think Buffy would want you to do that? Pack up your life here and follow her halfway across the country? She’s not selfish enough to ask you to do that.” Angel shook his head. “Besides, if you had gone, you just would’ve been another pawn for her bastard father to push around?” 

 “But...” 

 “Think about it Spike,” Angel urged. “Your little conversation at the hotel, do you really think he’d just let his daughter be with someone who stood up to him?” 

 Spike reared back in surprise. Buffy had obviously shared more about their relationship with Angel than he’d expected. “She told you about that?”



Angel nodded. “I told you man, Buffy shared things with me. She needed someone to talk to and—”



“And you just happened to be available?” Spike sneered. 



“Don’t be a jackass,” Angel retorted. “She talked to me because we’re friends. That’s all.”



“Only because she doesn’t want more, but the second that’s even hinted at—”



“Give me some credit man,” Angel sighed with exasperation. “Yes, I’m interested in Buffy. I’d have to be blind and stupid not to be. But I’m not trying to come between you two, I never would. And you should know that.”



As much as he wanted to fight what Angel was saying Spike knew he was right.



“I’m not trying to come between you two man, that’s all her father’s doing.”



Reminded of the situation Spike clenched his jaw in anger. “He couldn’t keep me away from her, not if she wanted me there,” he insisted. 

 “Exactly. So if you wouldn’t leave her...” Angel trailed off. 

 “She wouldn’t leave me,” Spike denied. Okay, so in the face of the obvious fact that she had left him he realised how stupid his comment sounded. But he just knew he was right. Buffy wouldn’t just give up on him, on them, without a reason.  

 “Her mother’s house.” It was so obvious, Spike couldn’t believe it didn’t occur to him earlier.  


 
** FLASHBACK ** 

 “Brown, Princeton, Dartmouth, Harvard, Yale, Penn, Cornell, Columbia. Applying for the whole lot, huh?”  

 “Yep,” Buffy replied. “They’re the best you know.” 

 “Yeah,” Spike agreed distractedly.  

 “So.” 

 “Does the thought of being around me bother you that much?”  

 “I just can’t be around you,” she whispered. “A clean break, that’s what we need. It’s better for both of us this way.” 

 
“What?” 

 “It’s for the best.”  

 “Best for who,” Spike spat. 

 “For both of us.”  

 ~*~*~ 

 “You said you loved me. Do you remember that?” He came to a stop directly in front of her, a hand lifting to tuck an errant lock of hair behind her ears. Her eyes fluttered shut at his touch and he began to hope that maybe he was getting through to her. 

 “You don’t give up on the people you love after one fight.” 

 Tears were shimmering in her eyes and he softly brushed her cheeks. 

 “I’ve made my decision. Please don’t make this harder than it already is.” 

 ** END FLASHBACK ** 


 
“Please don’t make this harder...” Spike whispered beneath his breath, shaking his head and forcing the memories back.  

 “The house,” Angel confirmed.  

 “So we’d fight him, find some way to stop him.”  

 “And risk you getting in trouble? She wouldn’t allow it.” 

 “He couldn’t keep me from her.” 

 “But he would keep her from you.” 

 “No,” Spike denied with a vehement shake of his head. 

 “Of course he would Spike,” Angel refuted. “Do you think she wants to get you caught up in all this mess? She’s trying to protect you from it all.” 

 “But...” Spike wanted to refute what Angel was saying but he recognised the truth in his words.  

 “And on top of that he’s threatened to fight her mother for custody.” Angel shook his head in disbelief. How a parent could do that to their child was unbelievable to him. “It wouldn’t matter that she’s going to be eighteen soon, he’d always have the house to hold over her.” 

 “And once he had her—” Spike began. 

 “—he wouldn’t let her go,” Angel finished. 

 “Bastard.” 

 “Yeah.” 

 “She could have told me,” Spike said quietly. “I had a right to know, to make my own decision.” 

 Angel shrugged. He didn’t really have a response to that one. He understood Spike’s perspective, he did have a right to know. But he also understood why Buffy chose not to tell him. Both sides had merit. 

 They were quiet for several minutes, standing awkwardly as they both considered the reality of the situation.  

 The silence allowed Spike to think, which brought the events of the afternoon rushing back once more. He closed his eyes, tried to push the thoughts away. 

 “I’ve really messed things up.” 

 “Yeah,” Angel agreed with a scoff. “You have.” 

 Spike lifted his gaze sharply, and Angel raised his hands in surrender. “Whoa, calm down. You said it, not me.” 

 Even if there was a way to work around her father’s machinations Spike knew he’d already wasted his chance with her. They could find a solution, had to find some way to ensure Buffy and her mother could make their own choices in life, not have them forced upon them. But there was no way he could ever make up for the fact he endangered her life. 

 He would do this for her, had to find a way to help her. He’d have to keep it a secret though, keep Angel’s confidence and not let Buffy know of his plans. She’d try and talk him out of it. That is, if she’d ever talk to him again, something Spike highly doubted. 

 The door opened behind them, breaking their reverie, and Willow walked out. 

 The noise startled Spike, reminding him once more that he was the reason they were at the hospital in the first place. At once the grief and remorse and panic overwhelmed him.   

 “She wants to see you.” 

 Willow was looking directly at him but Spike didn’t seem to register what she was saying, that she was talking to him. 

 “Spike, she’s asking for you.” 

 Spike blinked once slowly, a glimmer of hope flickering in his chest. She was awake! And she was asking for him. He wanted nothing more than to run to her, but he didn’t know if he could. How could he face her? 

 “Well go in, you idiot,” Angel grinned. “Before you make me reconsider not pursuing her.” 

 Spike’s glare was deadly.  

 Willow rolled her eyes. “Spike, you are an idiot. She’s exhausted, and awake, and she’s asking for you. Joyce is speaking with the doctors so you’ll be alone. Are you really going to stand here and tell me you won’t go see her?” 

 His expression softened, turning hopeful once more. “She really wants to see me? You’re sure?” 

 “Yes! So get your ass in there already,” Willow commanded. 

 Spike didn’t need to be told twice; he dropped the blanket from his shoulders and ran. 
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