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Chapter 2

The Party

Collage is coming next chapter after this so stay tuned!Buffy stepped inside the house; the music was blaring spotting her friend Willow by the punch. “Hey Wills. What’s up?” Willow blushed, “I like that guy over there.” Buffy grinned, “Really? Want me to hook you two up?” Willow shook her head, “He wouldn’t like me. I’m just a bookworm, and he’s in a band.” 

“Hold on a sec.” Buffy replied and with that she left her friend and walked over to the guy she knew who liked Willow. 
“Hey, Oz. Come over here and tell Willow you like her. Jeez! I thought you did already! You guys are so shy- I have to do everything.” Oz walked slowly over to a blushing Willow and asked her to dance.

With her work done, Buffy gloated to herself and headed over to the punch bowl and realized it would be spiked. Backing away she ran into the guy she had hoped to avoid. Angel . He was still not over her and he was the head of the football team. “eeeyyy it’s Buffyyy.” 

He greeted her warmly, almost……drunkenly. Realizing he was smashed she swerved around him before he could say much to her.

Looking into the next room over she spotted Spike talking to Xander in the back and the two were fuming. She decided to split them up. 

The words she heard of their argument consisted of, “if you ever………Buffy I swear……look I won’t……care for her….shut up……..you know we know you don’t……..that’s not true………she’s coming.”

 Buffy carefully walked on over, forcing a smile. ‘What’s up, guys?” Xander pushed past her, glaring at Spike and brushing Buffy’s shoulder. “What’s gotten into him?”

 Spike took her hands in his and smiled, gazing deep into her eyes, “He doesn’t like how we are. “ She looked up to meet his eyes, their closeness making her queasy inside, “What do you mean, ‘how we are’” He brought his hand to graze her cheek softly and she shivered at his touch. “Let’s talk upstairs -this music is too loud, “okay.” Upstairs?...yikes!

Spike held her hand as he guided her up the stairs. Her heart was doing somersaults and she was so close to him, she could hear his breath. The axe body spray he was wearing drowned her, her hormones just wanting to attack him. But she kept calm on the outside.

“So…England, huh.” She asked quietly, walking about in his room, looking at old pictures and sport trophies. Buffy was relieved that she had found a conversation, as he replied.

“Yeah, merry old England,” He scoffed and slowly approached her. “Rupert has got me tied up till I am good.” Spike sighed and reached for her hand. His hands caressed hers softly as they stood in silence. He positioned her hands behind his neck and placed a soft small kiss on her lips. Gazing into his beautiful blues she asked softly, “Will I ever see you again?” He shrugged slowly with melancholy, tenderly shaking his head once. “I don’t know, Buffy, but it’s not likely... Listen.” 

He continued, “I know I feel strongly about you, more than I have for anyone in my life, and I want to say, if I never get a chance to…I love you.”

Buffy was so caught in the moment she could have cared less what her mother had said. “I love you too.” She softy whispered and he pulled her into a kiss. She was so ready, so willing, and him so eager and hopeful, their lips clashed in a rich, fulfilling kiss. Their bodies felt numb, they were so high. What are you doing! Her mind was screaming, but she gave into him, gave into everything he did.

He began to caress her so carefully, she was moaning into him for something, anything of him to make her feel. Though it was their first time, he seemed so experienced, such an expert. She straddled him needing to feel him, closing the small gap between them and she raised and lowered her hips, riding his manhood till the hitting point, riding him slowly and then faster with need.

He came into her and she screamed his name, deaf to those downstairs, the loud music sheathing the sound. They lay there in silence, and drifted slowly into a slumber.

Spike awoke soon after and looked at the girl, no woman lying at his side. She was an angel, so bright and full of life, and he felt somewhat proud he had been the first to touch her. So willing, only for me…she loves me……but something didn’t feel right. Xander had warned him-leaving her after sharing something this intimate… it wasn’t right. It was a mistake.

He shouldn’t have done this, not now, not ever. He shamed her for life, and he was only going to break her heart when he left. Spike silently got dressed and quietly closed the door. He looked at the time and saw it was ten-thirty, his party was still on, and surprisingly as crowded as ever if not more. He spotted Xander by the snack table and then spotted Willow and Oz on the dance floor.

He glared at the happy couple bitterly, remembering that he and Buffy could never have the same. He saw their cheerful smiles and their laughter in check with one another. He kicked at the ground with spite as Xander walked up to him.

“You did it, didn’t you?” Xander accused him.
Spike, wanting to maintain Buffy’s reputation, put on a disbelieving face.
“No, Xander. Don’t be stupid. You were right. It wasn’t a good idea to get involved with her now and so I didn’t. Don’t worry, she’s fine. We just talked, nothing more. Yeah, for a long time, but you know, it is our last day together. And it’s none of your business what we talked about either.”

Xander just stared at him menacingly. He didn’t like that smirk, he knew he might have been lying, but he shrugged it off in favor of the half hour of partying still ahead. Besides, he had to get back to Anya.

Spike headed back upstairs to check up on Buffy. He found her lying there, still gorgeous as ever, but now the moon silhouetted her slim form and he savored the touch of her. God, she is beautiful.He lay next to her for a minute, gently pulling a strand of blonde behind her ear, and decided she better make another appearance before the end of the party, to avoid talk, and carefully shook her awake.

She stirred leisurely and groaned softly, “Spike?”
Spike whispered in her ear coaxing, “Come downstairs with me, Buffy. Everyone is waiting.”
Buffy shivered as the covers left her body and he swallowed hard at the memory of what they had shared only an hour before. She dressed quietly and after, he hugged her close to him, and pressed a delicate kiss upon her lips that comforted her. 

With uneasy eyes, she whispered, “Spike? I don’t want anyone to know about…tonight. It’s just, I don’t think-” He cut her worried tone off with his kiss, “Its okay, Buffy. I understand. I won’t say anything.”
Though dressed she dropped down back on the bed in what seemed like frustration. “I’m going to miss you too much Spike.” Her head in hear hands.

Spike comforted her yet again, “I love you, Buffy. Never forget that. What we just shared means so much to me, and we’ll have this to remember when I leave.”  and pulled her gently up off the bed. They left the room and walked down the stairs in silence.

Buffy thought about Spike as she danced with her friends. He was with the guys in the corner, but she wasn’t worried he would tell them. She trusted him. The connection they shared was like none she had ever had. They had slept together and it changed everything in so many ways.

She smiled and waved at him as she saw him look over her way. Finally, he walked up to her and acted casual, as if nothing had happened, and asked her how the party was.

“The party’s great! Too bad you’re not going to be around to throw them anymore.” This was said lightly, but he caught the undertone of remorse in her words.
As people began to leave, the tension in the air rose and they knew things would never be the same again.
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