







Prior Claims

By: Dorians Kitten


This ePub brought to you by: The Spuffy Realm.




Chapter 1

Chapter One

Please remember to review if you read! :)Buffy stepped out of the shop and back into the London drizzle already feeling ridiculous about her purchase. She even considered returning it on the spot; she could make up some excuse, tell the salesclerk that she had just realized that she already had it. Even as the inner debate waged she knew she wouldn’t. She held the slim brown bag to her chest and quickly made her way along the damp sidewalks to the small townhouse she currently called home.

She ran up the steps, slid her key in the door and stepped into the front hall. Closing the heavy door behind her she blocked out the sounds of the busy street and took a moment to appreciate the silence. It was why she was here, the quietness and the solitude acting as a balm. She’d runaway again and felt guilty about it. Such a typically dumb Buffy move, to wallow in her loss instead of focusing on what she still had, she thought. She knew that it would have been healthier to turn to her friends, to let them in, to share her feelings. Oh well, she thought, it’s not like anyone could really still think she was the poster child for mental health at this point anyway. Besides, she argued, they knew where she was this time, which was progress, right? 

She’d gone to Giles when it happened, when she’d heard, and told him that she needed to leave. He’d tried for a moment to convince her to stay, that her place was there in Scotland setting up and helping the new slayers, but he’d quickly realized that she was going to leave either way and had changed his tactics. He’d instead set her up with this place in London and asked that she call once a week to let them know she was safe. She’d accepted only because it seemed easier to than not to. 

That was almost five weeks ago. For the first week she just cried, with no one around to be strong for she had sobbed until her body ached and her eyes had stung. Since then she had settled in to a nice quiet routine. She watched soap operas and cooking shows, took long walks and naps in the middle of the day, and she made her weekly call to let everyone know she still loved them, but that she wasn’t coming home yet.

Buffy hung her jacket on the wooden rack by the door and carried her purchase into the living room. She placed the bag on a table by the couch and starred at it for a moment. Stupid, she thought, and shook her head once before turning away. 

She walked into the kitchen, filled the tea kettle with water and set in on the stove. “Days like today called for hot cocoa”, she said out loud though she was alone and leaned back against the counter to wait. Of course I don’t make it as well as Mom used to, she thought, accepting the wave of sorrow that washed over her with the sudden memory the thought had brought on. It had happened more than once, she had come home to find her mom and Spike chatting cozily while sipping tea or cocoa.  It had made her angry at the time, furious even, with both of them. Now it was just another reason she missed them, another one of the quirks that make the people you love into the people you love. 

The kettle’s whistle interrupted her thoughts and she poured the water into a large clay mug. She dumped a generous amount of chocolate powder in to the water and, holding the now hot mug with both hands, she walked back to the living room. Buffy enjoyed the slight pain where her fingers met the heated clay. Sometimes it seemed like pain was the only thing she could feel anymore, but she refused to let her thoughts settle on that. She placed the mug on the table, careful not to drip any cocoa on the bag and once again allowed her eyes to settle on the brown paper. Stupid, she thought again, it’s not even my style. 

She lifted the mug up to her lips and took a sip. Still too hot, she thought making a face, and it would probably be better if she’d mixed it more. She shrugged and took another sip before returning the mug to the table. 

Finally she reached for the bag and pulled out the CD she knew she’d probably never listen too. Her eyes teared up once again looking at the cover. That’s why she’d bought it; when her eyes got teary, as they so often were these days, the picture blurred and it almost looked like someone else. Dumb reason to buy a CD, she acknowledged shaking her head. She placed it back on the table. She’d been doing better before today, she thought, and then she went and did this. 

She closed her eyes, hugged her knees up to her chest and rested her forehead upon them. She wouldn’t let herself cry again, but the effort not to was exhausting. 

Actually, she’d felt tired, really tired, ever since she’d heard. It was just too much, too many people dead, too soon after Sunnydale, too soon after losing her mother, too soon after being yanked out of heaven and having to learn how to live again. How much was one girl expected to take? Apparently a lot if that girl is me, she thought bitterly. 

She hadn’t talked to Angel that last year, hadn’t bothered to listen to his reasoning; she’d been so full of self-righteousness. She couldn’t help but regret that now. She should have been willing to listen; she should have realized that she didn’t have forever. She knew that now, now that it was too late, now that he was gone. She’d still been reeling from that, from finding out that Angel and all the good people he’d had helping him were gone when Andrew had broken the news. She hadn’t known he was back, but she’d lost him again just the same. Spike had died trying to save the world again. 

And so she was mourning again, mourning both of them for a second time. The moment that she’d realized that, that this was the second time she’d lost him, both of the hims, she’d actually laughed. The stares she’d gotten when she’d let that bitter and hollow sound escape her mouth was what had convinced her that she needed to leave. How many girls could actually say they’d mourned the death of the man they loved four times when they’d only loved two men?  

She took one deep breath and another before lifting her head up. She had already said goodbye to Spike. She had stood there on the Hellmouth with the world falling around them and known that he was going to give his life to make sure that the rest of them got out. She’d held his hand and she’d told him that she loved him and then she’d run. And when she had finished running, when the work was done and everyone was safe, she had cried. She had cried for him, and for herself, and for the chance that they hadn’t had. But when she’d stopped crying she was done. She had moved on. He was gone and she hoped he was at peace, but it was done. It was done until Andrew told her the truth. He hadn’t been gone. He’d come back, just not back to her.


Chapter 2

Chapter Two


“Hello” She tried to sound more cheerful than she felt. 

“Buffy. Hello. How are...How is London? Are you still enjoying the …umm that is, is everything…”

“I’m fine Giles.”

“Oh…good, that’s…good. Are you…have you made any decision about when you will be coming home? Not that I’m…”

“Not yet.”

“Oh, well that’s fine, Buffy, that’s… as long as you’re…”

“I’m fine.”

“Right. Buffy…” 

She could tell by his change in tone that Giles was going to try once again to talk with her about what had happened. She wasn’t ready. “Giles, I can’t really talk right now. I’ll call later.”

“All right.” He sighed, reminding himself not to push.

“Tell everyone…tell them I love them.”

Buffy hung up the phone and headed into the kitchen. She cooked last night, or tried to anyway, and there were dishes to clean out of the sink. Maybe I can become one of those people who find cleaning all relaxy, she thought turning on the water. 

She was putting away a glass when she saw him. Out of nowhere, a man or something that looked like a man had appeared in her kitchen. Her instincts kicked in, immediately the glass was replaced with a knife.

“Who are you? And what do you want?” She pointed the knife towards him menacingly, though she doubted it would have any affect. She knew he wasn’t human, the doors were locked. There were also magical shields to keep everything else out. All that told her was that whoever and whatever this was, it was strong.

“Well that’s complicated.” He spoke in a strangely smooth and completely unaccented voice.

“Uncomplicate it.”

The man chuckled. “It’s also unimportant.” 

Something about his laugh made Buffy want to shiver. “My house, I decide what’s important.”

Another chuckle, “You can call me Malach.”

“Is that your name?”

He shrugged. 

“What do you want?”

“Actually the question is what do you want?”

“Aside from wanting you to leave?”

“You’re not what I expected.”

“Sorry to disappoint you. Oh wait, no…I’m not.”

“Yes. Charming. I still don’t see how you’ve managed to inspire such loyalty.”

“What?”

“You can put down the knife; it wouldn’t make any difference.” He demonstrated by waving his hand through the table.”

“The First.” Buffy’s eyes widened as she took a step away from the man. 

“No. There are other beings that appear as incorporeal on this plane.”

“Huh?”

The man sighed deeply, shook his head and spoke with deep condescension. “Go-through-able-other things are go- through-able.”

“Fine. What kind of things? 

He grinned. “Things like me.”

“And again I ask, What. Do. You.  Want?”

“As I said the question is what you want and I am merely here to ask it.”

“To ask what I want?”

“Exactly, will you be maintaining or relinquishing your claim?”

“What claim?” She scrunched her forehead in confusion.

“Your claim on the soul, the situation is highly irregular.”

“You’re here to find out if I want to keep my soul?” For the first time Buffy wondered if she had fallen asleep and was dreaming. She looked down at her body as if she could physically check that her soul was in place.

“The other obviously, not the one originally given to you.”

“I have another soul?”

“Well you apparently hold the claim to another soul, as I said the situation is highly irregular.”

“I don’t…”

“I was afraid of this. You were not aware of the claim,”

Buffy shook her head.

“Seems to me if she’s not even aware of the claim.” He’d looked away when he’d spoken that time as if there was another person in the room.

Buffy turned cautiously, but saw no one. 

Malach made a face and continued speaking. “As you wish.” He turned back to Buffy. “Normally a claim is built or developed based upon one’s actions on this plane. Each side presents its case and the side with the stronger claim takes the soul, becomes its final destination.” 

“You’re talking about like heaven or hell.”

“That would be a common simplification. Occasionally one side or the other can claim a soul at its inception. In those cases the actions on this plane are irrelevant, unless the side with the claim relinquishes the claim, the soul belongs to them.”

“So there is no free will?” 

Malach looked surprised, though Buffy wasn’t sure if his surprise meant he thought she was clever to ask or an idiot to not know the answer. 

“In those cases, and they are rare, the actions on this plane are freely chosen, the final destination is not.”

“All right, I still don’t see where I have a claim-I’m not…”

“Yes, the circumstances are highly peculiar. I’ve never heard of another case where this…typically of course the soul is installed pre-consciousness. A person does not have the opportunity to choose for themselves the final destination of their soul, except of course by their actions.”

“Unless there was like a prior claim thingy.”

“Right. This case is unique I believe because the soul was installed or more accurately reinstalled in to an entirely conscious person. Since this is not a normal occurrence we were really quite unaware that a person would be able, if focused strongly enough, to choose their own final destination. In this case you. Although I have suggested that such a claim could not have been deliberate, since he could not have been cognizant of the possibility.” He looked away for a moment and nodded. “I have, however, been over-ruled and therefore I ask whether you will be maintaining or relinquishing your claim.”

Buffy stared at him wide-eyed and gripped the counter for support. “Spike.”

“Yes, I believe that was one of his names.”

“You’re asking me if I want Spike’s soul?” She asked quietly.

“No. I am telling you that he has apparently already given it to you, such as it is, and I am asking whether or not you plan to accept.”

“His soul?”

“Yes.”

“I don’t understand. Where is his soul now?”

“It’s waiting as all must until its final destination is determined. Do you wish to relinquish your claim?”

“Then what would happen? What happens if I accept or whatever?”

“If you relinquish your claim then the party with the next strongest claim will obtain the soul.”

“Spike’s soul”

“Yes.”

“And who has the next highest…would he go to heaven?”

“I cannot say.”

“Can’t or wont?”

“Either one.” 

“And what if I accept it? What actually happens?”

“Then we shall return his soul to this plane for your keeping.”

“How can you …just his soul?”

“And here I heard you had some sort of preference for the soul.” He chuckled. “We will restore his body as well, if that is what you are asking. The soul cannot exist without containment on this plane.” He smiled. “Unless you would prefer a different container?”

“No, I…you can just make him be alive again because I have a claim?”

“If you choose to maintain the claim, his destination shall be you, wherever you should be.”

“So if I die?”

“The claim will be maintained.”

“And his soul would go with me?”

“Yes.”

Buffy looked down for a moment thinking. “Can I choose a location for the soul, like can I decide to send him to heaven?”

“Quite caught up on this heaven thing aren’t you? That is not how it works. You can either accept the claim or relinquish it. I really must ask that you make a decision; this whole thing has put me quite behind schedule. Do you wish to relinquish the claim?”

Something about the way he kept asking that was seriously creeping Buffy out, she shook her head. “No, I don’t relinquish my claim. I want…”

Malach sighed. “Very well.”


Chapter 3

Chapter Three

Reading is lovely-Reviewing is bloody brilliant.Buffy opened her mouth, but before she could ask another question the man disappeared and Spike appeared crouched over, head facing down in her living room.

“Spike.” She said it quietly, still not sure she could believe her own eyes.

He looked up. “Buffy?” 

She froze for a moment her eyes locked on his. She saw his confusion, his fear, his pain and the smallest flicker of hope. For a second she could swear she saw his soul twinkling behind the blue of his eyes. 

She watched as his eyes suddenly closed and his body dropped to the floor. “Spike!” She ran to his side and dropped to her knees. “Spike?” She pulled his head on to her lap and watched his eyes blink open again. 

“Buffy the others, someone might still be…you have to…” His hoarse voice trailed off when he saw the tears on her face. “Buffy?”

She shook her head. He didn’t remember, she realized. He thought that the fight was still going on.

“All of them?”

She nodded.

“But...how am I? Buffy how am I not dead? I remember Angel was…there was a dragon… I tried to…How did I not? What happened?” He tried to sit up and winced. 

“You’re hurt.” Buffy looked down and gasped. She hadn’t even noticed. He was mess, covered in blood and soot and a variety of slime-like substances. His clothes were torn and burned. She couldn’t even tell where his injuries were. “Do you think you can walk if I help?”

Spike clenched his jaw against the pain and sat up. “Buffy, luv, what happened?”

“It’s complicated, let’s get you fixed up and then we can talk. Can you….can you make it upstairs?”

He nodded and Buffy helped him up. Slowly they made their way across the room and up the stairs with Buffy holding up as much of Spike’s weight as his pride would allow. When he swore weakly halfway up, Buffy had to fight off the urge to just pick him up and carry him. 

“Spike?”

“I got it luv, just… slow…” He trailed off as though out of breath. 

“Right here Spike.” She nodded and angled them towards a door.

Walking in the room, Spike knew immediately that this was where she slept. It was her room. She had brought him up to her bedroom. It was not a place he had ever even hoped to be in again. He tried to play off his awe with a joke. “Not sure I’m up to that just yet pet, might have to give me a few minutes to get to rights.”

“What?” Buffy followed his gaze to the bed got his meaning. She knew he was teasing, but blushed just the same. “The bathroom is through here, we’ll get you washed up. Then I can see…then I can see where you’re hurt.”

Spike was tempted to tell her that he hurt pretty much everywhere, but didn’t want to lose face any more than was necessary. He was trying to figure out what his injuries were, what could make him feel as weak as he currently felt when he got hit with a wave of nausea and swayed. Buffy kept him on his feet, but barely, she quickly lowered him onto a chair just outside the bathroom door. 

“Spike?” She started to pull off what was left of his coat and shirt, checking for a serious injury. “What is it? Are you bleeding too much?”

“Don’t know…feel…wrong…I’m…”

Buffy got the rest of his shirt off and scanned his chest and abdomen, he was pretty scraped up, but nothing seemed to be too serious. Certainly she’d seen him in worse shape before. But maybe the injuries are more internal, she thought. She laid her hand on his chest and gasped. “Warm. Spike you’re…” Her eyes widened as she moved her hand across his chest to where his heart was absolutely beating. “Heart! Spike, your heart.”

Their widened eyes met for a second before he pushed out of the chair and into the bathroom. He barely made it to the sink before he began vomiting, violently retching the contents of his stomach into the porcelain bowl. 

Buffy followed behind him, catching him with an arm around his waist when he slumped from the exhaustion brought from his actions. She reached across and turned on the water. 

Spike watched the blood and tequila that had been his stomach’s only contents wash down the drain and tried to clear his head. What happened?  Gathering his strength he lifted his head and saw himself in the mirror. He fell back at the shock of it. 

Buffy pulled him tighter against her. “I think you need to lie down.” Without waiting for a response she led him back into the bedroom and helped him on to the bed. When she started to turn away, he grabbed her wrist. 

“Why?”

“Spike, let’s…”

“Did you do it? Did you make me…”

“No…maybe” She shook her head. “I don’t know, Spike I…please let’s just make sure you’re all right and then we can talk.” She pulled away again and went to the bathroom.

“All right, how can I be…I’m...what the hell am I?”

Buffy returned with a cloth and a bowl of warm water. “We’ll figure it out.” She began to wipe the worst of the dried blood and grim from his face. “Are you?” She stopped unsure of what she should ask. “Maybe we should take you to the hospital.”

He shook his head no. “Don’t really know if I’m something that doctors like to see yet do we pet?”

Buffy rested her hand on the side of his face. “Spike, I think you’re human now.”

Spike gave a single weak nod. “Maybe, don’t reckon I quite remember what that’s...but how Buffy?”

She looked down at him for a moment, trying to figure out how to answer that question. It was so strange to see him like this. He looked scared and weak and hurt. He was shivering she realized with a start. “You’re cold.” She placed her hand on his arm for a second before turning to reach for a blanket. “Maybe you should just try to rest.”

He nodded. “Buffy?”

“I’ll be right here when you wake up. We’ll figure this out.”

He nodded once more before the exhaustion overtook him.


Chapter 4

Chapter Four

Thanks so much to anyone who has reviewed! I love reviews!!! :)It was dark when he opened his eyes, but he couldn’t remember if it had been very bright when he’d fallen asleep so he had no idea how long ago that had been. It took a moment for his eyes to adjust, which he found utterly frustrating, but when they did he saw Buffy curled up on a chair next to the bed. She was wrapped in a blanket but her eyes were open. 

She jumped to her feet when he sat up. “Spike?”

“Morning pet” His voice still sounded hoarse.

“How are you? I mean are you feeling…”

“Like I got trampled by a merry tribe of chaos demons? Yeah.” Seeing the concern on her face he sighed. “I’m fine, or as fine as…”

“Are you hungry or…” She turned on the light. “maybe a shower.”

Spike glanced down at the now filthy sheets and looked back up sheepishly. “Sorry ‘bout that.”

“No. I just meant that you…I’m not worried about the sheets Spike.”

“A shower will put me to rights.”  He gave Buffy a small smile. She was clearly not ready to tell him what was happening and he wasn’t feeling up to pressing just yet. He pushed the blankets aside and stood up, pleased to find that he was at least a little steadier on his feet now.

“Do you…will you…do you think you’ll be ok on your own?”

Spike couldn’t help but grin at Buffy stammering lips and flushed cheeks. “A hundred plus years…I should probably be able to bathe myself.” He pressed his tongue against the roof of his mouth. “Of course if you feel like playing Nightingale…”

“What?” Seeing Spike’s attempt to smirk and pretend like he wasn’t freaking out, Buffy figured he was teasing. She did wonder how nightin-whatever was played. “There are plenty of towels in there and soap and stuff. I think I can find you some clothes; the house was, well it used to belong to an old Watcher friend of Giles. I think there’s still some stuff. I’ll just …” She trailed off. He never stopped looking at her. She had forgotten how intense it was, being in his gaze. He was looking at her for answers, she knew that, but she wasn’t so sure he was going to like the ones she could give. She could just hear herself now ‘We’ll turns out I kind of own your soul’. Yeah, she thought bitterly, that was just thing a man who didn’t even want you to know he was alive was waiting to hear. She turned away breaking the hold of his eyes on hers. “I’ll just let you get cleaned up.” 

Spike watched Buffy leave the room before turning and walking into the bathroom. He was once again startled by his reflection and found himself starring at it for several minutes. How had this happened? How was it that he was not dead? The prophecy hadn’t been for him, he was sure of that, regardless of what he may have said to the contrary. 

Buffy returned to the room with the clothes she’d scrounged from the closet in the other bedroom. She placed them on the chair and began pulling the bedding off. It really was pretty gross now, she thought, so she might as well throw it in the wash. When she returned with fresh sheets, she realized that she still hadn’t heard the shower. She was at the door, ready to pull it off its hinges and rescue him, when he finally turned on the water. She made up the bed and laid out the clothes she’d found. She sat for a minute listening to shower and considering the story she soon would have to tell. Once again, Buffy couldn’t help but wonder if she had made the wrong choice. Was she keeping him from heaven? 

She stood up thinking that it would probably take him a while to clean up considering how covered he’d been. She went downstairs and put water in the kettle, though she suspected Spike would prefer something a bit stronger than tea. Though, she thought, considering the pukefest earlier he might not really be up for anything stronger. She opened the fridge and considered its contents. Should she cook something? He probably ate regular food now right? She shook her head, even if he did eat regular food, she thought, he probably wasn’t up for a Buffy-cooking experiment yet. She closed the fridge and pulled a couple of cans of soup out of the cupboard instead. Buffy poured the soup into a pot and set it on the stove as well. She leaned back against the counter for second before hoisting herself up to sit on it. 

She was sitting there watching the kettle and contemplating the wisdom of the whole watched pot thing when Spike came down the stairs. “Buffy?”

“I’m in here.” She slid down from the counter as he walked in the room. “I figured…” Her jaw dropped. The clothes she’d found were definitely not his style and she suspected he felt ridiculous wearing them, but she couldn’t quite get past what the dark blue button-down was doing for his eyes. Both it and the khakis she’d found were just a little too big for him causing Spike to look sort of smaller and younger, though that was generally the case whenever he wasn’t wearing his duster. Buffy wondered, not for the first time if that was why he wore it, to look bigger. “You look…”

“Like a right prat…had to be a Watcher’s place right?” He shook his head and told himself he must be misreading the message in Buffy’s eyes. She hasn’t wanted you like that in a long time mate, he thought, no reason for her to start now. 

Buffy looked away and began pulling mugs from the cupboard. “I know it’s not your…we can go out tomorrow and find you something more… you. Ok?” She turned her head and gave him a small smile.

He nodded. “Where are we?” He asked quietly.

Buffy turned to him surprised and realized then how incredibly patient he was being. He had no idea what was happening. If it were her she’d have been throwing punches by now, but he just stood there waiting for her to be ready to explain. Are you really surprised, a voice in her head argued, waiting for you is what Spike has been doing for years. Or did do for years, it corrected, until you finally convinced him you didn’t care. “You’re in London and it’s been a little over a month since that battle in L.A.”

Spike nodded, his eyes widening with surprise and waited for her to continue.

“I’m making tea and heating some soup. I think you should try to eat.” when it looked like he might argue she added “while we talk.” She poured water into the teapot and brought it along with a couple of mugs to the table. Setting them down, she returned to the stove to ladle the soup into a couple of bowls.

Spike watched with interest as Buffy settled the bowls and a couple of spoons on a tray and then brought those to the table as well. She seemed quite a bit more comfortable in the kitchen than he recalled. He smiled, it was nice to watch her do something so normal and homey. It was the soft side of Buffy that he so rarely got to see.

“Spike” She nodded at the table before sitting down. 

Spike walked over and took his place at the spot beside her. He smiled as she handed him a cup of tea. 

“I don’t know how you like it.” 

Spike wasn’t sure how to take the nervousness in her tone. “Plain is fine, thank you.” He frowned when he realized her nerves were bringing out his. It seemed that without his demon it was a bit harder to keep up his normal masks. His voice didn’t even sound right.

Buffy took a sip of her own tea and tried to decide where to start. “You…you died again” she glanced up to see him nod and settled her gaze back down. “During the battle I think, I’m not sure how; I didn’t know that you were even…we got reports right afterward and we sent people to try and find…I don’t think anyone made it.” She looked back up. “I’m sorry; I heard that you were close to…”

Spike cut in, his voice rough. “They were trying to do the right thing, trying to be champions.”

Buffy nodded, thinking once again that she should have been there helping. “We weren’t sure at first about you or Angel; I mean there wasn’t any bo…way to know for sure. But after a couple of weeks of searching…” She trailed off remembering watching while Willow performed a dozen different locater spells.

“He’s really…?” He stopped at her nod, watching the tears threaten to escape her eyes. “I didn’t really hate him you know or I did but not just…”

Buffy looked surprised for a moment but just nodded.

He gave her moment, let her push back the tears before asking “Buffy if I died, how am I …was it…was there a spell?” 

He was watching her again, head tilted in that way that was entirely unique to him. Buffy reached her hand towards him, but stopped short of touching. She pulled it back to her lap. “I’m not…” She shook her head. “I don’t think so. There was a man or a thing; it has to do with your soul.” 

Spike waited questions clear in his expression.

“When you got your soul back, you…you must have…somehow…” She paused. “You got it for me didn’t you?” 

Spike looked up with watery eyes and shrugged. “Thought it was what you wanted; couldn’t let myself hurt you again.” They’d never really talked about it, or at least she’d never really acknowledged her part in it. He wasn’t sure why she was bringing it up now, after so much time had passed. He shrugged again. “Yeah, ‘course I got for you.”

“He said you must have...been thinking about me or…” She caught Spike’s ‘Of course I was’ expression. “You gave me your soul.” There, she thought, I said it.


Chapter 5

Chapter Five
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Buffy looked up. She’d spent the last half hour recounting her visit from Malach and the choice she’d had to make. “I’m not sure why you’re human now though.”

Spike glanced at her over his shoulder and snorted. He’d been pacing for the past several minutes. “Returned the soul and the body but not the demon, pet. Nothing in here to make me anything more now.”

Buffy scrunched her forehead. That made sense, she realized. She wasn’t surprised by his easy analysis; for all the jokes about Spike’s intelligence or lack there of, he always seemed to see the truth of things. “I don’t think you can die though…I mean not unless...” She frowned; there were still a lot of questions. “I’ll call Willow tomorrow, maybe she and Giles can find out if this has ever happened before, or maybe the seers can tell us something.”

Spike nodded, suddenly feeling tired again. He walked into the living room and picked up the CD she’d left on the couch. Billy Idol, he thought, not really Buffy’s taste. He held it up. “You know the git stole his look from…”

“You.”

Startled, Spike looked up to see the tears running freely down her cheeks. “luv?”

She shook her head. “It’s just been a long day.”

He nodded. She’s probably still upset about losing Angel, he thought. “Yeah, it’s been that.”

“Maybe we should try to get some sleep. It’ll be daytime in a few hours.” When he bent his head in agreement she continued awkwardly. “There’s another bedroom upstairs. Do you want me to show you?”

“I can probably scout it out myself.” He walked to the stairs. 

“Right” She watched him start up the stairs. “Spike?”

He paused. “Yeah?”

“I missed you.”

He responded without turning. “Missed you too pet.” 

Buffy watched as he slowly climbed the stairs. He’s probably healing like a human now, she realized, suddenly noticing the tension and pain in his gait. She wondered again if she should be taking him to a hospital. Where she would tell them what exactly, she thought with a smile. It might be a good idea to have Willow look into getting some fake ID’s for him.

She brought the dishes to the sink but quickly decided to see to them in the morning. She’d been tired all day, as she had been for weeks, tired when she forced herself out of bed and tired when she crawled back in and finally cried herself to sleep. She turned off the lights and headed up the stairs. She stopped for only a moment, wondering if she had any real excuse to check on him one more time. She didn’t; she just wanted to see him, so she went into her own room and got ready for bed. Buffy showered quickly, hoping the hot water would pull some of the tension from her aching body and pulled on a cami and shorts to sleep in. She was crawling in to bed when she heard him. She froze for a second, focusing on the sound and then rushed to his room. 

She pushed the door open quickly, ready to fight off whatever demon was causing him to make such pained sounds, and found nothing. He was alone, asleep even. But the sound continued, groans and whimpers from a battle Buffy couldn’t help fight, the battle he fought in his sleep. She remembered suddenly that she knew about this, the nightmares. He’d admitted to them that last year in a moment of embarrassment and self-loathing.

She paused for a moment, unsure of what action she should take. She knew what he would do. If it were her, if she were crying in her sleep, he would offer comfort. He’d take her in his arms and tell her that everything would be all right and he would keep telling her until she’d heard him. He’d done it before. But she’d taken the comfort and not offered any in return. Oh sure, she’d given a few pep talks, even said thank you in a way, but she’d never just held him and told him that it was going to be ok. She should have, she realized now, she should have done a lot of things differently. She wasn’t sure if he’d want her comfort now, but she figured she would try.

She sat at the edge of the bed and placed her hand on his. “Spike” She said his name softly, her tone gentle and soothing. “Spike its ok, everything is going to be ok. I’m here and I promise…” She continued whispering soft words for a few minutes and watched the tension leave him. He never woke up, but his face relaxed and he became quiet. So she watched him sleep again and smiled at the wonder of his breathing. She could tell he had mixed feelings about his new humanity, but couldn’t deny thinking that it was a miracle herself. He moved, curled up on his side and she slipped into the bed behind him. She was still for a moment, worried that her movement would awaken him and that he would ask her to leave. When he didn’t, when he snuggled back against her instead, she smiled and gently wrapped her arm around his waist. Within moments she fell asleep.

***********************************************************

Buffy woke first, never having gotten used to sleeping for very long. Sometime during the night Spike had rolled over and curled into a ball, burying his face against her stomach and holding her in place firmly with both arms. Surprised at the intimacy of their position, she tried to pull away without waking him. He pulled back with surprising strength for a sleeping and now human man. He made a small noise of irritation, but he didn’t woken up. 

She smiled as he snuggled against her; remembering how deeply he sometimes slept. She brought her hand up to run through his hair; without the gel he usually used to slick it back it was a riot of soft curls. She dropped her head to press her lips gently on the top of those curls. He hadn’t told her if she’d made the right choice yet, but he hadn’t told her that he wished things to be otherwise yet either. She decided to hold on to that; it was hopeful. It made her feel like maybe there was still a chance.

She was still lost in thought when he began to stir, nuzzling first her stomach and then her breasts in a slow sleepy fashion. Suddenly he froze and she knew he was awake. He pulled back enough to look at her, surprise and fear written on his face.

“Hi,” he said quietly, the unspoken question clear on his face.

“You…you were having a nightmare, I just…I wanted to help.”

Spike nodded. She’d felt sorry for him, he thought, that was all. 

She pulled away a little, sitting up but not quite leaving the warm cocoon of his arms. “I didn’t mean to invade …Are you mad?”

He gave a soft laugh. “Course not pet, ‘s not everyday a bloke goes to bed alone and wakes up with a pretty bird.” He winked then, as if to remind them both of their buddy status.

Buffy forced herself to smile as she pulled herself away. He doesn’t want you anymore, the voice inside her head pressed, leave before you embarrass yourself. “I should probably call Giles and Willow, they’re in Scotland so it could take a couple of days for them to get here.”

“Who’s here with you?”

“No one, I needed some time after…I’m here alone.”

Of course she did you git, he thought bitterly, she just lost Angel; he was the love of her life, you were just convenient. “Right.”

She got off the bed and stood in the doorway. 

Spike watched her for a moment. “Pet?”

“Huh, what?”

“Did you need something?”

“What? No…I…” 

“I didn’t sleep in my pants luv, so unless you’re lookin’ for an eyeful.”

Buffy starred at him for a second, eyes wide, before mumbling “sorry” and disappearing down the hall.
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“Hey,” he echoed quietly.

It worried her, the quiet. Spike had never really been this quiet before. “Are you hungry?”

He nodded. 

“Well then I guess it’s time to show off my newfound cooking skills.”

“You cook now?” He played along, hamming up his response as though that was even more shocking than his new human status.

“Oh you just wait mister, soon you’ll be eating your words…and also…scrambled eggs.”

“Well this I can’t wait to see.” He pulled himself up on the counter to watch.

Spike had enjoyed watching Buffy cook and even enjoyed eating the slightly burnt results, but he realized now that he should have talked her out of the shopping trip. It had sounded like a great idea to find something to wear that didn’t scream “I’m a nancy boy who went to Oxford and I’ve never slept with a woman,” but now they were in their fourth store and he’d met Shopping Buffy. He’d quickly decided that Shopping Buffy was actually more frightening than “I’m here to stake you” Buffy. 

“I think we’ve ‘bout shopped this place out pet.”

Buffy laughed and shook her head. She spotted a black dress across the store and moved in on it like a missile. She grabbed it off the rack. “I’m gonna try it on.” She handed Spike the bag she was holding and verily danced in to the dressing room.

Spike looked at the bags in his hands and sighed, here was something he’d never imagined he’d be doing. 

A moment later Buffy popped out of the dressing room. “What do ya think?” She turned. 

Spike’s mouth went dry. ‘Think?’ “Bit short innit luv?”

“Too short?’ She pouted. “You don’t think I could pull it off”

“Oh you can pull it off, might need a bloody bodyguard, but you can pull it off.”

Buffy smiled. “Perfect.” She danced back into the dressing room. Well, she thought, at least you know he still finds you attractive. There was no denying the fact that there had been lust on Spike’s face when she’d come out a moment ago.

They visited two more stores before Buffy was satisfied. “I think that’s enough to get you started right?” 

He raised his eyebrow in defiance. “Pet I was good a decade ago.”  

She smiled. He’d wanted to stop at a pair of jeans and a couple of black t-shirts. She’d had to push for a more well-rounded wardrobe. He’d just looked too cute in the Watcher’s clothes. She’d managed to sneak a few blue shirts into their bags.

“What do you want to do today? Seems like you can be outside in the sun. Did you want…”

Spike shrugged. “Don’t suppose you’ve got an Xbox?”

Buffy grinned mischievously. “Nope, but we can get one.”

Spike shook his head. “They’re not cheap pet.”

Buffy’s smile deepened. “Not a problem. The council was totally holding out on me. I’ve got plenty of cash.”

Spike chuckled. “In that case…”

Forty-five minutes later they walked back in the townhouse and began depositing the bags on floor. They’d picked up an Xbox and several games. 

Spike grinned. “Let’s get this set up.” He held up a game. “’Cause I’m gonna kick your cute little ass Slayer.”

“Dream on.”
****************************************************************

Buffy had made with the big talk, but she had really never played video games. Spike was absolutely kicking her ass. After his seventh victory, he made his character perform an amusing little victory dance. 

She laughed. “All right I surrender.”

Spike laughed and gave her an expression of mocked shock. “So easily?,” he asked; “surely not Slayer.” 

There it was again, she thought, he was calling her Slayer again. She couldn’t help but wonder what it meant. “When did you get so good at this?”

“Doc said it’d be good PT for me after…” He trailed off realizing that he hadn’t told Buffy about his experiences with Dana yet.

“Your hands, Andrew told me.” She got quiet for a moment. “I didn’t know until after…he didn’t…” She put down the controller. “Why didn’t you tell me you were alive?”

Spike looked up startled. He’d known the question would come eventually, but she’d surprised him with it just the same. “I…I don’t know. I wanted to. At first…At first I couldn’t, I mean really couldn’t; I was like a soddin’ ghost. Then I… I was scared.” He shrugged. There it was, he thought, there’s the truth. 

“Why? I told you…” Her voice dropped to a whisper as she turned away, unable to meet his gaze. “I told you I loved you.” 

“Yeah, but…” He shrugged.

Buffy turned back, eyes blazing with anger and pain. “I meant it.” She stood up and walked up the stairs.

Spike sat for a moment before his own anger raged large enough to propel him up the stairs after her. He yanked open her bedroom door.

“You kissed him. I saw you. You said that I…but then you kissed him. How did you think I felt? How was I supposed to believe…right after you kissed him? I know I don’t deserve…but you can’t say you loved me…I saw you.”

Watching Spike’s stricken face quickly caused Buffy’s anger to drain. It was just as quickly replaced with guilt. It was her fault, she confessed. She’d known that already, but looking at the pain in his eyes now made it all the more real. She didn’t know what to say. 

Her silence frustrated him. He couldn’t help but accept her non-answer as an admission. He’d been right, he knew it; she’d only said the words to be kind.

She watched him turn and walk away to hide in the room she already thought of as his, but not before she caught a glimpse of the tears. He was crying, she realized, and it was her fault.

The hopeful voice in her head pleaded and shouted at her to follow. “Don’t let it end like this,” it shouted. She’d been given another chance, she thought, she had to try harder.

She slowly made her way from her room to his. She didn’t bother to knock, knowing that he’d only send her away. She opened the door and met his tears with her own. “I’m…I’m sorry and you’re right.”

Spike stared at her as though horrified. “You’ve what, come to rub it in…I can never be good enough…got it pet…don’t need…”

“No…you were right when you said I shouldn’t have kissed him. I should have seen you, seen us.” She paused to pull together her courage. “But you were wrong when you said I didn’t love you. I did, I just didn’t realize it until it was too late.” She turned to walk away and whispered “I’m sorry.”

His hand snaked out and grabbed her wrist before she could leave. She turned and he pulled her down to sit next to him on the bed. She watched him, waiting for a something to tell her why he’d stopped her. 

He was trembling. He hated that, hated that he couldn’t hide even that display of weakness. But then he had no pride where she was concerned, he’d already admitted it. “And now?” He let his head drop to the side and with his stormy eyes burning a hole in her soul, he waited.

“Now?”

“Do you…?” He couldn’t ask, couldn’t put himself out there again. There just wasn’t enough left.

Her eyes widened as the question he was trying to ask became clear. She nodded slowly. “Yeah; I still love you.” 

His lips curved, but the smile didn’t quite reach his eyes. He looked down, focused on his hands. “I want to believe you, but…” He shrugged.

She almost ran at that; it felt like a dismissal and she’d never liked crying in front of someone else. But she didn’t. She forced herself to stay seated, forced back all the snarky comments designed to help her save face and decided to try something new.  “Guess I’ll have to work on that.” 

It worked, Spike was startled enough to look up at her quizzically.

She smiled and he almost melted. The voice telling him that he was a fool was just a little too loud though, so he just waited.

“Will you stay until we figure this whole ‘return from the dead as a human’ thing out? I called Giles this morning before breakfast. They should be here within a couple of days. I just…I just got you back, I need to know that they can’t just take you away again…that you’ll be ok.”  When he frowned, Buffy realized that she’d left something out. She put hand on his tentatively. “Spike I’m not saying I want you to leave after we figure it out; I’m just asking you to stay at least until we do.” 

He sighed. “Both know I’ll do whatever you want pet, hell you own me now right?”

“Spike that’s not…I don’t want it to be like that.”

“Just being honest luv, we both know how it is.”

She sighed. “Fine. Take off your shirt.”

Spike glared at her, eyes wide, jaw-dropped. “What?” He stood up. “Have you…”

Buffy giggled and cut him off. “You’re still hurting. Sore, probably. You don’t heal as fast as…as before. I’ve got something that should help. Take off your shirt.” With that she stood up and walked out of the room.

He listened to her opening drawers and shifting through things in the other room for a moment before doing as he was told. She returned a moment later carrying a glass bottle. “What’s that then?”

“It’s just a rub, mostly herbal. Tara used to make it for me before…”

Spike sighed as she trailed off. She’s lost too many friends for someone so young, he thought. “I liked her, Glenda the Good Witch, she was…”

“Nice.”

“Yeah. Treated me like…” he shrugged. “Like I was a person.”

Buffy nodded. “She knew about us…when we were…”

Spike looked surprised for a moment and then laughed. “Your birthday. Chit knew then didn’t she?”

Buffy nodded. “I think…yeah.”

Spike laughed for a moment longer. “Yeah.” She’d played him all evening he realized now. Well good on her, he thought, I knew there was something stronger hiding in the little mouse.

“This will be easier if you lie down.”

Spike grinned and waggled an eyebrow in an attempt to hide the affect the mere thought of her touching him had. He sat on the bed, pulled his legs up and leaned back, hands under his head. “Sure thing pet.”

“Roll over.” Buffy kneeled on the bed next to him. 

He hesitated for a second, but complied. This would be harder, he realized, not knowing when her fingers were going to make contact with his skin would make it harder to still his responses. He closed his eyes; glad she couldn’t see that at least, he tried to ready himself.

Buffy watched as he tensed every muscle in his back. “Spike relax, it won’t hurt. I promise.”

Spike laughed and muttered “’course not.” 

Buffy poured the oil on to her hand and smiled as it immediately warmed, that part was magic. She rubbed her hands together and then laid them on the center of his back. She grinned when the muscles there rippled at her fingertips and began to softly rub the oil upward across his sore shoulders. She kept her touch light, spreading the oil across the entirety of his back and pausing twice to get more oil. Through it all he remained still and tense. She brought her hands up to the top of his spine, thumb on either side, and she began to use more pressure. “Relax.” 

Sure, he thought, that’ll happen. He tried to remember the last time someone had done something like this for him He came up blank. Dru had liked to play at giving back rubs from time to time, but she’d always liked using his own blood as the oil. Aside from that, he wondered, who would have ever bothered. Harm probably would have given it a shot, but she’d have probably driven him insane with her chatter at the same time. He smirked; it wasn’t like this sort of thing was a part of his life before he was turned. No, he thought, he was almost a hundred and fifty years old and this was the first time someone had ever really given him a back rub. The thoughts distracted him from guarding his response and when her fingers pressed on a particularly tense spot, he moaned deeply.

Buffy’s stomach clenched at the sound; deep, almost a growl, and so sexy, it fed her confidence. She scooted closer and placed one knee on either side of his hips so she sat straddled across his thighs. The position made it easier for her to apply a firm pressure behind her hands. “Let me know if I get too rough.”

For a moment after feeling her bottom land on the back of his legs, Spike forgot to keep breathing, he inhaled and held. At her words he released the breath in a swift hiss. Should make a smart ass remark, he thought. But his ability to prepare one was temporarily lost.

Buffy studied his back as she rubbed. She’d never really seen him up close in the light. She could see now all the faint scars she’d missed before. They didn’t make him any less beautiful, she realized, though the sight of them made her want to cry. After a few more minutes, she scooted back off. “Roll over.”

“What?”

“Roll over. I wanna do your front.”

“That’s… I’m fine. I…”

“Spike.” Buffy said his name with exasperation and gave him a light shove.

He complied, hating the tell-tale blush he felt heating his cheeks. He hated being human again already. Vampires don’t blush; they don’t have enough extra blood to waste any making a big sign to announce their embarrassment.

Buffy noticed that he was blushing, but pretended otherwise. She just settled back across his thighs and reached for the oil. 

“Pet…I can’t…oh god Buffy.” He gasped as she ran her hands down his chest.

Buffy feigned innocence. “Does that hurt?” She scrunched her nose as though confused.

“No…I just...you surprised me is all. It’s nothing. But I think that’s enough yeah?” He moved to sit up.

Buffy stopped him with her hands on his shoulders. “But you still look sore.” 

His eyes widened as he realized that she knew exactly what she was doing to him. He pulled away standing up in shock. “What are you doing?”

Buffy had to fight back a smile; he just looked too cute there blushing pink and still all shiny from the oil, a look of indignation on his face. “I just wanted to make you feel better.”

“Why?”

“I told you why.”

He was next to her in a second, kneeling on the bed his hands gripping her arms. “Say it again.” His voice came out rough, a desperate edge pulling on her heart.

“I love you.”
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Please don't forget to review-I'd love to hear what you think of this chapter.He pulled her against him so his mouth could claim hers with a possessive kiss. He still couldn’t believe her, figured she was feeling pity or maybe gratitude. But he also couldn’t resist her, not when she was giving him everything he’d ever wanted. “You’re sure…you want this?”

She nodded, straining upwards for a kiss.

“Oh God Buffy, you have no idea what you do to me.” He gasped against her neck.

Buffy giggled. “Actually…” she reached down to grasp his belt buckle “these pants don’t hide things as well as your jeans usually do, so I do have an idea at least.” 

He groaned. “You’re going to kill me luv.”

“Had other plans actually.”

When she started to unbuckle his belt, he pushed her hands away. “Slow down pet. No reason to rush this.” When he saw her pout he continued. “Want to do it right this time.”

Buffy smiled and brought her hands up to the buttons on her own shirt. She wiggled back a bit so that he could watch.

He couldn’t take his eyes off her hands. She was undressing for him, fingers trembling. This wasn’t an angry ripping of clothes that were in the way, this was a woman preparing to be loved. When she finished the last button she shrugged off the shirt and stood up to unsnap and push down her jeans. Then she stopped and stood before him in nothing but a few scraps of pale pink silk and a suddenly shy expression. He quickly stood up to collect her, scooping her into his arms and placing her on the bed. 

He joined her there just as quickly, closing his eyes when he felt her arms wrap around him in welcome. Maybe it's a joke, he thought, maybe I am in heaven. He lowered his head to press soft kisses along her collar bone and up her neck. “You’re gorgeous, so bright…never seen anything like you …” he whispered, tugging her earlobe between his lips and tickling it with his tongue. 

When he brought his head lower to run his tongue along the edge of her bra, Buffy dug her hands in to his hair and gasped. Her back arched of its own accord, her body pleading to be consumed. But he made no move to go forward, continuing to lick and kiss his way across her chest before once again claiming her lips. When she reached for his belt a second time, he caught her hand and brought it too to his mouth. She shuddered when he brushed his lips across the back of her hand and began to kiss each knuckle and she whimpered when he drew her finger into his mouth. 

He grinned devilishly at the sound, looking more like himself then he had since he’d appeared in her living room. He released that finger to pull in another, scraping his teeth gently along the skin as he pulled his head back. 

When he released her hand, she used it thread through his hair and pull his face back down to hers. Bringing her hands around to cup his face she whispered. “Want you.”

He trembled at her words but kept his resolve, bending lower to caress her ear with his words. “Glad to hear it pet, but I’m plannin’ to make you scream a bit first.”  

He bent and drew her breast into his mouth, suckling and licking at her nipple. She wondered distractedly if the oral fixation was the result of a century spent as a vampire or if that was his own, a William thing. When he tugged her bra down to bare her other breast for his palm, she lost the ability to wonder about anything but the feel of him, his skin, his mouth.

“Perfect.” He murmured brushing her nipple with his thumb and then cupping her breast in his hand. “Made for me...” He looked down at her intently.  “Don’t you see how sodding well we fit?”

“Perfect.” She echoed before rolling them both over so that she straddled his hips. She reached back and unhooked her bra. When his hands ran up her sides and firmly clasped her breasts she cried out and threw her head back. Buffy leaned down and pressed her breasts against his chest, enjoying the new litany of endearments and pleas it drew from Spike’s lips.

“Oh luv...baby…sweet girl… my sweet brilliant girl…no words…I have no bloody words.”

She giggled at that and pressed a gentle kiss to his cheek. “Seem to be finding plenty.” She reached down again and finally succeeded in the unbuckling and unbuttoning needed to pull off his pants. She pulled away for second, dragging his pants down, and soon found herself pressed down on her back again. Spike hooked his thumbs under the sides of her panties and drew them slowly down the length of her legs. But when she tried to pull him into place above her, he pulled away again to drop a kiss on her stomach.

“Need a taste first pet.”  He ran his hands up her thighs, pressing them gently apart and scattering light kisses on her smooth skin. “Been too long,” he murmured against her thigh, “need a taste.” 


She cried out. The heat of his circling tongue was too much; she moaned and gasped his name. “Spike…oh god…so good…Spike.”

He chuckled. “That’s it pet, sing for me.” 

“Please…want… love you…please…”

He moved to settle himself between her legs and rubbed himself against her heat. “Look at me pet.” He waited until her eyes focused. “I love you.” He held off for a moment trembling from the effort, his fingers tightly holding her hips, and waited for her response. He needed it to be different this time.

She nodded, brought her hand to his cheek and gently rubbed her thumb along the sharp angle there. “Love me, please.”

He pushed into her in a single thrust and paused for second before moving in a slow careful rhythm. His eyes never left hers. 

Buffy gasped, wrapping her legs around his waist and pulling him closer. She ran her fingernails up his back and listened to him growl. When she let her head drop to the side she felt his hand on her chin, turning her back to him.

“Wanna watch…gonna make you sing again.”

His confident words, so strongly in contrast to his soft expression almost made her come. She shuddered. 

Spike picked up the pace, thrusting harder each time. “God you feel good pet, so hot, so fucking hot…love it when you squeeze me …so bloody tight…you like my cock don’t ya pet…like it when I’m…” He stopped talking when she screamed.

Buffy came hard. He’d kept his hand on her chin so she’d had no choice but to keep her eyes on his while he’d whispered his naughty words. He never stopped talking; she remembered not liking it before or maybe just pretending that she didn’t like it. Now all she could think was how sexy it was, how Spike it was.

He watched her come with her eyes open and focused on him. It was all he needed to send him over the edge. Three more thrusts, hard and fast, and he collapsed on top of her. After a moment he pushed himself up on his elbows and shifted to move beside her. Her arms wrapped around his waist and pulled him back down. “Just didn’t want to squash you luv.”

“Mmmm…I like being squashed.”

He chuckled and rolled them both over so that she was on top. “Here you squash me then.”  He smiled up at her before she turned on to her side and settled down on top of him, her head tucked beneath his chin. 

They laid there for several minutes catching their breath. Spike held her on his chest, occasionally kissing the top of her head. Buffy rubbed her cheek where she could feel his heart beating. 

He laughed, suddenly and softly, and she turned to look at him.

“What’s so funny mister?”

“Just realized…” He shook his head. “This is the first time I’ve ever done this as a human.”

Buffy’s eyes widened. “No way.” She sat up and scooted so that she was sitting on his thighs. “Never? But you’ve got to be like…” She wrinkled her nose. “How old are…were you?”

“When I was turned?”

She nodded.

“Almost twenty-eight.”

“And you were still…”

He sat up. “Times were different…people just didn’t…” He sighed. “I was a ponce.” 

Buffy leaned over and gave him a quick kiss. “I’m sure that’s not the case. Besides you didn’t do too bad…for a virgin.” 

“Not too…I make you scream and you know it.” He tried to maintain an air of indignation but failed. Having a giggling Buffy on his lap was too nice; he went with a pretend pout instead.

“I was just teasing and you know it.”

“True, still gonna make you say it.” He clicked his teeth with his tongue.

“Say what?”

“That I’m the best you ever had, that I can make you scream and whimper and beg…”

Buffy flushed at the inevitable arousal his words brought. She shook her head. “Not right now, I’m hungry.”

He pulled her up against him. “Umm me too.” He nuzzled her neck.

“No seriously, really hungry here…let’s go out.”

“Out?”

“You know where you put on clothes and actually leave the house. There are bunches of restaurants right down the street. A few clubs too, for after maybe…” When he still looked skeptical she pressed a kiss near his ear and whispered. “Like a date, only I can promise you’re going to get lucky.”

He laughed. “Already the luckiest bloke in the world pet. You want to go out; we’ll go out.”
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So I think I'm losing readers...Are people still interested? If so please review so I'll know to keep posting here.Buffy fixed her lip gloss and smiled at her appearance. She looked good, she thought, better than she had in months. It wasn’t the dress, she realized, although Spike’s reaction when she’d come out wearing it told her that it was good too. No, she looked good because she looked happy. There was a flush in her cheeks and an aura of energy about her that hadn’t been there a day and a half ago. She turned and walked back out in to the pub.

There was a waitress at their booth. Buffy paused in the entrance of the hallway for a moment and watched the girl flirt with Spike. She frowned. Miss Big Hair was pulling out all the tricks, she thought, laughing like whatever Spike had said was the cleverest joke she’d ever heard. When the waitress leaned on the table, Buffy decided that she had seen enough. She walked over and gave the girl a big smile as she scooted on to the bench with Spike. She placed her hand on his leg. “Did you order for me baby?”

Spike grinned at Buffy’s little show, but decided to play along. “How do you feel about fish and chips kitten?”

“Sounds yummy.”

Spike nodded to the waitress. “A couple a pints” he added pulling Buffy tighter against his side. He chuckled when the waitress left. “Having fun pet?”

“What...I mean yeah.”

He tried to talk her into going home after they’d eaten. He told her he was ready to have some dessert and that she tasted sweet like honey and vanilla and spicy like hot cinnamon too. But she insisted they go to a club. “I want to show you off.” She’d whispered, and he’d nodded helplessly. He too easily remembered all the nights he’d spent wishing she would tell her friends, wishing that they could go out, wishing that she would stop being ashamed of him. This was like a dream, which was of course, why he knew it couldn’t last. He was certain that she’d realize soon enough that she didn’t really love him, that she couldn’t, and it would be over. He was determined to enjoy every minute until then.

Buffy pulled Spike on to the dance floor, only mildly surprised that he didn’t resist. A lot of guys did; a lot of guys acted like dancing would somehow steal their masculinity. But Spike just tugged her close, fitting her body to his, and swayed with the music. He pressed his leg between her thighs and she gasped.

“Wanted to dance with you the first moment I ever saw you.”

Buffy leaned back and gave him a skeptical look. “Really?”

“Not saying I didn’t want to drain you right after.”

She laughed softly. “Are you…are you happy that you’re human again?”

He froze. He knew that she was; that it made things simpler for her. “I don’t know pet.” 

They danced for a while, slow and close regardless of the song being played

They’d barely made it in the front door when Spike dropped to his knees in front of her and reached up to tug down her panties. “Can’t wait.” He mumbled, leaning back to rest against his heels and pulling her on to his lap. He held her against him with one hand and reached his other down to unbuckle and unzip his pants. He quickly buried himself in her warmth.

She moaned when he began thrusting himself up and dug her fingers into his shoulders. She wrapped her legs around his waist. “Oh god baby.”

They came fast, the dancing having already left them both close to the edge. Spike held her against him until they had both stopped shuddering and then stood up. When she untangled her legs from his waist to stand, he slid an arm behind her knees and scooped her into his arms. “Not done yet.” He headed towards the stairs.
	

****************************************

The blood drained from Spike’s face as he looked down at the small leather-bound book.  How the hell did she get that, he thought, it’s impossible. He picked it up. It couldn’t be, he thought, not really. It was. 

He was still holding the book, starring at it with glossy eyes, when Buffy came back from her shower. “Spike?”

He turned to her, holding up the book. His jaw clenched. “Where did you get this?” His voice was low.

Buffy’s eyes widened. He was clearly upset. “Andrew…Andrew found it when he was going through the Council archives…he knew that I …” It wasn’t helping, she saw that and sighed. She dropped into a chair. “He’d heard Willow and I talking…I didn’t have anything…Sunnydale was just gone…everything was just gone. All my pictures, my mom’s…everything that I had, everything that I could hold and…Willow lost everything of Tara’s too and Andrew heard us talking and he was just trying to help. He found stuff; he went online and found stuff: the picture from my Mom’s driver’s license and Tara’s class schedule and…and he went in to the archives and he snuck that out so I could have something of yours too.”

Spike continued to stare at the book. He remembered the day he’d lost it, some twenty years after he’d been turned. He’d been surprised that he’d been able to hold on to it for so long. Spike remembered the trouble he’d gone to in order to keep it hidden from Angelus. Journals full of bad poetry you’d written as a man were hardly the sort of thing he’d approve of. It was too human. He’d often managed to hide it on his person, but he hadn’t that day. And when they’d had to leave town in a hurry, as they often had due to his adventures, he’d had to leave it behind. He’d always thought that it had gotten burned, consumed in the fire lit by the mob that chased them out. Apparently he’d always thought wrong.

“Spike…are you mad?”

He was quiet for a moment. “Did you read it?”  He looked up at her.

“Yeah.” She nodded. “I …”

He looked away. “I know it wasn’t any good…dreadful bit of rubbish really.”

Buffy stood and took a step towards him. “I liked it.” She whispered. 

Spike looked back up, eyebrow arched. 

She shrugged. “It was pretty…and rhyme-y and…” She bit her lip. “It was yours.” She said simply. 

Spike looked back at the book for a moment and placed it back on her dresser. 

“So you’re not mad?”

“Pretty pissed those pricks at the council had it.”

“At me?”

He shook his head.

Buffy stood up and reached for the journal. “Will you read them to me?”

Spike looked like he was about to say no.

“I would really like it.” She lowered her voice suggestively.

“That so?”

Buffy nodded. 

He pulled her up against him. “Maybe we can work something out.”

She giggled. “Yeah?”	

“You think a bit a bad verse will do it for ya; I want to watch.”

Buffy crinkled her nose. “What?”

He placed her on the bed and kneeled beside her, untying the belt of her robe. He lifted her hand and kissed it before pressing it down her body. “You play, I read.”

“Spike! That’s…”

He chuckled at her blush. “Hot.”

“Weird and kind of pervy.”

“So you don’t really want to hear them then?”

“Spike!” She groaned.

“C’mon pet, just want to see what you do with those pretty little fingers when I’m not around.” When it looked like she might give in he settled down beside her and opened the journal. He held the book in his right hand and used his left to guide her hand back down. “Bet you start right here, don’t ya pet, straight to business?”

She blushed hot red. “Spike”

“So you were just being nice, don’t really care for ‘em then?” He fought back a smirk and gave her a pout.

She swallowed. “Start reading.”

He took a deep breath and began reading a poem he’d written but hadn’t seen in a century. He read with the voice of the man he had been, cultured and clear, and Buffy was once again struck by the idea that so much of who he was remained a mystery.

“You’re in my heart, a song I hum
Whilst the bird at my window does ditty
Though the crowds you know me not from
do swell, my soul knows you, the time shall come …”

Spike glanced over the book and smirked.

“When you let me play with your titty.”

“Spike! It does not say that.” 

He shrugged. “It should.” He set the book on the table and leaned over her. “You looked like you needed some help.”

“You were helping.” She giggled.

Spike kissed her neck. “Deserve the words of a far better poet luv.”

Buffy smiled, amused by his ability to go from dirty to earnest at the drop of a pin and wondering how quickly he would go back. “I like your words.”

Spike smirked. “Good cause I’m thinking a few right now.”

There he goes, she thought with a grin.


Chapter 9

Chapter Nine

Review Please!!!Buffy reached into the bag and pulled out the tube. “Come on.”

“I’m fine. Don’t need that.”

“Spike.” 

“Whatever happened to that whole ‘humans can go out in the sun’ bit?”

She shrugged. “Skin cancer. You’re gonna get burned.”

He held out his arm but continued to mumble. “Sittin’ in the bloody shade and wearing a shirt…no reason to…”

“Other arm.”

He held out his left arm obediently. 

“It’s not like you have a base tan.”

“Probably just freckle.” He said disgustedly.

Buffy smiled. “Freckles could be cute.” She scooted around behind him. “Here I just want to get the back of your neck.”

“You do realize that I took care of myself for a hundred plus years right…don’t need you goin’ all mother hen on me.” He was talking a good game, but loving the attention.

She squeezed a dollop of lotion on her fingers and stretched up on her knees to rub it on his neck. Once again she was startled by the scars she found. She recognized these, knew he’d gotten them from a vamp, or maybe several. There were a lot of scars, faint and small, but definitely fang marks. Absently, she began tracing them with her finger. “You have…you were bitten here.”

He pulled away, sure she was disgusted by the reminder of what he’d been. 

“I didn’t mean…Are they from when you were turned?” She’d moved her hand to his arm and now softly caressed his wrist.

He looked at her for a second before dropping his chin to his chest. He shook his head. “No, Dru always went for the jugular. Pretty sure hers all healed up anyway.”

“So how did you…” She trailed off. He hadn’t looked up at her once. “I’m sorry; you don’t have to tell me.”

He sighed. “Just not sure you really want to know.”

“So it was Angel.”

He looked up then, startled by her slip. He knew that she considered Angel and Angelus two entirely separate beings. “Angelus, yeah.”  When she didn’t say anything he continued. “William was a bit too human for Angelus, had to rid him of it.” He grinned. “Also I’m a brat.”

She smiled. “I’m aware….So he would bite you?” 

She said it like it was something she’d never considered, which surprised him. She was the slayer, surely she knew more about vamps than that. “Only when I was too slow.”

He was grinning, so she smiled back. “Are you hungry? I also grabbed sandwiches. I figure first day in the sun calls for a picnic.”

“Sounds good pet. Have to admit, daytime in the park is a bit of a disappointment.”

Buffy looked up, her forehead creased. “Why?”

“Too many people. Rather it be just the two of us.”

“We can come back at night if you want.”

“Do a bit a patrolling.”

“Umm…I’m not sure if you…I mean…I haven’t been…patrolling…here.”

“All the more reason to start, we can’t have the nasties getting too comfy right?”

Buffy turned away. “Right” 

She had no intention of taking him patrolling, but really didn’t want to tell him. She’d been down this path with Riley. She couldn’t do what she had to do if she was worrying about him getting hurt. But she knew he wasn’t going to like the news. She figured she would be able to distract him from it for a few days, but eventually she would have to tell him that he was sidelined. She loved him too much to let him get hurt.

********************************************************

Giles pulled their bags from the trunk of the cab and walked to the door with Willow. 

“Here goes.” She said with forced cheerfulness. 

“Right.”  He pulled out the key.

They’d caught the first flight after talking with the seers. Willow had tried calling once but had not gotten an answer. Giles wasn’t sure that his Slayer was going to be thrilled with the surprise visit; she hadn’t even wanted to talk with him for the past couple of months. The situation however had been too serious. They needed to know what they were dealing with.

He opened the door and heard Buffy’s voice.

“Left, no higher, yeah…that’s it that’s good…no faster, faster…”

“Give a bloke a chance, bossy chit…I’m doing it.”

“Well do it faster.”

“I ought to make you do it yourself.”

Willow took one look at Giles and decided she’d better go in first. She stepped inside calling out “Hey Buff…Ummm surprise…are you guys…decent.”  She looked up to see Buffy and Spike starring at her like was completely nuts. Buffy was sitting in his lap, but they were both clothed and apparently playing a video game. “Giles you can come in.”

Buffy hopped on to her feet and walked over to give her friend a hug. “Hi Wil, it’s good to see you.”

“You too. Had us worried you know.”

“I know. I’m sorry.”

“That’s ok, you seem better…now, are you?”

Buffy glanced over her shoulder at Spike and back at Willow. “Yeah, I guess I am.” She grinned.

Giles stood watching the girls for a moment. She looked good, he thought, three days with Spike and Buffy looked better than she had in years. She was almost the girl she had been, the girl that hadn’t lost her mom and her whole town, the girl who hadn’t died. He decided to hold back his reservations for the moment. “Buffy.”

She turned to him. “Giles.” She smiled and hugged him as well. 

He patted her back awkwardly. “You look…you look wonderful my dear.”

“I’m good Giles.” 

He nodded.

Spike stood up but didn’t come any closer.

Giles turned to him awkwardly. “Spike”

“Rupert”

Willow walked between the two men. “Hey Spike, how are…how are you doing?”

Spike raised an eyebrow at the unexpected concern in her voice. Of course, he thought, she was always a bit of a softy. She’d even tried to cheer him up after the chip. “Aside from the standard humiliations and limitations of humanity…” He shrugged “fine.”

Willow nodded and the group stood for a moment unsure of how to proceed. Willow suddenly broke the tense silence. “Something smells really good.”

Buffy’s head went up. “Oh my god, I almost forgot…the cookies.” She hurried into the kitchen. 

Willow watched her with a look of amazement. “You baked cookies?”

Buffy opened the oven and grabbed the potholder; she pulled out the cookie sheet as she responded. “Actually I mostly supervised while Spike…”

Willow and Giles both turned to Spike. 

“What? Had to do somethin’; that girl gets any skinnier we won’t be able to find her.”

Buffy left the cookie sheet on the stove and came back to the loving room. “Oh and you’re one to talk.” She poked him in the side. “What they don’t have blood in L.A.?” She turned back towards Willow and Giles. “They need to cool for a minute, then yummy chocolaty goodness for all.”

“Right. Then perhaps this would be a good time…that is we have some information about your…situation.”

Buffy shrugged. While the whole thing was odd, Spike seemed fine, and she just wasn’t too concerned anymore. She couldn’t help but think that maybe they’d just finally had some good luck. She followed Giles and Willow over to the couch and sat down. 

Willow started. “Umm…I guess first off…Spike is definitely human now, there is nothing of the demon left so…”

Buffy looked over at Spike. He’d sat back in the chair and was looking down as though the conversation didn’t concern him. She was confused by that for a moment before realizing that it wasn’t that he was uninterested in the conversation so much as that he didn’t expect to be a part of it. Too many times they’d made decisions about him without his input. She stood up, walked over to him and sat on the arm of the chair. Taking his hand she looked back at Willow. “But otherwise he’s ok?”

“Yeah…pretty much.”

Buffy frowned. “What does that mean…pretty much?”

“Oh it’s nothing sweetie, just remembering something one of the seers said.”
“And?”

“Oh something about allergies and a…umm” She fought back a grin. “Tendency for nose bleeds, like that guy in Mr Hines Chemistry class remember Buffy, he was always all arghh and then with the tissue and we joked about how all the blood on his clothes probably attracted vamps, and…”

Buffy giggled and looked at Spike. “You were the nose bleed guy?”

“Ah nooo…I was…am…oh bloody hell.” He shook his head. 

Buffy bit her lip and looked back at Willow. “Ok, aside from apparently being a nerd…all normal?”

Spike growled at her remark and yanked her down onto his lap. 

Buffy batted his hand away when he tried to tickle her, but made no effort to get up.

“Yeah…he should do all the normal human stuff now.” Willow turned slightly to speak directly to Spike. “Sorry?”

Spike shrugged and kept Buffy’s hand in his. “Could be worse.”

Willow nodded as she watched the two of them. She remembered noticing that they were closer than she’d ever realized that last year. It had kind of surprised her at the time. She’d known that Buffy had slept with Spike, but it wasn’t until after she’d gotten him back from the first that Willow had considered the possibility that she also talked with him. And then there had been lots of little things; shared jokes and small smiles. But back then it had all been quiet like a secret everyone knew but didn’t really talk about. This was different. Now they looked like a team. Hell, she thought, they were even dressed alike in their blue jeans and blue tees. Since when did Spike wear blue tees?  Willow pushed away the little wisp of jealously; she used to feel like she was part of Buffy’s team. Buffy’s voice broke through her thoughts.

“But I got the impression that he couldn’t…I mean if his soul is …Can he die?”

“Not exactly…but…I don’t think he can really heal anything that a normal human couldn’t.”

Giles finally broke in. “Yes this is one of the things we need to discuss.”

“So if he was hurt…like really hurt… he would…”

“Stay that way, yes.”

“But…”

“If you finalize the claim his…soul will be bound to yours for eternity…it will not be able to leave his body until you die.”

Buffy was overwhelmed for a moment. She was horrified by the possibility that Spike could be stuck in a body that couldn’t heal. She didn’t even notice the other thing that Giles had mentioned. Spike did.

“What do you mean finalize…thought it was done.”

His words caught Buffy’s attention. “Malach didn’t say anything about finalizing or anything, it was just do you accept or relinquish…yada yada.”

“Yes, well perhaps he had hopes that you would not discover that you had to and someone else would be able to claim…erm…well claim Spike’s soul.”

“So how do I do it, finalize it?”

Willow broke in. “It’s not hard…I can get the stuff tomorrow…”

“Yes but certainly it should be discussed first…there are ramifications, this is not something to be taken…”

“I’ve already made the decision Giles; I’m not going to…we don’t know where he…I…made the decision.” She stood up suddenly. “I think the cookies are cooled.” She walked into the kitchen. 

Giles followed her in. “Buffy there are things we don’t know. This is not a natural state. Being…well responsible for two souls, it might drain you or it might upset the balance. This is not a thing that is supposed to occur…”

“Giles that’s the story of my life; I was 15 when I was called. My sister is a mystical key and my friends brought me back from the dead, twice. I am not…Giles, I love…”

“Buffy I ask that you try to remain rational about this. Have you realized that you cannot be separated? The best estimate our seers have is that Spike is physically unable to be more than a dozen miles away from you.”

Buffy took a deep breath before answering quietly. “I don’t want him to be away from me.”

“Buffy, we are talking about eternity. You must be sure that you are not confusing gratitude, however well-earned it might be, with something more. I know that you have… lost a lot of people. I can certainly understand how appealing it might be…to be with…to have someone who cannot leave…but if you do this you will be…”

Giles was cut off by the sound of the front door shutting.

“Spike.”


Chapter 10

Chapter Ten

Thanks to anyone who reviews! :)“Spike.” Buffy pushed past Giles and out the door. “Spike!” She spotted him a short way down the sidewalk and rushed to catch up. “Spike!”

“Just goin’ for a walk pet, wasn’t going far…well I guess now I couldn’t.” He laughed softly and bitterly.

“Spike…I…”

“You should think about what he said…makes sense.”

“No.” She shook her head. Her eyes filled with tears. 

“I was never what you wanted.”

“I love you.”

He turned towards her angrily. “Don’t know me. I don’t even know who the sodding hell I am now.”

“Spike.” She pleaded.

“No not him, not now. Gave him up bit by bit…for you. Human. I was nothing before I was turned Buffy…nothing. No good to you now, you see. Can’t fight now right…not even good for that. Oh yeah…I noticed how you came up with clever little distractions every time I mentioned patrolling. You know it…hell Harris could probably take me out now. Right. Not a big man. Not a big bad. Just nothing.”

“Spike that’s not true…you were…you are a good man. I…”

“But I wasn’t pet…you see. William, he was weak, not bad really, just unwilling to see. Couldn’t be bothered…too wrapped up in his own little world. I was inconsequential luv, just nothing. And now… again.”

“Stop it! Stop…you are not weak. You are…” She shook her head and didn’t bother to hold back her tears. “You are the strongest man I have ever known.”

He scoffed.

“No. It’s my turn. You listen. You say that you were weak and nothing, but it can’t be true. That man did the impossible. He loved so hard he held back a demon and won back his soul. He…you…could never be nothing. You could never be weak. You’re incredible.” 

Spike looked up at her in surprise and she saw the tears flowing freely down his face.

“You have to relinquish the claim pet. You can’t get stuck with me. What happens when you move on…new boy wants to take you away for the weekend. I’ll what, just tag along? Won’t work. Watcher-man is right…can’t just do this cause you’re sad about Angel or feelin’ bad cause I might get what’s comin’ to me.”

“That’s not…”

“Rather be in hell then have you hate me again.”

“Spike, that’s not…I couldn’t…don’t you…” She stopped suddenly, her face paling as she realized the truth. “You don’t, do you? You still don’t believe that I love you.”

He shrugged, his eyes cast downward.

“But the last few days…” Buffy shook her head, fighting back her natural reaction; anger wasn’t going to get her anywhere right now. “Why did you…”

Spike looked up then, stopping her question with a single arched eyebrow. 

They both knew why he’d made love to her; he would do whatever she wanted regardless of his own feelings. He really couldn’t help himself. That’s what it means to be love’s bitch. 

Buffy took a step back as a feeling of revulsion settled in her stomach; he thought she was just using him again, she realized. Worse, she knew it was her fault. She had told him that she couldn’t or wouldn’t love him so many times that it didn’t even seem possible to him. And of course it wasn’t like she had given him any time to get used to the idea this time around, she thought disgustedly; no she had practically jumped him the moment he showed up. ‘Of course he thinks you’re using him. Why wouldn’t he?’ She took a deep breath. “I do. Love you. I understand that you can’t see that and it’s ok…well I mean it’s not ok but…” Her lip trembled for a second before her tears started anew. She fell to her knees, dropped her head to her hands and pleaded in a small strangled voice that sounded nothing like her own. “Please don’t go.”

Spike’s eyes widened at the sight of her small body raked with sobs and kneeling at his feet. He had done this, he realized, he had brought this incredible woman to tears and begging. He was horrified. ‘May be human, but I’m still a monster.’ He dropped down and pulled her into his arms. “Please don’t cry pet; not worth it. I won’t go anywhere. You know that. Couldn’t get rid of me when you tried. Shhh now.” His hand cupped the back of her head and his fingers tangled in her hair. “Shh now.” 

Buffy pulled back so that she could look at him. “I love you. I’m just going to keep saying it until you believe me, and…and I’ll show you, I’ll prove it.” She gave him a shaky little smile. 

He leaned forward, kissed her on the forehead and told himself that it didn’t matter whether she loved him or not; she needed him. At least for right now, she needed him and it was enough.

*******************************************************

Buffy woke up frustrated. They’d all gone to bed soon after she and Spike came back in. She’d set Willow up in her room and pulled out the sofa-bed for Giles. She glanced at the clock and found it was only just past midnight. She turned over to watch Spike sleep. 

She had told him that she didn’t think they should make love again until he believed her, until he knew she loved him. She’d done it for him; she didn’t want him thinking that she was using him, again. She’d wanted him to know that she was willing to wait until he was ready for a change, but he hadn’t looked too pleased. He’d shrugged and nodded and then she’d asked if it would still be okay for her to sleep there with him. When he agreed she’d crawled into the bed and they had lain on their separate sides for several minutes before he groaned and pulled her towards him. He’d spooned her, curling his body around her own, and nuzzled her neck.

 “Ok?” he’d asked quietly and she had snuggled closer in response. They’d both soon fallen asleep; exhausted from the emotional roller coaster they’d ridden all evening.
 
But now, only a few hours later, Buffy was awake again. She was frustrated and she was angry. With herself mostly, she acknowledged. She needed to get rid of some energy. Quietly, so as not wake Spike, she slid out of bed and pulled on a sweatshirt and a pair of sneakers. A moment later she gently shut the front door and began jogging towards the only cemetery she’d seen since coming to town. With any luck, she thought, she’d find something other than herself to fight with.

Ten minutes later Spike woke trembling. He sat up quickly, his breath coming in hard pants and his hands gripping the sheets tightly. 

“Whoa.”

It had been a familiar nightmare and yet different. He’d had dreams, or memories really, about his victims many times since getting his soul back. Hell, he’d had them a few times before the soul, if he were honest. But he was always himself in those dreams; he relived moments from his own perspective. Sure he didn’t always feel like the same person, he often pleaded helplessly with that Spike to stop, but he was looking through his own eyes and feeling with his own hands. This time he’d been her; this time he’d watched himself through her eyes. He was the little Chinese slayer and not the monster that killed her. He’d heard her thoughts and understood her words. He knew that her final thoughts had been of regret, guilt and her mother. He knew that she had taken no pleasure from the fight; it was a duty, an honor even, but never a joy. And when he died by his own hands and fangs, he became another girl fighting the same fight with a different but same monster. But then he wasn’t the girl anymore; he was no one. He was outside watching in, and she was there, and she was hurt, and he woke up.

“Buffy”

He knew without looking that she wasn’t there, that she wasn’t in the house even, though he couldn’t have explained how he knew. It was just a sense. He felt alone, incomplete even, when she wasn’t close. Probably has to do with that whole soul claim mumbo jumbo, he thought getting out of bed. He’d left his jeans on in deference to her ‘let’s not have sex’ plan, so he quickly grabbed a shirt and slid on his boots. He bent his head from side to side, stretching his neck, and headed downstairs.

He moved quietly into the living room and stood still for a moment watching the watcher. The other man hadn’t moved, but Spike knew he was awake.

“How long?”

“Perhaps ten minutes.” He opened his eyes.

“Which way?”

 “I think she headed towards Northwood Cemetery, probably just patrolling.”

“Right.” Spike headed towards the door. 

“Spike, I rather think…” Giles sat up as the door shut and sighed. “Guess it really doesn’t matter what I think.” 

He reached over, felt for his glasses and turned on the lamp. Sitting up, he acknowledged the inevitable feelings of jealousy that now peppered all of his encounters with Spike. It wasn’t his relationship with Buffy, though the loss of their former closeness still stung. No, it was the freedom with which the other man lived. Spike, he’d often thought, did and said whatever he was feeling. It was like he lived without an internal filter, and no matter how many stupid things he did, it always seemed to work out for him. And that, Giles thought with frown, was truly irritating. Certainly he too wanted to follow Buffy. He wanted to make sure she was safe, but he held himself back. He waited.

“What’s going on? I heard the door.”

Giles was startled to find Willow standing in front of him; he hadn’t even heard her coming down the stairs.

“Oh, it’s nothing. Buffy I believe decided to go patrolling and Spike has chased after her.”

“Oh, so things are getting back to normal.” She smiled. 

He let out a small chuckle. “Yes, in a way I suppose…”

“So what’s with the frown-face?”

Giles sighed and shook his head.  “I’m not entirely certain that normal is possible under these circumstances nor am I at all convinced that this is a normal we ought to…”

“She looked good though, didn’t she?”

“What?”

“Buffy. She looked better. Spike made her look better.”

“Perhaps, but…”

“He loves her.” She shrugged, not sure what else to say.

Giles nodded. That was an increasingly hard fact to dispute. 

“And he’s human now…” Willow grinned impishly. “Which makes him about the most normal guy Buffy’s ever dated.”

Giles looked up. “Well yes, that does put this in perspective some doesn’t it…at least she hasn’t…”

“Found another vampire.” She finished his sentence with a giggle.

Giles suddenly remembered the day Buffy told him that she’d been sleeping with Spike and was once again brought to laughter.


Chapter 11

Chapter Eleven

Please remember to review. :) (I know it's like I'm begging at this point.)Spike found Buffy rather easily. He couldn’t smell her track anymore, which frustrated him intensely, but he soon found that if he didn’t think about it he would naturally walk in her direction. He once again chalked it up to the whole soul claim thing, which he decided with a shrug, could have its uses. He’d walked quickly, unnerved by the graphic imagery of the dream. He needed to see that she was safe. 
He’d dreamt of her death before, that hadn’t been new either and yet he knew this was different. This hadn’t been the memory of his failure or his mind creating new situations in which he yet again failed to protect her. Though, those too had often left him shaking. It was, he acknowledged, no doubt for the best that she had no idea how frequently he had crept into her yard and watched her walk by the windows just to assure himself that she was safe or about the many nights he had stood sentry by that tree in her yard. It wasn’t that he didn’t think she could take care of herself; he knew she was a warrior and he respected it. It wasn’t really about her at all. He could admit it to himself when he was feeling honest; protecting her was something he needed to do. He needed it, period.

Once he’d found her, he kept his distance. She was alone, walking the cemetery and clearly trying to look vulnerable. He almost laughed. She did that intentionally, he knew, to try and draw out the baddies when she was looking for a fight. It probably worked too, he thought, though her acting was never going to get an award. 

He followed her for a while and could tell she was getting bored. She’ll give up soon, he thought; she’ll come home and try to pretend that she hadn’t spent the past hour trying to dig up a fight in a dead cemetery. He’d seen her do this all before. It hurt more now that he was the one she was trying to fool. It hurt knowing that she felt the need to try and it hurt knowing that she still thought she could. He knew her too well. For the millionth time he thought that if only she could see that; that if only she knew how wholly he knew and loved her that she might just love him too.

He saw it before she did. Or not so much saw it as sensed it. He’d climbed a tree so that he could watch over the whole place without her hearing him follow and was silently observing her wanderings when something made him look over his shoulder. It wasn’t a noise, it was more a pull, he realized while sizing the man up. He couldn’t have explained why he knew it was a vampire, he didn’t recognize him or smell him and the man wasn’t dressed in any way that advertised his undead status. Yet, Spike was sure. He glanced quickly back towards Buffy and was about to shout over to her when she froze and turned slowly towards the man. She knew too, he realized; slayers often have some ability to sense vampires when they are near. He fought back the urge to go over and help. She didn’t need it. Buffy had quickly edged towards the vampire and had taken him by surprise. Spike watched as she clearly allowed several opportunities to stake him pass by. She was taking her time, he knew, though he suspected she wouldn’t admit it. She needed the release the fight brought her. He understood in a way few others could.

He dropped down from the tree and walked over while she was still distracted. By the time she finally dusted the vamp, he was only a few feet away. “Feeling better now pet?”

Buffy turned quickly and looked up, surprised. “Spike, what are you…it’s not…you shouldn’t…”

He cut her off with an arched brow. “Not really plannin’ on lecturing me ‘bout all the nasties that prowl at night are you luv?”

Buffy blushed and looked away. He still had the ability to make her feel like a child at times. Which, she supposed, wasn’t all that surprising given that he was well over a hundred years her senior. Really, she thought, it was more surprising that it wasn’t the case all the time. It had been with Angel. She’d grown frustrated with his condescension repeatedly. With Spike though she generally felt like they were the same age, like they were both still trying to get a handle on the same stuff. Well maybe different stuff, she corrected, but the same level stuff. Great, she thought, I can’t even explain my feelings to myself. She mumbled. “It’s not the same now.”

He sighed. “Do you think I don’t know that?” 

He sounded more weary than angry, so she relaxed a touch. “I know you want to help, but…” She trailed off not wanting to say the words.

“Yeah, pet, I get it. Just human. But, for the record, I‘d rather watch from the sidelines then wake up alone. Just a thing I got. Man goes to sleep with a pretty girl in his bed; he likes to think she’ll stick around ‘till he wakes up.” He gave a wry smile and a shrug.

She blushed again. “Sorry. I just…”

“You were just feeling all restless and frustrated and needed a fight. I get it pet; wouldn’t mind a good brawl myself right now.”

“Spike…” She began.

“You ready to head back or you wanna try and find another?”

Buffy shook her head. “Pretty sure this is a vamp-free zone now.”

“Never been a particularly active part of town.” He shrugged.

“Oh.”

“I can point out a few spots worth checking.”

“Maybe tomorrow?”

“Sure pet.”

*************************************************************

Buffy looked up from her spot on the couch to see Willow and Giles walk in from the street. “Did you get everything?” She asked anxiously.

Willow gave her a little smile and shook her head no. “Sorry sweetie.” She shrugged. “Turns out a couple of the things we need aren’t so easy to get as I thought.” At Buffy’s concerned look, she continued. “The magic store is ordering it for me. It won’t take more than a couple of days.”

Buffy glanced at Giles and couldn’t help but wonder if the delay was caused by an inability to get the ingredients or by his desire for her to reconsider.

Willow caught her suspicious look. “Turns out I was a bit spoiled in SunnyD with an excellently stocked magic shop.” She slid her hand around Giles’ arm.

Giles acknowledged her obvious show of support with a small but warm smile. “Yes, well, that is particularly surprising considering the tendency for my stock to simply walk away unaccounted for.” 

Both girls glanced away guiltily.

Giles chuckled. 

Spike put the game controller in his hands down and turned to look at Willow. “Is there any reason for the rush? Am I gonna disappear or …” He shrugged.

“No I think we have some time.” She smiled “actually, I think we have forty days from when you were first returned.”

Spike chuckled. “Is that right?”

Willow giggled and nodded. 

“Don’t suppose I have any new talents do I? Maybe that water and wine thing?”

“Don’t know. But if you wanna try, I prefer a smooth white.”

Buffy watched the two dissolve into laughter again with a confused expression. “Umm anybody want to explain what that was all about?”

Giles shook his head and sighed. “Forty days has a great deal of significance for most Christian religions. In this…” he gestured between Willow and Spike “scenario it would appear Spike is the figure of …Christ.”

The distaste in his tone sent the two into another, somewhat quieter, fit of laughter.

Buffy shook her head. “Why do all my friends have to be nerds?”

“Oi!” Spike turned to her. “I’ll have you know I was at Woodstock.”

Buffy giggled. “That doesn’t so much make you cool as old Spike.”

Spike gaped at her for a second. “That hurts slayer; that hurts.”

Buffy giggled softly and shook her head at Spike’s performance. She turned back to Willow and stood up. “You’re sure you’ll be able to get the stuff soon?”

“Yep. It’s all under control.” She grinned. “How rarely do I get to say that?”

Buffy smiled back. They certainly didn’t get to say things like that often enough. Or they did, and just didn’t mean it. She glanced back to Giles, who was still standing just inside the front door. He looked uncomfortable, she realized with a small sigh. Of course, she knew that was nothing new; their relationship had never really recovered after he’d tried to stall her so that Robin could kill Spike. Actually, if she was going for really honest; things hadn’t been very good since he’d tried telling her that she might have to kill Dawn. A wry grin spread across her lips. See, she thought, if he’d just stop trying to off the people I love everything would be fine. But as confident as she was with her views, she also knew that things weren’t simple. She understood that he had meant well. Maybe, she thought, I should tell him that. The question of how still remained though. How do you tell your teacher that you know better then he does? And how do you do it gently? More importantly, how do you tell him that you still need him? She took a step towards him. “It looks almost sunny out there.”

Giles looked up at her and nodded. “Yes. It is quite pleasant out.”

“Seems like a crime to just waste it. Do you maybe want to take a walk?”

Giles looked startled for a moment before nodding. “Well yes, yes a walk would be fine.”

Willow smiled and watched as Buffy walked over to the couch to grab her sweater. She noted the quick glance Buffy gave Spike and his small nod in response and wondered if it was important or just a ‘see you later’. She missed silent communication; she and Tara had had that. They hadn’t needed to say the words to hear them. Of course, Willow acknowledged, I can chat psychically with anyone but it really isn’t the same thing. She turned slightly to watch her best friends head out and sent a small prayer to the goddesses to help them talk to each other.


Chapter 12

Chapter Twelve

Thanks to all of my reviewers. :)Buffy walked through the door Giles was holding open and glanced back at him over her shoulder. 

“Spike said that Kensal Green Cemetery has always been pretty hoppin’. It’s still a good bit before dark but we could go scope it out if…if you want. You know find the best vamp nesting spots and what not.”

“You’re planning on patrolling later then?” Giles said with a tone of moderate surprise.

“Yeah.” Buffy shrugged and looked up at him. “I can’t really help it you know; it’s who I am: the slayer.” She smiled. “Even if I’m just one of the many slayers now.”

Giles nodded and gave her a warm smile. “I suspect I shall always think of you as the slayer as well.”

“I don’t really need a watcher anymore.” She blurted out in a frank tone.

He gave her a small smile and a nod. “I’m well aware.”

“But that…it doesn’t mean I don’t still need you.” She turned and stopped in front of him. “You, Willow, Xander; you’re my family. Just as much as Dawn is; you’re…my family.” She shrugged again. “I still need you.”

Giles swallowed sharply and looked at the ground for a moment. It really wouldn’t do to make a scene right here on the street. “I’m…it is very nice to hear that; you know that I don’t…that I…”   He sighed. “I care about you very much Buffy; perhaps that is the very problem, I’ve come to think of you as more like a... a…”

“daughter?”

“Watchers are supposed to avoid becoming too emotionally attached to their slayers.”

Buffy smiled. “I think we did pretty good.”

He smiled back. “Yes, I think we rather did.”

“I still…I respect your opinion…it’s not…” She shook her head. She hated trying to explain herself. “I love him Giles. I’m not sending him to…I love him.” She met his eyes. “I’ve already made up my mind. I need you to…to try to…”

“Support your decision.” He finished for her with a quick nod of his head. “Very well. You will however forgive me if I remain concerned.”

“That’s what families do.”

Giles gave her another small smile and thought, not for the first time, that it was a shame Joyce wasn’t here to see the woman that Buffy had become. He considered Joyce a remarkable woman in her own right; after all, not everyone could raise a young woman who would gracefully accept the duty to protect the world as her own. “If I’m not mistaken Kensal Green is up this way; though I think it is quite a walk.”

“I’m up for it if you are.”

“Very well.”
*********************************************************

Willow stepped out of the shower and dried her hair. She’d risen early that morning to scope out the local magic supply shops and hadn’t wanted to wake anyone so she’d forgone a shower until now. She’d made it up to herself by spending an extra long time under the hot water. It might be nice outside by London standards, she thought, but she was a California girl and she didn’t like feeling chilly. She quickly slipped on her underwear, a pair of jeans and a cozy sweater. She considered applying a touch of makeup, but decided not to bother. She did however smooth some cream on to her face and hands; it was one of the few lessons from her mother that had stuck; Willow Rosenberg always moisturized. She dug through her bag and pulled out a pair of thick and brightly colored socks. “Perfect” She exclaimed to herself. “These should keep my footsies nice and snug.” 

Sitting on the edge of the bed to pull them on, Willow considered giving Xander and Dawn a call. She rather quickly decided against it; they still didn’t really know what had happened and she wasn’t feeling like dealing with their reactions. She silently promised to call them soon. 

Choosing instead to make some lunch, she headed down the stairs. She noticed that Spike was still sitting on the couch and walked over to see if he wanted to join her. It might be awkward, she acknowledged, but it appeared the he was here to stay and that she should make an effort to be friendly. “Hey, do you want…”

Reaching the couch she realized that he was asleep and turned to leave before she woke him. Willow was halfway to the kitchen when she heard him yell. Running back in, she realized that he was still asleep, though it was obviously not peaceful. Spike had clenched both fists and raised his arms defensively in front of his face and chest. He looked scared, she thought, and he was muttering in what she thought sounded like Italian. When he yelled a second time, Willow decided that she’d better try to wake him up. She glanced warily at his fisted hands and tried to decide upon the method that was least likely to gain her a black eye. 

“Spike.” She started in a soothing but firm tone. “Wake up.” She reached for his hands and tried to gently lead them back to his lap. “You’re dreaming Spike. Wake up. It’s okay.”

He awoke with a start and a push that sent her stumbling backwards. He leapt up from the couch and studied her for a moment, while trying to catch his breath.

Willow kept her eyes on him while she stood back up slowly. “You were dreaming. You’re awake now.” Taking in his confused expression, her eyes narrowed slightly. “Right?”

He nodded. “Yeah. I’m awake. Sorry about…” He nodded again.

“Hey that’s okay. It looked like you were having a real doozey of a nightmare, I just thought…”

He nodded again and looked away, his eyes settling on the stairs. “Yeah thanks, I’ll just umm…”

“You wanna bite?”

His head swung back. “What? You know that I’m not…have you gone mad?”

Willow’s eyes widened slightly as she realized the misunderstanding. “I meant like ‘Do you want to grab a bite?’ like food.” Her shoulders fell dejectedly. “I was going to make myself a sandwich and I thought maybe you’d like one too. Buffy has a tendency to forget about meals, so if you’re only eating when she does…I just thought…I didn’t mean like bite, bite, ‘cause obviously now you wouldn’t…”

Spike smiled slightly at the girls nervous babbling. “Sure Red, that’d be…all right.”


Chapter 13

Chapter Thirteen

Thanks for reading-thanks bunches for reviewing.Spike followed Willow into the kitchen and stood off to the side watching while she surveyed the contents of the pantry and the fridge. She turned back to him still holding open the refrigerator door. 

“What do ya think? Tuna, turkey…”

He shrugged. Food tasted different to humans. He wasn’t all that sure which he’d prefer. He gave her a sheepish look. “I like grilled cheese.”

Willow smiled. “Grilled cheese is definitely doable, ooh and…” she shut the refrigerator and went back to the pantry. After a few seconds of rummaging she turned back to him, holding up a can triumphantly. “Tomato soup. Can’t really have grilled cheese without tomato soup right?”

He gave another shrug and Willow noted how much quieter he seemed now. Used to be you couldn’t get him to stop talking, she thought and wondered what else was different about him now that he was human. He still looked the same and sounded the same. He definitely still looked at Buffy the same way. Of course, she thought, getting his soul back hadn’t made him seem all that different either, just sadder and maybe a bit less confident. She shook off the thoughts and held out the can to him. “You make the soup and I’ll do the sandwiches.”

Spike took the can from her hand and set about finding the can opener and a pot to warm it in. They worked in companionable silence for a few moments and were soon sitting at the table dipping their crusts into warm soup. 
Willow watched him for a moment and giggled. 

“What?” Spike looked down at himself and that back at her quizzically.

“It’s just you with the mug of steamy red liquid…kinda like old times only you know without the death threat part.” 
Willow cringed inwardly when she heard herself. She was hoping to get him talking and inappropriate jokes were probably not helpful. 

Spike’s expression was unreadable for a moment. He raised an eyebrow. “That’s just ‘cause you didn’t burn the sandwiches.” He gave her a faux menacing glance, laughed softly and shook his head. “I'm sorry about that you know…the whole trying to kill…I’m not the same man, I…”

Willow cut him off. “I know. You don’t need to explain.” she shook her head “it’s done.”

He gave her a small smile and a grateful nod. How do you apologize for trying to kill someone? Sorry seemed pretty pointless.

They were almost done with lunch, Willow realized. She decided that she’d better just jump in. “That seemed like quite a doozey…your dream that is.”

He nodded and looked away.

She sighed. “I’m not trying to pry…or I am I guess…I’m just wondering if it’s connected to the whole claim thingy. Dreams are usually more important than we think they are, like a lot of beings talk through dreams and sometimes we tell ourselves things that we didn’t even realize that we already knew, and …”

He cut off her rambling. “Had them before, but they’re different know.” 

“Worse?”

“Sometimes…but mostly just different and more often.” He sighed. “It’s like they’re not mine.”

“Not your dreams.”

He nodded. “Yeah. Like I’m reliving someone else’s worst moments. Final moments”

Willow looked thoughtful for a moment. “Whose?”

“Changes.” He focused his eyes on the table. “Sometimes I’m the one from China, or Dana, or …her, her …sometimes…” He looked at her straight on. “I think they’re all slayers.”

Willow nodded. “You’re dreaming that you’re a slayer.”

“Yeah. Usually one getting’ herself killed by some baddie.” He shook his head.

Willow nodded again and bit her lip. 

Spike tilted his head to the side and leaned towards her slightly. “Do you think it’s connected? ”

“Maybe. I should look into a few things okay.”

He leaned back and nodded.

“Have you talked about them with Buffy?”

“Not really. She knows I sometimes have …she doesn’t know the slayer part. I just don’t want her getting worried or…” He sighed.

“I know, but you should talk to her. She’d want to know and she wouldn’t like to think that you’re keeping stuff from her; she kinda has some trust issues;”

Spike winced at Willow’s unknowing reminder of the afternoon he had finally felt like a monster. Her voice still rang in his ears. I could never trust you enough… Ask me again why I could never love you. He tried to hold off the shudder and answered quietly. “I know.” Because I’m the reason she has them, he added to himself. 

***********************************************************

Buffy climbed out of the cab and headed for the front door grumbling as each step made a sloppy sloshing sound. 

 “Supernatural grace my ass” She muttered as Giles paid and tipped the driver handsomely.

 He tried not to laugh at his swamp-covered chosen one, but he couldn’t quite hide a small grin. He followed her into the townhouse and watched as Willow and Spike took in the muddy and dripping slayer. 

Willow stood up. “Was there a demon?”

“Are you hurt?” Spike’s eyes quickly slid up and down her body searching for signs of injury.

Buffy brushed off their concerns with a brisk “I’m fine” and headed towards the stairs. 

“Is it still out there?”

Buffy grumbled.

“What? Buffy?” Willow looked at her with a confused expression.

Buffy sighed and gave her a long suffering glare. “It wasn’t a demon. Everything’s fine and I would like a shower ok?” She headed up the stairs.

“Then how…what was it?” Willow turned to Giles.

“I believe the villain was a …squirrel.” He took in the expressions on Willow and Spike’s faces and laughed. “Buffy was up on the roof of a crypt when she heard something watching her. Naturally she attempted to investigate by climbing onto a nearby tree. The branch gave out and Buffy unfortunately fell into the swamp.”

Spike nodded. “That would explain the smell.”

Willow giggled. “I am so telling Buffy you said that.”

He paled. “You wouldn’t.”

She did her best impression of an evil glare. 

He smirked. “Do it and you’re translatin’ that relocation spell on you own. Hope you’re good with tenses; it’d be a shame to screw that up and relocate in pieces.”

Willow frowned. “You already said that you’d help with that. You can’t just take it back.”  She’d been thrilled to discover that Spike knew Ancient Greek, as hers was even worse than her Latin. It turned out that Spike had been seriously holding out on her over the years; he spoke at least seven languages.

“Guess I’m still a bit evil then.”  He waggled an eyebrow at her.

Willow shook her head and laughed. 

Spike glanced up the stairs and then back at her. “I’d better make sure she isn’t more hurt then she’s lettin’ on.” Ignoring Willow’s laugh he bounded up the stairs.

Giles rolled his eyes. It would seem, he thought, that Spike has now charmed himself into Willow’s good graces. He watched as the still grinning woman settled back onto the couch with her book and sighed. He knew defeat when he saw it.


Chapter 14

Chapter Fourteen
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“I’m fine, or I will be once I scrub everywhere. Gross slimy cemetery.”

He laughed. “Need some help?” 

Buffy smiled for a second before remembering her rule. She frowned. Stupid rule, stupid Buffy, she thought, but she was determined not to screw up this chance with him. “No, I’m good. Almost done actually.”

“Right. I’ll just leave you to it then.” Spike closed the door and walked over to the bedroom.

He was sitting on the bed when she came in a few moments later. 

She tightened the arm holding up her towel. “Spike. I umm…I need to get dressed.”

He nodded. “I really think I should just check and make sure you’re not hurt.”

She looked at him as though he’d lost his mind. “I’m fine. I fell out of a tree. I’m not even scraped up.”

“Still…” he stood up “you can never be too careful.” He moved towards her, smooth as a jungle cat, and leaned down to whisper in her ear. “I think I should give you a good look over, just in case.”

Buffy trembled as his warm breath brushed against her neck. She swallowed and stepped back. “Spike, we said that we wouldn’t…we can’t…” She trailed off when he closed the space between them again.

“Never really been one for rules.”

“I just don’t want you to think that I’m using you for…I don’t want to hurt you again.”

Spike gave a low chuckle. 

“What?”

“I’m trying to avoid the obvious response Buffy.”

“Which is?”

“Not touching you does hurt me.” He looked down and shook his head in frustration. “Whenever you leave the house, hell whenever you leave the room,  I feel like I’m missing a part of my soul. It’s like I’m not real. The only time any of this…” he gestured towards himself and then around the room “feels right is when I’m with you.”

“Because of the claim, Willow said that distance might…” 

“No, Buffy, because I love you.”

“Spike…” Her eyes welled.

“Don’t you see? I don’t even know who I am, what kind of man…but I know that I love you. Do you have any idea how terrifying that is? To love like that.”

Buffy nodded and let the tears fall. “I think it’s always scary Spike. Love. I’m always scared, but you, you’re the brave one. That’s who you are. You say you don’t know what kind of man you are, but I do. You’re brave and no matter how scary it is you love, you love with everything you have, I don’t know anyone else who loves like that…I want to...for you, you deserve that kind of love. And…and  you’re kind; you always worry about everyone else more than yourself. You took care of Dawnie and Mom, and you took care of me, again and again. And you’re strong, Spike, you’re so strong.”

He was crying now and he didn’t bother to try and hide it. “I’m not. That was the demon, Buffy, I’ve never been strong. If I was I wouldn’t have hurt you. I never wanted to but I did, I was weak and …bad. I’m not…”


“No Spike. No.” She shook her head vehemently. “You knew it was wrong and you made sure that the demon would never be stronger than you again. You are a good man.”

“What if I don’t know how to be a man anymore?” The question came out quietly but clearly. 

Buffy looked at him surprised. She’d realized that the whole newly human thing was odd for him but she hadn’t realized how much it was bothering him until that moment. Of course it would, the voice in her head sighed with frustration, how would you handle it if you suddenly weren’t a slayer? She’d only been a slayer for a decade, she thought, but she wasn’t so sure she could handle being anything else; he hadn’t been human for a century and she had just assumed that once he got over the shock he’d be thrilled. Why, the voice asked, because it’s better for you? He liked being a vampire. He told you as much. “You want to be a vampire.”

“I’m not saying…”

“No. You do. It’s ok. I get it.” She nodded like the whole thing was finally becoming clear.

“I’m not…”

“I don’t think you can lose the soul. I’ll talk with Willow, maybe she knows how you can get turned back.”

“Buffy?” He looked at her with a baffled expression. 

“I want you to be happy. If you want to be a vampire…” She shrugged.

“I want you.”

“I’m not asking you to choose.”

Spike’s eyes widened. “You’re saying you’d still want me.”

“I love you.”



Spike tilted his head and squinted slightly. “You want me to be a vampire again so I can help you with the fight? ‘Cause I’m not…”

Buffy shook her head. “No. I…I want to make this clear. Sit down.” She pushed gently on his arm. 

He stepped back slowly and sat on the bed again. She followed, tightening the towel and tucking its edge firmly so that she wouldn’t need to hold it anymore. She pushed him again so that he slid further onto the bed and then climbed up and sat on his knees. She took his hands and leaned back slightly so that she could meet his eyes. “I’m glad that you came back human. I like…I like listening to your heartbeat and I like seeing you blush and…” She took a tremulous breath “… and I like being able to hold you hand in the park in the middle of a sunny afternoon. I like all of that and I like…I like it, but I don’t need it. I need you. I love you and I want you and I’ll take you however I can get you. If…you need…”

He cut her off. His hands gripped her shoulders and he pulled her closer. His mouth met hers for a quick hard kiss. “Oh god Buffy.” He kissed her again. She’d stunned him. He couldn’t form words; he poured his spinning emotions into their kiss. She loves me. The knowledge hit him head on and he shook at its impact. She loves me. He continued to kiss her.

She pulled away and he tried to tug her back. “Spike please.”

Her words broke through the cloud of emotion, he froze and gave her a confused and terrified glance. 

“Please.” She repeated, giving his shirt a tug. “I need to touch you.”

Finally realizing that she meant to take off his shirt, he pulled back and yanked it over his head. He reached out to pull her back into his arms but she evaded. “Buffy?” Her name came out as a whisper in a voice that didn’t sound like his own.

“Lie back.” She reached forward and pressed her hands against his chest, giving him a light shove. “I want to love you.”

Unable to do anything else, he complied, lying back on the bed and watching as Buffy looked at his chest. She ghosted a hand across his skin and looked up to meet his eyes. “You’re beautiful.”
 
He smiled and shook his head. “Rubbish compared to you.”

“No.” She slid her hand down and traced the circle of his bellybutton. Leaning forward she placed a soft kiss on his stomach and smiled at his groan. Buffy reached for the button of his jeans, pausing briefly with her fingertips pressed just under the denim. Her eyes met his. “I love you.” She waited, hoping he would accept it.

Spike could feel his eyes start to well again. He took a deep breath, clenched his teeth and nodded. 

It was enough; Buffy undid the button, but not the zipper of his jeans. Black ones today, she noted briefly before realizing that he’d actually gone back to the all black as soon as Willow and Giles had arrived. It’s a costume; he’s said that before, she remembered distantly. She ran her hands down his denim covered thighs and then turned away to tug off his boots and socks.

He reached for her when she turned back, wanting desperately to hold her against his chest for a moment before flipping them both and burying himself deep inside her. But she pulled away once again. 

He groaned loudly and she grinned. “My way this time.” She reached back upwards, lightly caressing him through the denim for a second before carefully lowering his zipper. She pulled off his jeans and then wiggled back to study her achievement. 

She ran her eyes up and down his body with such a serious expression, that when she finally met his eyes again and said “I like you this way.” he couldn’t help but laugh. 

“Naked you mean, luv?”

“Hmm…definitely naked and mine.”

He shuddered at the suddenly lustful look in her eyes. “Always knew you wanted my hot little body pet.” He smirked, but only for a second.

Buffy leaned over and took him into her mouth. 

Spike moaned and threw his head back. This was different, he thought threading his hands into her hair. Note to self, her way is good. “Oh god, pet…that’s…oh…I don’t …you…I…oh god.”

She placed a light kiss on the tip, sat up and smiled. “Like that don’t you.”

He nodded dazedly.

“Umm…how about this?” She slipped her leg across his lap and settled herself on him with a smooth slide downwards.

He gripped her hips and watched as she began to move in a leisurely rhythm. “Yeah…” he said “…that’s good too. Your way…goo…” She started moving faster and he completely forgot what he’d been saying. 

He only lasted a few more moments before reaching up and flipping them both so that he was on top. He smiled at her look of irritation and kissed her neck before whispering. “I just want to hold you luv. It’s the best part.”

Buffy felt a shiver at his words and smiled. It was hard to argue with that. 


Buffy woke a short time later still wrapped in his arms. She snuggled closer and listened to his breathing. It was still slow and steady, but she could tell that he was awake as well. She turned to look at him and smiled. “That was…”

He grinned backed lazily. “Yeah.”

She laughed softly and reached up to cup the side of his face. Her expression turned serious. “I love you.”

He smiled. “I know Buffy. I love you too.”

She stretched up and kissed him softly. “I know.” She turned and snuggled back into his embrace. She waited a moment before speaking again. “So I guess we should talk to Willow and see if she has any ideas on how you can…”

“No.”

Buffy sat up and looked at him confusedly. “What do you mean? I thought…”

“Buffy, I don’t want to be a vampire. I want…I want to be…you deserve a man and I want to be that.” He sat up and reached tentatively for her hands. 

She took his hands and squeezed them lightly. “I told you; I don’t need you be anything but you.”

“I know pet, and it was best thing anyone’s ever said to me. Hearing you …” He shook his head in amazement. “But you don’t understand. I want to be a man Buffy; I want to be ... I just don’t know. Men have jobs, and insurance and lawn mowers…I…” He shrugged. 

Buffy smiled brightly, relief over his desire to be alive rushing through her. “Spike, I don’t expect you to be a nine to fiver.” She shook her head and reached out with both hands to cup his face. She kissed him quickly. “You just got back. You don’t have to know everything now. I don’t have it all figured. We can do it together. You and me; we can figure out our life together. It can be what we want. Okay?”

He nodded and smiled. “’kay pet.”  He leaned over and kissed her thoroughly before gripping her shoulders firmly and pulling back. “I need you to…”

“What?” She took in his serious expression quizzically. “Spike?”

“I need you to understand that I can’t… not help you fight.” He held up a hand to prevent her from speaking. “It’s about me, not you this time luv. This is about me. This…” he gestured at himself and at her “…I didn’t earn this. I was just lucky, damn lucky. I don’t deserve it. I didn’t…I can’t pretend that I got the whole redemption thing. I’m not sure if I could ever really…I can’t forget what I was, the evil that I did. I need to help. I can’t be living and not try. I can’t be the man you deserve, I can’t be your partner, if I’m not even…”

She leaned over and kissed him. She had tears running slowly down her cheeks. “I get it, Spike. It scares me that you could get hurt, but I get it. And I respect it. We’ll…we’ll figure that out too okay?”

“So when you go patrolling later?”

Buffy took a deep breath. “You’ll come. If that’s what you want…because I’m respecting your choices.” She gave him a big smile. “See me respecting your decisions?”

He laughed and pulled her up against him. “Yeah I’m seein’ it. How about we see to your respectin’ my other stuff too?”

She laughed as he pushed her down on the bed. “That doesn’t even make sense, Spike.”

He shrugged. “Did it work anyway?” He leaned down to run kisses along her collarbone. 

“Looks like.”

“Well then.” He brushed her hair back and kissed her forehead and then both cheeks. Maybe you love me?”

“I love you Spike.”

He looked at her smiled and cast his eyes downward. “I know. Maybe…maybe sometimes you could call me William…you know not in front of…” He looked up, blushing, and found her smiling. He shrugged. “If you want.”

“William.” She repeated his name softly.

He nodded.

“I love you.”


Chapter 15

Chapter Fifteen

Reviews are more than welcome. ;)Buffy zipped up her sweatshirt and glanced at the clock. It had gotten late fast. Of course, she thought with a smile, that happens when you spend the whole afternoon in bed. She reached for her hair brush and quickly pulled her hair back into a high ponytail. When they’d finally gotten up to answer their biological need for food Spike had been commandeered by Willow to help translate some spell. She’d been highly tempted to try and slip out for patrol while he was distracted and busy, but she’d resisted knowing that it was going to happen sooner or later and that she’d might as well get used to it. In a way, she acknowledged that her fears were silly. She had taken other people: Xander, Dawn, the potentials, on patrol before. They didn’t have super strength and realistically Spike had more knowledge and understanding. At the same time though she knew that with the others the worse thing that could happen was death and for Spike… she shivered and tried to put the thought of him trapped inside a body that was unable to heal itself aside. She reached for her boots.

Spike watched as she bent to pull them on and took a moment to enjoy the view. He smiled; his girl had a lovely ass. He refocused on her action and frowned slightly. “Pet?”

She turned. “Hmm?”

“Just wondering why you don’t wear tennies, I mean the heels are right sexy but…” He shrugged.

Buffy laughed softly and stood up. “Really don’t get women do you?”

Spike gave her an ‘isn’t it obvious’ look.

“It’s really not about being sexy, well sometimes it’s about being sexy, but mostly it’s about power.”

He looked skeptical. 

“When I pull on these boots I feel ready to kick some baddie ass. It’s kind of…well it’s like you with that old duster.”

“Oi, the duster was very practical; leather can protect your skin from all sorts of nasty.”

She giggled and stepped closer, stretching up to kiss him. “I see.” She concurred with only a hint of condescension. She turned and walked over to the dresser. She picked up the stakes and walked back. “Besides…” she continued “…I’m short and most of what I fight isn’t; having a few extra inches is never a bad thing.”

Spike took the stake she handed him and frowned again. “Do you wish I was taller?”

Buffy gave him an odd look. “No.” She shook her head. This new insecure Spike was going to take some getting used to. She didn’t mind. In fact, she found it pretty endearing, but it was definitely an adjustment after getting used to his typically arrogant self. 

He looked away. “Angel was tall.” He said in a small voice.

“I don’t want you to be Angel. I want you be you.” She said it firmly. “Besides we just established that I’m short, why would I want your mouth to be even harder to reach?” She leaned into him and kissed him hard to illustrate her point. 

“Fair point luv.” He nodded. “Might need you to show me that a few more times.”

“I think that can be arranged.”

He pulled her closer, fitting her body to his and deepened the kiss. She pulled away a few moments later.

“Later. Patrol now. Kiss later.”

He gave her a long suffering look but nodded and followed her down the stairs.

Buffy smiled when she found her two friends both still set up with books and notes in the living room. Their work looked dreadfully boring to her but they both had small smiles on their faces. 

Willow looked up at Buffy when she came in. “Hey, you off to do some patrolling action?”

“Yep, vampires of London beware.”

“Did you want a little back up? I can run upstairs and be ready in a jiffy.”

“That’s okay Will; I’ve got back up.” She gestured towards Spike.

Willow’s eyes widened. “Oh...good.” She nodded but reached out to Buffy’s mind to talk at the same time. ‘Really, I thought you were kinda freaked about him getting hurt?”

Buffy focused on answering Willow’s question in her head without changing her facial expression. ‘He’s an adult who can make his own choices?’ Her mind-voice took on a pleading tone.

‘Oh so it’s killing you then?’ Willow’s response was followed with the sound of a soft laugh.

‘Little bit.’ Buffy confirmed. ‘I’m trying to do things right this time.’ She explained briefly, knowing that Willow would understand; they’d spent plenty of time discussing what went wrong with Buffy’s relationships.

‘I was just surprised sweetie; I think it’s a good idea. You’ll have to be careful though, he probably has no idea how fast or strong he is as a human. He needs to get used to the change before he can fight.’ Maybe, Willow amended to herself, or maybe not. She was working on something, but she wasn’t ready to share just yet. Well, not so much working on as trying to figure something out, she thought with a smile. She had a feeling things were going to get even more interesting around here.

Buffy was about to answer when Spike spoke. “I do know that you’re doing that whole telepathic chatter thing about me; I’m not an idiot.”

Willow and Buffy looked sheepish and Giles bit his lip to keep from laughing. Though he wasn’t sure which he found funnier, Spike’s assertion of intelligence or his seeing through the girls’ plan to leave him out of the conversation. 

Buffy looked back towards Spike. “Are you ready?”

“Born ready baby.”

She rolled her eyes and they headed out.

They walked quickly to the cemetery that Buffy and Giles had scouted out earlier. “There is definitely a whole nest up there.” Buffy pointed toward a mausoleum. “We saw signs earlier but it was shut solid so aside from blowing a huge chunk out of the place…” She trailed off thinking that since they’d made the whole of Sunnydale a crater, she’d been a bit more hesitant to cause property damage.

Spike nodded. “So we just wait for them to come out to feed.”

“Yep.” Buffy looked up at him, smiled warmly and bit her lip. “I know you want to help, but we don’t…”

Spike cut her off. “I don’t know how to fight as a human. I know. I’ll play at watcher tonight; stay out of the way unless you get in trouble.”

Buffy nodded gratefully.

“But I’m not saying that’ll be the way of it for always. I can learn how to fight as a human Buffy.”

Buffy nodded again. “I know.” She leaned up to kiss him. It was too hard not to when he had that determined expression on.

A moment later he pulled back and both their heads turned towards the sound of rustling and talking coming from a small forested area to the side of the mausoleum.

“They must have gone out earlier; they’re already heading back.”

Spike nodded though Buffy’s eyes were focused on the woods. He tried to figure out how many vamps were headed their way. Three, he thought with a relieved smile, she can handle three. He edged off to the side a bit to blend in with the shadows, but stayed close enough to enjoy the show. He loved watching her fight. She was such a perfect blend of grace and fury, technique and style. 

Buffy took out the first one before any of the vamps had even realized she was there. A quick stake to the heart left her a pile of dust and two startled and angry vampires to go. These two were pretty young, she thought, kicking one to the side and focusing on a rapid exchange of blows with the second. 

“Who are you?” Vampire Two demanded.

Buffy edited her thoughts; they weren’t just young. These two must be infants if they didn’t know what a slayer was these days; they hadn’t exactly been keeping a low profile. “Oh I’m just a girl.” She responded while kicking one to the ground and pressing her foot into his neck. She reached for her stake. “A girl who is kicking your ass, but just a girl.” She pressed the stake through his chest and twirled to toss off the vamp who’d try to grab her from behind. She was having fun.

Spike grinned as he watched his girl dust the second. She was playing a bit, getting out some of her frustration. A part of him wanted to join her, but the watching was enough for tonight. Just a girl my ass, he thought with a shake of his head, she was simply the most amazing woman he’d ever seen. And, his heart sang, she wanted him. 

“I’m impressed.” She told the last vamp.

He looked surprised and ducked her right hook. “Really?”

“Yeah, most of the time you guys run once I kill all your friends. You must be really brave…or you know really stupid.”

Angered by her taunt, the final vamp fell easily into her trap and quickly met a dusty end.

Spike gave her a short round of applause. “Gorgeous luv, though they didn’t exactly make the race proud did they?”

“No right? And they made me feel all old.”

“Come again.”

“The vamps never used to look younger than me, but lately…”

“Lately you look even more beautiful.”

Buffy tried to roll her eyes but gave in instead to the temptation to kiss him. “You have to say that because you’re my boyfriend.”

“Damn right.” He pulled her closer and tugged her earlobe between his lips.

She moaned softly when he kissed her neck pulling gently on her pulse point. 

He knew that even though it hadn’t been much of a workout the excitement had her heart racing. He knew it, even though he could no longer hear her heart and smell the blood racing through her veins. He knew it simply because he knew her. He also knew that it was a rare day indeed when she admitted to finding slaying fun, that she usually claimed it was just her job. He knew she was usually lying. Her denial alternately frustrated and delighted him, which was a clear sign of how much he loved her.

Buffy gasped when he slid his hands up under the back of her shirt and shivered slightly as his air-cooled hands ran along her warm skin. A small part of her reveled in the familiarity of the sensation; she had always enjoyed the coolness of his skin when she hers was warmed from a fight. 

He pulled her closer and claimed her lips again; pondering the possibility that she would give the go ahead for a go around right there. It didn’t happen often but it had happened and Spike was thinking tonight was a lovely time for a replay. He reached up to pull the band out of her hand and then froze. His head swung towards the trees. “There’s another one.”

Buffy’s desire-clouded gaze quickly cleared. She followed his line of sight but saw nothing. “Did you hear something?”

When he didn’t respond she turned her head to look at him. “Spike? I don’t see…”

“Shh; focus pet.”

Buffy was irritated by his bossiness but followed the direction anyway. She pushed away all other thoughts and intrusions and focused on her innate ability to sense a vampire’s presence. He was right; it was there- a quiet inner vibration that said “vampire”. She reached for the stake in her back pocket and took off towards the woods.


Chapter 16

Chapter Sixteen

DEFINITION


Reviewer-1: one who rocks 2: one who shares comments and makes a writer's day 3: one who really rocks“Are you sure?”

“Positive hun” Willow responded for the third time with a warm smile, “it doesn’t work that way. The demon is gone, so are the demon’s powers. Spike can’t have any vampire hearing, sight, strength-none of it.”

“But…” Buffy scrunched her forehead “could he maybe still have some demon in him?”

Willow shook her head at her friend, the slayer, and her rather dim understanding of vampirism. “No, it’s an all or nothing situation. A vampire is a human body being used by a demon, an entire whole demon. That demon is dead; you got back the body and the human soul.”

“Will, I swear he knew that vamp was there before I did. He must have heard it or smelled something…”

“Is that what he says?”

Buffy frowned at her. “He says he just knew, like it doesn’t require any explanation. I don’t think he even realizes how weird it was. When I pushed he said that he might have heard something, but…”

“You didn’t.” Willow supplied.

“No.”

“Well maybe you were just distracted,” she grinned “maybe you were distracted by Spike. It seems like he could be a pretty… big distraction.”

“Willow!” Buffy grinned. “I’ll acknowledge there was some…distractyness, but he was too, it was definitely… mutual.”

“What’s mutual?” Spike walked into the living room to find Buffy and Willow giggling on the couch.

Buffy blushed. “Our umm…”

“desire to hit the stores before I head back to Scotland. We’re both in dire need of some shoe shopping therapy.” Willow finished with an impish grin.

Spike shook his head. “Never understood that thing with birds and shoes.” 

“So Buffy was just telling me about your patrolling adventures last night.”

“Nothing too special; just a handful of vamps. Guess that last one gave our girl a bit of a fight, but otherwise…” He shrugged.

“The one you sensed.”

He shrugged again. “Yeah. She was a bit older, not a master or anything, but she probably sired the other ones.”

“Did you sense those too?”

He frowned and shook his head. “Didn’t need to…the racket they were making.”

Willow looked at Buffy, who nodded in agreement and then back towards Spike. “So any other new psychic powers?”

“Can’t pick lotto numbers for you, if that’s what you’re asking.”

“But you can sense when a vampire is close?” 

“Seems like.”

“Was it just the one time?” Willow pressed. 

Spike frowned, bringing his eyebrows together in concentration. “Guess it happened the other night too, now that you mention it.”

Willow nodded as a light went off in her head. Of course, she thought, it absolutely made sense. She was only surprised it hadn’t occurred to her before. She smiled; she was also surprised that Buffy and Spike hadn’t figured it out. But she supposed it was probably for the best, they had enough to think about without adding this to the mix. They would have had a hard time making a go of it under any circumstances, given their history. But, she thought, the claim just made everything more complicated; they basically had to decide now if they wanted to be together for an eternity. She knew that the alternative to finalizing the claim, giving up Spike’s soul to whoever was next in line, was probably pressure enough. They didn’t need any more; they needed to decide if they actually wanted each other. Willow decided not to tell them, hoping not to complicate a decision that should be based on love alone. They deserved that, she thought fiercely, they deserve to know that they are together because of love and no other reason. Besides, she thought feeling a bit guilty over not sharing; it would be obvious once they finalized the claim anyway. If, she amended, they finalized the claim.

***********************************************************

Buffy leaned back against Spike’s chest and stretched. Willow and Giles had headed out to pick up the supplies they needed to make the claim permanent and she had enjoyed the opportunity to grab a quick nap. “Umm” she said with a smile “sleep is definitely of the good.”

Spike blinked down at her blearily. “Perhaps then you should try it for more than an hour at a time.”

She rolled over and gave him a sheepish look. “I guess I don’t really need as much sleep as normal people, part of the whole slayer package.”

He laughed softly and brushed her hair back. “Who would’ve thought I’d ever be the one you were calling normal?”

“I guess normal would be pushing it.”

He leaned in and gave a light kiss.  

Buffy made a small noise of contentment before scooting to sit up against the headboard. “They should be back pretty soon.”

Spike nodded as he sat up to lean against the headboard as well. He reached over and tugged her closer. He was quiet for a moment. “Are you sure about this?”

“I love you.”

“I know Buffy.” He smiled. “But that doesn’t mean you want to be stuck with me for an eternity.”

She laughed. “Well when you put it that way…” She pretended to pull away. 

“I’m serious pet. What happens when I piss you off; we both know I will at some point. I’m just too good at it not to. Or…or if you meet someone else.” He clenched his jaw and swallowed hard but didn’t look away; this was too important.

“Spike.”

“I’m not your first love Buffy; how can you be sure I’m your last?”

Buffy gave him a considering look and sighed gently. “Are you sure you won’t fall in love with someone else?”  
He nodded. “You’re the one Buffy, always.”

“How can you be sure then?” She reached over and took his hand in her own, rubbing her thumb across his palm and up over his wrist.

Spike laughed softly. “Hell, that’s the only thing I am sure about in all of this. But I think it’s a bit different for me. I’ve been around a bit, pet. You’re…you’re still young. It might seem like a lovely romantic idea to get yourself all hitched up to an incredibly handsome former vampire now, but in a few years…” His shoulders slumped a little but he still smiled while he shook his head. “I have nothing Buffy; I’m no great catch.”

Buffy reached over to stroke the side of his face. “You have a good heart; that’s what I need.”

Spike frowned and looked away. He knew his girl well enough to know that this overly romantic view of the situation would fade. He just wished he knew for sure that the love that remained would be strong enough to keep her from regrets later on. Even if the best of circumstances prevailed, the situation would be challenging.

Buffy watched his anxiety with a breaking heart. “Spike, do…do you not want me to finalize the claim? Do you want me to let you go?”

“It’s not that, I just…”

She interrupted him with a finger on his lips. “Wait, there’s something I should tell you. You should know...” she sighed and bit her lip… “Willow thinks that your soul can’t be responsible for the… the things you did as a vamp. Since it wasn’t there, you know. So there’s no reason to assume that you’d…that you’d go to hell. It wasn’t really you. So if that’s the reason you’d stay…” She looked at him with frightened eyes.

“No!” Spike gripped her shoulders firmly. “That is not…God Buffy, I would rather face hell than hurt you. I just want for you to be sure.”

 “I worry that you could get hurt and that if I die you would just…”

“I wouldn’t want to live anymore, not without you.”

Buffy frowned, it always sounded romantic to say you would rather die than lose your love, but as an actual literal reality it disturbed her greatly. “Spike, I…”

“Buffy, I’ve lived a long time, much longer than my fair share. I want to be with you, that’s all.” He smiled. “Besides, I intend to take good care of you. It’s not something we’re going to worry ‘bout for a good while.”

“Then it’s settled. When they get back, we do the spell?”

He nodded. “And then I’m yours” he laughed softly, “literally.”

Buffy shook her head. “No. No more so than I’m yours. I don’t care what the claim thing says Spike, I’m yours and you’re mine. We’re the same. I need you just as much.”

“Buffy…”

“No, I mean it. I wasn’t living before you came back; I was hiding or waiting. I wasn’t living. I was numb. Without you I…”

Spike smiled. “No sweetheart. You were mourning. You wouldn’t have quit; it isn’t in you. You have too many people who love you, people who you love. You’re so strong; you don’t need me.”

“I’m stronger with you.” Buffy fought to keep back her tears, it seemed like all she did lately was cry. A fact she found ridiculous given the circumstances. She was so happy; she had him back and human. But it seemed like everything was just getting dredged up. She supposed that was for the best; they couldn’t really have a fresh start with old issues still unresolved. But she also knew she was awful at this stuff. She wanted to explain that he gave her strength, that his faith in her made her believe in herself, but she couldn’t find the words. She kissed him instead and hoped that he knew her well enough to understand. “This is important. I don’t want…I don’t want a slave Spike…” she smiled gently while cupping his face in her hands “not even a willing one. I’m tired of being separate and… alone; I need a partner. I need you to be my partner. We’ll have discussions and make choices together.”

Spike nodded for a second before he started laughing.

“What?”

“So says the bossiest chit I’ve ever met.”

“Spike; I’m being serious.”

He kept laughing. “So am I love. You’re not going to stop telling me what to do and most of the time I’m just going to do what you say and…” he held up a hand to prevent her interruption “ that’s fine. It is just who we are.”

“But Spike…”

“Pet; I’m man enough to admit that you’re the boss.” He grinned devilishly. “Course if you ever feel like letting me play at being the boss; I’ve got plenty of ideas.” 

He angled an eyebrow and ran his tongue across the front of his teeth leaving her no question as to what type of ideas he had.

“Spike I was being serious.” She started lamely, already feeling herself heat up.

He tugged her on to his lap. “Umm…me too.” He shifted his hips to show her just how serious he was feeling.

She gasped and gripped his shoulders tightly. “Spike.” His name came out a bit breathlessly.

He bent down and placed a soft kiss on her bottom lip before sucking it gently into his mouth. When she moaned, he shifted to make a trail of kisses along her jaw and up her throat. He stopped to whisper in her ear. “What do say pet? Feel like letting me be the boss for a bit?”
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Chapter Seventeen

This bit's kinda naughty. ;) Nothing really plot-relevant happens here, so if it isn't you cup of tea feel free to skip it. Otherwise...enjoy my attempt at some sexy Spuffy fun and don't forget to let me know what you think. :DFeel like letting me be the boss for a bit? The words, whispered in his deep voice, sent tremors through her body. She looked up to see him smirking and knew that he’d felt her reaction. Her cheeks flushed. If she hadn’t known better she’d have sworn the demon was back; no man should look so wicked. He waited with a devilish grin until Buffy gave one slow nod in response. She watched as he smiled for a second, a look a pure surprise on his face. He hadn’t expected her to play, she realized before grinning back.

He grasped the bottom of her camisole and pulled it up quickly baring her breasts to the cool air. She shivered as he pressed her back against the sheets and reached out to pull him down. He brushed her hands away and, capturing them both in one hand, pressed them above her head. Still holding them, he brought his face close to hers. “I want to see you. I want to see my gorgeous girl.” He kissed her hard and, pressing her hands firmly against the mattress, let go. “Leave them.” He sat back to study her.

Buffy’s eyes widened at the commanding tone in his voice. It was a game, she knew that and she knew she could end it with a single word. Besides, she’d been stronger then him before and now it wasn’t even a competition. But still she felt vulnerable. Lying there with her arms stretched above her head watching him look her over with lust-darkened eyes, she felt vulnerable. It was an unusual feeling for a slayer, a not entirely comfortable feeling, but an undeniably exciting one. Buffy was sure that her inner feminist should be arguing but all she could hear was the sound of her own heart racing.

Spike watched silently as she squirmed slightly beneath his gaze. Another moment of quiet and he knew she would give in to the urge and release her hands from their non-existent binding. He leaned over and placed a light kiss on each already pert nipple. “Bloody gorgeous love; I want to see more.” He shifted away to tug the yoga pants she’d been wearing down. Tossing them to the side he turned back to her and smirked. He reached over and slowly trailed a single finger down the valley between her breasts and over her smooth stomach. He paused to circle her bellybutton before tracing the line made by the top of her rather brief bikini underwear. “I like these.” He announced quietly while sliding his finger over the thin strand of fabric across her hip. “But I want you to take them off for me.” 

Buffy grinned before pulling her arms down so that she could comply. It’s about time, she thought. She quickly shoved the panties down her thighs and sat up so that she could shimmy them off completely. She moved to toss them to the floor, but he stopped her with a hand on her wrist. She blinked when he pulled the scrap of red silk from her hand and shoved it in his pocket. “Spike what…”

He curled his tongue over his teeth and winked while he placed his finger on her lips. “On your knees love.”

Buffy swallowed hard as she realized that the game wasn’t over but rose to her knees anyway. She was even more surprised when he reached for her shoulders and guided her to face away from him.

Spike watched her carefully as he reached down and took her hands. He lifted them up and pressed them against the headboard. “Might need to hold on pet.”  When he saw her tremble, he stilled. “Buffy?” He dropped his hands to his sides and looked at her anxiously. 

“Good” she tightened her grasp on the headboard and repeated herself once as she turned her head to meet his worried eyes, “good.”

Spike saw the lust in her gaze and nodded gratefully before giving a low chuckle. “Mmmm…definitely good. Do you know how good you taste?” Moving behind her, he bent down and licked her shoulder. “Mmmm…like honey…” shifting closer he curled one arm around her waist settling his hand possessively across her stomach and slid his other hand up her thigh. “Honey…” he repeated sliding a finger into her warmth “…and wine.” She gasped as he slid his finger slowly in and out. “Wet for me aren’t you love?”

Buffy was only hazily aware of the whimper-like sound she made at his words. She pressed her back against his chest and realized that he was still completely dressed. Somehow that made her feel all the more wanton. 

“Just for me?” He stilled his hands to push her to respond.

“Yes…just you…Spike!” She groaned and bucked hip against his hand. “Please.”

He chuckled softly as he moved to brush his thumb through the soft curls above her hot center. “Soon.” He pulled his hand away then and brought it instead to cup her breast. He squeezed and tugged gently on her nipple. Rubbing his cheek against hers, he rested his chin against her shoulder. “So pretty…” he plucked at her nipple again “…all pink and perky.”

“Spike…”
Spike pulled back and set his hands on her shoulders. “Stay love.”

Buffy groaned as she felt him move away and nearly turned to argue when she heard him pulling off his clothes. It’s about damn time, she thought, trembling at the thought of his skin, hot against hers. “Spike I need…” And he was there again pressed tightly behind her.

“Shh love. I know; I know just what my girl needs.” He whispered hotly in her ear before his hand pushed against her inner thigh. “Open up and let me in.” He pressed his erection against her bottom and moaned when he felt her spread her legs further apart. “That’s my girl. My Buffy.” He suddenly gripped her hips tightly with both hands and filled her in one full thrust upward. 

She almost came at that moment. She gasped “Oh my god” as her hands fell away from the headboard.

Spike swung an arm up across her chest before she fell forward and gave a hoarse chuckle. “Usually answer to Spike, but god isn’t bad.” He slid his hands down her arms and caught her fingers bringing them back to the edge of the headboard. “Pretty sure I told you to hold on though.” Pressing her hands to clutch the wood firmly he pulled back one of his own to brush her hair to the side and dipped his head to kiss the back of her neck. He ran his tongue slowly from her hairline to the base of her neck and then blew lightly until she shivered. Then, placing his hands over hers he began to move slowly in and out of her heat. He groaned deeply. “So bloody good.”

“More…Spike, do it.” Buffy growled as the slow rhythm he’d selected drove her to new heights of frustration. “Now, Spike.”

“See…told you; you’re a bossy little bint.” He slowed down just to hear her groan again before resuming at a slightly faster pace. “Like that don’t you baby? Tell me how good that feels.”

“Good…so good, baby you feel…so good.”

Spike pulled her earlobe between his lips and sucked firmly. “Mmm…gotta make my girl feel good…my girl.” He slid his lips down her neck, leaving a trail of kisses and light nips. “…so good” Biting her shoulder just hard enough to make her gasp in surprise, Spike licked the spot before asking “Do you like that?” He scraped his teeth over the scar on her neck. “Do you want to wear my mark… show the world that you’re my girl?”

Buffy didn’t have time to answer before he started thrusting faster. She threw her head back and rode the waves of pleasure that slammed through her body. 

Growling, Spike pulled her hands away from the headboard and wrapped his arms around her tightly. He leaned back and with a final deep push followed her over the edge. Panting he collapsed on to the bed and pulled her down on to his chest. When he caught his breath he reached for chin, angling her face so that he could see her. “You sure you want to be mine?”

Buffy laughed softly before answering. “Oh yeah. Definitely yours.” She snuggled closer and closed her eyes.


Chapter 18

Chapter Eighteen-Epilogue
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So here it is: the final chapter and Epilogue. Please remember to review!!!!Giles gaped openly at Willow for a moment before somewhat desperately snatching the glasses from his face. He didn’t even bother with the act of cleaning them; he merely looked at them for a moment before pushing them back on top of his nose. “You’re quite certain.”

Willow nodded. “Pretty much. It makes sense right?”

“Well…yes, I see why you would come to…but Spike.” He gave her a pained expression.

“That’s what I’m thinkin’.”

“Even given the circumstances, I am not convinced it’s possible. In all the time that there has been a Watcher’s council there has never been…” Giles rubbed the bridge of his nose, thinking that it was probably good that he’d never had children of his own; the ones he’d collected seemed to be driving him to an early grave quite well on their own.

Willow interrupted him with a laugh. “Giles we’re talking about the vampire who fell in love with a slayer, won back his soul and just came back as human. Not so sure precedent really applies here.”

“He does manage to surprise, that I’ll grant you, but…”

“If you heard about a girl somewhere experiencing the same things…” Willow trailed off and looked at him with wisdom beyond her years filling her eyes. 

Giles nodded and reached on to the shelf for the final ingredient they needed. “It would seem that we are about to change the world again.”

“It’s what we do.” Willow grinned.
************************************************

Buffy was awoken by the sound of the door downstairs. She stretched groggily; somewhat surprised to discover that her now-human lover still had the ability to leave her with sore muscles that she normally didn’t even know she had. She hadn’t really had much experience with humans, but up until a few days ago she had been pretty certain they simply didn’t have the stamina that a vampire did. She smiled, it turned out that she’d been giving the demon too much credit; the man was still more than able to hold his own.
Although, she thought after turning slightly to watch him sleep, it certainly appeared that she had finally worn him out. Even asleep he looked exhausted, Buffy realized with a small frown before vowing to take better care of herself so that he would follow suite. It hadn’t escaped her notice that he was basically only sleeping and eating when she did and she knew that she didn’t really do enough of either. Just because her slayer constitution could survive while being run ragged it didn’t really mean that she should and it definitely didn’t mean that he should. She nodded to herself. From now on, she thought regular sleep and at least two actual non-chip meals everyday. Buffy frowned again hoping that Spike could cook.

Buffy scanned the room for her clothes while wondering if she would be able to slip away without waking him up. He looked so tired that she was worried. It was, she realized, a surprisingly comfortable thing for her to do, the worrying about him. She’d never really considered herself the maternal care-giver type. Sure she’d taken care of Dawn after their mother had died, but she’d done that as a sister and given the current unease in their relationship she wasn’t sure she’d done that very well. She really hadn’t ever been very gentle with the men in her life. Maybe a little bit with Riley when he was sick, she amended, but even that had felt awkward, like a role she thought she should play. She certainly hadn’t been gentle with Spike during their first go around, although she could admit now, to herself, that he’d probably tempted her to be just as much then as now and she’d only punished them both the more for that. No she hadn’t started giving in to that desire at all before he had a soul; she couldn’t though she knew others had. Her mother had known exactly what he was and she’d still been drawn to comfort him like he was some lost little boy. It had been awkward for her at first, still in Sunnydale surrounded by her friends and the potential slayers, but she’d started giving in anyway. There’d been little moments and unprocessed actions meant to console or heal. Now it seemed easy, natural even, and she wondered whether it was because he was human now or if the important change was really her own.

Buffy had finally realized that there were things much scarier then loving him. Sitting there now, watching him sleep, she could almost laugh at how hard she had fought it. It seemed silly now that she had thought denying it would make it less real, that she had thought it would somehow not hurt that way. It still had, it had still hurt them both and probably more so. She pushed the thought away, there was really no point in dwelling on it; she’d fucked up but that was over now. It wasn’t that she thought everything would be easy from now on out, she really didn’t ever expect things to be easy anymore. She just knew that being with him couldn’t be harder than being without him.

She leaned over and pressed a soft kiss on his cheek and whispered that she was just going downstairs and that he should stay sleeping. Sliding carefully off the bed so as not to wake him, Buffy quickly tugged on her clothes and headed downstairs.

********************************************************************
She didn’t know what it was, but she knew it would kill her. She knew how even, though she still couldn’t believe it. It was close now and she ran. She ran faster than she ever had before, faster than she had ever thought someone could. It had happened yesterday; she had suddenly felt stronger and faster then before. She hadn’t understood it, but for a brief time she thought it was a blessing. Then all her nightmares came true. She was cursed, she knew that now and she ran. She ran knowing that it ran faster.

Spike woke with a start and shook his head. He really didn’t need another image of death haunting him. Her fear had been his own, as had her confusion. He could name the monster chasing her, but it hadn’t helped her understand. 

Stretching, he got out of bed and pulled on his jeans and tee shirt. He quickly followed Buffy downstairs.
********************************************************************


Buffy frowned when she found her friends arguing in the kitchen. 

“You cannot expect it turn out well if you use that…that…” Giles gestured disgusted toward the counter.

“Is there a problem with the magic stuff for the claim?” Buffy interrupted anxiously.

Willow smiled and shook her head. “No Buff, we got all the supplies; everything should be fine.”

“Then what?” 

The redhead gave her an impish grin. “It turns out my tea making gives Giles indigestion.”

“Preparing a good cuppa is an art form. It is essential that the tea steep for the optimum length of time in water that has risen to the proper temperature.” Giles took in the amused expressions on the girl’s faces and shook his head in frustration. 

Spike joined the conversation as he entered the room. “It’s true; over-brewed stew is just rubbish.”

Buffy smiled at the sight of him barefoot and rumpled before giving him a concerned look. “I thought you would sleep for a bit.”

He shrugged. 

Buffy frowned for a second before mirroring his movement. “Well I guess we can do the claim thingy now then” she turned towards Willow “yeah? I think I’ll feel better when it’s done.”

“Buffy this is not something…” Giles started.

“To be taken lightly. I know; I’m not. I just think I will feel better when I’m not worried about that Malach guy showing up and making Spike disappear or something. I’m not rushing. I’ve…we’ve made up our minds.” She turned back to Spike to confirm her words. He nodded and she turned back to Willow. “So what do we have to do?”

****************************************************************

Twenty minutes later Buffy and Spike sat across from each on the floor and Buffy watched anxiously as Willow completed a second circle of salt around them. “So what are the circles for exactly?”

“Protection.”

Spike’s brows came together. “And what exactly are you protecting us from then?”

Willow looked up as she twisted the lid back on to the jar of salt. “It’s not so much for you guys as for the rest of us.” At their confused look she continued “This is a really powerful magic we’re dealing with here, binding souls…” she shrugged “I just don’t want things to get all wiggy and bind anyone else to you.”

Buffy’s eyes widened. “That’s possible?”

“I don’t think so, but…”

Giles answered at the same time. “It doesn’t seem likely. As you know the circumstances here are quite unusual…but in any case the circles should serve to separate the two of you and any magic within from those of us outside.”

“Okay, so we sit inside the circles and then…” Buffy looked at Willow “… you’ll chant something or…”

“Nope. I’m not a player in this sweetie. You’ve got all the power here. You’ll drink the tea I made you, it’ll just give you more like authority in your voice-kind of like a “and that’s my final answer” thing and do the blood bit and…”

“What blood bit?” Spike interrupted.

“The exchange of blood; I think the physical connection of your essences helps cement the metaphysical bond. So you’ll have to bite him. You know drain his blood feed him yours.”

Spike’s jaw dropped. “What?”

Willow laughed. “Just kidding. Well about the biting part; you can just cut your palms and place them together.”

Spike shook his head. “Not funny Red.”

She laughed again and Buffy joined her. Spike glared. Buffy grinned. “It was a little funny.”

Spike shook his head again but his lips twitched with the beginnings of a smile. “You lot are warped.”

Giles sighed deeply but made no comment.

“All right so I drink the stuff, we do the blood brothers bit and I announce that I’m keeping my claim thingy and that’s it?”

“Yeah...I’ll um focus on strengthening the protection around the house so you don’t get interrupted, but that seems unlikely at this point.”

“But that guy didn’t even bother to tell me I had to finalize the claim; that has to mean something right?”

“I don’t think so. I don’t really think that there is much anyone could do. You have the highest claim, if you don’t denounce it….” She shrugged.

“I agree.” Giles nodded. “If they were going to do something to try and prevent you from maintaining the claim they probably would have done so before now.”

“So he was just being a jerk?” Buffy asked with a note of disbelief.

Willow nodded. “It was probably just a half-hearted final attempt. You said it seemed like he was voted down, like he didn’t think you should get the soul.”

Buffy nodded in agreement. “Okay.” She looked at Spike. “Are you ready?” At his nod she turned back to Willow. “Let’s do it.”

Willow reached into her bag and pulled out a small silver dagger. She handed it to Spike and then handed the special tea to Buffy. Meeting her eye, she reached out with her mind. ‘You are sure about this.’

‘Positive. I love him Will.’

Willow smiled as her eyes misted. With a final nod she stood back up and stepped away from the circle.

Buffy held the mug with both hands and drank a few mouthfuls while Spike fiddled with the dagger. When he looked up to meet her eyes she nodded and he slid the blade across his left palm freeing a slim line of blood. She placed the mug on the floor, reached for the blade and mimicked his action. Buffy raised both hands, palms out, to meet his and when their fingers were entwined and their blood was mingling she spoke the words that would join them forever. “I love you. Your soul is mine and mine is yours. I maintain the claim; eternal.”

Spike trembled slightly at her words and took a ragged breath before leaning in to kiss her deeply.  “Is that it?” He asked quietly once she had pulled away.

She nodded once while studying his face. “Are you okay? You seem…”

“I’m fine. I feel…good, stronger maybe.” He nodded. 

Willow laughed softly and they both turned to look at her. “I’m thinking you’re going to have to change the speech a little.”

Buffy frowned. “What speech…Willow?”

“The one where you welcome the new slayer to the sisterhood.”

Buffy’s eyes widened and she turned back to a rather terrified looking Spike. “You’re a slayer.”


Epilogue- Seven Weeks Later

Dawn pushed Xander out of the way as she rushed to peek out the window. “Are they here yet?”

Xander chuckled. “You’re the one with the front row view Dawnie; you tell me.”

Dawn turned back to Xander with a pout. “Shouldn’t they be here by now? Their plane landed forever ago. We should have gone to the airport.” Dawn stalked over to a nearby couch and dropped herself into it.

Xander shook his head. He had mixed feelings about seeing the now former vampire and once again lover of his best friend again, but he would be thrilled when they arrived and took emotional-roller-coaster- Dawn off his hands for a bit. “You could have gone to the airport; you said you didn’t want to.”

Dawn pretended to ignore him. That had been a couple of hours ago when she was still feeling all hurt and ignored. Now she was mostly feeling like she missed her sister and the man she’d once considered her best friend. Which, of course, wasn’t to say that she wasn’t still upset about being abandoned for the past few months. “Do you think he looks different?”

Xander shrugged. “The potentials all looked the same after they came into power, so…I guess he’ll be the same.”

Dawn nodded, considering. 

“What I don’t get…” Xander started while sitting down next to Dawn, “is how he ends up a slayer.”

“No, that makes sense.”

Xander raised his eyebrows.

“Well it’s like Willow said: Spike’s soul wasn’t the only thing connected to Buffy’s soul.”

“Right, she’s got like a mainline into the whole slayer magic pool.”

“Exactly, so when she connected their souls he got connected to the magic too.”

“Except he’s still all Y chromosome having, so…”

“It doesn’t matter.” Dawn shook her head. “The magic has only been in girls because that is the way the original spell was set.” Dawn was on a roll, in full lecture mode. “Remember how we started to find out that a lot of the new slayers were at least distantly related. The slayer magic was passed down in families from mother to daughter. It’s not that men can’t be connected to the slayer magic it just only got passed to females, and there are actually tons of women connected to the power. Only most wouldn’t be able to control it and so they don’t become potentials. Because being a potential means that on some basic level your soul has the capacity to manage being a slayer.” Dawn grinned at him. “’Course we know it doesn’t always work out that way, some of the girls may have started out with the potential to be a good slayer but it got sort of…lost…along the way, like if they were abused or something.”

Xander nodded. “So Spike…”

“Had to have the potential to get the power. Even with his connection to Buffy, if his soul couldn’t control the magic then he couldn’t have gotten the power; that’s how it works. And it makes sense that his soul could handle a little bit of demon magic since he had already been controlling a whole demon.”

Xander nodded slowly. “I still think the whole thing is nuts.”

“Well, yeah, but…” Dawn shrugged and they both laughed. Dawn popped up from the couch and went to the window again. “I just wish they’d move here instead of staying in London. It’s taken them weeks to even visit.”

“London is keeping them busy, plenty of stuff to slay and I guess they…”

“Want privacy so they can screw like bunnies.”

“Dawn!”

“Oh come on; you know it’s true.” Finally spotting Giles’ car in the drive, she turned to him and grinned. “They’re here. Come on.” She grabbed his hand and letting out a little squeal on her way pulled him towards the door.
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