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Chapter 1 


Buffy came home from the Bahamas a week early. Pissed off and cursing her luck with the male of the species. 

She had gone on vacation for two weeks with her boyfriend Riley. They had been having problems, so Buffy thought it would be a good thing for them to get away from it all together. Maybe try and patch up some of their differences. 

They had big differences. To begin with, Riley was an overgrown Boy Scout. He tried to act perfect all of the time. He was Clark Kent without the Superman alter ego: Clean, polite and very, very boring. But he was a nice, upstanding and a good-looking guy. The kind of guy that everyone (including Buffy) thought that she should be with. 

One of the worst things that had been bothering Buffy about Riley before the trip? He acted like he thought that he was better than her. Sometimes it was just a look, sometimes it was a comment. He woke up every morning and started working out. He went to church every Sunday. He always cleaned his plate at meal times, eating all of his vegetables like a good boy. He always did everything right. It drove Buffy nuts. 

But she was willing to work at their relationship. Lots of couples had quirks that irked the other one, right? Buffy had seen an episode of Dr. Phil that featured a couple very much like Riley and herself. It was then that she got the idea to go on a fun vacation together. They could relax, have fun and have some heart to heart talks. That's the way she wanted it turn out, anyway. 

After one week of relaxation, Buffy decided to start the relationshippy talks. 

Riley had reacted defensively, taking offense at her perceived criticism of him. Buffy had tried to say things as gently and nicely as possible, choosing her words carefully. Keeping her voice soft and her statements beginning with, 'I feel that...'. 

It burned her ass when it became obvious that Riley was jealous of her abilities. His drive to be perfect was shaken when it turned out that Buffy was better than him at something. Though Riley was physically much bigger and more powerful than her, Buffy often wiped up the mat with him when they sparred in their karate class. They both enjoyed drawing and painting -- Buffy's work received more attention than his did. 

Riley admitted a few shocking things to Buffy as they argued that showed her that he wasn't nearly as perfect as she had thought. It was the clean-cut, All-American boy types that you really had to watch out for -- Under a veneer of wholesomeness could lurk a freaky, lying bastard. 

After giving him a good slap across the face, packing her bags and hopping on a plane, Buffy got back to Sunnydale. Far more upset than she had been when she left. 


It was a long plane ride, but finally, Buffy was back in her home trying to get some sleep. She put on her comfort pj's -- her yummy sushi pajamas. 

There was a big thunderstorm moving through the area. The loud cracks of thunder and lightning didn't help to lull her to sleep. 

Buffy tossed and turned, punching her pillow and mumbling curse words. Finally, she found a comfortable position and started feeling more relaxed. 

Her eyes opened when she thought she heard a sound coming from downstairs. 

'Just my imagination. Troubled mind, scary-sounding storm, that's all.' She closed her eyes again. 

Another noise made her eyes snap open. 'Okay, I didn't imagine that...Someone's down there.' 

It was 12:30 AM. No one she knew would have come over this late. It couldn't be Riley either. She had left him in the Bahamas and he was pissed at her when she left. That left one possibility: Someone had broken into the house. 

Buffy's heart was pounding with fear. 'OmigodOmigodOmigod! Okay, calm down. Keep a cool head. Call the cops...Yeah!' 

She reached for her bedside phone, only then remembering that she needed to buy a new one.  Stupid broken phone . That meant that the only working phone in the house was downstairs in the kitchen. Downstairs where the intruder was lurking around. 

What if it was a guy? What if he came upstairs and tried... Buffy's fear shot back up. She hoped that whoever it was wouldn't try to hurt her...or worse. No matter what, Buffy wouldn't let him (or them) do anything without a fight. She was in excellent physical condition. She worked out almost everyday and enjoyed martial arts. 

The more time passed, the angrier Buffy became. How dare someone break into her house! Violating her privacy and taking her hard earned possessions! This burglar was going to get what was coming to him! 

Buffy looked around her bedroom, quietly chanting, "Weapon...weapon...need a weapon." She growled when she didn't see anything that she could use. 

Then her eyes settled on the bottle of champagne that she'd kept from her 21st birthday (to be opened and drank on a special occasion). Buffy hated to have to use it like this, but it had some good heft to it. The guy would be seeing stars for sure if she bonked him over the head with the bottle. 

'Okay. I can do this. I'll check things out. If there seems to be more than one, I'll come back up here and hide under the bed until they're gone. But if it's just one guy, he's toast. I can kick ass in karate class. I can apply it to a real-life situation...if I'm forced to.' Buffy was very good in her classes, but she had never used martial arts outside of the classroom up until now. It was one thing to kick butt with classmates and an instructor; it was another thing to be faced with a real, potentially deadly and terrifying situation. 

Buffy tiptoed over to the bookshelf and picked up the bottle. She experimentally swung it. Yeah, this would be a hurtin' on someone. 

She was scared, but silently left her bedroom. She looked out over the banister down the stairs, seeing if she could make out anyone. It was so damn dark! Buffy stifled a gasp as a person holding a flashlight walked from the dining room into the living room. She could mostly make out the shape of his body and a big sack that he was carrying. 

'Oh shit. There he is! And he has a bag filled with my stuff! I don't hear any whispering or talking, he must be alone.' Her eyes narrowed. She took in deep breaths and gripped the neck of the bottle. 'Time to take out the trash.' 

Buffy slowly and warily descended the stairs. She hoped that the stairs wouldn't creak to announce her presence. Part of her brain was freaking out, demanding that she go back to her room and hide. This was highly dangerous. The guy could have a gun or a knife. But Buffy was never a coward. She faced danger, not running away from it. And after she bashed this guy's head in, tied him up and called the cops, Buffy would have an exciting story to tell her friends for years to come. Maybe she'd even get on the news. The media loved these kinds of stories. 

He was down on one knee, going through a desk drawer. Buffy crept up behind him, her heart racing. She raised the bottle high into the air, then brought it down on his head with a war cry. The bottle didn't shatter, but there was a heavy *BONK* sound. 

"Unngh!" he grunted. He groaned and swayed for a second before dropping to the floor on his side, like a sack of wet cement. 

"I did it!" Buffy panted, backing away. "I got you! Think you can rob me? You son of a bitch!" She laughed. 

Then she remembered that he might wake up at any moment, though she had bashed him pretty good. 

"Gotta tie him up, then I'll call the cops." 

Buffy turned on the lights. It looked like he was wearing the standard burglar garb: Black knit cap, black shirt and pants, black jacket. He was almost curled into a ball with his back to her. She gave the burglar's crumpled form one more glance to make sure that he wasn't waking up, then ran to the kitchen. She knew just what to use to bind him. She grabbed the coil of rope that she used for a backyard clothesline. It was strong enough to hold him, she hoped. 

Buffy quickly went back to the living room. On the way, she had scary thoughts that he might have woken up and be hiding, waiting to jump out at her. That's the way it always happened on tv. 

She breathed with relief at seeing him still in the exact same position as when she'd left. She walked over to him, ready to hit him with the bottle again. Buffy nudged his back with her foot then jumped away. He still didn't move. 

Holding her breath, Buffy got down on her knees and pulled both of his arms behind his back. As fast as she could, she bound his wrists tightly. Buffy was pretty good at tying knots thanks to her days as a Girl Scout. Then she went on to bind his ankles together. 

When she was finished, Buffy stood up (taking the bottle with her) and moved away from him. She smiled, breathing hard. 

"There! I did--" 

He started to groan. Buffy's eyes got wide, she hopped further away from him. 

"Ahh--Bloody hell! What the f-fuck!?" He immediately discovered that his arms were immobilized. 

"Hello, Mr. Burglar!" Buffy said, trying to sound smug. "Thought you could rob me, did ya? WRONG!" 

He just growled and groaned. 

"Now, I'll just be calling the police and have them come by to cart your worthless ass off to prison!" 

He struggled to free his arms to no avail. 

"Ha! Struggle all you like! You'll never get free!" Buffy rolled her eyes at her own words. She sounded like an old-timey movie villain. 

He turned his face to her, moaned at the pain in his head. "Look, this is all just...a misunderstanding." 

"Misunderstanding?" Buffy laughed incredulously. "Let me see, what could have led me to believe that you were robbing me? Hmmmm..." She tapped a finger on her chin. "Well, there's the fact that you have a sack full of my possessions. And that you were prowling around my house in the dark with a flashlight. Oh! And the fact that you've obviously been doing your clothes shopping at Burglars 'R' Us." 

He squeezed his eyes shut, wincing at the gigantic headache he had. "Okay, I know it looks bad...but..." 

"But? There is no but. You were stealing my stuff that I worked hard for! And who knows what sick things you had planned on doing to me when you got done with that." 

"Hey, now," he protested. "I wasn't going to hurt you. That's not my style. I didn't even know anyone was here! You're supposed to be on bloody vacation!" 

"How did you know that?!" 

"You cancelled your newspaper for two weeks. That's one of the methods I use to find out when a house will be empty. Can--Can you at least loosen these ropes a little? It's cutting of my circulation." 

Buffy firmly shook her head. "Uh-uh, no frickin' way, buddy. I don't care if your hands and feet turn blue and then fall off! If you'll excuse me, I have a phone call to make." She started to turn away. 

"No, please! Don't call the pigs!" 

Buffy laughed, looking back down at him. "Are you crazy? I caught you robbing my house. You're going down." 

"I'll do anything you want, just don't call the cops. You want me to leave town forever? Never nick anything else ever again? I'll do it." 

She laughed again. "Oh yeah, I'm stupid enough to take the word of a scumbag criminal? Tough luck. If you can't do the time, don't do the crime." 

He groaned, as much from the tired cliché as from pain he was in and the prospect of going to jail. 

Buffy was just starting to walk to the kitchen when the lights suddenly went out. She stopped and gasped at the sudden darkness. 

"Shit!" Buffy said. 

She looked around, seeing his dropped flashlight on the floor by the desk, it was still turned on. She went over and picked it up. "I'll use your flashlight to find my way to the phone. Ah, sweet irony." 

"Sod off," he growled. 

Buffy went to the kitchen and picked up the phone. She dialed 9 before she realized that there was no dial tone. She hung up and picked it back up repeatedly, but the phone wasn't working. 

Buffy whispered, "Oh, that's just fucking great!" She tried the phone a few more times. Maybe the lines were down? "Now what?" 

She had a trussed up burglar on her living room floor with no way to contact the police. Well she could just pretend like she had called the police, then keep trying. It wasn't like the guy would know the truth. 

Putting on a confident air, Buffy went back to the living room. He was still laying on his stomach, his bindings seemed to be holding well. 

"I called the cops. It won't be long before you're being whisked away to the pokey." 

He sighed heavily. "Can I sit up?" 

"Don't move." 

"C'mon! I'm not a monster, ya know? I was just nicking some things. You bashed my head in and tied me up...That's much worse." 

"I was protecting myself and my property. You got what you deserved. You're just lucky that I don't own a gun." 

"I think I'm bleeding." 

"Good." Buffy did feel just a little bit bad. "The cops will take you to the hospital when they take you away, I'm sure." 

"Have a heart, luv! I could be bleeding to death on your carpet!" 

That clinched it. Buffy didn't want to be on her hands and knees scrubbing out bloodstains for days. "Okay, I'll let you sit up. And don't call me 'luv'." 

He wriggled, getting up on his knees. He wobbled, his eyes fluttered. "Fuck--you really nailed me with that thing!" 

"Yup. I sure did." She happily held the bottle up. 

He slowly leaned his back against the fireplace. "You could have killed me, ya know?" 

"That was a possibility." Buffy really didn't want to kill anyone. But her fear and anger had made her take action. 

"Your compassion for your fellow man is heartwarming, really it is," he said sarcastically. 

"Oh shut up! Like you give a crap about your 'fellow man'?" 

"Well I wouldn't let someone bleed to death!" 

"You're not bleeding to death. Don't be such a baby." 

His eyes bugged. "A baby?! You fucking whacked me with a heavy bottle! Really, really hard too." 

"The idea was to knock you out. I wasn't going to let you get away with my stuff. And I didn't know what you might do to me. It was a preemptive strike." 

"I told you, I wasn't going to hurt you!" 

"I'm going to get some candles. You stay right there, don't move. I still have the bottle," she held it up, "and I'm not afraid to use it." 

He mumbled, "Crazy, fuckin' bint." 

"What was that?" she said warningly. 

"Nothin'." 

Buffy glared at him, then left to get some candles. 


Spike needed to get out of here. He felt behind him. The bottom of the fireplace was rough brick. He put the ropes binding his wrists against a sharp corner and started moving his arms up and down. With any luck he could cut through the ropes. 

'Shit, my head is killing me! I really picked the wrong bloody house this time.' 

Spike had been telling the truth about not knowing that anyone was in the house. He only robbed places when he was sure that the residents were elsewhere. Unfortunately for him, he had been grossly misinformed. 

He hadn't meant to scare anyone, especially a woman, by moving about the house in the dark. The blonde woman looked...familiar. Spike knew her from somewhere...But maybe he was just goofy from the blow to the head. Though he wanted to wring her neck for clobbering him, he had to admit that she was a cute bird. 

She really did look familiar...but he couldn't place her. It was difficult to think of anything, what with his head pounding and his impending arrest. 

He worked harder at scraping the ropes against the bricks. 


Buffy gathered up as many candles as she could find. The burglar guy was actually kinda cute...The accent was very sexy. It wasn't everyday that British criminal hotties burgled your home. If he weren't a lowlife slimeball she might have went for him. He had killer bone structure. Those cheekbones could cut glass. Again, too bad he was a criminal. 

"What a waste," Buffy said, heading back to the living room. 


Spike heard her coming back and stopped trying to get free. His upper lip curled and he swore in his head. He flinched, turning his head away when she shone the flashlight beam in his face. 

"Hey, do you mind? Thanks for leaving me with no light source whatsoever," he said. 

"Just making sure that you're still where I left you. Aw, what's the matter?" She mock pouted, holding the flashlight up to her face. "Baby, afraid of the dark?" 

"Get stuffed." 

"If you have problems with being in the dark maybe you should have chosen a different career path." 

Spike glared at her. 

Buffy placed candles around the room and lit them as she went along. By the time she was finished, there was a good amount of light. 

"Move away from the fireplace," she said. 

"Why?" Spike asked. He didn't want to move. He wanted to keep trying to wear down the ropes. 

"Because I want to light a fire, dumbass. You can move over there." She pointed to the couch. 

"Yeah, easy for you to say. My wrists and ankles are tightly bound. I've got the world's worst bloody headache! And I'm losin' blood!" 

"Move it!" Buffy commanded. 

His eyes widened at her tone. She meant business. He didn't want another blow to the head. Slowly, he inched across the floor. He rested his back against the couch. He hung his head back and closed his eyes, breathing hard. 

Buffy bit her lip. Her instinct was to see if he was okay. But he was a dirty, rotten criminal! He didn't deserve mercy or her pity. She squared her chin and started making a fire. 

Spike felt like he might pass out there for a minute. But he staved it off. He kept quiet while Buffy got a fire going. He contemplated what was going to happen to him once the cops got here. His life was going to suck worse than it ever had. 

"That's better," Buffy said. She sat on the edge of the bricks and looked at him. "Well, let's see which of my possessions you were trying to take." She pulled over the bag that he'd brought with him and opened it up. 

Buffy pulled out a candlestick that had been in the dining room china cabinet. "My silver candlesticks! You bastard! My grandmother left these to me!" 

Spike was looking away from her. He never liked thinking of the victim's reactions to what he did. It was just easier to put that part of it out of his mind normally. It was impossible to avoid it this time. 

Buffy grumbled and continued searching through the sack. She took out something wrapped in tinfoil. Buffy knew exactly what it was. She had watched a tv show once where people hid their valuable jewelry (wrapped in tinfoil) in the refrigerator. It had seemed like a very clever idea. 

She glowered at him. "How did you find this!?" 

Spike shrugged. "It's a well known trick. Like hiding cash or jewels in a false book in a bookcase." 

"Speaking of books, I hope they throw the fucking book at you! Oooh, I wish I had a gun!" Buffy fumed, closing the bag back up. 

Spike leaned away, trying to scoot farther from her, hoping that she wouldn't start beating the shit out of him. She looked pretty damn irate. There wasn't much he would be able to do to defend himself if she started wailing on him. 

"You stay right where you are! I see you trying to escape!" 

"I'm not trying to escape!" he yelled back. "My wrists and ankles are tied together! What is it that you think I'm going to do? Make my escape by rolling out the fucking door? Hop away like a bunny? Propel myself forward on the ground using my lips? Undulate my body like a snake and slither away?" 

"Yeah, the slithering sounds good for you. Very appropriate. People like you make me wanna puke! The rest of us work hard and do our best to live our lives peacefully. Scum like you are just leeches who cause good people to live in fear!" 

"Alright, already! I'm scum. I get it! Shut your gob! Stop jabbering at me!" 

"Ohhh you're lucky that all I'm doing is yelling at you! What's to stop me from bringing this bottle down on your head a few more times?" 

"You can't say that you were just protecting yourself this time," Spike said. "I'm completely defenseless. You're not in any danger, real or perceived." 

"So what? I hate you and I don't think one whack was enough to make you pay. Who knows how many people you've victimized?" 

"If you hit me again you might kill me this time. That's cold-blooded murder. It'd be like those so-called sportsmen who shoot those poor animals in pens." 

"You're giving me a lecture on morality?" Buffy laughed. She was still very angry, but it did chill her blood that she had actually thought about beating him while he was tied up. Buffy would have hated herself in the light of day for doing that to anyone, even an asshole like him. 

"I'm not a murderer or a rapist. I only steal." 

"You don't think that you make people feel violated?" 

Spike looked away. 

"That's what you do. Not only do you take things that could be irreplaceable and have incredible sentimental value, but you make them afraid. You don't have a soul if you can do that kind of shit." 

"Now I'm soulless? Believe me, I have a soul," he said quietly. 

"How can you possibly have one?" 

"Not everyone has had it as good as you, sweetheart. Some people have had a rougher road to hoe than you." 

"Oh please. Don't give me that, 'I'm a victim of society' bullshit!" Buffy was storming out of the room with the flashlight in hand. "Don't move a muscle." 

Spike started trying to get the rope to loosen on his wrists as soon as she left. It hurt like hell. The rope was reddening his wrists and cutting into them. He tried twisting his hands back and forth, gritting his teeth. 


Buffy said a silent prayer as she picked up the receiver. 

"Yes!" There was a dial tone this time. It was staticy, but at least it was working. 

Buffy dialed 9-1-1. 

“9-1-1. What is the nature of your emergency?” the female operator asked. 

“My name is Buffy Summers. I caught a guy robbing my house. I need the police to get here right away!” 

“Is he still there?” 

“Yes, I knocked him out and tied him up in my living room before he could get away. Please send someone to take him away soon. I’m all alone with him in the dark here, my power is out! I‘m worried that he‘ll get free!” 

“Try and stay calm, Ma’am. Were you injured?" 

"No, he didn't touch me. I'm fine." 

"We’ll send a patrol car as soon as one is available. What‘s your address?” 

“1630 Revello Drive. What do you mean that you’ll send a car as soon as one is available?” 

“The storm has taxed our resources to the limit. There are emergencies all over town. The phone lines have been going out all night too. We aren’t able to send out any units to your location yet.” 

“You gotta be kidding? What am I supposed to do until they get here?! Play Gin Rummy with him?!” 

“Keep calm. Is he securely tied? Do you have a weapon?” 

“I--I--Yeah, he’s tied up good. I hit him with a wine bottle, but I can find something better.” 

“Is there a friend, neighbor or family member that you can call? Someone that could stay with you until help arrives?” 

“I, uh, I can try to call a few people.” 

“Do you need me to stay on the line with you until--” 

“No. I’ll...be okay.” 

“Keep your wits about you and sit tight. Help will come as soon as possible.” 

“Thanks.” Buffy hung up. “Great...That’s just great!” she said loudly. 

She remembered that he might be able to hear her. Buffy tried calling her friend Xander on the phone, it would be nice to have someone here with her while she waited for the cops. But the line went dead halfway through dialing his number. 

“Shit...” Buffy cursed, slowly hanging up the phone. “Okay...that’s alright. I’ll be fine by myself. I can handle him.” 


As she made her way back to the living room, the same nightmarish scene popped up in her head. That he might have gotten free in her absence. 

Again, Buffy was extremely relieved to see him sitting on the floor against the couch. 

“Something wrong?” he asked suspiciously. 

“Nope. Not a thing.” She went to the fireplace and picked up the poker, then looked at him menacingly. “See this? If you try anything funny, you’ll get a taste of it.” She sat back down on the bricks. 

Spike’s wrists were getting bloody, but he couldn’t loosen the damn ropes enough to slip out. “You’ve graduated onto pointy objects instead of blunt ones, eh?” 

“That’s right. It’s good ’n pointy. The nice thing about the poker is that it’s heavy too. I can smack you with it with satisfying results too.” 

“You enjoy doin’ violence on people, do you?” 

“No. Just evil bastards who try to burglarize my home. And god knows what else you would have done to me.” 

“You seem to be getting off on what you‘re doing to me. And how many bloody times do I have to tell you that I WAS NEVER GOING TO HURT YOU?!” 

“Shut up! I’m sick of talking to you.” 

“That makes two of us, luv! I’ve been trying to get you to shut your mouth for...I don’t even know how long! Never thought I‘d wish for the cops to come and arrest me.” 

“They’ll be here. It won’t be a moment too soon either.“ Buffy turned her nose up and looked away. 

“Yeah, let’s hope. I’m in more danger being alone with you than you are with me. You’re a little too unstable for my liking.” 

Buffy exploded, “UNSTABLE!? I’m a good person who was just going about my business, trying to get a good night’s sleep after the vacation from hell -- You are a piece of shit criminal who broke into my house and scared me to death! Anyone in my position might act a little unstable!” 

Spike eyed her, leaning away again. “Alright...calm down. Don’t get...stabby with the poker or anything like that.” 

Buffy growled, gripping the poker. “It would serve you right if I did. Decent, tax paying, hardworking people don’t deserve jackals like you preying on them! We work our asses off every day and--” 

“I see, you’ve decided that instead of using bottles or pointy things, your new method of attack is to bore me to death. I’ve heard the lecture before, luv. Save it.” Spike looked away from her. 

“You’re a no-good, lowlife bastard,” she said angrily. 

“Yeah, yeah. I’ve heard that too. Shut your gob. Cute pj's, by the way," Spike said derisively with a smirk. 

Buffy pursed her lips and narrowed her eyes, wishing that she could bash his brains in some more. 


They sat quietly for a while, only the crackling of the fire and the storm outside making any noise. It was making Buffy uneasier to not talk. She hated the silence. If only she had remembered to buy batteries for her radio. 

She looked back over at him. He had his eyes closed. He really was a good looking guy. He looked amazing by firelight...his handsome face cast in light and shadow. Very hot... 

One of those bizarre, uncharacteristic thoughts that occurred to everyone from time to time flashed through her head. Buffy had seen a porno movie once where a woman (she couldn’t recall who was in it or what it was titled) caught a guy robbing her house. The woman had tied him up to a chair, and then things turned erotic. The woman in the movie had her way with the hunky burglar, sucking his cock and riding him on the chair while he was tied up. The burglar hadn’t protested at all, he was having fun too. 

Her immoral, wicked side put a picture in Buffy’s head of her and the blue-eyed criminal with the sharp cheekbones going at it just like the people in the movie. 

What was she thinking?! Buffy blinked and shifted her thoughts away from how hot he was and any kind of crazy fantasy involving him. Even though she felt her loins stir at the bad thoughts. 

‘Shit--No! No, I don’t want that! I hate him! Damn! Am I sick, or what?!’ 

Still...her eyes kept darting back to him. Every now and then his face twitched in what was probably pain. Buffy couldn’t help it, she was starting to feel bad about hurting him. Now that her anger had faded a little she could think more rationally. 

Damn, where did she know him from? It was really bugging her. She still couldn’t place him; she had seen him before though. 

“Why are you gawkin’ at me?” he asked. 

Buffy had been so consumed by her jumbled thoughts and emotions that she hadn’t noticed him opening his eyes and looking directly at her. 

She jumped a little in her seat, startled. “Uh, I...I was wondering if you were passed out.” 

“No, just resting my eyes.” 

“What’s your name?” she asked. 

He raised an eyebrow. “What do you care?” 

“Nevermind. I’ll find out when they book you. I was just curious.” 

Spike sighed. “It’s Spike.” 

“What?” 

“My name is Spike.” 

She puckered her brow. “What kind of name is that?” 

He shrugged. “That’s what people call me.” 

“Do you have a normal name?” 

“I prefer ‘Spike’.” 

“Wow, your real name must truly suck if you go with something like ‘Spike‘ instead,” Buffy commented. 

Spike rolled his eyes. “Making fun of my name now? Haven’t you done enough to me yet? Not content with cutting off the circulation to my hands and feet and fracturing my skull?” 

“Oh, shut up.” 

“I was shut up. You’re the one who started talking again.” 

“Fine. I won’t say another word until the police get here.” 

“Good.” 

Only about 30 seconds went by before she started talking again. Spike groaned as she began speaking. 

“I wasn’t making fun of your name. I didn’t mean too, anyway,” Buffy said, almost nicely. 

“It doesn’t matter.” Spike shifted uncomfortably on the floor. “People have said a lot worse to me. I’ve got a thick skin. Little jabs about my name are nothing in comparison.” 

“Why did you have to pick my house to rob?” 

“I really wish that I hadn’t now. But I’d found out that the occupant, you, was going to be away so...that’s why I chose your place.” 

“You really didn’t know that someone would be here?” 

“I’ve told you a thousand times, no. I had no idea. If I had even the slightest clue that you were in the house, I wouldn‘t have come.” 

She took a deep breath. “Okay...I believe you about that.” 

“Finally.” 

“Well, you have to admit that you don’t exactly inspire trust.” 

He shrugged again and hissed a little in pain. 

“Are you...alright?” Buffy couldn’t believe that she was actually asking after his welfare -- or concerned about it. 

“Yeah, just peachy.” 

“Geez, I was just asking.” 

“Forgive me if I’m not the picture of graciousness at the ‘mo. Could I have a smoke? They're in the inner pocket of my jacket.” 

"Are you serious? No way. I'm not letting you pollute my house with nasty smoke. How were you planning to hold the cigarette anyway?" Buffy asked. 

"I...thought maybe you could hold it for me and let me get a few puffs in." 

She laughed. "I don't think so. I wouldn't trust me with holding the cigarette if I were you. I might get the urge to grind it out on your face." Not that she would do that. Buffy was pissed off, but she wouldn't damage a beautiful face like his -- even though he was a bad guy. 

"Alright! Forget it. You really do have a sadistic streak, ya know." Spike looked sullenly at the fireplace. 

"So...you're British." She tsk'ed, "Isn't that always the way? You foreign criminals come over here and take our American criminals' jobs. We have quite enough criminals here already, thanks. Stay in your own country to commit crimes." 

“I’ll try to keep that in mind. Why are you engaging me in conversation?” 

“What kind of common thief uses phrases like, ‘engaging me in conversation‘?” 

“First of all, I’m not a common anything. And second, do you think that I was always this way?” Spike shook his head. “No, I used to be pure as the driven snow. I was a right swot when it came to school and that kind of shit.” 

“Swot?” 

Spike cracked a little smile. “Yeah. It’s an unkind term for someone who studies hard.” 

“Like a nerd or geek?” 

“Something like that.” 

Oh, he looked so cute when he smiled like that! Buffy cleared her throat, and that thought, from her mind. ‘No. No thinking that he’s cute, or sexy, or in any way appealing. Remember, he’s a filthy criminal!’ 

“What’s a British criminal doing in Sunnydale, anyway? Why not L.A. or ritzier places?” Her innate curiosity got the better of her. 

“Used to live here. I was passing through a few months ago and decided to stay for a bit.” 

“You lived here? I keep thinking that I’ve seen you before. That must be it. How long ago?” 

He squinted his eyes and looked up. “Mm, ’bout...8 years ago now, I think. I only lived her for 2 years. I went to Sunnydale High.” 

“So did I! Maybe I know you from school?” 

“Could be. Oh...Wait...I know who you are now,” Spike said, as it dawned on him. “You’re...Buffy. Buffy Summers.” 

Her eyes were big with surprise. “Yeah, that’s my name! But I don’t remember you.” 

“That’s not surprising. I was very forgettable.” 

Buffy knew that she would have remembered a foxy English guy going to her school. So why was she drawing a complete blank? 

“What’s your real name? Just so I can try to remember.” 

“William Chapman.” 

Buffy had to think for a minute, then she remembered him. “Oh my god! I do remember you!” She leaned forward looking closely at him. “No...You aren’t him. That’s crazy.” Buffy shook her head. 

“I’m tellin’ you, that’s me.” 

“But...William was a straight-A student with perfect attendance. Chess club type. Very shy and quiet, if I remember right.” 

“Yep.” 

“I don’t believe you.” 

“Got your yearbook?” 

“Yeah...I do.” She got up and went to the bookcase. “Here it is,” Buffy said, pulling out her old yearbook. 

She was so engrossed in finding out if he could really be William Chapman, that she forgot to be wary of him. Spike raised his eyebrows when she got down on her knees near him. Buffy opened the book on her lap and thumbed through the pages. 

She found the page that she had been searching for. William’s senior photo. Buffy held the book up next to his face, looking from the picture to him, then back. 

“Let me put a stupid smile on my face like in the picture.” Spike smiled slightly. 

“Shit...he is you! You’re him!” 

“That’s what I said.” 

She lowered the book to the floor. “You’re so different, not just the way you look. I never would have imagined you turning out this way.” 

“Neither would I, at the time that picture was taken,” he said with a sad smile. “But you didn’t know me, not really. I don’t think that we exchanged more than 10 words over those two years.” 

“I remember you mostly talking to Willow. You’d always scurry off when any of her other friends came around.” 

Spike got a big, genuine grin on his face. “Ah, Willow Rosenberg. I really liked her. She was pretty and bright. And she was nice to me. That didn’t happen often. I had a mad crush on her.” 

“Why didn’t you ever ask her out?” 

“I didn’t have the nerve. I’d turn into a blushing, stuttering jackass every time that I tried. Not a pretty sight. Then she started seeing Oz, so...that was that. I missed my chance.” 

“Wow, I still can’t believe it's you.” 

“Guess I’ll be missing the class reunion,” Spike said wryly. “Please, send my regards to our fellow classmates.” 

Buffy shook her head. “How did your life take such a nosedive? You were a nice guy. Willow always said that were a sweetie. What happened to you?” 

“You don’t want to hear it.” 

“Would I be asking if I didn’t want to know?” 

"You sure you want to hear my tale of woe? Here's the abridged version: I needed money, started stealing, made a career out of it. And here I am. The end. It‘s a cautionary tale." 

"You're quite the storyteller," Buffy smirked. "We've got the time, so it seems. So give me the full version. I'd like to know what caused you to change so drastically. Start with why you left Sunnydale." 

"Let me begin by saying that I'm not telling you this to get your pity. I don't want anyone's pity." 

"Okay. No pitying. Got it. Now start talking.” 

"Alright, remember, you asked for it.” Spike took a breath, looking at the fire, then began. “My mum took ill. Right after graduation, she wanted to go back home to England. So my mum, dad and I went back to London. My mum kept getting sicker. My dad started drinking real heavy. Guess he couldn't deal with everything. He wasn't a happy drunk, all giggly and smiling, though. He was a right bastard when he was juiced up, yellin' and screamin', throwing things about the house." Spike let out a heavy breath. "Anyway, I wanted to go to university, but there wasn't the money or time for it. Mum needed me to help take care of her." 

Buffy just sat and listened, nodding as if to say, 'Go on'. 

"Dad spent all day in pubs. He lost his job after a month or so 'cos he didn't bother going in to work. I was the one who had to figure out what to do. We had no income, I couldn't get a job because someone had to be home to take care of mum. We were running out of everything; no food, no nothing. There was some money in the bank to pay bills, but that wouldn’t last forever. We were going to lose the house if something wasn't done quickly. That's the first time that I considered turning to crime. I was desperate." 

"I started with shoplifting. My first few attempts at larceny were laughable. I was so bloody scared that I'd be caught. But I did get away with it a few times. I just stole food from the market at first so that we'd have something in the cupboards. Then I began nicking other things, little things like pretty earrings and pins for my mum. She never went out anymore, but I wanted to give her things to cheer her up. There was this huge, great thrill that I got when I made it out of the shops with the loot. It was an incredible feeling! Better than sex....not that I knew what sex was like back then. I felt invincible." 

"Better than sex? Really?" Buffy asked. 

"Well, I suppose it would depend on how good the sex was." Spike smirked. "But yeah, the rush I got from stealing was orgasmic." 

Buffy looked down, blushing. 

She looked uncomfortable, so Spike got on with the story. "Eventually, my streak of luck ran out. I got too cocky I suppose. I thought that I could get away with it just because I had so many other times. I was trying to leave a shop with a radio under my coat and felt that hand on my shoulder. Ugh, that's one of the worst feelings in the world. Your heart freezes in your chest, it feels like ice water is trickling down your spine and you want to puke." 

Buffy grimaced, "Mmm, sounds lovely." 

"Yeah. I couldn't talk my way out of it and they sent me to jail. I was so bloody miserable, I wished that I would just snuff it suddenly before my dad had a chance to get his hands on me. I knew that my mum would be very upset too. I didn't want to make her feel any worse than she already did. At the station, before they finished booking me, this beautiful girl sits down next to me. She was waiting to be booked too. We started talking while we waited to be processed. Her name was Drusilla. She got arrested for stealing too, just a cheap pendant, so she wasn't in much trouble either." 

"Dru wrote her number on my hand and asked me to call her after I got out. One of the cops led her away soon after that. I was happy there for a few minutes, smiling and staring at the number written on my hand. Then my dad showed up. I knew by the look on his face that I was in for it. He paid my bail and took me home, not speaking a word to me the whole time. As soon as we got in the door he started screaming at me and beat the living hell out of me." 

"Oh, I'm sorry," Buffy said softly. "Did he hurt you really bad?" 

Spike shrugged. "It didn't tickle. I had a busted lip, black eye and bruises from it. That was the first time my dad ever beat me like that, but it wasn't the last. He started making a ritual of comin' home, pissed drunk, and taking a few swings at me. I didn't fight back...'cos he was my dad, ya know? He gave me this scar above my eye." Spike turned his head to let her see his left brow. 

Buffy's heart went out to him. She didn't know what to say. 

“Life at home was bad, to put it mildly. My only escape from it was being with Drusilla. She was like no one I’d ever met. Dru was smart, beautiful, funny and fearless. Turned out that she was a very experienced thief. She was just a bit careless the time that she got arrested. Dru introduced me to other people, the criminal element you might say. I learned a lot from them and Dru about how to be a better thief. It didn’t take long for me to start stealing bigger, more expensive items. Major electronics and cars were where the big money was.” 

Buffy asked, “Did you ever stop and think about what you were doing? You knew it was wrong.” 

“I knew it was wrong, yeah. But I needed the money. And I got addicted to it. Like I said, there’s this thrill that goes along with getting away with something bad. I had lots of money comin’ in. I was able to pay the rent, buy food, get good healthcare for my mum, buy myself lots of cool things. It was great. My dad would question me about where I got the money sometimes, but he was content to let it go enjoy the bills being paid without him lifting a finger.” 

Spike stopped and looked at her. “Have you heard enough yet?” 

“If there’s more, I’d like to hear it. Unless it’s too hard for you to talk about?” 

“I don’t mind spilling the sordid details of my life. I feel kinda compelled to actually. Seems like a movie or something. The criminal tells his story to his most recent victim as they wait for the police to come and cart him away.” 

Buffy felt kind of guilty for calling the police, even though she was perfectly justified for doing it. 

Spike said, “Things fell apart even more when my mum passed on. I was grief-stricken at losing her. She was the sweetest, most caring person that you’d ever want to meet. My dad got more violent after her death. He was never sober that I could tell. I tried to spend all of my time with Dru and my friends, anything to avoid him.” 

“Why didn’t you move out? There was no reason for you to stay after your mom died,” Buffy wondered. 

Spike uttered a sigh, “I wanted to leave, but part of me couldn't abandon dad. Even though he was a drunkard and beat on me, I was all that he had left in the world. I thought that maybe if I stuck around, that he would get better someday. Get his head together. One time, I did have enough and took him down. He was yelling about something or other, I don’t even remember what it was now. It was best to just ignore him when he started on about something, he rarely made sense. Dad must have asked me a question and got pissed when I didn‘t answer him, so he smashed a bottle of lager over my head.” 

Buffy frowned sadly. “Oh...like...I hit you with the champagne bottle...” 

“Yeah, very much like that. Except the bottle broke that time. I saw fuckin’ stars, I’ll tell ya. I was drenched in lager and bleeding. I remember putting my hand to my head and then looking at it, my palm covered with my blood. I looked up at him, stunned that he had done that to me. He just looked back at me all beady-eyed, smiling a little. He said, ‘That’ll teach you to not mind your dad, you worthless little shit. I shoulda worn a rubber johnny the time we conceived you.’” 

Buffy bit her lip, he was breaking her heart. She could tell that all of what Spike was saying was true. “I’m sorry, Spike. You really did have a horrible life after you left Sunnydale.” 

“Told you, I don’t want you to pity me.” 

“It’s not pity. It’s compassion. There’s a difference. What happened...after your dad hurt you?” 

“I flipped out. I punched him in the face, knockin' him down. I wasn’t going to take his shit anymore. I waited for him to get up to see if he was gonna come back at me. He had the balls to look surprised. He told me to get the fuck out of the house and never come back. So that’s what I did. Dru took me to the hospital and got me fixed up. Then I moved in with her. That was about 5 years ago. I don’t know what became of dad after I left. Probably drank himself to death by now.” 

“Are you still with Drusilla?” 

Spike shook his head. “No. Things were good between us for a few years, until she started cheating on me while I was in jail. I was so angry with her for betraying me like that. Dru was the one person in my life that I thought I could trust, that would never hurt me. But I tried fighting to win her back once I got out of jail. I wasn’t going to let the woman that I loved slip through my fingers without a fight. She did stop seeing the guy, but then I caught her with another guy a few months later. That was it for me, I left her. Last I heard, she was living in Paris. It‘s been two years since I‘ve seen her.” 

“Cheating hurts. I know,” Buffy nodded in sympathy. 

“Someone cheated on you too?” 

“Yeah, my boyfriend...ex-boyfriend. What’s happened since you’ve been on your own?” 

“Not much. I just travel around and steal shit, did a little more time in jail. I saw Sunnydale on the map and thought I’d see how things were going here, what had changed since the last time. You know, when I went to school here, I thought my life sucked. But it wasn’t as bad as I had thought, in retrospect. I was an awkward, shy git. Wish I’d been more outgoing and gotten to know more people.” 

Spike finished, “That’s my story. It’s not an excuse for everything I’ve done. It’s an explanation.” 

“I’m really sorry, Spike. That’s compassion, not pity, FYI.” 

“What about this ex of yours that cheated? Why would a bloke cheat on you?” 

“What do you mean?” 

“I...mean that you’re beautiful.” Spike looked away to the fire. “He’d have to be an idiot to risk losing you.” 

Buffy blushed a little. “Um, thanks...but...I don’t want to talk about it.” 

Spike nodded. “Suit yourself.” 

They were quiet for a few minutes. Predictably, Buffy started talking again. 

“Riley is such an asshole! I thought that he was Prince Charming, you know? Handsome, smart...kinda smart, moral, good and decent. The guy that girl's moms pray that they'll bring home someday. We had our problems, but I wanted to try working on our relationship. I went away with him to the Bahamas on vacation.” 

“That’s the vacation that you just came back from...unexpectedly?” 

“Yeah, that’s the one. I wanted us to work on our problems, but he got all offended when I told him, very nicely I might add, about the things that I wasn’t happy with. We started fighting and things came out in the heat of the moment that might have never come out normally.” 

“Like what?” Spike asked. 

Part of Buffy was telling her not to share intimate details of her personal life with him, but she ignored it. She felt the need to talk to Spike and tell him all of this for some reason. 

“Like the fact that he went to a prostitute for a bj.” 

“Oh...That’s not good...” Spike curled up his upper lip. 

“Right, I was horrified! A prostitute! Thank god that I always made sure Riley wore a rubber....I must have scrubbed off several layers of skin when I took a shower after he told me that. It just gives me the willies!” 

Spike shook his head. “It’s like the Hugh Grant thing. He had one of the world’s most beautiful and desirable women at home, yet he went to a street whore for...satisfaction. Never understood that.” 

“Riley said that he did it because of, quote, 'feelings of inadequacy and confusion', unquote, that he was having,” Buffy scoffed. “Bullshit, he did it because he wanted to get blown.” 

Spike nodded. “Yep, that’s about the sum of it. No further explanation is needed, really. Some blokes get frustrated when their...um, when the ‘good girl’, the one they proudly present to mum and dad, at home won‘t do it for them.” 

Buffy flushed. “It’s, uh, not that I...Let’s stop talking about that part.” Sex talk with Spike was a definite no-no. “Besides the hooker, he also made out with my cousin, Faith.” 

“Hunh. That was a really stupid thing for him to do.” 

“Tell me about it. My cousin is a skank, I know this. She’s always tried stealing my boyfriends. Riley claims that she snuck into his bedroom and jumped him. He said that it was dark, so he didn’t know that it wasn’t me.” Buffy rolled her eyes. 

“Did it go on for long? How much time did he have to figure out that it wasn’t you?” 

“I called Faith from the plane, I was so mad. She said that they made out for about 15 minutes. She’s such a bitch...She happily told me that Riley only caught on that it wasn’t me when he was sucking on her ti--you know...Okay, I don’t want to talk about that anymore either.” Buffy was blushing hard. 

“He really didn’t know that it wasn’t you? After a minute or so, he should have been able to discern the difference.” 

“That’s what I think too.” 

“I mean, a bloke knows how his woman kisses. How she smells. How her mouth and skin tastes.” 

Buffy swallowed. “Yeah.” 

“Sounds like you’re well rid of him, luv. It still hurts like a knife in the gut though, I know. To be betrayed by someone that you love.” 

“I didn’t...love him. Well, I loved him, but I wasn’t in love with him. I thought I could, someday.” 

“Weren’t you seeing that Angel guy in high school? Mr. Popularity.” 

“Yeah, I did date him for a few years back then. That was over a long time ago. He left town on graduation day and I haven’t see him since.” Buffy waved dismissively. “I really did love him for a while. But there were too many obstacles in our way. The worst thing was that he kept me at arm’s length all of the time. He wouldn’t let me get too close.” 

"He seemed like a tit to me. All flash and no substance. Uh, I hate to ask for any special treatment, but could I possibly sit on the couch? My ass is falling asleep in this position." 

"I guess that would be alright. Don't try anything...I know karate." Buffy went over to him. She put her hands around his left bicep, helping him up onto the couch. 

"I s'pose I could bite you." At her wary look, he said, "I'm not going to put up a fight, Buffy. I was joking." 

"If you bite me, I'll bite you back." 

Spike thought of saying that he wouldn't mind her biting him, but he didn't vocalize it. He sighed as he rested his back against the couch. "That's better. Thanks. Would it be too much to ask for a drink of water? I'm parched." 

"Sure. I'll be right back," Buffy said. 

She came back with a glass of water. She tipped it up to his lips, letting him take a drink. 

Spike drank, gratefully, looking up into her eyes. Buffy licked her own lips while watching him drink. He had such beautiful blue eyes. Deep, gorgeous, fathomless. 

Spike pulled away and licked the water from his lips. "Thanks." 

"It's alright." Buffy absently reached out and gently wiped a little water that had dribbled onto his chin. 

Her attitude toward him had shifted dramatically. Now she felt really bad for hurting him and holding him here. Although he still deserved it for trying to rob her home. 

"Is you head still hurting a lot?" Buffy asked. 

"Yeah, it feels like there's a football-sized lump on the back. I don't think I'm bleeding anymore though." 

"Let me look at your head." Buffy sat on the couch next to him, pulling his black wool cap off carefully. She felt horrible to see a red patch of blood and a big lump on the back of his head. A drying line of blood ran down the back of his neck. "Oh, you are bleeding!" 

"I believe that I mentioned something about that before." 

She touched gingerly around the wound. “I...I’m sorry. I was so scared and angry when I hit you.” 

Spike winced, even her soft touches hurt. “It’s an occupational hazard. There’s always the chance that I’ll get injured or killed. I‘ve been shot, stabbed, beat up. You name it.” 

“Then why the hell do you keep doing this shit?! It would only take one time, getting shot or whatever, for me to get out of that life.” 

“This is what I’m good at...or I was good at it. Contrary to the position that I’m currently in. I don’t know any other way to live.” 

"If you tried hard enough, you could turn your life around. Let me get my first aid kit and an icepack. I thought that you'd have gotten some medical attention before now. I'll see if I have anything that might help." Buffy patted his leg. 

She took the flashlight with her to the kitchen. 

Spike was happy about the nicer tone Buffy had taken with him, but the fact remained that he was being held prisoner until the cops showed up. He tried twisting his hands to loosen the ropes again. But he had to stop when it became too painful. 


A few minutes later, Buffy came back with supplies. She sat back down near him. 

"Okay, let me try to clean you up. Lean forward a little," Buffy instructed. 

Spike leaned forward, making sure to hide his wrists. He didn't want her seeing that he'd obviously been trying to get out of the ropes. 

Buffy very carefully wiped away the blood from his neck, then washed the blood from around the wound. Spike grit his teeth, hissing and muttering a British curse every now and then. She apologized but kept at her task. 

After she was done with cleaning it, Buffy put a wide square gauze pad over the lump, then wrapped a strip of gauze around his head to hold it in place. 

"Does that feel any better?" Buffy asked. 

"Still hurts like a bitch. Got any drugs?" 

"Drugs? I don't do drugs." 

"I meant like aspirin. You don't look the type to have any mind-altering narcotics layin' about the place. Or even better, if you have a bottle of whiskey. That would help." 

"Oh...Yeah, I can get that stuff for you." 

Buffy left, coming a back a minute later with a bottle of aspirin and a bottle of Peppermint Schnapps. 

"Peppermint Schnapps?" Spike asked with distaste. "That's for girls. Don't you have anything that tastes like whiskey's supposed to?" 

"Take it or leave it, bub. I'm not a big drinker. This is all I have." Buffy dangled the bottle in front of him. 

"It'll do." Spike grumped. "I don't trust you with that bottle... 

Buffy sat next to him again, taking four aspirin out of the bottle. "I won't whack you again. You have blonde hair now. That's different." 

Spike said, "I like the way it looks." 

"It does....flatter you," she admitted. "It brings out the blue in your eyes and makes your bone structure more prominent." 

"Thanks," Spike said looking at her. "I know that you don't have to do any of this. It's very good of you." 

She bit her lip and smiled. "I'm a nice person normally. I don't go around hitting people with champagne bottles. I feel bad about that now." 

Buffy unscrewed the cap of the Schnapps bottle. "Okay, I'm going to have to help you with this. Stick out your tongue." 

"Why?" 

"Because I want to put two pills on your tongue, then give you a swig from the bottle." 

Spike stuck out his tongue. Buffy placed two pills on the center. He retracted his tongue; she held the bottle to his lips and he swallowed down the pills. 

Buffy wiped excess liquid from under his bottom lip and chin again. It really felt...kinda nice to touch him. Nice as in sexy. The wicked part of her wished that she could lick it off of his chin. 

"Two more to go," Buffy said. 

Spike stuck his tongue out again. 

'My...' Buffy thought. 'Doesn't it look long, moist and...flexible?' 

They went through the same routine, with Spike swallowing the aspirin. 

"Thanks Buffy, I appreciate you doing this for me. You could have just let me suffer until the cops showed up." 

"You're welcome. If I knew that the police would take this long, I would have helped you sooner. You were right, Spike, it was cruel of me to just leave you like that for so long." 

As they talked, Spike would lean forward for another drink of alcohol, and she would tip the bottle up to his mouth to let him drink. 

"What do you do for a living?" Spike asked. "You know what I do, so it's only fair." He smiled. 

"I work at a fashion boutique downtown. I'm a total girl, right down to my pink toenails," Buffy laughed. "I've always loved clothes and shoes and putting outfits together. I'd like to work in the fashion industry. But I have other things that I enjoy, like drawing and martial arts." 

"You sound like a well-rounded woman. Martial arts, eh? Guess I'm lucky you didn't go all Bruce Lee on my ass." 

Buffy giggled. "I was too nervous to try. I've never fought anyone outside of a classroom." 

"I know a thing or two myself. Judo, Karate, Tae-Kwon-Do, Brazilian Street Fighting, Ninjitsu--" 

"Wow! Holy crap! You could have killed me if we got into a fight!" 

"I would have just incapacitated you by striking a pressure point, then ran. I don't beat up women. Especially not when they're as...lovely as you." Spike looked down, a small smile and a blush playing over his face. 

"Th-Thanks." Buffy turned her own flushed face down and away. 'Is he coming onto me? He probably just hopes that he'll butter me up so that I'll let him go...But it's still nice to hear.' 



Buffy had to force thoughts of literally buttering him up out of her head. Nothing but her, a naked Spike and a stick of butter...Mmmmm! 'Geez! I'm doing it again! Stop having sexual fantasies about Spike, dammit!' she told herself. 

She gently held the icepack against the back of his head, and gave him a swig from the bottle every now and then.


Chapter 2
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The sounds of thunder and hard rain were tapering off. 

"Sounds like the storm might finally be letting up," Buffy said, looking out the window. 

"Wonder what's taking the cops so long?" Spike wondered. 

"You sound anxious for them to get here." 

"It would be preferable to the waiting. I just want to get all of it over with. They'd also take the ropes off for me. Can't wait to feel the sweet kiss of metal around my wrists instead of the a tight, scratchy rope." 

"I guess they'll be here soon. If you were the sort of guy who'd do it, you could have killed me 20 times over already." 

"Suppose they've got their hands full tonight." Spike groaned a little. He'd shifted a wrist and regretted it as the pain flared up. 

“Is your head hurting really bad?” 

“Yeah, but my wrists are smarting like hell too.” 

“Oh...I...guess I could loosen the ropes--just a little.” 

“Uh, no. It’s fine, really.” Spike didn’t want her to see that he’d been trying to cut through the ropes and free himself. 

“No, it’s okay. I’ll do it. Lean forward. Farther over this time.” 

“I don’t--” 

Buffy put a hand on his shoulder blade and made him bend forward. She gasped at the blood on his wrists. “Oh god! I didn’t mean to tie them that tight! You’re all bloody! I’m so sorry!” 

“I’m good. Don’t worry ‘bout it.” 

Buffy noticed that the ropes were frayed a bit. “Hey...you were trying to cut through the ropes! You were trying to get away!” 

Spike growled. “What the hell do you expect me to do? Just sit back and wait for the cops to get here? If I can get away and save my ass from going to jail, I’m going to bloody well try! What would you have done in my place?!” 

Buffy got up and paced. “I wouldn’t have put myself in your place! I wouldn’t have been trying to steal from anyone!” 

"Are we back to this, then? Look, I'm sorry that you feel that I was betraying your trust by trying to get loose, but I had to try, Buffy! I don't want to go to prison again. Can't you understand that? I wouldn't have hurt you or tried to get revenge on you for bashing my skull in, I just would have scampered as fast as possible." 

Buffy sat back down at the fireplace, looking away from him. She actually did feel hurt. "I shouldn't have showed you any kindness." 

"I'm sorry, okay?! Don't you understand why I'd want to get the hell out of here?" 

Buffy's head drooped. "Yes...I can understand. But..." 

"But?" 

"But I thought that you were being honest with me. I thought we...Were you lying all night about everything, except your identity?" Buffy felt a sort of bond with him now, after everything. Now she felt let down by him. 

Spike looked at her, open and honestly, those beautiful blue eyes staring up at her. "Buffy, everything I've said is true. I have no reason to lie anymore." 

"Not even to make me feel guilty enough to let you go?" 

"That would be great, but that's not why I told you everything that I have. I told you because I wanted...someone to know. Nobody else out there would even know that I was gone if I died tomorrow. I'd like for someone to remember me and know who I was. Even if it isn't fondly." 

Buffy looked at him sadly. "I'm sure that there's someone--" 

He shook his head. "No. No family, no loved ones. Just a few friends I've made here and there. And I wasn't as open with them as I have been with you here tonight. I've tried to keep my personal history to myself. It's...not something that I'm proud of or happy to rehash." 

Buffy sighed and sat next to him again. "I'm just disappointed, though I do understand you wanting to escape. I guess that I would try too. I'll clean up your wrists...okay?" 

"You don't have to." 

"Yes, I do. Turn your back to me a little." Buffy brought the first aid kit onto her lap. 

Spike did his best to turn his back to her. It wasn't easy with his ankles being tied up too. 

First, Buffy loosened the ropes. She hoped that he wouldn't try to pull out of them (though a part of her was now wishing that he could get away and run from the house, without hurting her of course). But the fight was all out of Spike by now. He stayed still as she worked, not making any overt moves. 

"That's better. Thanks," he said when she retied the ropes more loosely. 

"It's okay," Buffy said softly. 

She cleaned up the blood from his wrists, then applied some ointment. The ropes were so loose that he could have pulled out of them at any time, but Spike didn't try. He just didn't have the strength...or will. It was crazy, but he couldn't betray Buffy like that, and possibly have to knock her down. Spike knew that the hurt look on her face if he did that would haunt him forever. He'd rather spend the rest of his days staring at a gray prison wall than be free and see that look on her face every time he closed his eyes. 

Spike made a low groaning sound. 

"What is it?" 

"My shoulders and arms are killing me too." He laughed, "I'm just one big bloody mess." 

Instinctively, Buffy started gently rubbing his arms and shoulders. 

"Mmmmm," Spike moaned, turning his head to the side. "God, that feels good. It's all pins and needles. Your hands feel like heaven..." 

Buffy had to close her eyes for a second at his throaty moan. It sounded soooo sexy! She felt the need to fill the void with conversation. 

"So, um....You must have dreamed of being something when you were younger. What did you dream of being when you grew up?" 

"Until I was 10, I wanted to be a fireman. But those dreams were dashed when I realized that I was built like a twig," Spike chuckled. "Firemen have to be big, strong and powerful to do what they do. Oh, I also realized that I have more than a bit of fear when it comes to fires. The job wouldn't all be rescuing fuzzy kitties stuck up trees." 

Buffy smiled. "Then what did you want to be?" 

"In high school I thought I'd like to be a writer. SciFi and Dungeons & Dragons kind of stuff. I also thought it might be neat to be a librarian like Mr. Giles." 

"Oh I loved Giles! He was always in our corner when other teachers or the Principal got on our backs about anything. Very cool guy." 

"Yeah, he reminded me of an older version of myself. Except that he was cool. I used to go in and help him organize the library a lot. He was always friendly." 

"Hey, Giles still works at the school, you should drop by to say hi!" Buffy said without thinking. She had gotten caught up in the conversation there for a minute. The second it was out of her mouth, she mentally kicked herself. 

Spike raised an eyebrow and looked wryly at her. "Perhaps you're forgetting something? Don't think the cops will be nice enough to let me out of jail for a visit with my high school librarian." 

"Sorry. That was stupid of me to say....Um, so you wanted to be a librarian? That would be kind of boring, wouldn't it?" 

"I loved books and I was more comfortable being cloistered away from other people, so I didn't find it boring. You also have to take into account that I was a deadly dull person." 

"No you weren't. You were just smart and shy, like Willow. I wouldn't have minded if you wanted to hang out with us too." 

"Yeah, right," Spike said cynically. 

"I mean it. Willow liked you, that was a good enough recommendation for me," Buffy said sincerely. "Willow was, and is, an excellent judge of character." 

"Now you tell me." Spike smiled and shook his head. "I might have actually had friends outside of my Dungeons & Dragons club? Hmm, I don't know about Willow being such a good judge of character though. Look at me now. My life couldn't be more bollocksed up than it is. I've made a mess of everything." 

"You only went down the path that you did because of bad circumstances and a lot of seriously bad decisions. I believe that people are basically who they're going to be for the rest of their lives when they're in high school. If they're a stupid bully, or a shallow airhead, then that's what they're really like inside. You were a sensitive, shy and intellectual guy then. That's how you are on the inside now too. There's just a lot of...crap heaped on top of William." 

"Interesting theory you have there, luv. I don't feel like I did back then, I'm harder. I've got a lotta scars, physical and mental. I don't think that I'm that person anymore. Like you said, William's buried under a heap." 

"Maybe if you saw a therapist or something you could start to rediscover who you are. Who you were meant to be." 

"What would be the point now? I'm tied up, with a huge knot on the back of my head, waiting to be taken to jail. The time for self-discovery is over." 

"It's never too late, Spike." 

"Sorry, but if I'm going to prison, the last thing I need is to develop my more sensitive side. When you're in jail, you need to be tough...you have to be tough or they'll tear you apart. It's like high school, only with a lot more knifings and ass-rapes." 

Buffy gulped and nibbled on her lower lip. "No one ever...hurt you like that, did they?" 

"No, thankfully. Only because I acted tough, let everyone know that I wasn't anyone's bitch. But it goes on all the time. The guards either don't notice or think it's amusing and let it happen." 

"That's terrible! No one should have that happen to them." Buffy especially never wanted anything like that to happen to Spike. 

Spike nodded. "I did get into some fights though. Pretending to be stark raving mad helps a lot to keep most of the heat off. I got quite good at acting like a psychopath. I'll have to get back into that state of mind again." 

Buffy was having second, third and fourth, thoughts about having Spike arrested... 


More time passed. They kept talking. About anything and everything. 

It was almost 3 hours since Buffy had called the police, and they still hadn't shown up. 

"Still no sign of the cops?" Spike asked when there was a pause in conversation. 

Buffy peered out the window and shook her head. "Nope. Maybe they forgot." 

"No, they'll get here. They're just backlogged," Spike said with a sigh. 

"Are...your shoulders too stiff? I could rub them again." 

He smiled softly. "I'm alright." 

"Oh, okay." Buffy was a little disappointed. She had wanted to touch him again. 

In a soft voice, Spike said, "I wish that you had killed me when you hit me with the bottle. It would have been a kinder fate." 

"What? Why would you say that? That's a horrible thing to say!" 

"Because I really am going to prison, Buffy. And for a long, long time. As I've said, this isn't the first time that I've been collared. I have a record." 

"Oh." 

Spike nodded. "California has that '3 strikes and your out' thing. They're going to put me away forever." They sat in silence for a few moments. Spike tried joking, "I'm going to invest in a gross of 'Soap on a Rope'." 

"Spike...I didn't want you to be put away for the rest of your life. I just wanted you to get the proper punishment for what you did." 

He looked down and shrugged, trying to be nonchalant. "I only have myself to blame. I chose this life. Now I've got to deal with the fallout from the choices I've made." 

Buffy watched the fire for a minute, thinking. His life was essentially over. It was a terrible shame. 

Spike said, "You were talking before about the people I've hurt, violated. The truth is that I have thought about them. There are times when I really feel like shit for what I've done. Imagining their faces and their reactions when they discover what's happened to them. It's unsettling. I always put it out of my mind. I can't think about it. I've always tried not to be around to see the aftermath." 

Buffy could tell by the look on his face that he was sincere. It did bother him. 

"I wish that you would have tried to do the right thing a long time ago and stopped. It shouldn't have come to this." 

"I know that now. What's done is done. No use crying over spilt milk. Hindsight is 20/20." He smiled. "Feel free to toss in a cliché of your own, I can't think of any more." He took a deep breath. "I'm not happy with everything that's happened tonight, but it was...nice to talk to you." 

Buffy made a big decision at that moment. "I'll be right back." 

It was probably a really stupid decision, but she was going to let Spike go. She had to call the operator again and tell them that she'd made a mistake. 

She took the flashlight and went to the kitchen. Buffy picked up the phone. She closed her eyes when there was still no dial tone. 

"Shit." 

But it had been a few hours since she had called. Maybe the cops really weren't going to come at all? She took a sharp knife from the silverware drawer, then went back out to the living room. She walked over to Spike, then kneeled on the floor in front of him. 

"What are you doing?" Spike asked with a bit of anxiety. They had been getting along very well, but he couldn't help but worry seeing her coming at him with a knife. 

Buffy started cutting through the rope around his ankles. "I'm letting you go." 

He blinked. "You're letting me...go? As in 'free to go'?" 

"Yes." Buffy sliced all the way through the rope. 

Spike made a relieved sound and moved his legs apart. "Are you sure? I mean, of course I want to leave, but..." 

"I'm sure." She then cut the ropes on his hands. "Please promise me that you'll try to change your ways, Spike. You deserve a better life than this." 

He brought his arms in front of him, gently rubbing his rope-burned wrists. He looked into her eyes. "I promise, Buffy. I'll try. This was my big wake up call. It won't be easy, but I'll try." 

"Good. I hope you mean it." 

"I do." Spike took her right hand and raised it to his mouth, lightly kissing her knuckles. "Thank you, Buffy. I don't deserve this, but I'm grateful for it. You're an amazing person." 

Buffy swallowed hard. She wanted him to kiss more than her hand... 

"I think that you are -- or could be -- too. That's why I'm doing this. Now...you'd better go before the police really do show up." 

Spike stood up, standing in place and massaging his thighs. "I need to the feeling back in my legs. I feel all wobbly." 

"Hurry, Spike. You need to go," she said nervously. Buffy got down on her knees and started rubbing his calves to help (not that she wanted to touch his legs -- perish the thought). 

"Th-Thanks," Spike said. 

She just smiled up at him. 

He gulped when her hands went above his knee. "Uh, okay. That's good. I think I can walk now." 

Buffy took the flashlight and walked him to the front door. 

They stood at the door, looked at each other and each took a breath. 

"Well...good luck, Spike. I hope you can make a better life for yourself after tonight," Buffy said. 

"Me too. I can't tell you how thankful I am. You had every right to treat me the way you did in the beginning, but...I didn't expect...Thank you." 

Buffy nodded and smiled. She opened the front door. 

Buffy and Spike froze. Two police officers were just walking up onto the porch. 

"Ma'am, I'm Officer Jones. This is Officer Garcia. Are you Buffy Summers?" 

"Uh...Yes." 

"You called earlier about a prowler in your house? You tied him up." 

Buffy nodded, her mind going a mile a minute. 

Officer Garcia said, "We're sorry it took us so long to respond. Things have just been crazy in town tonight." 

"Oh, th-that's alright," Buffy replied. 

Officer Jones stepped up. "Is the perp still inside?" He eyed Spike. 

Spike wanted to say hello and act nonchalant, but he was so petrified that he had no spit left to talk. 

Buffy laughed nervously. "Oh, it's the craziest thing, officers! You won't believe this! My boyfriend, William, here," she put a hand on Spike, "thought that I wouldn't be back until tomorrow from my trip and he wanted to set up a romantic surprise for me when I got back into town. I heard someone moving around downstairs and assumed that I was being robbed. I hit him from behind with a bottle, I didn't recognize him. I feel just awful!" 

Spike looked curiously at Buffy, but then smiled at the cop. "Yeah, my...little filly packs a helluva wallop!" 

Buffy put her arms around Spike and kissed his cheek, looking at him lovingly. "I'm so sorry, Sugar Bear. I thought you were a bad guy. I hope that you can forgive me." 

Spike looked into her eyes, smiling softly. "Consider yourself forgiven, pet." 

Garcia shook his head. "So I take it that no one's pressing charges?" 

Buffy and Spike shook their heads no. 

Buffy said, "Well, I guess we have a story to tell the grandkids one of these days." 

"Do you need medical attention, sir?" Jones asked Spike. 

"Nah, I'm alright. I'll go to the hospital tomorrow for a once over. Thanks." 

The cops looked a little suspicious, as if they thought that there was some funny business going on. 

Buffy smiled. "I'm really sorry that you had to come out here for nothing. I know how busy all of you must be tonight. I tried calling the operator back after I realized the huge mistake that I'd made, but the phone was out again." 

Officer Jones nodded. "Yeah, there's been a lot of damage from the storm...Are you sure everything's alright, Miss Summers?" 

"Besides feeling like total crap for hurting my boyfriend? Everything's just fine, thanks." Buffy hugged Spike, looking up at him adoringly. “I’ll be making this up to your for the rest of my life." 

“I’m sure that you--” Spike started to say. 

Buffy suddenly kissed him, full on the lips. Spike’s eyes were wide at first, but he put his arms around her and returned the kiss after only a moment. 

The cops fidgeted, waiting for the kiss to end. But it kept going on. 

Buffy did it to convince the cops that her story was true, but damn! His lips were yummy. It was one of the best kisses she had ever experienced. 

Spike was thinking the same things as Buffy. He could kiss her forever. 

Officer Garcia cleared his throat loudly. “Well, I guess we’ll be going then, if there’s no trouble.” 

Buffy and Spike pulled away from each other, licking their lips lightly and gazing at each other. 

Spike said, “Uh, yeah. Thanks, Officer. Sorry about the confusion.” 

“Try to be more careful in the future, miss,” Jones said. “This could have turned out real bad.” 

Buffy nodded. “Oh, I’ll be more careful from now on! I feel just awful!” 

“Have a...safe night.” The cops walked back to their car. 

“You too!” Buffy said cheerfully. 


The cops whispered to each other as they walked. 

Jones said, “I wouldn’t want to be that guy! That woman’s probably going to end up killing him one of these days. I don't care how cute she is, I'd be running for my life.” 

Garcia agreed. “Poor bastard. I wouldn‘t get mixed up with a loopy girl like her if I were him.” 


Buffy and Spike smiled and waved at them. When the cops drove away, they both let out relieved breaths. They went back in the house and closed the door. 

“Shit, that was close!” Spike said. “I didn’t think that they were buying it.” 

“That’s why I kissed you.” She blushed. “I thought that it might help.” 

Spike looked at Buffy, tilting his head to the side. “You didn‘t have to do that." 

"Yes, I did. I don't want you to go to prison for the rest of your life, Spike. You made a mistake -- a series of mistakes -- in your life. But you can still turn it around. You're so smart and you really do have a good heart, I can tell. You don't have to live this kind of life anymore." 

"Buffy, I don't know if I can lead a normal life." 

"I believe in you, Spike." Buffy lightly touched his face. "I can feel that you have the strength inside of you to change." 

Spike closed his eyes and put his hand over hers. He kissed the inside of her wrist. The contact of his lips made Buffy break out in goosebumps. So warm and soft. 

Spike said softly, "No one's ever believed in me before. Maybe my mum, but that's it." 

"Well, I do. You're free to go now, Spike. You can leave." 

"What if...I want to stay a bit longer?" His left eyebrow arced gently. "Would that be alright with you?" 

She smiled and nodded slowly. "I'd...like you to stay." Buffy wanted to kiss him again. 

Their eyes darkened as they leaned into each other. Their lips touched, sending little shockwaves through their bodies. 

They moaned and sank deeper into the kiss. 

"Mmmm, you taste like a big candy cane," Buffy moaned. 

"The Schnapps," Spike chuckled, kissing her more deeply. 

Buffy’s hands moved up his body and into his spiky hair. She touched the very sore wound on the back of his head. Spike grunted into her mouth, pulling away and putting his hand to the back of his head with a hiss. 

Buffy put a hand over her mouth. “Oh my god! I’m sorry! Sorry! I forgot about your head!” 

“I’m okay. Don’t worry about it.” 

“You’re not okay, Spike. You need to go to the hospital.” 

“I’ll go tomorrow.” 

“No,” Buffy said with determination. “You need to go right now.” 

“But--” 

“No buts. Please, I feel like shit for hurting you. I want to make sure that you are okay.” She pouted and blinked her big green eyes slowly. 

Spike sighed. “Alright. If it means that much to you, I’ll go now.” 

“Let me get my keys.” 

“Wait, you don’t have to take me. I have my own car. I can drive.” 

“No way. You can’t drive after being hit on the head.” 

“I’m fine, Buffy.” 

“No, you will wait for me to get my keys. Then I will drive you to the hospital. Understand?” 

“You’re a pushy little thing, ain’t ya?” 

“I get what I want. I can be very forceful when I have to be.” 

Spike got a wicked smirk on his face and stuck the tip of his tongue out a bit. “Is that so? I like forceful women. Bloody sexy.” 

Buffy smiled back. “Keep it in your pants, Spike. You’re going to the hospital,” she said with a little giggle.
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Buffy stayed in the exam room with Spike while they waited for the doctor. They got their story down pat. A nurse came in and gave Spike a hospital gown to change into. 

"Ugh, I hate these things," Spike said. "They leave your ass hangin' out." 

Buffy giggled. Then her eyes widened as he took off his shirt. "What are you doing?" 

He frowned. "Changing into the sodding gown. What does it look like?" 

"Well--don't do it right in front of me!" 

She covered her eyes and spun away from him. Her heart was beating wildly at the defined and gorgeous muscles that her eyes had taken in. Shit! Spike was built! She suspected as much when she gave him the shoulder and arm massages, but...DAMN! He was ripped! Guess being a professional thief required you to be in excellent physical condition. 

Spike smirked a little. "Sorry. I wasn't thinking. You might want to stay turned around, I'm taking off my trousers now." 

Buffy closed her eyes and bit her lip as she heard him lower his zipper. Oh how she wanted to turn back around! But that wouldn't be...polite. With any luck, she would get the chance to get closer to Spike in the near future. There might come a time when she wouldn't be required to turn away... 


When the doctor showed up, they had the whole 'I hit my boyfriend over the head, thinking he was a prowler' story ready. The fact that he'd been tied up was a bit harder to explain. But Buffy said that since it was so dark, and Spike was passed out, she tied him up without realizing whom he was. 

The doctor looked at them strangely, but shrugged. He had heard crazier things in his time as a physician. 

Buffy had to leave at one point when they took Spike up to X-ray. They wanted to take x-rays of his head to make sure that there were no fractures. She sat in the waiting room, waiting. 


It had been hours since she had brought Spike in. Buffy dozed off a few times in the hard waiting room chair. 

"Buffy," Spike said quietly, giving her a little nudge. 

"Hunh?" Buffy woke up, seeing him leaning over her. "Are you done?" 

"Yeah, they said that I can go home now." Spike had a fresh bandage around his head and two on his wrists. 

Buffy sat up, stretching. "Ouch! These hospital chairs are not made for comfort." She rubbed the back of her neck. 

"Maybe I'll return the favor you did for me and give you a good massage later?" 

Buffy smiled and stood up. "That would be very nice. What did the x-rays show?" 

"No fractures or breaks. Had to get a few stitches, I've got a mild concussion and a whopper of a lump on the back of my head. But I'll be fine." 

"Thank god," Buffy sighed. 

Spike smiled. "They gave me a prescription for some good pain killers. I got it filled already at the pharmacy upstairs. I should be feeling no pain once I get a few of the pills in me.” 

“I don’t know about you, but I’m exhausted.” 

“It has been a hell of a night, hasn’t it?” 

They walked out of the waiting room to the parking lot. Buffy subtly slipped her hand into his and held it lightly. Spike squeezed back a little. 

“I think I’d like a lot less excitement in my life after tonight,” Buffy joked. 

“Maybe that kind of excitement. But there are other...more pleasantly exciting ways to spend an evening.” Spike gave her a flirty smile. 

Buffy batted her eyelashes and smiled, flirting right back. 


-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 


Spike directed her to where he’d parked his car at the end of her block. It was 9 in the morning. A very long night, for the both of them. 

“Thank you for everything, Buffy,” Spike said, as she pulled up behind his car. 

“Are you sure you can drive? I wouldn’t mind riding you all the way home.” Both of their minds went to very dirty places. 

“Uh, yes, I’m sure.” He smiled. “You’re tired and want to get some sleep. I’m perfectly capable of driving.” He hesitated to get out. 

“Um, Spike?” Buffy asked. 

“Yes?” 

“Would you, um, like to come over later? For dinner? I think that we deserve to have a more pleasant evening, from beginning to end.” 

“I’m sorry, I can’t,” Spike said regretfully. 

“Oh.” Buffy looked down. She was upset that he turned her down. She really thought that they’d made a connection. 

Spike said, “Only because the doctor told me to spend the day in bed, resting and taking it real easy. If your invitation can be extended to tomorrow night, I’d be happy to come.” 

Buffy smiled again. “Really?” 

“Absolutely, Buffy.” He put his hand on hers. “I would like the chance for us to get to know each other better, in a normal situation. Just Buffy and Spike. Two people who enjoy each other's company." 

“I’d like that too.” 

They leaned in and kissed each other. They were both too tired for more than a little kiss, but it was a sweet one. 

“Come to my house tomorrow then for dinner. Is 7 o’clock okay?” she asked. “You can even use the doorbell this time.” Buffy winked and smiled. 

Spike answered her smile with one of his own. “That sounds perfect. I’ll see you then, luv.” Spike exited her car then got into his black DeSoto. 

They waved to each other as he drove off. 

Buffy sighed and drove down the street to her house. 

You never knew what strange twists of fate life had in store for you. She never in a million years would have anticipated the night to end like this. Instead of shaking her fist at Spike as the cops dragged him away, she had developed seriously warm and squishy feelings for him. 

Spike was a good man. Buffy could just tell that he was. She could see him -- the real him; a good and loving man who had been dealt a shitty hand in life and made the wrong decisions. What he needed was a good woman to help him reform, to lend him strength and to love him. Could she be the woman to do that for Spike? Buffy had a strong feeling that she might be. 

Then again, it could be that she was being an idealistic idiot and that she had just helped a wanted criminal escape justice. What if he never showed up tomorrow night? What if Spike was lying to her just so that she’d help him, playing on her kindness and feelings, and he'd just skip town? 

Buffy shook her head. No. Spike would be at her house tomorrow, as he had promised. She wouldn't except that everything had been a lie or an act. There had been real chemistry, real heat between them. 

Spike would come. 

-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 


The rest of that day, Buffy and Spike slept like logs in their own beds. The events of their night together had left them thoroughly exhausted. 

It helped them to be rested up for their dinner the next night. 


The following night ... 

All day, Buffy thought about and prepared for dinner, and seeing Spike again. She put all the things that Spike had stolen back in their proper places and cleaned up the house. 

She tried to be positive, but there was still a little nagging voice at the back of her head telling her that she’d fucked up. Spike wasn’t going to show up, and she would never hear from him again. Buffy refused to believe it. Though it made her uneasy. 

At 7:05 the doorbell rang. 

Buffy's heart leapt. 'He came! I knew he would' She gave that doubting voice in her head the finger as she skipped to the door. 

She stopped in front of the door, fluffing up her hair, then smoothing down her green silk dress. With a smile, she opened the door. 

Spike was standing there, smiling back at her. 

"Hi, Spike. You're 5 minutes late," Buffy said amiably. "But you look great." She checked him out. Royal blue silk shirt, nicely fitted black slacks and a black leather duster coat. Yum! 

"Sorry, luv. I took extra primping time. I wanted to look as good as I could for tonight. That's not easy with me lookin' like the bloody Mummy." He gestured to his wrist bandages and head bandage. 

His eyes made their own happy journey over her. "You look...incredible. Love the dress." 

"Oh, this old thing." Buffy spun around. She had bought it special for tonight. 

"You look breathtaking, Buffy." His eyes flicked over her from head to toe. 

Buffy blushed. "Thank you. Glad you like it. Um, come in, please." 

Spike walked into the foyer. 

Lightheartedly, she asked, “You didn’t steal anything since the last time that I saw you, did you?” 

Spike smiled, pulling a green lollipop out of his duster pocket. “I nicked this from the hospital exam room. I think that I deserved a nice lolly. The doc didn’t offer me one, so I took matters into my own hands.” 

“Spike! Even taking a sucker is bad! You have to stop stealing completely, cold-turkey!” she said, clearly upset. 

His smile faded. “It was supposed to be a joke...I asked the doc if I could have it.” 

Buffy was embarrassed by her instant over-reaction. “Oh...I’m sorry. I--I’m just worried about you. I want you to make a better life for yourself.” 

“I know.” Spike stepped up to her, giving her a light kiss. He smiled again and pulled out another lollipop. “I asked him for one for you too.” 

Buffy chuckled and took it. “Thanks. Let’s save them for later. Dinner’s ready.” 

“Good, I’m famished! It smells so good! What’s on the spit, Buffy?” Spike asked, taking of his coat, then hanging it up on the coat rack. 

“Eww, spit?” 

“Spit, as in those things that cowboys cooked their food on when they were out ropin’ doggies on the prairie or whatever the hell it is that they did.” 

Buffy giggled. “Oh yeah, those things. Come on, and see what I fixed for us.” 

Buffy took his hand and led him to the dining room. 


-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 


They had a pleasant dinner, talking about entertainment, politics and good ol' Sunnydale High. Spike complimented her on the delicious food. He ate heartily. 

Buffy had 'made' a feast of Asian food (courtesy of Madame Chao's Restaurant). It was her little secret that the lemon chicken that she had originally intended to serve had been burnt beyond recognition. She thanked god that the delivery boy had gotten there before Spike had arrived. Oh, she'd tell him the truth eventually, but she wanted tonight to be special. He didn't need to know that she was a shitty cook yet. 

They teased each other during dinner; doing little things like licking sauce off of their lips and fingers, winking and batting their eyes. 

Spike helped clean up the dishes after dinner. Then they retired to the living room. They watched an episode of the game show, 'Jeopardy!' together. Spike answered almost every question correctly. Buffy was very impressed, but teasingly said that it had to be a rerun, accusing him of having seen it before. He was very bright and witty, she thought again what a shame it was that he had drifted into a life on the wrong side of the law. Spike had so much to offer the rest of the world. His biggest contribution to society shouldn't be making license plates in the state penitentiary. 

After the show, they started getting cozy. Buffy kept shifting over next to him until she was snuggled against him. Spike put his arm around her, then they started making out. Slow kisses and soft touches, a slow build to their passion. 

Spike's hand rested on her right thigh. He would keep gently stroking up and down, making her moan and plunder his mouth with her tongue. Her hands slid over his body, feeling hard muscles under his shirt. Then her hands went upwards, his neck, then his face. 

Spike caught one of her wrists and mumbled, "Mind the head, pet." 

"Oh, right. Sorry." Buffy blushed. 

He smiled and stroked her cheek with the backs of his fingers. He looked about to say something. 

"What are you thinking about?" she asked. 

"That you're beautiful and ballsy, and then I find out tonight, a brilliant chef as well. Really, that was the best Chinese food that I've ever had. Even better than the food at Madame Chao's." 

Buffy laughed anxiously, "Uh, yeah...well...about that..." 

"I just don't know what a woman like you would want with someone like me. You deserve better." 

"Don't say that, Spike. I'm not perfect at all. I get bitchy and can take things out on people that I love. I sweep dust under the rug when I'm cleaning, there's probably a colony of dustbunnies living under it by now. I can be a drama queen and I lie about...stuff." 

"What stuff do you lie about?" he asked. 

"Um, that I can cook." 

Spike smiled slightly and cocked his head. "Pet, the proof was in the pudding, as they say. I ate the food you made, I know that you can--" 

"I didn't make it. I lied. The chicken that I was making for us burned up. I had to call Madame Chao's...I'm sorry." 

"Oh," Spike chuckled. "Well it was a fantastic meal, no matter who actually cooked it. Buffy, lying to someone about a dinner hardly makes you a bad person. That's one of those little white lies that doesn't hurt anyone." 

"I still feel bad about it." 

"Well, don't." Spike leaned back in and began kissing her again. 

After a few more minutes of making out, Buffy pulled back. She looked like she was nervous about something. 

Spike ran his fingers through her hair. "What's wrong?" 

"I’m trying to think of how to say something..." 

Did she want him to leave? Did she decide that becoming involved with him was insane? He was afraid of the answer, but asked, “What is it, Buffy? Just come out with it.” 

“Do...you want to go upstairs?” Buffy asked bashfully. 

Spike’s eyes flitted to the stairs, then back to her. “Do...you want me to come upstairs?” 

“I wouldn’t ask if I didn’t. I want you to come upstairs with me. I want to go to bed with you." She closed her eyes and laughed lightly, "I sound like a total slut. We've never even been out on a date." 

Spike put his hands on the sides of her face. "No, you don't sound like a slut. You sound like a woman who knows what she wants and isn't afraid to say it." 

He kissed her again, Buffy's arms went around his body; her hands making circles over his back. 

"I want you, Spike," Buffy moaned. 

Spike quickly scooped her up in his arms, continuing to kiss her and carry her carefully upstairs. 

"The first room on the right," Buffy mumbled helpfully. 

Spike made it in the room. Buffy reached out blindly, flipping on the light switch. Spike looked out of the corner of his eye to get to the bed without tripping over anything. 

They landed on the bed with a giggle. Buffy wrapped herself around Spike. 

"Fuck, you kiss so damn good!" 

Spike smiled against her lips. "Not so bad yourself, pet.  Uh, what about...protection?  I brought some--"

"I'm on the pill.  Don't worry."  Buffy pulled him hard against her, kissing him breathless again. 

Buffy quickly unbuttoned then removed his shirt. Her hands slid over his hard muscles. She loved what her fingers were coming in contact with. The very firm muscles that she had seen at the hospital when he'd taken his shirt off in front of her. "Mmmm, you must workout." 

"Uh-huh," Spike uttered, sucking on the side of her neck. 

He got up on his knees and pulled her forward with him, unzipping the back of her dress. She was wearing a dark green satin bra. After sliding the silk dress all the way off of her body, Spike put his hands over her mounds, kneading them gently. Buffy ran her hands up and down his forearms as he fondled her. 

"Love the bra, Buffy. Very sexy." 

"Mmmm, do you like the matching thong too?" Buffy smirked. 

Spike smirked looked down, licking at his lips. He ran his hands down her sides to her hips. "Oh yes...very much." 

Spike laid back on top of her, kissing her collarbones, then moving his lips over her chest. He licked and kissed the uncovered parts of her breasts while his hands squeezed her. Buffy arched her back when she felt his hands sliding around to her upper back. Spike nimbly undid the hooks of her bra. Buffy shivered as his hands unhurriedly slipped the loops down her arms. 

Then they were naked chest to naked chest, their hard nipples rubbing against each other. 

After a few hot, deep kisses, Spike lowered his mouth to her left breast, wrapping his mouth around the nipple. He would switch to the other breast, then back again. He drove her mad with his licking, sucking and kissing. Spike would take his mouth off and blow cool air on her puckered nipples every few seconds. 

Buffy moaned out load and shuddered. She wanted to say how good his body felt on top of her, against her. How good his lips felt on her skin. How good his hands felt as they skimmed along her body. But all that came out of her mouth was, "Gahh--ahhh!" 

Spike hooked his fingers into the waistband of her thong and moved back, pulling it down her legs. Buffy lifted her ass off of the bed, then her legs to let him pull her thong off. Spike put his hands on the tops of her feet, then slid his hands all the way up her legs. 

Buffy made little breathy sounds. She wanted to say that Spike was moving too slow--She wanted to fuck him so bad! But the buildup and anticipation were delicious in their own way. 

Spike kissed a trail down her body. He paused at her bellybutton. "Um, Buffy, I really want to go down on you." 

"Ohhh, yes, Spike! Please! I want that so much!" Buffy arched her back and spread her legs a little. 

"But..." 

"But?" She jerked her head up to look at him. "But, what?" 

"I'm worried that you might put your hands on my head, or squeeze me too hard with your thighs. My noggin still isn't feeling too good." 

"I promise, I'll keep my knees parted and my hands on my own body," Buffy said desperately, making a cross over her heart. 

Spike smiled and chuckled. "Okay then. We'll give it a go. Try not to hurt me, 'right?" His eyes stayed on hers as he lowered his lips to her skin. He kissed downwards. 

Still on his knees, Spike bent down and kissed her around her abdomen. His face was just above her pussy. He looked up at her, nuzzling her with his nose. Her aroma was intoxicating; so powerful and potent. Spike's tongue darted out to taste her. 

"Ohhhhh," Buffy said, grasping the covers in her hands. "Promise, won't hurt...you. Oh god! Keep going!" 

Buffy felt like she was melting under his mouth and hands. Spike must be pretty confident in his abilities if he was worried about her going crazy because of his ministrations. She kept reminding herself not to touch his head, no matter how impassioned she became. 

Spike's lips dragged along her inner thigh. The hot point of his tongue would flick out here and there. 

"Ohhh, nice. Very nice," Buffy moaned. "My ex-boyfriend would never do this for me." 

Spike kissed softly around her mound. "He was a git. Don't even think about him. He's gone -- in the past. God, just the way you smell makes me horny as hell! I could lick your pussy forever." He swiftly licked her from bottom to top. 

Buffy made a sound between a moan and a growl. She jumped and let out an explosive breath when his mouth made contact with her bare pussy lips. 

Spike's tongue leisurely and lightly moved up and down her wet slit. His tongue was so wet, so hot and gentle. It felt like a piece of wet silk was touching her. He rubbed her thigh, moving his hand to her pussy. His long fingers joined his tongue, stroking her softly. Buffy spread her legs further apart and put her feet flat on the bed. Buffy humped gently onto his mouth. 

Her hands wanted to move down into his hair, but she caught herself. At the last second, she recalled that she couldn't touch his head. She wanted to force his face into her so bad. Had to remember not to press her thighs against the sides of his head too. She clenched her toes, gripping the bedspread with them. Instead of touching him, Buffy moved her hands up and down her torso, sucking in breaths and craning her neck backwards. 

Spike gripped her thighs as his licks and sucks got more aggressive. He parted her lips and traced his tongue along the insides. "Mmmm, Buffy, you taste so fucking good, pet," he moaned. 

"Ohhh Spike!" Buffy gasped. "Yes--Yes! Ohh keep doing that!" 

His tongue made crazy patterns over her pussy, making her gasp and squeal. Whenever he circled around her hard clit, Buffy would arch up slightly. Hoping to make him suck it until she screamed. But maddeningly, Spike would move his tongue back down every time; teasing her hole and swiping along her inner folds. 

Buffy thrust her hips up at him, finally reduced to begging for it. "Please...Suck my clit, dammit!" 

Spike smiled, sliding his hands down and around to her butt cheeks. Buffy was a forceful, passionate, demanding woman. Just the way he liked them. He gripped her cheeks in his hands and plastered his mouth over her clit, humming softly. 

"OHHH! Unnngh!" Buffy rasped. 

Spike's hot tongue slowly stroked her throbbing nubbin while his lips caressed her. 

"Uhh! Oh fuck! Oh god--Oh god!" Buffy panted, humping his mouth quicker. 

Spike sucked on her clit sensuously, making love to it with his mouth. Buffy was breathing laboriously. She slid her hands up to her breasts and fondled them. 

"Suck me hard, Spike! Oh god! Hard!" 

He applied more suction, humming loudly. 

"SPIKE! AHHH!" Buffy yelled suddenly. Her hips moved crazily on their own. The orgasm hit her brutally. 

She yelled, panted and thrust at him for a few minutes. 

"Ahh--god--fuck--Ahhh!" Buffy said over and over again as the spasms diminished. 

Spike kissed and licked her softly. 

"Omigodthatwasincredible!" Buffy said in one breath. 

He smiled up her body at her. "You liked?" 

"Oh yeah!" Buffy grinned, getting her breath back. "You were right though, I did want to press your face against me. I had to fight it like crazy! Shit, you're so good at giving head!" 

"It's a gift." Spike smirked and kissed her stomach, moving back up her body. 

"Mmm, I'll say it is!" Buffy stroked up and down his arms. 

Spike's lips once again pressed against hers. Buffy moaned and tasted her juices on his mouth. She felt his hard cock pressed against her through his pants. Wanting it inside of her, aching for it. 

"Spike, fuck me! Fuck me now!" Buffy moaned. 

Spike groaned and slid against her, kissing her neck. He ground his granite-hard bulge against her slit. 

"Yes!" Buffy grunted, fumbling with his belt and zipper. 

Spike rose back up to his knees, trying to get naked fast. Buffy sat up and helped him unfasten his pants. As soon as the pants were shoved down his thighs, his stiffening cock popped up. 

Buffy's eyes widened. "Holy...Goddamn!" 

He was huge! Bigger than any guy she had ever personally seen. 10 inches long would be a good estimate. And shit! He was very thick too! It was a dream come true to find a handsome guy (with a good soul) who also happened to have an enormous cock. He could probably cum like a champion, judging by the size of his equipment. 

"Something wrong?" Spike asked nervously. He was knew that he was bigger than average and was confident about his size; but when a woman just kind of stared at it with an unreadable expression, it tended to make a guy uneasy. 

Buffy shook her head slowly, staring at the great beast. "Uh-uh. Nothing...wrong. Everything is very....very right." She looked up into his eyes with the sexiest, most devilish grin he'd ever seen. 

Spike shivered when she wrapped both hands around his shaft. Buffy moved her hands slowly up and down, examining his cock and the way it felt in her hands. It was thickening more as she touched it. Throbbing. Hot. Silky smooth. Buffy wanted to try putting her mouth on it, but her pussy was aching like crazy for it. Would it hurt when he fucked her with it? Would he fit inside of her? Buffy had to find out-- She'd die trying to find out if she had to! 

Buffy didn't want to tease him too much. He was already rock-hard. Some pre-cum welled at the head of his cock. Buffy gave the head a quick swipe with her tongue. Spike jerked and moaned. He tasted really good! Like pink grapefruit; sweet and mouth watering. 

"Spike, I need you to fuck me!" Buffy said in a gravelly voice. 

Spike wanted her to suck him off, but being in her sweet pussy was even more of an attraction. There'd be time for other things later. He laid back on top of her, kissing her slowly and deeply. "Remember, don't touch my head." 

"I won't! No head touching by me!" 

"Do you want me, Buffy," Spike whispered in her ear. He licked around the rim of her ear. 

Buffy growled, "You know that I do! I want you, Spike!" 

Spike pushed into her slowly. They moaned softly as his big cock stretched her walls. 

"Oh fuck--It's so big! God--Uhhh!" Buffy dug her nails into his biceps. 

"Is it...too much?" Spike panted. "Do you need me to stop?" 

"NO! Don't stop! God no! Don't stop! Want you!" Buffy exclaimed, holding him tighter. The last thing she wanted was for him to stop. 

Spike moaned and kept moving forward until he was buried completely inside of her fiery pussy. "Ahh God...So fuckin' good, pet!" 

Buffy moaned in agreement, wrapping her legs around his waist. 

They kissed as Spike began moving inside of her. She was so tight, hot and wet around him. It was heaven. 

"Ahhh--Give it to me, baby! Oh god, yeah!" Buffy yelled. His cock felt unbelievably amazing, gliding in and out of her. Spike filled up every single bit of space inside of her. 

Spike slowed down, bringing her right leg up over his shoulder. Then he resumed thrusting. Buffy gasped and moaned at the new angle. The G-spot DID exist! Her eyes bugged out and she let out a screech of pleasure with each stroke. 

Spike wasn't sure if she was in pain or not. He stopped thrusting. "Buffy, are--" 

"DON'T STOP!! DON'T FUCKING STOP!" she screamed, baring her teeth. 

Frankly, Spike was a little scared at her very heated reaction. But he dutifully began fucking her again. It was definitely pleasure that she was feeling, that much was certain. 

"Fuckmefuckmeohgodfuckme!" Buffy kept moaning. 

Spike was egged on by her powerful lust. It did a bloke's ego good to have a beautiful woman moaning and groaning like she was dying while he was shagging her. 

"Ahh, Buffy!" Spike groaned, pistoning into her. 

Buffy's speech consisted of a series of gasps and moans. Explosions were going off in her body every few seconds. She had never felt anything like this. She felt like a virgin, just discovering sex for the first time. 

"Ohh--Yeah! That's hot! So hot!" Buffy growled. She opened her mouth to scream as a big orgasm rocked her body. She whimpered and moaned. 

Spike could feel her contractions. He slowed down his thrusts, letting her ride it out slowly. “Yeah, baby...Ahh, cum for me...So fucking good!” 

It was difficult, but Buffy kept her hands away from his face and head. She scratched up and down his back. 

Buffy whispered, “Spike. Oh Spike...Yes –- Yes!” 

As her orgasm subsided, she wanted another one. Buffy smiled, hooking her leg over his right hip and pushing at his shoulder at the same time. She tried to push him onto his back to ride him. 

Spike stopped her. "N-No, pet. Not that way." 

Buffy pouted and frowned. "But I want to be on top! Don't tell me that you're one of those dominant types that won't let the woman be in control." 

"Not at all. I like it when a woman takes charge. Why should I do all of the work all the time?" he laughed. 

Buffy smiled and slapped at, then massaged his chest. "Then why can't I be on top?" 

"My head. I can't let the back of my head rest against anything. Hurts like hell." 

"Oh..." 

Spike looked around quickly, then smiled. "I think I can make us both happy." 

Buffy grinned. “Yeah? How?” 

Spike nodded his head at the big chair by the window. “I can sit in the chair and keep my head from touching anything. And you...can do whatever you like to me.” 

“Mmmm, I like that.” 

They kissed for a moment before getting up and quickly going to the chair. Spike sat down, Buffy climbed up, straddling his lap. The kissing and caressing started right away. 

“Spike, Mmm...Are you sure that you’re up for this?” She was still worried about his head wound. 

Spike put her hand on his hard-as-nails erection. “Yes.” 

Buffy could feel the wetness from her pussy on his cock. It was a big turn on knowing that this beautiful piece of meat was just plunging into her depths and making her cum. She kept stroking his fat cock while their tongues slid together. 

“Uhhhh--I’ll cum real soon if you keep doin’ that,” Spike said. 

Buffy wanted to see what the combination of his cock and her pussy tasted like. She blushed at just the impulse to do it. It seemed dirty and very naughty. But she wanted it. Spike groaned and tried to hold her on his lap when she started pulling away. 

“Hold on, Spike. There’s something that I want to do.” 

“O-Okay.” Spike thought that she might be leaving the room for a minute. A smile turned up on his face as he watched her sink to her knees. 

Buffy ran her hands up his fuzzy thighs. She took his cock back in her hand. She smiled a womanly smile and shook her head slightly. “I must say that I’m very impressed. I’m kinda impressed with myself too. I wasn’t sure if all of you would fit in me.” 

“I had a feeling that you’d fit me like a mink-lined glove. I was right.” Spike smirked. He moaned as Buffy leaned over his groin and started licking up his cock. He slouched down in the chair more. 

Buffy licked him slowly, up and down his shaft. Their combined tastes were so delicious! The fingers of her right hand caressed his balls. Spike gripped the armrests of the chair. He started breathing more raggedly when Buffy swallowed the bulbous head between her lips. She nursed on it like a baby with a bottle. She loved the taste of the sticky pre-cum that flowed onto her swirling tongue. 

“Oh J-Jesus!” Spike cried. He looked down at her, his eyes full of lust. 

Buffy smiled around his cock and started bobbing her head up and down. She lifted her mouth off of his cock, her hand still moving up and down the shaft. “You know, you can put your hands on my head? I want to feel your fingers in my hair while I do it.” 

Spike swallowed hard and panted, his hands flying to the sides of her head. “Buffy, god! You’re amazing! I thought that you didn‘t give blowjobs?” 

“Oh, I do. But only if my boyfriend is willing to go south of the border for me too. You did. So you get a bj.” 

She smiled and put her mouth back down over him. For the next 10 minutes, Buffy sucked, licked and fondled his meat. She would slow down and back off when she felt that he was close. Giggling at the frustrated sounds Spike made every time that she did that. But it wasn’t very nice of her, she decided. He had made her cum several times already. Buffy wanted him to explode in her mouth. And if he needed 15 minutes or so to get hard again, then so be it. He deserved a thorough blowjob. 

Buffy intensified her efforts, becoming ravenous for his spunk. It had to taste wonderful if his pre-cum tasted so good; sticky and sweet on her lips. 

"Shit!" Spike groaned. "I'm gonna cum, Buffy!" He prayed that she wouldn't pull away. His cock throbbed so much that it hurt. 

Buffy moaned, feeling him thudding in her mouth. She could feel that he was very close. She made her way back up the length, concentrating on the head. 

"Ahh--Ahh!" Spike started shifting his hips, trying to push in and feed her more of his cock. 

Buffy held him down, jerking him off with her hand while her mouth suckled at his cockhead. One last hard suck from Buffy made him gasp and jerk. 

"Buffy--Ahh--Fuck, Buffy! Suck my cock! I'm cumming!" Spike moaned. 

The first blast skimmed over her tongue and hit the back of Buffy's throat. Hot and creamy, and surprisingly sweet tasting. It was like sucking the juice out of a piece of watermelon, only thicker and with more texture. Buffy sucked and milked his cock of every drop. If all cum tasted like this, she wouldn't have spit it out in the past -- Usually the gooey stuff tasted nasty. 

When Spike fired the last volley into her mouth, Buffy pulled back, swallowing then licking her lips. "Wow, you taste really good!" She cleaned him up. 

Spike panted, wanting to put his head back. One touch of the back of his head against the chair reminded him to let his head hang forward. He watched Buffy licking up his cum. 

Buffy smiled feeling how hard he still was. "My, my! I'm liking this. Do you usually stay so hard after cumming like that?" 

Spike smiled. "Sometimes. If I'm especially horned-up." 

Buffy giggled and jumped up onto his lap, straddling his legs. "Do I make you horny, baby? Do I make you randy?" she asked in her best Austin Powers voice. 

Spike laughed and screwed up his face. "No Austin Powers references, please." He caressed her hips in his hands. 

"Aw, but I like those movies! Okay, I'll keep the references to a minimum." 

"Thank you." 

Buffy settled over his cock and moved down until he was fully encased inside of her. They softly moaned, sharing deep, slow passionate kisses while Buffy readjusted to his size. 

Spike groaned when Buffy started experimentally clenching her pussy muscles around him. "God! What are you doing?" 

"Do you like it?" she asked knowingly. 

"Ohhh yeah!" Spike's fingers dug into the backs of her thighs. "That feels so good!" 

Buffy could feel him inside of her, swelling and growing more. "Mmm, it's just a little trick I read about. It's like giving you a special hug." With a slow intake of breath, she rose up. Buffy exhaled, making a shuddery, sound as her pussy took him back in. 

Spike panted, "Whatever you call it, I love it! Fuck...You're so tight, pet!" 

She started moving faster. "Uhhh--Good! You feel so good inside of me!" 

Spike leaned forward licking and nibbling at her neck; his hands moving over her lower back and ass. He was going to be able to last a lot longer since he'd already cum once. 

The corner of Buffy's mouth went up in a smirk. "I had this very evil thought when I had you tied up the other night..." 

"More evil than trying to kill me with a bottle of champagne?" 

Buffy pouted. 

"Hey, I was just kidding, pet." Spike kissed her tenderly. "What was your evil idea?" 

She was still pouting, but started to smile again as she told him. "I saw a porno movie once where a woman tied this robber guy up in a chair. And then she had hot sex with him while he was bound up." 

"Hmmm, that sounds very interesting. Just...don't tie me up again. We can pretend that I'm tied up." 

Buffy laughed, "I won't tie you up, and we don't have to pretend that you are either. Just thought I'd share that with you. I want your hands all over me." 

Spike smiled and moved his hands up and down her sides from her hips to her tits. "I can do that. I'm happy to do that." 

Buffy let her head fall back, riding him harder. 

15 minutes went by. They fucked, slow at times, then fast. Alternating their rhythm. They were both in ecstasy. 

Buffy came a few times, panting and moaning his name. Her pussy was getting sloshy by the time they logged 20 solid minutes of shagging. The sucking sounds her pussy made joined their moans and the sharp, wet slaps of their flesh meeting. 

Buffy found that Spike really enjoyed the following actions: Moving her pussy up and down his shaft fast, giving his cock an inner squeeze, then a hard grind. Then repeating. 

Spike had his hands on her waist, pumping up into her while he suckled on her tits. His left hand drifted down, going slowly down her the crack of her ass. He stroked his fingers around her other hole, not pushing them in, just touching softly around it. 

Buffy squealed as she came again. Just the thought that he might push a finger into her ass made her cum hard. She wanted to see what it felt like suddenly. 

"Yes! Put your finger in me, Spike!" 

Spike was a bit surprised, expecting her to say that she wasn't interested. He wasn't going to object. Spike moved his hand to her pussy, getting a few fingers good 'n wet with her juice, then put his fingers back at her puckered hole. Buffy gasped, digging her fingers into his shoulders as he gently pressed a finger into her. 

Buffy started slowly fucking him again, getting used to the extra stimulation. 

"I'm--not going to last--much longer!" Spike said. His finger moved further up her ass. 

"Keep fucking me!" Buffy moaned. 

It felt frickin' incredible! She'd slide all the down his huge cock, then her ass would be impaled on his finger as she pulled back. If his finger felt that good, how good would his meaty cock feel fucking her ass? She wanted to find out some time soon. Wow! She was turning into a very dirty girl! She was like a wildwoman, humping his cock and finger with little growls and much enthusiasm. Her hands flew around over his chest, shoulders and neck. Again, she unconsciously wanted to let her fingers play in his hair. 

"The head! Watch the head," Spike said, moving her hands away from his skull. 

"Sorry," Buffy panted. "You might have to tie me up. I keep forgetting not to touch your head." 

"Tie you up, eh? Hmm, that might be interesting..." He poked his tongue out. "But I want our first night together to be bondage-free. Au naturale." 

She giggled, "Okay, I'll just try to be more careful." Buffy leaned down and kissed him as she started moving slowly up and down again. 

They soon got back to the hard and fast fucking. 

"Ahhh--Buffy! Cumming now!" Spike yelled, turning his head to the side. He knew that he'd throw his head back and didn't want the pain from his head to take away from the orgasm -- which felt like it was going to be an epic one. 

Spike thrust his cock forcefully up her cunt, shoving all of it inside of her. He also pushed his finger all the way into her ass. 

Buffy's eyes rolled as her body jerked violently. Spike's hot spunk fired inside of her at the same time she came for the...fourth? Fifth time? She lost count along the way. 

They moaned like they were dying as they saturated each other with their cum. 

Buffy put her hands on his face and put her mouth over his, kissing and tonguing him while they floated high above the earth. Her thoughts briefly went to Riley. Not because she wished that he were the one with her. But because of how extremely poor the sex was with Riley. Buffy literally had no idea that a guy could ever make her feel this good. How could one guy be so...ordinary, and another be so exceptional? 

"Ahhh--No comparison...No comparison," Buffy muttered, kissing Spike gently. 

Spike was still trying to get his breath back. "What's that, luv?" 

"Nothing." She smiled. "Just commenting on what an amazing lover you are." 

"Oh." Spike grinned then pulled at her bottom lip with his teeth. "You can comment on that all you like. I encourage it. You were absolutely amazing too...bloody perfect." 

Buffy rested her cheek against his. They gave each other little, tender kisses as they recovered. 

"Bed now," Buffy said simply. 

Spike nodded, gripping her butt and standing, with great effort. His legs felt noodle-like. But he managed to carry her to the bed. They moved up the bed until Buffy's head rested on the pillows. Spike draped himself over her side. They kissed and touched each other leisurely. 

Spike's fingertips lightly moved over her collarbones and neck. "I could make love to you all night." 

Buffy cooed in response. 

He smiled. "I fantasized about you back in high school, ya know?." 

Buffy grinned. "You did?" 

"Oh yeah. That cheerleading uniform....Shit...that fueled many a fantasy for me. You were so perky and beautiful...I wanted to shag you like there was no tomorrow." 

"I wish you would have approached me back then." 

Spike arched an eyebrow. "Please, Buffy, like you would have given me real consideration? I wasn't even anywhere near your league." 

"I might have gone out with you." 

Spike said, "Pffft! No you wouldn't have. It's a moot point anyway. You had ‘Angel the Great’.” 

"The so-called 'Angel the Great' wasn't so great. I was a girl then. Now I'm a woman. What I wanted then is a lot different than what I want now." 

They curled up together, letting sleep overtake them.
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At 7 AM, the phone rang. 

Even though it was downstairs, Spike and Buffy were roused from sleep by the ringing. Buffy groaned and tiredly rolled out of bed. She grabbed her robe and pulled it on. 

"Who could that be so early?" Spike asked. 

"I have no idea." Buffy yawned. "But this better be good. I'll be right back." 

She shuffled downstairs to the kitchen and answered the phone. 

"Hello?" Buffy said groggily, rubbing sleep from her eyes. 

"Buffy, it's Riley. I need to talk to you." 

Buffy's eyes opened more. "Riley?" 

Spike had slipped into his pants and been on his way to the bathroom, stopping when he heard her mention Riley's name. That got Spike's attention. He rubbed his eyes and listened. Riley was the idiot that she just broke up with. What if they, somehow, could make up? Spike didn't want to lose Buffy if she had a sudden change of heart. He was falling in love with her fast. 

"Dammit, Riley! Do you know what time it is? It's 7 o'clock in the damn morning!" Buffy groused. 

"I know, I'm sorry to wake you up so early. I just had to talk to you," he apologized. 

"What do you want, Riley?" 

"I want you back. I want for us to talk this out. I've made mistakes, but I still care about you, Buffy. I know that we can make it." 

Buffy groaned, "God, Riley, I am so not in the mood for this." 

Spike continued on into the bathroom. He didn't feel right eavesdropping, though he was curious about the conversation. 

Over the next few minutes, Riley told her how much he believed that he and Buffy could still work everything out and be happy together. 

"Please, Buffy honey, give us another chance?" Riley said. 

“Let me get this straight, you admitted that you paid a prostitute to suck your dick while we were going out, and you expect me to forgive you for that?” 

“It was a mistake, Buffy! I was in a bad place emotionally when I did that. I’m sorry and I’ll never do it again.” 

“You’ll never do it to me again because I won't give you another chance to. It‘s too late, Riley. There's also the fact that you were with Faith. I'm not forgiving you for that either." 

"I told you, I thought she was you! It was dark!" 

"It's flattering that you couldn't tell the difference between me and Faith. You should have known!" Buffy groaned. "Forget it, Riley. Like I said, it's too late now. Most of all because I‘ve met someone else.” 

“Wh--What!? It’s only been 4 days!” 

“Even still, I bumped into an old friend from school and we really hit it off." 

"You...You can move on, just like that!?" 

"Looks that way, don't it? Sorry, Riley. I'm not interested in being with you anymore. I didn't love you. I need to find someone that I can love. And so do you." 

"I do love you, Buffy!" 

"I'm sorry. It's over." Buffy was too tired to point out that he never would have went to a whore for a blowjob, and he would have known that it wasn't Buffy that he was with when he was making out with Faith... If he really had loved her. 

"You're...You're a bitch! And a slut!" Riley yelled angrily, spluttering in her ear. "I should have known from the beginning that you were trash!" 

Buffy grimaced and held the phone away from her ear. "Okay, Riley. Think whatever you want to, if it makes you feel better. I'm with someone else, and I'm optimistic about my chances with him. Bye, now. Don't call back." 

She hung up and shook her head. Poor, stupid, deluded Riley. He really thought that they could patch things up after what he'd admitted to her? As if! Anyway, she had her hot l'il Englishman on the path to redemption to keep her warm at night. Speaking of which, she needed to get back upstairs and into his arms. 


Spike was sitting on the porch swing on the front porch, smoking a cigarette. After using the facilities, he had walked downstairs, gotten his smokes out of his duster and gone out front to have a cigarette in the cool morning air. 

Buffy came out in her bathrobe. "Hey, what are you doing out here? I was looking all over for you." 

"Just having a smoke. I didn't want to smoke in the house, know you don't like that." 

"Oh, that was considerate of you. Thanks." She sat down on the swing next to him. "Is something wrong? You look a kind of down." 

"That was your ex on the phone, right?" 

"Yeah. That was Riley. He said that he wants us to work things out," Buffy chuckled, shaking her head. 

Spike looked at her, insecurity written all over his face. “So...you don’t want Riley back?” 

“Spike, how can you even ask me that? We have a connection, and we had fantastic sex last night. It should be obvious who I want.” 

He stared at the burning end of his cigarette. “Yeah, but from what you said about him, he was basically a decent guy -- with some big problems, but among the law abiding at least.” 

"There was a lot wrong with Riley's and my relationship. The prostitute thing and him making out with my cousin was more than I could handle. I'd hardly call him a 'decent guy' after he did stuff like that." 

Spike glanced at her. “I’m a criminal with a rap sheet who you caught in the act of stealing your possessions. I’ve done a lot of bad stuff, Buffy...I’m not a good man.” 

Buffy put her hand on his leg. “You can be, Spike. I know that you can be if you try.” 

“How can I possibly redeem myself after what I’ve done to people’s lives? As much as I wish that I could, I can’t change the past, the things I’ve done.” 

“No, but you can change the future. It‘s what you do with the rest of your life that matters.” 

Spike smiled at her affectionately. “You really think that I can do it?” He put out his cigarette in an empty flowerpot. 

“I do.” 

“This is going to sound really trite, and I know that it’s from a movie, so I'm not trying to pawn it off as an original creation of mine...” 

Buffy giggled, “What is it?” 

Spike put his hand to her cheek and looked into her eyes. “Buffy, you make me want to be a better man.” 

Buffy melted. "That is so sweet, Spike. But I want you to change for your own sake." 

"I wasn't strong enough to even think about it...until I met you. You give me the strength. You make me believe that I can change. You make me want to change. I feel like...there's finally something -- someone -- special in my life. I actually believe that there's a chance for me to be happy." 

Spike leaned in and kissed her. They parted, smiling at each other. 

Buffy sighed happily and rested the side of her head against his shoulder, they held hands, interlocking their fingers and looked at the rising sun. 

"Symbolism," Buffy said. 

"Hmm?" 

"The sun rising. It's a new day, a new beginning. For both of us." 

Spike chuckled, "That's really corny, Buffy." 

Buffy lifted her head and narrowed her eyes at him. 

Spike amended, "But, very apt." He grinned, and kissed the tip of her nose. 

Buffy smiled and rested her head back on his shoulder, wondering if it would be too weird to celebrate their new love tonight with the bottle of champagne that she'd hit him with... 


THE END
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