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Chapter 1

Book One :: First Sight


Book One:

 

The song used in this episode is Talk Show Host by Radiohead 

 

"First sight..."  

 

 

 

He slid, unnoticed and unencumbered, through the shadows, circling his prey.  

 

Blonde.

 

Young.

 

Hot.

 

He'd been given her description about an hour ago.

 

Turns out he didn't need it after all.

 

The word 'power' seemed to exude from every pore of her body.  It was evident in the way she swayed to the beat of the music, the way her body moved.

 

A predator.

 

A hunter.

 

The Slayer.

 

Others seemed to notice it too, Spike noted wryly, as he regarded the throng of human boys surrounding the girl, all hypnotized by the rotation of her hips, the flick of her hair, the pout of her lips...

 

All were drawn in by the air of the supernatural that surrounded her.

 

Spike couldn't help but include himself in that assessment.

 

She exuded a sort of helpless, naive sexuality.  Almost as though she wasn't quite aware of the signals her youthful body was sending out.

 

His body, however, was very aware of those same signals.  He could feel the borrowed blood flow rapidly through his veins, his muscles contracting in anticipation.  His gut tightened, as did other parts of his anatomy.  This was not the way a vampire should be reacting to a slayer.

 

However...

 

There was something about this one that was...different.  He couldn't quite put his finger on it....

 

But he would.

 

Until then...

 

---

 

Buffy flung her head back, mindlessly gyrating her hips to the heavy beat.  She was aware of her captive audience, but only just.  But then again, it was kinda hard to ignore the circle of what had to be at least five hotties around her.

 

*Bad, Buff.  What about Angel?*  Her mind scolded her.

 

But she was only dancing.  She wasn't even really dancing with anyone.  Just herself.

 

And the night.

 

The song was so hypnotic.  She felt like she'd been moving forever; an endless, timeless, never-tiring forever.  And she couldn't stop.  Not even if she'd wanted to…

 

And she didn't.

 

Her hands slid slowly up her body, tangling erotically in her hair as she pulled it from her flushed face.  Her eyes fell closed as her over-active body fell victim to the sensations of the dance.

 

She felt a hand cut through the heavy air, resting itself upon her hip but she did nothing to dislodge it.  She simply continued to loose herself in the beat.  She wasn't shocked when a second joined it on the other side, this time from behind.

 

God, it felt good to just let go.

 

---

 

Spike growled low in his throat, his eyes flashing dangerous amber as he watched two of the wannabe lothario's place a hand on his-the Slayer.

 

Even as his mind made the correction; instinctively repelling any such claim, his body urged him forward.  Satan only knew what it was, but he couldn't even handle the thought of another's hands on her.  It was insanity - he'd only just seen the girl.  Even Dru, in her most crazed moments, could not have concocted this ridiculous a notion.

 

The writhing couples parted rapidly as the black figure stalked his way to the centre of the dance-floor.  It was as if they could sense his power and they deferred to it unconsciously.

 

---

 

The hand from in front of her was flung away.  So involved in her dance, Buffy didn't think anything of it and she continued to swing her body to the beat.  

 

Without ceremony she was thrust up against a third, demanding body.  Her eyes burst open, locking on to the ice blue ones above her.  They held her with an eerie power, so much so that the Slayer didn't even notice when the hand from behind her also dropped from her hip, leaving only this pale stranger before her.

 

Nor did she hear the bones in his wrist break as his hand was effortlessly removed.

 

She just continued to gaze up into the cobalt stare as he moulded her body to his.

 

--

I want to...

I want to be someone else or I'll explode

--

 

Spike grinned inwardly at her state of rapture, but his face gave nothing away.  One hand slid sensuously up close to the back of her neck.  His long, lean fingers tangled in her hair, pulling her head back and exposing her neck to his perusal.

 

--

Floating upon the surface for the ???

--

 

Danger.

 

She could taste it in the air.

 

See it crackle as he continued to look at her.  His deep, blue eyes felt like they were piercing her very soul.

 

She felt like she was on a precipice – looking down.  Something wasn’t right, but she couldn’t stop herself.

 

She was falling…

 

And there was nothing she could do about it.

 

--

The ???

The ???

--

 

Buffy involuntarily shivered as she felt his other hand slide down her back, to rest seductively on the curve of her bottom.  Her mind absently informed her that this probably teetered over into the 'unfaithful' side of the Angel box but she ignored it, instead trying to concentrate on his mouth, which was moving.

 

--

You want me?

Fucking well come and find me

--

 

"What's your name, pet?"  He felt a shiver run through her body and smirked; chicks never could resist the accent.

 

Buffy flushed under his heated gaze, tilting her head up, unaware of the way the light shone on to her lips; accentuating them further.  "Buffy..."

 

He raised a scarred eyebrow.  "Buffy?"

 

"Yeah."  She seemed to snap out of her daze and raised one well-sculpted brow to match, silently challenging him.  She smiled when she saw his blue eyes flare up further at her actions.

 

--

I'll be waiting

With a gun and a pack of sandwiches

--

 

Spike smirked, barely controlling himself at the unexpected flare of the demon in the young slayer.  *Baby likes to play, huh?*  With a wicked grin, he spun her around, bringing the entire back of her body flush against his front.

 

His hands glided upwards, barely brushing the sides of her breasts as he lifted her arms, curling them around his neck as they continued to sway to the low base beat pulsing around them.

 

Buffy gasped and blushed at the almost-but-not-quite-hard-enough caress and her eyes rolled back in her head at the sensation of his hands gliding across her skin.  *This is so beyond wrong now it's not even funny...*  She couldn't stop her body from surging forward in excitement as his hands slid back down her body, more forcefully curving around her hips.

 

--

And nothing...

Nothing...

--

 

She lowered one of her hands to rest atop his.  She tilted her head and parted her lips allowing a sigh to escape her.  This was very, very wrong on so many levels, but she just couldn't seem to stop.

 

"What's yours?"  She murmured, her fingertips continuing to stroke across his hand.

 

Spike leaned down, tugging her earlobe into his mouth, causing Buffy to gasp in shock.  He swirled his tongue around the bud before letting go with a final nip.  "Spike."  He whispered huskily, directly into her ear.

 

She shivered as the cool air tickled her senses.

 

--

Nothing...

--

 

"Spike?"  She asked in a similarly unconvinced manner as he had earlier, attempting to keep up appearances even as her heart pounded in her chest and her breathing sped up.

 

The vampire grinned, his hands gripping her hips as he thrust his erection against her ass.  She gasped again and he smirked, whispering by her ear, "Yeah."

 

Buffy let out a breathy little moan as he pressed his lips just below it.  She should stop him.  Stop this before it got any further...Why wasn't she stopping him?  Her body jerked in his embrace; it knew something her mind could identify…but what?

 

Unconsciously she tilted her neck to allow him more access...

 

--

You want me?

Well, come on and break the door down

--

 

He could do it now.  He should do it now.  It shouldn't be like this...this...almost magnetic attraction he felt towards her wasn't right - even he, never one for following the rules, knew that.

 

But, there was something about this girl.  Something he couldn't quite place.

 

Something about the way she moved...the way she spoke...something in her scent...

 

--

You want me?

Fucking come on and break the door down

--

 

She turned slowly in his embrace, seductively curling her body around his once more, and the moment was lost, but it had been too close.  Spike knew this.  The answer should have been clear-cut.  

 

But it wasn't.  

 

The question shouldn't even have needed to be asked.  

 

Yet it had.

 

--

I'm ready

I'm ready

--

 

Buffy tilted her head up to look at him once more.  Her orbs travelled over his features, and she could feel him following her eager eyes with his own.

 

*Now.*  He realised.  He had to end it now, get away while he could.  This was too much, even for him...

 

Hell, especially for him.

 

"I'll see you Saturday."  He stated, ever the air of confidence, giving away none of his inner turmoil.

 

Buffy shook her head in a lack of understanding, a light smile crossing her features. "What happens Saturday?"

 

--

I'm ready...

--

 

He leaned down, his lips brushed teasingly over hers; not really a kiss but more a hint of what could come.  She panted her depreciation of the loss never the less.  He stared down into her lust-filled eyes and allowed his face to change.  He watched with a grim sense of satisfaction, as her eyes widened, as his true face came to light.

 

"We'll see."  He whispered.

 

Then he was gone.

 

--

I'm ready

--

 

The End


To Be Continued in "Out of Time" :: Battle Plan

Liked it?  Want more?  Let me know!  morbiddesiresbypassionfish@hotmail.com


Chapter 2

Book One :: Battle Plan


--Battle Plan--

 

 

"Okay, what do we know so far..."  

 

Buffy stood in the centre of the foyer to the library, looking out to her friends, Watcher...and Angel.  She'd barely spoken two words to him since yesterday.   Could barely stand to look at him.

 

It was one thing to dance with another guy.  

 

Another to dance with another guy.

 

She didn’t even want to know what kind of thing it was to be with your boyfriend’s…Childe.

 

His enemy.

 

A killer.

 

A slayer.

 

A slayer of Slayers…that was here for her.

 

It was so wrong on so many levels.

 

And what was more wrong was the fact that she couldn’t get said Childe out of her mind.  It had been three days.  Four nights.

 

Four nights of dreams….images….visions.

 

Pictures so clear her heart pounded and the blood rushed to her ears.

 

Bodies entwining.

 

Flesh meeting flesh.

 

Hot and cool….soft and…hard.

 

Oh, so very, very hard!

 

Buffy shook her head, trying to dispel the nasty thoughts and focus on the words coming from Giles.  Something about the day of St.  Figs?  St.  Vaginus?

 

No – that couldn’t be it.  It sounded…naughty.

 

God, how did she manage to put a sexual slant on everything these days?

 

*Focus, Summers!* She chided herself, forcing her concentration on to her Watcher who had almost finished speaking and would no doubt require some sort of response from his Slayer.

 

*Something more than, ‘huh’, probably.* She rued silently, mentally preparing herself for running face first into a brick wall that was a Giles-lecture.

 

---

 

Four Hours and A Lot of Donuts Later…

 

 

Willow and Xander were curled together in the far corner of the table.  The red-head seemingly immersed in one of the innumerable Watcher’s journals that contained references to William ‘Spike’ the Bloody… all the while secretly reading the romance novel she’d slipped in between it’s hard bindings about half an hour ago. 

 

Xander’s head was snuggled in her lap, his legs spread out; one along the side of a shelf, the other balancing precariously on a high stack of musty tomes.  

 

The Witch-In-Waiting jumped, thinking she’d been caught, when Xander suddenly squirmed and began muttering – quite loudly – about the clowns that were chasing him, trying to force him to join in.  With a low girlish giggle, she removed one of the two hands needed to balance the heavy book (and hide the book within!) and gently patted his head, murmuring that the clowns couldn’t force him to do anything he didn’t want to.  

 

He seemed to calm at that, nodding slightly in ascent before succumbing to sleep once more.  Willow’s head shot up when she heard a low chuckle across the room, surprised to meet Angel’s mirth-filled eyes.  Smiling shyly at him, trying not to feel too bad about laughing about Xander with his ‘enemy’, then diverted her gaze around the room.

 

Giles was, as expected, deep within three books all at once.  His long-sighted glasses were resting on the very edge of his nose as he attempted to look over them at the pages before him, never once thinking it would be easier just to take the damn things off!  Willow smiled lightly at the man who was more of a father figure to her then her own parents could ever dream to be, before moving off once again.

 

Finally her glance settled on Buffy.  The Slayer was hunched over an irreplaceable work, breathing heavily, her mouth open… a small bubble of drool smudging the ancient ink below.  The red-head frowned as Buffy shifted in her sleep… it had sounded like she moaned.

 

As in moaned.

 

And it had almost looked like she’d mouthed a word.

 

A name.

 

Impossible.

 

She dismissed the thought as soon as it arrived; shaking her busy head, Willow returned to her book, easily delving into the torrid romance between Annabeth Driver and Leonardo Posteori (a name she was sure had been made up).

 

---

 

Buffy moaned softly in her strange state of not-quite-sleep and not-quite-wakefulness, turning in her bed allowing the cool sheets to calm her naked, heated body.

 

There was a slight breeze tapping at the window pane that she had forgotten to open, knocking as if requesting entrance so that it might soothe her warm skin with its cool worship.

 

The young girl sighed, knowing that she must eventually leave this state of limbo and succumb to the call of the cool, calm zephyr.  Still bemoaning her fate of having to rise, she barely noticed that the task had been performed for her, until the careful waft of air rumpled the thin sheets entwined about her body.

 

She cooed softly in delight, not wanting to question the miraculous doing.  A moment or two passed, the time silent except for the quiet sound of the sheets ruffling as they were caressed by the breeze.

 

Almost asleep, she barely felt the bed depress and the being come and lie behind her.  Her eyes squeezed shut and her breath hitched, certain she was dreaming as a cool hand trailed up her thigh above the sheet, resting momentarily on her hip before sliding round to cup her stomach, drawing her back against the hard body behind.

 

Her dream man nuzzled her shoulder, nudging away the hair that covered her neck.  Once his path was clear he ducked his head, inhaling her heady scent as his fingers tightened around her body.  

 

Soft lips caressed her skin, and a wet tongue dipped and circled every nuance of her sensitive jugular.  Buffy jumped as blunt teeth nipped at her skin, her whole body freezing as her man spoke directly into her ear.  

 

“Hello, cutie.”

 

“Spike?!”  Disbelief infused her tone and she tried to get up, kick him out – scream – but he was faster.  Quickly rolling her beneath him, he successfully pinned her petite body under his.  “What they hell are you doing?!  How the hell did you get in?!”

 

“Sshhh….”  He quietened her, brushing his full lips over her flushed ones, the action stunning her into silence.

 

“Spike?”  Her voice was subdued, soft…wary.  “What are you…”

 

Her question was cut off as he dipped his head to her neck and she tensed, beginning to struggle until all she felt were careful lips teasing her skin once again in a leisurely, unhurried fashion.

 

“Spike.”  She whispered again. But he noticed the change in tone, the change in her scent.  Beneath him her body began to relax, almost arching into his ministrations.

 

His hips rubbed down into hers and she gasped as the pleasure coursed through her young, inexperienced body.  Her body reacted unconsciously, thrusting back towards the source of her delight.  Above her the Vampire chuckled, lifting his head so that he could taste her lips.

 

When his hands reached for the sheet around her breasts, she pulled back her fingers clutching the covers around her.  

 

“Spike…”  It had meant to come out as an admonishment but it left her lips as a wavery sigh as he pressed a heated kiss to the very top of her cleavage that peaked out from the top of the sheet.

 

“We shouldn’t….”  She whispered even as she felt her hands begin to loosen.  Spike noticed it too, pressing another kiss to her skin as more was revealed.

 

“Shhh….”  He hushed her softly.  

 

“Don’t think…”  Another kiss, a little further down.  “Just feel…”

 

It sounded like a line from a song.

 

Just feel…

 

One of those dance movements, with really heavy beats.

 

Just feel…

 

Yes…

 

She wasn’t sure if she’d spoken the word out loud, or simply in her mind, but with that, the sheet was released.  Spike sat up, slowly pulling the covering from her body, watching in avid fascination as more and more of her luscious skin was revealed to his perusal.

 

Buffy heard a low growl before he descended again, his lips devouring hers with an intensity in shocking contrast to the tender actions he’d shown until now.

 

His tongue dove deep within her mouth, seeking hers out and forcing it to play.  There was a low rumble emanating from somewhere low in his body, and she arched against him, trying desperately to draw it out.

 

Her fingers groped for the buttons on his shirt, tugging and pulling at them, frenziedly trying to remove the offending garment.

 

Noticing her struggle Spike tried to remove it while still keeping his mouth firmly attached to hers.  He loathed for them ever to part; he could stay with her for all eternity…if she’d let him.  

 

It wasn’t meant to be.

 

“Bloody hell!”  He growled, tearing his lips reluctantly from hers as he sat up once more, ripping the shirt and the t-shirt from his back, sending little black buttons and shreds of material everywhere.  

 

The Slayer moaned in appreciation, her unknowing hands unconsciously reaching out to touch him.  Her fingers slid over his defined muscles, tracing their contours as a shudder went through both of them at the contact.  When her nail scraped his nipple he growled, his eyes flashing amber.

 

Rather than being afraid, the sight sent a flurry of warmth to her centre.  She did it again.

 

He growled, swooping down upon her.

 

Buffy groaned as his body covered hers once again before sliding down a little further, rubbing sensually against her as he moved.  Amongst the haze a question broken through, demanding to be asked.  “How did you get in?”  She blurted.

 

Her hand shot up to her face the moment the words left her lips, worried that she had totally ruined the moment by running off at the mouth.

 

Spike chuckled, the sound sending ripples of pleasure coursing through her body, easing any worry she had.  “Magic.”  He whispered before dipping his head, drawing one of her nipples into his mouth.

 

“O-oh!”  Buffy moaned, arching her back up off the bed, her hands digging into the soft sheets below in an attempt not to cry out and alert her mother.

 

His tongue circled the pouting bud, his blunt teeth elongating in order to barely scrape the surface.  Buffy lost her composure and cried out, the pain mingling with the pleasure.  Her hands groped wildly for the pillow, quickly pressing it against her mouth to mute the sounds she couldn’t stop spouting from herself.

 

He sucked the tip into his mouth again, his hand trailing up to circle, but never quite touch, the other, neglected, breast.  A small trickle of Slayer-blood slipped into his mouth from the tiny wound he’d made.  It closed up almost immediately, but at the taste of her blood his demon surged forward.

 

Grateful that she still had the pillow over her face, and consequently couldn’t see, he planted kisses across to the other breast, giving it the same amount of attention as he forced his body to calm a little.

 

It was starting…she could feel it… 

 

She couldn’t believe it…her breasts had never felt this sensitive before.  Every where he brushed felt like it was on fire, every place he touched came alive at the feel of him.

 

His teeth scraped her other nipple and it happened.  She felt the pillow being plucked from beneath her fingers and soft lips covering hers, allowing her sounds of pleasure to be lost in his mouth.

 

With a low moan, Buffy came…

 

Spike growled, keeping his eyes open even as he kissed her, not wanting to miss a moment of his beautiful goddess’s flight.  Her eyes were wide open; her body shuddered and jerked beneath him, trying to apply pressure to her hard clit.

 

His hands slid lower, as he pulled back from her lips to watch the moment in it’s entirety, searching out her heat, dipping within her, a groan tearing from his throat as he felt how wet she was.

 

How hot.  

 

How tight.

 

“Fuck…”  He growled just at the thought of her, but she couldn’t hear him.

 

Even as the last tremors of her first orgasm swept within her, he moved his fingers within her, his thumb gently circling her clit and he felt her fall again.  A gush of fluid coated his fingers and he inhaled deeply, groaning at the scent of his young lover.  He moaned, lowering his head, knowing that he had to taste her.

 

“Oh – oh - GOD!”

 

Buffy was dying.  There was no other explanation.  She had had the most powerful orgasms of her young life in the space of twenty seconds, and….oh!

 

She couldn’t even complete the thought as a cool tongue probed her swollen, heated flesh, lapping up her juices as they slipped from her body.  “Spike…”  She moaned lustily, then almost screamed it as he brought her whole clit into his mouth, sucking on it.

 

Her teeth bit down on her hand, drawing blood as she came for the third time, coating Spike’s face in her pleasure.

 

Spike sat up slowly, licking his lips, looking very much like the Cheshire cat that had eaten the cream.  His gaze zeroed in on her bloody hand as she removed it from her mouth, breathing heavily.

 

“Wow…”  She murmured, her eyes glazed over attempting to focus on the room…but it was still spinning.  “That was so…wow…”

 

Spike grinned, sliding his body over hers, reaching for her hurt hand.  “Glad I could be of service.”  He grinned lasciviously at her, before turning his head into her hand, drawing his tongue over the trails of blood.

 

She gasped as he sucked her index finger into his mouth, sending tingles back to her centre as he cleaned her.

 

Spike groaned when she lifted her hand further, offering her blood to him and his demon ached to be let free and claim her.  Let the world know exactly what she was.

 

His.

 

As he lay back over her, Buffy realised she could feel every part of his body as it moulded to hers.  Every.  Single.  Part.

 

Oh…and something felt…hungry.

 

In between her legs, his hard cock nestled in askance against her curls even as Spike continued to kiss her.

 

Suddenly, reality broke into Buffy’s mind and she tensed up.  Spike felt the change in her immediately, pausing above her; the restraint being used causing his body to shake under the pressure, but he held off.

 

“What is it, baby?”  He murmured soothingly, wanting to lean down and kiss her, but also wanting her to tell him what was wrong.

 

“I…I…”  She started hesitantly, blushing furiously as the gravity of what they were doing began to bare down on her conscience.

 

“What?”  He whispered, his voice barely audible, but it was enough to prompt a reply.

 

She looked away as she spoke, too embarrassed and wary of his response.  

 

“I’ve never…”   She couldn’t finish the sentence, but then, she didn’t need to.

 

“Oh.”  His face softened and affection seemed to shine from his eyes.  Had Buffy not been so cautious of his response she might had condemned herself for having such unlikely thoughts.

 

“Oh, baby.”  Unable to resist the temptation any longer he pressed his lips to hers, pulling the lower one into his mouth momentarily – just a taste – before leaning back to look in her eyes.  “Don’t worry…”  He whispered. “I’ll be gentle.”

 

She smiled shyly, nodding to him as he lowered his body back down upon hers.  He pressed his lips to hers, before murmuring against them ruefully, “This might hurt, love….but only for a moment.”

 

Again, she nodded.  And carefully he slid inside her.

 

The pain…while momentary, was still there, and she tensed even as she indicated to Spike, who had immediately paused at the first sign of discomfort, to keep going.

 

Spike groaned, feeling immensely guilty that while the beauty below him was in agony his dick felt like he was in heaven.

 

Her eyes widened, when, after a pause, he began to move in slow sure strokes.

 

In the beginning he was slow, whispered sweet words of comfort and affection into her ear, but as he felt her begin to meet his thrusts he picked up the pace.

 

“Fuck, Buffy…”  He groaned when she tightened her inner muscles around him, his eyes widening.

 

She grinned beneath him, and did it again.

 

With an evil grin of his own he swivelled his hips, lifting her up and watched as she cried out his name as over and over the tip of his cock his her G-spot.

 

“Spike!”  

 

“Buffy…” He responded, circling his hips against her, hitting her clit every time he entered her.  Her heat was over whelming him.  “So fucking hot…so tight…so wet…so – fuck!”

 

She squeezed again and watched him loose control, loving this power she had found over the Master Vampire.

 

Minutes…hours…days might have passed but neither would have known, so involved they were with the other.

 

The suddenly, it happened upon them; sneaked up without their knowledge.

 

“MINE!”  He growled as he came, feeling her strong muscles contract around him in orgasm.  His face changed as his demon demanded he claim what was rightfully his.  

 

Burying his face in her neck, he sunk his teeth within her, drawing hungrily upon her blood.  For the fifth time that very night, Buffy came again, clawing at Spike’s head, forcing him further down upon her…anything…everything…just to keep that wondrous feeling coming.

 

Eventually, he removed his fangs from her neck, licking attentively at the wound as he felt her continue to shudder around cock, her soft, melodious voice sighing out his name over and over…

 

Forcing his face from her neck, he lifted himself up on to his forearms, and gazed down at the creature below him.

 

Face flushed, lips pouty and his mark on her neck.

 

She was beautiful.

 

“Beautiful.”  He murmured, momentarily nuzzling against her cheek before rising once again to simply look his fill, cooing softly at her as basked in her heat.

 

“Open your eyes.”  He whispered huskily, his hand reaching up to brush a tendril out of her face.

 

Turning her head momentarily into his touch, relishing the calming cool against her heated skin.  Slowly her eyes opened….

 

And the name she had been about to sigh died on her lips as she looked up into the eyes of a very different Vampire.  She jerked back in shock, barely registering the flash of pain that now stained Angel’s eyes.

 

The room around her changed; no longer was she entwined in her bed but still propped up against the pile of books in the library.  Willow, Xander, Giles….Angel all flashed into focus as her brain slowly caught up with reality.

 

Her soul ached for the dream world that had seemed so very real…so very safe…so very….true.  Angel went to reach for her again, but she sprung upright, startling Xander and Willow who were chatting avidly about some TV show that had been all the rage when they’d been children.  

 

“Ready to go, Buff?”  Xander.  Ever the unknowing.  Once again, Buffy found herself grateful that poor, guileless Xander never quite knew what was going on until it had happened…and was constantly giving her an out from unwanted situations.

 

She didn’t even stop to ponder, that maybe, just maybe, he knew a bit more then he was letting on…and was doing it for her.

 

Willow immediately picked up on the Slayers mood, and moved to join her friend, a slight frown on her face as she watched the previously enamoured girl move away from her boyfriend’s touch.  

 

“It is late.”  The red-head concurred, silently urging the other girl to take the out.  

 

“We should go.” Buffy completed.  Then looked over to the office where Giles was still sat buried in some chronicle or compendium.  “Giles!  I’m gonna walk Willow home, ‘kay?”  She didn’t include Xander, even though she would – not wanting to hurt any uprising manly feelings.  She was a lot more careful about that since the ‘Larry’ incident – as she and Willow referred to it.  

 

Well.  She hoped she was.

 

“Very well, Buffy.”  Giles finally emerged from hibernation, still absently scanning the pages in front of him.  “I’ll see you tomorrow for training.”

 

Buffy groaned, rolling her eyes as her Watcher took her acquiescence for granted before bumbling back into his office.

 

Angel began to speak, to try and draw her back into his embrace for a moment, but she was swept away with her friends as they chatted over her head about some inane topic that he didn’t recognise.

 

The Vampire stood in the middle of the library, watching her go without so much as a backward glance for her boyfriend.  

 

Watched her leave – walk out of his sphere.

 

His space.

 

His life?

 

Something had changed.  Ever since that night in the bronze.  At first he’d thought it was the shock and fear of meeting a Master vampire after the fiasco last year.

 

But more and more he was feeling that there was something else that he was missing.

 

Something big.

 

With a rueful shake of his head, he disappeared up into the stacks and out into the cool night’s air.

 

The End

 

TBC in – Perchance to Dream –


Chapter 3

Book One :: Perchance to Dream


– Perchance to Dream –

 

 

The air was hot and heavy with the sounds and the smells of any normal night club.  Lights flashed and faux smoke whirled about the dance floor, rising to splash mystically in the faces of the sweaty youths that graced its base.  The music was loud, and few could hear or truly detect the truth that this was not a normal night club.

 

A vampire sat, cloaked almost fully in darkness, the flashing lights bouncing occasionally over his sharp features, adding only further to the air of the supernatural that surrounded him.

 

His senses bounced around the room, absently picking up the joy, the lust, the desire, the death and the magic that encased this not-so-average hole in the wall.

 

Long, cool fingers raised the cheap, second-rate American beer bottle to his lips and he took an unneeded swallow of the beverage.  A single, scarred eyebrow rose as his heightened senses picked up on the tasty morsel that was following his every move.

 

At any other time he would have followed the temptation, brought her back to Dru; had a party.  But something had changed.

 

And it pissed him off that he knew what, and when….

 

Just not why.

 

Or not any ‘why’ that he was willing to accept.

 

With a low growl he pushed off the wall, absently dropping the half empty bottle into some yuppy’s lap.  Not even the boy’s yelp of surprise and anger could broil his Demon.  Oh, no – his Demon was angry enough…but it was a much different prey that would satisfy it now.

 

Pity the bitch wasn’t here.

 

Spike slipped up the winding stair case that led to the balcony overlooking the dance floor.

 

Three days.

 

Three whole fucking days.

 

And four fucking nights.

 

Or should that be, four nights fucking?

 

Every way, every how…hour after hour the dreams haunted him; feeling so true that he no longer knew what was real and what was not.

 

His days were spent organising the clan; showing them who was Master – in case torching the annoying one hadn’t been enough.  He was building an uprising to destroy the Slayer, reclaim the Hell Mouth and obliterate the idyllic town that was Sunnydale.

 

His nights…

 

Oh, his nights were spent in worship; measureless time passed sinking over and over into heaven…softness, purity and light.

 

His nights, they were bewitched.

 

He growled suddenly as a familiar scent reared his senses.  

 

Dru.

 

But the scent was gone as quickly as it had come, and he thought he must just have imagined it; his mind must just have conjured it up to remind him of where his loyalties should lie.

 

A few blocks away a scream was heard.

 

Someone was having themselves a good time.

 

Which was exactly what he should be having.

 

Purpose in mind, he allowed his eyes to unglaze and scour the dance floor, the bar, the shadows for a bite to eat.

 

His gaze had just located the perfect snack when from behind him, came a querying voice.

 

“Found someone?”

 

He spun round, game face just held in check, and faced the questioning source.

 

“What did you say?”  His voice was low, menacing; a tone he knew had terrified the fiercest of vampires and demons.

 

The old woman smiled, and repeated her question in her soft and lilting tones.  “Found someone?”

 

She didn’t seem to expect an answer as she spoke again, “Would you like to join me?”

 

When he didn’t move, she smiled again and spoke with mirth:  “I don’t bite.”

 

Spike returned the grin unintentionally; he liked her, she had spunk.  With a low chuckle he sat down in the seat opposite her, ever the semblance of relaxation though his body was coiled, his senses automatically heightened further, ready for a fight.

 

“I do.”  He rejoined, and watched as she lifted a cigarette to her lips.  It was one of those that ladies had been so fond of in the twenties.  She winked at him, and the paper and tobacco lit up without being touched.

 

“So,” He finally spoke, ignoring, for the time being, the magic-play. “What’s a pretty young thing doing in a place like this?”

 

She laughed, totally relaxed, even in her old skin.  She was reclined against the plush bench in a seductive pose, her legs crossed demurely, while her elbows rested up on the headrest, either side of her face.  Her hands dangled weightlessly from either arm, from the right, her cigarette 

 

“I’m seventy-eight.”  

 

Spike smirked.  “I’m two hundred and five.”  He shrugged carelessly, about to light his cigarette when suddenly it was done for him.

 

The old witch winked, “But who’s counting right?”

 

With an incline of his head he conceded her point, taking a long drag of the white stick.  He knew he should be wary of her, but felt nothing but calm in her presence…

 

…it only made him more suspicious.

 

“So, pet, we gonna sit here all night, or are you gonna tell me what you want?”

 

“Always to business, William?”  She enquired, magically floating her word, leather bag to the centre of the table as she spoke.

 

“Life’s too short.”  He said, dead-pan, his eyes fixed on her, his caution fixed on the bag.

 

The handbag opened, and from within levitated a long silver feather.  It rose slowly, pausing above the bag, beyond its reach as it was clasped shut.

 

“What is it?”

 

“A present.”  She murmured in reply.

 

Spike smiled coyly, a sarcastic girlish tone to his voice, though he was doubly concerned by this turn of events.  “For me?  And it’s not even my birthday.”

 

His eyes hardened, his voice harsh when she said nothing more, “What is it?”

 

“A key.”

 

“To what?”  Spike growled, his patience more than tried.

 

A ghost of a smile graced her lips. “Your dreams.”  She answered cryptically, and was gone.

 

Leaving naught but the feather in her wake.

 

---

 

Your dreams…

 

He couldn’t get it out of his head.

 

Hours had passed by; he had returned, as he knew he must, to the lair…and to Dru.  She had been silent when he arrived, her damaged brain caught in a child-like stupor as he lay her down to sleep.

 

Cool arms had pulled him down, and he had wrapped his own carefully around her frail body, all the while praying for sleep…for guidance…for clarity against feelings that he should not have.

 

He had tried to sleep.  Had lain in their cold, voluptuous bed, holding a cold, skeletal body for hour upon hour.  But try as he might, he could not sleep.  His eyes, they would close, but his body was awake and unable to relax.

 

Because something was missing.

 

So he rose, covered his one-time Vampire lover unnecessarily and left the room, the lair….and simply walked.

 

The feather was in his pocket.  Risky, he knew, but there was something honest about it that he could not leave behind.  The old woman’s promise of more; of a key to his dreams.

 

Which dreams could she mean?

 

He was an old, old vampire.  He’d had hundreds of thousands of dreams.  

 

Dreams of death, of destruction….of violence.

 

Of love.

 

A part of him, some distant, far a way part knew.  But to accept this knowledge would be tantamount to denouncing everything that he was, everything that he stood for.

 

And so, it remained silent.  And he remained frustrated, in the dark.

 

He looked up, and then internally groaned when he saw where his feet had carried him.

 

One of the minions, Devon – some Vampire hanger-on-er – had told him that he’d known the Slayer when he was alive…and knew where she lived.  And the stoner twerp had obligingly told the new Master to garner good favour.

 

Pity Spike didn’t like suck-ups.

 

Dust in the wind was all Devon was now, but the information that he had imparted still remained, potent – screaming – inside Spike’s brain.

 

“Fuck…”  He breathed into the warm nights’ air, the cool expiration from his lungs just visible as it met the hotter, external gas.

 

Barely aware of his actions, he scaled the old, worn tree outside the Slayer’s bedroom – easily located by her discernable scent.  Standing on the ledge outside her closed window he gazed into the room and across at the beauty that lay sprawled across the bed.

 

God, she was gorgeous.  

 

Pouting lips; full, youthful breasts straining against the thin sheet covering her.  She moved, slightly encumbered by the heat, sinuously shifting her shapely limbs against each other.

 

A soft moan was torn from her lungs, and Spike groaned at the erotic yet somehow innocent sound.

 

Shaking hands reached out, and careful not to be caught by the mystical barrier, slowly slid the window open, allowing the breeze that had been tapping at the window entrance to the forbidden room.

 

He groaned again, his hands tingling with the need to touch her, the need to run his hands over her body, over every dip, mould against every curve.  His mouth watered; the desire to taste her skin, trail her rivulets of sweat…lap up her pleasure almost overriding every other sensation in his body.

 

Spike leant heavily against the barrier, hot eyes burning a path down her body and his sex hardened as a coo of delight was uttered from her rouge lips.

 

He growled, low and dangerous in his throat.  Frustration roared through him; he had to get in there, had to be near her...had to feel her skin on his, her mouth against his lips, her taste on his tongue.

 

Inside his pocket, the feather began to glow, shooting tingles down his leg and up his side.  

 

Tearing his gaze away from the siren that was calling him to what surely would be his downfall; he reached into his pocket, pulling the feather out.

 

He was unsure what instinct, or magic, pushed him to stroke the silver gift against the barrier before him, but as he did a green light shone brightly from its tip and encased the whole house for just a moment, and then it was gone.

 

So was the barrier.

 

The feather dropped back into his pocket without his notice, its purpose completed for this night, at least.

 

Reaching forward, he dipped his hand passed the window and across the threshold.  Reverently, he entered the room, almost groaning once more at the glorious trespass he was making.

 

For a moment he watched her, writhing softly under the bed sheets, a small smile on her face.  Unable to help himself, he moved in further and sat on the bed.

 

Beneath him, he felt the bed depress and it was as if he had no power of his actions.  Carefully, he moved to lie behind her.  Blood pounded through his brain and his arm lifted to softly skim the beauty before him.  He smiled as her eyes squeezed shut, his senses registering her fear, or excitement, as her breath hitched.  

 

Spike let his cool hand trail up her thigh above the sheet, resting momentarily on her hip before sliding round to cup her stomach, drawing her back against his hard body with a low, possessive growl that he doubted she heard.

 

He nuzzled her shoulder, nudging away the hair that covered her neck, savouring her gasp as he did so.  Once his path was clear he ducked his head, inhaling her heady scent as his fingers tightened around her body.  Spike groaned.  God, she smelt good.  Her scent was a mixture of youth, sex and power…the vanilla body wash that she had used in her shower rose off her skin, surrounding her skin, and mixing deliciously with her own, unique.

 

Good enough to eat.

 

He moaned at the thought.  

 

Sweeping back in, his lips caressed her smooth, warm skin, and with a wet tongue, he dipped and circled every nuance of her sensitive jugular.  His blood soared, and his Demon screamed at him to claim her, to make her his for all eternity.  But he held off….some far away part of him knowing that it would be worth it.  He felt her jump as his blunt teeth nipped at her skin, her whole body freezing as he spoke directly into her ear.  

 

“Hello, cutie.”  He growled, his hold tightening even more possessively around her.

 

“Spike?!”  Disbelief infused her tone and she tried to get up, kick him out – scream – but he was faster.  Quickly rolling her beneath him, he successfully pinned her petite body under his, relishing the feel of her hot, tight little body beneath his.  “What they hell are you doing?!  How the hell did you get in?!”

 

“Sshhh….”  He quietened her, brushing his full lips over her flushed ones, the action stunning her into silence.

 

“Spike?”  Her voice was subdued, soft…wary.  “What are you…”

 

Her question was cut off as he dipped his head to her neck and he felt her tense, and begin to struggle.  Something inside of him hurt at the thought that she was afraid of him, that being close to him brought her fear.

 

Doing all he could to calm her, but never once letting her go, his careful lips teased her skin once again in a leisurely, unhurried fashion – trying to show her, without words, that she had to reason to fear him.

 

“Spike.”  She whispered again. But he noticed the change in tone, the change in her scent.  Beneath him her body began to relax, almost arching into his ministrations.

 

His hips rubbed down into hers and she gasped as the pleasure coursed through her young, inexperienced body.  Her body reacted unconsciously, thrusting back towards the source of her delight.  Above her Spike chuckled, lifting his head so that he could taste her lips.

 

A harsh growl, that sent shivers through her body, was torn from his throat as her taste, and scent overwhelmed him.  Her inexperienced, but perfectly delicious, kiss was sending him to places he had never been before.  This woman-child was making him feel things he hadn’t felt before…

 

Hell, she was making him feel.

 

When his hands reached for the sheet around her breasts, desperate to feel more of her, she pulled back her fingers clutching the covers around her.  

 

“Spike…”  It had meant to come out as an admonishment but it left her lips as a wavery sigh as he pressed a heated kiss to the very top of her cleavage that peaked out from the top of the sheet, delighting in her shiver as he did so.

 

“We shouldn’t….”  She whispered even as she felt her hands begin to loosen.  Spike noticed it too, pressing another kiss to her skin as more was revealed to his hungry gaze.

 

“Shhh….”  He hushed her softly.  

 

“Don’t think…”  Another kiss, a little further down.  “Just feel…”

 

“Yes…”  She whispered exaltedly after a moments pause, and his heart soared as her tight grip on the sheet was released.

 

Spike sat up, slowly pulling the covering from her body, watching in avid fascination as more and more of her luscious skin was revealed to his perusal.

 

A low growl rumbled in his chest before he descended again, his lips devouring hers with an intensity in shocking contrast to the tender actions he’d shown until now.

 

His tongue dove deep within her mouth, seeking hers out and forcing it to play.  There was a low rumble emanating from somewhere low in his body, and she arched against him, trying desperately to draw it out.

 

Her fingers groped for the buttons on his shirt, tugging and pulling at them, frenziedly trying to remove the offending garment.

 

Noticing her struggle Spike tried to remove it while still keeping his mouth firmly attached to hers.  He loathed for them ever to part; he could stay with her for all eternity…if she’d let him.  

 

It wasn’t meant to be.

 

“Bloody hell!”  He growled, tearing his lips reluctantly from hers as he sat up once more, ripping the shirt and the t-shirt from his back, sending little black buttons and shreds of material everywhere.  

 

The Slayer moaned in appreciation, her unknowing hands unconsciously reaching out to touch him.  Her fingers slid over his defined muscles, tracing their contours as a shudder went through both of them at the contact.  When her nail scraped his nipple he growled, his eyes flashing amber.

 

Rather than being afraid, the sight sent a flurry of warmth to her centre.  She did it again.

 

He growled his pleasure, swooping down upon her, letting her know without words the euphoria she was bringing to his dead body.

 

Buffy groaned as his body covered hers once again before sliding down a little further, rubbing sensually against her as he moved.  Amongst the haze a question broken through, demanding to be asked.  “How did/ you get in?”  She blurted.

 

Her hand shot up to her face the moment the words left her lips, worried that she had totally ruined the moment by running off at the mouth.  He didn’t want her to feel worried.  Even his demon couldn’t stand her fear.  He cooed softly at her, nudging her hand away with his nose.  She smiled at him, and his whole body lit up.

 

Spike chuckled, the sound sending ripples of pleasure coursing through her body, easing any worry she had.  “Magic.”  He whispered mysteriously, before dipping his head, drawing one of her nipples into his mouth.

 

“O-oh!”  Buffy moaned, arching her back up off the bed, her hands digging into the soft sheets below in an attempt not to cry out and alert her mother.

 

His tongue circled the pouting bud, his blunt teeth elongating in order to barely scrape the surface.  Buffy lost her composure and cried out, the pain mingling with the pleasure.  Her hands groped wildly for the pillow, quickly pressing it against her mouth to mute the sounds she couldn’t stop spouting from herself.

 

He sucked the tip into his mouth again, his hand trailing up to circle, but never quite touch, the other, neglected, breast.  A small trickle of Slayer-blood slipped into his mouth from the tiny wound he’d made.  It closed up almost immediately, but at the taste of her blood his demon surged forward.

 

Grateful that she still had the pillow over her face, and consequently couldn’t see, he planted kisses across to the other breast, giving it the same amount of attention as he forced his body to calm a little.

 

It was starting…she could feel it… 

 

She couldn’t believe it…her breasts had never felt this sensitive before.  Every where he brushed felt like it was on fire, every place he touched came alive at the feel of him.

 

His teeth scraped her other nipple and it happened.  She felt the pillow being plucked from beneath her fingers and soft lips covering hers, allowing her sounds of pleasure to be lost in his mouth.

 

With a low moan, Buffy came…

 

Spike growled, keeping his eyes open even as he kissed her, not wanting to miss a moment of his beautiful goddess’s flight.  Her eyes were wide open; her body shuddered and jerked beneath him, trying to apply pressure to her hard clit.

 

His hands slid lower, as he pulled back from her lips to watch the moment in it’s entirety, searching out her heat, dipping within her, a groan tearing from his throat as he felt how wet she was.

 

How hot.  

 

How tight.

 

“Fuck…”  He growled just at the thought of her, but she couldn’t hear him.

 

Even as the last tremors of her first orgasm swept within her, he moved his fingers within her, his thumb gently circling her clit and he felt her fall again.  A gush of fluid coated his fingers and he inhaled deeply, groaning at the scent of his young lover.  He moaned, lowering his head, knowing that he had to taste her.

 

“Oh – oh - GOD!”

 

Buffy was dying.  There was no other explanation.  She had had the most powerful orgasms of her young life in the space of twenty seconds, and….oh!

 

She couldn’t even complete the thought as a cool tongue probed her swollen, heated flesh, lapping up her juices as they slipped from her body.  “Spike…”  She moaned lustily, then almost screamed it as he brought her whole clit into his mouth, sucking on it.

 

Her teeth bit down on her hand, drawing blood as she came for the third time, coating Spike’s face in her pleasure.

 

Spike sat up slowly, licking his lips, looking very much like the Cheshire cat that had eaten the cream.  His gaze zeroed in on her bloody hand as she removed it from her mouth, breathing heavily.

 

“Wow…”  She murmured, her eyes glazed over attempting to focus on the room…but it was still spinning.  “That was so…wow…”

 

Spike grinned, sliding his body over hers, reaching for her hurt hand.  “Glad I could be of service.”  He grinned lasciviously at her, before turning his head into her hand, drawing his tongue over the trails of blood.

 

She gasped as he sucked her index finger into his mouth, sending tingles back to her centre as he cleaned her.

 

Spike groaned when she lifted her hand further, offering her blood to him and his demon ached to be let free and claim her.  Let the world know exactly what she was.

 

His.

 

As he lay back over her, Buffy realised she could feel every part of his body as it moulded to hers.  Every.  Single.  Part.

 

Oh…and something felt…hungry.

 

In between her legs, his hard cock nestled in askance against her curls even as Spike continued to kiss her.

 

Suddenly, reality broke into Buffy’s mind and she tensed up.  Spike felt the change in her immediately, pausing above her; the restraint being used causing his body to shake under the pressure, but he held off.

 

“What is it, baby?”  He murmured soothingly, wanting to lean down and kiss her, but also wanting her to tell him what was wrong.

 

“I…I…”  She started hesitantly, blushing furiously as the gravity of what they were doing began to bare down on her conscience.

 

“What?”  He whispered, his voice barely audible, but it was enough to prompt a reply.

 

She looked away as she spoke, too embarrassed and wary of his response.  

 

“I’ve never…”   She couldn’t finish the sentence, but then, she didn’t need to.

 

“Oh.”  His face softened and affection seemed to shine from his eyes.  Her words shot through him like an infusion of the strongest, sweetest blood.

 

Never.

 

This wonderful, beautiful, sensual being was untouched.  Unadulterated.

 

Utterly and completely, his.

 

He groaned at the thought, keeping hold of his demon as it begged to be let loose and claim this perfect creature for all eternity, now while they had the chance.

 

“Oh, baby.”  Unable to resist the temptation any longer he pressed his lips to hers, pulling the lower one into his mouth momentarily – just a taste – before leaning back to look in her eyes.  “Don’t worry…”  He whispered. “I’ll be gentle.”

 

She smiled shyly, nodding to him as he lowered his body back down upon hers.  He pressed his lips to hers, before murmuring against them ruefully, “This might hurt, love….but only for a moment.”

 

Again, she nodded.  And carefully he slid inside her.

 

The pain…while momentary, was still there, and she tensed even as she indicated to Spike, who had immediately paused at the first sign of discomfort, to keep going.

 

Spike groaned, feeling immensely guilty that while the beauty below him was in agony his dick felt like he was in heaven.

 

Her eyes widened, when, after a pause, he began to move in slow sure strokes.

 

In the beginning he was slow, whispered sweet words of comfort and affection into her ear, but as he felt her begin to meet his thrusts he picked up the pace.

 

“Fuck, Buffy…”  He groaned when she tightened her inner muscles around him, his eyes widening.

 

She grinned beneath him, and did it again.

 

With an evil grin of his own he swivelled his hips, lifting her up and watched as she cried out his name as over and over the tip of his cock his her G-spot.

 

“Spike!”  

 

“Buffy…” He responded, circling his hips against her, hitting her clit every time he entered her.  Her heat was over whelming him.  “So fucking hot…so tight…so wet…so – fuck!”

 

She squeezed again and watched him loose control, loving this power she had found over the Master Vampire.

 

Minutes…hours…days might have passed but neither would have known, so involved they were with the other.

 

The suddenly, it happened upon them; sneaked up without their knowledge.

 

“MINE!”  He growled as he came, feeling her strong muscles contract around him in orgasm.  His face changed as his demon demanded he claim what was rightfully his.  

 

Burying his face in her neck, unable to help himself he sunk his teeth within her, drawing hungrily upon her blood.  For the fifth time that very night, Buffy came again, clawing at Spike’s head, forcing him further down upon her…anything…everything…just to keep that wondrous feeling coming.

 

He growled against her skin as her actions only further cemented the claim he had finally placed upon her.

 

Eventually, he removed his fangs from her neck, licking attentively at the wound as he felt her continue to shudder around cock, her soft, melodious voice sighing out his name over and over…

 

Forcing his face from her neck, he lifted himself up on to his forearms, and gazed down at the creature below him.

 

Face flushed, lips pouty and his mark on her neck.

 

His.

 

She was beautiful.

 

“Beautiful.”  He murmured, momentarily nuzzling against her cheek before rising once again to simply look his fill, cooing softly at her as basked in her heat.

 

“Open your eyes.”  He whispered huskily, his hand reaching up to brush a tendril out of her face.

 

And she did.

 

Spike reared back with a yelp, tumbling off the bed in his haste to get away from the cold, dead orbs that stared over at him.

 

“D-Dru?!”  He choked out as the room around him began to come in to focus.  No longer in the Slayer’s bedroom, he was still in the mansion.  In their room, and in their cold, dark bed.

 

He hadn’t left, he realised with a sinking feeling as he recognised his scent patterns…he’d been there since his return from the club.

 

No sleepless night, no midnight stroll…no Slayer.

 

“Spike?”  Her soft, child-like voice brought him out of his stupor and he untangled himself from the bed sheets rising to take her into his arms, offering the comfort he’d always been able to give.

 

He noticed, with an odd sense of relief that he was still wearing his trousers, and she was still in her slip.

 

Then he growled.

 

What the fuck was he thinking?  

 

Since when was he grateful that he hadn’t fucked Dru?  

 

The Slayer meant nothing to him – Dru; everything.

 

With a snarl he smashed his lips down to hers, his fangs cutting brutally into her soft lips.  She bounced in delight against him, smiling as her own blood ran down between them.

 

His tongue thrust hungrily into her mouth, eager to feel her warmth-

 

Wait a minute, that didn’t sound right. 

 

Dru wasn’t warm.  Neither should she be.

 

But she didn’t feel right, her kiss held no passion, only violence.  Her embrace spoke of possession, but no emotion.  Her skin was cold, her scent…dead.

 

With a growl of displeasure he wrenched away from her, his hands dropping to his sides as he let her fall onto the bed.

 

She licked her lips, savouring the taste of her own blood, and the savagery the kiss had induced.  The vampiress moaned softly as the images came to her, and the words fumbled in her mouth.

 

Drusilla smiled.

 

“To sleep, perchance to dream…”  She whispered softly against his unmoving lips, and then twirled off the bed, giggling as she went.  

 

He watched as she spun round and round and round, Miss Edith held in a semblance of love in her arms.  Suddenly she stopped, and the doll dropped heedlessly to the ground below.

 

Drusilla turned to face him, her once brilliant eyes dull and empty. “Oh, my Spike…words can not save her now.”  She murmured, and collapsed to the floor in a heap.

 

Darting forward, Spike was just in time to catch her.  Carefully, he lifted her into his arms, placing her softly on the bed.  As he went about the long practised ritual of tucking her in to bed to ensure that she wouldn’t hurt herself, he felt something sticking into his thigh.  Standing straight he retracted the offending object, and then sunk to the floor with a wavery sigh.

 

The feather.

 

“What the fuck…?”  He murmured haggardly, his mind racing over just what the hell was going on.

 

Dru’s words floated back into his brain.

 

Words can not save her now…

 

But what could save him, he wondered as his eyes slowly closed and the room was left in silence.

 

The End

 

TBC in Book Two: "First taste...."
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Chapter 4

Book Two :: First Tast

Sorry for the long wait!  Updates should be more frequent now!Book Two:

 

"First taste...." 

 

Three nights later…

 

 

The past few days had passed excruciatingly slowly, in a depressing, confused haze for the blonde Slayer.  But the nights?  Oh, the nights…

 

They’d been amazing, wonderful…perfect.

 

Buffy rolled her eyes at her self bull-shitting thoughts as she continued to walk through one of Sunnydale’s many, many cemeteries, twiddling a stake as she went.

 

Ever since the ‘library incident’, as the Slayer now referred to the unwarranted dream, she had, by sheer force of will if nothing else, point blank refused to have to…endure any similar dreams again.  And it had worked.  And she had had two nice, quiet night’s sleep.  

 

Two very alone, very boring nights.

 

No cool hands skimming over her hot, flushed skin.  No soft lips brushing themselves against her taught berry nipples.  No heated, soul-searching kisses burning her to her very depths…

 

And definitely no magical entry into her still vamp-proof room.  She had even gone as far as to check this fact was still true by dragging a vampire she’d come across on patrol home with her and throwing him at her open bedroom window.

 

The smelly prick had bounced off the still very much erect barrier, and Buffy had dusted him as expected, seemingly pleased with this revelation.  But something inside her died a little at the knowledge that all it had been was truly a dream.

 

A very disturbing, mind-boggling, orgasmic dream – but a dream, none the less.

 

Her musings were cut short when a meter in front of her a fledgling rose from his grave, slowly.

 

Very slowly. 

 

Buffy stood, absently tapping her toe as she waited for him to get out – unwilling to assist him in case she got goop on her new boots – the ground looked wet, and these things were new, she wasn’t gonna be the one to explain another ruined pair of shoes to her mother.

 

But damn, he was taking a long time about it!

 

“Can we hurry it up please?  I have other places to be!”  Buffy whined impatiently, tapping her stake against her other hand.

 

The new vampire growled at her, low and dangerous as he finally rose from the soil, shaking it off his clothes.

 

Buffy just rolled her eyes in a patent teenage way.

 

That didn’t sit too well with the newbie, who was obviously expecting a great deal of fear at his animalistic display.  He roared, and charged at the infuriating girl.

 

Big mistake.

 

Not only was he young, but he was unsteady on his feet from the dig.  Kick, punch, thrust and all he was, was dust in the wind…

 

Buffy waved her hand in front of her, half-wishing that she could have a proper challenge – then she remembered.  Spike.  The Master Vampire.  Angelus’ childer…and, the ‘library incident’.

 

She hadn’t seen Angel since that night in the library.  Not that that was unusual, even before Spike had come crashing into town.  Whole weeks would go by where she wouldn’t see her boyfriend, not even once.  Something told Buffy that that didn’t sound like a good thing – less ‘mysterious boyfriend of the night’, more ‘lazy, inattentive boyfriend of the night’!

 

“I mean, what kind of relationship is it where the two involved only see each other like twice a month?!”  

 

Buffy hadn’t realised she had spoken out loud until a low sardonic voice answered her from somewhere in the shadows of the graveyard.  

 

“No clue, ducks.  Wanna come sit on my lap while we talk it out?”

 

“Spike.”  Buffy said flatly, even as her senses were going haywire by his sudden appearance.  She hid it, as always, behind bravado.  “Ready to die?”

 

The vampire laughed, his deep baritone sending shivers down her spine and reminding her of a night and a dream she had tried so hard to forget.  She watched as he took a long drag of his cigarette before stubbing it underneath his heavy boot.  Obviously unconcerned, he released the stream of smoke in a steady pulse above both their heads before he spoke, ever the appearance of nonchalance.

 

“That’s so funny, I swear I was just thinking the same thing.”

 

“I don’t think so, Spike.”  She practically spat his name, as though it was something dirty.  

 

He smiled, he liked it.

 

“Oh, I think so, pet.”  And with that he threw himself into the fray with an uppercut to her chin which she easily avoided.

 

She spun round, and smacked him hard in the temples with a high round-house kick.  He staggered back momentarily, but was soon up and back with a vicious hit to her solar plexus which she had stupidly left open so that she could flick her hair over her shoulder and out of her eyes.

 

As they continued to fight, their banter reached new extremes until Spike said something that had both of them motionless.

 

“So, pet, been dreaming much lately?” 

 

Buffy stopped, barely noticing that Spike was doing the same and looking like he was wondering where the hell that came from.  “What did you say?”  She whispered; shock plain on her face even as adrenalin and lust continued to rage through her veins from the fight.  

 

“I…”  Spike started shakily then paused as he regained control over his emotional standing, watching the Slayer carefully, taking in her flushed body and wide eyes.  He inhaled deeply, then growled as the scent of her arousal – the exact same scent as that which had rendered him so enthralled in the damn dream – rushed into his senses and he felt himself harden further.

 

He smirked cockily.  “You been dreamin’ ‘bout me then, pet?”

 

“In your dreams.”  She hissed, then rolled her eyes at her inane insult.

 

She watched as he pointedly sniffed the air then grinned, and she blushed furiously as her brain caught up with what he must be scenting.  With a growl of her own she charged, her fury at what was happening and the feeling of her control over the situation slipping fuelled her anger.

 

Spike had about a millisecond to allow his eyebrows to raise in shock before he was wrestled to the ground by 90lbs of very pissed off Slayer.  Hastily shaking off his shock, he finally managed to break her rain of punches by flipping her beneath him.  But he wasn’t fast enough to keep her there and within seconds he was flat on his back an irate Slayer laying into him.

 

God, he wanted her.

 

Spike laughed, his face vamped and he growled loudly.  For a moment, it stopped Buffy – if the other vampire’s growl had seemed low and threatening, than this made it pale in comparison, like a kitten to a lion, except this lion wanted more than a simple kill – but quickly she regained herself, although not before Spike had managed to gain the upper hand in the situation and rolled her firmly beneath him.  Buffy growled in frustration, what was it about this Vampire that made her loose her self control, that had her forget who she was and what he was when he was with her?

 

Before either could make a further move, she felt the grass squidge a little beneath her, then groan and begin to give way.  Her eyes widened when they met his as true realisation of the circumstances began to set in.

 

*Oh, no.*

 

“Spi-” Her voice was cut off into a shriek as the two suddenly plummeted down the embankment they had managed to wrestle towards.  

 

Grass, mud and bark had all given way for the destructive path of a fighting Slayer and Master Vampire – and now they were suffering for it.  And were now covered in it as they tumbled down the hill still wrapped together, like little snowballs picking up snow…’cept they were picking up mud.

 

Finally, they reached the bottom, spread out in star shapes, Buffy on the bottom, Spike half on top of her.  Both of them, head to toe, slicked in mud and God knew only what!

 

For a moment they both lay there, still in shock.  And then, the first giggle came.  Then the second, and soon they were in full fledged hysterics as tears poured down their dirt-streaked faces as they took in their situation and the hilarity of it.

 

“Some warriors we are!”  Spike laughed, reaching up to wipe a mud-thick piece of hair away from Buffy’s face.

 

“Oh, God, I hope no one walks by!”  Buffy continued to laugh, in turn lifting her hand to return the favour, as she smoothed back his now brown hair from his forehead.  “So this is you au natural, eh?”  She tried to ask with a straight face, but a giggle escaped her lips.

 

“Hey!  Glass houses pet – I know you’re not a natural blonde!”

 

The casual comment served to remind them both of their dreams, and slowly the laughter ebbed from their faces, leaving them simply staring into each others’ eyes.

 

A minute, an hour, millennia went by but still they continued to gaze at each other, unaware and uncaring of their situation, their station, or their surroundings.

 

And then, as if unable to stop themselves, they both leaned in and their mouths met for their first true kiss.  Both groaned as they took in the taste of the other on their tongue – so much more powerful and potent then that which they had experienced those two nights ago.  

 

Their hands dug into the other’s hair in order to hold their mouth more forcefully to their own.  Limbs slid easily over each other, rubbing and caressing, tantalising and memorising as their tongues did the same.

 

The whole world seemed to slip away as they lost themselves in their lust-filled haven.  Even as their mouths opened to take deep life-giving breaths, their lips never once left each other – so determined were they to stay together.

 

To never be apart – for all eternity.

 

But it was not to be.

 

A car horn screamed loudly in the road nearby, causing them to jolt from their seemingly never-ending kiss.

 

“Buffy…”  Spike whispered almost reverently, as he leant down to steal another kiss.

 

But as his lips touched hers for the second time, something within her seemed to wake and she cried out in obvious horror, pushing him from her.  Jumping to her feet, she momentarily stared down at the Vampire who still lay in the mud and her hand flew to her mouth.  She wasn’t sure if she wanted to remove the kiss, or keep it safe for all eternity.

 

Embarrassment, anger and guilt scorched out the last semblance of lust from her eyes, and without a word she turned and ran.
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