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Chapter 13

Olive Branch

*Chapter Repost*George took the message, picked up the phone to dial the extension but then thought better of it.  Lorne had said that he would be sending the couple over, so no need to disturb them.

     Bad news was like the night that followed the day; it came whether you wanted it to or not.  This could wait a few hours.
*****************

      "Spike, there's nothing you can do," Buffy tried to smooth the worry lines away with her fingers, "I'm here.  And, I'm alive.  Right here," she pulled his gaze to her, "I'm here," she saw the far away look in his eye.  Usually when they were together, in the quiet moments, he was with her.  But tonight, he was elsewhere.  She bit back the unreasonable jealousy that she felt for a phantom girl, and asked, "Where are you?"

     The timber of her voice brought him back to the present.  It reminded him of how his own voice sounded to his ears on those nights that she had used his presence to fill the void of her life.  Back then, he would talk to her just to fill the silences so that he wasn't alone, even when he was with her.

     He hated that he had brought her voice to such desperation, "Sorry Love," he said as he kissed her lips, "I know I should be here.  I've wanted this for so long.  My God," he sighed his apology into her skin, "I'm such a fool.  You're here," his fingers began a slow and deliberate dance over her body, drinking her into his memory.  Tracing every curve as if he'd been a blind man just granted his sight.  

     Buffy sighed as his loving adoration hummed over her skin, sending little tendrils of pleasure up her spine and radiating out to her fingers and toes.  She felt herself slowly burning as his touch began spreading a pleasing rime throughout her body.  The depth of what she was feeling had no words. She wanted to give back all the things he'd given her, and more.

     She wept at the inadequacy of language.

     Spike looked down and saw the tears well up in her eyes.  He was drowning again, in the quicksilver of jade.   He'd swam these depths a thousand times, and he would swim them a thousand more, "I know, Buffy," he breathed, "I feel it, too," his voice was deepened with the passion he felt for her, "God, I love you.  So much," he shook his head and kissed her brow, feeling her eyelashes caress his lips as she closed her eyes, "You don't have to say it.  I know."

     She shook her head, hoping that he would understand her need.  She kissed his neck and gently rocked him until he was beneath her, "No, I have to show you," she sighed as she placed small kisses of flame deep into his flesh.  Buffy tried to press her body as close to his as she could.  For Buffy, she could never, would never be close enough.

  She knew the things he could not voice.  Words were useless here, in this place.  In this place that was no place at all, because there was no difference between them, here, when she took breath into her it was his heart that beat.

     Here, when he bled, it was she who wept.

     Spike tried to swim against the tide of ecstasy that was swamping him.  She had to stop or her fire would consume him.  And he didn't care.  He wanted it.

     The passion of her loving touch and the long, exquisite tortures that her kisses were, stoked the flames that lapped at his heart, "Buffy," he wanted to tell her everything.  He wanted to give her the world.  The forces inside of him were struggling to surface, making words difficult.

     She felt his body tremble under her slightest touch.  "Buffy," he gasped, "if you don't stop," his head lulled and his eyes drifted shut, "Oh, for...please...don't stop."

     Buffy looked down at Spike's face.  The effect that she had on him was beautiful.  She loved that she could make him look like this.

     Amazingly, his face seemed flushed with the passion they both felt, cheeks reddened from it.  His eyes were glazed with lust, his vision unfocused by the feelings she set loose inside of him as she touched and kissed him into a babbling, blissful idiot.

     She loved it.  Buffy smiled down at him, "Wasn't gonna," she giggled as she took his lips to hers.

     "Oh, God," Spike moaned as his head flew back on to the pillows, "...Killing me," he rose up to meet her.

     Buffy hummed with pleasure, "Hmm...Love you.  Let it go, baby.  Love you so much," she sighed, as they fell into the rhythm of the ages, "Want to see all of you.  Every part.  Show me all of you baby."

     Spike swept her up in his arms, and his azure gaze swirled to amber as he gazed down at her, "That's it," she smiled, tilting her head to expose her neck.  His lips whispered a tender, "I love you, Buffy," as he kissed her pulse point.

     Buffy felt the fangs as they slowly kissed her neck.  He never took more than a thimbleful during these moments, but in something that small, she discovered, over and over again, how vast and their love could be.
*****************
  
     Angel didn't know why he thought the reception at 'Veritas' would go differently.  How did he expect that Lorne would trust him when he wasn't being entirely trustworthy, himself?

     He had regrets.  He regretted not having Buffy with him.  But, she was happy now, and that was because Spike did something that Angel could now admit, although not in the open, certainly, that he couldn't give her.  Buffy was happy.  And, so was Spike.

     If it took getting rid of one dead girl to keep them that way, he would take it.

     The journal with the familiar scrawl on its pages, stayed under lock and key.  It would stay there.  He held it back from them to let Buffy keep the life she had now.  She loved Spike, and even though he'd rather take a noonday walk than tell him so, and watch that self-satisfied smirk grace his lips, Spike loved her.

     This small journal, in William's elegant handwriting, detailed the full extent of his grief.  He'd mourned for her, and for the fact that he'd tried to race vainly against the insidious predator that had brought her death with it.

     He wanted to do what he could to save them both from that.  So, he kept silent.  For her happiness, and his.
**********************

     The few hours of peace that they had had were inturrepted by a discrete knock at the door.  Dawn's uncomfortable whispers broke it, "Um, guys?  Sorry to interrupt, but, it seems we've got visitors.  See you down in the dojo, proper, in... ten minutes?"

     Spike kissed Buffy lightly as he sighed in response, "Make it fifteen, Bit, and you got a deal."

     "Okay.  But it is important.  Lorne referred them."

     "Got it," he looked at Buffy and smiled, "Ready for another apocalypse, Love?"

     "Lead the way," she said.
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