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Chapter 22

Phantom Arms

Thanks to Blondie Bear, kim, tis-kit, Spuffyfan, rosie, shelly, jane, MonsieurRipper, and cordykitten.  Once again my response is on your previous reviews, for my responses can sometimes be too long...


Okay, so I’m a lying bastard.  RL did get in the way.  I urge you all to show your displeasure by leaving a review, letting me know exactly what you think of me…
...Deliver me from my loneliness if... 
...only if you knew I'd fight through hell for you
despite every ache, bruise and scar you've put me through.

I think you know what I really miss:

I trust you with my wrists
because your grip is on my heart:
Then, 
now, 
and forever, 
but never apart.

~Crazyhumanaut 




“Spike!  What are you doing here?  Not that I mind you being here, because I like to see you, it’s just I get so damn nervous lately because I don’t know how to be around you anymore.  And it doesn’t help that you now spend most of your time avoiding me.”  Buffy finished, looking horribly confused.  Spike furrowed his brow, looking at her.

“Um… Yea.  Anya here?”

“Nope.  I’m watching the shop for her for a couple of hours while she hangs out with that skank ho bag of a friend of hers Hallie, who asked about you, by the way.  I mean, who the hell does she think she is anyway?  But she wanted Anya to hang with her so that she’d stop being mopey about Xander, not that that’s gonna happen anytime soon just cause she has a couple of drinks, cause hey, if it were that easy, I’d have just had a couple of shots after you dumped me, consequently breaking my heart, not that I’m a hundred percent sure you’re even aware of that fact- breaking my heart at the time, cause I never said ‘I love you,’ even though I do love you, and I’m still in love with you in fact.  I probably should’ve said all that sooner, but I was reasonably afraid of doing so.  Like Anya said, ‘stomp, stomp, stomp all over Buffy’s heart without looking back,’ only you managed to do that regardless…”  She trailed off, looking absolutely mortified.  She slapped both of her hands over mouth with a smothered squeak, hoping this was all some god awful nightmare.  Spike squint his eyes at her considerably, and he found he was having a severe case of dry mouth.

“You… Are you under some kind of spell?”  He asked, because the things that she was saying, for the most part, had to be nonsense.  Either that, or she was playing a more than cruel joke on him.  Buffy removed her hands slowly, taking her eyes off of him as she stood up from the round table briefly before looking at him again.

“I must be.”  His heart dropped at that.  “I certainly wouldn’t be this forthcoming with information otherwise.  But I’m not lying about a single thing—this is all me; one hundred percent Buffy.  If you could read my mind right now, which is moot cause I’m saying every single thing that’s on my mind for some crazy reason or other, this is what I’d be thinking.  Now I’m pretty much thinking ‘what the hell?’”  Spike felt pinpricks in the corners of his eyes at that.  Could she really…

“Are you saying…. You’re saying you were in love with me?”

“I still am.”  She answered quietly.

“When?”  He asked, just as quietly.  She took a deep breath as she walked around to the front of the table, leaning back on it.  

“Well, I considered falling in love with you when we first kissed at the end of the musical.  I loved you when you wouldn’t let me go to that jail alone, and you just held me all night...  I fell in love with you when you gave me that poem that I read every night until the day after you broke up with me, because then it was too much, and it felt like my heart was breaking all over again.”

“Were you ever going to tell me?”  A beat as her brow creased in concentration.

“I don’t know.”

“Do you still love me?”  He asked, sadness and a bit of desperation tinting his voice, making it even deeper.

“Always, William.”  She said softly, feeling her heart race.

“Are you still in love with me?”

“I never stopped being out of love with you.”  They slowly began to gravitate to each other.

“Do you miss me?”  She asked.

“Every second.”

“You don’t have to miss me anymore, you know.  I’m right here, if you’ll have me.  If you want me.  Do you still want me?”  She asked still in that quiet tone.

“Buffy.”  He breathed out, pulling her to him, kissing her deeply as she wound her arms around him, underneath his coat, holding him.  They moaned as they held each other tighter still, wanting to sink beneath the other’s skin.  Buffy pulled away from him after a moment, looking into his eyes that were glassy from unshed tears of relief.  He wiped a thumb softly across the apple of her cheek, and it was then that she realized that she had been crying.

“I’m sorry I hurt you.  I trust you Spike, I do.  With my life…”  She gasped when he picked her up, setting her atop the table.  He pulled her shirt off, desperate for contact with her smooth skin.  He pulled down one side of her bra, sucking her hardened nipple into his mouth a “Hmm,” making her gasp.  She leaned back onto the table, pulling him down with the lapels of his coat with her.  He lifted his head, looking at her.

“I missed you.  Missed you every bloody day…”  He trailed his long fingers down the sides of her torso before reaching down and pulling up her long, black skirt.  Buffy brought her legs up, resting the heels of her boots on the edge of the table.  He lightly touched her through her panties as she reached for his belt.

“I didn’t miss just this.  I missed you, Buffy.  All of you.  And I’m sorry for—”

“No, don’t.  I know.  Can we just skip it?  Forget about it?  I love you, and you love me, and that’s all that counts.”  Spike dipped his head and kissed her again in response.

“Need you.  Need you…”  He murmured, as she unbuckled his belt and unzipped his pants.  She took his erection into her hands, pulling back the skin.  He pulled aside her panties, and slammed his way into her slick entrance, making her cry out in pleasure.  He paused inside of her, trailing his fingers gently down the side of her face.

“I love you so much, Buffy.  I never meant to hurt you, luv.  I thought I was alone in that.”  Buffy exhaled a sigh of relief, slowly thrusting her hips upwards, feeling him sink deeper into her.  He slightly nodded as he began to move in a slow, languid pace.

“You’re my great love, Spike; the one that changed me for the better; the one that... moved through my soul.  And I love you so much.  Never felt anything like this.”

“I’ll never tire of hearing that.”  He said, briefly closing his eyes at the sensation of hearing her profess her love to him again.  He was getting an eargasm.  

“I’ll never tire of saying it.”  

“I was so worried, before…  That you were merely pretending.  I didn’t think you wanted me the way I wanted you.”  He admitted.

“No.  I never pretended anything.  I was there with you…  I’d have to be deaf, dumb and blind not to want you.”  He grinned a bit at that.

“Didn’t always, you know.  Want me.”  She bit her lower lip, grinning at him as well.

“You didn’t always want me either.”

“Yes I did.”  He said, his voice that deep baritone again, staring at her, unblinking.  She lost her breath for a moment when he looked at her like that, and met him thrust for thrust, urging him to go faster.  

“Please, Spike.”  She pleaded, crossing her legs on his back, bringing her hands up onto his shoulders.  He stared into her eyes as he thrust into her without abandon.  As much as Buffy wanted to maintain contact, the sensations of him again after so long were too intense, and she threw her head back, gasping and panting as his ridge repeatedly caressed back and forth over the particularly tender spot inside of her…

*****

“Oh my god.”  Jonathan said, eyes fixated on the screen.

“Is that the cam in the Magic Box?”  Warren asked.

“Oh my god.”  Jonathan said again.

“What are they… oh.”  Andrew said thoughtfully.

“Is that the Slayer?  And—”

“Spike.”  Jonathan cut Warren off.

“He is so cool.”  Andrew said dreamily, mesmerized by Spike.  Then he glanced at the others self consciously as he realized he said that bit out loud.  “I mean, Buffy’s hot too.”  He said, turning his head a bit as he watched her, mouth agape and eyes closed as the sex god that is Spike pumped into her.

“Dude…” Warren trailed off, continuing to watch intently.

*****

“Change for me.”  She told him as she felt herself unbearably close.  He scrunched up his brow, but did as she asked, staring at her with golden eyes.  Buffy extended her neck out, slightly turning her head to the side.

“Buffy?”

“I just…  I know you want to.  Just, a little… brief bite.”  She said, glancing back at him.

“You sure?”  She moved her hands to the back of his neck, pulling him down to her.

“Do it.”  She commanded.  He quickly slid his fangs in, taking the barest hint of a pull of her blood before releasing her, growling as she shuddered and cried out, involuntarily tightening around him all over as she came, Spike following her into the abyss. 

*****

“Whoa, whoa, whoa.”  Willow said as she stood up, shocked at what she was seeing.

“I… what is she…”  Xander trailed off.

“Eww.”  Dawn said, turning her back, really not needing the visual in addition to the blatantly clear sound effects already in her head.

“That son of a bitch.  Son of a bitch!”  Xander yelled, as he watched Spike sink his fangs into her.  Xander waited to see no more as he stormed out of the dining room.  Dawn looked at Willow worriedly before following him into the living room.

“Xander, really, we aren’t even sure what it is we’re seeing.  Here, let me just—” Willow looked up, realizing she was alone.  Just as she was heading towards the living room, Dawn rushed in after her.

“Willow, Xander’s kind of lost it.  I think he took Buffy’s axe.”

*****

“Why?”  Spike whispered, hovering over her as she caressed his face with both her hands.  The pair both ignored the phone ringing in the background.  There was nothing in that moment but the two of them.

“Because I trust you, Spike.  I just needed you to see that I meant it.”  And she did.
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