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 WARNING!!!  Contains Rape


Chapter 7
A/N: Warning: Un-consensual sex coming up.  This means RAPE.   Please go to Chapter 8 if you do not want to read it. 





Spike wiped his face with his hand when he heard her.  He knew this was it.  Slowly, he walked into the bedroom.  A dim light on the nightstand illuminated the relatively large room now filled with his furniture.  Buffy stood at the end of the bed with her hands on her lips looking like a pissed off angel.  “Care to tell me where my furniture is?”

 

Spike looked directly in her eyes and saw the fire, the passion, he encountered when they first met and it turned him on.  Deciding to play with her, his lips turned into a confident smirk as he came towards her.  “Well, you see, love.”  Flames rose high in her eyes as she bit her tongue.  “My furniture couldn’t possibly fit in the other bedroom.  I didn’t realize how small of a space it was, so I made an executive decision.”  Inches away from her, he inhaled her scent.  

 

“How dare you move my furniture out of my bedroom and put yours in here.”  She inched towards him with her chin held high and eyes ablaze.  This further embedded the idea Spike was like her father, making unilateral decisions without anyone else’s wants or needs in mind.

 

“Oh, pet, I tried calling you, but the gallery phone was busy.”  

 

“That’s bullshit, William, and you know it!  So what?  You moved my stuff into the spare bedroom?  Did you move my clothes too?”  She stomped over to the closet and flung the door open, almost off its hinges.  Seeing her clothes neatly hung beside his, she looked questioningly at Spike.

 

“Actually, that mattress was lumpier than a fat mans ass.  I gave it to Goodwill.”  Spike turned his back towards her so he could hide the smile trying to erupt on his face.  “The bed’s big enough, we can share.”  He heard her gasp of shock and could feel her ten feet away tremble with anger and indignation.  Still turned away from her he added, “Anyway, for this to work your friends and my friends have to believe that we are living together…” Spike turned around to look at her.  “As a couple.  No one would believe that I would have a separate bedroom.”  

 

Her mouth opened and closed several times, her brain trying to form words, but her vocal chords not cooperating.  She walked over to the dresser and opening the drawers.  She found her clothes and his, hidden away in the piece of furniture.  Stepping back, Buffy raised her hand to her mouth, muffling her sobs that now bubbled up.   Her green eyes met his and he saw her harden.  Her body became rigid and he saw her emotions in her eyes become opaque.  She was building a wall around her soul, never to let him in again.  “I hate you, do you know that?  You disgust me.”

 

“You know you feel it, too.”  Spike stepped closer to her only to have her move away.  Her fingers trembled at the end of her arm, the only indication that he was affecting her.

 

“You’re just like him.  You don’t care about others…” Her heart hardened as she came to a realization of who William Winthrop really was.  He was just playing a part when he took her out for pizza, sent her flowers, ordered food, or helped her clean up it really wasn’t him who was so thoughtful.  It was just a means to get what he wanted, her.

 

“I care about you…” Spike answered her and tried moving closer.

 

“All you care about is yourself.  I should have known…” She turned around from him and strode into the little bathroom, seeing his things scattered among hers.  She came back into the bedroom and looked at him.  “When you were kissing me…on the couch.  I should have figured it out…”  Distracted, Buffy looked over at the furniture.  “It was trying to tell me you were like them.”  Her voice dripped with hatred.  Without letting Spike interrupt, she continued, “Hank, Angel, Parker, and even Riley.  You all wanted something and you didn’t care if it destroyed me as long as you got it.”  Anger and jealousy flared in Spike’s eyes as she talked about other men.  “You don’t care if it destroys me.  None of them did and you are no different.  I can’t believe I didn’t see it before.  My subconscious was trying to tell me the whole time.”

 

“You were thinking of them when you kissed me?”  The deceiving calmness in his voice disarmed Buffy and she nodded her head.

 

“You may have wiggled yourself into my life, but you never will be here.”  She patted her chest near her heart.

 

Spike quickly strode over to her and grabbed her upper arms and shook her.  “Don’t ever think of someone else when you are with me.”  He smashed his mouth down onto hers.  Her harsh cry didn’t even faze Spike as he mashed their mouths together harder.  He felt her legs try to kick and push away from him, but it was too late, his anger consumed him and blocked his thought process.  Struggling to free herself, Buffy slapped Spike across his cheek.   The sting of her blow did nothing but further infuriate him.  

 

Spike threw her body over to the bed.  Buffy stumbled and hit her torso on footboard, bruising her rib cage.  She fell over the mattress and started to climb across, towards the door.  Spike followed her, climbing on top of her body.  His knees straddled her body as he turned her onto her back.  Spike grabbed her hands, pushing them above her head, holding them there.  She wiggled and bucked, trying to free herself.  Cries and sobs came from her mouth as Spike peppered kisses along her neck.  “I know you feel it too, Buffy.  Let yourself feel it.”  

 

Buffy felt his knees pressed into her thighs, holding her still while he did as he pleased.  She looked up to the ceiling, the same ceiling she looked at when she fell asleep.  Tears blinded her as she felt Spike hold both her hands together with one hand.  His free hand moved down her body, touching her, molesting her.  He lifted his head from her neck and he watched his hand move over her breast, squeezing it.  Tears rolled down her face as she moved it back and forth, hoping that one more moving part would throw him off.  “Oh, baby, don’t cry.  It’ll be good.  We’ll be good, you’ll see.”

 

“Stop, please.” His head made it back to her neck, tasting the salty trails of her tears as he held her down.  She felt his fingers on her shoulder and neck just before she heard him rip her blouse right off of her.  There was no use in fighting, he would overcome and she would have to submit.  Shutting away her heart and mind, she gave up.  It was like a death wish, it was over, and she was tired of fighting.  If he wanted her body, that’s what he would get, the only thing he would get.  She felt like she was an observer, not really feeling anything anymore.  She couldn’t feel her arms held in a punishing grip or his heavy body moving over her.   Wordlessly, his mouth went down to taste her lace covered nipples.  Still holding on to her arms, Spike moved down to taste her.  Such a delicacy.  Her pert nipple stood up through the lace material, begging for him to release them.  Not paying attention to her empty eyes, his hand came down and unlatched her bra.  Her arms stayed put as all his attention was directed at her chest.  Fabric was pushed to the side as his mouth devoured her.  Fingers made their way down to her jeans and they slowly came off.  She allowed him to pose and prod her body, hoping he would be quick.

 

Spike had other ideas.  He felt like he was worshipping her.  Wanting to enjoy the whole experience, he slowed his seduction of her body, kissing and sucking on her sensitive flesh.  She stopped moving and fighting him off a while ago as his hands trailed down to her waist.  Glancing up at her face, he saw the vacant look in her eyes.  Cursing himself at what he had done and what was about to do, Spike unbuttoned her jeans and dragged them down her legs.  She would never understand, not until he showed her.   They would be terrific together he just knew it.  Her passion may be locked away for now, but Spike was determined to bring it out again.  Smiling, his fingers ran along her bare legs, tiny goose bumps forming as he passed his skin over hers.  Her body stayed still as he moved over her, taking off his own clothes, touching her, kissing her, making love to her.  His fingers passed over the coarse curls at the apex of her legs.  Deliberately, he pushed her legs apart, opening her up for his enjoyment.   Her legs fell apart easily, letting his fingers dip down.  His long index finger probed her slit, running up and down as he put more pressure on it.  Dipping inside, he was amazed at the slick heat he encountered.  Nudging her lips open with his thumb, he flicked her clit eliciting a betraying gasp from Buffy.  Smiling, Spike dipped his head down and kissed her inner thighs.  Struggling again, Buffy tried to close her legs, but between Spike’s head and his hands holding her legs apart, she couldn’t.  Her breathing increased as she felt Spike probe her tender skin with his tongue.  The pressure he built up inside her was ready to explode.  His nose nudged her clit and she grasped the sheets, Buffy screamed as her first orgasm overwhelmed her.  Breathing erratically, Buffy expected Spike to take her fully.  She didn’t expect him to continue to kiss and lick at her slick opening.  With one hand, holding onto her knee, he used the other to probe into her channel.  She idly wondered if he could tell that she was a virgin.  Breathing shallowly, she tried to lock herself away again, desperate not to take pleasure in his plundering, but she couldn’t.  Her body screamed for release and she could do nothing to stop it.  His fingers now caressed her inside as his mouth took up residence on her clit, sucking it into his mouth and playing with it.  Buffy’s back arched as her second orgasm came and pounded her into the ground.  

 

“See, I told you.  It could be wonderful, pet.  Just let it happen, I promise to make it good for you.”  Spike climbed up Buffy’s sweat slicked body, positioned to fully take her.  He kissed her hard on the lips, swallowing her scream as he swiftly surged into her.  Breaking off from her mouth, Spike looked questioningly down at Buffy.  His blue eyes were dark with lust and power as full realization of what he had done hit him.  Shifting his weight, Spike sank lower into her virgin tunnel, waiting for her body to relax.  There was no going back; he had taken something from her that he could never give back.  Resting his forehead against hers he whispered sweet nothings, hoping his behavior did not damn him in the future.  Silent tears ran from Buffy’s closed eyes as her body protested against the invasion.  “Shh, kitten.  Be all right.  I promise.  Relax, I’ll make the pain go away.”  

 

But, her body didn’t relax.  It only became tighter, as her soul protested and rallied in her mind.  Opening her mouth, she let a sob out as she cried for the little girl that still held delusions of love shattered.  In her mind’s eye she watched Hank lead the little girl away, and Angel lead the young teenager toward the pit of hell.  She watched Parker cheer them on.  Now, they were all encouraging Spike as they watch him rip the last vestige of her innocent heart away, throwing it on the ground, shredded and beaten.  Crying for the little girl that she once was, Buffy’s body succumbed to the relaxation Spike talked about.

 

Spike started to move on top of her.  She felt his hot breath on her neck, the sticky fluids that they currently shared, and his heated skin on hers.   She felt him touch her clit again as he moved in and out of her channel, slick with her juices and blood.  Refusing to open her eyes, she willed her body to relax, hoping Spike would finish soon.  It hurt, of course, but the thing she wanted to stop was the pleasure.  She felt another orgasm approach and she tried to beat it down, knowing he wanted her to give in.  Spike’s head nestled in Buffy’s neck, kissing and nibbling on her skin when he felt her muscles grasp around his cock, almost strangling it.   Roaring to life, Spike increased his pace, emptying his seed into her womb. 

 

Spike collapsed on top of Buffy, still embedded in her.  Slowly, he became conscious that he was crushing her and rolled off.  Hearing and feeling the slight pop of his member leaving her body, she immediately curled into a ball with her back to him.  Glancing down at his body, he decided to go get cleaned up.  He walked naked into the bathroom and didn’t close the door, Buffy heard him use the toilet and running water.  

 

She curled into a tighter ball when she heard the water stop and felt his presence in the room again.  Spike sat down on the edge of the bed, looking at her, watching her through half hooded eyes.  “Sweetheart, going to clean you up a little, kay?”  Spike received no answer, but she didn’t pull away when he started to lave her lower regions with a washcloth.  Finished, he threw the washcloth into the bathroom again.  He climbed into the bed behind Buffy, spooning against her.  His arms came around her, holding her firm to his chest as he peppered her neck and shoulders with kisses and little bites.  “I didn’t know Buffy…” a few more open mouthed kisses placed on her neck, “I would have been gentler.”  He felt her shudder and knew he just lost any chance of gaining access to her heart.
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