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Chapter 12

Twelve and Thirteen

That's it. Hope you all enjoyed it.Chapter Twelve

	Willow and Giles quickly got over their surprise at seeing Spike and Buffy back so soon, demanding details of the battle that had taken place only yards away from the apartment.  All they had been able to see from the window was a flurry of activity from which only Spike and Buffy had emerged.

	“Elves?  Real elves?”  Willow was very excited, wanting to run outside and look for them until Spike assured her she wouldn’t be able to find them, and that they wouldn’t be happy about it if she did.

	Giles was in complete research-mode, asking for details about the adult elves and their weapons.  His frown when Buffy mentioned calling 911 for the woman outside went unnoticed by anyone except the vampire, who shrugged apologetically and gestured at Buffy with his head.  A sigh and a nod of acceptance were the only signs that Ripper might have preferred another outcome.

	Buffy kept a watch out the window to be sure that she hadn’t left Maggie alive only to have her fall prey to a wandering vampire, but no one approached the group of cursing, immobilized soldiers or their dead and injured bosses, until the police and ambulances arrived.  Close behind the police car was a Humvee out of which stepped several military officers who quickly filled the local police in on the “rogue” unit that they were there to shut down.  Sunnydale’s finest were more than happy to turn over everything - including Riley’s body, which was still sporting the silver arrow that had ended his attempt to stake Spike.  

	While Giles and Willow joined Buffy in watching the activity outside, Spike draped himself over the overstuffed chair and watched the slayer.  

	 (What the bloody hell am I goin’ to do with something that good and full of light?  She’s…she’s effulgent.  Not what I deserve, but I’m not giving her up without a fight.)

	Buffy glanced over her shoulder, the tingling from the tiny wounds on her neck drawing her attention back to the vampire. Her eyes met his and for just a second she caught a glimpse of the emotions roiling within him, even as he pretended to be sitting casually and waiting for her.

	Her breath caught in her throat at the devotion he couldn’t hide quickly enough, and she left the window to walk over and climb into his lap.  Ignoring Giles’ disapproving throat-clearing, she snuggled into the vampire’s willing arms and yawned. She rested her head on his chest, half-dozing as she waited for Willow and Giles to tell them that all the excitement outside was over. If someone had asked her to explain how she could feel safe and comfortable in the arms of a master vampire, she couldn’t have done so. She just knew that she did; knew that as long as she was with Spike she could let down her guard, confident that he would dust before he allowed anything to hurt her.

	When Willow announced that the parking lot was now cleared of all signs of the struggle, and was as deserted as it had seemed to be before, she came back into the room and sat down, yawning herself as she stared at the two blonds nestled into the big chair.  She tried to be frightened by her friend’s obviously close relationship with the vampire, but something about the way he was holding Buffy while she dozed peacefully on his chest made it impossible to worry.

	Even the watcher, as unhappy as it made him to think that Buffy was involved with another vampire, had to admit that they could form a formidable team for the forces of good.  And that Buffy’s trust in William the Bloody seemed to be justified.  It seemed pointless to try to deny whatever was between them. The vampire glanced up and caught the eyes upon him, meeting the watcher’s gaze steadily until Giles nodded and looked away.

	After offering Willow the guest room for what little was left of the night, he took himself to bed, leaving the living room to his slayer and her vampire.

	Spike let Buffy sleep for an hour, but when his senses told him that dawn was approaching, he put his mouth next to her ear and whispered, “Wakey, wakey, Slayer.”

	“Mmmmph”

	His warm chuckle stirred tendrils of hair, tickling her face and bringing her awake.  She squirmed around on his lap until she was facing him, her knees on either side of his thighs.

	“You’d better have a good reason for waking me up,” she grumbled, unconsciously sniffing his neck as she burrowed back into him.

	“Well, I did have one – the sun’s going to be coming up soon and I need to get somewhere for the day.”  He pushed his hips up into her, allowing her to feel the bulge growing in his pants.  “But now I’ve got a better one,” he purred, running his hands up under her shirt and unfastening her bra. While Buffy arched backwards on his lap, he pushed her shirt up and fastened his mouth on one rosy nipple.

	By the time he had suckled both to hard little peaks, she was thoroughly awake and aware that they were still sitting in her watcher’s living room.  The vampire had slid down in the chair until he was almost reclining with Buffy lying on him, her legs still on either side of his hips.  His purring was setting up vibrations that made her forget completely about her best friend and her watcher, asleep upstairs.

	“Want you, Slayer.  Need you, love.  Need you now—“ His words were cut off when she fastened her mouth on his, whimpering into it as she realized that once again the tight pants she was wearing were going to be an impediment to the immediate gratification they both wanted.

	“Dammed pants,” she gasped, rubbing herself against him harder.

	“We’re going shoppin’ tomorrow night,” he growled back.  “You’re gonna wear nothing but skirts from now on. And no knickers unless I tell you to.”

	“Unless you WHAT?”  She sat up slightly and glared at him.  “If this is more of that vampire claiming crap, you can just—mmmph”

	He stopped her scolding with his mouth, running his tongue around hers, sucking on it and on her lower lip, keeping her too immersed in what he was doing to remember what had upset her.  Eventually, frustration and the lack of a good deep breath of air had Buffy pushing away from his body.

	“Stop it,” she hissed.  “We can’t do this here. We’re going to wake them up.”

	“Don’t care,” he pouted, reaching for her again.  

	“I care! And you’ll care if Giles comes down here with a stake in his hand.”

	“Fine,” he grumbled, sitting up and balancing her precariously on his knees.  “Where can we go then?”

	“Well…since Willow’s here, I guess we can go back to my dorm room.  I have to change into clean clothes before class tomorrow anyway.”

	With a nod of agreement, he rose gracefully to his feet, still holding her around the waist. He let her down gently and planted a kiss on her nose before suggesting, “Best leave the watcher a note, pet. Jus’ so he doesn’t think I did away with you while he slept.”

	Buffy scribbled out a quick note saying that she was going back to the dorm and would see Giles late in the afternoon. She propped it up on the chair in which they had been sleeping and took Spike’s waiting hand, allowing him to pull her towards the door.  A quick run through the deserted streets put them outside the dorm. Buffy quickly used her key to open the locked doors, laughing at his surprise that he’d been able to get in before.

	“They only lock them after midnight,” she said, rolling her eyes at his ignorance of American college life.  “It was early when you came looking for me before. Not that it was a very smart thing to do,” she added with a frown. “It’s not like you blend, you know.”

	“Wasn’t tryin’ to blend,” he growled. “Was tryin’ to bag my third slayer.”

	Buffy stiffened beside him, halting with her hand on the stairwell door.  

	(Bollocks!  Me an’ my big mouth.)

	“And how’s that working out for you?” she asked coldly.  Her voice lacked any trace of its usual affection, and he was immediately reminded that the little girl in front of him was the creature from which his kind usually fled.

	“I’m guessin’, not real well right now,” he responded honestly, thoughts of spending the rest of the night buried in her warmth rapidly vanishing.  “I’m sorry, love.  You know I didn’t mean that—“

	“Yes, you did.  That is why you came here that night, isn’t it? If Cave Buffy hadn’t thought you smelled good, you would have used that beer to get into my room and you would have killed me.”

	“I don’t know, Slayer,” he answered, surprising himself and her with his candor.  “Yeah, you’re right.  Was planning on killing you. At least I thought that was my plan. Thought I hated you.” He paused and gave her a brief glare.  “And you hated me.  Don’t pretend you didn’t.”  His shoulders slumped and he sat down on the bottom step, hands dangling between his knees.  “It’s what we are, Buffy.  Vampire. Slayer. I can’t change that.  Can’t change what I’ve done in the past. All I can do is tell you that the thought of killing you went away the minute I had you in my arms – and it’s never comin’ back.”

	He raised his head so that she could see the sincerity in his eyes. Buffy held his gaze, her tense posture gradually softening as she accepted the truth of his words.  She sighed and joined him on the step, sitting just close enough to be near, but without touching.

	“I’m sorry, too,” she finally mumbled.

	“You’re sorry?  What in hell for, Slayer?  I’m the one keeps remindin’ you of what I am. If I could learn to keep my bloody mouth shut…”

	“If you could learn to keep your mouth shut, the world would probably end,” she snarked, a trace of a smile on her lips.

	“Hey!”

	“You know it’s true,” she said, her smile growing wider for a second; then she sighed and shook her head at herself.  “And I know it’s true. I need to stop over-reacting every time you say something stupid.”

	“Like reminding you that I used to want you dead?” he said ruefully, edging closer.

	“Yeah. Like that.  I need to stop taking it so personally.” She turned her head sideways to meet his softening gaze.  “Don’t I?”

	“Not your fault, love.  I’m a bloody wanker for sayin’ things that remind you of all the ways that you’re too good for me.”  He tentatively raised one hand and pushed her hair off her face. “Too good by far, you are.  We both know it.  I’m not sure what I’ve done to deserve a chance like this.”

	“Apparently, you smell good,” she said quickly in an attempt to lighten the mood.  When he brushed his lips over hers gently, she breathed into his mouth, “And you kiss pretty good, too.  I think that might have something to do with it.”

	By the time she had finished speaking, Spike’s mouth was firmly fastened on hers and his tongue was doing things to remind her of why they had left the watcher’s apartment.  For several minutes they remained on the step, mouths glued together.  With a whimpered complaint, Buffy pulled her mouth away, gasping, “My room. Now.”

	With supernatural speed, the vampire was on his feet and holding the door open for her.  She walked past him, trailing one hand across his taut stomach as she did so and smiling at the small growl it elicited.  In no time, she had unlocked her door and they were falling into the small room, already tugging on each other’s clothing.


Chapter Thirteen

	They didn’t quite make it to the bed, falling onto the small rug on floor, with Buffy on top.  Spike sat up, putting them into the same position they’d been in on the chair at Giles’, but absent the tight pants they’d both been wearing.  Buffy slid onto him without preliminary, sighing as she felt him fill her.  Spike held her in place, although the legs she had wrapped around his back would have done the job nicely.

	“Do that purry thing again,” she demanded, bouncing on him lightly.

	He chuckled and moved his hands down to her hips. “Need to hold still, then, sweetheart,” he said, holding her down and beginning the growling rumble that she liked so much.  In no time, the vibrations were causing her to whimper and attempt to squirm on his lap, but he held her firmly and whispered in her ear.

	“Patience, love.  Let it happen, don’t try to force it.  Trust Spike, love.  Jus’ let yourself enjoy it.  Don’t be in such a hurry for it to be over.”

	Ignoring his whispered advice, Buffy clutched her legs around him more tightly, forcing him more deeply inside her and grinding into his pubic bone.  He gritted his teeth when she began clenching her internal muscles around him, muttering almost to himself, “Impatient bint.”

	Between the steady purring vibrations and Buffy’s tightening muscles, it wasn’t long before the slayer threw back her head and shook in ecstasy while the vampire buried his face between her breasts and smothered his roar of release against her skin.

	Buffy fell forward, resting her head on one of his broad shoulders while she gasped for air.  Her arms were around his neck, holding her limp body in place while he stroked her back and murmured his admiration even as he was admonishing her for her impatience.

	“Gonna have to teach you how to savor the moment, pet,” he said, raising his head to kiss a sweaty cheek.  

	“You didn’t like that?” Her pout was exaggerated, but he could hear the trace of uncertainty in her voice and sighed, pulling her closer.

	“Think you can tell that I did,” he growled.  “All I’m sayin’ is we can do more than just get each other off soon’s we get naked.  Not that I’m not enjoyin’ the payoff,” he hastened to add when he felt her stiffen in his arms, “but I want…”

	He didn’t finish, letting his voice trail off as he thought about what he wanted to say.  Buffy’s brows drew together in a small frown.

	“You want what?” she prompted when he didn’t continue.

	He tipped her chin up so that she was staring into his eyes from only inches away.

	“I want to make love to-with you. I want to worship your body the way it deserves to be worshipped.  Want to watch you come for me, hear you say my name, scream for me.  I want—I want you to—“

	He stopped, ignoring her nudge to continue; instead, he dropped his head to her throat and licked at his marks.  Buffy shivered at the sensations his tongue was creating, unconsciously moaning in appreciation as he used his tongue and lips to bring her to the brink of another orgasm without even moving.  She felt him swelling inside her again, the pressure on her cervix being all it took to send her over the edge.

	“Oh my god,” she whispered, hiding her blushing face in his neck.  “What did you do?”

	Without answering her, he rose to his feet fluidly, holding her in place and walking to the bed.  He sat down on the edge, then carefully rolled to his side and stretched them both out, being careful never to break their intimate connection.  He smoothed the hair back off her face and kissed her gently before continuing his response to her original question.

	“I want to love you, Buffy.  Will you let me do that?  Will you let me love you the way I want to?”

	The slayer stared at him with wide eyes. 

	 He wants to love me?  He wants me to let him love me?  How could I stop him?  DO I want him to love me?  Does he? Is he saying he does?  What do I want?
 
	Something of her confusion and panic must have shown in her eyes and she watched his face go from hopeful and warm to closed and coldly predatory.

	“I meant physically, Slayer.  I want to love you physically.  Not expecting you to—I didn’t mean I lo--“

	Suddenly, she didn’t want to hear him finish that sentence, rolling onto her back and bringing his body with her so that he was covering her completely.  She sighed as his weight pushed her into the mattress, noting that his disappointment had not had a negative effect on his hardness.

	“I want you to love me, Spike,” she whispered into his neck. “Teach me how to lo- how to please you.  Teach me how to savor it.”

	Without responding verbally, he began to slowly rock his hips against hers, twisting them slightly at the end of each gentle thrust.  As the tension in her body began to build, Buffy tried to pull him closer only to have him chuckle softly into her ear as he continued the slow, steady thrusting that was building toward another shuddering release.  The constant stimulation of her internal nerves was sending the slayer into an incoherent frenzy; her head thrashed back and forth in frustration over her denied release until, without warning, the orgasm burst over her causing her to scream his name into his shoulder as she came.

	She lay limp under him, aware that he was still hard and that he was smiling at her smugly, but too sated to care.

	“Boy good,” she gasped, changing his smug smile to one of genuine pleasure.

	“Boy hasn’t even begun to be good, pet,” he murmured, beginning the gentle rhythm again and ignoring her groaned “Oh, no. I can’t…I couldn’t…”.  

	Her muttered denials trailed off as she determined to make him feel just as weak and sated as she did.  With every thrust he made, she deliberately squeezed him, evoking his own groans of pleasure and causing him to speed up in spite of himself.  Before long he was pounding in to her, his gasps of encouragement all she needed to continue her internal assault on his cock.  As he neared the release he could not hold back and his gasps became closer to shouts, she was able to make out more of the words.  When he couldn’t contain the “love you!” that exploded from his lips as he came, Buffy found the words did not frighten her as she had been sure they would.  Instead, they stimulated her own shuddering release which seemed to go on and on as she felt Spike’s fangs once more slip into the marks on her throat.  

	Without thought, she grabbed the hard ridge of muscle at the side of his neck with her own teeth, biting down until the coppery taste in her mouth told her she’d drawn blood.  She felt the vampire shuddering again as the bite sent him into another sudden orgasm. When he had finally subsided into small jerking motions of his hips, he managed to raise his head from her throat to ask, “Not that I’m complainin’, love, but what the hell was that?”

	Putting her lips back on the small wound she had made, Buffy licked it gently and whispered, “Boy mine.”  She refused to look at him, keeping her embarrassed face buried in his neck while Spike stared at her in happy confusion.  When she wouldn’t look at him, he sighed and relaxed onto the bed, pulling her into his chest and rolling them onto their sides.

	“Forever, Slayer. The boy is yours forever.” 

	 (Guess I’ll wait till tomorrow before I tell her what she’s done. She doesn’t need to know that “forever” is a bit closer to the truth than she probably thinks it is.)


the end
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