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Chapter 1

A New Friendship


Disclaimer: So here’s how it goes. I went up to my friend Joss Whendon the other day, when they were secretly shooting another show, and asked him if I could borrow James Marsters so I could play with him for a little while and he said I will do no such thing. So I left and came back the next day and asked him again if I could have James Martsers to do anything I like with, and he said no. So when I left and came back the next day and asked him the same question again he said, “The only way I’ll let you have James Marsters, ESPICALLY JAMES MARSTERS is if we start world war 3. So I left and came back the next day, this time with a paper in my hand. When I reached where Joss was with the whole cast they were eating their lunch wondering why I’ve been coming by so much, when I walked straight over to Joss and handed them the paper that I had been holding in my hands. “What’s this?” He asked. “Oh nothing much” I said, “Just sign on the dotted line. It simply states that you have agreed to start world war 3 in exchange for James Marsters.” He finally gave up and told James to get up and take the rest of the week off and he’d give him a 15 million dollar raise. So naturally James got up and left, not one to pass up such an opportunity. So we had the best week of our lives, but then I had to give him back. The day after James returned to work I showed up to talk to Joss once again and the cast was their eating lunches. “See joss,” I said to him, “It wasn’t that bad giving me what I wanted now was it?” I laughed a he rolled his eyes at me. “Oh and by the way,” I said, just as I was about to leave the room and head back to my car, “I’ll be back with plans for world war 3 tomorrow.” “SOME ONE ESCORT THAT WOMAN FROM THE BUILDING AND MAKE SURE SHE NEVER COMES BACK!!!!!!” (P.S. I also don’t own any of the other Buffy the Vampire Slayer or Angel the Series Characters.)

A/N We’re going to pretend that Spike never met Harmony, nor did he ever come back to get the Gem of Amara.  So the only time we saw Spike besides in season two, was in “Lover’s Walk” and “The Initative.” Also, THIS IS NOT A SPILLOW STORY!! Or whatever they call Spike and Willow stories. I wouldn’t know cause I don’t read them. The second chapter will explain more, and I’m already working on it but with my other two stories, it’s making it kinda hard to keep up with everything and stay on top of real life a well. Once again keep in mind that, even though this chapter is going to make it look like it, IT IS NOT A SPILLOW STORY!!!!!!!!!!!
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~


‘Oh goddess,’ Willow thought, ‘how can all this be happening from one little spell gone wrong?’

 	Willow looked around at all the damage she had managed to create in just one day, as she tried to figure out what was happening in her head.

 	‘Xander and Anya,’ she thought as her eyes came to rest on them first, ‘Are trying not to get killed, Spike and Buffy are kissing, there are all these demons…. wait a minute’ she swung her head around to do a double take at the blond couple wrapped up in a heated make out session on the ground, ‘Why are Buffy and Spike kissing? Oh yeah, “Then she should just marry him,” ok, remember not to say that any more!!!’ 

Willow did one more take around the room with disgusted eyes at what she had done, ‘I need to stop this before something really bad happens. No, wait…. something really bad has happened. I need to stop this before anything worse happens.’ 

‘Work brain, work…’ And as if there was a light bulb that just clicked on inside her head, her face lit up. ‘There’s a spell that can change everything back to the way it was before my implosive decision to ruin everybody else’s life. Now if only I could remember all of it and not turn this in a circus anymore then I already have, cause last thing we need is for this to get even worse.’ 

Willow looked back to where Buffy and Spike were still locked together in a heated embrace. ‘Wait, no,’ she thought, ‘I don’t believe that it can get any worse then THAT image.’ As Willow continued to watch them she realized, ‘I don’t think I ever remember witnessing Buffy kiss somebody with that much passion. Woah!’ She thought as she scrunched up her face, ‘I did not just use the word “passion” in reference to Buffy kissing Spike.’ 

‘Gotta remember that dang undo spell. Hope I don’t mess up this one also. Great, now I’m talking to myself and losing my mind at the same time. Yay, Two for the price of one! Right, need to fix this, need to stay focused, need to think positive thoughts.’

 ‘Buffy is sooooo going to kill me when she realizes what she’s doing and who she’s doing it to!! Ok, that’s not a positive thought seeing as how she probably will kill me when I get this resolved. Undo spell, positive thoughts got it. I got it!!’

“Let the healing power begin
  Let my will be safe again
  As the words of peace are spoken
  Let this harmful spell be broken”

As Willow spoke these final words the world returned to its normal self. Or as normal as life was going to get on the Hellmouth.

Willow looked around the room to find out if everyone was ok. Xander and Anya were safe once again from the many different demons they had been fighting, said demons were also no where to be found which ment she made them disappear again, and Spike and Buffy were still kissing.

So once again everything was good again in Sunny…wait, why were Spike and Buffy still kissing???? 

“Hey Guys,” Willow said in a sheepish voice along with a little wave. ‘Maybe if I get on their good side, it won’t hurt so much when Buffy decides to kill me.’ 

If Willow had been thinking clearly she would’ve realized how untrue that was.

Buffy suddenly stopped kissing Spike, and the second she opened her eyes she instantly regretted it.

“Oh God,” Buffy said looking around the room at all of her friends watching them intently. She lowered her head and closed her eyes and then reopened them, trying to figure out if it was a dream or not. When she opened her eyes the second time, she realized not only had she not been dreaming and it had, in fact, happened, but Spike didn’t seem to mind at all if she wasn’t miss-reading the look in his eyes. That, and the fact that he was still holding onto her hips with a firm grip. Focusing once again on the look in his eyes, she almost forgot about her friends standing not five feet away from her, and almost finished where they had left off. That is, she was until Willow cleared her throat loudly enough to bring her back to her senses.

“Oh God,” she said again as she pushed off of Spike and stood up wiping at her lips.

Spike realized the look Buffy was giving him, one of pure lust. She wanted him. God knows he wanted her if the large bulge in his pants was any indication. Just as Spike was going to start moving her hips to begin grinding against him again, the witch went and cleared her throat loudly enough to bring Buffy out of whatever stupor she had previously been in. 

‘Remind me to have a talk with Red ‘bout her perfect timing.’ He thought to himself as Buffy flew off of him as if she had been burned. 

“Spike lips, Lips of Spike,” Buffy, practically yelling and trying to convince her friends at the same, said. She started to wipe at her mouth with the back of her hand, as if trying to get off deadly germs, pretending to be discussed with the mere thought of kissing Spike, let alone doing what she had been doing to him on the ground, not minutes before, when in actuality of it all she didn’t really mind. In fact if Willow hadn’t interrupted them, she would have gladly continued on with no hesitation.  

Spike noticed that the Slayer wasn’t too happy to see who she had just been dry humping on the floor and decided that it would be in his best interest to play along if he wanted to continue on with his un-life. “OH! Bloody hell,” he said getting off the ground himself.

He wasn’t nearly half of upset as the Slayer was, but the look on Buffy’s face was quickly making up for that. Once again he decided to play along to see where this would lead as he turned his head towards her with a fake look of disgust and hatred on his face. 

Buffy looked over at Spike at his out break, to see what he thought about this and noticed that he was looking back at her in disgust, hate, amusement, and….confusion? She walked over to where he was standing until she was about a step away from smashing his lips to hers again, and looked up at him. What she saw made her suppress a gasp, as the look of disgust and hate turned back into the look of lust and longing she had become acquainted with in the past day.

‘Right then’ Spike thought as he saw the Slayer walk over to him. But instead of punching him in the gut like he had suspected she would, she just stood there looking at him with the same look of want and confusion that he had seen seconds ago.

It finally dawned on her that her friends were still five feet away from her and Spike, watching this whole thing unfold with different amounts of interest, all wishing for a different ending. Tearing her eyes away from Spike’s piercing blue one’s, she looked at the faces of her friends with hopeful, bored, and angered faces.

Confused and not in the mood to put up with their questioning of her decisions, were she to make one, she turned around and walked out the door, intent on getting back to check on Giles’ as quickly as possible.

 She was so focused on getting out of there as fast as she could that she didn’t notice that Xander decided to follow her, after throwing Spike his own look of disgust and anger, and headed off in search of Buffy. A reluctant Anya followed chasing after her boyfriend with a bored sigh, leaving a very confused witch and an equally confused vampire.

“What are you looking at, Red?” Spike asked with as much vermin as he could come up with, when he realized that Willow had yet to move or speak, focusing, instead, on watching him intently.

“Nothing,” she replied with a little hesitation. “I’m sorry Spike, I didn’t know that this was going to happen, honestly.”

“What did you think was going to bloody happen? We would all go to the land of bloody teddy bears and daisy’s?”

“I know and I’m sorry.”

“Yeah, well, you should be Red.” Spike answered giving up the fight trying to be mad at her. 

‘Never could stay mad at the young witch for to long,’ he thought, as he sat on the ledge of the statue that was in the middle of the crypt. After he was seated on the edge, he started searching through his duster pockets, trying to find his fags. Once he found one he lit it up and looked towards the ground, trying to figure out why he wasn’t disgusted like he thought he should be when he looked back over the things that him and Buffy had been doing earlier that day, and trying to figure out why he wasn’t mad at the witch for putting the spell on him in the first place.

 He had always had somewhat of a soft spot for her and was quite fond of her in a no talking to her ever sort of way, he reasoned. She was the only one that even seemed to care in the slightest amount about what happened to him after his new not so favorite piece of metal got shoved into his unwilling brain. 
 
Besides he wasn’t upset at all about what went down between him and the Slayer during Red’s little spell gone wild in the first place. In fact he found that he kind of enjoyed it, strange as it sounds. ‘ If this is a mistake sign me up for her experiments’ he thought, remembering the way it had felt to have Buffy’s mouth on his, her small hands roaming all over his tight body. 

‘Diffidently need to volunteer to be her genuine pig for her spells.’ With any luck he would’ve been able to get to marry Buffy and she wouldn’t have be able to change it back afterwards. ‘Maybe even a little more, if I had any luck at all’ he thought with a small smile, as soon as appeared it disappeared and turned into a frown.

‘Better play it safe,’ he thought, ‘don’t want her to suspect anything suspicious.’ Spike threw his spent fag to the ground and crushed it under his boot and turned his eyes to look and the redheaded witch with his head still downcast, with a fake confused look on his face.

“Why on earth would you want me and the slayer to get married in the first place? What have I ever done to you to make you hate me that much? I’m a bloody vampire, for Christ sake!! That used to mean something!

Willow didn’t answer him, but instead just continued to stand there and study him.

Spike became lost in thought again as he looked out the door that Buffy had recently ran out of.

Willow looked towards the ground trying to figure out what to do next, when she heard somebody sigh. Willow looked up to see that Spike had dropped his head down and his eyes closed. ‘ I don’t get it,’ she thought, ‘I would’ve excepted for him to be a lot madder at me then this.’

All of a sudden Willow heard a loud bark of laughter and realized that Spike was almost in tears from laughing so hard. 

When Spike remembered that Willow was still there and currently staring at him like he was insane, which he was starting to think he was, he sobered up immediately and straightened from where he had been sitting down on the fountain statue, and put on a grin that always managed to be on at inappropriate times.

“Don’t think for one bloody second that I’m not still pissed at you Red. And you still haven’t answered my question yet, ‘bout why you wanted me and Buffy to get married.”

Willow simply hung her head again in shame and guilt. “I honestly don’t know. Well I kind of do but you don’t really want to know.”

“Sure I do,” Spike said trying to convince her with a charming smile.

“Ok, you do want to know, but I don’t want you to know.”

“And why’s that?” Spike asked already knowing the answer, his smile changing into a smirk.

“Cause you’d probably would kill me!” Looking at him as if he was crazy for not already knowing the answer.

Spike threw his head back, letting out a small chuckle, before looking back at Willow, “ Maybe, maybe not. And it’s not like I can anyways right? I mean with the chip and all.”

“Right, the chip,” Willow said with a small frown coming her forehead. She thought for a moment then asked, “Is that the only reason?” 

“The only reason…..?”

“The only reason why you won’t kill me.” When Spike looked at her like she was speaking a different language she realized that if she wanted an honest answer that she was going to have to just come out and say it. “Because of the chip, is that the only reason you wouldn’t kill me if I told you the reason.”



Spike avoided her eyes when he replied by saying, “Yeah, that’s pretty much the only reason.”

“Spike!” The look she gave him let him know that she wasn’t going to buy his excuse for the life of her.

Spike shrugged his shoulders, looked down, and started kicking at the dirt on the ground before answering her honestly in a small, almost whispering, voice. “I don’t know, probably not. Can’t be sure exactly but I don’t think that I would.” He finished the last part looking right into her eyes before returning his gaze to the floor suddenly finding the circles he was making in the dirt extremely interesting.

Willow knew that he was telling her the truth this time buy the sincere look that was in his eyes and his avoidence to look at her.

“I was hurting.” When she started to speak he returned his eyes to look at her and gave her his full attention, cocking his head to the side. When Willow realized he was looking at her again, she had to duck her head to continue. She just couldn’t deal with the look of intensity that was coming from his eyes and be able to tell her story. 

“I was hurting really bad, and I thought that I could make it go away if did a spell. And did I mention the sorry part?” Spike had to smirk at the look she had on her face at that moment; innocence combined with guilt. 

When Spike nodded his head, she continued, “I was still feeling bad about Oz leaving, then you had to escape so that Giles’ had to call which ment Buffy had to leave so I went to Xander’s and Anya was coming over and didn’t have anytime for me which left me with nothing to do. And Buffy wasn’t going to be back anytime soon cause she was spending all of her time with you. Oh poor Spike,” she said in a mocking tone, “ he’s going to have to learn how to be house trained and not kill any more boo hoo hoo.”

“Hey! Still standing here ya know!” Spike understood that she was hurting, but still couldn’t help but get offended when she reminded him of his new state of existence. Plus he was starting to get a headache from all her rambling. ‘Now I know why Buffy was always over bugging me. Red here never knows when to stop talking and get to the bloody point,’ he thought.

“I understand you were hurting Red, but did you really think resorting to magic was going to make everything ok again?”

“I think I remember you asking me to do a spell for you at one point, asking me to help you get Drusilla back.”

At that, Spike had the decency to look somewhat embarrassed at that comment.

Willow couldn’t find the strength to look up as she admitted in a soft tone, “I would’ve done anything to get my heart to stop hurting like it was.”

Spike had an intense need to make her feel better all of a sudden for no apparent reason besides the look on her face. When he realized she was on the verge of tears, he decided to question why he suddenly cared later and try and comfort her now. “Ya, well, here’s news for you pet: love hurts. Love burns. And when the one you love leaves you, it hurts. It cuts, and it burns, and it leaves you feeling like someone ripped you apart starting on the inside and working it’s way out and there’s nothing you can do to make it stop. Not torturing someone in their place, not drinking till you can’t remember how to stand, let alone who hurt you so deeply, not even magic. Take it from someone who knows.”

“But your all better now, I mean you don’t look like your grieving or even hurt anymore. Well I mean you do, but nothing like you did the last time you came to town. How’d you do it?” she asked, acting almost astonished.

“You fall in love again Red, you fall in love again.” This is simply bloody amazing. If someone told me a year ago that I’d be standing here in front of the Slayer’s best friend having an actual conversation I would’ve killed them for lying to me.

Spike turned and walked over towards the wall with the door near it and leaned his back against it, with one foot bent and resting on it was well. When he looked back at the young witch he noticed her staring at him again, this time with surprise smeared all over her face. Spike chuckled before he put all her questions to rest. “Don’t go getting any ideas in that pretty little head of yours Red, that’s not how I got over Dru.”

Willows surprised face took a turn down confused lane as she continued to listen to him thinking that he was about to give her the advice that would help her get though the next couple of days, little did she know.

Spike looked towards the ground once again and smirked, deciding on telling her the truth; which wouldn’t be what she wanted to hear, but it was the truth.

“After I went Brazil, which if you haven’t noticed didn’t do me any good me cause she still didn’t want anything to do with me, I decided to head towards Mexico. Far enough to learn to be on my own without Dru, but close enough to the Hellmouth if anything big was going to go down. It kept me busy for a while, did the whole kill anything that dared cross my path.” At this Willow cringed and Spike shrugged hi shoulders, not really caring what she thought about it. She was the one who wanted to know what happened, and there was no sense in lying to her; it was in the past, over and one with. 

Spike took in a sharp breath and then continued in a softer tone, “I still thought about her though, all the bloody time. The smallest thing would remind me of her.  Sometimes I’d pretend that she wasn’t gone, that she was just waiting for me to come back. It helped, for a little bit. Never was long enough though. Every couple a saw holding hands would make my blood boil. Knowing they had what I wanted back. Somehow I just couldn’t make myself kill them. Knowing that they were happy and how much it would hurt them to see the other in so much pain. I might be a vampire, a demon, but I don’t wish heartbreak to anyone. Torture? Yes. Pain? Yes. Death? Yes. But heartbreak? Never. That’s the ultimate pain. Wouldn’t wish that upon anyone.” Spike looked over at Willow and saw her once again staring at him like he was insane. Like she finally realized that he wasn’t as heartless as they all seemed to believe. 

He thought for a minute then said, “Well…..maybe Angel.” Willow threw him a look that tried not to be amused but, when she saw the grin that had spread on his face to lighten the mood, she couldn’t help but send him her own wicked grin. 

“Knew I could get a smile, pet.  Tried to get drunk more times then I can bloody count,” Spike said as he continued on. “Used to sit in my hotel room, bottle ‘o whiskey in my hands, listen’n to the radio. Wanted to smash the damn thing countless times, every time they played one of those damn God forsaken love songs.” Spike perked up as he had an idea how to get her to smile again. He straightened from where he had previously been leaning against the wall and walked over towards her in a slow, almost predatory walk. “And believe me pet, half the bloody recording industry makes all their money off of broken hearted love songs. If those people ever tried to get a job in the place I like to call “the real world” they wouldn’t have a clue what to do and they’d fall flat on their asses.” 

Willow giggle as she shook her head in agreement, and Spike let a genuine smile cross his face as he noticed that she wasn’t so depressed anymore.

‘I don’t know if I can hate him after this,’ she thought has she looked into his face. ‘I bet Buffy wouldn’t hate him if she saw this side of him either. Underneath the bad boy “I’m gonna kill you all and take over the world” image, he was just a really nice guy with a huge heart who got cursed becoming a vampire.’ She almost felt sorry for him.

“Well, that’s two smiles so far. Let’s see, can I get another?” Willow could not resist, and gave him what he wanted to see, her brightest smile yet. “Tone it down pet!!” At her confused look at his sudden burst of out rage he continued with a new smile all over his face. “I asked for a smile, not to light the bloody room up with the pretty sunshine so yours truly gets extra crispy.” Willow once again started smiling on high beam and giggling like a schoolgirl.

“I do believe I asked for one more smile, and got two for the price of one. Damn I’m good!!” Spike started doing, what she guessed, was his version of “the happy dance.” He was making a complete fool out of himself to get her to be happy. She never saw this side of Spike before, but she hoped she got to see it more. Spike finally stopped and stared at her, a small smile still on his face, and she couldn’t have pictured him being more loving then she saw him being at this moment. She secretly wished that he wouldn’t go back to wanting to kill her when they returned to everyday living, or un-living as the case may be, but she’d never admit that to him, afraid of what the outcome might be.

He sobered up completely, any trace of the fun he’d been having seconds ago gone. “to answer your question pet,” he said seriously, “I not over Dru. Doubt I ever will be. She will always be in my heart. I will always occasionally think about her. I loved her, still do, and always will. You don’t lost forget about someone you love, and you don’t stop loving them either. They will always be in your heart. I’m getting better being away from Dru and learning to let go of her, hell I was with her for over a century. But I’m getting better now, and so will you, just give it a little more time.”

“But you being with Drusilla s a little different then me being with Oz.” Off his confused look she informed him, “Me and Oz were only together for a little under two years. You were with Dru for over a century. There’s a major time gap.”

Spike shook his head, ‘Sometimes this girl is so smart, and at others it’s like she forgot how to think things though at all.’ 

“It doesn’t matter how long you are with someone, Red. It’s about the love, it’s about the passion, its’ about the burning desire that can never seemed to be contained when your around your honey.”

Willow looked to her wrist, where she had remembered to put a watch on the mourning, and saw that it was only a couple hours till sunrise and that she had an early class the next day, so they should be getting back. Willow sighed looking once again chest fallen.

Spike had noticed her checking her watch and could pretty much figure what she was thinking at the moment. She didn’t want to go back. She didn’t want to have to go back to her friends to her how wrong her decisions were, when she was doing what anyone else with her power would’ve tried. Spike didn’t really want to be getting back to soon either. In fact he personally didn’t want to ever have to go back to being tied in that bloody tub, but he wanted to be there for Willow and help ease some of the pressure she was about to get put on her. If he was completely honest with himself again, he didn’t want his time with her to end so soon. 

“Hey I’ll tell you what pet,” Spike said trying to figure out a way for her to get her feelings out and not have to resort to this kind of magic again, not tat he’d object, “ No more spells on me or your little Scoobie friends, and whenever you need someone to talk to, I’ll be there for you.”

At that Willow looked up again as she saw Spike standing before her offering to be her friend when she needed him. Maybe this way she’d be able to find out what was going on in his own head earlier about Buffy. Still she wouldn’t help but wonder why he was being so nice to her and offering to e her friend in the first place. 

“I thought you hated us?”

“I don’t hate you. But I don’t want you doing anymore spells that will put my un-life in danger. ‘And I’m not so sure I’ll stop when the spell gets reversed if she does this again.’

“Well then,” Willow said sticking out her hand, “You’ve got yourself a deal Mister.”

Spike smiled again as he rose his hand out to shake her already outstretched hand, but instead of simply shaking her hand, he gripped her hand firmly and pulled her into a friendly embrace. 

“You’re a good friend Spike,” Willow said with her head resting on his shoulder as she let out a sigh. She felt completely safe in his arms and not threatened in the least, and she had a feeling it had nothing to do with his chip.

Spike smiled over her shoulder as well, letting out his own sigh, before he pulled back and said in mock seriousness, “Yeah, well don’t let it get around luv, got a reputation to keep up you know.”

She giggled, “Spike, I think it’s safe to say that your reputation is pretty much shot. You haven’t been able to kill anyone in a while, remember?” The smile on her face let him know that she was just playing. 

“Yeah, well I guess your right pet. But don’t, under any circumstances, let it back to that Slayer friend of yours. Don’t even want to begin to imagine the kind of things she’s say if she found out that I went soft, even for one bloody second. Epically to one of her closet pals which, might I add, is completely human.” 

Willow was having a hard time remembering why Buffy and the rest of the Scooby gang hated him so much. He really was a nice sweet guy who seemed to act like being a vampire was almost like a curse to him. 

“Oh come on Spiky, you know that you love us. Me, and Buffy and……Oh my goddess Buffy!!!”

“What about the Slayer, luv?” Now standing back a few feet from her.

“Buffy s-s-she ran out.” Willows face took on a panicked look as she started to pace nervously.

When Spike thought of what the Slayer would think of him and hers time together, he couldn’t help but chuckle at the thought of how she would react to some of the stuff that they had been doing. And along with his chuckle came a smile of contentment that he thought was quick enough to escape her sight. Willow wasn’t about to ruin their little truce and piss him off by telling him that he was wrong in his theory. ‘Let him think he’s the smartass if he wants, I know better.’ Outside she kept her appearance calm and collect, but on the inside she was she had a smug look grinning in triumph at the thought that maybe something good came out of her spell after all. Weird how she wasn’t exactly worried about the fact that she was thinking of a way to get them to talk and possibly 
get together and didn’t feel the least bit guilty because of it, actually, she was almost pleased.

	“Come on Spikey. Lets go and see if she went back to Gi… Oh my goddess, Giles!!!

	“What about the Watcher, pet?” ‘Wish she’d think one thought before she decided to think another bleeding thought.’ Spike said that he was going to be her friend; he didn’t, however, say that he didn’t still get annoyed with her at times.  

	“I-I-I said that he was blind,” she lowered her eyes as well as her voice, finding it hard to continue at the thought of hurting someone else. “Did he actually go blind?” She finally got out, almost scared of the answer.

	“Ya luv, ‘fraid he did.”
	
	Willow sighed, knowing that she’d be getting a lecture when they got back. Speaking of getting back, she looked towards the window in the crypt they were standing in and realized it was completely pitch black outside. “We better be getting back Spike,” she said with some hesitation. She had enjoyed her time talking to spike, and didn’t want him to return to treating her the way he usually did when the others were around. “Me and Buffy have early classes tomorrow, and I’m pretty sure that the rest of the gang are wondering where we’re at by now.” She sighed once again, this time accompanied by and eye roll. 

	Spike laughed a little, feeling much the same way as her. He had also enjoyed their time together and didn’t want to see it end. He sensed her reluctance to leave, and went over to stand beside her and put an arm over her shoulders and gave it a gentle squeeze for reassurance. “No worries, luv, we’ll make time to talk more when life ain’t trying to twist our knickers so much, huh? Or you know, shove them up our arse’s so high” 

	Once again Willow couldn’t help the urge to laugh at his antics. She nodded her head, and Spike tilted his head towards the door, reminding them that they should be going, and dropped his arm from where he’d slung it over her shoulders. She sighed once more, looked at Spike and gave him one more small grin to which he returned, and headed for the door, Spike behind her. 

	She stopped as she got a couple feet from where they had been standing and turned around to, surprisingly, see Spike following her.

	Spike gave her an evil grin at the look of surprise once again on her face. “No worries, pet. I’m coming. And this time, willingly. 

	Willow rolled her eyes while shooting him, again, another smile. ‘Hmm,’ She thought, ‘Seems I do a lot of that when I’m around him. Strange.’ She started to head to the door once more…and then stopped. She turned around to look at Spike, but didn’t say anything, just stood there staring a him, making him feel some-what uncomfortable. 

	Almost worried he asked, “Something wrong, luv?”

	“Nothing really,” She looked, to Spike at least, as if she was weighing the options of telling him something. In the end, he supposed, telling him anyway won out in her head. “I was just wondering how a vampire with no soul, ho loves to kill people and cause mayhem might I add…could be so kind and caring.”

	Now it was Spike’s turn to stare at her in shock. Never had someone said such kind words to him in all his existence. He gave her a shy smile, ducking his head, wishing for the first time in ages that he had kept his shaggy hair he had as a human and in his early vampire days, so that he would be able to hide his face. He was grateful that vampires didn’t have running blood, because he was sure is he did his face would be lobster red at this point. 

	Not knowing how to deal with a situation like this, he decided to go for the cocky approach, while trying to shake off his embarrassment. He looked up at her, his eyes still showing off his wonder at her kind words, and through her a devilish grin. “What I say, luv? I’m unique.” He drawled the words out till they were almost a purr rumbling off of his lips. 

	Willow rolled her eyes at his “sure of myself” attitude.  And started for the door. And stopped again. 

	Spike was now becoming annoyed. ‘At this rate, we won’t make it back to the Watcher’s flat till the next bloody week.’

	Willow knew he was getting upset with her. “Thanks,” she said, not telling him the reason behind her words, trying to keep it short without making him even grumpier. 

	He nodded his head, then pointed to the door.

	She turned around to head out, this time making it out the door. She wasn’t able to see the full smile Spike had on his face when she left. Once Willow was outside she looked over her shoulder, expecting to find Spike. What she saw was empty space between her and the crypt she had been teleported into thanks to De’hofren. 

	With her facing the crypt fully now, Spike snuck up from behind her, and placed an arm around her shoulders. Willow screamed and jumped around with her hands covering her mouth. 

	“Didn’t think that I was going anywhere did ya, ducks?”  Willow sent him a look that would make a puppy’s ears fall down, knowing that it was in trouble for doing something it wasn’t supposed to do. Spike let out a full bark of laughter, while using the arm he had around her shoulders once more, to pull her along towards the street that would lead them to Giles’. 

	Willow warped one arm around his waist and laid her head on his shoulder. Both completely at ease being so close to one another. They didn’t say anything else for the entire trip back, but they both knew that they were walking away with a friendship that would come in handy over the next few weeks.
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