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Chapter 33

Like a Dream in the Night


 This is a bit short, but I broke it where I did because I had to, space wise.  Thank you all so much for your reviews.  I cannot express how much they mean to me.  Addie,  my girls, and the ladies of Bloodshedverse, thank you all.  Rana, keep those words coming, I need them.  And if I didn't mention you by name, that doesn't mean I'm not paying attention.  Thank you from the bottom of my heart.

[A/N: If you haven’t noticed by now, I’m a junkie for a good quote, no matter where it comes from.  The title is from a Bryan Ferry song (don’t know who he is, google him. Then listen to his music, I swear its worth it), entitled More than this.  It’s brilliant, so is he.  Quotes are all song lyrics this time around.  (I couldn’t resist).  Disclaimers still in full force and effect.]

Previously: Giles has shared information on the hounds, and Dawn went out with Xander and Willow to see where they’ve been hiding.  Xander spewed forth his thoughts about Buffy and Spike, although he doesn’t have the full picture.  This picks up where we left everyone.

32. Like a dream in the night.

	The sky is burning
	a sea of flame
	though your world is changing
	I will be the same
	The storm is breaking
	or so it seems
	we’re too young to reason
	too grown up to dream
	Bryan Ferry, Slave to Love, 
                    from the album of the same name

	Home, is where I want to be
	but I guess I’m already there
	I come home, she lifted up her wings
	guess that this must be the place
	I can’t tell one from another
	did I find you or you find me?
	There was a time, before we were born
	if someone asks, this is where I’ll be . . . 
                     where I’ll be
	Talking Heads, This must be the place, 
                     from the album Speaking in Tongues

	

They’d talked for a little longer, none of them unfortunately able to come to any new conclusions.  It all came back to Willow and what she’d done.  There was no way to tell what else may have come through the portal, and without knowing where Buffy had been, Giles could come up with no other new theories.  And despite Spike’s raised eyebrow and pointed looks, Buffy had no intention of telling anyone but him where Willow had ripped her from.   Indicating his desire to continue searching, Giles got up to say his goodbyes and Tara went upstairs to shower, saying “I’ve got some errands to run, but I’ll be back before the others get home.”

Spike sat in front of the television, his mind not really on the drivel, he was thinking about Buffy and what had just happened with Xander.  Rupert had surprised him, giving a conditional approval to their burgeoning relationship.  The girls had been very silent, only Willow exhibiting surprise at their closeness.  Flicking channels, he thought about the girl currently outside talking to the man who was, for all intents, her parental figure.

She’d not moved away from him once during Xander’s tirade, instead clinging to him, and when Giles had said his piece, Buffy hadn’t backed away.  It was not what he’d expected, not at all.  Buffy relied on her friends to help give her strength and their approval or disapproval was important to her.  He didn’t fool himself, they didn’t like him and he knew it.  Or at least he’d thought so.  Seemed only Xander had a problem with it.  

He figured that Dawn wouldn’t object at all, and Tara was just so sweet that even if she had a problem with it, she wouldn’t ever say so.  The other big impediment could be Willow.  But he couldn’t say for certain anymore, because Red was so off lately.  He used to be able to figure her out, but not for awhile, not since Glory had messed with Tara’s mind.

Waiting for her to come back in the house, Spike couldn’t sit still.  Getting up, he paced about a bit, picking up and putting down various knickknacks.  He refused to peek out the window, instead Spike whirled about and headed for his room in the basement.

Before he hit the kitchen, the front door opened and Buffy came back inside the house.

Turning around, Spike just stared at her.


********************************		
		***************************************


Not caring about her current attire, Buffy had followed Giles out the door when he got up to leave.  She didn’t fool herself about what he’d said earlier, Giles was far too okay with this, there had to be something else.

“Giles?”

“Yes?”  He heard the underlying uneasiness in her voice knew also the cause of it.

“Um . . . “ she didn’t know how to bring this up, but she had to know.  “This thing – you’re really okay with it?”

Pretending to not understand was just going to prolong this awkward discussion, and Giles had no wish to upset her anymore than she already was.

“You mean with Spike?”

“Yeah.  You did mean what you said just now, right?”  The uncertainty was enough to tell him how fragile she still was.

“I did mean it.  A relationship with a vampire – with any vampire is not what I would have wanted for you” looking at her over his glasses, Giles reached out to touch her hand, “but I don’t know if normal is what you’re destined for.  I do know that I trust him.”

At her half surprised look, Giles continued, “I’ve never forgotten what he did when Angelus had me, nor will I ever forget what he’s done these last couple of months.”

“So you aren’t just telling me what you think I want to hear?”

“No Buffy.  That I wouldn’t do.”  Squeezing her hand, Giles stepped down and looked at her.  “I don’t think Spike would hurt you now, with or without the chip.”

And he was gone, leaving Buffy standing there, only a little bit stunned.  Going back inside the house, she saw Spike heading for the kitchen.  

He turned and all she could do was stare at him.


********************************				***************************************

Dawn wasn’t sure she wanted to be near Xander at all when he was like this.  He’d done nothing but spout nasty things about Spike since they started looking for the hounds’ hiding place.

Her temper had been pretty short anyway since he’d gotten 
all stupid back at the house.  She was thinking about how to get him to shut up when Willow inadvertently did it for her.  Grabbing her oldest friend Willow pulled him out of Dawn’s hearing range and told him quickly about the flyer she’d seen.  Could the pair of them be any more self involved?

Watching the two of them whisper, Dawn was suddenly very glad she shared no genetic material or similarities with either of them.  Because Xander was just . . . narrow minded and for someone who’d grown up on the hellmouth, he should have been just a bit more tolerant.  And Willow – Willow was downright off.  For the last couple of months, something was just . . . not right with the older girl, and it made the hair on the back of her neck rise.

Or that could be the really creepy guy and the scary dogs that were about twenty feet away from her.


********************************				***************************************

He thought, afterwards, that she made the first move, holding out her hand and taking a tentative step forward.  Hardly mattered, because in the next instant, she was in his arms, her face pressed hard against his bare chest, his hands tight around her waist.

To his own ears, his voice sounded shaky, so filled with emotion that it caught him by surprise.  “Love you kitten, so much.  So bloody much.”

Buffy curled into his embrace, her own words muffled against his skin.  He could barely make them out, barely understand she was speaking.  His good hand snuck underneath her shirt, stripping away her panties, gripping her bare ass tightly.  The fingers of his right hand flexed around her waist, and he leaned down to capture her lips with his.

One of her hands crawled up his back, digging hard into the muscles where his shoulder and neck joined.  With her other hand, Buffy pulled him closer, wiggling her hips, trying to find some friction.

His tongue swept inside her mouth, battling hers.  Banging his back against the wall, Spike tried lifting her up, but his right hand wouldn’t cooperate.  Growling and rumbling low in his chest, Spike reversed their positions, pinning Buffy against the wall.  Lifting her up with his thigh against her exposed sex, he could feel the heat pulsing against his muscles.

Mewling into his mouth, Buffy clutched at him frantically, trying to angle her hips so she could ride his thigh.  Both her hands were on his ass, squeezing and she couldn’t stand it any longer.

He’d managed to get the tee shirt up over her breasts and his mouth latched on a hardened nipple.  Somehow she crawled upwards, her feet braced against the back of his legs.  Gasping for air, she hissed his name, as she pushed his sweats down.  Skin to skin now, Buffy tried lifting herself up as Spike’s left hand hooked underneath her leg, lifting her further.

His cock was hard against the outside of her soaking wet pussy, pulsing against her.  Unable to move, Spike rumbled low in his throat, “let me in kitten, oh god let me in.”

Gulping through her dry mouth, her breasts heaving against his chest, Buffy whispered “now please, now Spike.”

Sliding her up the wall, Spike wedged his hips between her legs and nudged his straining cock against her opening.  “Guide me in, sweetheart.  Oh god, lemme in.”

No sooner had the first gasped words left his lips than Buffy’s hand enclosed his cock, angling him inside her.

Their frantic movements stilled as he slid all the way up inside her.

“Oh” came breathless from her mouth.

“Uhh” was echoed back.

He was hard and large and so . . . solidly  there  within her that tears sprang to her eyes.  Buffy shuddered around him, a hand cupping his cheek as she stared down wide-eyed at him.

She was wet and hot and he could feel every muscle tense around him.  He stopped moving, just staring at her wonder and utter disbelief in his eyes.  She clenched around him, shuddering as she encompassed his size.  

They gasped for air at the same instant.

She squirmed in his arms, squeezing him hard.  He flexed, sliding out just a little, then slid back in.

“Oh god.”

She hissed, unable to move at all, pinned between his hard chest and the wall, impaled on his hard length.  Hooking his hands under her legs, spreading her open, Spike pumped his hips, sliding out then in again.

“God kitten . . . so wet . . . hot . . never felt. . . heat.”  Dipping his head in for a kiss, Spike bit her lower lip, tugging on it as he moved back.

Buffy was overwhelmed.  His cock throbbed and slid in and out of her, his grunts and barely audible words sounding in her ears.  Her hands reached for him, trying to hold him close, frantic to get him to hit that spot.  Tugging on his hair, Buffy felt him brush against it, once, twice.  “Oh god . . . Spike . . . oh.”

Her whole world narrowed to the feeling of him pistoning in and out of her, the feel of his hard length sliding in and out of her aching pussy.  “Need . . . Spike.”

His tongue flicked across her nipple and Buffy’s inner muscles contracted. 

“Oohh.”

Her orgasm rushed through her, his name a hissed litany in the air around them and as she clamped down on him, Spike growled, pumped up into her hard and let loose his own orgasm.
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