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The demon squeezed Willow tight, it’s hungry mouth ready to taste the girl's soft flesh. Bringing her to its face, it inhaled deeply and growled approvingly. She was young and innocent, pure of heart. She would be delicious. Opening its mouth, razor teeth waiting, it moved to take the first bite. Eyes closed, Willow screamed, then fell hard to the ground. Opening her eyes, she saw the blonde vamp wailing away on the six foot plus demon. 


"Bloody piece of garbage!" Spike growled, tossing it a good ten feet across the park. "Keep your filthy hands to your bleedin' self!"


The redhead watched, eyes wide, as with game face on, he charged the creature head on, fists raging. The demon was twice the size of the vamp, but at the moment, size didn't matter. Spike was laying the smackdown on the monster, no mercy in sight. Getting to her feet, Willow watched, unable to take her eyes off of what was happening. She knew from first hand that William The Bloody could be vicious, but she had never seen him like this. He was out of control, shouting angrily as he continued his assault, even though the creature had stopped fighting back and now lay motionless on the ground. 


"Spike," Willow said, looking at him. He kept kicking. "Spike!" she repeated, louder. 


This time, he heard her and after giving her a look, glanced down at the demon in front of him. His breathing slowed, he stepped away from the body. Running a hand through his blonde hair, he turned to the redhead. 


"Are you alright?" he gently asked. She nodded. 


"I’m ok. You?" 


"I'm fine, luv. No bloody Gregula Demon can get the best of ol' Spike," he boasted, grinning. 


Willow had to smile, but the smile quickly faded as her brown eyes fell upon a gash in the vampire's arm. She hurried over to him. 


"You're hurt," she said, getting a closer look.


He cast his blue eyes down to his left arm and saw the wound above his elbow. "Didn't even feel it," he shrugged. "It’s nothing." 


"It's something. This is bad, Spike. It could get infected." 


"I'm fine," he assured her, their eyes meeting. She had the most beautiful eyes, so full of compassion. He wanted to lose himself in them. " Besides," he added, pulling himself back to the now, "I don't like hospitals. All those white coats make me nervous." She cracked a smile. 


"White coats scare the big bad vamp, huh?" she teased. "C’mon, we’ll go to your place and I'll see what I can do." 


"You don't have-"


"Just shut up and c'mon." 


His smile grew as they headed for his crypt. 


"That bloody stings!" Willow tried not to laugh as she carefully dabbed the brandy soaked rag onto Spike's wounded arm. 


"Thank you, for what you did back there," she softly said, not looking at his face. 


"That, that was nothing. You know me, always up for a healthy spot of violence." He chuckled weakly. Her gentle touch was getting to him.


"Well, ya sorta saved my life and I want ya to know that I am of the appreciative." 


She tossed the rag aside, then moved about the room in search of something she could use for a bandage. He watched her every step, his eyes drinking in every inch of her. Her legs were longer than he had realized and carried her with an elegant grace, perfectly balancing the slender body they were connected to. He took a deep breath and imagined what it would feel like to have them wrapped around him, embracing his body with the heat of a thousand suns.


"Ah-ha!" she exclaimed, eyeing a white tee shirt on the floor. 


As she bent to pick it up, the vamp's eyes moved to her backside and a small grunt of approval fell from his lips. Why had he never noticed the girl's great bum? 


"Alright," Willow mused, returning to his side, tee in hand. "I need something to cut this." 


Spike took the tee from her and began tearing it into strips. She watched, her eyes fixed on his perfectly toned body, the muscles that seemed to be begging for her caress. Had he always been so handsome?


"Here ya go, luv," he purred, handing her the strips. "All done." 


Their eyes met and although both felt the curious power that was beckoning them, neither moved or said a word. 


[This is insane, Willow thought to herself. Ok, so he's attractive...soooo attractive. Still, it's Spike. Ok, he did just save your life and just before that, apologised for hurting your feelings. Still, it's Spike! William The Bloody! Evil vampire! Killed 2 slayers! So, he doesn't do that anymore, that's of the good. But he used to and probably would were it not for the chip living in his head. Yeah, Will, the chip! Remember the chip…in his head...his beautiful, blonde head...]


[Stop right there, Spike ol'boy, he mentally ordered. She's the slayer's best friend! Wouldn't blondie just love you shagging her precious scooby sister. Besides, it's not like you can't find a lady. You can have any lady you want. As many as you want. Anytime you want. Yeah, I know you want Red…want her like you've never wanted anyone. You more than want her, Spike. You need her.] 


Finally, Willow spoke. "I'll just finish this and go," she said, starting on the bandage. 


No, she couldn't leave…she couldn't just,leave. He couldn't let her walk out of there. No matter what the consequences, slayer's best friend included, he had to be with her...to touch her...to taste her... 


"Ok, that should do it. Thanks again, for the whole, savin' me thing." She had to get out of there and fast, before she did something she knew she so shouldn't. "Ok, bye." She hurried over to the door but before she could open it, he stopped her.


"Stay with me, Red." 





