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"No, I’ll take care of it. Go back to bed, Xander." Buffy hung up the


phone and 


sighed. Now, she was officially worried. No one had seen the redhead since the 


Magic Shop hours ago. The Slayer went into action. Knowing the route they 


took from the shop to the dorm, she hurried out the door to find her friend.


 


Willow's cry swam over Spike and he immediately pulled away from her. How 


could he have been so stupid?


"Willow, luv, I'm so sorry. I didn't mean to...I wasn't going to...I would 


never, ever hurt you." He looked at her. She was smiling.


"I know you wouldn’t," she softly said, stroking his cheek. "That


was a, feels 


so very the good kinda scream. Not a, please don't hurt me one."


He didn't know what to say. It wasn't just her words, or the way she said 


them, but the look on her face. Those eyes that looked at him with 


pure, unadulterated trust. It was something he had never seen. For a 


moment, he could've sworn he felt his heart beat.


"Hey, remember me?"


Her voice brought him back and he smiled. "Could never forget, luv."


She pulled him close and kissed him, long and slow, and he quickly returned to 


remembering. He brushed his lips over the wound on her neck, licking the 


trickle of blood, and fought to refrain from vamp face. But the redhead's 


voice, the whispered moans and husky rumbles, shot through him and he lost the 


battle. He tried to turn away, ashamed, not wanting her to see him, but she 


stopped him.


"Look at me," she gently ordered. He did. She smiled and kissed


him  "You're beautiful."


Her words returned him to his human face and he returned the kiss.


"I love you, Red."


"Show me," she said, arching her back.


His body wasted no time, pressing into hers with a tenderness that caused a 


low, wanton groan to leave her lips. The blonde vamp kissed her, swallowing 


her cries of pleasure as he moved inside of her, the desire to consume her 


gently, overpowering. Willow held onto him, her mind as well her body, meeting 


his every thrust with a welcome fire. He knew her. As insane as it was, he 


knew her. His body melted into hers, touching places she never knew existed 


and she responded with a vengeance, pulling him closer, nails digging into his 


now heated flesh. She cried out, begging him to never stop and her voice 


devoured his every fibre, sinking to where his soul once was. And as he 


glanced down at her, he could swear it had returned. Finally, after what 


seemed an eternity, Willow moaned deeply, hungrily, her body now begging to be 


taken all the way. Spike brushed his lips over hers, moved to her ear and 


whispered, "Mine, luv.  You're mine forever."


"Always," she breathed, grazing her tongue across his lips.


They kissed again, then he pushed one last time, hard, and took them over the 


edge of pleasure unknown.


 


Buffy made her way through the park, her grey eyes carefully surveying the 


grounds.  "Don't you dare get hurt on me Will," she muttered aloud, trying


to stay calm.  "I'll buy you all the leaded latte's ya want. Just please be 


alri-"


Her voice trailed off, s she came across a familiar sight. Kneeling down, she 


picked up the broken jr. soaker she had seen in her friend's hand earlier 


that night. Panic rushed through her as a sickness welled up in her stomach. 


A closer look revealed a red substance on the handle. The Slayer knew right 


away what it was and she nearly threw up.


"No conclusion jumping, Buffy," she ordered herself.  "This is Will


here. Tough little witch Will."


Taking a few deep breaths, she gathered herself together, stood up and looked 


around. About 20 feet away, she stumbled upon a large demon body. Seeing it 


was dead, she knelt down and examined it closely. In the left claw, she saw 


what looked like pink material. "Will." Her voice was barely above a


whisper as she remembered her friend's tee. Resolving that the redhead was alive and 


well, she got up and set out to find her.


 


Willow sighed deeply, as she rested her head against Spike's chest. As crazy 


as it sounded, she could swear she heard his heart beating.


"I meant it." The vamp's said, gently stroking her hair. "I love


you, Red." The 


words came without effort or hesitation, because he truly meant them. "I 


can't explain it. I don't want to." He paused for a moment, then went on.


"I cannot deny, what is inside. for only you, does my heart beat...for only 


you, do my tears fall. for only you. Only you, do my arms embrace, my lips 


desire. I tremble, at the very thought of you...for only you, know how to love 


me."


She opened her eyes and looked up at him. "That was beautiful. Where did it


come from?"


He felt a small blush creep over him and cleared his throat. "I wrote


it," he meekly replied. "Along time ago."


Willow didn't know what to say. Spike was a poet? [Why should you be 


surprised, Will, after everything that's happened tonight?]


"I used to do that, write, in the old days. Before.." His voice trailed


off 


and the redhead was overtaken by a pang of sorrow. Before he had been 


turned. William The Bloody had been William The Poet. William The Incredible 


Poet. She replayed his words over in her head. They were the most beautiful 


words she had ever heard, and he had said them to her. She looked him in the 


eye. He meant them.


"I love you, Spike." [Yes, I said it. I do.]" I know it's of the


crazy, but 


it's a wonderful crazy and I'm happy. You make me feel beautiful and sexy 


and alive. I've never felt like this, ever. I never knew I could. But I 


can. I do...and it's because of you." She brushed her fingers over his 


chest. "You make me feel beautiful, Spike. Desirable, like I'm


all, sexy." She 


looked away, blushing. Spike put a hand under her chin and turned her so they 


were face to face.


" You are beautiful, Red. You're the most beautiful thing I've ever seen.


And 


I've been around for awhile." He placed a kiss on her head. "And as


for 


sexy? Willow, pet, you're a bloody siren! A blind man could see that!"


They kissed again, and she returned her head to his chest. "This is so. wow.


I've known you for how long? But it's like I'm just now seeing you, the real 


you, for the first time."


"First sight. When you see a person for who they truly are."


"First sight," she mused." I like that." She kissed his


chest, then added," I like you."


"The feeling is definitely mutual, Red."


They were quiet for a moment, then he said, "So, you're not going to walk away


and break my heart, are you?" He was trying to be funny, but she knew he was 


serious.


"I don't do the, breaking hearts thing. I'm usually the breakee."


"Not this time, luv," he assured her, squeezing her tight. "I'll


never hurt 


you."


She opened her mouth to reply, but stopped as the door flew open.


"Spike?! Something's happened to Willow! She's miss-" At the sight of


the 


redhead in bed with the blonde vamp, the Slayer froze in her tracks, her power 


of speech, nowhere to be found. Spike slid out of the bed and into his 


jeans, hoping to head off a very dangerous situation.


"Now, don’t get all crazy," he began, recognizing the look in her eyes.


Buffy moved those eyes from the vamp, to her friend. Seeing the bruise on the 


redhead's neck, brought the ability to speak back with a fury.


"You bastard!!!!!" she growled, lunging at him. He tried to get out of


the way, but didn't get the chance. She had him on the ground, pounding the 


un-life out of him. Still shocked, Willow leapt from the bed and tried to pull 


the Slayer from him.


"Buffy! No! NO, it's NOT what you think! I'm me! Real me! Non skanky


me!"


She tried with all her might, knowing what was going through the blonde's 


head, but it was to no avail. She just didn't have the strength. " Buffy! 


Look at me! I'm me! He didn't hurt me! I know about Mr. Gordo!!!!!"


Buffy stopped, mid right hook, and turned to the redhead. Furrowing a brow, she 


studied her closely. "Will?"


Willow sighed. "Yes! It's me, Will, non-vamp Will! Really!!!!!"


Knowing that it was, indeed her friend, Buffy got up from the floor, where 


Spike lay bleeding.  Still, she wasn't quite finished. "What did you do to


her?" 


she snarled, glaring at him.


"I'm ok, Buffy, really. Spike didn't hurt me. See? I'm fine." Buffy


looked her 


over, furrowing another brow. " You're wearing a sheet, Will," she


pointed out. 


"And you were in bed with..."She choked on the words. "Spike.


You, wearing the sheet. People usually wear sheets when they're wearing nothing else. As 


in, naked.  And that means, you were wearing nothing else, in 


bed, naked, with...Spike." She closed her eyes. "Please tell me you're


wearing something else, Will, please." When Willow didn't answer, she opened her eyes 


and groaned. "WHY? Why, Will? If he had vamped you, I could understand, but he


 


didn't. You're you, good you, in bed, naked, with SPIKE!"


"I was going to tell you," Willow began. "It just all happened so


fast."


"WHAT? WHAT HAPPENED? You ran into the demon of, I’VE LOST MY MIND SO I'M 


GONNA HAVE SEX WITH SPIKE? "


Willow turned to Spike, who was now leaning against the wall.


"I'm going to leave you two ladies alone, to talk," he said, giving the


redhead a nod.


"OH NO!" Buffy growled.


""Buffy, please," Willow pleaded. "I need to talk…we need to


talk...just us."


Buffy looked at her best friend, then Spike, then back to Willow. "Fine, you 


and me, Will.  Talking."


Willow sighed as Spike grabbed his black tee from the sofa. They exchanged a 


look that told the other they would see each other later, then he left. 


Willow wanted desperately to kiss him good bye, but knew that now so wasn't 


the time.


"Alright," Buffy said. Willow could feel the Slayer's glare and braced 


herself. "What the hell is going on here, Will?"


Willow took a deep breath, then turned to answer her friend.


"I'm in love with Spike," she stated, trying to sound brave.


"What? He put a spell on you, didn’t he?"


"No, well, yes, sort of." The blonde's brows went up. "No, not that


kind of spell! Buffy, I can't explain it. I just know what I feel, and I love him. And 


he loves me. And I love you, you’re my best friend, but there's nothing you 


can do, because this is how I feel and I like feeling this way. It's nice and 


wonderful and YOU dated a vampire, so there's no room for stone throwing, so 


there!"


Buffy just looked at her, not quite knowing what to say. Willow had resolve 


face. She also looked happy. Happier than the Slayer had seen her in a long 


time. This wasn't going to be easy. She loved the redhead. She wanted her to 


be happy. For some sick, twisted, bizzaro reason, Spike seemed to make her 


happy. She cringed, unable to shake a mental pic. Looking Willow in the 


eye, she felt her dislike for the vamp sink. What could she do?


"I'm not liking this, Will," she said, but her tone indicated she would


try.  Willow smiled. "But you'll be nice, for me?"


Buffy sighed. "I'm going to have a little talk with Romeo. Don't even try


to stop me, Will. I want to make sure he understands the rules."


"Rules?"


" He's going to be..." She fought to say it. "Dating my best


friend. There are 


so going to be rules!"


The redhead grinned and hugged the Slayer.


"You always look out for me, Buffy! You're the best!"


Buffy returned the embrace, but inside she was planning her little talk. 





