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"That wasn't so bad, was it?" Willow purred, squeezing Spike's hand as


they entered the crypt. He pulled her close and kissed. "But," she noted, when


he removed his lips from hers. "This is definitely of the better."


He grinned mischievously and she drug him over to the bed. Without saying a 


word, she pushed him onto the rumpled sheets, kicked off her shoes and started 


removing her blouse.


"Definitely better," he mused, as she took her time with her buttons. The


smile 


on his face expanded, the colourful material slipping from her 


shoulders, starting a pile on the floor. Next, came the jeans. Willow 


smiled, teasing the vamp, easing them ever so slowly down. He watched, blue eyes 


wide with anticipation. After what seemed like forever, they too joined the 


pile and the redhead went to work on her socks. Turning her back to him, she 


bent over and went about removing one. Spike’s smile, among other things, grew 


and he swallowed hard. She did have the most beautiful bum! He mentally began 


reciting Sid Vicious lyrics in his head, an attempt to keep it together. There 


was no way he was going to miss a second of this! Willow smiled 


proudly, knowing the effect she was having on her vamp, and lingered on the 


second sock, swaying ever so slightly as she did. She could feel his heated 


gaze and revelled in it, loving the power she had over him. Part of Spike 


wanted to beg her to hurry. The other part, to slow down. He felt his jeans 


become unbearably constricting and moved to render the problem. The heat of 


the moment getting to her, Willow tossed the sock aside and turned to 


him. Finding him in  a frenzy to remove his own clothes, while keeping his 


eyes glued to her, she giggled happily. She then slipped one strap down her 


shoulder, followed by the other, a quick flick of the wrist and the black, lace 


bra was history. Spike’s gaze fell upon the perfect pale breasts, begging for 


his touch and nearly leapt from the bed.


"Stay," she ordered, holding up a hand. Her voice was soft, yet carried a 


firmness to it. He liked. Doing as he was told, he kept his eyes on 


her, waiting for the last to be removed. Willow’s smile returned and she 


teased him by tugging lightly on the panties, revealing just a hint of 


flesh. Spike gasped aloud. If he hadn't already been dead, he was sure he would 


have had a heart attack. Mercifully, she ended his sweet torture, throwing the 


last obstacle aside. Then, sliding into the bed, she shoved him back onto the 


pillows and made herself comfy atop him. His mouth fought to taste her while 


his hands grasped to consume her, but the redhead remained the one in 


control. Leaning down, her lips grazing his ear, she said, "I’m doing this MY 


way, boy, so hang on."


Her words sent the most delicious of chills through him and he just looked 


at her, amazed and seriously turned on beyond redemption. She smiled 


wickedly, then kissed him, hard, her tongue demanding his total surrender. He 


freely gave it, his fingers twisting in her wild, red mane as she began to 


slowly move her body over his.


 


Cordelia stood in the doorway of Angel's office.


"What's up, Cordy?" he inquired, not removing his eyes from his book.


"I looked like a complete fool, Angel," she groaned. "Why didn't you


tell me they were fake?"


He looked up. "Magic comes from the heart sometimes, Cordy."


"Blah, blah, blah. Here I am, working as a demon hunting detective, and I can't 


even tell the difference between-AHHHG!!!!!"


Angel flew from the chair just in time to catch her. "Cordy?"


She held her head, the vision now in total control. The brooding vamp picked 


her up and carried her to the sofa, waiting for her pain to subside. After a 


few minutes, her breathing returned to normal and she released her head.


"You ok?" he asked, knowing the answer. This was usually the part where


he got hit with a smart alec barb. Nothing. "Cordelia, what is it?


She opened her eyes and swallowed hard. "Faith…out of jail...with


Drucilla."


 


Spike was in heaven. A place he never thought he would see, and yet, here he 


was! He belonged to Willow, every inch of him and she could do what she 


pleased. Her body swallowed his, voraciously devouring him with a hunger even 


he never imagined, and he responded accordingly, loud, wanton moans and 


fevered cries falling from his lips. He held onto her tightly, never wanting 


to let go, as he repeated her name over and over. Willow absorbed his 


fever, his burning desire and made it her own, intensifying her movement, and 


both felt the moment of abandoned release drawing near. Throwing her head 


back, she pressed one final time against the vamp and together, they cried 


out, their minds, as well as their bodies, drifting away in the volcanic 


thunder of ecstasy achieved.


 


"Yes, please, do let us know. I’ll try. Thank you, Angel." Giles hung up


the phone and stared blankly into space. It just couldn't be.


"Problem?" The Englishman turned to Anya. "What?"


"Is there a problem? You’re all-out in space. An obvious sign of some 


disturbing situation."


He removed his glasses and wiped them on his handkerchief, prompting her to 


raise a brow. "See, now there's the cherry on the sundae," she went 


on. "Something is definitely wrong. What is it, Giles? I'm starting to get an 


uneasy feeling. I don't like that. I like being easy."


It was his turn to raise a brow, as an array of witty comments swam through 


his head. Realizing, however, that this wasn't the time, he pushed them aside 


and cleared his throat.


"Yes, I’m afraid something is wrong, Anya. Something is terribly wrong."


 


"Well?" Cordelia clepped, as Angel stepped into the office.


"She's out…released a few weeks ago."


"What?" Wesley balked, nearly coming out of his chair.


"How did this happen?" Gunn inquired.


"Compliments of Wolfram and Hart," he replied, taking a seat next to the


ex-watcher.


"How? Why weren't we notified?" Wes demanded.


"Wolfram and Hart, Wesley," Cordy groaned, rolling her eyes. "Hello


much?"


"So, this evil slayer chyc is hangin' out with this crazy vamp


chyc," Gunn mused, assessing the sitch.


"Hanging out in a very posh place," Cordy added.


"Do you think she had anything to do with what happened to


Willow?" Wesley asked.


"No doubt about it," Angel said, nodding. "No doubt about it."


 


"You have got to be kidding!" Buffy growled, stomping across the


shop. "How in the hell did this happen?"


"Wolfram and Hart, the law firm Angel has had dealings with. Cordelia wasn't 


quite sure of the details, but she did say they were involved."


"This is bad," Xander muttered, shaking his head.


"It was her! She sent Drucilla here, to hurt Willow...to hurt me. Dru's 


bad, yeah, crazy too. But she isn't stupid. She wouldn't come here, do 


that, unless someone put her up to it. She knows I'd kill her."


Giles nodded in agreement ."Yes, I think you're right."


"Why didn't I see it?" the slayer cried, banging her fist against the


wall. As the plaster caved in, she furrowed a brow and retrieved her hand from the 


hole. "Sorry."


"Buffy, you couldn't have known. None of us could have." the Englishman


softly said.


"Angel's going to kill them, right?" the ex-demon asked. "He’s


good, they’re evil monsters. He kills monsters."


"Any, Faith isn't a monster." Buffy and Giles looked at


Xander. "Well, not the 


kind that turns to dust when hit with a pointy piece of wood," he pointed 


out.


"Besides which," Giles noted. "No-one even knows where they


are."


"I plan on changing that. "The slayer moved to the door.


"Buffy! Wait! You can't-"


"Giles, you so CANNOT expect me to just sit here and do nothing!


"Of course not. But we can't just run off. We need a plan, and more 


information."


"Faith sent Drucilla to hurt Will! That’s all the information I need."


"Giles is right, Buffy," Xander said, going to her. "You know how I


feel about 


Willow. I want this taken care of just as much as you. But we need to do it 


right."


The blonde looked at Giles, then Xander. "You're right," she


sighed, running a 


hand through her hair. Then, a thought struck her. "We need to tell


Will."


"Agreed," Giles replied. "Any idea where she is?"


"Having sex with Spike." All eyes turned to Anya. "Probably," she added.


"I'll find her," Buffy stated, opening the door.


"Nothing crazy, right?"


She gave Xander a smile. "Nothing crazy."


She left and the tall, dark haired honey rejoined his girlfriend.


"No Willow, Spike sex talk, remember, Anya, honey? Makes the stomach sick."


 


"You, my beautiful, redheaded queen, are incredible."


Willow nuzzled closer to Spike, purring softly as he stroked her hair.


"Glad you approve," she mused, kissing his chest.


"More than approve, luv," he replied, squeezing her tight. "I love. I


love you."


"I love you, too."


 


Buffy saw the crypt ahead and silently prayed that she wasn't about to 


interrupt anything. Nearing it, she listened closely. All was quiet. That was a 


good sign. Reaching the door, she knocked. Usually, she would just kick the door 


and go in. However, since her best friend had become a frequent guest, she had 


switched to the knocking method. One interruption was more than enough. She 


still had flashbacks.


"Who is it?" Spike asked.


"Buffy."


The door opened and the blonde vamp appeared, clothed for the most part.


"Slayer, what are you doing here?"


"I need to talk to Will."


"She's asleep." He recognized the combination of worry and anger on her


face 


and ushered her inside. "What’s going on?"


Buffy glanced at her sleeping friend, then motioned Spike to the far side of 


the room.


"Cordelia had a vision," she said, in a low voice.


"About Red?" he worriedly asked.


"About Drucilla. She's with Faith."


His brow went up. "That bitch slayer?"


"The one and only."


"Where are they?" His anger was rising quickly.


"I don't know. Angel and the others are trying to track them down. I’m going 


to L.A."


"Not without me!"


"I was hoping you'd say that." She paused, then said, "You can't


tell Will."


"I have to tell her something. I’m not just going to leave."


"Tell her you're going with me, big bad vamp a few towns over."


"I don't like lying to her." Buffy gave him a look. "Well, I


don't! What, just because I'm a vampire, means I like to lie?" She raised a brow. "Well, not


to her. I love her."


"I love her too, Spike. And I hate lying. But I honestly think she's better


off not knowing. At least for now. She’s had a rough few weeks. I don't want to 


make it worse."


He nodded. "That’s true."


"I'm going to grab a few things, Giles' car being one of them. I’ll meet you 


under the bridge in an hour."


"Sun 'll be coming up soon," he noted.


"I'll take care of it, just be there."


She walked to the door and he followed.


"She's hurt Red before, hasn’t she? This Faith."


"Yeah, but she'll never hurt her again."





