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Chapter 1

Telly Time

I started this fic  around the time of the World Cup




I  want to thank BloodyTearsOfLife for her wonderful beta work!! 








Disclaimer: I don't own any of it, I think I would know if Spike was mine. . .
Telly Time 



A tiny woman stalked through the cemetery, unconcerned of all the dangers and nasties that might lurk in the shadows of a pleasant California night. Her blonde hair was slightly ruffled from her last kill and her face was set in a mask of grim determination as she neared her destination.


Buffy stormed into the crypt, her need for release of the sexual variety was obvious to everyone who looked at her. The fact that she was almost frantically discarding her clothing as she made her way into her vampire’s home would have clued in even the dumbest Fyarl demon out there.


The vampire in question, however, lacked his usual eager puppy dog reaction to her arrival and the cloud of arousal that surrounded her. Instead his eyes where glued to the small new television set that he had acquired  the other day. His rigid posture on the edge of the seat was only broken when he jumped up to yell and gesture wildly at the small coloured screen or to take a few nervous puffs from his cigarette and gulp down several swallows of his beer.


The Slayer stopped in her tracks, gaping at the scene before her when she noticed that she wasn't getting her accustomed reception from the normally overly amorous blonde who'd have had her half way to her first orgasm by now. She stared dumbfounded as he once again leaped out off his recliner and growled obscenities at the TV. She thought she even saw his game face flicker on and off during his rant about half witted nancy boys, who got paid way too much dosh for their own good and were too bleeding stupid to run properly.


"NOO!! You effing pillock, pass on the ball to the other flank, Lampard's all free!" he growled angrily at the tiny figures that were chasing the ball to and fro all over the field. 


"Posh finally screwed the last of your brains out or what? You’re playin' like a complete plonker!" he snarled when the screen showed a close up of a well built blonde player, who, obviously, lost the ball once again to someone from the other team. "Yeah, well, named your sprogs Brooklyn, Romeo, and Cruz, all good and proper British names, ponce," he snorted with disdain and resumed his seat. In light of the unfolding drama, the bottle of his cherished English beer was traded for his entrusted friend Jack. 


When he still didn't acknowledge her presence, after he'd taken a healthy swig of the whiskey, she cleared her throat loudly and got even more irritated when she was completely ignored. She all but growled his name this time.


"SPIKE!"


His head swivelled to face her. He seemed to be surprised to find her in his home and regarded her with contemplative expression. But not without the occasional glance back to the screen. 


"What?" he asked somewhat distractedly. He seemed to be almost frustrated with her presence and her nerve to invade his precious ‘telly time’.


She shot him a pointed glare and and swept her hand down her now nude body in a motion perfected by countless generations of hostesses who presented the grand prices on those senseless game shows he tended to watch when he got too bored during the daylight hours.


He shot her a blank look at first, before he finally took in her current state of undress and the scent of her arousal that perfumed the otherwise stale air of the crypt.


"Finished your patrol already, pet?" he asked with a barely concealed trace of disappointment in his voice, his shoulders slumped. 


Not at all the reaction she had hoped for, when she had rushed through her first quick sweep through Sunnydale's final resting grounds, anxious to get to his crypt. 


When the sound of angry whistles and shouts drifted over from the television his posture went rigid. He turned back around to investigate what was going on and she was ignored. . . again.


Her shock from his callous treatment of her wore off soon enough, and with an indignant huff, she stalked over to stand in front of the TV-set, her hands on her hips. "Yes I'm finished. What's wrong with you Spike? we both know why I'm here, shouldn't you already... you know?" 


"What? Shag you senseless ‘til you can't remember your own name?" he queried absentmindedly as he tried to get a look at the TV around her, craning his neck from the left then to the right and back again. "Maybe later. Come by in... about an hour. 'm busy."


"What?" she squeaked out, staring at him slack jawed. Had she fallen into another dimension? Because there could be no way Spike would turn down the chance to have sex with her, could there?


"Slayer, 's much as I love your pert little bum, do you think you could move it away from the telly?" he finally requested somewhat gruffly when she still didn't move.


Buffy slowly moved to the side, a bewildered frown crinkled her brow "You'd rather watch some stupid soccer game than have sex. . . spend time with me?" she asked dejectedly.


'Uh oh, better be careful now mate,' Spike thought as he picked up on Buffy's change in demeanour and the insecurity that coated her voice.


He was out off his chair and had her scooped up before she even noticed he had moved. He returned to his recliner and plopped down with her perched securely on his lap, nuzzling her neck affectionately. "You should know by now that I love you more than anything, kitten. I'd never choose a game of football over my golden goddess."


"But?" she prompted, although she was immensely relieved to know that she still had his love, even if she ignored why that was suddenly so important to her.


"It's the World Cup, luv," he whined almost piteously. "An' England's reached the quarter finals," he added with an adorable pout.


'Damn, that lip should be illegal!'  She heaved a sigh. "Fine, how long will it take ‘til they are finished?"


His whole face lit up as he beamed at her. "It won't be longer than an hour, one and a half at most. I promise I'll make it up to you, pet. I'll have you come until you pass out from ecstasy." The last part was purred seductively into her ear with a little nip to her lobe, before he nibbled his way along her jaw line. Her reaction was instantaneously as her body flushed with desire. 

She experimentally started to wriggle in his lap and grinned in triumph when she elicited a lusty growl from his lips.


The sounds of the football game drifted through the lusty haze that clouded his mind and with one last hard kiss, he gripped her waist and hauled her over the armrest of his chair in a swift move that had her squealing in surprise and planting her firmly on her feet.


"Why don't you grab a pony an' head over to the Bronze, kitten. Get us spicy buffalo wings and some of those flowering onion things. If you hurry you can be back right in time for half time an' I'll give you a little... appetiser," he told her with his best leer and that sexy smirk with the curled tongue that always made her knees go weak.


"Huh?" she articulated, having just realised that she wouldn't be getting him away from the TV any time soon and stared at him with a confused look. 'God please don't tell me the big ho's insanity was contagious after all...' "Pony?" she mumbled.


Spike rummaged through the pockets of his duster that was draped over the back of the chair and handed her some bills. "Money, pet. It's a British expression," he told her with a smile before he turned his attention back to the game.


Buffy, now fully dressed, just took the money and shook her head as he started to gesture and grumble at the screen once again. "You know, you English guys are majorly weird," she commented sullenly, but he was already fully absorbed in the game and didn't hear her. 


She huffed once more for good measure as she stalked over to the door. "That appetiser damn well better be good," she muttered to herself as she stomped out of the crypt to get the food.



__________________________
TBC...


Chapter 2

Half Time Fun

As for this (and the following) chapters, I considered writing Buffy and Spike as true to character as possible, but I never liked how their relationship progressed in season 6. So it'll be rather fluffy. :)


A special thank you to BloodyTearsOfLife who once again did a fantastic job beta'ing this.



 And thank you so much to everyone, who took the time to review!! It really means a lot to me! *hugs*Half Time Fun


"Who does he think he is?" Buffy muttered angrily to herself, while she strode determinedly through the cemetery, narrowly steering past the headstones along her way. 


"Telling me, ME, to go get him something to eat so he can watch his stupid soccer game. If he thinks he can treat me like the obedient little missus, that caters to his every needs, he has another thing coming." 


Buffy was on her way back, the bags from the Bronze swinging idly by her side. Although it was already a few hours after sunset, only three vampires had dared to approach her. She had worked herself up in a state of righteous indignation, which only led to a short but painful death for everything that was stupid enough to cross her path.


In a crypt across that very same cemetery, Spike hastily put up the finishing touches to get his home ready for Buffy's return. He had been surprised that she had been so agreeable in the first place. But he knew his Slayer well enough to know that it wouldn't last long and that she was probably right brassed off by now. Not that that had to be a bad thing, he thought with a slight smirk as he adjusted the straining erection that he had tried to ignore since she had stepped into his line of vision, starkers, all huffy and infuriated by his blatant dismissal.


As soon as the referee had announced half time, the blonde vampire had sprung out of his chair and began to straightenthings out around the crypt, all the while thinking about the things he would probably be doing to keep his promise of making it up to her for her unexpected patience, in a big way. 


He hurriedly swallowed down two packages of blood. His little Buffy could be quite insatiable and he'd need all his strength tonight. He didn't bother to heat them up and made sure he had some bottles of water in his mini fridge. He knew she appreciated them after patrol or their often strenuous rounds of lovemaking, even if she would never admit that.


He had just finished lighting a few candles around the lower and upper level, ambience was important after all, at least he liked to believe that, when he sensed her approach his front door.


Still grumbling under her breath about his arrogance, Buffy kicked the large wooden door open forcefully and marched in. 


The door had barely slammed closed behind her as a black blur pinned her against it, engaging her in an almost desperate kiss. A tongue swept over her bottom lip, demanding entrance, which she happily permitted. Cool hands worked their way under her blouse, shoving aside her lacy bra to sensuously knead her breasts, just barely grazing her nipples as her assailant delighted in her breathy little moans and wanton mewls. 


Buffy had been caught off guard when he'd pounced and pushed her against the door, the bags momentarily forgotten on the floor. But as soon as his cool and oh so soft lips brushed against hers and his hands had started their journey setting her body ablaze with desire, it was hard to hold on to her prior infuriation. 'That's more like it! Mmhh..... Spike lips, lips of Spike!' 


Still savouring her taste as he continued to engage her tongue in a battle for dominance with his own, Spike sensed her ire draining out of her with every second her lush lips were held captive by his and each little grind as they hungrily rocked against the other. 


When he was sure her temper was appeased sufficiently, he abandoned her, trailing now slightly swollen lips down the side of her neck, murmuring apologies for his earlier behaviour to placate her further. "I'm sorry I dismissed you like that, luv." He gently nipped at her delicate skin while his hands continued to drive her crazy with their featherly light touches. " 'm a bad, rude man. Forgive me?" 


When he felt her nod almost imperceptibly, his lips resumed their journey down her throat. He lingered a moment at her jugular, biting lightly with his blunt human teeth and sucking on her pulse point ’til he was satisfied with the red mark he left there. If her moans and the way she lifted her leg up to his hip to grind harder against the bulge that strained his zipper were any indication, she enjoyed his nibbling on her neck almost as much as he did. He briefly wondered if he could convince her of the intense pleasure she could receive from his fangs. 


Just the thought of his canines breaking through her soft skin and the warmth of her potent blood sliding down his throat while he pounded into her tight passage made his mouth water and his cock threaten to burst the seams of his suddenly way too tight black jeans. 


He growled softly, and with an impatient flick of his wrist, he ripped her blouse and her red lace bra open. Her indignant "Hey!" merely a token protest. 


"Christ, you're gorgeous, kitten. . . bloody perfection," he whispered reverently, before he latched onto the plump mounds that had spilled from her torn undergarments while he ground his burgeoning erection even harder against her heated core. . 


His left hand trailed up the toned leg she had wrapped around his waist and gently stroked over her bare thigh. Her skirt had ridden up to her waist, allowing him to rip off her panties without any delay. He relinquished the nipple he was currently lavishing with attention and sank to his knees in front of her, slipping her raised leg over his shoulder. 


Buffy breathed out a needy, "Spike," already panting in anticipation of his next move. 


When his cool tongue made its first contact with her overheated sex, Buffy flung her head back against the door, arching her back as she tried to press herself closer against his mouth, a loud moan tumbling past her lips. She writhed above him in delight, whimpering, as he continued to tease her, deliberately avoiding the hard little nubbin that begged for his attention as he lapped at her center. 


She wound her hands into his hair, freeing his platinum curls from their gelled prison. Holding his head in place and bringing him even closer to her throbbing core, she hoped he would get the hint and stop his teasing, because she didn't know how much longer she could take it.


"Ugh... Spike, please... I need...aaahh!" Her plea was abruptly cut off when he nipped at her clit causing her to jerk as another wave of white hot pleasure shot right through her, driving her closer to the edge. 


Using his right hand, he stilled her unwittingly bucking hips while he started to gently stroke her nether lips with his left, marveling at how wet she was for him before he suddenly plunged two of his fingers into her pussy. She cried out in pleasure and he chuckled around her clit. The vibrations wrung another throaty moan from her lips while he lapped at her appreciatively, savouring her taste. 


The blonde vampire slowed his ministrations and looked up at Buffy's face. Watching his Slayers’ expression, he gaped at the undisguised pleasure he found there. 'Christ she's glorious. . . . effulgent...'  


When Buffy's lust addled brain processed that her lover's actions had ceased, she opened her eyes to see what he was up to. She saw him staring up to her and when her gaze locked on his, she was overwhelmed by the love and the depth of emotion that were swirling in his crystal blue eyes and directed only at her. 


To her surprise, her heart began to beat just that little bit faster and she felt those distinctive flutterings in her stomach she didn't know she was still capable of after being emotionally numb for so long. 


Spike continued to suckle softly at her clit and leisurely pumped his fingers into her slick passage, still holding her captive with his eyes. Buffy found herself unable to look away, losing herself in his nigh endless shades of blue. Afraid of what he might discover in her gaze, she forced herself to close her eyes and rest her head back against the door, letting the sensations that his talented fingers and mouth evoked wash over her. 


He curled his fingers slightly, stopping briefly to search for the right spot, smirking wickedly when he found it. He started to caress the spongy bundle of nerves. Exerting an increasing pressure, he brought her rapidly to the edge of what promised to be an earth shattering orgasm before he slowed his motions once again. 


"Oh god. . . Spike. . . ugh. . . don't stop. . .oh, please, please. . . God. . . I'm gonna. . . ooh. . . " she continued to babble incoherently as he resumed his ministrations, her knees trembling with her efforts not to let them buckle and stay upright for the rest of his exquisite torture. 


Spike sped up the thrust of his fingers and curled his tongue around her clit, content to end her torment, for now. The blonde vamp decided to take his chances, noting that his Slayer was distracted with her impending orgasm. He worked his fingers roughly over her g-spot, just before he let his fangs drop from his gums and grazed one ever so lightly over her oversensitised clit, drawing just the barest drop of blood. 


He purred happily as he lapped up the little red pearl of pure slayer nectar and happily slurped up her juices as Buffy exploded around him. 'Delicious!' 


Screaming out, she keened his name as wave after wave of bliss washed over her until she feared she'd black out.


The tremors racing through her body still hadn't subsided as Buffy felt her legs give out under her. But before she could slide down to the floor in a puddle of happy slayer goo, Spike surged to his feet, wrapping her other leg around his waist and sheathing himself to the hilt in her still contracting channel. Holding her up, her rippling muscles almost trapping him with their tight grip. Both groaned at the new sensation of being connected so intimately again. 


Spike dropped his head onto her shoulder, mirroring her pants for air as he tried to regain some control. It wouldn't do for it to end so soon, even if the searing heat of her tight passage threatened to burn him. 


He still struggled not to move when he lifted his head from its resting place in the crook of her neck, her racing blood singing to his demon. 


"So, pet, how are you liking your little appetiser so far?" he drawled with his best leer, his tongue curled behind his teeth.


When she just stared incrediously at him, he chuckled and brought his hand to his lips, making a show of slowly licking her juices off his fingers with an appreciative little humming noise. 


"Because I gotta say, luv. . . I think it's right tasty." 


"Pig!" she huffed and swatted at his shoulder, but her blow lacked the usual force behind it, so it was barely more than a lover’s tap. 


"Oink, oink, kitten!" he chortled, then kissed her hard, letting her get a taste of herself before he started to pump his hips with deliberately slow but deep strokes. Buffy just let her head fall back once again, moaning loudly, as she succumbed to his form of heavenly torture.


___________________
TBC. . .


Chapter 3

Back to Normal

Telly Time is coming to an end.
For something that wasn't supposed to be more than a little drabble  it grew into quite a smutty (and fluffy) little ficlet. This chapter is a bit longer than the other two, but I have a feeling that won't bother anyone. :)


Thanks again for all the great reviews and to everyone else who read the fic. I really appreciate it! *hugs*


Disclaimer: I still don't own it...






Before I go on with the chapter, I just wanted to voice my gratitude about the wonderful beta-work BloodyTearsOfLife did in regard to this story. And I'd like to thank her for all the praise and encouragement.
Back to Normal



They were both panting harshly in an efford to calm down as they leaned against the crypt wall. Spike, who had his head pressed against the cold stone mere inches above Buffy's  shoulder, still hard and buried deep inside her, was the first to move. 


He straightened up and wound his arms securely around Buffy's waist, before he carried her over into his living room area and sat them down in his recliner.


Buffy's head never left his shoulder during their short walk and the only sign that she hadn't dozed off was the contented little sigh she gave as her arms tightened imperceptibly  around his neck. That sound made his long dead heart soar with joy and the little puffs of warm air she breathed against his throat sent shivers up and down his spine. 


Spike was happy. He had his girl in his lap, and so far she hadn't jumped up to run off in a flurry of 'soulless thing' and 'this is wrong' thrown his way and her virtue all a-flutter. He kissed her neck affectionately and when she didn't protest, he continued to trail feathery light kisses and nibbles up and down the sides of her throat and across her shoulder, while he murmured how much he loved her into her silky, golden skin. His hands roamed over her back, absorbing the heat she radiated. 


That was until he looked past the crown of her golden tresses and noticed that he'd missed the kick off. And what was worse, someone from his team was being dismissed from the game with a straight red card.


His demeanour  changed in the blink of an eye. With a vicious snarl, game face to the fore, he jumped up and started yelling and ranting at the screen. 


"Bloody buggerin' fuck! What is wrong with you? Are you soddin' blind ,  you stupid pillock? He barely even touched that pansy! That bleedin' Dago is fakin' it to get a free kick an' provoke a card..." 


Buffy, who, up to this moment, had basked in her happy little bubble of post orgasmic bliss, shrieked in surprise at the unexpected commotion  and clung to him for dear life. 


Only, once her brain caught up with her body, did she notice that his sudden movement had caused him to sheath his stiff cock even deeper inside her, the belled head bumping against her cervix, and it felt heavenly. 


"Ugh... ooh... oh my god!" the blonde slayer managed to get out in a breathless moan, clutching his shoulders so hard she was almost drawing blood. 


The fire that seemed to be quenched  by her previous orgasms as she had been resting limply in his lap returned and set her body ablaze with desire while she groaned at the amazing feeling of Spike so deeply embedded  inside her. 


Her vaginal muscles tightened in reflex around his hard shaft, gripping him like a vice of steel. 


That got his attention away from what was happening on the screen and he responded with a jerk of his hips and a mixture between a grunt and a lusty growl. His eyes flickered several times between the burning amber and their usual crystal blue before his human mask once again slid into place.


"Bloody hell, pet... Christ , those slayer muscles... give a bloke a warning," he groaned at her. 


His hands flew to her hips as she lifted herself up to plunge  herself back down on his throbbing erection. Both groaned at the sensation, before their lips met in a ferocious kiss. In their ardour to practically devour the other, neither cared about bruised or torn lips. 


Spike staggered backwards and manoeuvred  them to his chair. He unceremoniously plopped down, driving his cock even deeper  into her overheated channel which caused Buffy  to mewl and whimper in pleasure. 


However, she immediately started to ride him hard and fast. Her lips left his and she licked a path down his throat, which she worried with little bites . The blonde slayer  raked her nails over his bare chest, leaving behind a trail of red welts and crescent shaped marks. When Spike started to buck up into her thrusts, she flung her head back, urging him on with almost desperate pleas. 


"Ugh... harder, Spike... ahh, god... please... harder, more!"


Buffy grabbed the back of Spike's chair for better leverage as she ground down hard on him in an almost frantic rhythm. 


"Fuck yes, kitten... just like that. Ride me hard!" he ground out, panting along with her, soccer game completely forgotten.


His eyes flashed feral yellow for a moment as they zeroed in on the perky little breasts that were suddenly dangling enticingly in front of his face. The blonde vampire latched onto one pert rosy nipple with a little growl. Suckling and biting at it affectionately before he moved on to the other, treating it with the same care ,  s purred on by his lover’s cries of delight  as she writhed above him . 


"You like that, slayer?" he asked, tightening his grip on her hips as he stilled her movements almost completely. Buffy looked down on him, her eyes barely focused, glazed over with desire. She bit her bottom lip and just nodded, too far gone to form a coherent answer. Only then did he thrust up at just the right angle to give her the pleasure she craved when  she was about to protest and demand he continue. 


"Like 'aving that juicy quim of yours fucked by a soulless  demon? My hard cock so deep inside you?" He bucked up sharply again and moved one of his hands down to give her clit  a sharp twist. He slipped into game face  and gave the side of her throat a sensuous  lick. "A vamp so close to your neck?" His fingers were still working over her hard little nubbin as he continued to plunge into her sopping channel. He knew she would throw it back at him later and tell him how crude and disgusting he was, but right now it just served to turn her on more. 


"You like it when I suck those pretty tits, luv? Scraping m' fangs over your tender pink nipples?" he taunted her, doing just that. Knowing she was close, he continued to tease her into a frenzy.


"Yes... ugh... god, yes! Spike!" she sobbed out, raw need and undisguised lust shining in her eyes. Although she would never tell him, she loved it when he talked dirty to her. If his self satisfied  smirk was any indication, he already knew. 

Buffy tensed, every muscle in her body coiled, she was just hovering on the brink of another colossal climax. She knew just what would send her flying over the edge big time, but she had denied herself...so far.


With only one of his hands holding her captive now, she resumed to ride him for all he was worth. She wrapped her arms around his neck and pressed his face against her heaving breasts. Leaning down, she captured his earlobe with her blunt teeth giving it a sharp tug. She whispered into his ear in a sultry voice.


"Bite me, Spike! Please, I need you inside me... cock and fangs!"


He couldn't have stopped himself even if he had wanted to at her words. Giving a short thanks to whomever answered the prayers of a creature like him, Spike gave her clit a last flick before his sharp canines pierced the soft flesh of her breast. 


Buffy had read once, that the bite of a vampire didn't always have to be about the pain, but could be quite erotic as well. She wasn't prepared for it to be like this.


A white hot fire of pleasure seemed to spread from her core throughout her entire body when Spike's fangs broke through her skin and she felt the pull on her blood as he drank from her. Without warning she tumbled over the edge. The force of which,  had black spots dancing before her eyes until her vision blurred and she couldn't seem to stop screaming, as the feeling of ecstatic high continued to swirl through her. 


He barely heard her cry out his name in the throes of her orgasm as her potent blood slid down his throat. He'd had slayer’s blood before, but nothing could compare to the taste of Buffy's, so freely offered to him.


He swallowed a last slow mouthful and slipped his fangs back out. Willing his game face  away, he laved the bite marks  closed. Only then did he let his own climax overwhelm him. If not already for the heavenly taste of her blood, her velvety walls still clenching around his over sensitised cock sent him over the edge as well and with a strangled roar, he bucked up one last time, shooting his cool semen deep inside her . 


His hips continued to jerk involuntary as he sank back in the chair and Buffy slumped bonelessly  against him. Totally spent, they both were panting, struggling to catch their breath. 


"Wow," was the only thing she managed to rasp hoarsely  after a while, still breathing heavily, and Spike could only nod dumbly in agreement. 


As Buffy came down slowly, Spike's chin propped up on her shoulder, unmoving, she noticed that she had once again lost him to his ' footie '. She wriggled in his lap and flexed her inner muscles around him in an attempt to get his attention. 


When he let out a tortured groan and lifted his head from its resting place to turn pleading eyes and pouty lips at her, she found herself unable to deny him anything. 'Damn!' 


The blonde slayer heaved an exasperated sigh. "Fine," she muttered and moved off her vampire. 


She barely stifled a whimper at the immediate sense of loss she felt, as their intimate connection was broken, already missing how he always seemed to fill her so completely. 


That was all too soon replaced with a grimace as she stretched her slightly sore back and felt their combined fluids slide down her thighs. She really didn't want to sit around and wait for him like that. 


" Ugh. I'm all sweaty and sticky now, and not in a good way either. I'm gonna treat myself to some shower-y goodness, while you finish watching 'that'.  " She gestured dismissively at the TV-set behind her. 


Seeing that she momentarily had his undivided attention, his eyes glued to her jiggling chest, she decided to pay him back a bit. Putting a extra sexy little sway to her hips as she sashayed  over to the entrance to his lower level, she stretched her arms over her head as if to loosen her muscles and thrust her breasts out, before letting her hands slide down her sides ever so slowly. 


When she heard him give a soft growl, she winked at him. "I hope you'll be available for the main course!" 


Giggling at his tormented expression as his gaze flickered indecisively between her nude form and the screen, she gracefully leapt  down to his bedroom chamber. 


Buffy slowly padded over to the small bathroom area, her steps silenced by the plush oriental rugs that covered every inch of the concrete  floor in Spike’s bedroom. He had really fixed the place up nicely and she marveled how cosy  it felt with all the dark wooden furniture and the heavy four poster at the far end of the room. It was her favourite place, although they didn't even make it to the bed most times. Now it was almost drowned in a sea of fluffy down pillows and dozens of lit candles  tinted the room in a warm glow. 


As usual she tried to ignore how at ease and at home she felt in this tomb. Not like in her own house where she felt like an intruder, where everyone expected her to miraculously solve all their problems, where she had to put on her 'happy face' when she didn't want to face the Spanish  inquisition that was her friends and explain every action or decision that wasn't to their liking, as if she was incapable of taking a step without their approval. 


As she adjusted the water temperature of his primitive  shower before stepping under the spray, she found herself once again thankful that Spike somehow had managed to blackmail Xander  into helping him install this small piece of luxury. 


The blonde let out a blissful little sigh when the warm water cascade down her back. She noticed once again that Spike had gotten all her preferred bath products, in case  she ever stayed long enough to use the shower. 


She worked some of the shampoo into her hair as she pondered why her friends tried so hard to control her life and why she let them. She had never once butted into their lives and told them who they could and couldn't be with. Why couldn't they let her decide what made her happy for herself? And she had a feeling that Spike was the one to make her happy. She knew he loved her and would do anything for her, he had proven that more than once. 


She knew he could be a good man and that he tried so hard to be what she needed, if only she would let him. If she was truly honest with herself, she liked him,  too,  a lot. Yet she pushed him away time and time again, because she didn't want to disappoint her friends and hurt their feelings by telling them she would never get the normal life they tried to force her into. Well, it was her life and their recent actions only showed that they obviously didn't give a damn about what she wanted and what would make her happy. 


So maybe it was time to give Spike his crumb, and let herself be happy for once. 


When she stepped out of the shower, she picked up her favourite fluffy towel and dried herself off. Strolling over to one of his dressers, she rummaged around in one of the drawers until she found the brush she knew he had and started to work out the tangles in her hair.


Sitting on the bed, Buffy put the brush aside, not even trying to be surprised how much stuff Spike kept around just for her. With nothing else to do, she decided to wait there for him.


She scooted back ‘til she lay fully on the large bed. Thinking his requested time was almost up, she struck a seductive pose against the pillows and anticipated Spike’s arrival.


After fifteen minutes, he still wasn't there and she just flopped down, her mood dwindling slowly. When another ten minutes had passed without a sign of her  peroxide pain in the  ass, she was back to being ready to pummel him for his audacity to let her wait like this. She crawled from the bed and snatched one of his cherished red shirts to cover herself up with. No way was she giving him a free show when he didn't even have the decency to focus his attention on her rather than that stupid soccer game. 


She stomped over to the ladder, annoyed that the stupid rugs muffled her angry steps as she climbed up. When she got up to the higher level, she was totally unprepared for the sight that greeted her.


The sound of the TV was tuned out and Spike sat hunched over in his chair, head in his hands, his shoulders trembling. 


She took a hesitant step towards him, wondering what was going on, her rising anger momentarily forgotten. After her first tentative  steps, her feet collided with something lying on the floor and she heard the clinking sound of an empty liquor bottle rolling across the stone floor. 


With her attention now on more than just the strangely behaving vampire, she noticed that there were in fact several empty bottles scattered around the room that hadn't been there when she had left for her shower. When she came to a stand  beside him, she wondered why Spike would drink himself into a stupor, when he knew she was down there, wet and wanton, waiting for him. 


"Spike?" she queried, when she couldn't come up with reasonable explanation, touching his shoulder lightly.


He looked up at her then with glassy, unfocused eyes, tears running  down his cheeks. "Are you... are you crying?" the normally intrepid slayer was shocked into silence, her earlier feeling of dread immediately evolved into full blown panic. Had something happened? Oh god, it must be Dawn... 


"Spike, what happened? What's wrong? Is Dawnie  okay?" 


"Buffy..." he croaked as he wiped uselessly at his eyes with the back of his hand. "My Buffy..." was all he choked out before he grabbed her around the waist and pulled her close to him. He buried his face against her belly and held her tight as he continued his sobbing.


Buffy, who was seriously freaked out by now and on the verge of a breakdown herself, gripped his shoulders and tried to force him to look at her and answer her questions, when his hoarse  voice halted her movement. 


"They lost!" he wailed in a heavily slurred voice and once she realized what he was talking about, she visibly sagged with relief. 'Oh that...' 


"They did all right  during extra time an' bloody well just had to get those damn balls into the goal. I mean how hard can it be to kick a bleedin' penalty? An' they... they've been so close an' just bollocksed  it all up!" he told her blearily between sniffles and hiccups, his voice muffled  by her shirt. 


"I'm sure you'll survive," Buffy tried to console him as she petted his platinum curls. "And hey! You're not getting any older, you'll see them win this cup thingy eventually," she continued, trying to lighten his mood.


She kept up her soothing caresses, noting that it seemed to calm down the distraught vamp and he nuzzled her belly affectionately, inhaling her comforting scent mingled with his.


After a while however, Buffy noticed that Spike's unnecessary  breathing had ceased until it stopped altogether. 


"Spike?" she called softly, but he just clung motionless to her.


She hissed a bit louder, poking his shoulder. "Spike!" But still no response from the bleached blonde, aside from  a strange soft snoring noise. 


She tried to push him back into his chair, but when she attempted to untangle herself, his grip around her tightened and he let out a displeased little growl. 


'Great...' 


She contemplated just prying him away from her and dumping him in his chair to sleep it off, but he had seemed really miserable about that soccer thing and even she wouldn't be that big of a bitch. Especially not after the decision she had made in the shower earlier.


So she hoisted the heavily inebriated  and now completely immobile vamp up and dragged him to the hole in the crypt floor that led to his lower level. 


After some minor struggles to get her slightly heavy and uncooperative cargo down the ladder, without dropping him or hitting his head along the way, she managed to get him to the bed. But when she tried to manoeuver him onto it, he squirmed in her arms and they both toppled onto the covers. 


So, here she was. Buffy Anne Summers, Vampire Slayer, one of the longest lived at that - her deaths notwithstanding - trapped in a crypt and one of the most feared vampires in history, on top of her, albeit in an alcohol induced coma. He happily snuggled against her, with his face nestled in the valley between her breasts. 'Yep, this is living on the Hellmouth for you, nothing  abnormal here... nope.'  


Instead of shrugging him off, as would have been her usual response in a situation like this, she let out a long sigh before  she wriggled around ‘til she was in a more comfortable position. 


Buffy absent-mindedly  threaded her fingers through the unrestrained platinum curls as she thought about the decision she came to over the course of the night regarding her relationship with Spike. She knew her friends wouldn't approve of her choice of partner; they wanted her to settle with a nice, normal guy. 


She snorted at that, thinking about the events of the evening and their earlier, almost sickening, display of domesticity. Spike obsessing about his soccer game, actually convincing her of cooking, well more like buying, them dinner and drinking himself into unconsciousness because his team lost. 


Buffy heaved a deep sigh , but a small smile tugged on her lips  as the vampire in question snuggled closer to her, nuzzling her bosom while  he purred quietly in his sleep. What did her friends know anyway. How could things get any more normal than that? 


Feeling surprisingly lighthearted after acknowledging her changing feelings for the slumbering blonde, she pressed a light kiss on the crown of his head, whispering a soft, "Goodnight, Spike," and let herself drift off as well. 

__________________
The End
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