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Chapter 1

One

I'll try to keep to a schedule on this one, but I'm not promising.Title:  Still Bluer
Season IV – Goes out of canon after “Something Blue” on the show.  Events that actually happened on the show will not necessarily follow that timeline. Just a glimmer of a plot. Only what I need to get Spike and Buffy together a lot......
Rating – NC17
Word count - 22818
Disclaimer – not mine, never were, all hail Joss, ME, etc.
Notes – This is a sequel to my ficlet “Something Bluer”. Would be good to read that first!
Banner is one the incomparable Selene made for my first paid LJ layout, but it fits this fic too.


Chapter One


	 It was two weeks after Willow’s “my will be done spell” and Giles had insisted that Xander take Spike to his place so that he and Olivia could have some privacy.  The vampire was incredibly bored living in the Harris’s basement with Xander.  

	“At least at the Watcher’s I had somebody with a bloody brain to talk to,” he grumbled as he threw himself down on the bed and stared at the ceiling.  He crossed his arms behind his head and resigned himself to another boring afternoon of TV before Xander got home from work and there was more boring TV, spiced with their usual exchange of insults.

	Suddenly the door was flung open and an agitated Slayer burst into the room. “Xander!  We need to-“ Buffy’s sentence ended abruptly at the sight of Spike lying on the bed.  He raised his head briefly, then dropped it back down when he saw who it was.  

	(Great, just what I need.  The Slayer to come in here and make me remember things I don’t want to.  Like perky little breasts, silky hair, smooth skin, soft, full lips....Argh!)  He quickly began a litany to himself of disgusting things, (Watcher’s taste in music, the Whelp’s clothes, chip in my head, soldiers, cold pig’s blood....)
	
	Buffy froze a few feet from the bed, trying desperately to look somewhere else besides at the lean, muscular body in front of her.  With his arms behind his head, Spike’s biceps were on display, as was his washboard stomach.

	(Ok, sooo not responding to that body.  Spell is over and inappropriate dreams to the contrary, I do not crave that body.  I don’t.  I won’t. I......is that a bulge in his pants?)

	“Whelp’s not here, Slayer.  Won’t be back for a couple of hours yet.  What’s the big emergency?  Not that I really care,” he hastened to add.

	“What are you doing here?” she asked in a voice that sounded much squeakier than she intended it to.  

	“Watcher kicked me out.  Has a friend coming into town and didn’t fancy me listenin’ to them shag, I guess.”

	“Please do not use the words Giles and shag in the same sentence! Eeeww!”  Buffy groaned as she shook herself and tried to lose the image of her watcher having sex.

	Spike sat up and looked at her curiously.  “Why not?  D’you think he’s a monk?”

	“He’s…he’s OLD!” 

	“So am I, love.  Older than he is really, and if you recall I still-“

	“Don’t say it!” 

(Because if you say it, I’ll think about it and I am sooo not going to think about it.)

	The blond vampire smiled slowly as he heard her heart rate increase and felt her body temperature go up.  

(Well, well.  Maybe I’m not the only one with fond memories of our little romp on the floor.

	“Why not, Slayer?  Does it remind you of something?  Something you might want to try again?”  He flowed off the bed and came to stand in front of her, breathing in her scent.  He could feel himself getting harder as she filled his senses. 

(Damn, she smells good.  Haven’t been this close to her since......)

	“Don’t flatter yourself, Spike.” She tried to sneer even as she felt moisture dampening her underwear.

  	(I never noticed how blue his eyes were.  I don’t think we’ve been this close together since....don’t go there, Buffy)    

 You disgust me!  I wouldn’t-“

	She stopped as he slid his hand up her bare arm, causing her to shiver as she struggled to ignore how her body was responding to his nearness.

	“That so, Slayer?  Not what my nose says.” He tapped the side of his nose to remind her that she couldn’t hide her growing arousal from him.

	“Remember what happened to your nose that last time you tried that,” she snapped, pulling her arm back to punch him.

	Unafraid, he moved closer to her and lowered his lips to her ear.  “I remember what came after that better,” he breathed.  “Do you remember, Buffy? Do you remember how good we were together?  I can’t think about anything else. I can’t be around you without wantin’ you, wantin’ to feel you, touch you, make you moan, feel you around me”  As he murmured to her, he was slowly pulling her unresisting body closer to his.

	(Evil vampire here.  Must move away before he touches me again – oh! Too late. He’s touching me.   Bodies are touching.  Ummmm. Nice body.  No! NO! Bad Buffy. Bad.)

	Buffy’s conscience was screaming at her, but her body was pressing up against the cool muscular one in front of her.  When she felt his erection pressing against her stomach she tensed and brought her hands up to his chest to push him away.  To her surprise, her hands seemed to be doing their own thinking as they slid up his chest and around his neck, thus bringing her lips into close proximity to his.

	Before she could do anything but mentally groan at her disobedient hands, he had swooped in and captured her mouth with his.  

(OK, this is really bad.  Kissing Spike – mmmmmm – No! No mmmmmm! Kissing Spike leads to nothing but badness........  Maybe it’ll be OK if there’s no tongue..........Damn, now there’s tongue.  Where did he learn to do those things with his tongue?  And why am I still kissing him?  Just because it feels wonderful, is no reason to abandon my.......)   

His cool tongue slid into and around her mouth, briefly tangling with hers, then continuing his exploration of her mouth and lips.  His lips were as soft and moist as she remembered them and their mouths fit together perfectly.

	Buffy’s brain decided to go on complete vacation as she sank into the bone-melting kisses that Spike was only pausing when she needed to take quick breaths.  While she gasped for air, he continued placing soft, feathery kisses along her neck and face, murmuring the whole time about how badly he wanted her, how wonderful she felt, how often he had dreamed of kissing her again.  The sound of his deep voice was mesmerizing and she abandoned herself to the sensations he was creating in her body.

	Without realizing it, she allowed him to back all the way to the bed, pulling her with him as he went.  When he turned her so that her knees were pressed against the side of the bed, it just seemed reasonable to allow herself to sink down onto the soft mattress with him.  As soon as he didn’t have to hold her up anymore, Spike’s hands began moving around her body, leaving heat and tingling everywhere his cool fingers touched. When he pushed his hands up under her shirt and stroked the bare skin on her back without protest, he began to hope this would be more than a heavy make out session.

	(Bloody hell, she wants me as much as I want her.  I can tell she’s fighting it, know she thinks it’s wrong.   Please, baby, please, let me touch you, let me feel you around me again, let me love you...)

	Spike could tell the effect his kisses were having on her and he made a point of maintaining lip contact as he tentatively pulled her shirt off and undid her bra.  When Buffy didn’t pull away or hit him, he relaxed and slid his mouth down her neck, across her collarbone and down to take one rosy nipple in his mouth.

	Buffy gave up any pretense that this wasn’t going to happen and arched up into his mouth, moaning as she did so.  She began yanking on his tee shirt,  anxious to feel his smooth hard chest against her bare skin.  With both of them now desperate for skin on skin contact, their clothes were soon lying on the floor and their hands were free to move around wherever they wanted them.

	Spike was running his talented mouth and hands down her body, keeping up his running commentary of how it felt as he did so.  “So beautiful, so soft, so strong, so warm.  Got to taste you, love.  Got to taste you now.”

	(Taste me?  What does he mean he wants to taste me? What is he doing down there? Is he going to bite me?  What is he.....?  Gaaah! Not biting. Definitely not biting!  Oh my god!)

	Buffy’s hips came up off the bed as Spike’s cool tongue licked her back to front, then began teasing her clit with short, hard strokes.  Her whimpers quickly turned to mewing gasps as he brought her to climax with just a few seconds of attention.

	Before she could get her breath back, he quickly slid up her body and positioned himself between her legs.  He was mentally telling himself to take it slow and make it last, just in case he didn’t get another chance, but as soon as he felt her warm walls close around him he groaned and started thrusting hard. The Slayer met him thrust for thrust, raising her hips to meet his and grinding her pelvis into him.  It didn’t take very long for both of them to be climbing toward orgasm and Buffy’s keening wail was matched by the vampire’s roar.

	For the next several minutes, they lay comfortably on their sides with their arms around each other, struggling to come down from the incredible highs they had both experienced.  Finally, Spike said in a shaky voice, “You are bleedin’ amazing, pet.  Absolutely amazing.”

	“You’re not so bad yourself, vampire,” she said shyly.  Her obvious embarrassment reminded him that she was really very inexperienced – 

(Nothing but one time with the bloody poof and that soddin’ frat boy who dumped her. Hell, she’s been with me more than she has with any of her boyfriends!)  

 With no urge to examine his motives, he found himself wanting to make her feel appreciated and he pulled her in closer and kissed the top of her head.  

	“I was bloody inspired, love.  Bloody inspired.” 

	They rested quietly a little while longer; Buffy’s hand resting on his chest as he gently stroked her arm and shoulder.  He could tell by the change in her heart rate that she was thinking hard about something.

         (Don’t let her be wanting to jump up and run away like last time.  Not yet, Buffy, not yet, please.)

	While he worried that she was regretting what they’d done, she began rubbing small circles on his chest with her hand.  When she rubbed across his nipple, it hardened and she stopped to flick it with her fingernail.  His hiss of pleasure brought a smile to her face and she looked up only to see him gazing at her in a manner that gave her sudden courage.

	“So, then, you think I might.....might be worth a second go?”  As she spoke, she mentally cringed at leaving herself so vulnerable in front of her mortal enemy.   Remembering how he had cruelly mocked her after the Parker fiasco, she immediately regretted saying anything and started to pull away from him, turning her head so he couldn’t see her face.

	She was so sure he was going to cut her down and insult her that it took her a minute to notice he was trembling.  Before she could ask him what was wrong, he grabbed her chin and turned her face so that he could look her in the eye.  His eyes were flashing back and forth between blue and gold and he began speaking as if he could read her thoughts.

	“Don’t you ever believe what that bleedin’ bastard Angelus said about you.  He was just being his usual psycho self and messing with your head.  He didn’t lose that soul because you weren’t any good.  Use your common sense, Slayer.  You made him so happy he lost his bloody soul! Not worth a second go?  I don’t think so.”

	Buffy just stared at him in astonishment.

           (Is Spike trying to make me feel better?  William the Bloody is feeding my ego?)

	“And don’t even get me started on that ponce of a college boy,” he growled as he settled back down onto the bed.  “Not a gentlemanly bone in his body.  I get this chip out – he’s dead.”

	Spike turned his head to see the Slayer staring at him with her mouth open and very confused eyes. 

        (Sod it all!  Now I’ve gone and done it.  Sounding like a poof myself now.) 

He peered up at her carefully, waiting to see how she was going to respond to his rant.  When she leaned forward and pressed her lips to his in a chaste, but warm kiss, he swore he felt his dead heart skip a beat.

	“Thank you, Spike.” She said softly as she settled back down beside him and resumed rubbing his chest.  “That was very sweet.”

	“Well, don’t be spreadin’ it around, Slayer.  Got a reputation to protect,” he said gruffly.

	She giggled and he marveled at how different she sounded from the grim Slayer he was used to.  “Don’t worry, I don’t think anyone would believe me if I did tell them.  William the Bloody being nice to a Slayer?  Not likely,” she snorted.

	“Just so we’re clear on that,” he growled.  

The growl sent vibrations shivering through her body, vibrations that reminded her that she was lying next to a naked and very sexy vampire.  She nuzzled his chest, drinking in the unique combination of tobacco, alcohol and musk that was Spike.  She ran her tongue over his nipple, bringing on another growl; this one lower and not at all threatening.

“I’ll bet there’s something in the Slayer handbook that says I shouldn’t think that’s sexy,” she murmured into his neck as she slid her leg over his and shifted her body to press it against him.

“There’s a Slayer handbook?” he asked as he nibbled on her ear and pulled her completely up on top of him.  “Is this in it?” he added as he positioned her over his ready cock.

Buffy moaned as he held her hips, keeping her in place but not letting her lower herself onto the hard shaft that was teasing her entrance.

  “Well, Slayer?” he insisted as he kept her from moving.  “What would they think of this?”

Suddenly her face changed, her moans stopped and she looked at him in horror. 

(Oh my god, I’m about to climb on top of Spike!  Spike who has killed two slayers and is only not killing me because of the chip in his head.  What is wrong with me? He has no soul, he’s a killer, a mass murderer and I’m in bed with him.)

(Bloody hell, I have got to be the stupidest git on the planet.  You’d think after 125 years I’d have learned to keep my big mouth shut.)

While she struggled to move away from him and he tried to pull her back down onto his waiting cock, he babbled whatever he could think of, trying desperately to take the shocked and disgusted look off her face.

“No, love, don’t go.  Please, Slayer, Buffy, I didn’t mean to.....Please, baby, please, stay.  Let me –“ He cringed at the pleading tone in voice, but couldn’t stop himself as she continued to pull away from him, shaking her head vigorously.

“No!” she shouted, wrenching herself free and frantically reaching for her clothes. “I don’t know what I was thinking.  I can’t believe I actually.....that we....” She was almost sobbing as she pulled her clothes on, refusing to look at him.  Anger at herself and at him was the only thing keeping her from dissolving in tears.

He moved off the bed, ignoring his nudity, and tried to pull her into an embrace.  “Please, Slayer.  I never should have said that.  I was just playing with you.  Don’t leave like this – at least look at me,” he finished as she edged away from him, shaking her head and refusing to meet his eyes.

When he moved toward her again, she shoved him hard – sending him flying across the room into the wall. 

“Stay away from me, Spike! This was wrong on so many levels I can’t count them.  Stay away.  I don’t want you touching me again.  Do you understand?”

“Oh I understand all right, Slayer. I understand that you got what you wanted and now you’re taking it out on me because you’re feeling guilty about it.  There was nothing wrong with what we did.  It was bloody brilliant and you damn well know it!”  He stalked toward her like a jungle cat, his eyes flashing gold as he put a hand on either side of her head and leaned in toward her face.

“Don’t tell me you didn’t want it, didn’t enjoy it and don’t you bloody well tell me you didn’t feel something between us while we were doing it!  We’re not done yet, Slayer.  Not by a long shot!”

“Yes, we are, Spike,” she responded in a calm tone of voice more frightening to him than her earlier yelling.  “We have to be.  I’m the Slayer.  I can’t do this.  I don’t want to do this and I won’t,” she finished firmly, finally meeting his eyes.  

His stomach clenched at the resolve he read there and his anger evaporated as quickly as it had exploded.  He leaned in and touched his forehead to hers, “Alright, love.  I won’t push you.    But if – when - you change your mind, I’ll be waitin’ for you.”

“I’m not going to change my mind, Spike.  This was a mistake and I don’t intend to repeat it.  It’s never going to happen again.”

Before she could turn and open the door, he tilted his head and reached for her lips, kissing her gently until he felt her mouth soften and respond to him.  He kept the kiss soft and tender, just lightly running his tongue over her lower lip and pulling on it gently as he stood up straight and took his hands away from the door.

“Told you the last time, Slayer.  Never’s a long, long time.”  With a final smirk, he turned back to bed and starting pulling on his pants.  He winced as he heard the door slam shut and he dropped back onto the rumpled bed with a sigh.
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