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Chapter 1

Stealing Firsts


All Ideas Are Stolen: Ch 1 Stealing Firsts

Summary: Buffy meets a local artist (Spike) at her friend Willow’s gallery.  After an instant attraction, how does this business professional and creative man make a relationship work?  Note: Ensures to be quite Fluffy Spuffy.

Disclaimer:  I don’t own nothin’!

Feedback: Please!  I beg!  This is my first attempt at a true story (fluffy as it might be) not just smut, so I need to know!

Rated: NC-17 

Thanks:  As always to Pipergirl for betaing.
_________________________________________________
 
 
*God, I’m late!*
 
Elizabeth Summers, or Buffy to her friends, quickly walked the crowded Soho sidewalks and crossways to the small gallery her best friend Willow managed.  They had agreed to ‘do lunch’ and as usual she was running late.  Willow would probably be chomping at the bit to give the blonde a tour of the art-du-jour in the gallery and try to make up for all the cultural experiences she thought Buffy lacked.  Buffy for the most part could care less about most pieces.  Sure, some were pretty or vaguely interesting but she never was overly excited or impressed.  Sometimes she thought maybe Willow was right, she was under cultured.  God knows she was right about the under socialized aspect. 
 
Buffy was a petite, attractive late 20-something with a head for business, but a tendency to hermit herself away during non-business hours.  She was happy enough she supposed, but she had to agree with Will.  She needed to get out and have new experiences, really ‘live life like she meant it’.  On this day however, she just wanted to get to her friend and find a nice lunch spot where they could sit and chat.
 
As Buffy reached the gallery and glanced at her watch she was delighted to find she was only a couple of minutes late.  None the less she threw open the heavy door and half jogged in.  Before she could yell out to her friend, she was assaulted by color on two of the usually antiseptic white walls.  *Am I in the right place?*  So stunned was she by her surroundings that her next step was directly into a tray of paint.
 
“Fuck!”  She yelled as she drew up her foot from the tray.  The shocked woman had stepped hard enough to not only get her left boot paint covered, but also splashed paint up her leg and thigh.  
 
“Do you kiss your mum with that mouth?” The smart ass reply came from the back, admiring the lovely woman who started spouting obscenities.  Spike just adored a cute chit with a foul mouth, and this one was cuter than most.  
 
 She looked up and saw a sight that made her jaw go slack and almost made her knees buckle, sending her to a more paint-filled future.  'He was stunning.  No, he was more than that.  Wearing only a white wife beater, black jeans and boots, the man's body was muscular, tight, and hard, with a speckle of paint here and there. 
 
“Oi, are you alright?”  His strong accented voice echoed in the mostly empty room and he noticed her predicament as he drew nearer.  He smiled and picked up a rag.  When he got close enough he placed his hand on her arm and gave it a light rub and bent down slightly to look her in the eye, and asked again, “Are you alright?”
 
Looking into those ocean blue eyes her only reply was a nod and a grunted squeak.  
 
Spike tilted his head and raised a scarred eyebrow questioningly.  He had a way with women, and he knew it, but it didn’t usually make them speechless.  Well, not like this anyway.  Her glassy green eyes didn’t let go of his gaze.
 
An out of breath red head came whirling in the door at a frantic pace.  “I’m so sorry I’m late Buffy.”  
 
The blond just nodded.
 
“Your friend, she has a real way with words, Red.” Spike said looking briefly to Willow but then refocusing on the paint covered mute.
 
Willow, taking in the blushed, flustered, and painted state of her dearest friend, decided to be practical, “I’ll get some more stuff to help clean her up.”
 
Spike took Buffy’s hand and led her to one of the display pedestals a few steps away.  He grabbed her by the waist and sat her upon it.  “I’m going to clean you up a bit, yeah?”  He proceeded to clean her boots and legs with gentle strokes.  The gesture was done with such care and meticulousness it made Buffy smile.
 
“Thanks, “she managed to say in a whisper.
 
“She speaks.”  A warm smile was returned to her. 
 
When their eyes met there was no denying that there was more than a spark.  There was fire.  A fire so intense that they both had to look away.
 
Spike was still unconsciously rubbing her booted leg, when his retreating glance noticed her lacy panties.  *Panties!*  He hadn’t realized, and hoped she hadn’t either, that between the pedestal and him holding her leg up that a view up her short skirt was, well - quite a view.  Clenching his jaw, he lowered her leg a bit and tried to get a reign on his ever growing lust for the girl from whom he had only heard two words – ‘fuck’ and ‘thanks’.  Thinking he would like to hear those two words from her again and again put a wolfish smirk on his face. 
 
“Aren’t the walls supposed to be white?”  Buffy was thoroughly impressed with herself.  She formed a sentence. 
 
“Says who?”  was his immediate response. 
 
Opening and closing her mouth like a fish out of water, Buffy creased her brow and struggled for a perfectly logical answer that wouldn’t come.  
 
Willow came back into the room carrying a few wet rags to help tidy up her friend.  Spike reluctantly excused himself to clean up the gallery when he realized that fondling – no, cleaning - Buffy was not a two person job and she would probably appreciate having her friend help, instead of a complete stranger. 
 
Watching her flushed friend, Willow softly noted with a wide grin, “He’s a bit of all right, isn’t he?”
 
“Huh?  Um-yeah.  This is good Wills.  I don’t think I could get any cleaner.”  

Buffy’s garbled answer made Willow chuckle.  She’d never seen Buffy so taken
 
“Ready for lunch?  I’m starved.”  The red-head commented.
 
Still looking at the rear doorway Spike disappeared through, Buffy nodded in the affirmative.
 
“Spike, I’ll be back to help you set up after lunch.” Willow yelled to the back.
 
The handsome man that took Buffy’s breath away yet again stood in the office doorway and smiled.  Willow took Buffy’s hand and tugged her toward the door.
 
“Oh, Red?  Is your friend, Buffy is it, going to be at my show tomorrow?”  The question was directed to the gallery manager but his eyes were aimed at the little blond that had captured his complete attention in a matter of minutes.
 
Willow looked at Buffy to make sure she wasn’t doing that fish out of water thing she does when she gets anxious and prayed that she would reply.
 
“Ummm, yeah, sure.”
 
With that, Williow dragged her friend out the front door before she could embarrass herself any more.
 
“Hey Will?  Aren’t the walls supposed to be white?  D-Did you call him Spike?”
 
Willow breathed a sigh of relief; her friend was starting to regain some semblance of brain activity.


Chapter 2

Stealing Away


All Ideas Are Stolen: Ch 2 Stealing Away

Summary: Buffy meets a local artist (Spike) at her friend Willow’s gallery.  After an instant attraction, how does this business professional and creative man make a relationship work?  Note: Ensures to be quite Fluffy Spuffy.

Disclaimer:  I don’t own nothin’!

Feedback: Come on!  You know ya wanna!

Rated: NC-17 

Thanks:  To Pipergirl my superbeta!

Comments:  Sorry this took soooooo long.  It was tough to get from my 1st chapter to what will be the 3rd chapter, those just popped into my mind from the start.  Anyway’ since I already got the next chappy all planned out in my dirty mind it should be here soon. 
_________________________________________________________________


The gallery was packed full of people and Buffy quickly started to remember why she didn’t usually come to events like this.  She felt out of her element.  Sure she could dress the part, which always made her feel a little bit better and tonight was no exception.  She had on her little red pleated skirt on with a sheer red top over a black silky tank.  Red heels finished off the simple ensemble.  Her beautifully tanned skin allowed her to wear very little make-up and no stockings.  *If only I wasn’t in a room of art groupies.*  She sighed and took a couple steps further into the room searching for Willow.
 
 
“You look lovely this evening.” The deep smooth voice from the previous day interjected from behind, tearing Buffy’s mind away from the hunt for her friend and weakening her knees.  The thrilled woman turned around to see a vision in black.  His body was encased in a perfectly tailored shirt and trousers, with his shirt unbuttoned just enough to get a glimpse of the hard, porcelain chest that lay beneath.  His shock of blond hair was smoothed back making his look a little more dangerous than his curls did the day before. “I’m glad you could come.  I don’t think we really were introduced properly.  I’m Spike.”  Taking a hold of her hand he raised it up to give a lingering kiss never breaking eye contact with the blonde.
 
 
 Buffy’s inner animal wanted her to claim him then and there but was held back by civility.  *Grrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrr* she thought and licked her lips like a hungry wolf.  *No!  No, no, no, no, no, no!*  She decided then and here that this handsome man wasn’t going to get a repeat chance to see befuddled Buffy.  He was going to see her.  The real her: open, honest and well – kinda blunt.  “Hello, I’m Buffy,” she said with a Chesire cat’s grin.  “And I'm sure that little trick,” she gestured at her lip stung hand, “wows ‘em a lot better than any line you could think up.” 
 
 
Spike’s smile widened and he stepped closer into her personal space.  “Baby, that trick is reserved for platinum members only.”
 
 
“I’m sure that’s a real hardship for you considering I met you a little over 24 hours ago.”  She said with an amused smirk. 
 
 
“Maybe,” he whispered close to her ear, “but in all my life there’s only been one other member in that very special club.”  Buffy struggled to take a breath at his revelation.  He winked and turned to walk away from a very flushed blonde and said, “Don’t go anywhere, I want to chat you up for a bit.”
 
 
*Oh I’ll stick around alright.  A bulldozer probably couldn’t drag me out of this gallery.*
 
 
The idea of being with the sharp witted girl excited him, making his stride a little lighter.  *Hummm.  That’s hasn’t happened in a long, long time* he thought to himself.  
 
 
He was true to his word. When he wasn’t speaking with a potential buyer he was by Buffy’s side discussing any and every topic, their deepest secrets to the most mundane of ideas.
 
 
Buffy found through their conversations that she was right to lust after Spike and the rogue he outwardly appeared to be; he was charming beyond anything she’d ever known.  A true charmer of a man that made her body tingle with energy and ache with want.  But wonders never cease and she came to find that she was attracted even more *is that even possible* to William (he gave up his real name after much prodding).  William was an intellectual and she suspected quite the emotional man.  The more they spoke the more she could feel him opening up to her.  She was half annoyed with herself at how her insides turned to mush when he displayed his sentimental side, talking about his family or places that meant a lot to him for one reason or another.  How could a he have this affect on her, so quickly?
 
 
Spike was beside himself.  The woman to whom he was attracted the day before was quickly evolving into the woman of his dreams. Tonight she had stepped beyond the cute speechless girl and showed herself to be smart, sexy and more than a bit cheeky.  Unlike so many others, she never backed down from her opinions, and often bit back with her quick wit.  She was totally open to him.  He couldn’t take his eyes off her.
 
 
Willow was excited for the pair.  She could see the interest they held in each other reflected in their eyes.  She noticed that Spike kept an eye on Buffy throughout the evening no matter where he was in the gallery, his glare giving away the protective and somewhat possessive nature of the glances.  Buffy was completely smitten, her radiant smile never fading.  The red head was amazed at how quickly her friend had let this man in.  *Wonders never cease.*
 
 
As the guests in the gallery started to dissipate Spike asked Buffy if she would like a guided tour of his work.  Gladly accepting his offer, they proceeded to roam slowly throughout the gallery.  His hand rested on the small of her back steering her around the sculptures stopping to show her different angles and make comments about the intent or subject matter of his work.  Huddled together they spoke in library voices, their demeanor telling all who noticed not to interrupt the couple.
 
 
Buffy asked questions finding that understanding the art was akin to understanding the man.  She made note of the extremes in some of the work, taking in the sharp angles and severe curves while other pieces seemed smooth, sensuous, and peaceful with graceful lines and curvature.
 
 
He was taken by her comments of his work, and loved the fact that she seemed to find her own interpretations as well.  “So, have I another art junkie on my hands?” he coyly asked.  He didn’t so much care if she became an ‘art junkie,’ but sure as hell wanted to make her a Spike junkie.
 

”I don’t know about ‘junkie,’ but if you’re lucky maybe an admirer.”  Her eyes giving away her teasing statement.  “I’ve got to tell Wills something then I’m going to visit the ladies room and I’ll be right back.  Ok?”
 
 
“Ok” he said reluctantly, taking a breath when his hand lost contact with her back, but enjoying the view of her backside as she strolled away.
 
 
The friends spoke for a few moments then Buffy excused herself and walked toward the back of the gallery.  She opened the door to the washroom, stepped in and was immediately seized around the waist and hauled against a hard body.  As she gasped in surprise she looked up into smoldering blue gaze of the man she had become enraptured with in just an evening.  *How could I only have met him yesterday?*  In an instant, his mouth descended upon hers.  
 
 
The kiss began with a few soft flurried caresses but quickly escalated to need and desire.  Spike’s tongue scanned the length of Buffy’s top lip, followed by the bottom, urging her to share in the mounting passion that had erupted.  Without hesitation she threw her whole body into the embrace, arms encircling his neck, tongue dueling with his.
 
 
Bodies pressing and clambering to get closer – to feel more.
 
 
Spike pulled back panting, looking at a woman who made him more dizzy with need than anyone he could remember, black lust filling his eyes.  “Buffy, I’m gonna take you home and make love to you all night long, but I need you.  I need you now.  I feel like I’ll explode if I don’t have you.”  
 
 
His words took on an almost pleading quality and Buffy allowed her heart and soul overrule logic and answered, “I need you too.”
 
 
Descending on her lips like a starved man, he started taking what he sought.  His hands scanned her body frantically, tracing its every curve, squeezing the globes of her ass and the mounds of her breasts.
 
 
Buffy was overtaken by the passion she held for this man, never had she been this unrestrained – and wild.  Her hands ran through his bleached locks rapidly, unlocking the curl from its gelled imprisonment.  Just as quickly she felt her way down his muscled back to his firm ass.  Deciding she couldn’t wait any longer she moved to unbutton his shirt raking her hands and nails over the chiseled plains underneath.
 
 
They were a world unto themselves.  The only sounds were of their needy moans and impassioned kisses.
 
 
Again Spike backed off breathless, this time spinning Buffy around and planting her hands on the sink countertop in front of the large mirror.  Buffy blinked wide-eyed into the mirror that reflected her and Spike from the thighs up.  Staring she thought *this is quite possibly the sexiest man to ever exist.*  With her body humming like a tuning fork she watched as Spike flipped up the back of her skirt and fondled her ass.
 
 
Spike was in heaven.  *I’ve known this girl forever.  It’s just that until yesterday she resided in my imagination.*  He had caught Buffy’s gaze in the mirror and held it for as long as he could while drawing down her black lace panties that were barely more than a thong.  He leaned over her taking a deep breath, inhaling her scent before placing a light kiss at the bottom of her spine.  Making eye contact with her again in the mirror, he reached for his pants. 
 
 
Buffy knew need.  This was need!  She stared into the depths of her soon-to-be lover's eyes through the mirror's reflection.  It was all so overwhelmingly erotic that she had to shut her eyes as his hands went to his belt.  She shivered when she heard clink of his belt and the sound of a descending zipper.  Her eyes flew open to meet his when she felt his cock rubbing back and forth over her moist folds.  His hands ran over her thighs and rump taking in the softness of her skin.  This wasn’t her first time, yet she had never experienced anything as erotic as watch him move his hard shaft along her moist, swollen folds.  It left her thinking *this is what they write books, poems, and songs about.* 
 
 
Continuing to caress her body, Spike appreciated the way her high heeled shoes made her back arch more dramatically pushing her ass higher and pussy back.  He mumbled her name and entered Buffy in one long luxurious stroke.
 
 
“Ahhhh!”  Buffy was consumed by the feel of being filled with Spike’s dick.  Both feeling truly connected for perhaps the first time. 
 
 
He began to pound into Buffy’s sopping channel only to stop suddenly.  Her eyes questioned him as he leaned forward and shoved her tank up and bra down revealing the firm peaks of her breasts.  Taking them in hand he squeezed both of them roughly.  “Want to see you tits bounce while we fuck.”
 
 
Buffy moaned a deep guttural moan and her vaginal muscles clenched in response.
 
 
“Damn, Buffy!”  His face scrunched up looking as if he was in pain.  Spike rested his head on her back briefly trying to reign in his libido.  When he entered her he had found perfection.  Who knew perfection could squeeze so tight?  He soon resumed his position with his hands on her hips thrusting deep and hard, eyes locked to the moving picture they made in the mirror.
 
 
They moved against one another desperate to find release.  The air filled with the aroma of sex and the sound of grunts, moans, and slapping flesh.
 
 
Buffy was so close, she took one hand from the countertop and placed it on her clit.  After a few trembling sweeps of her moist digit she could feel her inner walls start to flutter.  A couple more strokes made her walls seize Spike’s intruding member and she gasped for air as she writhed in orgasm.
 
 
Feeling her cunt spasm around his shaft he followed her to climax holding her hips tight to him while he jerked helplessly as he unloaded his creamy spunk into her pussy.
 
 
When they both gathered themselves together enough to open their eyes they just starred at one another.
 
 
Buffy was the first to speak, “Wow!”
 
 
Spike smirked, “I’ll take your ‘wow’ happily and give you a hot damn.”  Spike brought Buffy up for a slow, gentle kiss.  “Pet, I don’t mean to rush yet again, but let’s get out of here.  This is a swell loo and all but my place is much more comfortable.  Yeah?”
 
 
The ravished blond giggled and shook her head in the affirmative.  The quickie in the bathroom had been better than anything she’d ever experienced and she REALLY wanted to see what he could do in a bed.  She didn’t have to be asked twice.
 
 
After helping each other dress and checking their appearance, they exited the bathroom arms around one another.
 
 
The gallery only had a few stragglers left.  Seeing Willow out of the corner of his eye, Spike called out, “Red, I’ve got to go.  You can handle everything from here right?”  *I’ve got to go home and make a girl mine* he possessively thought.
 
 
Buffy called out a quick, “Bye Wills.”
 
 
Spike and Buffy didn’t wait for a response as they strode toward the front doors.
 
 
Nor did Willow comment on the couples disheveled appearance and the hand placed contentedly on Buffy’s behind.

TBD…(Well, what d’ ya think?)


Chapter 3

Stealing Time


All Ideas Are Stolen: Ch 3 Stealing Time

Summary: Buffy meets a local artist (Spike) at her friend Willow’s gallery.  After an instant attraction, how does this business professional and creative man make a relationship work?  Note: Ensures to be quite Fluffy Spuffy.
Disclaimer:  I don’t own nothin’!
Feedback: Come on!  You know ya wanna!
Rated: NC-17 
Thanks:  As always to my gracious beta Pipergirl
_________________________________________

They walked through the streets like lovers.
 
 
They now were of course, and both were contented to hold and be held by the other and pass the walk to Spike’s apartment laughing and chatting like long lost friends. 
 
 
 
 
“Tell me something I don’t know about you,” he requested, “I want to know everything about you.”
 
 
“Ok, I will if you will.  We’ll take turns.”  With an agreed nod of their heads they began.  “There’s always chocolate soy milk and diet cherry Coke in my fridge, ALWAYS.”
 
 
He chuckled and continued the game, “I hate canned spinach.”
 
 
“I don’t wear panties when I wear pants.”
 
 
“I’m not wearing underwear right now,” the artist smirked suggestively.
 
 
“I believe this game was to tell me something I DON’T KNOW!  You sir,” she put a finger to his chest, “have to take another turn.”   
 
Soon the couple reached the converted warehouse.  Spike gave Buffy a quick kiss on the temple and released her from his embrace before unlocking the common entry of the old building.  Taking her by the hand he led the petite blonde up four flights of stairs to the top floor, coming to stop at the last of three doors in the hallway.
 
After turning on a few lights he pulled her in.  Buffy drew a breath and her eyes widened as she took it all in.  The apartment had the same industrial feel as the rest of the building had, as one would expect in this type of renovation: exposed brick, pipe and venting.  What she wasn’t prepared for was the vast expanse of the unit.  There were only four walls: one lined with large unobstructed windows, another wall was brick, and the remaining two walls were painted the same colors he had painted the gallery walls, blood red and royal blue.  The only barrier of the studio was a corner that had glass block enclosing what she assumed to be the bathroom.   
 
The guest then turned her focus to the furnishings.  Right by the entry was the kitchen with stainless steel appliances; the long island that ran parallel to the kitchen wall gave it a galley feel. The living room was denoted by a large rug surrounded by a comfortable looking upholstered sofa, leather chair and of course a TV with all the electronic trimmings.  



Spike had a station for each of his media.  His easels and canvases took up a large space by the windows.  A long table held countless tubes, bottles and trays of paint along with an army of brushes.  Across the room was a pedestal adorned with a large stone obviously in the process of being transformed.  Again a side table held the hammers, chisels and other instruments required for the craft.  Beyond that rested what surely was a king-sized bed with a wrought iron head and foot board.  Side tables with lamps flanked it, and at the foot of the bed rested a heavy looking chest on yet another richly hued rug.
 
 
“Would you like some wine, Luv?”  His question broke Buffy away from further inspection.
 
 
She followed him towards the kitchen, her high heels tapping against the hardwood floors, “that would be nice, thanks.”
 
 
Buffy leaned against the island as she watched him, taking in his lean form as he reached up into the cabinet for glasses and, with skilled hands, uncorked the bottle.  Coming over to stand in front of her he handed her a glass.  They stood there for a few moments sipping their wine looking at each other wantonly.
 
 
“You know,” she state matter-of-factly setting her glass on the counter, “you’re gonna have to kiss me.”
 
 
“Ya don’t say?”  With a raised eyebrow the bleached man leaned in closer, “Now why would I want to go and do something like that?”
 
 
“Well, for starters, if you don’t I might get a little cranky; second,” Buffy said as she wrapped her arms around his waist, “you would be missing a very…nice…kiss…” punctuating her words with kisses along his jaw. 
 
Placing his glass on the counter Spike took her face in his strong hands, “Oh, I think we can do better than ‘nice’.”
 
 
They came together softly, sweetly.  Gently discovering each other for the first time, really noticing everything about their partner, something their first coupling didn’t let them do.  The blonde couples’ tongues caressed and soothed.  Spike deepened the embrace by tangling his hands into the long locks of her hair and pulling her head back completely vulnerable to his touch.  Buffy’s hands played along his back, pulling his chest tightly against hers.  Spike’s hips firmly pinned her to the cabinetry, allowing his hard bulge to express desire without words.  
 
Buffy pulled back breathless.  “I’m not saying we can’t ever again, but just this once could we move this to a location where a countertop is not involved?”  All things considered she would have done anything, anywhere that he wanted.  He lit her on fire.  A raging inferno that she’d never experienced before.  
 
 
He smiled taking her hand, “absolutely, Luv,” leading her to the plush bed she’d been ready to try out since she’d laid eyes on it.
 
 
With every click of her heels, the wetter she became. *I’m losing it, completely losing it. This is too good to be real.*
 
 
Spike grabbed her hands and kissed her as he lowered her onto the bed.  Moving to stand beside it, he removed her shoes then his own.  Before he rejoined her on the bed he took a moment to just look at her spread out on his bed.  She was gorgeous, hair fanned around her, arms spread hands above her head, legs parted invitingly.  It made his heart surge with joy.  *Amazing.  Gonna make her mine.*
 
 
She watched him looking at her, drinking her in, his eyes glazed over and body taut.  She felt so feminine.  Her bosom heaved with exhilaration and anticipation.  Buffy held her arms out to him, asking silently for him to join her.  *Come to me, fall with me.*
 
 
Happily he complied, covering her body with his.  The long-tressed blonde wrapped her legs around his as he ground his denim covered groin against her throbbing heat.  With wandering hands, they took time to discover what they had been previously forced to rush through.
 
 
He sat back on his feet as he reached to unbutton her blouse, guiding her to sit up as he pushed it off her shoulders and pulled her tank over her head.  His hands covered her lacy mounds then reached around to her back to undo the clasp.  As he pulled back he brought the garment with him to discard on the floor.  He placed a chaste kiss on the top of both breasts and laid her back down, placing his attention to her lower half and ridding her of her skirt and panties at the same time.  Spike felt in control and out of control all at the same time.  His mind swam with possibilities of what that meant.  It scared him, but it excited him even more.  It had been so long since he had felt anything akin to this kind of emotion. 
 
 
She was bare and beautiful and perfect in his gaze. 
 
 
The bleach blond stood to rid himself of his clothing, but he didn’t get very far.  He only had undone a couple of buttons before he heard a determined, “Stop.”
 
 
Looking up he saw the object of his affection getting off the bed, only to stand before him and continue her statement.  “Let me.”  She began to unbutton the black shirt placing wet kisses on his chest where buttons used to be.  *God!  He’s beautiful.  Who carved this work of art?*  She slowly walked behind him pulling at his shirt and letting it drop to the floor.  
 
Spike’s breathing deepened and he tried to reign it back to normal.  *The way she touches, soft and sure.* 
 
Buffy’s hands met at the buckle of his belt, slowly undoing it; then she worked on his zipper, while placing light kisses and nuzzling his upper back and neck teasing him a little by lightening the touch to almost nothing at times.  Releasing his pants they fell to the floor.  Placing herself tighter against his back she rested her chin on his shoulder and breathed him in.  *He’s so warm* she thought to herself and sighed.  
 
 
Feeling her breasts against his back and her hot breath in his ear was positively sinful.  *this is going to be amazing.*  Her hold on his waist tightened and her other hand wrapped itself securely around his cock, stroking gently.  *Heaven.*  Spike let out a breath he didn’t realize he was holding.  He had never been so sensuously undressed and fondled.
 
 
“Spike,” she said quietly in his ear, “I want you to talk to me.”  Before he could question he words, she continued, “I want to know what you want, what you need, and how you feel.”  
 
“I can do that sweetheart.”  He turned in her arms to look her in the eyes.  “You have to promise me the same.  And not just here, now, like this.  I want you Buffy.  I want all of you.  I want you to open yourself up to me, only me.”
 
 
With tears in her eyes she replied, “I want all that too.  I want you Spike.”
 
 
Lips came together, needful bodies landed on the bed.  He moved over her entering slowly allowing them both the pleasure of feeling the connection inch by inch.  They rocked slowly against each other, hands intertwined, trading passionate kisses.  
 
 
Making love.  
 
 
Moving together for what seemed like hours they came together in a blissful wave of ecstasy.
 
 
Spike placed himself by Buffy’s side, drawing her in closer into his embrace where they fell into a sated sleep.


Chapter 4

Stealing the Night
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Spike was awoken when his pillow was rudely snatched from under his head.


“Wha…,” he said groggily with sleep swollen eyes and looking around for the purpose of this abrupt awakening.


A grinning Buffy came into focus, adjusting a stack of pillows and giving them a good ‘wack’.  “You look a little uncomfortable,” her grin became a full fledged smirk, “why don’t you move over a bit and make yourself comfortable?”


The bleached artist wasn’t sure what she was up to, but his sleep-hazed mind didn’t have the ability to question her suggestion.  So, he did as she requested and propped himself against the pile of pillow.


She straddled his lap and kissed him hungrily.  The more Buffy plundered his mouth the more alert he became, running his hands along her back and rump enjoying the silkiness of her skin.  Giving him one last wet, loud smacking kiss the long-haired beauty pulled away and began to direct her mouth and hands towards his now large swollen member.  Buffy couldn’t help but revel in her feelings of power and desire.  *Look at his body!  I’m going to capture it, tame it, and make it mine.*   


Beginning her hunt, she glided her lips down his jaw line whisper soft.  Used wet open-mouth kisses to make her way down his neck.  Licked and sucked his nipples till he groaned, then traced the lines of his abdominals with her tongue.  Her mouth lavished attention on his hip bones while her hands kneaded his thighs.  Power was hers as she spared a quick, predatory glance at the writhing, moaning subject of her attentions.


Placing herself comfortably between his legs she stared at her goal open-mouthed.   The blonde temptress had yet to really have a good long look at it yet.  It was fantastic *just like the rest of his body*; large and powerful looking, the very essence of man.


It was torture.  Watching this angel analyze his cock while licking her lips was about to undo him.  *She’s going to kill me!*  The anticipation of her touch was agonizing.  Spike shut his eyes tightly trying to will away the urge to grab her and relieve his angry rod.  He settled for placing his hands in her hair, feeling the silky strands glide along his fingers. 


Buffy touched his shaft softly, tracing the engorged veins.  Her touch was so soft Spike opened his eyes to reassure himself that he wasn’t imagining her touch.  His eyes met deep pools of green overflowing with desire.  She asked, “Can you see?  I want you to watch me bring you off.”  She took one long lick from base to tip and he gasped.  “Remember, I want to hear you.”


Placing a firmer grip on his aching cock she took the head in her mouth nursing at it like a bottle.  *Full of man milk* she thought as she smiled against taut flesh.  Buffy released the appendage only to reacquaint herself by licking at the salty slit and smooth shaft.  Again and again and again she licked, teasing him and moaning in pleasure all the while.


“Oh!...Oh Buffy...,” came a strained cry.


Looking up into midnight blue eyes, she taunted him further, “Oh Spike you’ve got the yummiest dick.”  Without breaking eye contact she swirled her tongue once on the tip of his cock, and then smiled with her lips still pressed against the head.


“God damn,” was all the response she received when she started fondling his balls throwing in a lick or kiss to aid in the caress.


“Jesus!  Suck it!”  he said as he started to squirm on the bed.  “Take it in and suck it.”  


Spike was a panting mess.  The sexy blonde between his legs was giving him the best blow job of his life.  If the sight and feel of her mouth playing with his bits wasn’t enough, the view of her wiggling backside laying on the bed almost made him cum before the main course had even started.


Complying with his urgent request Buffy started by taking the head in her mouth letting a little more in at a time, her hand engulfing what she couldn’t down.


“Ugh…oh God…oh…oh Buffy….harder, please...suck harder!”  The long mane of the huntress was gliding along his thighs and hips softly as she increased the pressure on his cock.  It was a great contrast of sensations, causing his head to drop back and his eyes to shut tightly. 


Buffy was feeling beautifully feminine making this man quiver – her man quiver.  *I’ve ‘tamed’ now it’s time to make him ‘mine’.*  She hastened her movements and began to hum around his shaft.  Spike went stiff with a quick intake of air.  As her prey released a shuddered breath she watched as the muscles spanning his body started to twitch and jerk.  *He’s mine.*


He had completely lost control with the force of his orgasm.  Buffy greedily accepted his salty fluids, bringing him down slowly by lapping him clean.


Using his hold on her hair Spike gently urged her up to a kiss.  The kisses that followed were deep, uncontrolled and consuming kisses.  Kisses that raged, were raw and penetrated built-up facades.


They weren’t hiding from each other, nor could they have if they wanted to.  They were connected and fueled by their need of one another.


As they kissed, Spike, half delirious, slid one of his hands down her back, over her ass and between Buffy’s legs.  He stiffened two fingers allowing her to undulate on them to get the friction her body craved.


Her body was calling.  Buffy had become so wet that she felt her thighs become slick.  Earlier she had felt all powerful but she couldn’t help but think that now some of it had left.  She was the needy one now.  Her body ached to be filled. 


Watching this woman, the woman who so fast was becoming the center of his existence, writhing on his hand and nibbling on his lower lip had him rapidly returning to steely hardness.  Buffy was driving him crazy.


Placing his hands on her hips he lowered her onto his throbbing pole.


Buffy groaned as her soaking core enveloped his large cock.  Feelings overwhelming her; Spike filled her in a way she’d never known existed before.  *Completely.*  


“God Spike,” she hissed while bouncing on him with utter elation.  “You’re dick’s perfect….fits me perfect.”


*This woman is starved* Spike thought to himself.  He had never had a woman ride him like this and look at him like he was her savior, her heaven on earth, and he hoped he was reflecting it back, because he felt that way too.   “Harder Buffy…you know you want more…take it… it’s yours.”  Breaking eye contact he latched onto one of her breasts sucking greedily, fulfilling a hunger of his own.


It didn’t take long; emotions were too intense, too animal driven.  Her walls clenched around his shaft setting off his climax, allowing them to ride their pleasure out together – moaning and moving as one.


Instinctually they knew as they lay there sleepy and sated that this wasn’t something that they should let go of.  They were a part of something special now.  They drifted into slumber not with thoughts of self, but with thoughts of ‘us’.
_________________________________________
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*Beautiful* 

That was his first thought when Spike woke up and took in his newfound object of affection.  He was giddy with the of a new day with her.  *I'm gonna have lots of days with her.*  He buried his face in her hair, breathing deep the aroma of her shampoo.  Instinctively his body pulled toward her and held her closer. 

The slight pressure Buffy's body felt when he snuggled closer was just enough to fully bring her awake.  After a brief stretch and quick yawn, the sleepy blonde turned in his arms reciprocating the embrace and added a chaste kiss on the lips.  She couldn't help but smile. 

"Do you have plans for today, Luv?" 

"Umm... no, none that I can think of," came the groggy reply. 

"Good, then you can stay and have a lazy Sunday with me." 

She quirked a finely waxed brow.  "Sounds good.  What exactly do you do on a typical 'lazy Sunday'?  I hope it includes a shower and breakfast somewhere in there." 

"Well, usually I make myself some coffee, sit and read the paper, maybe do the crossword.  Depending on what I feel like I'll watch some tele or read a book.  The main thing is that the whole day is spent doing nothing constructive for anyone else."  He gave pause before he continued, "Oh, and all that's accomplished while wearing nothing but my knickers, with that notation he wiggled his eyebrows suggestively." 

Buffy giggled and snuggled in closer.  "Is that so?" 

Spike purred in response.  "But I was thinking.  Being that I now have a partner in my lazy Sunday routine the agenda needs to be altered a bit." 

"Do tell." 

"I suggest this first I'll make love to you."  He pulled her in close for a slow kiss.  "Second I’ll make some breakfast while you shower."  The remark was punctuated by a kiss on the forehead.  "You can start on the paper while I get all cleaned up."  His hands started to leisurely roam her back.  "We do the crossword together."  With a firm grip on her rump he stated, "Then we’ll shag good and proper."  A lecherous grin.  "There's a footie game I want to catch, then..." 

"Let me guess," she cut in, "then you get to 'shag me good and proper' again?" 

"No!  I was thinking more along the lines of fucking you into the mattress--you know all the adrenaline from the game.  But if you want another shag session we can move the fucking till later in the day."  He started to ramble on in mock seriousness. 

By this time Buffy had broken down into full out laughter.  "May I make a suggestion?  I know you've got this all worked out but since I'm one half of the equation I thought I might get some say." 

"Anything," came the mumbled reply as he kissed his way down her neck. 

"It's an amendment to the dress code.  I'm voting no 'knickers'."  She said it wearing her very own wicked smirk.  *Take THAT Mr. Lusty.* 

Spike looked up from his ministrations with the bluest eyes twinkling, thinking that she was not only great but a real pistol as well.  "Starkers it is, Luv." 

As he pulled his girl closer he showed her just how much he approved of her input.  Placing her leg over his hip, he entered her smoothly.  Side by side they moved with slow and luxurious movements, officially kicking off their first lazy Sunday together. 

***************************************** 

The day continued as planned.  Buffy quickly showered while Spike prepared something for them to eat.  After eating he made sure Buffy was happily set up with the paper on the sofa and made his exit to shower.  Before long Spike padded out of the bathroom, a towel slung low around his hips, running another one over his bleached locks roughly; taking in the view of his home, or rather the naked woman sitting on his couch, he smiled a contented smile.  He was about to comment on his thoughts when he heard Buffy speak up. 

"Since when does 'naked' mean towel?"  She grinned a saucy grin while waiting on his response to her tease.  The towel, she knew, was around him out of habit, but she couldn't help but give him a tough time of it.  Naked was the order of the day, and well... he just looked so good naked. 

Spike's retort was not unique but none the less provoking, "You plannin' on doing something about it?"  The wide grin on his face did nothing to hide the joy he took in their banter and the expectation that she WAS, in fact going to do something about it. 

In a flash Buffy was firmly pressed against his body ridding him of the pesky terrycloth, her mouth licking and nipping his freshly washed neck.  The feel of his warm, damp skin undid her, wondering how it was that she couldn't get enough of his man. 

Taking it all, wanting more, he pondered this wanton woman before him.  He had been the object of desire before but her drive for him was outmatched.  *What makes her like this with me?* he wondered.  *Is it love?*  Before he had time to consider the ramifications of that thought, Buffy let out a surprised yelp, running away from the window and hiding herself against the wall. 

Still in a state of surprise himself and not noticing a fire or any other disaster that should have interrupted what was fast becoming one hell of a snog, he questioned somewhat exasperated, "What?"

Peeking around the edge of the window eye wide she pointed, "There!  There's a guy on that roof.  I think he saw us!"  Her heart was beating like a drum. 

Spike chuckled, earning him an annoyed glance from Buffy before she turned her attention back to the onlooker.  "Come here," he grabbed the beauty by the arm and swung her so she faced the window, his chest placed against her back.  "You mean THAT him?" he said as he motioned toward the man two buildings away.  "Luv, he's so far away.  I'm sure he can tell what's going on but nothing more, no details." 

When she moved to get away from his embrace he continued, "Besides," he said huskily, slowly drawing her arms with which she had tried to cover herself, up to lock around his neck, "I wouldn't be looking away if I were him either."  Burying his face in the curve of her neck, he breathed deep, his thoughts lingering momentarily on her scent.  His hands traveled down from her interlaced fingers around his neck, down her arms, the sides of her torso, resting briefly on her hips before beginning a slow path up the front of her body. 

Buffy was lost in sensation; the sensation of the man surrounding her in his touch, his voice.  She was also aware that they probably still had an audience and she felt a little dirty that that fact was turning her on the more she thought about it. 

Spike's low, silky voice brought her back.  "That git doesn't get to touch these sweet mounds."  His hands followed his thoughts kneading the soft orbs making Buffy moan with desire as his ministrations increased in pressure.  "But I do," he stated possessively. 

As one hand released its hold on her breast and sensuously slid its way down her body, he continued to purr equally possessive thoughts into her ear.  Cupping her sex with his hand he said, "He doesn't get to fill you soft, shaved quim."  With one last glance to their audience of one, Spike entered her.  "But I do." He repeated his earlier sentiments in an exerted breath.  "Because you're mine Buffy, all mine."  

Ragged breaths and gasps filled the space as the intense sensations caused by the coupling continued.  With her hands still locked in place behind his neck Buffy let him hold her hips and guide the rhythm of their bodies.  She arched her back to let him in deeper.   His chatter undoing her, making her wetter.  She was his, but did he know how much? 

*So soft... so soft... everywhere.* His mind babbled as he increased the pace of his thrusts and the stroking of her clit, driving them faster towards their peaks. 

Feeling her inner muscles start to clench, he urged her on, his voice thick as honey.  "That's right, baby.  Show him... what I... do... to you." 

Buffy cried out as her orgasm overtook her.  Her pussy fluttered around him so tight his breath hitched.  Just as he was about to come she pulled away and quickly dropped to her knees, one hand rubbing her clit, the other trailing across her chest and abdomen.  "Now, show him what I do to you."  

With two strokes of his hand he was lost.  He watched as his cum landed on her chest and oozed down her torso.  Her hand rubbed in the moisture in circles over her skin, while the other hand brought her to another climax. 

Coming out of a blissed daze, Spike dropped to his knees and engulfed the limp woman in a strong embrace, kissing her passionately.  Pulling away breathlessly, he looked toward their spectator and panted, "I think he gets the idea of what we do to each other alright."  He stood on now shaky legs, righting her along with him. 

Now mindful of what they'd just done, Buffy looked up with a slight blush on her cheeks and quietly said, "Umm, I think we need another shower." 

"Right you are, Luv."  Wrapping one arm around her, Spike looked back one last time to the ogling bystander and gave him a two-fingered salute.
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