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Chapter 8

Part 1, Chapter 8:  Sex and Candy

Banners by xoChantelly and Edgehead, respectively :)Spike and Buffy cooperated (for the most part) with the witch over the next few days.  They wanted her to believe that she'd broken their spirits.  It wasn't easy for either of them, but they had each other to lean on, figuratively speaking.  

Buffy snuck a pastry or bit of candy when she could, always tempted to eat more, but she was afraid that taking more would be pushing her luck.  She hadn't been accused of stealing food yet, so at least there was that small piece of luck.

While pretending to only be cleaning, Buffy had found a big book in the witch's bedroom labeled 'Magick'.  Magick had never been her forte, but the first thought that had occurred to her was to look for a spell that she and Spike could use to their advantage.

But there was a problem, of course.  The book had an enchanted lock on it, neither of them were able to open the book to read it.  So she'd put it back where she'd found it, hoping they would find a way to unlock it.  They both agreed that their next escape attempt would involve trying to steal or grab the magic wand away from Evil Willow.  They had no idea if it would work for them, it might turn out to be just a fancy stick in their hands, but they didn't have any better ideas.


It was afternoon, they were left alone again, grateful for the peace.  But after more days of toil and trouble, they were both feeling about as down as they could get.  There was no obvious way out of this, they only hoped that an opportunity to escape would present itself soon.

Spike wasn't paying attention to Buffy as she swept the perpetually dusty floor of the cottage.  Instead, he was concentrating on forcing down more of the cookies, candies, and cakes that the witch required him to finish by the time she got back from the village.

His hunger for blood was getting to a painful stage.  Circumstances in the past had required Spike to go longer than this without sustenance, but he'd forgotten how horrible it actually felt:  the weakness, the stomach cramps, the general malaise, the overwhelming, unrequited bloodlust.  It sucked.

Buffy broke the silence, "I still can't be 100% sorry you were chipped.  'Cause, you know, you would've kept killing and I would've had to stake you.  But I can definitely sympathize."

"You woulda been sorry to have to stake me?" he asked with a little smirk.

Buffy was at a loss for words for a moment, her mouth opening and closing.  "Uh, maybe... But only because you wouldn't have made it easy.  Just would've been more work for me."  She wasn't sure what it was exactly, but the thought of staking Spike made something inside of her knot up.  She had deeper reasons for wanting him around that Buffy herself couldn't quite figure out (or admit) yet.  "My point was that I can understand a little what you've been going through with the chip.  It sucks, pure and simple.  I don't know how you kept it from driving you nuts." 

"Nearly did drive me 'round the bend.  I adapt to new situations and surroundings very well, as luck would have it.  The chip is something I struggle with every bloody day, but I manage.  Worst is when I'm just trying to defend myself and can't do a thing."

"I'm getting a big taste of what you deal with all the time.  And I do not care for it."  Buffy had had lots of time to reflect.  Being the recipient of verbal and physical abuse, and being 'corrected' when she tried striking out at their captor, made her sympathize with Spike more than she ever thought she would.  The fact that he was a soulless Vampire who had wreaked havoc for a century didn't give her or her friends free license to heap abuse on him.  What did that say about them, the so-called White Hats?

"The zapping?"

"Not just that.  There's also the being yelled at, insulted, and beaten on for no good reason... I've done all those things to you."  

"You never chained me up.  Or was that something you were building up to?" Spike added, not sure why he was trying to joke.  Buffy just seemed so somber, he wanted to make her smile.

She did smile just a bit.  "No, wasn't planning on that.  But I have been really unfair to you... I never thought twice about taunting or hitting you, knowing you couldn't fight back.  And always assuming the worst of you."

"You weren't wrong all those times.  I've been up to no good more than once."

"I expected you to go on a rant... or at least call my friends names.  Why are you being so... nice about it?"

"Is that what I was doing?  Just trying to avoid more bickering, luv.  Truth is, the way you and your chums have treated me pissed me off to no end.  Overnight, I went from being the cock of the walk, the Big Bad, to being this weak, pitiful... almost defenseless shell.  Because of that bloody chip I had to put up with being treated like something you scraped off the bottom of your shoe.  Being put down, knocked down and shunned every single day.  I didn't have any recourse, I had to take it.  I had to change almost everything about myself and wrap my mind around my new limitations just to go on living.  Couldn't hunt, couldn't feed, had to learn to control my urges.  And while I was adjusting to all that, as an added perk, I got to take abuse from the sainted Scoobies.  I was the ultimate outsider to a group of outsiders, lowest of the low.  It was a reminder that many people need someone they can treat like shit to make themselves feel strong and superior."

Buffy felt ashamed of herself for some of the things she'd done and said to him since the chipping.  "Wow... okay, I should know better than to prod you to tell it like it is, because you will."

"Well... wasn't like I was some kind of martyr.  I s'pose the treatment I got was payback for my wicked ways.  Karma coming 'round to bite me in the ass, with a fucking vengeance."

Buffy shrugged slightly, pouting.

Spike tilted his head, looking at her.  "You really do feel bad, don't you?"

"Of course I do.  It wasn't fair.  You didn't deserve the constant shitty treatment by me and my friends.  We prejudged you every time.  You proved to me here that you can be trusted if you're given a chance, that you're not... all bad.  That maybe we should've been trying to encourage you to do more good instead of keeping you at arm's-length and putting you down all the time.  If we'd just tried showing you some compassion and given you a chance..."  

Spike was stunned to hear her actually say the words.  Buffy was apologizing for the way they'd treated him, and she was saying she would try to accept him.  He licked his lips and started to say something, but then closed his mouth, searching for the right way to respond to her heartfelt statement.

Buffy looked at him and laughed softly.  "Oh my God, I made you speechless?  I didn't know that was possible." 

Spike broke into a smile, laughing a bit too.  "Another feather you can stick in your cap, or wherever else you want to stick it."  He lowered his head, making like he was rubbing the back of his neck.  He was actually feeling quite shy, something he wasn't accustomed to feeling since he'd become a Vampire.  "What you said... that was decent of you.  I appreciate it.  I'm finding it hard to believe that you actually said that to me... I never expected anything like that, and it... means a lot to me that you said it.  Another chance to pass or fail is all I ask from you.  I'm not the same person I was when I first came to Sunnydale."  He looked back up at her.  "A man can change."

"It took a lot for me to realize that... but I think you're right."

They gazed at each other for endless moments.  Then both looked away at the same instant, nervous that the other would ask why they were staring.  Neither of them were ready to bring up the subject of their newer, warmer feelings for each other.

Buffy started sweeping again, Spike pretended to be interested in the food in front of him.

"Damn dusty floor," Buffy griped.  "This stupid floor gets re-dusty every day.  It's not just my imagination, is it?"

"No, you're not losin' your marbles, I noticed that too.  Yet another unique charm this place has.  At least you can move about the place.  I'm stuck in this corner 23 hours and 55 minutes a bloody day, stuffing my face with cake."

"I wish we could switch for a while.  I could --" Buffy pricked her finger, getting a splinter of wood from the broom under her fingernail.  She hissed and threw the broom down.  "Goddammit!"  She put her fingertip in her mouth.

Spike's head had snapped up the second the splinter had pierced her skin.  He could smell her blood so strongly, it was making him salivate.  "Wha... um, somethin' wrong, Slayer?"

"Got a damn splinter from that fucking broom!"  Buffy snatched the broom back up and tried breaking it over her knee, but it bounced off of her thigh.  She forgot that the witch had enchanted that too.  With a snarl, Buffy threw the broom across the room.  "Stupid goddamn unbreakable brooms and chains!"

Spike raised an eyebrow, trying to ignore his inner turmoil.  "C'mon, don't lose it now, luv.  Take a breath, calm down."

She did stop and take a breath.  "I know I must be losing it if you have to try calming me down..." Buffy mumbled, sucking on her finger and sitting down on the edge of the brick hearth.

Buffy noticed the way he was looking at her, his eyes a bit glazed and lightly licking his lips.  She frowned at him.  "Stop doing that... you're creeping me out."

Spike snapped back to attention, and looked away from her.  "What was I doing to 'creep you out'?"

"Looking at me all... glassy-eyed, practically drooling.  It's my blood, isn't it?"

He glanced at her.  "Can't help it.  Leave it to me to have gone with a light lunch the day we hopped into the portal.  I'm starvin'."

"Yeah, well... keep your fangs to yourself."

"Want me to help you with that splinter?"  Spike didn't plan on trying anything stupid, he really did want to help her.  But... he also wanted to get closer to the source of that delicious aroma, just to see it, to smell it.  He felt that he could control himself and not go wild, he wouldn't have said a word about helping if there were any doubts. 

"Uh-uh.  We've built some trust, but I'm not crazy or stupid enough to put my bleeding finger anywhere near a starving Vampire."  

Spike shrugged, "Have it your way, Slayer."  He bit the inside of his cheek.  "Would it kill you to just let me suck on your finger for a minute?  No biting."

"Wow, that you can even ask me that question... you really must be woozy from hunger.  If you'd like to be beaten to a pulpy substance, all you have to do is ask, Spike."

"Now, now, none of that.  We're being all friendly-like, let's not regress, luv.  I know you have to be gettin' pretty damn hungry too.  It's like I said, if you could survive on something my body produced, I'd let you have a good, long suck."

Buffy shook her head.  "You're getting very weird."  She grumbled when her attempt at getting the splinter out failed.

"I can help you with that," Spike said.  "I won't even try sticking your finger in my mouth.  It's like that fable about the guy extracting a thorn from the Pope's butt and earning his trust."

Buffy laughed.  "I think you heard a different version of that fable than I did -- it's a thorn in a lion's paw."

Spike smirked.  "Knew it was somethin' like that."

She could take kicks and punches by 300 lb. demons, but this one sliver of wood lodged under her fingernail was killing her.  "I thought all wood and wood byproducts were supposed to be Slayer-friendly.  All right," she said with a defeated sigh.  She got up and shuffled over to him, then kneeled down at his side.  "But there will be absolutely NO sucking of any kind, got it?  You're just getting the evil splinter out."

"One little taste of your precious blood isn't worth the ass kicking I'd receive for trying anything funny," Spike lied.  It wasn't that he planned on risking a beating from her, he'd behave.  But the fact remained that even one lick of her blood would be worth it.  Spike needed to show her that she could trust him now though, so no licking or sucking.

Spike took her hand and held it near his face, inspecting the hurt finger.  

Buffy bit her lip.  "Do you think you can get it without tweezers or anything sharp?"

"Hmm, will be tricky... I can see the end of the little bugger."

"Feels like a sapling is jammed under my frickin' nail."

He chuckled softly.  "The rough, tough Slayer can't handle a bit of wood?"

"I can handle wood just fine."  She rolled her eyes and sighed wearily at Spike's response of a smirk and raised eyebrow.  "Is your brain always in the gutter or does it vacation in tactful locales occasionally?"

"Your brain must reside in the gutter as well, you made the connection too," Spike replied, smirk still in place.

"Can you get it or not?" she asked impatiently, not wanting to talk of wood or how well she could handle it.  She was ready to yank her hand out of his admittedly gentle grasp.  

"I think a sharp instrument will be required..."

"Wait, will the chip zap you even if you don't mean to hurt me?"

"A lot seems to depend on intention -- if I don't mean you harm, which I don't, then I won't get shocked.  Had enough of that shit in this place already."

"Should I find a sharp knife?  I'm nervous about touching any of the cutlery, she said she'd punish us if anything was out of place when she got back... God, I hate that bitch..."

Spike swallowed, knowing what he was about to suggest might well send her into a rant which involved punching.  She was extraordinarily kind to him earlier, but Buffy was also under lots of strain which could cause her to snap.  "Actually, I've got some sharp instruments that I always have with me..."  He pointed to his mouth.

"No way!"  Buffy tried pulling away from him, but he held her hand more firmly.  

"Buffy, I'm not going to bite your finger off, for God's sake!  I can use my fangs very precisely if I have to.  All I need to do is dig in a bit to get the splinter."

She stopped trying to pull away, but looked at him suspiciously.  "I don't think I trust you that much..."

"That's what this is about, Slayer.  Me proving to you that I can be trusted.  The fable about the thorn in the Pope's butt, remember?"

Buffy's lips twitched.  Damn him for making her smile when she was trying to be serious.  "Yeah... Okay... But don't go crazy, or I'll... y'know, do bad stuff to you."

Spike shifted into game face and looked at her hurt finger closely.

Buffy thought, 'Shit, I really must be going out of my mind... Voluntarily letting any Vamp perform surgery on my finger with his fangs ain't smart.  I swear to God, I'll rip his arms off and beat him into unconsciousness with them if he tries sticking my finger in his mouth and biting me...'

The "surgery" only lasted about 10 seconds.  Spike delicately used his left incisor to get alongside the splinter and coax more of it above the surface of her skin.  Then he looked at her finger again, using his nails to tug the piece of wood the rest of the way out.  

Buffy winced a bit, but then it was out.

Spike swallowed hard, seeing a bead of blood rush up from the tiny hole where the splinter had been.  "Th-There you are, all better, courtesy of Dr. Spike."  He held up the offending splinter for her to see, as his face regained its more pleasant Human appearance.  

Buffy smiled and examined her finger.  "Thanks... I must say that I'm impressed that you didn't try anything gross or stupid -- or both."

"Yeah, well... I said I wouldn't.  I keep my promises."

"Some of them, anyway."  Buffy took the splinter from him, and threw it into the fireplace.

Spike frowned.  "I always keep my promises." 

"Didn't you promise never to come back to Sunnydale once or twice?" she asked teasingly.

His mouth opened and closed.  "I... may have... Can't recall.  Let me amend that to:  I keep all of the promises that I remember keeping."

Buffy shook her head, smiling.  "How convenient.  I didn't know Vampires could be so..."  She didn't want to use the word 'gentle'.  "So... careful with their big, pointy teeth."

"Glad I could demonstrate a hidden talent.  With experience, we can be very gentle, even to the point where we can bite someone with them feeling only the slightest pain."  

"Oh?" Buffy asked, wondering if he'd been doing some snacking on Humans that she didn't know about.

"To answer the question on the tip of your tongue:  no, I haven't been secretly biting Humans.  They're still off the menu.  The gentle bite isn't something that can be rushed, it has to be done with both parties being utterly relaxed."  He was trying to focus on the conversation, but it was so hard to think of anything except the sweet, delicious smell of Slayer blood invading his nose.

Buffy took pity on Spike, he was looking at her finger so longingly, and he'd been true to his word about not trying to trick her into getting a quick lick.  And it felt good to her to be needed for anything.  Spike needed just a taste to help him hang on a while longer.  He'd surprised her by refusing to take her blood without consent before, so she kind of owed him one.

"I don't believe I'm even thinking about doing this -- and if you tell anyone when we get back home, I'll deny it and then kick your ass -- but... you can suck on my finger."

Spike's glassy eyes widened, he stared at her.  "Are... you sure?"  He wanted to make sure he hadn't heard only what he desired to hear.

"Yes," Buffy said reluctantly, raising her index finger to his mouth.  "I was going to put it back in my mouth anyway... But no biting, do you understand?"

Spike nodded eagerly, still a bit shocked that she was offering to do this.  Sucking on her injured finger wouldn't give him the nourishment he required, but the taste of Slayer blood (even a drop of it) was the sweetest thing in the world and might give him the energy to carry on a while longer without a substantial meal.  Though there were a few very close runners-up in the 'sweetest tasting thing in the world' category (that also belonged to Buffy) not that he'd ever get a chance to sample them outside of a wet dream/fantasy.

He licked his lips, opened his mouth a bit and slid the tip of her finger past his lips.  Spike closed his eyes at the taste of her skin and blood.  He was cautious not to let his instincts take over, if he scared her and pissed her off, Buffy would never even think of trusting him again.

Spike gently stroked the small hole in her finger with the tip of his tongue.  It felt weird to Buffy at first... then it started feeling really good.  Her finger wasn't stinging nearly as much after only a few dabs of his tongue.   

He opened his eyes and looked into hers as he sucked more of her finger into his mouth, up to the first knuckle, still gently swiping at it with his tongue.  Buffy let him, this felt really good too.  Both sets of eyes were unfocused, both Slayer and Vampire were affected by the sensuality of what he was doing.  

Spike had forgotten about how Slayer blood effected a Vampire's nether regions, acting as an aphrodisiac.  It was completely involuntary, the same as if Buffy were to rub his cock -- though there was no way in hell that was ever gonna happen.

Buffy pretended not to notice the movement within his shorts.  She was feeling a bit damp in the panties herself.  His hot, wet, softly sucking mouth felt heavenly.  Was she going to pull her finger out only to replace it with her tongue?  Buffy had the crazy impulse to do just that.

Before Buffy could do any ill-advised inserting of her tongue, the witch came in, stopping abruptly when she saw them together in Spike's corner.  "What are you two doing?!"

Buffy jumped to her feet, quickly extracting her finger from Spike's mouth.  "N-Nothing."

"I won't permit any hanky-panky between you two.  You bad children these days with your filthy minds!"

Spike shook his head to get rid of the cobwebs.  "That you'd find offensive, but you have no problem terrorizing, abusing, and eating people?  Interesting moral code you have there."

"There was no hanky or panky," Buffy insisted, hoping the witch didn't notice how rosy her cheeks were.  "Spike was just... I got a splinter in my finger from the broom, and he got it out for me."

"Yeah, that's all it was.  Buffy had a nasty splinter."  

Wicked Willow was still squinting suspiciously at them, making them nervous about getting punished again, and momentarily forgetting how close they'd been to actually kissing.  

The witch dropped her scrutinizing gaze to the floor.  "My floor is still filthy!  Mind your task, girl!  You lazy thing!  I can't take my eyes off you for a minute!"

"I told you that damn broom gave me --"

"Are you sassing me?" the witch asked tersely.

Buffy pressed her lips together and slowly shook her head no.  Oh, how she wanted to beat the hell out of that green bitch.  Just 30 seconds without that protection spell, even only 5 seconds would be sufficient.

The witch picked up the broom and threw it at Buffy, who caught it just before it could whack her in the forehead.  "Get to sweeping!"

Buffy clenched her jaw and went back to sweeping the floor.

The witch went over to Spike, luckily just seeing her was enough to make his erection of a minute ago deflate rapidly.  She looked at his unfinished heap of food.  "You get busy too!  I should punish you good for not having more eaten by now!  Did you give her any?  Because if you did..."

"No, Buffy didn't have any.  I'll eat the sodding food, alright?  No need to zap me again."  He glared up at her as he stuffed an éclair in his mouth.

Evil Willow smiled.  "That's a good boy, you eat it all up now."  

She went into her bedroom, leaving them alone again.  

Buffy couldn't look directly at him, she was embarrassed about what she'd let him do, how it had made her body react, and what she'd been thinking about doing right before they were interrupted.  Buffy thought, 'Whoa, Spike sucking my finger was getting me so hot!  Shit!  I need to clear my head... It must be some kind of weird thrall that Vamps do... Yeah, that must be it, because I would never...' She kept her head down as she swept the floor, convincing herself that any 'Spike is hot' thoughts weren't her own, but eerie Vampire hypno powers or the Unari muddling up her mind.

Confusing thoughts and feelings coursed through Spike too.  That taste of her blood had been worth the price of admission all by itself.  He was still very hungry, but felt a bit more energetic.  It had to be his imagination, but he could have sworn that Buffy was getting into it.  She'd appeared to be leaning down closer, her eyes fixed on his lips as if she wanted to kiss them.  His senses couldn't be completely trusted in the weakened state of his mind and body, he even fancied he could smell sexual excitement coming from her -- but that couldn't be true.

Spike sighed, mentally chastising himself for reading more into every action and look from Buffy than there actually was.  He could only shoot quick glances at her, not able to look her in the eye either.  His feelings for the petite Slayer were deepening, getting stronger by the day.  How much longer could he hide his intense lust and love for her?  Spike didn't think he could take hearing her reject him, and no doubt she'd have a horror-struck look on her face while she told him.  It would break his heart if it happened back in Sunnydale, but here (in this crazy, off-putting dimension) it might completely crush him.

Spike cast those upsetting thoughts aside for now and focused on making progress on eating the mountain of food he was required to finish, grimacing as he popped another pastry into his mouth.





Spike and Buffy didn't bring up the splinter removal/finger sucking incident again.  Both were too unsure of themselves to mention it.  They might accidentally reveal things they weren't ready to, things with the potential to be very embarrassing.  They might also get a response that they weren't ready for.

Buffy was afraid of her new feelings for Spike.  She was seeing him in a brand new light, seeing that he could be trusted, and it felt good to have him on her side.  And there was the ever-growing sexual attraction she felt for him...  She was confused, not knowing how or why she was feeling so strongly about Spike.  It wasn't proper -- it was wrong -- but it was happening.  Buffy vowed to try keeping herself under tight control, just in case she had the urge to say or do something stupid in her stressed out and food deprived state. 

Spike was still afraid of his feelings for her too.  Since they'd arrived here, he'd gone from denying to himself that he felt anything more than lust for Buffy, to knowing that he was in love.  He was willing to lay his own life on the line for her, seeing her being hurt or suffer made him hurt too.  He knew it was wrong for him lust for her, and even wronger to love her -- but that's what was happening.  Buffy had surprised the hell out of him with her kind, apologetic words to him, and then when she'd offered her finger to him.  She was obviously changing her attitude toward him.  But that didn't mean she'd be interested in something... more.  If she discovered how he really felt, that might undo all of the goodwill they'd created.  No doubt the Slayer would find his attraction to her inappropriate and offensive.  Spike could only pray that he didn't have any more losses of control like he had the night of that first bath...

They both decided to keep their feelings to themselves.





The day after the splinter/finger sucking incident...

The witch had gone into the forest to collect herbs and ingredients.  Before leaving, she'd ordered Spike and Buffy to do their usual chores while she was away.

Buffy was beyond sick and tired at being given meals of bread, water, and the weird, icky crab-shells, while Spike was presented with delicious cakes, candies and stews.  She had no desire to be force-fed in order to fatten her up for the cooking pot or oven, but letting her have  one frickin' piece of cake wouldn't be the end of the world!

She sat down in her corner to rest for a few minutes after sweeping the stupid floor yet again.  Her hunger was getting harder to manage.

Buffy watched Spike spooning some cheesecake into his mouth.  Buffy licked her lips, salivating as he licked his own lips and chewed thoughtfully.  There was still some creamy cake at the corner of his mouth and on his lower lip.  She wanted to crawl across the floor to him and lick the cake from his mouth... Maybe smear it on that muscley chest and those ripped abs and eat it off of him...

Oh God... my brain is really starting to shut down!  We have *got* to find a way to escape this damn house!  Oh, but it looks so good...' 

Spike stopped chewing and looked at her out of the corner of his eye, noticing that she was staring at him strangely.  "What?" he asked around a mouthful of food.

"Hey," Buffy said coolly, nodding at him, "gimme somma that."

 He swallowed the bite.  "Some of what?"

"That cake... I want it."

He'd never seen Buffy look so... hungry.  And as dire as their predicament was, that look on her face and the huskiness of her voice turned him on.  The hunger for food looked very much like a hunger for sex.  "We don't know how long Witchiepoo is going to be gone this time, don't know if you should risk it.  You know she'd most likely flog and flay us both if she caught me giving you the good food."

"And do you do everything Wicked Willow tells you to do?  Thought you were supposed to be a rebel," Buffy taunted him, a gleam in her eye.  "Are you that scared?"

"Hey, I was only..."  He was going to say 'I was only concerned for you', but was able to stop himself.  "I don't follow anyone's orders.  I'm not scared of her.  Well... that's obviously a lie.  We've both got good reason to be afraid of that crazy bitch, we've avoided being abused too much by being good li'l prisoners the last few days.  And I don't have the Stockholm Syndrome just yet either.  I’d just like to avoid being beaten or getting a jolt from that bloody wand if I can help it, that‘s all.  If you're set on having a bite you can steal whatever you want."

"I want that," Buffy eyed the cheesecake on his plate, trying to keep from drooling.  She didn't know why that food was the most delicious looking thing in the candy house -- she only knew that she had to have it.

He raised his eyebrows, but didn't ask why it was so important for her to have the cake specifically.  Spike held out the plate of cheesecake, "Here, have at it."
  
Buffy was able to control herself from just pouncing on Spike -- on the cake... not on Spike.  She got up and walked calmly over, then knelt down beside him.  She bit her lip and ran a fingertip on top of the cake.  She slid her finger into her mouth, closing her eyes and moaning.

"Oh my God... ohhh that's sooo good!"  Buffy breathed heavily with an orgasmic look on her face.

Spike's eyelids lowered slightly, he had to bite back a moan of his own at how hot seeing and hearing her do that was.  

Buffy went back to the plate again and again, scooping globs of cake up with her fingers and then putting them in her mouth to lick and suck them clean.  

Spike was still holding the plate, he'd had to clutch it over his crotch to prevent her from seeing how very much he enjoyed watching her dine.  He had a hard-on that wouldn't quit.  

He swallowed and cleared his throat.  "Good... eh?"

She nodded and made sure to lick up every last blob of cake.  Spike bit his tongue when Buffy actually lowered her head to his lap and licked the plate clean.  His stiffy was pressing against the bottom of the plate, so every press of her tongue on the plate nudged him.  Having her bent over his lap, tongue extended... it was more than he could take.  A fantasy inundated his mind...


Spike's fantasy

An especially firm lick caused the dish to slip, Buffy noticed Spike's condition and gasped.  

He covered himself with the plate again, holding his breath to see what she would say or do.

Then she put her hand on Spike's thigh and looked at him with a kittenish smile.  "Hmmm, looks like I'm not the only one who really likes cheesecake..."  

Spike looked from her smoldering green eyes to the hand beginning to massage his thigh.  "Uh... what're you... You're not... pissed that I..."

Buffy took the plate from his hands and flung it away like a Frisbee, then smiled at the lump in his leather shorts.  "We've had such a bad time in this place so far, Spike.  Since we're alone... let's make with a little fun."

Spike could only stare in amazement when Buffy's hand moved up his thigh and cupped him.  He closed his eyes and hissed with pleasure as she fondled him.  

"Oooh, nice!" Buffy giggled.  She used both hands to undo the bindings on his shorts.  She brought out his thickening cock and began stroking it.  She used her free hand to tug the shorts down further in order to get total access to his naughty bits.

Spike put a hand on the back of her neck and crushed his lips to hers.  They moaned into each other's mouths, tongues tangling and thrusting.  Buffy pulled away from his lips -- he thought she was 'coming back to her senses' for a moment.  But she made him gasp with delight when she lowered her mouth onto his rigid cock.

Buffy rubbed his throbbing flesh with her tongue and rolled his balls in the palm of her hand as her head bobbed up and down.

His fingers slid into her hair.  'Ohhh!  Fuck, Buffy!" he groaned.

She slid her mouth up and off of his dick, then sat up and grinned.  "I like that idea!  Buffy needs a good hard fuckin'!"

That wasn't nearly enough cocksucking, in Spike's opinion.  But if she wanted him to fuck her right now, he had absolutely no problems with it.

Buffy hopped onto his lap, straddling him.  Their mouths fused together again, Buffy ran her hands over his cheekbones and into his hair.  Spike frantically gathered up her skirts, needing desperately to be inside of her.  He ripped her underwear away, Buffy squeaked and giggled at his roughness.

And then his cock was pushing up into her heat.  Buffy let out a little cry into his mouth and took his hardness fully inside her.  She ground her box against him.

Spike took her hips in his hands and began thrusting up into her.

"Ahhh--Buffy!" Spike panted.  "Fuck, pet!"  She was so tight and hot that he thought he might lose his mind -- she felt just as wonderful as he’d always imagined she would.

Buffy bounced harder on his dick, gasping for breath and moaning.  "Ohhh!  Yes!  Ohhh fuck me, Spike!"

He gripped her ass in his hands and moved them down to the floor, with her on her back.  Buffy looked up at him, looking more beautiful than he'd ever seen her.  She looked stunning, so flushed and aroused.

A piece of chocolate cake was right next to her shoulder.  Spike smirked, holding back from just hammering away at her.  He only gently moved his hips, and asked, "Still hungry, pet?"  He scooped two fingers into the cake, then put them to her mouth.

Buffy opened wide and enveloped his fingers with her mouth.  "Mmmmmm!"  Her eyes twinkled as her tongue swiped the moist cake from his digits.  

Spike groaned as she sucked and chewed on his fingers.  Buffy wound her legs around him and grasped at his shoulders.  He slowly pulled his fingers out of her mouth, she licked at his fingertips.

"Please fuck me, Spike," Buffy whispered, hugging his lower body to her with her powerful legs.  "I need you to fuck me hard and fuck me deep, baby."

Spike grinned, not needing to be asked twice.  He made Buffy squeal when he started pounding into her.

"YES!  OH YES!" Buffy screamed, scratching and digging her nails into his arms.

He attacked her neck with blunt teeth, nipping and sucking at her tender skin.

She clutched him tighter, he felt her inner walls begin to squeeze his cock.  He growled lustily and pounded her quim even harder.

Buffy yelled, "Ohh!  Cumming!  Bite me, Spike!"  She tilted her head to the side, offering her throat to him.

His fangs extended, his eyes glowed yellow.  He growled hungrily, wanting this more than anything he‘d ever wanted in his life -- as a mortal or Vampire.  Spike licked her neck, then opened wide and bit down.  He buried his fangs and cock deep inside her, immediately exploding with intense pleasure.  Her blood was like nothing he’d had before.  Ambrosia.  Love, desire, paradise, ecstasy -- every pleasurable sensation and state of mind rolled into one.  His hips kept pumping, he continued to paint the inside of her pussy white with his thick spunk while pulling her hot blood into his mouth.

"YESSSS!  Bite me, fuck me!" Buffy screamed as her pussy furiously milked his spurting cock.  "I love you, Spike!  Ohhh Spike!"



"Spike?  Earth to, Spike!" Buffy waved her hand in front of his face, she was wiping the cheesecake from her mouth with her other hand.

He snapped out of the fantasy and looked at her dumbly, not sure what was real and what wasn‘t yet.  “Hunh?”

“I asked if you’re okay... you look weird.”  Buffy noticed that Spike looked odd when she’d sat back up from licking the plate like an animal -- which she couldn’t believe she’d actually done.  But the cake was just sooo good, and she was sooo hungry.  He was breathing harder, his head was tilted back, he was still gripping the empty plate in his hands.  Buffy was concerned that something was wrong with him, but couldn't help thinking that he looked very... sexy.  “Are you in pain?” Buffy asked sympathetically.

“Pain...?”  Spike gulped and tried shaking off his rampant horniness, while keeping the plate positioned over his lap.  

“You looked kind of... pained.”

“Ah... yeah, just some... hunger pangs.  I‘m fine... no worries.” 

Spike thought, ‘Bloody hell!  Did I cum in my shorts?!’  But there didn’t seem to be excessive moisture in his shorts, thankfully.  However, his cock was hard and aching.  He would’ve jizzed in the damn lederhosen if she hadn’t spoken to him and brought him out of the fantasy.  That would’ve been embarrassing... Spike didn't embarrass easily, but that would've done it.

It had happened again -- he’d slipped into a fantasy without realizing it.  He gave silent thanks that he hadn’t grabbed Buffy and tried making his dream a reality, or whipped out his cock and wanked it.  The Slayer surely would’ve freaked out if either of those things had happened.  She'd probably never speak to him again and/or beat the tar out of him.

Spike was having trouble focusing on anything other than the sensations from his angry, throbbing cock, and watching Buffy’s pink tongue dabbing at her upper lip.

“You still look weird,” she observed.  “Is there anything I can do...?”

There was something very specific she could do for him... He swallowed and looked away from her enticing mouth.  “No, s’okay.  You’d best... clean up all bits of cake and go back to doing what you were doing before she comes back.”

Buffy sighed and nodded.  "Yeah... I know.  But I have to say, that was the most delicious cake I ever had!  I need to get me one of those magic wands to whip up some food when we get back home.  Nobody will make cracks about me being a lousy cook ever again.”  She stood back up and went to the fresh water bucket to clean herself up.

Spike kept the empty plate over his extra bulgy bulge and hoped he didn't look as besotted and horny as he felt.  "Make sure you... uh, don't have any trace of it on you.  She'll most likely check to see if you were... naughty."

Naughty Buffy... now there was a girl he would love to know intimately.  Just like he had in the fantasy.  

Spike groaned at the pile of food that he had to make progress on before the witch came back.  He didn’t fancy the crazy bitch beating him up or zapping him.  He tried thinking of every unsexy thing he could in order to make his hard-on go away.  The Angel/Riley/Xander sausage-fest would likely do the trick again.

He picked up another piece of cake and tucked in.





After covering the evidence that she’d snuck food, Buffy sat down in her corner to rest for a minute longer.  She looked at Spike as he wolfed down more delicious cake.  She rubbed her stomach when it growled again, apparently the little bit of cake-y goodness wasn’t enough to sate her for very long.

Buffy watched Spike pick up a long, chocolate-frosted, whipped cream-topped pastry.  He stuck his tongue in the side of the éclair, and lapped at the custard oozing out.  His lips were covered with creamy goodness; his tongue dipped into the hole again and again.  

Buffy had felt tingly with excitement when she'd eaten the cake, those tingles weren't going away.  The excitement was also sexual in nature -- her nipples hardened, her pussy was getting moist.  She desperately wanted to touch herself (or better yet, have him touch her) and squirmed to get some friction between her legs.

To her, he looked like a giant, Spike-shaped piece of cake -- tasty, sinful, and oh-so-bad for her.  Buffy salivated as he licked his lips and swallowed.  There was still plenty of whipped cream on Spike's mouth.  Her clit throbbed with need.  She imagined herself taking the pastry and doing what she’d thought of before:  smooshing and smearing it all over Spike’s luscious body... eating it off of him... She let out a shuddery breath, her eyes hooded.  It was just too frickin' hot!  A sinful fantasy played out in her mind...  


Buffy’s fantasy...


She crawled her way over to Spike on her hands and knees.  

Spike looked up at her when she was a few feet away, seeming confused and perhaps a bit nervous as to why she was prowling at him like a jungle cat.  She looked ravenous; like she might start gnawing on his arm or leg.  He swallowed and was about to ask what she was doing, when Buffy pounced.  She took his face in her hands and plastered her mouth over his.

Spike "Mmmph!”ed" and flailed a bit in surprise as her tongue plumbed his mouth.  Buffy climbed onto his lap, knocking the empty plate away.  She extracted her tongue from his mouth to lick his lips free of cream.

"Shit, Buffy!  What're you doing?" Spike gasped.

She smirked and took the éclair from his hand.  "I'm hungry, and you look yummy.  But you can get even yummier."  She squeezed the pastry, custard and cream erupted from the top and the hole that Spike's tongue had made in the side, dripping blobs of it onto his chest.  It made her giggle to see the stunned look on Spike's face.  

"I'm gonna blow your mind, and then maybe another part of your body," she said devilishly.  Buffy smeared the gooeyness around on his chest while shoving her tongue back into his delicious mouth.  "Want you!"  She bit his bottom lip.

Any hesitation he had was gone in an instant.  Spike ripped at her dirndl; Buffy ripped at his shorts.  They were both naked without much effort at all, their clothing in tatters around them.  Spike rolled them to the floor.  Buffy snatched up another éclair as he pushed her onto her back.  She alternated licking the cream from his chest and kissing his mouth.  

He took another pastry and squeezed it over her chest.  Buffy giggled as the cream filling plopped onto her skin.  Spike smiled and bent his head down to lick her breasts clean.  His tongue and hands traveled over her chest, swirling and rubbing the cream filling around.  Each of her hard nipples was lavished with attention -- Spike circled them with his tongue, gave them a good, hard suck, then a little nibble.  The sensations were driving Buffy crazier with lust.

Buffy rubbed her éclair on the nipple Spike wasn't currently sucking on, giving him more to lick up. 

They were both getting wonderfully sticky and messy.  Buffy's chest and stomach were wet and smeared with custard and cream, Spike's face and chest were tacky with it too.

Buffy ran her sticky fingers through Spike's hair, smiling when he moved down her body, kissing and swiping at her with his tongue.  She bit the end of the pastry off and chewed, "Ohhmm yeah!  Keep going!"  
She spread her legs wide, giving him all the room he needed.  

She was getting whipped into a sexual frenzy, wanting more food, more licking, more everything.  Buffy took handfuls of cake and cookies, smearing and crumbling the food onto her torso.  Combining sex and food had never held much appeal to her before, it had even seemed gross.  But now she was letting her freak flag fly, relishing and loving everything about it.

Buffy laughed at the strange (but great!) sensation of cream squirting out of a donut onto her pussy.  The giggles turned into jagged moans when Spike's tongue began laving her nether lips.  He lapped at her pussy, then his tongue was burrowing between her folds.

Buffy pressed her thighs against the sides of his head while sucking the cream out of the pastry.  Spike licked and munched on her creamy pussy.  She arched up when he sucked on her thumping clit, "Ohhh--Ahhh yesss!"  Waves of pleasure rippled through her body.

Spike smiled, looking up at her face.  "I wouldn't have any trouble eatin' all this food if I could do it like this."

"Yes!  Eat it!  Eat my fucking pussy!"  Buffy gasped with pleasure, pushing his face back onto her quivering sex.  "Don't stop!  Ohhhmm!" she took a bite out of another pastry, chewing and savoring it while Spike dined on her pussy.  

"Mmmm, Buffy, always knew you'd be delicious!" Spike moaned, licking and slurping on her.    

"Hey, let's do that 69 thing!" Buffy said brightly.  She'd never done that before, but for some reason really wanted to do it right now.  Buffy had never even given a blowjob before, though she knew the basic moves.  She wanted his big, luscious cock to be the first.  "You can give me something else to do with my mouth."

"Just don't mistake my dick for an éclair -- no hard biting," Spike chuckled.

"Don't worry, baby, I won't get mixed up.  No bites, but I do wanna see if I can suck the cream out of your éclair," she giggled and winked.

"I don't see that being a problem," Spike said with a smirk as he went down onto his back.

Buffy was on him in a flash, first straddling him and dipping her head down to kiss his sweet lips.  Then she spun around, her knees on either side of his head.  Spike put his hands on her hips, bringing her down to his waiting mouth, and diving right back into her saturated pussy.

Buffy just stopped to enjoy it for a minute, gyrating against his mouth.  "Ohhh shit!" she breathed.  "Ohh that's so good!"

She didn't make him wait too long, Buffy took a donut from the pile of food (conveniently located right next to them) and squeezed the white creamy filling out onto the palm of her hand, then slathered it all over his hard cock.  She slowly pumped him in her slippery fist, giving little licks the head and sides.  Then she just had to have him in her mouth, taking about half of his considerable length in and bobbing on it.

She felt him inserting a finger into her, and then another.  He finger-fucked her, pumping hard and fast while sucking on her clit.

Buffy whined and moaned around his girth, slobbering and bobbing.  She let him slide out of her mouth when her orgasm hit her like a freight train.  "YES!  OH FUCK!" she screamed, her body shaking all over.  She humped his face while pumping his dick furiously.  "Give me the cream, Spike!  I want it all, give it to me!"  She growled and wrapped her lips around his cockhead, sucking like a vacuum cleaner.

Spike's hips started to buck, then a moment later he grunted into her pussy and jets of cum began to flood her sucking mouth.  

Buffy smiled and moaned happily, slurping down all of his thick, creamy jizz.  She wasn't sure what sperm tasted like on its own, but she would highly recommend combining it with the cream filling of a donut. 

Spike pushed her hips up, holding her hips in his hands and panting for breath.  "Bloody hell!  You're amazing, Buffy!"

"Mmmm, you are too.  And you're still hard!"  She grinned and stroked his steely member.  "Good, 'cause next I want you to fuck me while I eat some more cake!" 

"I'd love to, pet."  

Buffy giggled as he spun her body back around so that she was laying on him, sticky chest to sticky chest.  Then Spike rolled them over.

He smiled down at her and wriggled his hips to get between her thighs.  "You want it hard, pet?  Want me to fuck you like a man possessed?"

"Oooh yes!"  She growled and bared her teeth, wrapping her legs and arms around his body.  "Yes, give it to me hard!  Fuck me!"

Buffy gasped and tilted her head back as his cock began pushing into her core.  Spike lowered his head to kiss and suck on her neck.  She gasped again when she felt his fangs scrape lightly over her skin -- but, strangely, she wasn't afraid.  The thought of Spike burying his fangs and cock into her at the same time was exceedingly erotic.  She wanted it, she wanted all of him.

 Spike whispered, "I love you, my sweet Buffy.  Ohh Buffy..."


“Buffy?  Hey, Slayer!”  Spike was looking at her with a furrowed brow, calling to her from across the room.

It was Buffy’s turn to be shaken from a fantasy.  She blinked and looked down, blushing furiously.  The entire thing -- from when she saw him poking his tongue into that éclair -- had been in her mind.

‘Holy shit... That was crazy!  What kind of sex-crazed freak am I?!  I’m woozy with hunger, that’s what it is.  Woozy!  And he’s... all cake-y and creamy, almost naked and scrumptious looking.  Not my fault...'  

"You alright?" Spike asked.  "Looked like you were gonna faint."

She cleared her throat.  "Yeah... just sleepy."

"Lay down and take a rest then before the Green Meanie comes back.  Make sure you got all traces of the cake off you."

"I-I did, I'm clean.  Yeah, a siesta sounds good..."  

Buffy turned away from him and laid on her side, eyes wide as her mind replayed the crazy daydream again.  The oral sex, the rough kisses and groping, her having to imagine what being fucked with a big cock like his would feel like -- it was all so very good.  The thing about his fangs exciting her was a surprise, no way would she find that hot in real life.  At least... she didn't think she would.  And there was all that messiness with the food... Buffy had never seriously thought about using food in combination with sex, she was never that kinky or experimental.  But she could see why people did do it now... and she wanted to try it in real life... sometime.  Not now... not with Spike... Never with Spike...

'Oh dammit!  Who am I trying to kid?' Buffy asked herself.  'I want him.  I want him soooo goddamn bad... and it's only a matter of time before I actually do jump his bones.  Please, God, help me control myself...'
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