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Chapter 1

Part 1


Prologue/Summary to Is It Christmas Yet? 


For those who've not followed this AU Season Five series-- (and why would you? It was never intended to be a series, and the original story was probably written ten years ago, with another big gap to the next one, and then another gap to this one) --- there is no Buffybot because Spike has already had the real thing, and he and Buffy have a budding relationship that is veering between good friends and lovers.  

The first ficlet – pure pwp – is “How Can Something So Cold Make Me So Hot?” a very short, non-canon story, in which Spike helps Buffy out with a bad sunburn. An eye-opening experience for both of them...

Its sequel is “When the Ice Has Melted” and it begins the next day in the same now-AU Sunnydale where the events of the first story occurred. 
No porn at all in this one, with or without plot, as Buffy and Spike deal with the aftermath of their encounter and what it revealed to them about their relationship and possible feelings for each other. Riley doesn’t take it well, which drives Buffy and Spike even closer together. 

That closeness has become obvious to everyone, even Xander, by the time this third fic begins a day or so after the end of “When the Ice Has Melted”. We jump from that little scene to some time later when it’s approaching Christmas.


IS IT CHRISTMAS YET?

Part One


"So, you and the Buffster?  When did that happen?"

"It hasn't happened. We told you—she's got too much else on her mind."

“Well, she’s obviously thinking about it,” Xander said, just a trace of jealousy and sadness in his voice. “I don’t know what it is with her and the undead…”

“Why? Because human men have always done so well by her?”  Spike stared into Xander’s face until the boy blinked and nodded.

“Okay. So maybe she’s had a few losers… but I thought Riley….”

“He couldn’t handle what she is. Doubt many men could. Or would. Girl needs someone to love her for what she is, not in spite of it.”

“And that would be you?” Xander’s disbelief was plain on his face.

Spike shrugged. “Could be. It’s up to her.”

“If you hurt her—”

“Understood.” Spike stood up and went to move away from Xander’s threatening expression. He stopped, his back to Xander. “I’m not him, you know. Nothin’ like that bloody wanker.”

“So you say.”

“So I say.” Spike walked away to wait for Buffy to arrive. 



~~~~~~~~~~

Many weeks later, as the store filled up with early Christmas shoppers, Xander moved to the back to join Spike at the table. They had long since settled into a relationship that included exchanging insults and threats while becoming each other’s most frequent male companion.

“Shop is doing good business, innit?”

“Seems to be. Turns out Anya is a really good businesswoman.  I think Giles lets her do whatever she wants as long as the shop keeps bringing in money.”

“Good decision on his part. I don’t think they cover shopkeeping in watcher school.” 

Spike answered absently, his attention clearly on Buffy who had just entered the store and was wending her way through the customers. She’d almost made it when Anya noticed her and called her over.

“Buffy! Good. I’m glad you’re here. Giles and I can’t leave the sales floor and those two—” she gestured at Xander and Spike who tried to appear equally interested in the tabletop—“are worthless. Here‘s a list – run downstairs and get these items and restock the shelves.  No merchandise means no money coming in!”  As she spoke, Anya was ringing up another sale with one hand and giving Buffy the list with the other.

Buffy sighed, but nodded and walked to the stairs, pausing to smack Spike and Xander on the head as she passed the table. 

“Let’s go, worthless guys. You can carry things up for me.”  

With matching groans, they followed her down the stairs to the dimly-lit stockroom.  

As Buffy loaded Spike up with silk scarves, candles and scented sachets, Xander snickered at him, bringing on a serious snarl:  “If you tell anyone about this, I will rip your lungs out. Chip or no chip.”

“Yeah, yeah. Like I want the guys I work with to see me draped in gaudy jewelry!” Xander held his arms out so that Buffy could put necklaces and bracelets on them.

“Quit complaining. Just take this stuff up and come back down for another load. If you don’t know where it goes, put it on the table and I’ll take care of it when I come up.” Buffy shooed them to the stairs and began piling crystals and small geodes into a basket.

When Spike and Xander reached the top of the stairs, they could see the mob of customers had mostly been taken are of, and the shop was much less crowded.

“Spike, put those candles on the shelves and put the sachets near the candles with the same scent. Give the scarves to Xander for display with the jewelry. Xander, please display them all in a pleasing fashion on the racks.”

“Bloody hell!” Spike growled, even as he dumped his load of candles and tried to put them into some sort of order. “Can’t you do something with her?”

“Hey, I at least got a ‘please’. I consider that progress.”

As the last customer left the store, Spike hung a scarf around Xander’s neck and began tucking sachets into his shirt and pants pockets, snorting a laugh when his face wrinkled up in disgust. In retaliation, Xander draped several beaded necklaces over Spike’s neck, laughing at the snarls coming from the bedecked vampire.

“That’s it!” Spike grabbed a sparkly tiara and placed it on Xander’s head.

“Oh, it’s on, fangface!”  Xander said, adding a string of jingle bells and a Santa hat to Spike’s head.

“Oh. My. God.”  Buffy’s arrival with her basket full of crystals and other charms stopped them before they could destroy any more displays.

“What the hell?” The jingling of the bell over the door brought all eyes to where Riley was standing, staring with an open mouth at Spike and Xander.

“This doesn’t look like what it is... I mean, this isn’t what it looks like... I mean...” Xander stuttered as he began removing sachets from his pockets, forgetting for the moment the tiara on his head.

“I looks like you’re playing dress-up with a vampire,” Riley said, refusing to look at Spike. “Could explain a lot, I guess...”

“Buffy! Do something with them. I’ll get mine if you get yours.”  Paying no attention to Riley’s dark expression or Buffy’s rolled eyes, Anya snatched the tiara from Xander’s hair and pushed him away from the display shelves. She began organizing the items that had been dropped in heaps on the counter, scolding both men as she did.

Before Buffy could decide how to deal with the “if you get yours” that had Spike smothering a smile and Riley looking like he was going to explode, Spike’s demeanor changed and he narrowed his eyes at Buffy’s ex boyfriend. 

As he carefully removed the jewelry from his neck, and pulled the Santa hat off, his expression went from embarrassment to suspicion, to a look of pure satisfaction, and his mouth widened in a toothy grin.

“Welcome to the club, Captain America.  Let me be the first to teach you how important it is to respect your elders...” He rolled his shoulders and began prowling toward the front of the store.

Only Anya immediately grasped what was going on.

“Not here, Spike!” she shrieked. “Beat him up outside!”

“I’ll take care of you later, Spike,” Riley sniffed dismissively. “I’m here for Buffy.” 

As he spoke, Riley’s features were shifting and it was soon obvious to everyone what Spike and Anya had realized so quickly.  Buffy gave an unhappy sigh before moving up beside Spike to stare coldly at the vampire wearing Riley’s face.

“Get out, Riley,” she said, a stake appearing in her hand as if by magic. “We don’t want to wreck Giles and Anya’s store.”

“Maybe I do want to wreck it,” he snarled, pushing over a display rack and kicking the debris toward them. 

“High and low?” Spike’s quick comment to Buffy and her nod meant nothing to anyone but them, so her dive for Riley’s knees while Spike leaped on his head took everyone by surprise.  Riley crashed to the floor, snarling and snapping at Spike and trying to kick Buffy.  Anya sprinted to the door and held it open for them. They grabbed his legs and shoulders and threw him out onto the sidewalk, following quickly, but not fast enough to prevent him from regaining his feet.

“This isn’t over,” he snarled, dodging behind confused and frightened pedestrians. “I’ll be back for you, Buffy.  We’ll be together, one way or another.”


Rather than run after Riley, Buffy went back to the shop office and picked up the phone. 

“What are you doing? Aren’t you going to get him?”

Buffy ignored Anya’s question as her mother answered the phone. “Mom? I just want to remind you and Dawn not to let Riley in the house.  And until I tell you it’s okay, don’t go anywhere at night.”  She paused, then sighed. “Yes, he did do it. But Spike and I will take care of it as soon as we can. I just wanted to be sure you two knew in case he shows up there.  Yes, Mom, it is too bad. Okay. I love you too.”

Buffy hung up and turned to face Anya. 

“I’ll get him. Don’t worry. Giles? Do you think you can put up something to keep him out of here? I know it’s a public place, but a demon-specific spell of some kind? “

“I’m already working on it,” Giles said from where he was looking through the books on a high shelf.  “If Willow and Tara are coming, the three of us should be able to come up with something specific fairly easily.”

“I changed my mind,” Anya said. “You shouldn’t go chasing after him. You need to stay here to protect us.”

Buffy rolled her eyes. “You’ve got protection. Holy water squirt guns behind the counter, crosses within easy reach, and an experienced watcher. You’ll be fine. I doubt he’ll be back tonight.”  She looked at Spike who was still standing by the closed door, clearly anxious to leave.

“We should warn his friends first.  They won’t be expecting it. He could kill or turn a lot of people if we don’t get there before he does.”

He nodded. “Ready when you are, Slayer.”

XXXXXX

As they walked through downtown, dodging shoppers and admiring the holiday lights on the buildings, Buffy sighed deeply.  Spike put his arm around her and squeezed her shoulders.

“You know this is not your fault, right? Nothing you’ve ever said or done sent that wanker to get himself turned. You did everything you could to talk him out of it.”

She shrugged his arm off. “I’m not stupid, Spike.  I didn’t intend to make him think he wasn’t enough for me, or wasn’t what I really wanted, but obviously I did. I’m not saying I could have helped it – I am what I am – but maybe I shouldn’t have tried to be so.... I don’t know. So something. I must have done something wrong!”

“You did nothing but be your brilliant, deadly self.  His ego did for him. Couldn’t believe you didn’t want him, so went looking for what he thought he needed.“

“I told him he wouldn’t want me any more if he got turned,” she muttered.

“Seems like he still does, pet.  Just not as particular about whether you’re breathin’ or not.”

“Not helping, Spike.” 

“Sorry, love. But that’s how I read it. He thinks he can just walk up and take you. Doesn’t really understand what you are. Or that you have help....” He shook his head.  “The wanker seems to have forgotten the chip doesn’t work on demons.  I’m not the pushover I was when he was human.”

“Even if he forgot, he should have noticed that you were able to attack him when you jumped on his head. He’s probably just counting on being bigger than you are. ”

Spike shrugged. “Sunnydale’s full of the dust of new vamps that thought being bigger than me was all they needed.”

Buffy nodded and gave him a sad smile. “Yeah. Think maybe he’s forgotten how many of them it took to bring you in last year  – and that you got yourself out of there, even with a chip in your head.”

“You almost sound like you’re proud of me, Slayer.” He peered at her to see if she would call him on it, but she smiled again.  

“I’m not saying I want to see the old, unchipped Spike back, but I know better than anybody how good a fighter you are, and Riley wouldn’t have a chance.” She frowned. “Which doesn’t mean I want you getting careless and all cocky if — when you have to fight him. He is a lot bigger than you, and now he’s got all those vamp superpowers too....”

“Are you asking me to do the honors? I’m happy to do it for you if you don’t want to. Not like I don’t owe the big git a kick or two.”

She sighed. “I can do it. I already told him that if I could send Angel to hell when I was seventeen, he wouldn’t be a problem...  I mean, yeah, I liked him when we first met... but he’s very dustable.”  They paused outside the building.  “Maybe you should wait here? These guys might over-react to seeing you.”

“I don’t mind waiting, but—” He touched her arm, stopping her before she could enter the building. “—be careful, luv.  We don’t know how long he’s been a vamp. You could be walkin’ into a nest.”

Buffy nodded. “Guess so. Maybe my back-up should to be standing in the doorway?”

“Maybe the one with no heartbeat should go first.  If I can walk in without an invite, we’ll know what we’re facing.”

“There you go, making sense again. I don’t think I know how to handle that.” The grateful glance she cast his way took any possible sting from her words and Spike smiled at her.

“I have my moments,” he said as he moved past her and pulled the door open. He took a tentative step and came up against the invisible barrier. “Can’t get in, love. Guess you go first.  Might want to hurry, I only hear two heartbeats and they’re beatin’ like—”

His words cut off as Buffy shoved past him, her ears having picked up the sounds of a fight.  “Come in, Spike,” she threw over her shoulder, hoping the invitation would be good even though she wasn’t a resident.  It wasn’t, and he remained in the open doorway, his snarls doing nothing to dissolve the magical barrier.

The scene that greeted Buffy as she rounded the corner to the main room made her groan.  Two live soldiers were facing off, stakes and crosses in hand, against Riley and five other fledgling vampires. The strangers were so newly turned they were still wearing the bloody uniforms they’d been killed in. 

“Ah, there you are, Buffy! I knew you’d see it my way.  Let me just finish off my squad here and I’ll—“

Buffy stepped in front of the two men who’d obviously been taken by surprise when they got home and found their roommates wearing fangs. Behind them were the bodies of two other soldiers who were just beginning to stir as demons took over the bodies.  

“Graham, I need you to say ‘Come in’ to Spike.”  When he hesitated, she snapped, “Now, please. Let him in!”

With a shudder at the sight of one of his buddies trying to get to his feet, fangs already at the ready, Graham pushed his cross in the new vamp’s face and leaned into the foyer to say, “Come in, Spike.”

Moving almost too fast to be seen, Spike was through the door and into the room. He paused to knock out the two fledges just getting to their feet, snarling at Graham and the other soldier, “You know what to do now. Do it!”

Without waiting to see if they’d obeyed, he stepped up beside Buffy. 

“Which ones do you want, Slayer?” he asked, bouncing on the balls of his feet and grinning. “How many can I have?”

“You’re pretty cocky, Spike. For somebody who’s facing trained fighters. In case you haven’t noticed, you’re outnumbered – six of us and only two of you.”

“There are four of us,” Graham said, moving up behind Buffy as the other man flanked Spike. 

Riley laughed. “Don’t worry, I’ll get to you, old buddy. Just stay out of the way,”

“Actually, that’s probably a good idea, Graham.” Buffy exchanged a look with Spike, then continued, “There are only six of them. Maybe you should sit back and watch the fun.”

“But....” Riley frowned, apparently thinking Buffy hadn’t understood the odds.  “There are six of us. And only two of you.”

Spike’s grin widened.

“ ‘preciate your math skills, Capt’n Obvious, but the day the Slayer and I can’t handle a few dirt-covered fledges by ourselves—Oh, one down already.”  While they’d exchanged words, one of the new vamps had grown impatient and leapt at Buffy, only to dust on the point of the stake she brought up in time for him to impale himself on it. 

Riley gestured for the remaining four newly-turned minions to attack, snarling when they hesitated. “Get him!” he said. “He’s just another vamp and there are four of you!”

“All yours,” Buffy said to Spike. “I’ll keep an eye on Riley.”

With a whoop, Spike went into game face and met the tentatively attacking vampires halfway.  Graham and the remaining live soldier retreated to the foyer, watching from what they hoped was a safe distance as Spike showed the newly vamped soldiers the difference between a master vampire who loves to fight and the run-of-the-mill new vampire that had turned them.  While Buffy kept an eye on Riley, Spike punched and kicked and spun and twisted until there was nothing left of the little gang of fledglings but dust and one moaning unfortunate on the floor. Spike bent down and twisted the head off in mid-moan, then stood up and stretched his arms.

“Well, that was a bit of all right,” he said.  “Almost makes up for you keeping the big git for yourself, Slayer.”

Riley stood uncertainly, looking back and forth between them. “You’re going to make her fight me by herself?” he said incredulously. He turned to Buffy. “Why don’t you make him do it?”

“’Cause I let him have those four morons,” she said cheerfully.  “So that means you’re all mine.” She gave him a grin that wouldn’t have looked out of place on Spike. 

He stared at her, yellow eyes narrowed. “You can’t beat me by yourself.” He pointed at Spike. “I might have underestimated him, but—”  

“Ya think?” Spike snorted as he leaned against the wall and lit a cigarette.  

“—But I’ve sparred with you, Buffy. Even if you were holding back a little bit, you can’t possibly be any harder to handle than that.” He jerked his chin at Spike, who laughed and blew smoke out. 

“Slayer can kick my arse six ways to Sunday,” he said with a grin. “You’ve got no idea how much she was holdin’ back when she was tryin’ to protect your ego.”

Riley turned his gaze back to Buffy, who looked momentarily embarrassed, but shrugged in agreement. “What he said.”

Fading back to his human mein, Riley said, “But you couldn’t stake me, could you? Not after what we had together—” Spike’s snarl made Riley smile. “Yeah, that’s right, Spike. She was mine. And she will be again. One way or another. She’ll make a good vampire, don’t you think?”

“She’d make a bloody brilliant vampire, but it’s never gonna happen, you stupid git.”

“You’d really turn me?” 

Spike growled and straightened up from his casual posture as he heard the trace of uncertainty in her voice.  Buffy turned her head to look at him.

“You wouldn’t let that...?”

“You’ve got my word, love. But we both know it’s not gonna—”  

Taking advantage of her distraction, Riley sprang at Buffy, carrying her to the floor with his extra weight.  Unfortunately for him, Buffy fell with her knees already bent, and she straightened her legs to send him flying off to land on his back.  She was on her feet and sitting on his chest before he even realized what had happened.

“You son of a bitch,” she said, punching him in the face. “You’d do that to me? You? You’ve still got dirt under your fingernails!”

“I didn’t have to dig—”

“That was metaphorical,” Buffy sighed, plunging her stake into his heart and sinking to the floor when he dusted.  She sat there for a moment, then stood up and brushed herself off. 

“You okay?” Spike reached a hand toward her cheek, then dropped it to his side when he saw the expression on her face.

“I’m fine,” she said, sighing again. “Which is probably a sign that there’s something wrong with me.” She shrugged. “It’s surprisingly easy to stake ex boy-friends when they’re threatening to turn you into a blood-sucking monster.” She felt rather than saw Spike’s flinch and turned an apologetic smile on him.  “Sorry. Present company excepted, I guess.”

He shook his head. “No apology necessary, love. It’s what I am. Live with that every day, don’t I? Just’ve gotten kind of used to thinking you might be forgettin’ it.”  He lifted his hand again and stroked her cheek. “But you prob’ly shouldn’t.”

Buffy leaned into his hand, encouraging him to pull her into a light embrace. She raised her eyes to meet his. “Sometimes I do. Forget about it. But I know shouldn’t.  I know how fast it can go all wrong.”

“I’m not him, Buffy.” He spoke through clenched teeth, his body suddenly tense. “I don’t have a soul to lose, and as long as I’ve got a chance with you, I’ve got all the reason in the world to keep a lid on my demon.”

“You can do that?”

“If I couldn’t, I’d be just as dusty as the first few poor buggers they’d tried the chip on.  I’ve always been able to control my demon, just never had a reason to before.” His soft gaze made it clear what his reason was.

“Oh,” was Buffy’s soft reply.  “But Ang—”

He dropped his arms and turned away with snarl. “If you finish that sentence, you can forget about a Christmas present.”  He walked away, leaving Buffy standing in the midst of a room full of vampire dust.  


XXXXXXXXXX


After giving the two surviving soldiers an abbreviated explanation of what Riley had done and why, Buffy left them to clean up the area and come up with an explanation for the deaths for which they had no bodies.  As they walked out the door, Spike was still preening about their admiring comments on his fighting prowess. 

Buffy watched him strutting down the street, finally laughing and pushing him off balance.

“You can stop showing off now. Your fan club can’t see you anymore.”

“You’re just jealous, Slayer. Nobody told you how afraid of you they were.”

Buffy rolled her eyes. “Well, at least their fanboy behavior improved your disposition.”

“Nothing wrong with my disposition that can’t be improved by never havin’ to hear my poncy grandsire’s name again. Especially coming from your lips.” Without waiting for her to respond, Spike strode toward a lot selling Christmas trees, leaving Buffy to run after him.

“What are we doing here? Are there vamps in there?”

“Promised your mum I’d bring her a tree, so she wouldn’t have to do it herself.”

“I could have brought her a tree! Why didn’t she ask me?” 

“’Cause she asked me. Stop pouting and help me pick out a good one.”

“What do you even know about picking out a tree?” she grumbled, following him around the lot. “You’re a vampire!”

“Wasn’t born a vampire, Buffy.”  As he spoke, he was holding up a particularly full spruce tree and turning it this way and that.  “What do you think of this one?”

“It’s pretty,” she admitted, “but it looks expensive.”

“I’ve got it.” When she raised her eyebrows at him, he continued. “Done pretty well for myself at the tables lately. And I picked up a bit of dosh as bodyguard for one of my card-playing buddies who needed an escort home with his winnings.”

“Spike... you can’t buy our Christmas tree....”  

“Can if I want to,” he said, his face settling into a stubborn pout. When she glared back at him, he sighed and shook his head. “Alright, then. Call it a gift for your mum if it makes you uncomfortable, Slayer.”

“I’m not sure knowing my mom would be expecting a present from you is any better than letting you buy our tree... It’d be like you were giving me a present.”

“I am giving you a present. Whether you like it or not, Slayer. It’s that time of the year, just relax and enjoy it.”

“You’re getting me a present? I thought you were just saying that because you were mad at me.”

“Was brassed off at you, but I meant it.”  He shook his head. “Well, maybe I didn’t mean the part about not giving it to you, but...”

“Spike...” Buffy hesitated, not sure she knew what she wanted to say, but apparently Spike did.

“Don’t.” 

Carrying the tree, he walked to the cash register and handed the attendant several bills from his wallet. He shook his head when the man offered to put the tree on the roof of his car. “Just tie it up. I’ll carry it.”

As soon as the tree was wrapped with cord, he put it over his shoulder and jerked his head at Buffy. “Let’s go, pet. Want to get it into water as soon as I can.”

Buffy obediently trailed him out of the tree lot, smiling at the gawking attendant as she passed him.  “He’s very strong,” she said.  “Merry Christmas.”

She trotted until she caught up with Spike, who was striding down the street as though he did it every night, carrying a tree that was taller than he was.

“Don’t what?” 

“Don’t say what you think you need to say about any presents I may have for you or anybody in your family.  I don’t want to hear it. It’s Christmas and if I want to buy gifts for the people I... I care about... I’ll do it. Isn’t that what the holiday is all about?”

“So, it’s not just me.”

He shrugged. 

“Spike?”

He stopped and set the tree down. “No, Slayer. It’s not just you. It’s your mum and your annoying little sister too. So stop worrying that I’m doing something unacceptable for a man who isn’t a proper suitor. All I’m doing is helping out with Christmas for a family I care about that doesn’t have a man around the house.”

“I’m beginning to think I should be jealous of my own mother. If I were the jealous type. Which I’m not. And if I had any reason to feel like that about you. Which I don’t,” she added hastily. 

“Of course you don’t.”

“I just wanted to make that clear.”

“Got it, Buffy. You’re not jealous, because you don’t care what I might get up to with other women.” He paused, giving her time to remember her own words when he’d tried to protect his female vampire friends from her, then added, “Good to know.”

“Shut up. And stop grinning.”

“It’s dark, and my face is full of greenery. You’ve got no idea what it’s doing.”

“I know what it’s doing. Just stop it.”  His rich chuckle caused a reluctant smile to cross her face.  “So.... I don’t have to be jealous that you lo-like my mom better than me? ”

“You might, if it weren’t for a few little things.”

“Things? What things?”

“For one, she reminds me too much of my own mum.”  He stopped and set the tree down again, this time turning around to face her while he held it up with one hand. “And for another....” He tipped her chin up so that she could see his eyes. “Always been a one-woman man, always will be. And I saw you first.”

Her soft “oh” was sighed against the lips he brushed over hers.  When she didn’t pull away, he deepened the kiss until he had to break it to snarl at a passing car that honked at them.  He brought his attention back to her and rested his forehead on hers. “Been waiting a long time to do that again,” he said. “I know I promised I wouldn’t push you, but—”

“It’s... it’s okay. I know it’s been a long time... and I wanted to do it too. I just don’t want to... I mean, I kinda do, but I haven’t had time to really think about it, and—” Another kiss that left her clinging to his neck because her knees had suddenly become jelly stopped that train of thought too.  When they finally broke apart, both gasping for air, she forced her legs straight and pushed against his chest.

“Tree... home... Mom...”

“Right. Get the tree home.”  He took a deep unnecessary breath and shouldered the tree again.  “We’re going to continue this... conversation... after we get the tree tucked into a bucket of water for the night.”

The rest of the journey to Revello Drive took place at a pace that would have left most humans wondering where they went.  Spike took the tree around to the back of the house while Buffy went in the front.

“We got the tree, Mom,” she called as she came in. “Where do you want it?”

Joyce emerged from the kitchen, wearing her bathrobe and carrying a cup of tea. “Buffy! Is everything all right? What about Riley? And what do you mean you got the tree?”

“Spike got a tree for us. He took it around back. We need a bucket of water to put it in.” She started toward the kitchen. “Oh, and Riley’s dust and so are most of his buddies, so you don’t have to worry about him.”

“There’s a bucket on the back porch,” Joyce said. “If you don’t need me for anything, I think I’ll head upstairs. Will you be staying in or do you still have patrolling to do?”

“Um.... I don’t...probably? But it might be late when I... we... I’ll see you in the morning. ‘K?”

Joyce stared at Buffy’s flushed face for a full minute, then sighed.  “Just lock the doors behind you when you and Spike leave. And tell him thanks for picking up the tree.”  Without waiting for an answer, she turned and went up the stairs, leaving Buffy to stare after her, wondering if she’d really just been given permission to spend the night with Spike.

Still bemused, she locked the front door and then went out on the porch to see that Spike had already found the bucket and filled it. The tree was now leaning against the side of the house, happily soaking up water.

“So, what’s the plan, Slayer?”

“How much did you hear, Mr. Bat Ears?”

“Most of it,” he admitted. “Missed a bit while the water was running, but I got the gist of it.”

“Did it sound to you like she thinks I might not be staying here tonight?”

“Did, a bit. Wasn’t exactly a rousing ‘Hoorah, you’re going to shag another vampire’, but it was close enough for me. Didn’t sound like she was planning to get the axe out.”

Buffy snorted. “You know she doesn’t actually own an axe, right? That was the school’s fire axe.”

“Was speaking metaphorically, Slayer.”

“I knew that.”

“Did not.”

“Did too... What are you doing?”

“Kissing you,” he murmured against her mouth. “If you haven’t figured that out yet, I must be losing my touch.”  As he spoke, he was using his lips to keep hers too busy to make words, nibbling, breathing out a few words, then fastening his lips on hers again, whispering a few more words into her mouth, and finally sending his tongue out to tease at hers until she responded.  This time, when Buffy’s knees gave out, they both sank less-than-gracefully to the floor of the deck. Spike managed to land on the bottom, cushioning Buffy’s fall without breaking the kiss.

“ooof!”

“Sorry. Are you okay?”

“I’m lying down with you on top of me. If I was any more okay I’d probably spontaneously combust.” He emphasized his words by pushing his hips up against her.

Buffy’s response was to go back to kissing, losing herself in sensation until a chill on her back called her attention to the fact that she was on her mother’s back porch and Spike was trying his best to get her clothes off. With a whimper of protest, she rolled off, only to have him follow her, pinning her down and sucking on her neck.  Instead of the panic his mouth should have caused, she found herself moaning and relaxing bonelessly on the rough boards. 

“Oh. My. God. That shouldn’t feel so good,” she gasped, at the same time tilting her head to give him better access.  His warm chuckle against her throat only added to the sensation and she opened her legs to allow his hips to slide between them. His growl and increased suction as he ground their hips together soon had her wrapping her legs around his hips and grinding back. Between Spike’s growls and Buffy’s steadily louder whimpers, anyone within earshot would have had no problem guessing what they were doing.  With a final yelp, Buffy arched against him, holding herself up until his own jerking release was over.

They remained as they were for several minutes, taking deep breaths and listening for anything to indicate they may have awakened Joyce or Dawn. Spike rolled off to the side, keeping one arm across her body as he slowed his breathing. 

“Did we wake anybody up?”

He listened for another minute, then shook his head. “Doubt it. Heartbeats are nice and slow, breathing is even. I think your mum and the niblet are still asleep.”

“I can’t believe I just did that. Are you—?”

“Bit sticky, but I’ll live. I’m glad I put that shower in the crypt, though. I don’t fancy rinsing off in the sewer.”

“Ugh!” Buffy sat up. “And on that happy note...”

“Stayin’ here then, are you?” His tone was casual, but Buffy could hear the underlying disappointment in his voice.  She leaned down and kissed him, gently and affectionately and with no tongue so he couldn’t mistake her meaning.

“I think I will. Mom’s not 100 percent yet, and she might need some help in the morning.”  She glanced down at him. “Are you okay with that?”

“Guess I’ll have to be,” he grumbled as he sat up. “Sorry, love. Don’t mean to sound greedy, but you know that was just—”

“That was just... pretty amazing, considering we’re both still dressed and my mom is just upstairs. And I know you want... and I do too. But...”

He touched her cheek and pushed back a stray piece of hair. “But you deserve better than a shag in an old grave. I know that, Buffy. I don’t expect you to move in with me and live in a crypt. But right now, it’s the only place I’ve got where I know we can be alone. Can’t be with you here, with Mum next door and Niblet across the hall. You don’t have a room in the dorm now. My little hole in the ground is all I have to offer you. Fixed the downstairs up some from when you were there before, but I know it’s not what you deserve.”

Buffy shook her head. “That’s not what I was saying. I was just saying that since I’m already here, and Mom isn’t all back to herself yet, I don’t think I should leave again.  Even if she did think that’s what I was going to do.” 

“S’pose you’re right at that.” He sat up, then rose to his feet and held out his hand to her. “I’m just being a selfish wanker.”

“Just be patient,” she said. “We’ll figure it out.”

“Maybe you should think about getting your own place,” Spike said. “Could live off-campus like the witches do.”

“Uh huh. And I’m going to pay rent on what I make as the Slayer... oh wait. That’s nothing.”

He sighed. “Now, don’t take this the wrong way, alright?”

She raised her eyebrows and fixed him with an “explain why I shouldn’t” look. 

“I can afford an apartment, Buffy. But with a dead man living there, it wouldn’t be vamp-proof.  If it was in your name... if it was yours... it’d be safe as houses.”

“You want to make me a kept woman? Just so we can....”

“Don’t look at it that way. I’m just trying to have someplace nicer for you to... visit... Someplace that isn’t vamp accessible and a hole in the ground.”

“Spike... “

“It was just a thought, Slayer.” He shrugged and turned away so she couldn’t see his face, moving toward the end of the porch.  She followed him, putting her arms around his waist and resting her head against his back. She held on to his rigid body until she felt him relax and turn. Stepping back, she looked up into eyes that refused to meet hers.

“Sorry. Over-reacted. What’s left of the Victorian gentleman I used to be is embarrassed that I even suggested it.” He peered down at her. “Although he’s not too keen on the idea of you walking yourself home from a graveyard either.” 

“Like that’s never happened.” She rolled her eyes. “And drama queen much? The Victorian what?”

“Nothing. Just, that was my time, wasn’t it? Some of it probably rubbed off on me.”

“Uh huh.”  She stared at him until he looked away and got very busy searching for his cigarettes and lighter.  “So. I’m going to go in. I told Anya I’d help out during the day between now and Christmas Eve, so after I help Mom...”

“You need to get your sleep. Got it. I’ll just take myself on home then. Or maybe take the big git’s surviving mates up on their offer to buy me beer...”

“Okay. Have fun. Don’t get dusty.  I’ll see you tomorrow night. Maybe we can—”

“Don’t’ go promising anything that’s going keep me up all day tomorrow thinkin’ about it, Slayer.  Just say goodnight.”

“Goodnight, Spike,” she said, reaching up to kiss him quickly. 

“Goodnight, love.”
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