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Chapter 42

Sluggish men


[A/N:   I haven’t said it before, but I’ll say it now.  I like Wesley.  I liked Wesley when he showed up in Sunnydale the first time (in a geeky kind of way, I’m a sucker for an English accent and brains).  But when he showed up in Los Angeles . . .  Um yeah, there was the eye candy Angel had been missing. *grins* (Our girl Aly is very lucky).   And I always thought that, the three Englishmen all had more in common than first met the eye.  Aside from the obviously striking good looks and wonderful accents (ironic that only one of them is a real Englishman!!). The title comes from one of the quotes, which are, as always, as attributed.  Disclaimers in effect.]

Previously: Tara has brought her concerns about Willow to Spike.  Buffy doesn’t want to tell anyone else about being in heaven.  And Wesley is still in town.

41.  Sluggish men

There are some sluggish men who are improved by drinking; as there are fruits that are not good until they are rotten.
	Samuel Johnson

Experience is that name that everyone gives to their mistakes.
	Oscar Wilde

The first thing in human personality that dissolves in alcohol is dignity.
	Anonymous



As much as talking to Spike had helped, three days later, Tara wasn’t any closer to a decision.  Neither was she any closer to Willow.

School was starting tomorrow for Dawn and since their shopping trip days earlier, Dawn had been in a frenzied state.  Nothing was worse than a fifteen year old girl starting a new school, especially when the school was on the hellmouth.  Part of her problem had been the shopping trip.  It hadn’t lasted very long, in fact, the girls had returned less than two hours after they’d left, Buffy retreated straight up into her room and Dawn had gone over to Janice’s in a slight huff. Spike had taken Dawn out just last night, before Wesley and Giles came over, to get the rest of Dawn’s things.  Neither sister spoke about it, although Buffy had told her it was difficult, Dawn just rolling her eyes and making a face. 

UC Sunnydale was open also, Willow’s classes were starting today, but hers didn’t start until later in the week.

At the moment, the three Englishmen were sprawled in various positions in the living room exhausted and hung over.  They’d been up until all hours trying to translate some of the older scrolls before Wesley left later on during the day.  Picking up some of the empty bottles she wondered if he was going to have to put off leaving until much much later.

She and Buffy moved quietly around the sleeping men, stepping over out-stretched legs and gently moving their arms into more comfortable positions.  Giles looked the least comfortable, his head tilted at an awkward angle while Spike was stretched out next to him, slouched low, his head resting against the back of the couch.  Wesley was sprawled in the armchair, his exceedingly long legs extended out nearly to the couch.

They looked so disreputably cute that the two girls kept exchanging glances and trying not to laugh out loud.

In spite of the fact Wesley had brought not so good news, Buffy had reversed her earliest opinion of him.  His first trip to Sunnydale had been an absolute disaster.  Arriving as an unwanted and unwelcomed replacement for Giles, Wesley had been so stiff there had been only one possible response to him.

Leaving Sunnydale in disgrace had probably been the best thing to ever happen to him.  He’d found himself, found some security.  Funny how it had come working for Angel.

Throwing a glance at Tara, Buffy lifted Wesley’s glasses off his face, putting them within reach on the coffee table.  He wasn’t a bad looking guy, if you liked tall and thin and smart.  Moving toward Spike, Buffy smiled.  She had her own personal hottie, didn’t need to be looking anywhere else.    He looked so . . . peaceful and utterly adorable when he slept.  He didn’t look like the picture of evil.  If anything he looked like an angel or at least an adorable little boy.  Running her hand down his cheek, Buffy smiled when he shifted and inhaled.

She rarely had time like this to just sit and watch him.   Buffy thought back, trying to remember any time she’d ever had an opportunity to just watch any of her boyfriends.  Stopping short, she realized that yeah, Spike was her boyfriend.  Smiling again, Buffy wondered what he would think about that label.  Not realizing her hand was lingering on his face, Buffy leaned forward, looking at him closer.  Boyfriend was a term that just . . . a soft laugh escaped her, followed by a gasp of surprise when his deep sleepy voice startled her.  “Come snuggle with me kitten.  Need your warmth.”

Snaking a hand around her waist, Spike pulled her down onto his lap.  “What’s got you smilin’?”

She had to say it once, just to see the look on his face.  “Just watching my boyfriend sleep.”

And just as she expected, the look on his face was priceless.  It was so . . . Buffy couldn’t help her giggles.  There was no describing it.  His eyes were wide, his mouth was open and there was just . . .   It was so classically stunned that Tara, who was just coming back into the room, stopped short and started giggling.

“Buffy?”  Tara’s soft laughs were infectious.  “Did you break Spike?”

Collapsing onto his chest, Buffy gave into the giggles that had been threatening.  “Cute, sunshine, real cute.  Go ‘head, laugh at me.”

Their laughter got louder until Spike shushed them both, gesturing to his fellow Englishmen.  “Don’t wanna wake the boys, do ya?”

Which quieted both girls.  Pushing Buffy a little bit away, Spike dropped his voice, not wanting to be overheard.  “Buffy, did you mean that?”

“Guess I just sort of realized it, you know?  Sort of just discovered it myself.”  Her eyes were focused on his, unafraid to face him.

“Not sure ‘m boyfriend material, but if that’s what you wanna call me, won’t object.”

Huffing a little bit, Buffy thumped him lightly.  “Knew you would say something like that.  You know what I mean.  Stop being so . . . so you.”

Spike smirked at her, turning her insides to mush and then, damn him, he smiled at her putting his tongue just under his teeth.  “But you like me this way, kitten.”

“Gggrrrrr Spike.”  But she had a smile on her face, which only made him smirk more.

In one swift movement, Spike had lifted her up and was halfway to the stairs before she realized it.  “C’mon kitten, your boyfriend wants you.”

Her laughing “Sssssspppppiiiiiiikkkkkkeee” followed them down the stairs then his answering voice rolled across her skin  “Buffy.”

Tara’s answering laughter floated up to them.


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

Dawn was chomping at the bit.  Giles and Wesley were taking too long to translate the texts.  Why they’d decided to start translating from the beginning, instead of the end she didn’t really understand.  Were they trying to drive her mad?  What was wrong with them?

Didn’t they understand she had to know?

Once Wesley had arrived and told them he’d found the texts, Dawn had been on edge.  She didn’t want to wait for someone else to tell her what, and who she was made from and how they’d done it.

Dawn was convinced the answers were in the newest of the texts.

When she’d left the house this morning, Spike and the other two were asleep in the living room, glasses and empty beer bottles next to priceless and ancient scrolls.  Running past them out the front door, Dawn was tempted to steal the most likely volume, but changed her mind.  Better she waited until Wesley was gone and Giles completely focused on what he was doing.  At least that was what she’d thought.

But now, coming back in the door a couple of hours later to find two of the three men still in the same positions, Dawn changed her mind.  Of all of them, Spike would have been the one to wake up and catch her.  Now that he was gone, Dawn decided this was her best opportunity.

Quietly tiptoeing past both men, Dawn dropped to her knees beside the box of thin leather-bound volumes.  With a quick glance over her shoulder, Dawn grabbed the top four books.  Flipping through them, she discarded three that weren’t written in English.  Grabbing some more, Dawn quickly checked again and found three more that were.

Stash in hand, Dawn looked around and quickly scurried from the living room up the stairs.

Hiding the books under her mattress, Dawn figured she would read them later, when no one was around.


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

He’d fallen asleep, something he rarely did after they . . . well, had sex.  Buffy snorted a bit.  It wasn’t just sex.  Just sex was what she’d done with Parker, she understood that now.  Sex is pretty much what she’d done with Angel too.  Riley had been different, they’d had something a bit more, but even then that couldn’t compete to what she and Spike did.  Sexual marathons or Olympics was more like it. . . but no, truth was that wasn’t it either.  Spike had years of experience beyond what Riley could ever hope to have and well, the upside was after a happy, he didn’t go all evil on her.  He might kid himself about being evil, but Buffy had seen the truth, had known it when he’d taken that beating for Dawn.

Maybe it was the whole being back from heaven thing, or maybe it was just that she’d stopped kidding herself about the nature of good and evil, but Buffy knew he wasn’t such a bad guy.  He was more like an over roasted marshmallow, all blackened and crispy outside, but soft and sweet on the inside.  Not so tasty burned stuff,  . . . okay, that was just not true.  Looking at his face, Buffy had to admit he was probably the best looking guy she’d ever been with.  Oh yeah, he was . . . edible.

A small giggle escaped from her.  At least she’d be able to beat up anyone dumb enough to hit on him.  But he wasn’t, he was hampered by the chip.  Growing serious, she reached out to touch his face.  Giles had said . . . chip or no chip, he trusted Spike.  How long was it supposed to last anyway?  Would it still . . . could it be removed without hurting him?

Shaking her head, Buffy drove those thoughts away.  She wasn’t ready to really think about that yet.  Closing her eyes, Buffy snuggled closer to his chest and settled in for a nap.


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


Tara had felt much better after talking to Spike, although he hadn’t really said much back to her.  What he’d done was just allow her to vent and get it all out.

The only think was, she still wasn’t sure what to do.  But what Spike had done for her wasn’t anything direct, but rather had a totally unexpected side-effect.  She’d been able to sleep next to Willow.  Baring her soul, so to speak, to Spike had made sleeping next to Willow a lot easier.

And how weird was that?  She could sleep next to Willow without getting all uptight and worried about things.

Still hadn’t really talked to her, but for some strange reason it wasn’t so pressing anymore.


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

Willow ran into the building at UC Sunnydale, knowing she was cutting it close.

She didn’t know what had been bothering Tara, but for the last couple of days things between them had gone sort of back to normal, the way they were before Glory had messed with Tara.  It made her feel good, like Tara was finally getting back to her old self.  Maybe I’ll take her out to dinner tonight to celebrate . . . something.  Maybe they could go out with Xander and Anya.  She knew that Xander wouldn’t agree to go out with Buffy and Spike so she wasn’t even going to suggest it.

Not that she’d seen much of Buffy lately.  Not since bringing her back.  Which was like so . . . wrong.  Willow had been the one to rescue her, the one to bring her safe from wherever she’d been trapped.  And who does Buffy go and turn to?  Him. . . . which really . . . Xander did kind of have a point.  Before Glory, Buffy had been all eeeeewwwww Spike is evil and bad and disgusting and . . . and now, it was oooooooohhhhhh Spike.

Willow made a disgusted noise in the back of her throat.  She was right there with Xander’s confusion.  

Not that she couldn’t figure out what the attraction was, okay so she was gay, but she wasn’t blind.  Spike was good looking . . . okay so that too was kind of an understatement . . . Spike was hot.

But still dead, still a soulless vampire.  And hey, he was the very same guy that had threatened her and Xander, tried to bite and turn her, hurt Buffy and just . . . he’d nearly betrayed them all to Adam . . . okay, so he’d come through with Glory but that was it.  Spike was basically not a good guy, nor was he liable to be trustworthy, at least not in the long term.

Willow realized she was rushing forward while everyone around her was standing still.  She knew she was running late, but she hadn’t thought it was that late.  Rushing into the small lecture hall, it wasn’t until Willow sat down that she realized why no one else was moving.

Everyone else was frozen in place.


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

Wesley stirred, slowly coming awake as his brain registered all his sore muscles, pains and the dull ache pounding in his head.  Groaning into his hands he made a personal vow to never again try and match a vampire drink for drink.  Especially this one.  Gods he was deceptive.

Short, slight little bugger was . . .. Gah.  Wesley felt like he was going to pitch his stomach onto the floor.

There was a noise by the stairs and Wesley slowly turned his head to look at whatever it was.

“Dawn” he rasped out.

“You okay?”  She was quiet something he greatly appreciated at that moment.

Grunting some sort of positive response at her Wesley groaned into his hands.  Dawn hesitated at the door uncertain whether her presence was welcome.  “Do you need anything?”

“Would kill for some aspirin. . . . or a mallet.”

Thinking for a second Dawn giggled softly.  “We have both Wes, which one do you want first?”

“I’m thinking the mallet.  More effective and much faster.”

She was silent for a moment.  Then there was rustling, but it was neither loud enough nor lasted long enough to make him pick up his head.  He didn’t think there existed anything short of an apocalypse that would get him moving faster than he was.  Which was sloth speed.  He didn’t move until he felt a tap on his shoulder.

Barely lifting his head up to look, Wesley chuckled despite the pain in his head.  Dawn was standing next to him, a mallet in one hand.

Silently she offered it to him.
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