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“So…still doing the ‘Billy Idol’ wannabe look” Cordelia said sarcastically. Spike just smiled and let it wash over him.

“Well, will you?” Angel persisted

“Will I what?” Buffy asked sharply

“Help, if need be”

“If it’s demon and needs a slayer, then yes, I’ll be there, now come on, don’t want Cordelia getting cold now do you?” Buffy walked on ahead, she bit her lip after she said it, she didn’t want Angel thinking she was jealous.

“I mean, come ON Spike, how long have you had that look for?” Cordelia pressed.

Spike sat forward and leant with his elbows on his knees, his hands clasped between them

“So, what do you suggest then – fancy yourself as some kind of fashion icon do you? Fashion victim if you ask me, but still. You’ve obviously moved on from modelling, but still want to keep your hand in, is that it?”

“What do you mean, moved on from modelling?” Cordelia asked frowning

“Well – oh sorry, I thought it obvious, you know the………” Spike just waved his hand vaguely at her body.

“Tell me!” Cordelia sat up straight

“Well – things begin to sag and droop…” Angel got angry, Buffy bit her lip to stifle a giggle and Cordelia stood up, totally incensed

“Now look here, just you apologise!” Angel stood menacingly over Spike, who just grinned, then the grin left his face, and Spike said tersely,

“What for – just stating the truth here, Peaches…what is this, she can dish it but I can’t, is that it?”

“Well you HAVE had that look for years!” Angel said

“So what do you suggest, that I swan around in Gucci loafers and Chanel suits – unlike YOU mate, I get my hands dirty – I don’t sit behind a bleeding big fancy desk, which I’m mighty glad about, and if you must know, you’re getting decidedly porky looking mate…must be all that pigs blood and no exercise!”

Buffy could have clapped her hands with glee!

“I didn’t come here to be insulted! I came here to ask a favour, I don’t have to sit here and listen to this!” Angel said angrily.

“Look, can we just be civilised, please?” Buffy asked

“For that you’ve got to be civilised in the first place!” Angel said looking disgustedly at Spike

“How dare you – how bloody, fucking DARE YOU! – Civilised, YOU didn’t know the MEANING of the word until you met me!” Spike said angrily

“WHAT? You are kidding me!” Angel spat, turning away from Spike

“I lived double-barrelled splendour in Belgravia Square, a ten bedroomed house, we had servants and I had a private income, I didn’t have to work – YOU were a bloody ‘arse-hanging-out-of-your-second-hand me-down-breeches, bloody Bog Totter from the old country, tell me, who was it who got us ingratiated with the best in society, got us the finest places to live, huh tell me that, I could speak French, and Latin, knew which bloody knife and fork to use at dinner, when you were still scratching your arse and picking your teeth with your knife!” Spike said angrily.

They were almost nose to nose now, and Spike had let his temper get the better of him, he’d also let out far more about his past than he’d ever wished to – that was the power of anger Angel made him feel.

“YOU-“ Angel started, but Spike just batted his hand away and said, 

“Save it, I don’t want to hear the verbal shit you spout anymore, do us all a favour, and put a sock in it! Angel turned and faced Buffy and said angrily,

“So Buffy, this is what you’ve reduced yourself to, what the hell do you think you’re playing at – don’t think I don’t know what’s going on here, you and Spike, you’re together, aren’t you? – Huh – go on, admit it – you are aren’t you? How could you let that filthy demon touch you?”


Buffy saw red! Cordelia was angry too, angry with Angel for getting jealous over Buffy

Buffy gave Angel a cracking smack around the face.


“Oh, I’ve just remembered where my lighter might be………shift your arse, girl!” Spike lifted the corner of the cushion that Cordelia was sitting on, upending her almost, she had to grab the arm to save herself from falling on to the floor. He plunged his hand down the back of the sofa and drew out his lighter. Grinning he said,

“There you are, me beauty –

“I think it’s best if we go!” Angel said standing

Cordelia stood too.

“So, if need be, you’ll help with this thing?” Angel asked Buffy

“Be my sacred duty to, wouldn’t it” Buffy said – she didn’t want Angel to think she was doing him any favours.

“Buffy – I – I didn’t, don’t want it to be like this between us!”

“Like what?”

“Awkward…jealousy” The word hit Buffy like a punch

“Jealous? – Who’s jealous – I’m happy that you’re happy, what I’m not happy about, is you thinking you can pick and choose my friends for me”

“Angel, come on, let’s go – bye Buffy…see you at The Race then!” Cordelia called from the front door

Angel went to home in for a kiss, but Buffy had other ideas and turned away and scratched the back of her head.

“We might as well patrol, Spike”

“Sure pet, whatever you want” 

“Bye then Buffy – (Angel couldn’t help but smile) see you at the Race………if you change your mind, you could always – “

From the glare that Cordelia gave him, Angel thought better of saying, ‘come with us, can’t she Cordy’, and just said,

“Go in your car – instead of that death-trap of Spike’s”

“I couldn’t be bothered to – what was it Spike, grease the grub nuts, or”

Buffy was trying to think back when Spike was mocking her, totally baffled her with bullshit, about what she should have done to her car before she took on the Arizona road trip.

“Eh pet – don’t got giving the opposition and unfair advantages now, if they don’t know how to get their car ready, then tough” Spike didn’t want Angel telling her all what he’d said was a load of old twaddle………

“Right! Yes, of course – so bye then, see you at the Race!”

“May the best man and car win!” Angel said with a grin

“I will, bye – drive dangerously now!” Spike mocked

Buffy closed the front door

Spike looked at her a little warily, but ventured to say, 

“I take it you didn’t know about the cheerleader then?”

Buffy’s brows rose and fell, and she gave a shrug.

“Bastard he is…”

“Spike”

“Hmm?”

“Hold me”

Spike wasn’t about to go against her now, and gathered her up in his arms, holding her close. He heard Buffy sniff and he just held her, kissing the top of her head and rubbing her back to soothe her.

“You said something about a new nest of vamps?”

“That was a fib…look, you go get yourself a rest, I’ll patrol for you”

Spike was resigned to the fact that what had started out as a bit of fun, or rather an awful LOT of fun, had just changed into something serious between them.

“I’m okay – I could do with a spot of violence”

“Yeah? Me too, you have no idea just how much I wanted to hit him”

“Oh I think I do!” Buffy said, smiling up at him. Spike grinned

“Okay yeah, perhaps you do!”

“I’m not upset about Cordelia, I’m really not – I’m glad he’s happy!”

“What then?”

“Well, where does he get off telling me whom I can and can’t see!” Buffy looked up at Spike and smiled.

“Was that true, what you said, about living in London in a fancy house with servants?”

If Spike could have blushed, he’d have been beet red!

“Never mind about that now – look, if we’re going to stand any sort of a chance of beating peaches and the cheerleader, I’m going to have to work on my car – I’ll need to stay here and work out of your garage…and there’s lots of stuff I’ll be needing to”

“And who’s going to pay for it all?”

“Me! – I don’t care what it costs, just so long as we beat that prat, and wipe that smug supercilious grin of his podgy in-bred-overhang forehead fucking pug ugly face of his!”

***********


“So…when did you plant the lighter?” Buffy asked as they ambled their way around the Peacefield cemetery.

“While you were in the bath, sorry”

Buffy just looked at Spike, and then smiled – he hadn’t even tried to lie about it!

“How come he could smell you on me?”

Now Spike wasn’t stupid, he’d come clean about the lighter, but all this honesty business lay heavily with his demon!

He shrugged and said,

“Dunno, pet – we have been shagging like – well, you know what I mean…it’s not something you can wash off – but don’t worry, it’s just a vamp thing, the Scoobies wouldn’t be able to, you know detect anything”

“So…want to come back to mine then…we could do it in a nice big soft bed for a change”

“Yeah? – You kinky little devil!”

The second they were through the door, they were at each other, pulling off clothes and making for the stairs – pressing her up against the back of her bedroom door, Spike held her two hands in one of his above her head, while he kiss/bit down the slope of her breast to the hard nipple, making Buffy hiss with pleasure.
He worried it with his tongue before sucking gently on it, making Buffy writhe with ecstasy. He went to go lower, but she stopped him
“No need…please, I’m so close, I want you now”

Buffy pushed him backwards and they tumbled onto the bed, they quickly divested themselves of the rest of their clothes,
She reached down between them to put him at her tight wet entrance.
She was so wet, and the tip of his cock was shiny wet with his own secretions, that the huge bulbous head began to slide inside her. 

Her head rocked from side to side, her eyes rolled and her lids fluttered shut. Churning her hips, panting and gasping, crying out in breathless groans…she humped and he pushed until he was totally hilted inside her;

Buffy pushed her bottom into the mattress, then up towards Spike. She wrapped her legs around him, and felt him thrust in all the way. He caught her rhythm, and he started to thrust into her hard and deep, she climaxed almost straight away, crying out how he was so good, so big, the best, the sweet tight heat of her had him frantic for his own release, but he wanted to try and make it last…he actually made her come twice more before his need for release hit critical mass. 

Buffy bit his neck, lightly scratched his back, and squeezed his butt, working her inner muscles again. She felt him swell even bigger, and she cried out yet another orgasm, this time in unison with him has he pounded into her, thrust up really hard the gazed at her through half-closed unfocused eyes, he gave one final deep thrust, and spurted thick ropey strands of semen into her, crying out as he did so.

The phone rang, and her voice still a little croaky from all the crying out she’d done, she answered

“Hello?”

“Buffy – look, I’ve left Cordelia with Giles, but only for a little while, she’s not happy about it – I want to come and see you”

“When?”

“Now, of course!”

Buffy looked at Spike lying in the bed next to her.

“Sorry Angel, now isn’t convenient”

“But Buffy! – We can’t leave things the way they are”

“What things”

“Things like what do you think you’re playing at, being with Spike!” 

“Tell him to go fuck himself!” Spike hissed angrily

“Angel… go fuck yourself!” Buffy said, and put the phone down. 

Spike looked at her incredulously, that she’d actually SAID what he’d told her to say! 

“Never in a million years, did I think…” Spike began, and then they began to laugh and laugh………………………

The End (Part 5, The Race, coming soon!)
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