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A/N:some people were offended over the shower/baby squicky sex.  For that I apologise. As a veteran mum of four babies (the last only 18months) I have to say that you have to take the time where its offered.  Kids are ALWAYS around!  So, as my beta is also a mum, the fact that some might have problems with it didn't occur to us.  Also, yes baby puke is slippery stuff.  Lia had it on her CLOTHES, not her body.  It mostly went on Buffy who had by then soaped herself vigorously.  Older babies are very wriggly, so yes, not an option.  However, Lia is only newish, and fell asleep.  So therefore, she wasn't wriggly for Buffy.  Our baby girl loves the water.  Those secrets might come out later.  We'll see ;)
Now, on with some more.

Thank you Tami (spikeslovebite) for helping me kick this chapter out and in shape.  


Buffy could hear Spike in the other room; it sounded like he was singing to Lia while he was getting the baby dressed and settling back to sleep.  The imagined sound of Spike’s steps forced movement into Buffy’s limbs and she dried herself in a fury of towel fluff, almost left whimpering when she went to dress and came to the sad conclusion she had nothing to wear.  Her panties on, she was horribly aware that she had nothing else but the decorative tangle of her towel around her body.  Feeling a nervous shake seize her limbs, Buffy looked desperately around the bathroom, hoping for something other than the reality of nothing.  And then she saw it and her relief was almost painful.

By the time Spike walked through the doorway, a smirk firmly in place, she had donned his discarded black T-shirt. Despite the fact that she was feeling rather exposed, Buffy twisted her lips into a stubborn line of irritation, unable to tear her eyes away even as he unbuckled his belt and pulled it through the loops.  She gulped as his fingers released the first button on his jeans, feeling the jolt as each following button popped open and then he was naked, standing proud and erect in front of her.   Every sour word she had gathered for her rant about his audacity flew right out of her brain as her eyes were drawn dangerously to his jutting form.

Feeling a bout of shakes surge through her body, Buffy slammed her eyelids closed and squeezed them tight for that added security measure.

“I am so ignoring this situation.  The last hour has been completely wiped from my brain and anything I have seen and…and…” Her lip wobbled as her body attempted to force her to relive those mind-blowing moments when Spike’s fingers played with her.  

Her eyes shot open at his amused chuckle, forgetting that he stood full on frontal and showing her things she had never really seen before.

“Gahhhhh, “ she screamed, frustrated tears prickling at her eyes.  She turned on her heel, intent on making it to the door, only to have it closed before she got there.  Not slammed, ‘cause that’d wake up the baby.  But she collapsed against it, defeat in every limb and then whimpered as something hard pressed her into the wood.  

‘Spike chest, Spike chest’, she repeated in her mind, feeling the glorious nakedness of his muscles as his cool skin burned through the back of the thin cotton.  Her palms rested flat on the door as she felt his hands settle playfully on her hips.  Then they swept down and hiked up underneath his own shirt and rested over the thin string of her panties, scorching her skin as he again rested on her hips.

Her breath ceased to flow, caught in her throat as if she had forgotten the trick of breathing, only a thing learned and practised  religiously for the last nineteen years.

“Sp…” His name didn’t even quite pass her lips as a heavy weight collapsed in her belly.  She’d felt something move.  Something twitched against the cleft of her barely covered ass and the moan was caught in her throat as well.  The build-up was making her flush; making her shake in fear, and anticipation, and excitement and desire.

She wanted to move—run out of there screaming like a woman abused.

She didn’t want to move.  Wanted to push herself back onto him, feel his thickness slide between her legs and rub against the nub that was desperate for further attention.  And then because she obviously had no self-control and she was about to burst, she did, feeling his hands clamp onto her flesh as he held her against him.  Her panties were useless—too thin and now sopping wet and soggy as the friction increased.  The electricity that was passing through her body at his touch sent tiny shocked bumps to mount a revolt on her whole body.

He moved, pulled his pelvis back so that the tip of his erection bumped her hole as he left, before oh so slowly rolling back, stopping only as the belled head teased her swollen clit.

And finally it exploded from her throat—the breath she’d held, the moan and now the mini pants and cries as his hands swept up her ribcage.

Her head fell back on his shoulder when he had at last reached her breasts, letting the underswell rest in the cup of his hands while his limber thumbs rubbed against her sensitive nipples.  She was so wet she could smell her own arousal, knowing that the scent must be overpowering for a vampire, and somewhere in the back of her mind that fact made her feel proud.

“Spike?  We have to stop,” she told him, force lacking from her voice as she moved over him again, wanting him to abandon her upper half and tear her panties away from her body.  “This is so wrong,” she couldn’t help point out the second she grabbed one of his hands and directed it to her panties.  She didn’t want to make all the suggestions, but God!  She was so stimulated, so wet.  And he was here, behind her and so gorgeous and sexy and dangerous and strong, and thank God he had a brain!

She felt his lips at her neck, blowing cool air over the wet marks left by his tongue, kissing it before latching on and sucking some more.  His hand brushed over the front of her panties before going back to the side band, and then she was quivering.  All turned to jelly as her panties were dragged down her thighs and left in a sodden puddle at her feet.  It was so easy to step out of them in her still bare feet. 

By the time she realised that his cock was now rubbing her bare, moist flesh it was too late.  She’d left for lala land and she wasn’t coming back until the end of the road.

“We’ll stop, pet,” he whispered in her ear and Buffy almost sobbed her objection.  “When we’re completely bloody satisfied we’ll finish.  Already playin’ mum and dad, may as well work with the fringe benefits.”

She had no clue what he was saying—other than that he wasn’t going to stop.  Was going to push her until her face was mashed into the door.  But it wasn’t enough; her body was covered and turned away from him.  Her pussy ached so badly and her nipples were almost screaming out with her intense need for friction that it was enough to finally get her hands off the door.  Within seconds the black cotton tee lay in a heap on the floor and she felt him fully against her skin, finding herself writhing on the flat edge of his cock as he continued to tease her.  

She needed stuff so bad, needed to feel him and burn him.  One arm curled behind her, drawing his face to hers.  Lust-drugged lids barely took in the sight of the other’s capitulation as she dived on his mouth, memories of Spike lips flooding her mind and turning her on even more.

Then he spun her around, diving on her mouth as he sucked the life right out of her.  Certainly her sense as he pulled her leg around his hip.  A little jump and she had both clamped tight around his waist, feeling her teeth clench as he tried to keep his cock away from her slippery tunnel, seeping now in enthusiasm to take him in.  A hand reached for him and directed him to the place, and he stretched her opening.  

“Arrggghhh,” seemed strangled from his throat as she sucked him all the way in, her mouth claiming his tongue in an erotic mirror-image.  Then she found her back slammed against the door and he was thrusting into her with all the power of an extremely horny vamp, letting go of her lips to alternate little sharp nips at her nipples, at her throat.  His hands made prints in her ass as he squeezed her around him, holding her tight.

It was fast and furious, a mindless round of animal instinct and Slayer loss of control.  It was like she didn’t understand when his demon appeared in front of her, only looked on in fascination as hot amber eyes burned her senses.  His teeth actually seemed desirable, and having no idea what she did, she tilted her head to the side, writhing and moaning when  sharp points slit her skin was slammed out with pussy pulsing pleasure.

She held his face to her, bucking against him like a desperate wanton. Everything hurt in the most exquisite way and as the climax finally hit, she could feel everything so intensely.  Could smell her own blood along with the spill between her thighs.  She could hear her thundering heartbeat, Spike’s desperate pants for useless breath.  Could feel the warmth of the door at her back and the heat of their bodies joined.  And what she felt most, was the rightness of how it all was.

It was too much, the day had blown her right away with things she had never expected.  Sure, Willow’s spell had given her ideas—ones she had taken firm action in dismissing from her mind, even if she slipped up now and then.  But to think of herself with the evil vampire like this?  She’d never allowed herself to wallow there.  And now she had the reality and it was never going to leave her head.

Tears were strong in their push for release, so when her cheeks felt wet, she couldn’t even be surprised.  When her body slowly slid down the door, his fangs and cock deserting her, they fell even faster.  But rather than admit that what had happened was so, so beyond good, Buffy resorted to defense.  One look into his shocked face made her want to cave in and hug him, hold him close while they calmed.  Even try that afterglow concept out.  But it wasn’t her.  She was the Slayer, with a new set of fang-marks for her stupidity.  And how could he do that again?  

She wanted to kiss him.  She wanted to lick his bottom lip.  She wanted to reassure him that it was all okay, that they’d work it out—just not yet.  Not now.

She hit him.  One big slap across the face for the affronted girl’s sake.  The embarrassed, shy girl who had just had her first time with the evil vampire up a door.  How unromantic was that!

She remained speechless as she snatched up her discarded panties and tee and left the room, determinedly ignoring his look of hurt and the red handprint on his cheek.

A/N: many thanks go to those that take the time to review.  It takes but a second and means so much.  Thank you to :Allison, Starshine, BuffyandSpikeForever, Rana, Bloodshedbaby, dreamgirl4eva, Seraiza, Esther, Kimber, pj, Francesca, Mariana, Kimber, Tam, Caatje, Cordykitten, zanthine, Crystal Pegasus, samica and Amanda.  You guys make it so much fun.
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