HELLMOUTH LIVING pt.1


W/S and many more!


Joss owns the 'Dale gang' and Martha owns Martha. 


pg/16 


Notes: This is an idea that was given to me by my wonderful brother, whom I make watch Buffy with me every week. (Our Mum is a Martha junkie.) �


�


Willow ran faster than she had ever run before. Although the Magic Box was only a few blocks away, it seemed like miles. Her heart was pounding so hard, she feared it would beat a hole in her chest. The rubber bands she once knew as her legs were aching and her emerald eyes shone with a fear like none before. That was saying a lot, considering that she lived on the Hellmouth.


Seeing Giles' shop up ahead, she found new strength and took off, all focus on getting herself safe behind the locked door. 


" Honey? Where do you want the new display? "


Giles looked up from the register to Joyce Summers.


" Hmm, how about, over by the candle shelves, " he replied.


She smiled, then motioned to Spike. He nodded and moved the cardboard display. Normally, he wouldn't be caught undead playing the decorator for the bloody Watcher. However, he would move heaven and earth for the Slayer's mum. She was one of the few people he truly cared about. Whenever he was having a bad day, Joyce would always fix him a cup of hot cocoa with lots of mini marshmallows and let him spill his guts to her. She was the closest thing to a mother he had ever known. Yes, he would do anything in the world- 


His thoughts stopped abruptly as Willow came crashing through the front door.


" Thank the goddess you're here! " she cried, looking at Giles as she fell onto the floor.


Spike was at her side in an instant. He picked her up and carried her over to a chair at the table. Giles and Joyce joined them. 


" Red, what happened? Are you hurt? " Spike asked, while carefully examining her for visible injuries.


Willow shook her head. " I'm fine, " she managed to spit out. " But we've got trouble. Big, big trouble, we've got. "


Joyce and Giles exchanged a look.


" Tell me what it is, pet, " Spike said, his demon close to the surface. " Tell me, and I'll rip its throat out. "


" No, you can't. It's not that easy. It's bad, it's a bad that's more bad than any bad we have ever had, " she replied, her breathing finally beginning to return to normal.


" Willow, calm down. Now whatever this is, we will take care of it. "


She looked at Giles. 


" You don't get it, Giles. This time, we can't take care of it. Not Buffy, or the Scoobies, or William the Bloody! " Spike's brow shot up. " Not even all of us together, Giles. This time, no one can save Sunnydale. "


Giles started to say something but Joyce stopped with.


" Willow, honey, " she began, kneeling down in front of her. " What can't we save Sunnydale from? " �


*****


" Xander! You are not paying attention! "


The tall, dark haired young man turned to the blonde.


" An, honey, I see and I like. "


" Which one? "


" Uh, that one. "


She held up the curtain. 


" Xander, this is the exact same one you said that you didn't like half an hour ago. "


He furrowed a brow. " It is? "


Anya sighed disgustedly and put the curtain down.


" You haven't paid one second of attention to anything that I have been saying, " she angrily stated, glaring at him. " How are we supposed to redecorate the apartment if you won't pay attention? "


" I'm sorry, honey, really. I'm just so tired. "


" Yes, well, I can see how spending the day watching soap operas with Spike can tire one out, " she sarcastically replied.


" Hey, it was just one soap! Besides, we weren't just watching. We were trying to figure out who put Timmy in the well. You could say we were, honing our investigative skills. "


" Yes, just as you were two days ago when both of you were up all night playing Clue on Willow's computer, while I searched through hundreds of carpet samples. "


" Hey! I won three out of five games! "


" Well then, perhaps I should give you a lollypop, or maybe a balloon. "


He sighed, got up from his chair and stepped over to her.


" I am sorry, " he said, wrapping his arms around her. " I promise to help with the decorating from now on. Forgive me? "


She tried to stay mad, but couldn't. His embrace was tight, his eyes warm and his body was pressing into hers. Why did she have to be such a pushover?


" You're forgiven, " she softly said, hugging his neck. " But anymore being naughty, and I'm going to spank you. " 


He raised a brow and smiled. She frowned for a moment, then said, 


" Anymore being naughty, and I will not spank you. "


Before he could get a word out, she pulled him to her and kissed him. �


***** �


" I got her! " Buffy quipped, as Cordelia began to fall. 


Catching the brunette in her arms, she moved to the sofa and gently put her down. 


" Nice catch, " Gunn noted.


" I'll get the aspirin, " Fred said, hurrying out of the room.


Buffy knelt next to Cordelia and gently stroked her hair.


" How ya doing, Cordy? " she asked.


" Sunnydale, " she muttered. " You have to get back to Sunnydale. It's bad. It's a bad, bad thing. "


~~~~~~~


Large, gray, the ugliest thing she had ever laid her blue eyes on. She was ready to vomit and would have, were it not for the plush, beige carpet that covered the length of the floor.


" Kenneth! "


" Yes, oh most gifted one? " the young, well - dressed vampire cooed, rushing down the hall to her side.


" What is that hideous thing doing in my living room? " she demanded.


He cast his yellow eyes across the room and jumped at the site.


" I have no idea how it got here, one of magnificent taste. I would never allow such a vile creature in. "


" Well, it IS in and I want it out, NOW! "


" Of course, as you wish, my decorating queen. " He bowed his head, nodded and hurried away, leaving her alone.


" When I find out who is responsible for this, " she mused, approaching the generic lazy boy chair. " I will saute his insides and make sweaters for my dogs out of his flesh. "


" Over there, " Kenneth ordered, as two older vampires accompanied him back into the room. " Get rid of it! Now! "


They quickly removed the offending piece of furniture. When they were gone, she turned to Kenneth.


" Find out who brought that into my home. "


" Consider it done, your crafty highness. "


" Also, I want those photographs. This town needs a makeover and I plan on starting tonight. "


***** �


Angel glanced at Buffy, who was anything but happy.


" Plan on talking once we get here? " he asked, as the classic black car passed the, Welcome To Sunnydale, sign.


" Oh, I plan on talking alright! " she snapped. " I plan on giving this big bad whatever a piece of my Slayer mind. I was enjoying my mini vacation. I deserve my mini vacation. I need my mini vacation. "


He hid a smile. She was adorable.


" Well, as soon as it's taken care of, we can sneak away for a few days. Lorne knows a very classy Gooklok demon that has a cabin near a lake. The place is gorgeous. I've seen pictures. "


She turned to him, brow raised.


" Is there a hot tub? "


He answered her with a huge grin and she smiled. �


***** �


" This is bloody bad, Ripper. "


Giles nodded in agreement.


" Yes, it is. But we can handle it. Wesley said that Buffy and Angel were on their way and if needed, he and the others would come. "


" Anya and Xander are on the way, " Joyce said, hanging up the phone.


" How's Willow? "


Spike shook his head. " Not well. Look at the poor thing. "


They glanced over to the office. Willow was sitting on the sofa, her knees tucked up under her chin, rocking back and forth.


" Is there anything we can do? " she mused. " Perhaps give her something that will help her rest. "


"A drink might do the trick. " Giles offered.


Spike nodded. " Where's that brandy, Ripper? "


" Cabinet in the storeroom, top shelf. "


Spike left to retrieve the bottle. Joyce shivered and Giles put his arms around her.


" You alright, luv? " 


" I'm scared, Rupert. I've never been this afraid before. "


He pulled her close and placed a soft kiss on her forehead.


" We'll beat this, Joyce, I promise. We'll work together as we always do and we'll win. "


She rested her head against his chest and closed her eyes. In his embrace, it was hard to not feel safe. �


***** �


" This is where we begin. " 


Kenneth looked at his mistress.


" And where would that be, fairest doily diva? "


She thrust the photo at him and he looked it over.


" That is the exact reason I came to this town, " she stated, taking a sip of her wine. 


" It is atrocious, oh sparkling diamond. "


" It's beyond atrocious, Kenneth! Look at that carpet! And that sofa! Oh, and do not even get me started on the table setting! "


He shook his head in disgust as he studied the picture in his hand.


" Should I tell the boys to head for Rebello Drive? "


Martha Stewart grinned evilly as she answered, " Yes. "


~~~~~~


" That bitch! "


" Buffy, calm down. "


" Giles, I was on my mini vacation, " the Slayer seethed, glaring at him. " I was on my mini vacation with Angel. I was on my mini vacation with Angel who, thanks to Will, now has a soul that cannot be lost. "


" Buffy, honey, " Joyce began, putting an arm around her daughter. " I know how much you have been looking forward to some time with Angel. I'm sure once this is over, you two can get away for a few days. "


" We plan on it, " Angel noted. " But at the moment, we need to deal with this. "


" I say we cut the bloody bitch's throat! " 


" So can't believe I am actually saying this, " Buffy said. " But I 'm with Spike. "


" It's a good idea in theory, " Giles replied, removing his glasses. " But I'm afraid it isn't that easy. "


" He's right, " Angel agreed. " I've had my battles with her in the past. She's not your average demon. "


" Why wasn't I invited to the party? "


All eyes turned to Willow, who was standing in the office doorway, brandy bottle in hand.


" Red, pet, I thought you were resting. "


" I was, but I got tired, so I'm here, " she stated, swaggering over to the table where the gang sat. Once there, she took a swig of the brandy, then added," Buffy, you're back. And ya brought Angel. " She giggled. " A-n-g-e-l. Angel and Buffy, sittin' in a tree. " She giggled even more, then tried to sit down.


Before she missed the chair entirely, Spike slid it under her and she plopped on it.


" Whatcha drinking there, Will? " Buffy asked, raising a brow.


" The nectar of love, " Willow answered, going for another swig.


" We thought a drink might calm her down, " Joyce pointed out, as Spike took the brandy from the redhead.


" Hey! Bad, bad Spike! "


" Maybe you shouldn't have left the bottle in there with her, " Angel softly noted.


" We didn't think that she would, well, that is- "


" We didn't think the chit would slosh it all down, " Spike finished for the older Englishman.


" More brandy, " Willow purred.


" You're going to make yourself sick, luv. "


" Brandy makes me randy, " she cooed, dragging her tongue over his neck. 


Angel stifled a chuckle, Giles cleaned his glasses and Joyce turned away so the others would not see her smile. Buffy just stared at her best friend.


" Will? Willow? Earth to horny redhead! "


Willow looked up and started to speak, but the front door flying open stopped her.


" Buffy! " Xander cried, stumbling in behind Anya. " We saw her! " He tried to catch his breath. Anya leaned against the counter.


" You saw her? " Angel clepped, his dark eyes on the breathless couple.


" Where? " Spike growled, game face on.


Xander and Anya exchanged a glance, then looked at Joyce. No words needed to be said. Buffy leaped from her chair, as did Angel and Giles. Joyce started to but a hand on her shoulder stopped her.


" Stay here, with Willow, " Giles gently instructed.


" I wanna go, " Willow said.


" No, Red, you stay here, with Joyce, " Spike said, his human face returning.


" I can fight the bitca, too. Kill the bitca! Kill the bitca! "


" Uh, has the Willster been a drinkin'? " Xander whispered to Buffy.


She nodded. " They thought it would calm her down. "


"I know ya can, pet, but not this time. " Spike said, brushing her bangs out of her eyes.


" Please, " she begged, as she trailed a finger up his thigh. 


He swallowed hard. " No luv, you can't. "


" My English Teddy doesn't love me anymore, " she sighed.


" English Teddy? " the room quipped in unison, their eyes on the blonde vamp.


Spike cleared his throat. Joyce and Giles exchanged a raised brow.


" I say eww! " Xander exclaimed.


" I see that eww and raise you a yuck! " Buffy added.


" Red, sweetheart, you know I love you. That's why I want you to stay here. If anything ever happened to you, I'd stake myself. "


Willow smiled. " Oh, you are so very the sweet. "


She wrapped her arms around him and hugged him tight.


" And she is so very the drunk, " Xander muttered, eyeing the half-empty brandy bottle. 


" Ya think? " Buffy sarcastically cooed.


" I'll stay too, " Anya volunteered. " Drunk Willow is funny. "


" An, baby, there is nothing funny about drunk Willow. "


" Oh, I'll tell ya what I want, what I really, really want! " Willow sang, ruffling Spike's hair so that he had two, perfect blonde horns.


" Ok, " Xander stated, smiling, " That was funny. "


" Sod off! " Spike growled, smoothing his hair down.


" Spikey likes it when I'm a Spice Girl, dontcha baby? I'm Witchy Spice. "


" Excuse me! " Giles snapped. " But there is the matter of that wretched fishwife to attend to. "


" Well duh, " Buffy replied.


" Xander, you stay here. Buffy, Angel to the back and grab the weapons. Spike? " He tossed the vampire his keys. " Get my car. "


Spike gave Willow a kiss. " I love you, Red. "


" I love you too, English Teddy. "


Xander made a gagging gesture while Anya smiled at the sticky sweet couple.


Spike gave her a wink, handed the brandy to Joyce and hurried out.


" I am so gonna be sick here, " Xander groaned.


Anya slapped his shoulder.


" Keep the doors locked, " Giles ordered. " Anya? "


" I know, " the ex demon replied. " Research. We're on it. Xander, let's


go. "


They disappeared to the back, passing Angel and Buffy, fully armed, on the way. The Slayer looked at her mother, who smiled.


" Kick her butt, sweetie, " Joyce said.


" All the way to Spain. "


Buffy glanced at Willow, who was amusing herself.


" Kill the froggies! " she sang, hands waving in the air. " Run them over with the cherry flavored tricycle! "


" Please, do not let her drink anymore, " Buffy begged, looking back at her mom.


" We all fall down in the pudding pool! "


" Don't worry, " Joyce assured her. " That is not a problem. "


" Buffy? Spike and Giles are waiting in the car. "


" Go, save the world, again. I'll take care of Willow. "


" My name is Willow, too! " Willow quipped.


Buffy gave the redhead one last look, then followed Angel out the door.


~~~~~~~~~~`


" This place is even worse than the photo, " Martha mused, cringing as she surveyed the Summers home. " What is that? "


Kenneth moved to the coffee table and looked down.


" It appears to be a plastic coaster, my divine demoness of décor, " he replied, a look of disgust on his vamped face. 


" I believe that we have discovered why this town is known as the Hellmouth, " she stated, her blue eyes scanning.


" Mistress of fine interior! "


She turned to the vampire that was hurrying down the stairs.


" What do you have there, Bradley? " she asked, seeing the pink object in his hand.


" It's a pig, oh perfectly ensemble one, " he replied, holding it up for her to see.


" It's absolutely hideous! Burn it, now! "


" Don't you dare hurt Mr. Gordo! "


They turned to the new voice and found an incredibly ticked off Slayer, Angel, Spike and Giles at her side. Martha smiled evilly.


" The Slayer, " she cooed, locking eyes with Buffy. " I thought you were no longer with us. Word is that you are cashiering at a dollar store in Fresno. "


" Word is wrong, " Buffy replied, giving her the most ferocious glare she had. " And if you think that for one minute, you are doing anything to my house, you are, too. " �


***** �


" Is she still doing it? " Xander asked.


Anya glanced over to where Willow rested on the floor. " Yes. "


The redhead giggled madly as she continued to play with the chicken's foot. Anya went back to her research but Xander was having trouble concentrating.


" Xander? " Willow sang. " Xander? "


" Will, my bud, trying to work here, " he said, turning to her.


" How did the chicken cross the road? " she inquired.


He sighed. " Not how, Will, it's why. "


" I know why, " she replied. " I need to know how, cause I got one of his little feet! " With that observation, she burst out into a stream of crazy giggles.


Joyce popped her head out of the office.


" Everything ok? "


" Fine, " Anya noted, not looking up from her book. " Willow, in her alcohol -induced state, is finding that playing with a chicken's foot can be quite amusing. "


Joyce cracked a smile, then went back to her own research. Willow finally calmed down and Xander resumed his work. His brown eyes back on the large, Martha Stewart Cookbook in front of him, he became quickly engrossed in a brownie recipe. Anya was digging through table settings and in the office, Joyce was working on summer gardening. The trio was so into their task, that none of them noticed when Willow chicken foot in hand, quietly crawled to the workout room, where she let herself out the back door. �


***** �


" I always knew the Slayer was white trash, but this is even trashier than I imagined. " 


Buffy didn't flinch. " Ya know what, Martha, you're about to die. And THAT, is a good thing. "


She lunged at the decorating diva, taking them both to the ground. Within seconds, the room was full of well dressed, male vampires and Angel, Giles and Spike went into action.


" Ya bloody poof! " Spike growled, punching Kenneth. " Lapdog for the bleedin' decorator of the bloody underworld! "


A long - haired blonde vamp sent Giles crashing into the coffee table, then pounced. The watcher reached into his pocket and came out with a newspaper ad. The vamp screamed when he saw it, jumping back before it touched him. Giles quickly got up, keeping the Wal-Mart ad in front of him. Two other vamps saw it and backed away.


Across the room, Angel was disposing of several vamps, courtesy of the Colt 45 bottle in his hand. The screams of his next victim echoed through the house, as he continued to pour the malt liquor onto the vampire's now burning flesh.


Buffy was having a bit more trouble with the Demon Diva. In the struggle, Mr. Gordo had been dropped several times, but had once again, been picked up by Martha, who was now smothering the Slayer with him.


Angel tossed Spike another bottle of Colt. The English vampire took a swig, then finished off the squirming vamp under his boot. Giles and his trusty Wal-Mart ad had driven away the rest of Martha's minions, leaving just the diva her self to deal with. Angel reached down to pull her off of Buffy, but found it impossible. After several failed attempts, he growled. Martha looked up at him and laughed.


" Forget it, Angelus, " she said. " Only one who is pure of spirit in style can remove me from her. " She glanced at Giles and Spike, then added, " And none of you are. "


" What about me? " Willow purred, from the doorway. �~~~~~~~~~


" No, Xander, it's taupe. "


" An, honey, I know taupe when I see it and that ain't it. That is a beige tablecloth. "


" It is not! It's taupe! "


" Beige! "


" Taupe! Taupe! "


He glared at her for a moment, then yelled, " Oh Joyce! We need you out here! " �


***** �


Martha stared at the redhead standing in the doorway, her hold on Mr. Gordo loosening enough for Buffy to push him off of her face.


" Think I've got, true style spirit? Well, at least enough to pull you off of my friend and then kick your overly priced merchandising butt? " Willow purred, stepping into the house, a canvas bag in her hand.


Spike smiled as he stepped over to her and draped an arm protectively around her. Angel and Giles exchanged a confused look.


" Will, get out of here, " Buffy ordered, straining to see her.


" Willow, " Giles began. " It isn't safe- "


" Giles, " she cut him off. " Do shut up. "


His brow shot up, as did Angel's. Spike laughed.


" Did she just tell Giles to shut up? " Buffy cracked.


" Did she just tell me to shut up? " Giles muttered.


" Leave here, witch! " Martha snapped.


" Or what? You'll sick Smith and Ireland on me? " 


Another laugh from Spike and this time, Angel joined him. Martha growled, then began choking the Slayer. Willow lunged at her, still clutching the canvas bag, sending a surprised Spike crashing into Giles.


Grabbing a handful of blonde hair with her free hand, she pulled hard. 


" You witch! " Martha snarled, her hands leaving Buffy's neck and flying to her now hairless head.


" You wear a wig? " Angel gasped, his dark eyes, wide.


" Bloody hell, " Spike groaned.


" Ewww! " Buffy quipped.


" Well, " Giles mused aloud. " She's obviously much drunker than we thought. Why else would she tell me to shut- "


" Giles, shut up, " Willow said, tossing the faux hair aside. Then, looking down at Martha, she said, " Get up. "


Martha glared at her.


" Make me. " �


***** �


" Well? "


Joyce studied the picture closely.


" Tell him, Joyce. Tell him that is taupe. "


" That is so not taupe. "


" Well it certainly isn't beige. "


" It certainly IS beige. "


" You wouldn't know beige if it bit you on the bottom. "


" You wouldn't know taupe if it stood two inches in front of you. "


" You wouldn't know beige if it gave you an orgasm! "


" Well I'd at least know that it WASN'T you! "


The ex demon gasped, mouth open, eyes wide. Xander smiled smugly. Joyce kept her eyes on the book in her hand, but shook her head.


" I don't know, kids. This looks tan to me. " �


***** �


Willow was on top of Martha within a second, yanking her off of Buffy and shoving her across the room. The decorating diva crashed into the coffee table, then rolled off and onto the floor.


" You are such a phony! " Willow exclaimed, walking toward her. " You have everyone thinking that you're the Queen of Décor! Well I've got news for ya. I know the truth. "


Martha looked into Willow's eyes and for the first time in a long time, felt fear. Scurrying across the floor, she soon found her self backed into a corner, the redhead standing over her. Buffy, now on her feet, rubbed her neck, watching along with the others, as Willow moved in for the kill.


" Your real name is Matilda Lou Skeezhog. "


" Matilda? " Buffy piped.


" Lou? " Spike crowed.


" Skeezhog? " Angel coughed.


" Twice, " Giles mumbled. " She told me to shut up, twice. "


" You were born in the wagon of a travellin' show, " Willow continued. " Your mama would dance for the money they would throw. When you were seventeen, you got a job wrestling pigs. At age nineteen, you met a demon that made you an offer you couldn't refuse. "


" You met Brando? " Spike excitedly exclaimed.


" Brando's a demon? " Angel furrowed a brow. " I didn't know that. "


" Who's Brando? " Buffy asked.


" She's never told me to shut up. "


" He offered you something you had never had, but always wanted, " Willow went on, ignoring her friends. " Style and good taste. "


" No! No! It's not true, any of it! " Martha shrieked, putting her hands over her ears.


" Oh, but it is! " Willow cheerfully sang, smiling madly. " You sold your soul to Dick Clark in exchange for becoming the Queen of Décor. "


Buffy turned to Angel.


" Who's Dick Clark? "


" I bloody well knew that bloke wasn't human! " Spike cried.


On the floor, Martha was curling up into a ball, her body trembling.


" Unfortunately, " Willow noted, reaching into her bag. " He forgot to tell you that you weren't indestructible. Oh, he led you to believe it, naturally. But it was a lie. " 


She held up a plain, white cotton sheet and smiled. Martha's eyes grew wide and she began to moan.


" I see that you know what this is, " Willow stated, her smile growing. " 160 thread count, not what you're used to. "


And with that said, she threw the sheet onto the demon. There were a loud, thunderous crash, a flash of lightening and a moment later, a pile of ash where Martha had been. Willow sighed, a deep, satisfied sigh then turned to face the others. 


" Well, sheet, " Spike chuckled, running to her and sweeping her up in his arms.


Their lips met and they shared a hungry kiss. Buffy and Angel looked at each other.


" Wow, " the Slayer said. " Drunk Willow kicks major demon butt. "


" I was going to say the exact same thing, " Angel replied.


" She hasn't even shushed me before. "


They ignored Giles and shared a kiss of their own. �


***** �


Cordelia fell into The Gru's arms and he took her to the sofa. After a few minutes, her eyes opened and she smiled.


" She's dead, " she said.


" Angel and Buffy killed her? " Fred quipped.


" I knew they could do it! " Gunn bragged, giving Fred a tight hug.


" Yes, well, I am certainly glad to be rid of that hideous creature, " Wesley stated, folding his arms over his chest. " We should prepare a surprise for Angel and Buffy. They deserve it after vanquishing that. She is returning with him, correct? "


" Angel and Buffy didn't kill her. "


All eyes fixed on Cordy.


" But you said- "


" She was dead, Wes. I said that she was dead. "


" If not Angel and the Slayer, then who? " Gunn inquired.


Cordy smiled proudly. " Willow. "


~~~~~~~~~~~~~~


" She did this twice, Joyce. Two times she told me to- "


Joyce shut him up by pressing her mouth to his. �


Angel handed Xander a glass of champagne.


" Thanks man, " Xander numbly sighed.


" Xander, it's ok. Will is fine and the demon of décor is no more. " Buffy smiled. " Hey, I'm poet girl. "


" I didn't even know she was gone, " he groaned, lowering his eyes. " I was so busy arguing about a stupid tablecloth that I didn't even notice that my drunken, best friend was gone. "


" We didn't notice, " Anya noted.


" Guys, hear my words, " Buffy said, looking at them. " Willow is fine. Martha is dead. We are trying to celebrate here, hence the bubbly. Now get off your mopey butts and start celebrating! "


" You heard the lady, " Angel purred, smiling. " I bought four bottles. "


Xander managed a smile and took a sip of his drink.


" So, " Anya mused, accepting a glass from the Slayer. " Where are, Willow and Spike anyway? " �


***** �


The door to the crypt flew open and Willow and Spike came barreling in. The redhead was wrapped around the vampire, her arms hugging his neck, her legs gripping his waist.


Spike held onto her tightly as he hurried them over to the sofa. As they collapsed onto the worn leather, their lips met and they went about celebrating in their own, special way. �


Finished





