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Summary: For a Tara fic a thon; Spike teaches Tara about punk rock. Set while Will and Tara are apart.











   “Are you sure you don’t mind? I mean, if you’re busy, it’s ok.”


   Spike gave the blonde witch a reassuring smile and ushered her to the sofa.


   “I’m positive, Pet, now sit and make yourself comfy.”


   She took a seat on the sofa, pulled a notebook out of her bag, along with a pen and waited. Spike hopped up onto the large stone casket in the middle of the floor and lit up a cigarette. He took a drag and nodded to Tara, offering her one. She shook her head.


   “No, thank you.”


   He chuckled. “There’s where I have the advantage, luv. Don’t have to worry about the disease, what with being dead and all already.” He took another drag. “Alright then, what’s this paper about again?”


   “It’s for music appreciation class. We have to pick a form of music and give a history on it. I chose punk rock, because it’s-“


   “The one you know the least about,” he finished for her.


   She smiled shyly and he noticed how pretty she truly was. He hoped she and Red worked it out; they were a sweet couple, he had to admit. And seeing them together at the Scooby meetings all hand holdy and giggly, absently rubbing a back or playing with a few strands of hair…well, that was the stuff his dreams were made of. His jeans tightened slightly and he thought fast to remedy the situation. A brief flash to the time he spent in Xander’s basement quickly did the trick and he relaxed, concentrating on the task at hand.


   “I grew up on country music…my mom, she liked it. She used to sing Patsy Cline to me.”


   “I like Patsy.” She gave him a look. “What, I can’t have layers? I like lots of music. None of this, boy band, Brittany stuff Dawn’s always got plugged in her ears. But the classics, the legends, I have the respect. Met her once, I did. A real lady…bought me a drink.”


   “You met Patsy Cline?” she asked, her soft blue eyes wide.


   “In Nashville…Dru and I were having a bit of trouble. “He paused then said, “Looking back, seems we often had bits of trouble. Reflecting, huh? Makes a bloke think. Anyway, I was in one, unhappy mood, walking through the streets looking for a good kill…needed to vent, you know? And nothing helps like a good, bloody, violent-“ He stopped, upon seeing the color drain from her face. “Sorry, Pet…those were the old days. I’m a new man, remember? Only do the violence to the big bads now.” She managed a small smile and he went on. “So, there I was, having no bleedin’ luck, standing on the bloody corner like a soddin’ fool, when I hear this music…and this voice that was pure heaven. I followed it, into a little bar and there on stage, was this woman, singing about a broken heart.” He shook his head. “I tell ya, luv, it touched me! I sat myself down, ordered a drink and watched the entire show. When she was finished, she came off the stage, walked over to the bar, gave me the sweetest smile and ordered the exact same thing I had. We started talking, about this and that, little things at first, then about the big stuff…love, heartache, Dru…  the next thing I know, it’s nearly four am and we’re both bloody three sheets to the wind.”


   “What happened?” she asked, curiosity killing her.


   “I walked her to her hotel, went back to Dru and patched it up”. 


   Tara smiled. “Wow, that’s’…wow.”


   He chuckled. “All true, Pet, all true.”


   She was quiet a minute, his story swimming in her head. She then remembered why she was there and said, “So, you appreciate all types of music, but punk is where your heart is?”


   He nodded. “Like I said, Pet, I love the classics.”


   “Like…Billy Idol?”


   He chuckled. “Love the music, hate the bloke. He stole his look from me, you know.”


   Her eyes grew wide. “He…he did?”


   “Damn right he did! Before he met me, the soddin’ limey had long, black hair and wore bleedin’ parachute pants.”


   He finished off his smoke and lit up another one. Tara started to write down what he said, then realized she couldn’t…unfortunately. 


   “So, you were kind of a, punk revolutionary? I mean, you gave one of the movements biggest heroes his trademark look.”


   “I didn’t give it to him!” Spike snapped, hopping down from his seat. “The slimy lime hole bloody stole it!”


   “Oh, sorry.”


   He looked at Tara and sighed. Despite his non-breathing, it was something he still did.


   “I’m sorry, Pet,” he began, walking over to the sofa. “I didn’t mean to snap. It’s not your fault and I certainly didn’t mean to take it out on you.” He knelt down beside her. “Forgive me?”


   She smiled. “Of course.”


   He took her hand and kissed it. “Good. Now…” He jumped to his feet and propped himself up on the arm of the sofa. “Where were we? Ah yes, punk rock. Grab your pen, luv, school’s in session.”


   Tara did just that, taking notes as Spike educated her in the finer points of punk. Soon, she found herself nearly out of paper and desperately wishing her mini tape recorder wasn’t broken.


   “It’s like the great Malcom McLauren said,” Spike mused, his blue eyes sparkling. “Rock music remained the only form of culture that youth - those most receptive to radical ideas, who hold the most potential for social action - cared about. For the young, everything flowed through rock'n'roll: fashion, slang, sexual attitudes, drug habits, and poses.” He flashed her a grin and added, “He forgot to mention passion. No music is more full of passion, than the punk, baby.”


   She smiled. “Willow says passion can be found anywhere a true artist lives…whether it be in music or painting or writing…that’s how you can tell a real artist from a wannabe… passion.”


   “Red’s right,” he nodded. “The world is full of bloody wannabes. It’s the true hearts…the passionate ones…they’re the artists. Like Patti Smith, Costello, The Ramones, the-“


   “Sex Pistols?”


   He grinned. “Bloody hell yeah, the Pistols! Viscous knew what he wanted to say and said just that. He didn’t give a wank about being polite or kissing arse…he was his own man. He believed in his music and did what he bloody well wanted to.”


   Her smile grew, as she watched him talk. He was cute, like a kid talking about a new bike or toy. She’d never seen him like this. Looking at him, his eyes all a glow as he chattered on about his hero, she realized just how human he really was…even if he was dead.


   “So then, good ol’ Sid says, hey I don’t care if you are related to the bloody queen…you can both kiss my arse in Picadelly Circus and I’ll even sell soddin’ tickets!”


   He nearly fell off of the sofa arm laughing so hard and Tara found herself joining in. This was a side of the vampire she had never seen, although Willow had told her it was there. Now, sitting on his sofa, she was glad she was seeing it for herself.


   Spike managed to calm down a bit and took a drag on his smoke.


   “So, Pet, have you got enough for your paper? If not, it’s ok, I got lots more in me.”


   She smiled. “I’m good, thank you, Spike.”


   He finished up his cigarette and gave her a nod.


   “My pleasure, luv. It was nice to reminisce for a spot.”


    He stood up and stretched. Tara placed her notebook and pen back into her bag and cleared her throat lowly.


   “Spike?”


   “Yeah, Pet?” he replied, grabbing a bottle of scotch from the table and pouring himself a glass.


   “I’ve got what I need, for my paper. But I’d like to…to maybe hear some more, of your stories…the, non-violent ones. I mean, if you don’t mind or, have anything else to do.”


   He turned to her, smiling. “I’d love the company, Pet. Can I get you that soda?”


   She nodded. “That would be good.”


   “Be right back.” 


   He sat his drink down on the table and disappeared down the ladder. Tara sighed and rested her head on the sofa back, her hands at her sides on the cushions, fingers fidgeting with the cotton throw. Suddenly, they brushed against something very silky and soft and she looked down. Her brow went up as she looked at the pink bra, something oddly familiar about it. She had the feeling she had seen it before, but where?


   “Hope ya like Dr. Pepper, Pet,” Spike said, his head popping up from the ladder. “It’s the only thing I got; leftover from Dawn’s last, hide out from big sis, night.”


   Her eyes nearly popped out of her head as she realized where she had seen the pink bra before…doing laundry…Buffy’s laundry…
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