What Do You Want On Your Tombstone?


S/Ariel – nc17


Joss’ folk & original character.


Summary: Spike is alive and well and still with the Scoobies and has made friends with one of the new slayers.


For my sweet Brat. �


The cemetery was dead…pun so intended…as the vampire and the slayer made their way through the rows and rows of death. They had been patrolling for over three hours and had only crossed one measly evil the whole time. The Fyral demon was dispersed of within half a minute and since then, the only slaying done was the battle of ‘Yo Mamas’ they had found themselves engaged in.


“Your Mum is so old,” Spike purred, grinning at the blonde. 


“She was a waitress at the Last Supper."


The young slayer groaned and shook her head.


“Your mama is so stupid, she tripped over a cordless phone,” she shot back, cocking a brow.


He nodded his approval and said, “Your Mum smells so bad, her Secret told on her.”


Ariel couldn’t help but burst out laughing. She’d never heard that one before.


“Well, your mama is sooooo ugly, when she walks past the bathroom, the toilet flushes itself!’


“Cor, Pet, that was just wrong!” he laughed, stopping to catch an unneeded breath. “Bloody wrong that was!”


She stopped next to him, her own chuckles taking over, and leaned against a large tombstone.


“You’re pretty good,” she admitted, smiling at him. He was gorgeous, with his spikey blonde hair and sparkling blue eyes…not to mention that yummy butt packed in those tight, black jeans. Suddenly, the slayer found herself very warm.


“You’re pretty good yourself, luv,” he replied, his eyes moving over her 5’3 frame. She was beautiful, soft blonde hair, big blue eyes and skin that looked as if it would be as smooth as fine china. Plus, he mentally noted, raising a brow, that sweet little body and a mighty cute little bum! Suddenly, the vampire felt his jeans tighten.


“Wow, it’s really dead tonight,” she noted, desperate to get her mind off of naughty vamp thoughts. 


“That’s a bloody good one, Pet,” he stated, trying not to imagine how tight she must be…how good she would feel to sink his hard, throbbing…”So, wanna call it a night then? Don’t think any big evil is going to strike the English countryside tonight.”


He looked around, aimlessly, averting his eyes from her red tee shirt that all of a sudden, seemed extra clingy to her chest.


“Sure,” she said, forcing her own eyes away from his oh so firm ass and how wonderful it would feel to give those cheeks a good, long squeeze. “I think we’re safe for the night.”


He turned to face her and their eyes locked.


“Well, better get you back to the house. Don’t want Red pulling out her locator and doing a spell now, do we?


“No, we don’t want that.” Neither moved an inch, merely stayed fixed on the other’s eyes.


“It was fun, though,” he added. “Patrolling with you. You’re a lot more fun that Chubbs the Pirtae.” And, a hell of a lot better to look at!


“Thanks.” 


Was she blushing? Bloody hell, his zipper was going to soddin’ pop!


“I had fun, too. Nothing against Buffy or Faith, but, well…” You have a much nicer ass and jeans full of yummyness! “Sometimes they’re all, teachy…like, always with the training. You just let me go, do my thing. You’re cool.” And way hot!


He smiled. (Cor, how I want to show you just how hot a dead man can be!)


She returned the smile. (I so wanna show you my slayer stamina!)


They stared at each other in silence for a minute or so more, then without blinking, were suddenly lip locked, their hands moving over the other’s body, feeling, caressing, hungry for what was underneath the clothing. 


“Want you so bad, Pet,” he groaned, breaking away from her mouth and looking her in the eye. “Can I have you? Here, now?”


She nodded. “I want you to, Spike…right here, right now!”


He looked around and saw a large, squared off tombstone a few feet away. Taking her hand, he led her over to it. Falling to his knees, he unbuttoned her jeans and slid them down. As his eyes met cotton white panties, he growled and leaned in.


Ariel moaned softly as his cool tongue trailed over her thighs, his lips covering her in tender kisses. Her moan turned to a gasp when it slipped under her panties and into her warmth, and her hands reached out, fingers finding blonde spikes and tugging.


“Spike,” she breathed, her fingers twisting in perfect time with the gentle pumping of his tongue, her hips thrusting up to meet his every move. “Oh Spike…mmmm…yesssss…”


He nibbled ever so lightly, his tongue lapping at her sweetness, his lips sucking her tender flesh. He moved a hand under her, finding her bum and squeezing. She moaned louder, her body wanting more, needing his inside of hers.


“Spike, please…oh please…”


He needed nothing more. Reluctantly pulling away form her, he stood up, lifted her onto the tombstone, unzipped his jeans and stepped in front of her.


Her blue eyes grew wide as they took him in. He was big, thick, and she wanted every inch of him inside of her yesterday! She reached out to him and he brushed his cock against her heat. The coolness sent a delicious shiver throughout her entire body and she smiled.


“I don’t want to hurt you, luv,” he softly said, his voice caring, kind.


Her smile grew. “Hurt me, please, hurt me.”


He grinned and slowly began entering her, taking his time as he stretched her to fit. She moaned lowly and then the vampire swore he heard a growl. Ariel pulled at him, grabbing his hair and bringing him closer. He sank deeper into her and groaned at the tight fit.


“Bloody hell, Pet, you feel so bleedin’ good!”


“Mmm, so do you, Spike…oh, so do you!”


He sank as far as he could, then slowly eased out. She moaned her approval and he began a steady, easy pace, filling her to the hilt, pulling out and repeating the process. Her body engulfed him, squeezing, embracing his with a fierce hunger that only a slayer could possess and he welcomed it; grinding, pumping faster, harder, deeper than before, the fire between them raging out of control.


“Oh Spike…Spike…Goddess, YES!”


Her muscles trapped him like a vice and he came with her, their juices blending as their bodies collapsed onto the cold rock. They stayed that way for a bit, him inside of her, his head resting against her chest, her hands on his back. It was nice, the calm after the storm, but soon he moved, pulling out and adjusting his clothes. But first, he brushed his lips over hers and kissed her, tenderly.


“Thank you, Pet, for that wonderful gift.”


She smiled up at him. “Thank you, Spike, for accepting it.”


He helped her up and dressed her. Then, hand in hand, they made their way back to the car.


“Are they gone?”


“They’re getting in the car now, darling,” Giles said, turning to the red head behind him.


“That was close, Rupert,” she stated, buttoning her blouse. 


“You’re telling me,” he agreed, tucking his shirt in.


“Maybe we should stick to the kitchen when we feel, creative,” she suggested. “Less traffic.”


He smiled at her. “Well, there are many, spank friendly items in there.”


She grinned. “Hmm, I have been eyeing that spatula. I think it could work wonders on this naughty bum of yours.”


She reached around him and gave his bottom a squeeze.


“You naughty little wench!” he quipped, taking her hands and holding them down to her sides. “It is I who shall be applying that spatula to your naughty little bum.” He bent his head and nibbled on her earlobe. “And believe me, my darling Red, apply it I shall.”





