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Summary: Faith tries to get her boys to buy a vowel. ���


“Oh come on, yo, you said it was my turn to choose.”


“We did tell her that, mate.”


“I know we did, Spike and it is. I just, well, I mean, isn’t there ANYTHING else you’d rather do, Faith? Go to a movie, out to dinner…there’s a new band playing down at the pier…hot dogs with everything and cotton candy.”


The dark haired beauty just looked at him.


“Are you trying to buy me off with sugar and weenies? Cause man, if ya are…that’s just low.”


Spike looked at Angel, shock on his face.


“It is, mate, very low.”


“Oh shut up, Spike!” Angel clepped. “You don’t want to do this any more than I do, so stop sucking up to her!”


“Sucking up? Me? That’s the most ridiculous thing I’ve ever heard in my long life. How dare you accuse me…me, of sucking up?”


Faith chuckled and made herself comfy on the sofa. Past experience had taught her this could take awhile.


“Well, if the suck fits!” Angel hissed, getting in his face.


“Oh, I got your suck right here, ya ponce!” Spike hissed back, not backing down.


The slayer reached over and grabbed the remote from the table. Flipping it on, she hit channel 10 and propped her feet up on the coffee table.


“Look,” Angel said, calming himself down a bit. “You hate the show as much as I do, probably even more. So don’t pretend you actually want to go and watch the taping of it.”


“The bird’s not half bad,” Spike noted.


“I heard that, blondie,” Faith quipped.


“Just a joke, luv, you know you’re the only bird for me.”


“It’s bad enough she makes us watch it, but at least here, in our own home, well…there, there is no hiding, no blood to grab from the fridge, no emergency call from the office…no crisis in Sunnydale…nothing to get us away from the television, because there won’t be on…it’s LIVE.”


Faith furrowed a brow. “Yo, hold up…that call from Red last week…that was REAL, right?”


The vamps looked at each other, then Spike said, “All his doing, Pet. I told him it was wrong, but he’s a bad, bad man.”


Angel growled prompting Spike to quickly move away and join Faith on the sofa.


“Angel, how could you?” the slayer baulked. “Just for that, I am going to volunteer you for the audience member helper. You are gonna look so damn cute flipping those letters!”


“Faith, please, I’m begging you…” He fell to his knees in front of her. “Anything but this, please. You want to work on your tan, I’ll take you to the beach. Brittany’s in town? I’ll get you first row.”


I’ll take a ticket to that, mate.”


Faith’s arm flew out and slapped the blonde vamp hard against his chest.


“Ow! Bloody hell, Pet, just a bleedin’ joke. No need to bruise the old heart and lungs.”


“You know,” she mused, dark eyes looking to the ceiling. “I bet I could get them to use two audience helpers.” She looked at them. “If I ask real nice and bat my eyes. Don’t you?”


No more jokes, luv, I promise! Scout’s honor.” Spike held his hand over his heart and raised two fingers on the other.


Angel took her hand in his. “I am on my knees here, Faith, begging you. Ya see? Knees. I will do anything else, I swear, just please do not make me go to a taping of Wheel of Fortune, please!”


Faith looked into his dark, chocolate eyes and smiled. Damn, did she love him! Turning to her left, she did the same into Spike’s sparkling blues. She loved him just as much. They were her boys, her vampire babies and they loved her just as much as she loved them. They had been through a lot together, the three of them. And now, here they were, living in a swanky apartment in LA, driving sweet cars and sharing a king-sized bed. Working as P.I.’s had its perks, that was for damn sure, and getting tickets to her favorite show was one of them.


“You know, man, if it’s gonna kill the two of you this much, fine, screw it. I’ll go by myself.”


She got up from the sofa, grabbed her keys from the rack by the door and left. The vamps looked at each other.


“See what you did?” Spike cracked. “Made her all mad, you did. Bad Angel!”


And with that said, he hopped up and hurried after her. Angel growled but it quickly turned into a groan and he too, stood up and went after her.


“Took you long enough,” Faith purred, grinning from the driver’s seat of her red vette.


Angel looked at Spike. Spike looked at Angel.


“We’ve been played, mate,” the blonde stated.


“Yes we have, buddy…yes we have.”


Faith’s smile grew and she wiggled her brows.


“Shotgun!” Spike cried, running to the car.


“I’ve got shotgun,” Angel said, on his heels.


“I called it first!”


“I’m taller, I need the leg room.”


“Taller cause you wear lifts.”


“I do not!”


“Do to! I’ve seen em’.”


“That’s impossible because there aren’t any to see!”


Faith rolled her eyes and laughed. Yep, her boys. ���





