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Chapter 11

Chp 11 Monsters and Demons?

I love William. All that repressed sexuality and earthy urges!  No wonder Spike turned out the way he did.Strip Snap  by  Lilachigh


Chapter 11    Monsters and demons.



William looked down at the woman sitting on the floor of the cabin pulling on a pair of brief bloomers - he had no vocabulary in his mind for shorts - and a vest which covered up her pert breasts - much to his disappointmet.

The acid burns from the Tazksha demon had almost faded from his body. Thin, hard muscled, pale, the white blonde hair mussed into a thousand little curls, he looked no different in some ways to how Spike did every time he roused himself from hours of passion.

But the eyes were different. Still blue, but softer, puzzled,  bewildered by what Buffy had been saying.

“2002?  We’re in the year 2002?”   He threw back his head and laughed suddenly and Buffy realised with a pang that she had never heard Spike laugh that much. Smile, banter, snipe, but not this hearty, out and out laugh of a young man whom time had never changed.

“Miss Summers, that is a fine jest. You would have me believe that one hundred and twenty-two years have passed since Cecily’s party?  Why, I would have a long white beard down to the ground were that so!”

“William -  Spike - you were turned into a vampire of the night of your Cecily’s party!” Buffy tried to explain.   “You can’t die - well, only by wooden stake, or Holy water, or beheading, or - ”

He threw himself down beside her.  “Miss Summers, I am aware of all aspects of vampires. Indeed there have been several very exciting stories written about them quite recently.  I expect that it where you are obtaining all these fine embellishments. I accept I am a vampire, indeed, I can tell that I am - different.  But to be that old - ”

For the first time the jollity slid out of his voice to be replaced by an aching note of worry. “That would mean, my dear Mama....”

“Look, William, don’t think about that just yet,” Buffy put in hastily.  It seemed so hard that he had to face a grief now that he’d never faced in his past. She didn’t want to inflict that on him.

She’d never asked Spike about his family. She’d rather gathered from little clues he and Angel had dropped  that ‘William’ had been close to his mother, but Spike had refused to admit that the previous owner of his body had anything to do with him.

“So, 2002.”’ He gazed apprehensively up at the window where the light was fading from the sky.

Soon it would be fully dusk and she could get him back to the lake, into the boat and across to the main-land.  Once in Sunnydale, Buffy was certain Willow could help him.  

“I imagine the world has changed a great deal? Who is on the throne at present?”

“Pardon?”

William looked anxious. “Well, our dear Queen Victoria is no longer with us, I’m sure. Nor her sons or daughters. So who rules the Empire?”

Buffy groaned and wished violently that Giles would appear in a flash of smoke to take over. Her knowledge of American history was sketchy to say the least. Her knowledge of the British variety was practically nil!

“You have a Queen Elizabeth the Second,” she said, picking out the one fact she did know.  “But not a lot of Empire left. There’s been a lot of wars and revolutions.”

William raised his hand again to push the phantom spectacles back up his nose. “Really, now that is very interest - ”

“Spike!  William!  Listen, there isn’t time to discuss politics or history. I have to drive you back to Sunnydale for Willow to sort you out.”

“Ah yes, there’s that strange name again.  Well, Miss Summers - ”  He got to his feet in one lithe movement and held out his hand. “Let us away. Will we be able to hail a Hackney cab to our destination. I seem -  ” he ran his hands over his jeans’ pockets and frowned. “I seem to have no money with me. I fear I must have fallen amongst thieves as well as vampires!”

Buffy let him pull her to her feet. She stood holding this hand, gazing into his eyes, at a loss for words. This was proving so difficult.  One minute Spike seemed to accept what had happened and the next he blanked it from his mind and reverted to being a William who had got lost on his way home from a party and was still in London in the year 1880.

Then he smiled at her, and the world fell away once more. What was it about his smile that made her shiver, caused her legs to tremble and every nerve in her body to stand up and shriek?  No matter if William or Spike was there, the smile was the same - warm, mischievous with a hint of wickedness.

Buffy sighed. “Look, just stay close to me, William. You’ll see all sorts of weird and wonderful things, I expect. But I’ll explain everything when we get home.”

The soft blue gaze slid over her body and she blushed.  “I have seen - and done - many wonderful things today, Miss Summers,” he said slowly, his voice making her nipples ache. “If there are more in store for me, that would indeed be - ”

“Yes, right, let’s get going!” she said interrupting him. She knew if they didn’t get out of the cabin straight away, she‘d pull him down on the floor and insist he made love to her all over again.

She led the way out of the cabin and plunged down the path through the woods, heading for the beach. She just hoped the little row boat would be where she’d left it. 

It was a soft, warm evening and with the sun dropping fast down behind the tree line, William was perfectly happy to follow in her footsteps.

Rounding the final bend, she groaned in delight to find the boat still tied to a log.

“Can you row, William?” she asked, knowing what a mess she’d made of her efforts the last time.

“Certainly, Miss Summers,” he said cheerfully and untying the rope, handed her into the boat with all the courtesy of a mediaeval knight helping his lady into a carriage.

William pushed off from the shore and settled himself at the oars. “Where am  I heading?”

“Straight out across the lake to the other side,”  Buffy replied. “Our car should still be where we parked it. If it hasn’t been stolen!”

“A car?”  William raised his scarred eyebrow at her and she pulled her gaze away from the play of his muscles in his arms and chest as he rowed.

“Oh yes.  It’s a vehicle to travel in.  It  has four wheels and an engine and runs on petrol. But don’t ask me how an engine works, because I’ve no idea about valves and tappets and starter motors.”

She stopped as he looked at her blankly.  Then a faint smidgen of understanding crossed his face. “A few years ago, I remember reading that a German gentleman called Otto invented what he called an internal combustion engine that ran on some sort of fumes. There were rumours that a moving vehicle was about to be constructed.  I wonder if it is the same sort of cunning device.”

Buffy sighed and for the first time in her life, wished that Xander was sitting here with her and Spike so he could explain automobiles.  What on earth was William going to think when he saw a television screen for the first time!  

“You row very well,” she said, trying to change the subject because she could see that dreadful male glint in William’s eyes that meant he was going to be very boring for a very long time about a subject she knew nothing about.  “We’re half way across already.”  

She bit her lip, remembering the night Spike had rowed her to the island. The beautiful white dress he’d given her, the romantic picnic, the passionate, nerve shaking way they’d made love.  

And the first quiver of fear ran through her.  What would happen if Spike never came back?  If William remained in the Sunnydale crypt; a nice, Victorian vampire, adrift in the modern world. A vampire who had to be reminded not to go out in the sun and, as far as she could tell, didn’t have the first idea about how to get his next meal. Thinking of which....

“Are you hungry, William?” she asked tentatively.

William shut his eyes briefly, as if in deep thought. For a second or two, he vamped into game face, then back again.  Buffy sat as still as she could in the creaking boat. It had suddenly come to her that this wasn’t Spike. He might be chipped, but he wasn’t Spike. He was a vampire of whom she had no knowledge.

“I have to admit, Miss Summers, that I do have a strange craving for - well, for blood,” William said at last, sounding apologetic.  “I imagine this is part of the vampire situation?”

“Oh boy are you right about that!” Buffy said dryly,  “Do you know how to feed?”

William looked at her with his guiless sapphire eyes and nodded. “Oh yes, I  believe so. But please do not concern yourself.  I am not sure of the etiquette of the situation, but I think it would be most improper to feed on someone with whom I had just had physical congress.

Buffy tried very hard not to laugh, but couldn’t stop her mouth twitching. She wondered if she could contact Giles and ask him if there was a nice little book about the correct form of behaviour for vampires where sex was concerned. 

Perhaps she could help William write one, she thought dreamily, lulled by the rhythmic splash of the oars and the creaking of the oars.  It could have a nice pink velvet cover and gilt lettering and -

“What the hell!”

She was suddenly flat on her back, wedged against the side of the boat with William lying flat on top of her. With a roar he’d dropped the oars and flung himself at her and now lay spread-eagled across her body.

Oh God, she thought, seeking for leverage to push him off. He’d attacked her!  She was going to have to stake Spike.  Oh no, oh please God no!  She couldn’t loose him this way.  Not now, not when she’d finally realised how much she - 

“Don‘t move, Miss Summers! Not in inch. It’s passing overhead.”

William’s cool mouth was pressed against her ear, his breath tickling her skin.

“What is it? Spike?  I mean, William?”

“Up in the sky. A great silver monster, roaring. A dreadful demon.  Don’t be afraid. I’ll defend you. I’ll fight to the death. I won’t let it get you.”

Buffy wriggled her head free and peered over the pale shoulder up into the darkening sky.  The lights from a large plane heading for the airport were dwindling into the distance.

“William, get off me. It isn’t a monster or a demon. It’s just - well, just another form of transport.  It flies through the sky from place to place.”

William gazed down into her face, still not unlocking his legs from around hers. She could see that he was struggling with this new information and also aware that her body and his were reacting in their usual fashion to each other.

“I have seen a man ascend in a basket suspended under a hot air balloon,” William said at last.

“Yup, well, you get the general idea, then,” Buffy said, aware of the fact that she was spreading her legs until she could touch each side of the boat with her feet. Oh god, she wanted to spread them and spread them and -   the buttons on her shorts gave up the unequal struggle and burst open.

A growl broke from William’s throat and for a second a wave of delight swept over her. She was sure Spike was back.  But no, it was William’s hand that slid down his own zipper and William’s cock that was pressing urgently against her damp curls.

“Not the right place or time - ” she gasped but her body wasn’t even listening to her brain. She had taken him inside with one hard, long plunge and within seconds the boat was rocking violently as he plundered her body and and roared his release before she’d reached her own.

She held him inside her, contracting her muscles and working herself against his prick, gasping, moaning, desperate for climax. Oh god, he felt so good, and then, unasked, she felt his fingers find her clit and with two brief tweaks he sent her screaming into bliss once more as the waters of the lake slopped over the sides to soak the couple.

William slowly pulled himself off Buffy and sat back, searching for the oars. One had freed itself and floated a little way off.

He leant over to reach for it, then froze.  Only a couple of yards away, something huge, foul, pulsating and purple was heaving itself through the water towards them.  And William was quite certain that this time it wasn’t some invention of this year 2002, but a genuine monster he was seeing, and one that was determined to destroy them.

to be continued


If you’ve enjoyed reading this episode, please leave me a review. It helps so much to hear from you.
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