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Chapter 9

Chp 9   Down the Rabbit Hole

I hope I’ve kept the ‘demon taking over the body when you’re turned’ thingy right.  If I’ve made a basic mistake, I’ll take all crits on the chin. Promise.Strip Snap   by   Lilachigh


Chapter 9   Down the Rabbit Hole


“Spike? OK, not Spike. William?”   Buffy eased the vampire from her lap and he sat up, looking bewildered.  He stared round the basement in amazement.

‘You know my name, Madam. I wish I could reciprocate, but you seem - ” His eyes widened in shock as he took in her appearance and then he looked swiftly away. “You seem to have been involved in some sort of dreadful accident and - lost most of your clothes. Was it footpads, ruffians who attacked us?”

Buffy’s lips twitched.  She was sorely tempted to say, ‘Hey guy, you’ve seen me without a stitch on, so don’t worry about a T-shirt and shorts!’ but managed to keep quiet.

‘Indeed - ’ he winced and examined the burns from the Tazksha demon on his chest and arms, “I, too, seem to have come to some grief. These burns are most painful. Was I careless with an oil lamp, perhaps?  I must apologise for my lack of shirt and - ’

‘Spike, do stop chuntering on about clothes!” Buffy said. “Try and concentrate.  Try and remember what happened. The demon - the acid - being on the island in the storm.”

William stood up and backed away from her until the edge of a picnic table caught him behind the knees and he sat down on it abruptly.  ‘Everything you say is strange, Madam. If I’ve been imbibing strong liqueur, then I must apologise once more. Now, if you will kindly show me the exit, I must get home. It feels late. I had no intention of staying at the party so long, but dear Cecily - ”

“Over a hundred years late,” Buffy interrupted.  She stared at the vampire. How could someone look exactly the same, yet be so different?  His face looked softer, his shoulders were slightly rounded, even his blond curls looked longer.

“William - ” she started again, then stopped.  What on earth could she say to him? Hey, you’ve woken up in 2002, everything you knew and loved is dust and ashes, you’re on the other side of the world and oh, yes, guess what, you’re a vampire!  Fancy a cup of blood?

“I don’t understand.” William ran his fingers through his hair, causing the peroxide curls to loosen up even more.

Buffy took a deep breath.  “It’s a very long story.  Let me begin by telling you my name’s Buffy Summers.  I’m an American.”

“A Yankee!”

“Well, no, Californian, actually, but we won’t split hairs at this stage.”

William held out his hand and automatically Buffy took it.  They shook hands, gravely, and William bowed his head in greeting. “I’m - I’m - ” A look of blind panic crossed his face.  “I do not seem able to recall my name. Perhaps I had a blow to the head as well as the burns.”

“Your name is William,” Buffy said gently. “Sometimes I call you Spike.”

“So we’re acquainted, Miss Summers?  I fear I do not recollect our being introduced. You must think me very discourteous, but - ”

“Yes, we know each other,” Buffy broke in, realising that, like Giles,  William was going to take three sentences to say one.

‘May I enquire why you call me ‘Spike’?”  

Buffy raised her eyebrows to heaven. “That’s a very long and complicated story. ” She realised she was still holding his hand and dropped it hastily.  “Look, I know this is going to seem  strange, but I want you to come with me.”

“Where are we going?”

Buffy stared into eyes that were as mild and blue as a summer sky.  This was so weird. She knew that when a person was ‘turned’ into a vampire, a demon came and took over their body and they were no longer the same person.

Where Spike was concerned, she’d always had the feeling that his demon wasn’t fully in control. He was such an odd vampire in so many ways - not the least of them being his ability to fall in love, desperately, devotedly, passionately.

‘I want to get you some help - you  - the other you - urrrgggh - you told me you were dying when the demon attacked you.  We need to get advice, help, although I must admit you do seem - well, better.”

William stood up and stretched - Buffy blinked; she could almost see the scar tissue healing.  It was as if he was on some some of fast track to recovery.  And, “trying to stop bad lusty thoughts here,” she murmured to herself as her eyes took in the ripple of muscles in his chest and shoulders.  He might have William’s face, but he definitely had Spike’s body.

She gave herself a severe mental slap as she wondered if all his other attributes were the same size and shape and - 

“This is a decidedly odd place, Miss Summers,” he was saying now.  “We appear to be in a cellar of some kind.  Shall we explore upstairs? We may find a member of the constabulary who can assist us. And we must certainly try and find you some clothes to cover your - er - ” He gazed at her sideways, gulped and said, “Limbs.” 

Buffy sighed. If Spike was expecting to find a British bobby in a funny helmet upstairs, he was going to be sadly disappointed!

Before she could move, he had run up the ladder and vanished through the trap door into the cabin above.

‘Spike! William, wait!  Let me check it out first. Damn the man.”

Buffy fled up the ladder after him, pausing in surprise at the top as a hand was extended to help her up the last step.

Spike was still holding her hand as he stared round the little cabin, his eyes wide. ‘“I feel like someone from one of Mr Lewis Carroll’s books for children,” he said. “Are you acquainted with his work.?  It has been published quite recently.  I believe it is very fine. There is a child who falls down a rabbit hole, you know, and - ”

“Spike, we’re not down a rabbit hole and I’m definitely not Alice,” Buffy said, trying not to laugh.  The situation wasn’t funny, but she was so relieved that Spike wasn’t dying, that even having to cope with William was a plus.

“Look, just trust me for now,” she continued. “We’re on an island in the middle of a lake and need to get back to the car.“

William turned curiously. “The cart?  How far did the footpads bring us, then?  I can hear bird song. Are we out in the countryside?”

“It’s not a cart, it’s a car. Oh Lord - there is no way I can explain the internal combustion engine to you.  You’ll have to wait till we get back to Sunnydale and I’ll let Xander do that.  Oh god, I don’t suppose you can drive, can you?  That means I’ll have to.”

William hardly seemed to listen to her.  He was still gazing around, a bemused expression on his face. “I’m anxious to see the lake. Perhaps it is somewhere I know.”

He strode towards the door and the handle was in his grasp when realisation hit Buffy like a shock of cold water.

He might be William, but every nerve in her body told her he was still a vampire and he was just about to throw open the door and step out into the sunlight.

“Sp - William! Stop!.”

She launched herself at him, grabbing his bare shoulders and pulling him backwards. The door burst open and she heard him hiss in pain as a burst of sunlight surged into the cabin, catching his bare arm.

She kicked the door closed and turned back to him.  For a second, he stood, head bent over his arm, then he looked up and she realised he was in game face. William had vanished and the demon she knew only too well was there.

“Spike!  Listen, think - this is you. Can you remember who you are? Try?”

He shook his head and the golden eyes changed back to blue and the bumps and lumps vanished.  A startled William stared back at her.

“I’m...I’m....a....”

“Vampire. Yes, top marks for observation.  You’re a vampire, evil undead person, a thorn in my side. If you go out in the sun, you burn up into dust.  Avoid crosses, avoid all pointed wooden objects. In fact, you ought to avoid me, because I’m the Slayer, but we’ll tackle that little problem at another time.”

Spike collapsed onto the rug in front of the long dead fire.  “How...I don’t understand. I was at a party, I had a poem to read to Cecily...I love...”

Buffy stared down at the dejected figure, then dropped to her knees next to him. “Spike, I’m sorry. I just don’t know what to do to help.  I don’t understand why you’re William and still a vampire.  I don’t understand where ‘my’ Spike has gone.  It has to be to do with the acid from the Tazksha demon .  Probably it’ll wear off - like when I could hear people’s thoughts, or drank the beer and went all Cavewomany.  Till then, we’ll just have to stay here until it gets dark, then row back across the lake and get home to Sunnydale.  We’ll find Willow and she’ll know what to do to magic you back again.”

William looked up at her, his eyes blazing with hurt confusion.  “I cannot deny that I am a vampire but I don’t - what will Mother say - what will Cecily - ”  The words caught in his throat and he fell silent for a few seconds. Then, “This is turning out to be a very weird day, Miss Summers,” he said. “I don’t understand half of what you say.  Why are we going to find a willow tree?  Your accent is so very odd. And I must admit - ”

He stared at her shoulders and lifting a hand, ran a finger slowly over the tanned rounded flesh.  “I have never seen a female unclothed to such an extent before.” he finished hoarsely.  “Your legs, they are so long and shapely and - ” he swallowed and shifted uncomfortably.

Buffy glanced down and grinned.  Whoever he was, the erection straining against the denim of his jeans was proof that some things never changed.

She reached out and touched the bulge lightly.  William flinched and tried to move away, then paused as she cupped her hand and stroked him harder, letting her fingers dig in to rub at his balls.  A little moan escaped his lips.

“Madam, i must insist that you stop this wanton behaviour - I have no knowledge of trollops and indeed, I intend to keep myself pure for Cecily and - ”  His breath hissed out as Buffy found his zip and tugged it down.

His prick leapt out and she couldn’t resist. She knew it was naughty, but, hey, they had all day to spend and if this was going to be William’s first time, she was determined to make it one he would remember. At least until Spike came back!

She pulled off her T shirt over her head and watched in glee as his eyes widened so far she thought she would drown in them.  A slender finger rose and tentatively touched one of her taut nipples.

“Pretty,” he groaned, “Like little rose buds.”

She moaned and could see the desire and expectation flood across his face.  She leant across him and as the nipple brushed his lips, he pulled it into his mouth and began to suck it, softly at first and then so hard that a rush of hot fluid drenched her shorts.

She kicked them off and tackled the task of getting him out of his pants.  Clumsily he helped and within seconds she was astride him. She’d meant to go slowly and carefully, but he was too big, too ready and everything in her was screaming for release.

Buffy had been sure William would be quick to come, but suddenly he flipped her over on her back and began pounding her.  Her legs came up to lock behind his waist and the two of them surged  into a long, thundering climax, their shouts mingling together and the noise carrying out of the cabin and down to the bottom of the lake where something in the mud and slime began to stir.


to be continued
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