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Chapter 1

Like Leonardo DiCaprio With Horns

This is my first BIG (hopefully) fic. I'm aiming for at least 2000 words per chapter and updates at most 3 days apart. This chapter is un-beta'd because I've been looking for one and haven't been able to find one yet (if anyone's interested, PM me!)

This story is on several other websites (ff.net being one of them) so if you see it in other places, just know that it's no plaigarised, it's just me.

Also, none of the character and such are mine! I just take them out sometimes to play :PMy Soul to Take

Chapter 1 – Like Leonardo DiCaprio with Horns

Some demons are slimy and very disgusting, others are feral and hairy, but this one in particular was almost human. It was actually kind of cute, for a demon. Like a young Leonardo DiCaprio, except for, you know, the horns jutting out from its forehead. If Buffy was going to pick a demon to get snuggly with, this would be the one. 



“So, Mr. Demon. Um…what are you in town for? Is it business or are you just enjoying the radiant beauty of the hellmouth?”



The demon just looked back at her, and if she didn’t know any better, she would swear he was trying not to laugh at her. He was also giving her the little half smile that guys give girls when they want to get away, and quick, but are just too polite to try it. Except it was a demon, so while Buffy wouldn’t usually tackle a guy down if he tried to walk away from her, she was fully prepared to do it to this cute-guy-demon because she was on instructions from Giles to find a certain demon, and she was pretty sure this was the one…



 “So, Giles, what’s the what?” 



Buffy sat on Giles’s table, which was piled with open books.



“Yeah, G-man, what kind of monsters are the scoobies up against this time? Cause it’s not like it’s a Wednesday night and it’s almost midnight and I have work in the morning, no siree! You can just take your time with your pacing and glasses cleaning and all, I don’t mind in the slightest!”, Xander said with a slight quiver in his voice, clearly antsy and wanting to escape to the refuge of his basement for a good night’s sleep.



“Xander, I am well aware that many of us have things to do, but this could very well be a matter of life and death.” Giles shot Xander a look that seemed closely related to Willow’s resolve face, and then he continued, “The ‘monsters’ aren’t the danger, per se, but it appears that these…Garlgans are more often than not controlled by a greater creature, and to summon them needs at least half a dozen demons and vampires to help with the ritual, so there are clearly a great number of demons involved.”

“So Buff goes and kills them, we all get to go home and then we meet up tomorrow morning with donuts and coffee for a little after-slay-chat, voila!”



“I do wish it was as easy as you make it appear, Xander, but these creatures can’t be killed with brute force. The only way to defeat them is to find out who’s controlling them, and undo the spell that is keeping the control over them. When we break the magic that is binding them to whomever, or whatever, is controlling them, they will simply disappear back into their own dimension.”



Buffy, who had been sitting quietly for the past few minutes, spoke up as soon as Giles had finished, “I’m guessing that’s going to be pretty hard-like high school chemistry hard. Do you think if we asked real nice the gargle monsters would just tell us who was controlling them?”



“Garlgans, Buffy, Garlgans. And, well, you see, that may be a tad difficult. The Garlgans are very aggressive, so the only situation where that would be possible would be if you somehow managed to physically hold it down.” Giles sighed, and took off his glasses, giving them a quick wipe clean and placing them back on his head,” And they travel in groups, so if you were to manage to restrain one, you would most likely have a couple dozen other ones to deal with. I think our first port of call would be to investigate the local demon bars and ask around. Try finding out who it is that summoned the Garlgans, rather than trying to slay them. Rushing into a fight with the Garlgans head on could be, potentially, extremely dangerous.”



Buffy hopped off the table, Willow, Xander and Anya following her actions and getting up from their own places around Giles’s living room before walking towards the door. 



Giles hurried over, placing an arm against the wall in front of Buffy to halt her movements, “Maybe you should take Riley with you, Buffy. I just don’t want you getting hurt – you’re becoming increasingly careless these days, just remember what happened with that vampire a few weeks ago!”



“Giles, I’m fine!” Buffy replied forcefully, before pushing Giles’s arm back down, “Besides, Riley’s gone to visit his family in Iowa for the week, and everyone else is either busy or not strong enough. I promise I’ll be safe, don’t worry, it’ll give you wrinkles…well, more wrinkles.”



“I really would feel better if you would take someone else with you. Why don’t you go track down Spike? He’s can help if you run into any demons, and the chip will stop him from hurting you.” 



“Spike?!? Really, Giles! As if the chip will stop him from finding some other way to kill me! I mean, what if he’s the one in charge of the demons!” 



“I highly doubt that. He’s recent liaisons with us have cause him to become somewhat of a leper among the demon community, so I don’t think any of them would even help him with the ritual to summon the Garlgas. Please, Buffy. I would sleep better knowing you had someone to keep you safe. Spike can be quiet loyal when he puts his mind to it.”



“You mean when he gets paid.” Buffy grumbled under her breath.



“Okay,” she said, loader this time, “But only because you’re my watcher.”



Giles let a thankful smile slip onto his face and lead Buffy to the door. “Bye Giles.” She yelled as she joined her friends, who had been patiently waiting outside. 



“Bye Giles” chorused the rest of the youths in front of him. He waved a goodbye in return, and then turned around, shutting the door to his apartment with a bang.



And that’s how Buffy had ended up with the demon she had now dubbed “The Leonardo DiCaprio Demon”. It wasn’t a gargle demon, or whatever it was called, but it very well could be one of the demons that had summoned them. All she was waiting for was Spike, who had disappeared almost half an hour ago after seeing some demon ho at Willies who he apparently ‘needed to talk to’. As if! He and demon-ho were probably going at it right now, while Buffy was stuck waiting for him to come back and trying to fill in the awkward silence between her and Leonardo DiCaprio demon.



She wasn’t going to try to talk to him again, that had caused enough embarrassment for one day.  Maybe she could offer to buy him a drink? But maybe that would seem a bit of a seedy thing for a slayer to do, buying a demon a drink in a demon bar. There was a demon sitting on the other side of the bar that seemed familiar, so if she just called him over here, he and Leonardo DiCaprio demon could talk and…no, that was pretty stupid. Just as Buffy was seriously considering pretending her phone was ringing, Spike walked back into the bar through the door the led to the alley. He wore a big, dumb grin on his face and had a sparkly bracelet in his hand, along with a couple of wads of cash and stake that he had obviously stolen from her at some point. He clearly had no appreciation for how hard it was to make those, it wasn’t like they sold stakes in the supermarket.



He spotted Buffy and strutted over to her, there really was no other way to describe how he was walking. Walking exactly how he acted; confident and completely full of himself.



“Where the hell were you?!” she shouted at him, shoving him in the chest for extra emphasis. If he thought he could just disappear for almost forty five minutes to go steal some demon girls stuff while she had to wait here for him with Leonardo DiCaprio Demon, then he had another thing coming!



“Bloody hell, slayer! Watch the shirt, it’s new.”



“Oh, please! It’s the same as every other shirt you own.”



“Slayer!” he gasped “Ouch, that hurts right here” he said, putting his clenched fist above his heart with a mock-pained expression on his face, “Because I just try so hard to make my wardrobe pleasing for you!”



“Just cut the crap Spike! What did you think you were doing, leaving me here like that? You can’t just walk off to go and mack on some demon ho bag,” she poked him in the chest again, “and steal her stuff” she said, knocking his loot from out of his hands, “while I babysit some demon!” And with that said, she grabbed Spike by his leather jacket and dragged him over to Leonardo DiCaprio demon. “So, what’ve you got to say for yourself mister?”



The sight of Spike, sprawled out on the bar stool that he had promptly sat down on when she had let go of him, ticked her off to no extent. He was grinning at her, not even caring that she was pissed at him. Did he not get that she was seriously considering killing him? Maybe she should tell him, just to make sure he knew, “I’m seriously considering killing you, Spike!”



“Bollocks. I know you, Slayer. You white-hats have some problem with killing helpless creatures, and now that I’m helpless there’s not a think you can do to me! Besides, I wasn’t shagging that girl and I didn’t steal her stuff.”



That really did confuse her. Because really, what else could he have been doing for the past three quarters of an hour while he was in an alley with a not completely unattractive demon girl?



“So what were you doing?”



“Well,” he stretched out the word and made a little ticking noise with his tongue, “if you’d actually bothered to ask me in the first place, slayer, I would’ve told you. But now…I don’t know. It feels like the moments past.”



“Spike.” She said, the ‘tell me or be staked’ warning clear in her voice.



“Say pretty please slayer.”



“Why? Why me, God?” she whispered, her head raised to the ceiling, “Alright, prettypleasetellmespike,” she rushed out the words, preferring to get it over and done with.



“Sorry, Slayer, didn’t quiet here that.”



“Pretty please tell me, Spike.” She managed to grind out, her teeth literally scraping together.



“Bloody hell, Slayer! That gives me tingles in all the right places! Say it again, but call me…master.”



Buffy leapt at him and punched him straight in the nose, and then again in the stomach “Argh!” she shouted, and then let out an unintelligible string of curses, still punching him.



She was interrupted when Leonardo DiCaprio Demon spoke, “Um, you guys maybe want to stop fighting and tell me what you needed me for?”



“No!” they shouted, simultaneously, making Leonardo DiCaprio demon shrink back into his seat.



Buffy raised her fist and her eyebrow, silently making a threat.



Spike sighed, clearly resigning to the fact that the Slayer was past the fun quipping stage, and was clearly into the tell me or die stage, “Look, her name’s Rosemary and she’s a darn good witch. I was just getting this off her” he said, bending down to pick up the bracelet and holding it up in front of her, “to protect me against any demons that might want to beat me up. I know it’s all girly and whatnot, which is why I have all this cash. I wanted a refund because I’m not bloody well going to be walking around with this on my wrist! So she says sure, gives me my money back and says she’ll enchant me a new one, and that in the mean time I can use this one. Hopefully the new one will be a bit more manly, because really, I am all man.” He said, curling his tongue behind her teeth and shoving his fingers in the belt loops of his pants. He lent down and picked up the other items that Buffy had knocked out of his grasp. He shoved the money in his pocket and held the stake up in front of his eyes, contemplating it, “Would be bloody dangerous carrying this around.” He then turned to face her, “Was only carrying it around to defend myself if one of these vamps here were to jump me.” He paused. “In the bad way, I mean”, and again with the tongue curling.



With that, he lifted the stake and snapped it clean in half before leaning over the bar to chuck it in the bin that was conveniently placed there. Buffy watched in the upmost horror as Spike chucked what would’ve been a good few hours work of carving onto the dirty pile of trash.



“Oh, you are so dead!”



All he could was stand there like a deer in the head lights as she ranted at him about the environment and how hard she worked, “What the bloody hell did I do wrong this time, woman?!”



And then she glared a glare that would dust a thousand vamps. “I hate you, Spike.”



“Feeling’s mutual, pet. Feeling’s mutual.”








Please review :) I'm sure everyone who writes fics knows how important reviews are to keep you interested in the story and keep you encouraged to update it and eventually finish it!
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