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Chapter 12

Chp 12    Welcome to Sunnydale

Buffy is used to being the number one in Spike’s eyes. How will she react when Victorian “William” begins to treat her as inferior because she is female, I wonder?Strip Snap  by  Lilachigh


Chpt   12   Welcome to Sunnydale


The moon was just rising as a heaving, roiling mass crashed onto the lake shore. Great gobs and chunks of purple flesh, oozing yellow blood, a clump of intestines - still wriggling -  and  the splintered remains of a small rowing boat.
	
The next wave tossed up two exhausted bodies. Buffy groaned and rolled over in the sand, moaning as it tore at the various cuts and scratches all over her body.  She yelped in disgust as she realised she was still holding one of the creature’s eyeballs where she’d gouged it out with her fingers.

“Euuwwwu, messy! Gross!” She flung it away from her and bent to rinse her hands where the waves were cleaner.

“William - are you all right?” She turned, worried, to where the vampire was slowly rolling over onto his knees.  He’d fought with all the power and skill that had made Spike such a feared figure down the years.  Buffy knew she would have had a hard job trying to quell the lake monster on her own.

“Miss Summers, we have survived!  Goodness, that was - extremely interesting!  I had no idea that such a creature existed. I wonder if it is one of the new species found in the Southern Atlantic recently?”

He looked up at her and she was startled to find he was smiling, the blue eyes - so much softer somehow than Spike’s - were gleaming with delight.  “We fought very well together, I submit.  I had no idea I possessed that very useful skill of butchery.  I was particularly impressed by the way you locked your legs around the beast as I tore off its tentacles.”

“Oh yes, William, I could win an Olympic gold medal for killing squelchy demony water monsters!  In fact, if there was a competition for putting your hands into grossness, I would beat all comers. Uggh, I can still smell it on my hands and my nail-polish is completely ruined!”

“I fear the row boat is no more, Miss Summers. I trust the owner will not need immediate recompense?”

Buffy sighed. She had no idea where Spike had got the boat from in the first place.  Or what deal he’d made.  She had a sneaking feeling he’d probably “borrowed” it without the owner’s permission.

“William, let’s head for the car and get you back to Sunnydale. Now, listen,  a car is a vehicle that makes a noise and moves along the road, apparently by itself. You’re not going to freak out on me, are you? - and stop licking your fingers!  It’s icky!”

William stood up from where he’d been dabbling his hands in the yellow blood and sucking on them. He stood up and his teeth flashed whitely in the moonlight.

“I must apologise for my lack of manners. I’m afraid I suddenly realised I was, indeed, extremely hungry and although this blood has a strange, rather fishy taste, it still goes down remarkably well - ”

Buffy shuddered and turned away. “Stop forgetting he‘s a vampire,” she muttered to herself as she marched up the slope towards where they’d left the car.  “Evil, okay, chipped evil, but still countless years of evilness.”

And she ignored the voice in her head that mocked her, saying the only reason she was upset was that quite often, after they‘d made love, Spike licked his fingers in exactly the same fashion to taste the liquids she left on them from the deepest parts of her body.

It was dark when the car lurched up the road and bumped up onto the sidewalk outside Buffy’s house.  William was holding onto both sides of his seat with a grip that no demon in the world would have been able to break.  As the car stalled and jerked to a halt, he let out a long sigh.

“Were you supposed to hit that metal sign as we came into town?” he asked hoarsely. He didn’t think he’d ever felt such fear in all his life, even when the monster came rising up out of the water, or when Miss Summers had unzipped his trousers and -

“Oh, you mean the one that says Welcome to Sunnydale?  I think someone must have moved it.   Stupid sign. Being welcomed to the Hellmouth is a very strange thing to say to strangers in my opinion. ”

“And the man who had to jump several feet across the road as we came round the corner?”

Buffy shrugged. She wasn‘t sure why people always complained about her driving. OK, she and cars were not mixy things, but she thought she’d done really well considering she was handling a strange vehicle and sitting next to a vampire who kept squealing just because they were going over thirty miles an hour.

She glanced up at the house and groaned. All the lights were on. She’d half hoped that the gang would have gone to bed and she could take William indoors and get both of them showered and changed before all the questions started. But there was no putting off the evil moment.

“Come on, William. This is where I live.”

“A fine residence.”

“Ah, well, no, not really. Just an average sort of house.”

“Do I live here, too?”

“Certainly not!”

“Oh, then perhaps you should transport me to my own lodgings, Miss Summers. I have to accept that I am in a strange country and a strange time. But I’m sure that if I can sleep well tonight I will find a way tomorrow to make all this come right again.”

Buffy sighed. “No, William, you won’t. Not on your own. You need to meet Willow.”

“Meet? But your friends know me, you said?”

Buffy stared at the tousled hair, the slanting cheek bones, the way his muscles played under his skin as he moved. She swallowed. God, what was it with her and this guy? He was an evil vampire, no matter what his character, and even if he said he loved her, that was no excuse for her to want him so badly.

In he dark of the car, his eyes glittered like blue stars and she could see the curve of his lips.  The rush of passion that flooded through her, startled and scared her. There was no way she could feel like this about William!  It was bad enough having sex with Spike - well no, bad was not the word she should have used - sex with Spike was anything but bad.

Wrong!  She grabbed the word out of the last brain cell that still seemed to be working. All these feelings for this vamp were wrong.

Wearily, she led the way up the path and into the house.

Willow and Anya jumped up from the sofa. Xander was just coming in from the kitchen, eating a slice of pizza that was dripping melting cheese down his chin

“Buffy! Thank God. Where have you been?  Are you OK?”

“And what on earth are you wearing!” Anya said, gazing in horror at the tight shorts and T-shirt, both now torn and dirty.

“Hey, Buff. Good to see you back,” Xander mumbled. “But what on earth is Captain Peroxide doing lurking out there?”

Buffy turned round and realised that William hadn’t followed her inside. He had a hand out, touching an invisible barrier.  Of course! He was William, not Spike. And William had not been given permission to enter.

“Oh come in,” Buffy said swiftly and the vampire blinked as the magical obstacle vanished.

“And he’s coming in the house because...?” Xander said sarcastically. “And why is he only wearing a pair of jeans?  Buffy, what the heck is going on.”

“Can we have the inquisition in the morning?” Buffy said wearily. “We both need a shower and some sleep. As there’s no squealing and yelling, I take it Dawn’s round at Janice’s.”

“How do you do?”  William pushed past her, and advanced across the room, hand held out to Xander who gaped, dropped the pizza and automatically shook hands with the vampire.

“How do you - ! Spike!  What the hell are you doing?”

“It’s very good to find a gentleman here,” William said cheerfully. “Are these ladies your paramours, perhaps?”

“What!”  Xander’s yell could probably have been heard in Los Angeles, Buffy reckoned. Then she started to laugh and sank down on the sofa, her legs feeling weak. She couldn’t help it.  The sight of Spike being all English and polite, trying to introduce himself to Xander was worth all the trouble she’d been through in the past few hours.

Anya went close to William and gazed up into his eyes.  “Not Spike,” she said softly. “I can sense it.”

“Anya, of course it’s Spike,” Willow said snippily. “Look at him. Pale, thin, dyed hair, all Billy Idol except , of course, bare chested and - Buffy, why are you wearing those dreadful shorts?”

William was happily touring round the room, shaking hands as he went. Xander stood staring after him, his mouth open in astonishment.

William took Willow’s hand and bent his head briefly over it.  “Madam, I must say, I have never seen hair your colour before. Is it magic that makes it that red?”

“What! Oh, no, it’s called October Flame - I mean, Spike, what are you doing here? and why are you calling me Madam?”

William looked confused.  He reached out to touch Willow’s screaming red hair and Xander propelled himself forward, grabbed him by the shoulders and threw him sideways.

William cannoned off the wall, and came up in game face. He took a long stride towards Xander, then stopped, shook himself and went back to human.

“Sir, obviously I have made some mistake in the etiquette of this strange country and times.  I offer you my sincere apologies and trust you will not hold it against me.  Perhaps we could remove to a hostelry and partake of a libation and you can tell me exactly how life is lived here.  I must admit it would be welcome to have some male company. As exciting and interesting as Miss Summers is, I yearn for a little sensible conversation.”

Xander looked pleased. It wasn’t often that he was singled out as the person someone wanted to spend time with.

“Oh, right, yes, we could find a bar - and, hey!  What the hell are you talking about, Spike. i would rather chew off my right arm than go out for a drink with you.”

“And why is Xander suddenly more interesting than me?” Buffy put in, her voice cross. She felt hurt. OK, all sorts of goodness to be called exciting and interesting, even by a vampire.  But surely there was no way William could prefer Xander’s company to hers!  Not after what they’d been through together.

“I keep telling you,” Anya said, sitting at the table and picking up a nail file. “Not Spike.”  She stared up at him.  “I reckon - it’s William.”

“William!”  Xander and Willow spoke together.

“Yes?” William said mildly, looking from one to the other.

Buffy sighed and stretched her arms above her head. God she was so tired. If she didn’t have a shower soon, no one would want to come within a mile of her.

“Guys, yes, Anya’s right,  this is William.  Not Spike, not William the Bloody, but William as he was before he met Dru!  He’s still a vampire, still chipped,  but not Spike.  Don’t ask me how.  It was something to do with the acid he got burnt with. Acid from a Tazksha demon.  We need to find a way of changing him back, Willow.  But, please, can we do it in the morning!   I’m beat.”

The other three stared at her and then back to William, their faces pictures of amazement and disbelief.

“I told you so,” Anya said at last. “No one was listening to the ex demon, of course, but I knew it wasn’t Spike.”

“But Buffy, where on earth did you meet a Tazksha demon,” Willow said worriedly. “They’re very, very rare.  Don‘t tell me there’s one wandering around Sunnydale?”

“What? Oh, no, we were - er - ”

“We were in a little house on an island in the middle of a lake, Madam,” William put in helpfully, ignoring the glare Buffy sent him.

“It doesn’t matter where we were,” Buffy said swiftly. “I’ll explain later. Just now, William needs a shower, so do I.  Then sleep.”

“Am I to share your bed, Miss Summers?”  

“Now listen here, Spike, William, whoever you are,” Xander growled. “If you lay one finger on Buffy, I’ll personally stake your lousy skin and walk in your dust.”

William looked bemused. “But we’ve already - ”

“Yes, well, it’s getting very late,” Buffy broke in hurriedly, guessing that he was just about to tell Xander details of exactly what they’d shared in the last few days. “Let me show you where to wash up, William.  Then you can sleep down here on the sofa.  We’ll talk again in the morning.” 

And she urged him up the stairs, wondering as she did so, exactly what the new day would bring.


to be continued
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