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Chapter 13

Chp 13    What About Me?

People usually write Spike as being the tough vampire and William as the weak human.  But I’ve always believed William was much stronger than he sometimes appears.Strip Snap  by  Lilachigh

Chapter 13  What About Me?

“You have a very strange household, Miss Summers,” William said politely as she hurried him up the stairs.  “Do all those people live here with you?”

Buffy was heading for the bathroom. She was longing to feel hot soapy water on her skin. She couldn’t remember the last time she’d gone so long without a wash.

“No, Xander and Anya have their own home. Willow lives here and my sister, Dawn - who should be home any moment. But I don’t want you meeting her tonight.”

She pushed open the bathroom door and almost thrust the vampire into the room. She didn’t want to explain that she was hoping she could get Spike back before Dawn had to find out.

“Get in the shower. I’ll find you something to wear.”  She left him staring around in amazement and fled into her bedroom.  Buried in one of her closets was an old pair of trousers, covered with paint, that Riley had worn once when he’d helped her redecorate her bedroom.  They would be far too big for Spike, but it was them or nothing!

“Oh God, I need  water, hot, hot water,” Buffy moaned and raced back to the bathroom door. William was standing where she’d left him, a bemused expression on his face.

Buffy turned both bath taps on full, groaning in ecstasy as the steam rose up in fragrant clouds as she poured bubble bath into the water, filling the room with vanilla and rose essence.

She glanced round at William .  “Look, there’s the shower cubicle. Get in there and have a wash. I promise not to look at you if you don’t look at me.”

William stared at her through the steam. “What mustn’t I look at, Miss Summers?”

“Me naked, of course.”

“But I’ve already seen you unclothed.”

“That was - different. Look, just get in the shower. No, take your trousers off first, idiot! Oh god, do you know how to work a shower? No, of course you don’t!  Look, you have the bath. I’ll take the shower.”

“But the water smells of - ”

“I know, I’m sorry. It was meant for me. But it won’t hurt for once. Just get in and soak. You’re still covered in sticky yellow demon blood.”

“Buffy, are you OK?”  It was Willow outside the door.

“Yes, I’m fine, Will. Just showing Spike - William, how to work the shower. I”ll have mine when he’s finished.”

“OK. Xander and Anya have gone.  I’ll be downstairs if you want me.”

Buffy pulled off her clothes. She didn’t care what he thought. She wanted to wash now! She stood under the pounding water, feeling the dirt and demon blood and other unmentionable stickiness washing away. 

She peeked out once to the amazing sight of the vampire lying in rose scented bubbles,  being male and playing with the taps with his toes.

“Oh god, Spike will never forgive me for this,” she muttered, diving back into the cubicle and rubbing shampoo vigorously into her hair.  “Please, please, don’t let him ever remember I made him take a bubble bath!”

She was rinsing her hair for about the third time, eyes shut, almost  asleep as the  warm water gushed over her body, when a colder draught hit her.

Her eyes shot open to find William standing in the open cubicle door looking at her, his eyes half open, glazed with desire.  He’d tied a towel round his waist, but there were obvious signs underneath it that the sight of her was not unpleasant.

“William!  What did you - hey, wait a second, I’ll get dry and - ”

Her words stopped as he stepped into the cubicle and, without speaking a word, began to kiss her. She felt the towel slide away and - oh god, was all that for her ? Yes!

He smelt of rose and vanilla and Spike.  His mouth was cold but for a while, at least, his skin was warm from the hot bath. And that felt so odd.  

Buffy moaned as his hands found her wet nipples and the rough pads of his thumbs began to stroke them, delicately at first, then harder and harder as his kisses grew deeper, more insistent.

She knew she should have stopped him, could easily stop him - she was the Slayer, she was strong enough to push him away any time she chose, end it now.  God, Willow was only downstairs, Dawn would be home soon. They mustn’t make a noise, but how she stop herself screaming when he did -

Why was she acting like this?  This wasn’t Spike, it was William, but oh god, his hands were Spike’s hands and what he was doing with his tongue -

She reached for the tap to turn off the shower,  but there wasn’t time.  One of his hands slipped between her legs and she was glad the water was still thundering against the glass as she began to moan and whine, shuddering as the finger rasped over her clit.

“Open your eyes, Miss Summers,” William muttered and she forced herself to look up through the spray and mist and steam into his blue gaze, panting, gasping, as he slowly, but surely sent her insane.  The finger was joined by another one and she could feel the surging inside her, the tightening of her muscles, the red mist creeping up.

She was still staring at him through the steam and for a second, the sapphire eyes boring into hers were Spike’s  as she gave a final strangled scream and her climax hit, wave after wave of feeling coursing through her body.

She tightened her legs and arched her back, pushing her pelvis against his hand as he pumped wickedly with his finger, over and over again. 

She gave a little jump and wrapped her legs around his waist as he held her against the streaming tiles, his cock buried to its full depth inside her.  

His movements were as hard and sure as Spike’s had been. This was no debutante to sex.  Whatever lesson she had taught William, he had learnt it fast and well. There was no pausing, no hesitation, he held her effortlessly off the ground and fucked her until her body turned to jelly and every nerve ending  shrieked for the bliss of release.

And then Buffy was coming again and this time he could feel it inside her and with a roar he exploded, held in pulsating delight by her inner muscles that milked him of everything he had ready for her.

When she came back to reality, she found they were lying on top of her bed, tangled up in the quilt.  She had a vague memory of William half carrying her out of the bathroom and her fumbling for the door handle and then locking it behind her.

She rolled over and glanced down at the vampire.  He seemed to be asleep, but the smirk on his mouth was one with which she was only too familiar.  Whenever they made love, Spike got that expression on his face. Like a great cat that had just slurped a whole bowlful of cream. 

Buffy poked him in the ribs as she hunted for clean clothes.  “Get up, William,” she hissed as she pulled on dark blue jeans and a pale pink top. “We’ve got to go downstairs. You need to sleep on the sofa.”

“I’m very comfortable right here, Miss Summers,” he muttered without opening his eyes, but reaching out instinctively to stroke her thigh.

Buffy batted his hand away.  “Stop that right now!” she snapped. “Get dressed. You can’t be in my room when my sister gets home.”

William sighed heavily, opened one brilliant blue eye and smiled sleepily. “I am heartily looking forward to meeting her.”

“You already know her - as Spike, that is.  I don’t know how she’s going to take you being William. She’s...she’s fond of Spike.”

William swung his legs over the side of the bed and pulled on the trousers Buffy had found for him.  She grinned. They were far too large and the leather belt had to be pulled in to its smallest to stop them falling off his slim hips. 

“Very odd garments you wear in these times,” he said with a fastidious gesture that reminded her so much of Giles that her head swam. “Did these trousers belong to your father?”

“What? No way - they belonged to Riley.  He was - ”

“One of your lovers?”

“Hey, there’s no need to make it sound as if I’ve had thousands of them.  He was my boyfriend - OK - maybe more than that for a little while and - ”

She stopped dead. Why on earth was she telling him all this?  “It really is none of your business, William.  We’ll get you to Spike’s crypt tomorrow and you can wear his - your - oh god,  it’s so confusing.  Whoever you are tomorrow, there’ll be clothes there that will fit you. Look, there’s this T-shirt, too.  Yes, I know it’s torn. I was going to use it as a duster. But it’ll do.  Now come on. Downstairs.”

At the table, Willow was sitting on her own, working on her computer.  She’d turned out all the lights except the desk lamp and it turned her hair to burnished copper.

She smiled as they appeared, obviously fighting back the desire to laugh at William’s appearance.

“Hey there. Well, you certainly look a lot cleaner, Buffy.  That must have been the longest shower on history.  And you, too, William.”

She stared fascinated at the head of tiny blond curls that had appeared as his hair dried.  Willow couldn’t remember if she’d ever seen the vampire without his usual slicked back  hair-style.  “This must all seem very strange to you.”

‘“I have had a most cleansing bath,” the vampire said happily. “Although I must apologise if I smell highly scented in a most feminine fashion. Miss Summers put copious amounts of a highly pungent substance in the water and even though I washed it off in the shower when we were - ”

“ - were rinsing out his wet jeans,” Buffy broke in swiftly, knowing that at any moment he was going to relate to Willow exactly what they’d done in the shower.

“Now, Will.  Have you any ideas on how to get Spike back?”

Willow shook her head and turned back to her lap top.  “No, but I’ll probably find something at the Magic Box tomorrow. I know Giles had a couple of books there that covered reversion spells. And Buffy, remember  that the Tazksha demon is very dangerous. You simply mustn’t let it touch you. I’m surprised Spike didn’t die from the acid.”

“He almost did,” Buffy said wearily, sitting down on the sofa, exhaustion beginning to bite her.  She shuddered, remembering how ill the vampire had been, how she’d been convinced she was going to loose him and how that had sent her brain into overdrive.

Why should he matter so much to her.  Perhaps it was just ‘the sex’ as Xander would have said. Oh god, did that mean she was some sort of sex addict?  She’d heard about people like that, who got hooked on it just as much as they did on drugs or drink.

But it isn’t that, she thought desperately.  When she’d thought she was going to loose him, the thought of sex had never entered her mind. All she could think of was Spike himself and how empty and pointless her life would be without him in it. 

Buffy glanced across at him now. He was walking slowly round the room, picking up photographs of her mom, of Dawnie, of the Scoobies all together, smiling and laughing.  Even in the ridiculous T-shirt and trousers, he had an elegance of movement that always surprised her. She could have watched him all night.

“OK, tomorrow we’ll be all researchy and clever,” she said.  “William, I’m going to find you a quilt - even though I suppose you don’t really never one because you’re cold already, but - well, anyway, I’ll find you one.  And then tomorrow we’ll start some serious research into getting Spike back.”

The vampire turned and for a second Buffy’s heart flipped. His gaze was very direct; it could have been Spike looking at her.

“And if you get this Spike back, where do I go, Miss Summers?”

There was a long silence.  Willow was twisting a lock of hair round and round her finger, gazing at Buffy from under her lashes. She looked very nervous.

Buffy stood up. “Go?  Well, you won’t go anywhere, William. You’ll just be - Spike again.”

“But what if I don’t want to be Spike?”

“What!”

He sat on the sofa,  and clasped his hands in front of him. “I appreciate that you have all been extremely concerned but you have never bothered to ask me what I want to do. I like it here. I like who I am.  So if it’s all the same to you, Miss Summers, Miss Willow, please don’t bother with any magical spells or potions.  I’ve decided to stay here as myself. I don’t want to vanish, to disappear. I like life. I’m afraid this Spike character can’t have my body any more. He can’t come back.”

And as Buffy stood looking down at him, she could see there was a stubbornness appearing on his gentle face that reminded her once again of the very man he was condemning to perpetual banishment.

to be continued
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