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Chapter 10

Chp 10   PlayTime

This chapter is quite smutty and Spuffy - or should that be Wuffy in the circumstances?  For all the readers of  the last part of With that Ring who thought it sad, this is for you.Strip Snap  by   Lilachigh


Chapter 10    Play Time


Buffy drifted up to consciousness from somewhere deep and dreamy and rosy pink. Her whole body felt as light as a feather; with the slightest effort she could have elevated off the cabin floor - just like the object of one of Willow’s magic tricks - and floated to the ceiling.

She yawned and stretched, feeling the muscles in her legs ripple. Her bare foot touched skin - cold skin she knew only too well.  She was smiling as she ran her toes across Spike’s heavily muscled thigh -

Then she remembered and her eyes flew open.

She was lying by herself on the floor. William was sitting, back against the wall, with his jeans draped modestly across his middle, staring down at her.  His hair was a riot of tiny curls and as she grinned up at him, he glanced away and became very interested in digging a splinter of wood out of one of the floorboards.

‘Hi!” Buffy said quietly.  “You OK?”

He seemed to be having some difficulty in speaking. At last, after much throat clearing he got out a croaky, “What do you mean, madam, by the letters OK?”

Buffy sighed. She’d forgotten that she had to speak as if she was Jane Eyre.  “I mean, do you feel all right?” she said.

He licked his lips as if they were bruised. “I feel - I had no idea - I had, of course, heard  gentlemen speaking in my Club - they said - but I never - ”

“I take it you are, then,” Buffy said briskly, sitting up and hugging her knees to her breasts.  “Did you enjoy it?”

William took a quick peek at the damp blond curls he could see between her legs, then averted his eyes again.  “Well, madam, I hardly feel it is the sort of subject I could discuss with a lady.  But then, I suppose you aren’t a lady, are you?”

“I beg your pardon!”  Buffy stared at him.

William bit his lip.  “I hope I cause no offence, I realise something very strange has happened to me, and you are a American and so your manners are not quite - but even allowing for your nationality,  no lady would...you are obviously no stranger to the arts of the bedroom.  After all, I can not imagine that dear Cecily would know what... or have allowed me to - well - indeed no.”

Buffy stared at him, speechless. She didn’t know whether to laugh or cry.  The vampire was sitting there, stark naked, trying to hide his prick and balls from her and accusing her of being a big ho.  She had never been so tempted to stake him as she was at this moment.

Then the absurdity of the situation hit her.  This wasn’t Spike.  This was William.  What he said couldn’t hurt her.  He was only judging her by his own experiences in life. He was a Victorian and from all she’d read about them, sex was a taboo subject. 

What was the expression she’d heard someone laughing about once at college?  Oh yes, “Lie there and think of England,” that was what girls were supposed to do when they got married.

She wondered what a shock it must have been to be alone in a room with a man for the first time in your life and have that happen to you when you didn’t even know what a man’s body looked like.

Judging by the stunned look on William’s face, what they’d just done had been a real eye-opener to him.

“So,” he was continuing, and for a moment a hand went to his face in a gesture that Giles made all the time and Buffy realised William was searching for a pair of spectacles he obviously no longer wore.  “As you are a woman of some experience, was that...was I - ” his voice went hoarse - “capable?”

Buffy swung round to kneel in front of him.  The sight of Spike being shy was an incredible turn on.  She could feel the blood surging through her, her breasts felt tight; they ached, the nipples tingled and she longed to feel his cool mouth on them again.

She knew that if she was her usual sensible self, she’d get dressed and find some way of getting William/Spike back to Sunnydale.  She was sure Willow would find a cure, a way to get Spike back in his body and return William to wherever he’d been sleeping for all these years.

But, god, she was so tired of being sensible.  So weary of always doing the right thing, of looking after everyone, of being Buffy who would always manage, always cope. She’d had to be so strong since her mother had died; strong for Dawn, strong for her friends, strong for everyone.  And since Willow had brought her back from the dead, she hadn’t had one day of real fun. 

Sometimes she looked in the mirror and saw a forty year old woman staring back at her.

Suddenly Buffy realised that what she wanted to do, just for a couple of hours, was play.  Okay, it was naughty. Perhaps it was unfair. She was, after all, taking advantage of a man who had no experience or knowledge of women.

It wouldn’t be the same as when Faith had switched bodies with her and slept with Riley. Spike and William  were basically the same person.

And Spike would never know.  She felt a tingle run across her body at the thought of what he would do to her if he did remember. She could almost feel the flat of his cold hand smacking her backside until it smarted - but she would cope with that when and if it happened.

At the moment, there was William, naked and sexy in front of her. And she’d just deflowered him - if that was what you did to a man - so she owed him something, didn’t she?  There was no reason for this kind, sweet guy to think he was useless in bed.  She wasn’t going to do to him what Parker and Angel had done to her, make her doubt herself so badly that her confidence had been shattered.

She knew that until Spike had made love to her that first time in the ruined house, she’d never really believed she was capable of giving a man complete satisfaction. Riley had seemed happy, but she’d always had the vague feeling with him that there was something more she should be doing.

Spike had shown her exactly what that was.

“Oh yes, you were very capable, William - for a first time, that is,” she said sweetly.  “And yes, I do know some of the bedroom arts as you call them. I had a very good teacher. He’s English, too, you know.”

William shifted uneasily on the hard floor and Buffy’s lips twitched. The poor man was obviously dying to look at her body, but determinedly staring anywhere else.  

“There seemed to be - ahem - well, a great deal of noise.  I never thought, well, I have always known, of course, that gentlemen find it a pleasurable activity, and I must admit that I could not stop myself from crying out at the feelings. But why should a woman   - but  you seemed, well, towards the end, you were - well - ”

“Screaming?” Buffy added helpfully and felt her thighs tighten as they remembered the size of his cock plunging into her depths. “Oh yes. You’ve no idea of the sensations you caused me, William.”

To her delight, she watched as he pulled the jeans slightly away from his body. She could guess what was happening under that tough denim.

“Would you...?” he cleared his throat and dug out another splinter from the floorboards, “I mean, if it gave you some little pleasure, and I would, indeed, like to become proficient in this past-time, so perhaps we could - ”

“Do it again?”

At last his blue gaze swung round to her and feasted on her breasts. “I seem to be...it’s quite alarming...didn’t think it could be that soon...”

“William, you’re a vampire,” Buffy explained with a smile.  “It isn’t the same for you as other men.”  Thank God, she said silently and reaching forward, tweaked the covering off of him and felt her eyes widen at what awaited her.  Yes, she was going to play, oh heavens, she was going to play so much.  She’d deal with guilty feelings later on. 

He gasped as she bent forward.  “This can be good, too,” she said wickedly and ran her tongue down the long, steel velvet length.

She heard him groan and hiss in delight and reached up with her hands to link them tightly with his as she licked and nibbled and sucked, taking him deep into her mouth and hearing his swearing an endless stream of delight as within minutes he bucked violently and came again and again.

When he finally opened his eyes, he stared at her in astonishment. “Madam, that was, oh, I had no idea I could transcend to such a plane of existence.”

Buffy frowned. “I take it you enjoyed that.”

William nodded enthusiastically.  

“Well, in that case, do you think you could possibly drop the ‘Madam’ from now on?  Can’t you call me Buffy.”

“But we haven’t been formally introduced!”

Buffy kicked him in the ribs with her bare foot and grinned as, with vampire speed, he grabbed her toes and deflected the blow.  William and Spike had exactly the same reflexes.

“I really do think that what we have been doing for the past hour is a pretty good substitute, William!” she said tartly. 

The vampire was struggling with the etiquette of the situation. Yes,he could become a vampire and discover sex in all its forms, but calling a girl by her Christian name when they hadn’t ‘officially’ met, was obviously a far greater barrier to overcome.

“I shall continue to call you Miss Summers,” he said finally. “That would be acceptable, surely. Buffy is such a very odd name, but perhaps not to one from the Colonies.”

“No odder than Spike.”

William gave a faint smile. “We had a dog once called Spike.  He was a vicious creature to strangers, but very affectionate to me and the family. He ran away one day and got lost. It caused Mother a sadness of heart.”

“Well, we won’t think about that now,” Buffy said hastily. 

“No, indeed. I feel that thinking about Mother in this situation would not be seemly, especially as you are still unclothed.”

Buffy ran her hands mischievously across her breasts and watched as he swallowed hard. ‘My shorts and T-shirt are just over there,” she said, nodding to where they lay discarded on the floor in her hurry to get them off. “Do you want me to put them on?”

William shook his platinum head, his blue eyes burning. “No indeed not,” he whispered. “I have never seen a female body in the natural state before. It is very - arousing. You are a temptress, Madam.”

“I told you, no more Madams!”

William edged closer. “My apologies, Miss Summers. May I enquire - what you did to me just now - the sensation was most gratifying, but you received no pleasure in return.”

Buffy found herself smirking. She had a very good idea where this was leading. “Oh, I enjoyed doing it immensely, William. And you could always reciprocate.”

His eyes grew wider as the implication of her remark sunk in. “You mean - surely not - no woman would - how - ”

Buffy lay back on the floor and beckoned to him. She was aching now, her nipples were tight and he needed very little pressure on the back of his head to bring his mouth to them, one after the other.

She groaned. His tongue was lapping round and round, his teeth nibbling bluntly, driving her insane.

“Go lower - between my thighs, ” she gasped. “Make me come - just like I did to you. Please, William. Now! I have to come now.”

She spread her legs and moaned as he obeyed her instantly. The blond head dived between her thighs and his cool, clever tongue licked at her opening, then, without any further instructions, he parted her folds, found her clit and began to suck at it.

Buffy began to whine as some instinct made him pick up her legs, toss them over his shoulders and attack her clit with every ounce of pressure he could find.  She could feel the hot liquid seeping out of her across his mouth and chin and the sensations he was causing were so great that she was making that dreadful noise in the back of her throat that only Spike could bring forth.

The climax when it hit  her went on and on. Every time she thought she was coming down, his tongue curled again and drove her back over the precipice until she was a sobbing, moaning mass of quivering nerves.

It was dusk when Buffy found enough energy to think and speak again. She ached in places she hadn’t know she had places. She’d lost count of how many times William had fucked her and she him.  All she knew was that for a beginner, he learnt really fast and if his technique was a little more tentative than Spike’s, he certainly had as much imagination. She knew she’d never be able to look at a basement ladder again without remembering how he’d threaded her arms and legs through the treads so she couldn’t move and then - well, mind blowing was a word that came to mind.

Now she realised the vampire was standing, gazing out of the window.  “Miss Summers, I have had the most entertaining and educational day, but now i have to face up to the problem of being a vampire. I’m sure it is only a temporary affliction.  Once I get home,  I’ll call round to the vicarage and ask the Reverend Digby for his advice.”

Buffy stared at him in despair. “William, have you any idea where you are and what year it is?”

The vampire gazed back at her, puzzled. “Of course I know what year is is. The year of our Lord, 1880 and we are in London. I admit I am not sure where exactly, but feel it must be on the outskirts as you spoke of a lake.”

Buffy shut her eyes and sighed. Play time was officially over. The next few hours were going to be just as difficult as she’d feared.

to be continued
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