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Summary: Willow’s addiction doesn’t go unnoticed by her girlfriend or their friends.


Note: In this Sunnydale, Faith redeemed herself before graduation and helped the Scoobies defeat the Mayor, stuck around and met a beautiful blonde witch. After Veruca, the ‘duh’ was finally lifted from both Buffy and Willow’s head and they got together. The rest is the same, save the fact that Buffy didn’t die beating Glory. Willow used some major mojo instead, which has lead to her addiction. An addiction that has the Slayer very worried. ���


Buffy listened at the door as inside the bathroom, her girlfriend threw up for the second day in a row. Something was definitely wrong with Willow and the Slayer had a pretty good idea what it was.


“Will, are you ok?”


“I’m fine, Buffy, I’ll be right out.”


The redhead sounded anything but fine and Buffy debated whether or not to go in and confirm her suspicions. Before she could decide, she heard the toilet flush, water run for a minute or two and a few seconds later, Willow emerged. She looked awful, paler than usual and dark circles surrounding her eyes. Buffy reached out and felt her forehead.


“Will, you’re burning up”


“It’s probably just a bug. I’m sure there’s something going around.” When she saw the worried look on the blonde’s face, she added, “I’m fine, baby, promise.”


“Why don’t you lie down, get some rest,” Buffy suggested, following her across the room.


“Can’t, class, big test today.”


“You can make it up next week. You’re ahead on everything, right?”


Willow rummaged through the closet in search of something to wear, not answering the question.


“Will, you’re ahead, right? You’re always ahead.”


“Not in this class. I sorta had a few, not so great quizzes last month. And I missed the last paper.”


“What?” Buffy couldn’t believe what she just heard. Willow never got anything lower than an A- and always had her papers in weeks early. “Will, what’s going on? This isn’t like you.”


Willow grabbed a black tee shirt and a pair of black jeans from the closet and moved to the bed. Buffy was right behind her.


“Talk to me, Will, what’s going on?”


“Relax, Buffy, gosh, it’s just a stupid class.” Ok, now Buffy KNEW something was wrong. “If I fail it, I can make it up next semester, no big.”


Fail? Now she was failing? The Slayer’s senses were screaming red alert. Oh yeah, it was most definitely time to talk to Giles.


Willow changed her clothes, completely oblivious to her girlfriend’s concern, ran a brush through her hair and kissed Buffy.


“I’ll see you later, sweetie,” she said, and then she was gone.


Buffy stood there for a moment, her mind racing from the events of the past fifteen minutes. She heard the door slam and then stepped over to the phone. Dialing, she tried to calm herself down.


“Tara, it’s me. You were right, big time. We need to talk to Giles.” ��


+++++ �


“You ok, B?”


Buffy turned to her fellow slayer. “I don’t like this, Faith. I don’t like any of it.”


“You wanna keep seeing her puking her guts up every morning? Or blowing classes?’


“You know I don’t.” Buffy walked over to the counter of the Magic Box and Faith followed.


“That’s right, I know you don’t. Neither do I; none of us do. That’s why we gotta do this, B. Red needs us. Man, you saw the power she’s got. Damn, she blew that hellgod outta here with just a touch! Power like that, it can be dangerous, Buffy, if it’s not handled the right way. It can kill you.”


“She’s right, Buffy,” Tara softly said, from her chair at the round table. “Willow has a gift, but if she’s not careful, it will destroy her.”


“And none of us want Red going anywhere. So as much as you hate this, it’s what needs to be done.”


Giles came into the room and they looked at him.


“Well,” he began, removing his glasses. “I talked to the coven and they agree. They’re more than happy to help and suggest doing it as soon as possible.” His eyes fixed on Buffy. “Once it’s done, we’ll have forty eight hours on our end. Binding them any longer than that isn’t very healthy for Willow.”


He returned his glasses to his face.


“Forty eight should be plenty of time, right, B?”


Buffy nodded. “I can work with forty eight. So, what’s the plan?’


“It will just be the three of you. The less people around, the better,” Giles explained. “Tara will be the mystical anchor. She’s strong and her energy is good, clean. Willow will need the support of a fellow witch.”


“I’m the muscle, right?”


“Muscle? There will be no need for muscle!” Buffy protectively stated.


“Relax, B, I didn’t mean it like that.”


He looked at Buffy. “Faith is connected to Tara, their bond is strong, as is their love. That strengthens the support.” He turned his eyes to Faith. “So in a way, yes. A mental muscle.” Returning his gaze back to the blonde slayer, he went on. “Buffy, I’m afraid the bulk of the work lies within you. Willow has been given a tremendous gift, but she must learn discipline or it will destroy her. You are the closest to Willow, therefore the one who has the greatest influence on her, the strongest power over her, the one who must delve the deepest. And by so doing, I fear shall be the one to bear the harshest brunt of her anger.”


“If it helps her, I don’t care. You know that, Giles.”


“Yes, I just want you to be prepared. She has an addiction and anyone in that state, no matter what that addiction might be, is going to put up a fight. That almost always means it gets messy…things said, possibly even thrown…Buffy, we are binding her powers. She isn’t going to take that well.”


“She’ll deal. She can’t go on like this, Giles. Using magic for everything…it’s killing her. And as long as I’m alive, that so isn’t going to happen. Whatever it takes, I’ll do. I don’t care if I have to tie her to the bed.”


“Save the celebrating, B,” Faith teased and Buffy couldn’t help but smile.


“Yes, well then,” Giles muttered, his glasses coming off and going to his shirt. 


Tara giggled to herself but Faith laughed out loud.


“Oh come on, G-man, enough with the innocent act. We all know about you and that redhead who owns the new art gallery/coffeehouse.” Giles blushed profusely, nearly wiping clean through his lenses. “Anya heard the two of you in the stockroom last week.” Her brow went up. “Spanky the cowboy?”


Tara couldn’t fight the giggles this time and Buffy joined her, tossing in a, “Eww, so not needing to hear this.”


The Englishman placed his glasses back on his face and cleared his throat.


“Today is Thursday, so I suggest tomorrow. That gives you the whole weekend. Dawn can stay at my place. I’ll call the coven and have them do it at four o’clock. Then I will pick Dawn up around four thirty. Is that good?”


Buffy just looked at him. “Think about that, Giles. I mean, really think.”


“Buffy, I am perfectly capable of watching a fifteen year old for a few days.”


“If you say so. Four thirty is fine. Will doesn’t get home until after five on Fridays.”


“Tara and I will head over around then. We should be there before Red gets home.”


Tara nodded. “I’ll do a spell once when I get there. Something that will keep her from leaving once she comes in. It’ll make things easier.”


Giles nodded his approval, then turned to Buffy.


“ Don’t you worry about Dawn and myself, we will be just fine. You need to focus all your energy on Willow. She needs it.”


Buffy nodded. “She has it. Trust me, Giles, she has it.” ��


+++++Friday Afternoon+++++ �


Tara and Faith arrived at the Summers house around four forty five Friday afternoon. The dark-haired slayer took their bags up to the spare bedroom while Tara joined Buffy in the living room to wait for Willow. Sensing the Slayer’s nervousness, the witch tried to put her at ease.


“She’s going be ok. We’re going to help her beat this.” Buffy smiled gently at her and she went on. “Willow’s been chosen, she has a gift…kinda like you and Faith. You guys had Watchers. Will needs her own kind of Watcher …a mentor, teacher…to help her, teach her how to control her gift. Just think what could have happen if slayers didn’t have their watchers.”


“Been there, done that,” Faith quipped, plopping down on the sofa next to Tara. “Walking on the dark side, not a good thing.”


Tara grinned and put an arm around her.


“You saw the error of your ways and now you’re among the good guys, sweetie… and I’m so very the glad for it.”


Faith leaned in and kissed her tenderly. “Mmm, so am I, babe…so am I.”


Buffy smiled, happy that her fellow slayer had finally found someone so wonderful to share her life with. Her smile faded, however, as the front door opened and Willow came in.


“Hey, having a party are we?” she quipped, looking at the couple on the sofa. Turning her eyes to Buffy, she said, “What’s up, sweetie?”


Buffy got up from her chair and walked over to her lover. Taking her arm, she guided her over to one of the chairs and sat her down. Willow’s eyes were wide.


“Oh no,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper. “Who died?”


Buffy smiled. “No one died, honey.”


“K, then what’s going on here? I mean, serious faces and all the quiet. It’s never this quiet here.”


Buffy knelt down in front of her and took her hand.


“Will, sweetie, we need to talk.”


“Ok, talking is of the good. I think. What are we talking about?”


The blonde slayer looked over to the sofa, where both Tara and Faith gave her a reassuring nod. She then turned back to the redhead.


“Buffy, you’re scaring me here. What’s wrong?”


Buffy took a deep breath and looked her girl in the eye.


“It’s you, Will. You’ve got a problem and we’re going to help you.”


Willow’s furrowed a brow. “Me? I have a problem?”


“Yeah, honey,” Buffy softly said. “You do.”


“And just what, is this problem?” Willow inquired, her voice taking on a defensive tone.


“The magic…you’re addicted to it, Will.”


Willow had heard enough. “This is your doing, isn’t it?” She glared accusingly at Tara. “You and Giles…the two of you put this idea in her head!”


“No, Will, they didn’t,” Buffy replied. “I’ve seen it with my own eyes.”


Willow pushed Buffy away and stood up.


“I’m not going to sit here and listen to this!”


She stormed over to the door and tried to open it.


“You’re not leaving, Will,” Buffy said, following her. “Not until we fix this.”


“You can’t keep me here,” she growled, turning to face the Slayer.


‘You’re right, I can’t.” Buffy glanced at Tara, who now stood with Faith in the living room doorway, then turned back to Willow. “But she can.” 


Willow looked at Tara, her green eyes blazing. She then turned back to the door and chanted a few words. When the door still wouldn’t open, the red witch screamed.


“You bound me!” she snarled at Tara.


“It’s for your own good, Will.”


Willow was in her face before she knew it, but Tara stood her ground. 


“My own good? What the hell do you know about what’s for my own good?”


“Easy Red,” Faith said. “We only want to help you.”


“Oh, you’re one to offer assistance,” Willow cracked, glaring at the brunette. “Well I’m not one who needs it, so peddle your pathetic help somewhere else!”


“Relax, Will,” Buffy ordered, hating this more and more by the second. “Faith and Tara are here to help and whether you like it or not, you need it. You can’t leave and we aren’t leaving, so you might as well just chill out and deal.”


Willow stepped over to her and looked her right in the eye.


“And what if I don’t, huh? You going to go all, slayer on me?”


Buffy didn’t flinch. “If it will help you get through this, I will put you over my lap every day and spank that ass until it matches that hair.”


“Damn!” Faith gasped without even realizing it.


Tara elbowed her. Willow glared at Buffy for a moment then stormed up the stairs. Upon hearing the bedroom door slam, Buffy sighed deeply.


“You did good, Buffy,” Tara said, reaching out and patting her shoulder. 


“Yeah, B,” Faith noted, grinning. “Matching Red’s ass to her hair…got my attention.”


Tara turned to her. “Watch it, slayer, or it just might be your ass getting red over my lap,” she warned, a wicked gleam in her blue eyes.


Faith’s grin only grew and Buffy couldn’t help but chuckle. They were in for a long weekend. Every little chuckle helped. �





