TITLE: First Sight


 AUTHOR: Red 


FEEDBACK: 1st fic here,guys,so feedback is so very the welcome (cocoachanel67@hotmail.com) 


SPOILERS: Season Four 


SUMMARY: W/S - Willow runs into a bit-o-trouble on her way home from the Magic Box. RATING: R-NC17 


DISCLAIMER: All belongs to the great & powerful Joss...& company... Enjoy! 


FIRST SIGHT Part 1 


"No." Willow gave her friend a look. "Forget it, Will. Those puppy dog eyes are so not going to work. Drink your tea." 


"But it's decaf," the redhead softly whined. 


"Exactly," Buffy replied, looking her in the eye. "You know the rules, Will. No caffeine during research parties. We don't want a repeat of the Escal Demon incident." 


"Buf's right," Xander agreed, patting Willow's shoulder. "The tea's better for you." 


"Better for all of us," Anya murmured, not looking up from her book. "A caffeine induced high is extremely irritating." 


Xander & Buffy shot the ex-demon a look, while Willow sighed & stared longingly at the tall, steaming cappuccino just a few inches away from her. 


"I think I've found it!" Giles announced, emerging from behind a table full of books. "I can't believe it took me so long. It's quite simple, actually."


"I've been glued to this chair for nearly 5 hours," Xander moaned, eyeing the Watcher. "*It's quite simple* so aren't words I wanna hear now. They're words I wanna hear 5 hours ago." 


"You found our guy?" Buffy asked, ignoring his comment. 


"Yes, right here." Giles leaned down and presented his opened text to the slayer. "On the left." 


"Obviously he's never heard of Oil Of Olay," she mused, furrowing a brow. "So, what's the plan?" 


"It's quite simple, actually," the Englishman began, removing his glasses.


"Again, those words," Xander noted. Anya closed her book & got up from the table. 


"Come on, Xander," she instructed, looking at him. "Giles & Buffy have it under control. Let's go home. I feel highly stressed and I need to do something about it. " 


The dark haired y chromo glanced at the watcher & slayer. 


"By all means," Giles purred, waving a hand in the air." Wouldn’t want the poor girl to explode." 


Xander raised a brow." You sure?" 


"Positive," both Buffy and Giles answered. 


"Come on,Xander. I need to have my stressed reduced and only you can do that." 


"Alright then." 


He got up and said good night. Buffy wished him the same, Giles waved them away, but Willow didn't even notice they had left. Her caffeine deprived eyes were fixed on the Slayer's untouched java, her taste buds in deep fantasy mode. 


"So, what’s the simplicity?" Buffy inquired, picking up the cup & taking a sip. 


"A little, how do you say...slice & dice?"


"A slice of apple pie would be good right now," Willow softly stated, her eyes following the cup as it returned to the table in front of the blonde. "Know what goes good with pie?" she went on. "Coffee..can't have the pie without the coffee." 


Both Giles and Buffy looked at her. 


"Why don't you call it a night, Will," the slayer gently suggested, sliding her cup out of the redhead's reach. "You heard Giles…slice & dice...that's my specialty. I got it covered." 


Willow, realizing that coffee retrieval was futile, ran her hands through her hair, sighing deeply. 


" If you're sure you can handle it." She looked at Giles. " Need anything else?" 


"No, thank you, Willow," he replied with a smile. "Buffy can take care of the rest. Would you like a ride home?" 


She shook her head. "No, thank you. I feel like a walk." She grabbed her bag." See you back at the room, Buffy. Good night, Giles." She headed for the door, stopping when her friend called out. 


"Be careful," Buffy said.


Willow smiled. "I’ve been drinking unleaded herbal tea all night. Anyone messes with me, is in for big time trouble." It was Buff’s turn to smile." Besides," the redhead continued," I’m armed." She retrieved a squirt gun from her backpack and waved it proudly as she exited. 


Buffy chuckled, then turned to her watcher. "Ok, Giles, let's talk big, sharp knife." 


The cool October breeze blew gently, dancing with Willow's flamed locks. Although it was a beautiful evening & she was enjoying the walk through the park, she kept her brown eyes alert to her surroundings, the jr. sized soaker in her grasp. Any vamps that showed their fangs tonight would get a face full of Holy water. She smiled proudly, remembering the day she had presented the idea to the gang. Chalk one up for the redhead! Glancing down, her smile grew. Yep, she was so very the ready for action...not that she wanted any. Life was plenty enough exciting the way it was, without any.....Her thoughts came to an abrupt stop as she heard a noise behind her. Taking a deep breath, she raised her hand, whirled around & fired. 


"Bloody hell!!!!!" Spike cried, hands flying to his face. Willow lowered the gun.


"Oops," she quietly said, seeing the blonde vamp. "Sorry." 


Spike muttered a string of curses, then calmed down & looked at her. 


"Thought we were on the same side, Red?" he baulked. 


"Thought you were a vampire," she defensively replied. He raised a brow. "Well, one of the...scary variety." She paused, her brown eyes studying him, then added, "I am sorry. Are you ok?" 


Looking at her, he saw that her concern was real. There was no doubt in his mind that she was sorry. 


"Yeah, fine. Just a little burn. Nothing that 'ol Spike can't take." 


He tried to look away, but found it impossible to do. Although he had seen this girl on a near regular basis for...how long now?...it felt as if he were seeing her for the first time. 


"You sure you're alright?" Her voice brought him out of his gaze & he cleared his throat.


"Of course I'm bloody sure!" he snapped, much rougher than intended. 


"Ok, good, glad to hear it. Good night." She turned & resumed her walk, a bit hurt by the vamp's gruffness. 


She said she was sorry, what more did he want? It wasn't her fault, anyway. Who did he think he was, being all...grrr, like that? Well, grrr, not...GRRR! "I'd rather have him that grrr than the other," she muttered aloud, picking up her pace. "But, at least the other has an excuse for being rude. Well, sort of, I guess."


"Red, wait up!" The vamp's voice startled her & she turned around just in time to come eye to eye with him. 


"I said I was sorry!" she huffed, her usually gentle tone, gone. "What else do you want?" 


Spike's brow shot up & he couldn't help but smile. The little redhead had a bit of fire in her. He liked it.


"Nothing," he said, his blue eyes unable to leave her. "I don't want a thing…it's me." He paused a moment, still trying to mentally grasp the girl in front of him. "I didn't mean to be so, well, you know...back there." His voice was soft. "You were just protecting yourself. Accidents happen, right?" He smiled. 


Willow gave him a look. He was apologising to her. She blinked a couple of times. Was this a dream? Spike, telling her that HE was sorry? The same Spike who had kidnapped her, tried to kill her in her very own dorm room? That Spike was apologising for being rude? 


"You forgive me?" 


His barely above a whisper voice broke into her thoughts & she felt an odd sensation trickle over her. Her eyes found his & in them, a person she had never seen before. The vamp was actually sorry for barking at her. William The Bloody was telling her he was sorry. The redhead had to take a deep breath. Sure, she had never doubted the blonde's cuteness factor. His obvious good looks had never been a question. It was that whole, blood-sucking evil, trying to kill me and my friends thing that had made the cuteness factor irrelevant, taking precedence over his piercing baby blues and yeah I'm a bad boy smile. It was hard to appreciate those things when bad boy in question was trying to sire you. But this? This was so very of the newness. Standing there, looking into his eyes, she saw how handsome he truly was. And asking forgiveness? Oh yeah! Definitely helping. She took another deep breath, as the sensation continued to trickle. A sensation, she noted to herself, that she had never felt before. Oh, she had been attracted to Oz, duh. He was her first and well, only, and she had loved him...been in love with him. They had been great together both in and out of bed. But despite that fact, it had never felt quite like this. There was something curious about the feeling that was slowly but surely overtaking her. A raw yet, innocent warmth that she just could not shake. A warmth that she didn't WANT to shake. 


"Come on, Red," he softly said. "I don't want you mad at me. You're the nicest one of the lot." 


His voice swam through her like cool water on a hot July afternoon and she swallowed hard, her brain desperate to decipher what was happening. Finally, she got the strength to reply and opened her mouth to tell him that she accepted his apology, but before the words made it out, the redhead was grabbed by powerful clawed hands..... End of Part 1 





