FIRST SIGHT pt.5 By Red For Disclaimers etc see Part 1 Feedback, as always, is appreciated Spike saw Buffy heading towards him and put his hands up. He knew all too well her state of mind, even if she hadn't been staking him with her eyes. "Look, I just-" He was interrupted by a fist and went crashing into the large tombstone behind him.. The Slayer moved to where he lay on the ground and stood over him. "You, shut up and listen, got it?" It wasn't a question. He nodded. "Willow is my best friend," she began. "She’s sweet, trusting and believes that you actually care about her." "I do! I swear it!" She kicked him hard and he cried out. "Shut up, remember?" He rubbed his leg and bit his tongue. [Think of Red. Best friends.] "Here's the way it is. At the moment, she’s happy. Happier than I've seen her in a long time. I like seeing her happy. For some beyond bizzaro reason, you are responsible for this happy Willow. That's why you aren't a pile of dust." She leaned down, her eyes glaring into his. "If she becomes unhappy, in ANY WAY…or doesn’t remain the sweet, loving, BREATHING Willow we all know and love...I won't stake you. I'll just take my sweet time giving you the most PAINFULLY SLOW death imaginable." She paused again. He swallowed hard, knowing that she meant every breath. "Understood, William?" He nodded. "Understood." She glared for a minute longer, then stepped away and sighed deeply. The blonde vamp remained on the ground, not sure it was safe to get up yet. The Slayer was more business than he's ever seen…and he'd seen her business many, many, painful times. She gave him a look. "It's not polite to keep someone waiting," she noted. "Especially when you claim to love her." He got up and brushed himself off. "I do love her," he stated, meeting her stare. "I know you don't believe me, but I do. I'll prove it to you." "Just remember what I said," she warned. "I love that girl...more than I've ever loved anyone or anything. She's not like me, or you. She's kind and compassionate. She sees a man for who he truly is. I don't like you, Slayer. But I know you love and care about her. I respect that. You want to protect her. So do I. And I will. As for me and you? I know what you mean to her, so I'm on my best behaviour from here out. For her, because I love her." He left, hurrying back to the crypt. He needed to see the redhead. To hold her in his arms, to feel her heartbeat. Buffy watched him leave, brow raised, sickness in her gut. Sickness, because she knew he actually meant it. (THE NEXT DAY) "So, Will's not joining us?" Xander asked, looking at Buffy. "No, she's...she's working on a paper, for, uh, class." She had promised her friend that she wouldn't say a word. Willow wanted to break the news in her own way. A way, the blonde mentally mused, that had to so be better than the way she found out. She started counting the chicken feet, desperate to rid herself of the image in her head. Spike, in bed with Willow...naked Spike, naked Willow…Willow, her Willow, her best friend, sister...sweet, innocent Will....."I'll kill him!!!!!" "Kill who?" Buffy looked up. "Who will you kill?" Anya inquired, looking at her. "Uh, Bugs Bunny," she quickly answered. "Yes! Please do!" the ex demon encouraged. "Please do, what?" Xander mused, coming up beside her. "Kill Bugs Bunny," she said, turning to her boyfriend," He's evil and sneaky and he must die. Buffy agrees." "Anya, honey, ya really need to think about getting help for this, Rabbit- phobia." "Why are you so smiley?" Spike brushed his lips over Willow's cheek." Cause, you're here." She nuzzled closer to him and he tightened his embrace. "You make me feel all, warm and fuzzy," she mused, closing her eyes. "Warm and fuzzy is so very the good." "You make me feel alive," he softly said, stroking her hair. "When I'm with you, I can feel my heart beat again." "Hmmm, I'm that powerful, huh?" she giggled "You've given me back my soul, luv." His voice was serious. "I’ve got a second chance to be a man, thanks to you." She looked up at him, eyes brimming with tears. "I always want to be with you," she breathed. "You always will," he promised. She grinned. "So, you aren't going to get bored and leave me someday?" He cocked a brow. "I should put you over my knee for even suggesting that!" Her smile grew." Ok, but I get to do the same to you." He just looked at her, a bit surprised. "You’re a naughty little one, aren’t you, Red?" he chuckled. "I think a little creativity is good for a relationship," she noted, raising a brow of her own. "Hmm, maybe I've gotten myself into something I can't handle," he teased. "Oh," she purred, sliding a hand between his legs ."I think you can handle it just fine." She watched, as the redhead came out of the crypt. She followed the girl through the cemetery, quietly and quickly closing in on her. Buffy glanced at her watch. Willow was late. Big time late. Normally, she would have been worried. Punctuality was key for the redhead. Tonight, however, the Slayer didn't. Worry had been replaced with yuk. No doubt, her friend had gotten caught up with her new, "friend", doing something she so very did NOT want to even think about. Taking a sip of her latté, she tried to redirect her thoughts. Ok, so she herself had once dated…alright, been so very in love, with...Oh, ALRIGHT! Was STILL so very in love with, a vampire. But Angel was Angel. This was, Spike. Spike! Naked Spike, in bed with Will. SO GET RID OF THE VISUAL, SUMMERS!!!!! She moved to take another sip, but stopped as she saw the vamp in question strolling down the street, Willow-less. Looking around, there was no sign of her friend. Weird much? Slayer sense kicking on at full power, she ran over to him. "Where's Willow?" she growled. He turned around. "What? With you. Girl’s night, remember? Caffeine and boy talk?" "She's not with me. I haven't seen her since class today." His brow went up. "She left to meet you two hours ago." They looked at each other, both seeing the panic in the other one's eyes. "Maybe she stopped by the room," he suggested. Without blinking, they took off for Stevenson Hall. Willow had a headache the size of Texas. She tried to move but couldn’t. Opening her eyes, she discovered why. She was chained up to a wall. "Well, well" a familiar voice cooed. "Little dolly’s awake." The redhead tried to think. She knew that voice, but from where? Looking around, she recognized her surroundings. She was at Angel's place. That explained the chains. Not why she was in them, though. "What's wrong with the pretty girl?" the voice continued, from the darkness. "Doesn’t she want to play?" Fear like she had never known gripped Willow, as the owner of the voice appeared. "Too bad," Drucilla purred, stepping into the light and over to her. "Because Dru wants to play." She brushed a finger over the bruise on the redhead's neck. "And Dru always gets what she wants." 





