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"She's not here," Buffy stated, looking around the room.


"Maybe we just missed her," Spike offered, hoping that was the case.


"She hasn't been here. I left my sweater on the bed, see? Will's big on 


neatness. She always hangs it up." He smiled, thinking about the redhead 


tiding up his crypt, wearing nothing but a little french maid costume. "Tell


 


me you are NOT having a fantasy." Buffy's voice brought him back and he 


cleared his throat. "Oh,gross!", she groaned, walking across the


room. "This is...ewww!"


"Don't know what you're talking about," he said, looking away from her.


"Ok, new rule, Romeo.  No fantasizing when I'm around."


"Not a problem there. You’re a massive mood killer, Slayer."


"Good! Glad to hear it!" She ran her hands through her hair and sighed.


"Where 


are you, Will?"


 


"He's made you his," Drucilla mused, rubbing her finger over the bite on


Willow's neck. "And he didn't even turn you. His brain is all in knots."


"You can have him back," Willow said, trying to reason with her. "I


don't want him.  Spike...ewww!  Yuk!"


The dark haired vamp shook her head. "Naughty girl. Shouldn’t lie to Auntie 


Dru."


"No lies, I swear! I never lie! Lying is bad."


"You want him. It’s in your eyes, pools of desire for my precious one. You 


taste him, in your heart. You love him."


"Love?  No, no love!  What's love got to do with it? Love bites!" She winced


at her last choice of song reference.


"Yes, it does, doesn't it, pretty girl?" She dug her nails into Willow's


neck and she cried out in pain. "I hurt the pretty girl, did I?" She smiled 


wickedly.  "Bad Dru."


Her smile growing, she hit the redhead, hard. Willow felt the blood trickle 


down her chin and tried to stay calm.


"Pretty girl is bleeding," Dru sing-songed, leaning in and licking the 


blood."  This is what my Spike likes? Mmm, sweet. Sweetest I've ever


tasted." She licked her lips and Willow watched, horrified. So this was how she was going 


to die? At the hands of a jealous ex girlfriend? Or, as the case was,the 


mouth of a jealous, psychotic, ex girlfriend. Dru looked her up and down and 


smiled.


"Maybe I should keep the pretty girl for myself," she mused. "Make


a little playmate."


[No! No, kill me, please!]Willow remembered all too well her vampire self. 


Death was definitely the better option.


"I am so lonely these days," Dru continued, playing with Willow's red 


tresses.  "And a friend with such pretty hair." She tugged


roughly, prompting another cry. This brought the smile back to the vamp's face."


No need to decide now. Play first." And with that said, she hit her again.


 


"No sign of her anywhere on campus," Xander clepped, as he and Anya


entered the Magic Box.


"We looked everywhere," Anya added, taking a seat at the table.


Giles removed his glasses, concern starting to show on his face. " 


Well, perhaps Buffy or Spike will-"


He was cut off by the Slayer's entrance. "Anything?" she hopefully


asked.


"Sorry, Buf," Xander softly answered.


"Buffy," Giles began. "I want you to try and stay calm."


"Calm? Giles, this is Sunnydale. Calm is the mother of four letter


words."


"It's Will, Buffy," Xander said, trying to convince himself. "She's


tougher than she looks. Let's not panic, ok?"


"Xander's right," the Englishman agreed." My friend on the police


force is keeping an eye out. And Spike hasn't gotten back."


Just then, the door opened and the vamp emerged. Buffy nearly knocked him 


down running to meet him.


"Well?"


He held up a necklace. She looked closely, then shook her head." That's not 


Willow's."


"I know," he replied, his eyes locking into hers. "It's Dru's."


 


Willow felt like passing out, but the fear of what Drucilla would do to 


her, kept her lucid. At the moment, the vamp was nowhere in sight. She had 


wandered off, where to, she had no idea. But she was using this time to access 


her situation. Taking a deep breath, she winced in pain. There were 


definitely broken ribs. Her head was pounding and her face was throbbing. If 


she got out of this alive, she was going to look like crap. If. Thoughts of 


her vamped out self danced in her head and she shivered. At least Dru wasn't 


THAT bad. She took a small consolation in that. Her evil self was a sadistic 


queen. Thankfully, Dru was just a mere princess.


"Did my pretty little girl miss me?"


Willow closed her eyes and said a prayer. It had been a long time, but she 


still remembered.


"I brought a new toy," Dru continued, stepping over to her. "Pretty


girl like?"


Willow opened her eyes to find the vamp waving a riding crop in the air.  Dru 


laughed at the fear staring at her. "I like new toys," she


purred, trailing the leather over the redhead's neck. "So much fun breaking them in."


 


"You were with her for hundreds of years. You can't think of where she


might be?" Buffy growled.


"I'm trying," Spike seethed.


"Alright," Giles began. "Both of you calm down."


"Giles!"


"Buffy," Xander said, putting a hand on her shoulder.  "We'll find


her. No need to yell at Giles."  He looked at Spike, then added, "Now, yelling at


Spike....."


"There will be no yelling," the Englishman stated, giving everyone a


look." 


Buffy, you and Spike make another sweep of town. Xander, you and Anya get the 


books and find out everything there is to know about Drucilla.  I'll-"


"This is all your fault!" Buffy screamed, glaring at Spike.


"What?"


"She took Will because of you! She's crazed the way it is. She probably saw


the two of you together and went even further over the edge!"


"Buffy," Xander said. "I'm all for blaming Spike. But this isn't


helping-WHAT? TOGETHER? HOW TOGETHER?"


"Don't blame this on me, Slayer," the vamp snarled.  "I love the


girl! I want her back just as bad as you!"


"Love?" Giles, Xander and Anya crowed in unison.


"That's right," Spike proudly stated, looking at them. "I love


Willow. And she loves me. And there's nothing any of you can do about it."


Xander felt the blood drain from his head. Willow, in love, with Spike?


"Well, uh, err, ahem," Giles fumbled for the words.  Anya had no trouble.


"So, the little bookworm is having intercourse with the vampire," she


mused. 


"Wonder where she got that idea from?" She gave Buffy a look.


"Alright," Giles quipped, stopping the Slayer before she could


start." Willow is missing and that's our priority.  Xander, Anya, books."


"Maybe Drucilla doesn't want to kill her," she noted, not


moving."  Maybe she just wants to, you know, turn her."


The Englishman, the Slayer and Xander exchanged a worried look.


"Oh, do not even say that," Xander begged.  "Yes," Giles


nodded, remembering Vamp Willow.  "Do not say that."


"You know," the ex demon continued.  "It’s really no surprise


that Willow has a thing for Spike. She's Buffy's best friend. Buffy had 


a thing for Angel, so Willow-"


Neither Spike nor Buffy heard the rest of her sentence. Both were out the 


door, heading for the mansion.


 


Drucilla smiled proudly as she surveyed her prisoner.


"My pretty little girl doesn't cry," she sadly noted, moving her dark


eyes over Willow's bruised back.


Although she was in phenomenal pain, the redhead refused to give the sadistic 


vamp the satisfaction of crying or screaming.  That she would not do.


The vampire ran her fingers across her back and Willow bit her lip. "Pretty 


little girl doesn't cry.  It's no fun when they don't cry."


Crop in hand, she started to try again to make the redhead scream.


"Dru,NO!"


Spike's voice filled her ears and she stopped, turned and found him in the 


doorway.A huge smile formed on her lips. A smile that faded as soon as she 


saw Buffy.


"Playing with the Slayer," she sadly mused.  "Poor Spike.  No hope for


you now." 


Buffy moved to lunge at her but Spike stopped her.  He knew Dru.  She was quick. 


Before either could get to her, Willow would be dead. He gave the blonde a 


look, nodding slightly.


"I wanted to play with your new friend," Dru stated, gazing at him.


"I miss 


playing."


"Then come play with me, luv," he said, forcing a smile. The sight of his


 


beautiful Red was killing him. She was hurt bad.


"I saw you playing with her," she seethed, glaring." She is pretty.


But she doesn't cry. Not one tear while we played. See?"  She slammed the leather


onto Willow's back and this time, the redhead couldn't stifle her pain.


Hearing her friend's cry was too much. Buffy took off, charging the vamp, but 


before she could make contact, Dru turned around and greeted her with a 


fist, sending the Slayer flying across the room. This was just the 


distraction Spike needed. Without hesitation, he ran and tackled his ex from 


the side, taking them both to the ground.


Willow heard the ruckus behind her and called out. "Buffy? Spike?"


"Hang on, Will," Buffy said, working on the manacles. A few seconds


later, she was hanging onto the blonde, who was helping her over to the


sofa.  "Will," she softly said, looking at her friend.  "I am so sorry"


Across the room, Spike had Dru by the throat. He wanted to break her in half 


with his bare hands. So strong was his desire, that he didn't see the lead 


pipe in her hand. With one, swift swing, she hit him on the side of the head. 


He screamed, released his hold and fell to the ground. Dru took off at warped 


speed, not looking back to see if she was being followed. Buffy started to go 


after her, but looking at Willow, she decided otherwise. Her friend was in bad 


shape and she needed medical attention asap.  "We need to get you to a 


doctor, Will," she gently said, closely examining her.


"Spike?"


"He's got a hard head. You, on the other hand-"


"Please, Buffy, for me."


The blonde nodded, got up and went over to the vamp. Extending a hand, she 


helped him up. He was bleeding from a gash on the side of his head, but he 


didn't care. He was concerned about Willow.


"Red, sweetheart, I am so sorry," he said, carefully taking her in his


arms.


"Come on," Buffy said." We have to get some help."


Willow in his arms, they made their way out of the mansion.


 





