FIRST SIGHT conclusion By Red For Disclaimers etc. see Part 1 Feedback, as always, is appreciated Willow heard voices and tried to make them out. A crisp, English accent, well spoken...must be Giles. A woman.... Mrs.Summers maybe. Another male voice, unfamiliar. And someone was next to her, stroking her hair. "It's ok, Will. You're safe now. I'm going to take care of you, I promise." Buffy. She tried to open her eyes. "Buffy?" "Hey," the blonde softly answered. "I’m right here. You're going to be ok." "Where am I?" "My house, Giles brought a doctor. He gave you something for the pain." "Is that why there are two of you?" Both Buffys smiled. "Something strong for the pain." "Spike?" "Just a bump on the head. He’s downstairs with Xander & Anya." "It's not his fault, Buffy." "I know, Will. Now, you need to rest." "How bad am I?" Buffy forced a smile. "You're still gorgeous, baby. Now, rest." "Stay with?" "I'm not going anywhere, girl," she promised. "Spike?" "Neither is he. Now sleep, Will." The redhead closed her eyes and was soon fast asleep. Buffy scooted closer, her protective instinct on overdrive, and rested her head on the pillow next to her. Xander and Anya went into the kitchen, where Spike sat nursing his brandy, a bandage on his head. The cute, dark eyed y retrieved a couple of sodas from the fridge, handed one to his girlfriend, then sat down next to her. "You know," he said, giving the vamp a look. "If you hurt her, you won't have a head to bash." Spike nodded, taking a sip of his drink. "I know." He finished it and reached for the bottle, but Xander stopped him. Picking it up, he refilled the vamp's glass. "What you did, helping Buffy rescue Willow. thanks." Spike held his glass in the air. "To Willow." Xander did the same with his can of Pepsi, then glanced at the ex demon. "Oh, I thought this was a man thing." She raised her can. "To Willow," she quipped. They toasted their redheaded friend, then drank. "But if ya hurt her," Xander noted. "Ya die...again." They were quiet, as they sipped their drinks, then voices filled the air. Together, they leapt from the table and ran to get the news. "How is she?" Xander and Spike inquired in unison. "Willow's going to be fine," Joyce assured them. "Yes," the doctor said. "She’s going to be fine. She needs plenty of rest, though. And I gave Mr. Giles a prescription for pain medication. Ms. Rosenberg is very lucky. She suffered a bad beating. I gave Mr. Giles and Mrs. Summers instructions. If she follows them, she will heal." "They'll be followed," Joyce assured him. Spike and Xander were so happy with the news, they hugged each other. Anya raised a brow. As soon as they realised what they were doing, they quickly moved far away from the other, prompting the ex demon to stifle a giggle. "Thank you, Dr. McGinn," Giles said, walking him to the door. "You've helped me many times, Rupert. I'll be by to check on the girl in a few days. If you need anything, call." The englishman thanked him again, and he left. 'Can I, see her?" Spike softly asked. Joyce nodded and he hurried up the stairs. Anya and Xander returned to the kitchen and Joyce gave Giles a look. "Are you ok?" she asked. He removed his glasses and rubbed his head. "I suppose. It’s just, seeing Willow like that...all beaten and battered. it makes me bloody ill." "I know," she sighed. "I feel the same way. But she's going to be fine. You heard the doctor." He nodded. "Yes, thanks to Buffy." He paused, then added, "And Spike." "Wanna drink?" He cracked a smile. "Very much so, thank you." Spike knocked on the door and went inside, once the Slayer gave the ok. His heart wept, as his blue eyes fell upon the sleeping redhead. Taking a seat in the wicker chair next to the bed, he brushed his fingers tenderly through her hair. "Doc says she's going to be alright," he said. "I know," Buffy replied. "She doesn't look alright." Her grey eyes swam over her bruised friend. "I hate seeing her like this." "So do I." "You were right…what you said, about us. She’s not like us. She's the most kind, compassionate person in the world." The blonde looked at her. "There’s a bit of that in you," he casually noted. "Maybe," she casually replied, pretending to ignore his attempt to compliment. "But, Will's one of a kind." "You got that right." They were quiet for a few minutes, each reflecting on their love for the redhead. Then, Buffy spoke. "I believe you." "What?" "I know you love her." "I do." Another moment of silence, then, "Oz loved her." "Wolf boy is a jackass." She tried not to smile. It was hard. Especially since she felt the same. "I never want to see her hurt like that again." "I won't hurt her. I’d give my life for her." "Me, too. She's the best friend I've ever had. I don't think I could've made it this far without her. I know I couldn't have. Will’s always been here for me. Even when I wasn't." "Buffy?" Willow's soft voice brought both pairs of eyes to her. "Right here, Will," she answered, stroking her friend's hair. "I really love Spike," she sleepily mused. The vamp felt a warmness sweep over him. It was nice. "I know ya do, Will," Buffy said, a small smile on her face as she looked at him. "And he loves you." THE END.....FOR NOW 





