TITLE: Side Effects AUTHOR: Red FEEDBACK: Feedback is *always* appreciated (cocoachanel67@hotmail.com) SPOILERS: Season Four SUMMARY: Sequel to "First Sight parts 1-7". RATING: W/S Varies from PG to NC17 DISCLAIMER: All belongs to the great & powerful Joss...& company... Enjoy! SIDE EFFECTS PART 1 Willow cried out as the cool leather struck her warm skin. "Again!" she begged, the delicious pain engulfing her. The crop fell upon her back and another satisfied proclamation fell from her lips. "Yes! Again, yes!" "No!!!!!" the redhead screamed, sitting straight up in the bed, eyes closed tightly. "Willow," a soft voice said. "Willow, wake up." She felt gentle hands shaking her carefully, opened her eyes and blinked several times. "Angel?" "You were having a bad dream." "But, I’m awake now?" He smiled a small smile. "You're awake." She took several deep breaths, then looked at him. "Aren't you supposed to be in L.A, being all, Batman-esque?" His smile grew. Despite her condition, she was still Willow, and he remembered just how much he missed her. "I had to check on my favourite redhead," he purred, brushing her bangs out of her eyes. Buffy had informed him of their friend's state, but even that hadn't prepared him. His soulful brown eyes moved over her and inside his stomach twisted. This was his fault. He had turned Drucilla. He was responsible for the abused redhead in front of him. "Not that I'm not of the happy," she added. "Cuz, I am…a big bucket of happy." She paused, looking at him looking at her, then went on. "Guess I won't be competing in the, Ms.Sunnydale pageant...unless, well, they have a, Ms. Black & Blue, Sunnydale." She managed a slight laugh. He forced a smile. It was killing him to see her like this. "So, Buffy called, huh?" she mused. "She told me everything. I am so sorry, Willow." "For what? You didn't do this. Unless, you have a cross dressing secret that ya wanna tell?" He chuckled. She was truly amazing. "Dumb question but, how are you?" "I get pain pills," she chirped, grinning. "Ah,the silver lining," he sighed, chuckling again. "Yeah,but Buffy only lets me have one every 5 hours. She's such a party pooper." The handsome vamp smiled, then asked, "They causing the dreams?" Willow's nightmare flashed through her mind and her grin faded. Angel furrowed a brow. "You ok?" "Tired,kinda a little, pain killer numb. So, how’s L.A.? Fire Cordelia yet?" He had to laugh. "She sent you something." He reached into his pocket and pulled out a small box. Handing it to her, he said, "She wanted to come, but Wes needed her. He and Gunn are working on some leads. We're going to find her, Willow. I promise." "Wow, a slayer AND a big time P.I. Talk about feeling special." She opened the box and found a silver link bracelet, covered in small, red stones. "It's beautiful. You sure she said to give it to ME?" "Positive. Cordy's changed a lot. She's really worried about you." The redhead studied the bracelet. "Tell her I said thank you." "Want me to put in on?" She nodded and handed it to him. "She thinks these are,Lyte Stones. They're rumoured to have healing powers. I didn't have the heart to tell her they were fake. She was in quite the state when I left." Willow smiled, picturing her high school nemesis. They had always had a unique relationship, and despite the colourfulness, the redhead did care about the brunette, and knew in her heart, Cordy felt the same about her. "So, Buffy told you, everything?" she softly mused, wondering if everything meant Spike. "She told me about Spike," he answered, knowing that was what she meant. "Please," she began. I know what you're thinking and I love you for it, Angel, I so very do. You’re my big brother, all protective and grrr! and I wouldn't want it any other way. But I love Spike and he loves me, really, and the past is just that, and YOU even tried to kill me a time or two, so please, let me be happy. He makes me happy." He simply smiled. "You are an amazing woman, Willow Rosenberg." "You're not too bad yourself, Mr. Broody." They were quiet for a moment, then he spoke. "Want to tell me what you were dreaming about?"





