SIDE EFFECTS PART 10


BY RED FOR DISCLAIMERS EYC SEE PART 1 


The door opened and Willow jumped, as Drucilla and Faith entered the room. 


" Hey ya, Red, " Faith purred, smiling evilly. " You remember Dru, dontcha? "


The vampire eyed Willow, a sly grin making it's way to her lips.


" She remembers me, " Dru cooed. " We played together. Until mean old Spike interrupted. Isn't that right, my little red tree? " 


Willow did everything in her power to remain calm, mentally chastising herself for not having more power.


" Red likes to play, don't ya, Red? " The Slayer spoke in a soft, soothing voice. " That's why I brought ya her. Nice of me, huh? " 


" You're crazy. Both of you. K, Drucilla's a vamp, so yeah, there's the crazy. But you...you're way worse. You're a slayer...one of the good guys. At least I can sorta understand her being a thundering loony. But I gotta say, next to you, she kinda seems sane. "


The moment the words left her mouth, Willow regretted them. Was it not bad enough she was being held captive by two extremely unbalanced, creatures of evil? Did she have to antagonize them as well? 


" I'm crazy? " Faith started moving toward the redhead. Willow backed up until she was against the wall. " I'm not the one with the need for pain, Red. " She stood face to face with Willow, her deep brown eyes locked into Willow's greens. " I'm not the one achin' for the hurt. " 


Willow swallowed hard, her knees ready to betray her and send her to the floor. Faith inhaled deeply, her smile growing.


" I love the smell of fear. "


Buffy was trying like mad to get out of her prison. Every word out of Faith's mouth sent a rage through her she never thought possible. She was going to kill the slayer with her bare hands. Rip her heart out and shove it down her throat. She glanced at the screen in front of her, her heart breaking at the sight of her best friend.


" Hang on, Will, " she breathed. " I won't let them do this to you. I won't! "


Lindsey MacDonald felt like a hooker in church. Wesley and Gunn stood hovering over him, their eyes taking turns glaring down.


" Angel! " The Englishman's voice startled him and he nearly jumped out of his skin.


Turning around, he saw the dark vampire coming down the hall, a blonde man in towe. It didn't take long for them to get to him. 


" What do you know? " Angel growled, lifting him from his seat with one hand.


" I had nothing to do with it! " Lindsey pleaded, eyes wide with fear.


" I repeat, " he hissed, slamming him against the wall, " what do you know? " The lawyer nodded.


" A warehouse...Wolfram and Hart own it...down on the docks. They sent a team down to get it ready...to fix it up like the Slayer wanted. She's sick, man...more so than the vampire. "


Spike used every ounce of his strength to keep from slipping into game face. At the moment, he wanted to rip the bastard's head from his body. Angel, aware of this, looked at him. Although he too was of the same desire, said bastard was their only hope of getting to Buffy and Willow. After they were home, safe and sound, well.....


" I can take you there. " Lindsey's voice was barely above a whisper, partially due to the fact that Angel's grip had tightened. 


" How do we know it isn't a trap? " Wesley inquired, looking at him.


" You have to trust me. "


" Now that's the funniest thing I've heard all week, " Gunn clepped. Angel released his hold and Lindsey dropped to the ground.


" If anything happens to either one of them, " Angel warned, his eyes boring into Lindsey's. " You will pray for death. " 


" C'mon, Red, I know you need it. I know you want it. Dru told me. " Faith took Willow's arm and led her over to the bed. " She sees your dreams.. " she went on, sitting them both down. " the way the leather falls down on that soft, milky white skin of yours. " 


She trailed a finger lightly over Willow's arm, moving up to the top of her blouse and tracing around to the back of her neck. 


" The breathless cry that leaves those sweet lips, begging for more. " Her fingers now massaged gently, dancing across Willow's back. " The way that hot little body bucks up to meet the whip, writhing in delicious pain. " 


Willow closed her eyes, desperate to fight Faith's words. It wasn't true. She wasn't like that. She didn't need it. She didn't want it.


" I promise, Red, we're not going to do anything that you don't want us to. " 


" That's right, " Dru purred, walking over to them, smiling tenderly at Willow. " We only want to make you happy, lovey. We want to give you pleasure. " 


She reached out and brushed a strand of red hair out of her eyes. At the cool touch, Willow's head filled with memories of her last encounter with Dru. The vampire had hurt her, beaten her. She hadn't wanted that..had she?


" No! " Buffy screamed until her voice was gone.


Tears fell freely as she watched Faith and Drucilla manipulate Willow, filling her head with terrible thoughts and ideas. When Lorne had informed them of Willow's dreams, Buffy had felt her heart break. Knowing her friend was suffering, especially with something so horrible, was killing her. Having to watch her while those dreams were being fed to her, drilled into her brain to be brought to life, was unbearable. She had to do something. Fast. 


Anya looked up and saw Joyce standing in the doorway


. " How are you? " she asked. Joyce managed a small smile.


" I'm fine. So is Giles. Thank God he's got that hard head. " She stepped over to where Xander lay. " How's he doing? "


" The doctor said he would be fine. He has the most hideous bruise on his back. And they put his arm in a splint. It's not broken, but it's a bad sprain. " 


" That's good. How are you? " 


Anya wiped a tear from her eye. " I'm all emotional here. I'm happy that Xander and everyone else are going to be alright. But at the same time, I'm worried about Buffy and Willow. I hope Spike and Angel find them before it's too late. " 


" They have some help. A lawyer from that firm..the one that got Faith released...he showed up here, claiming to know where they are, as well as pleading that he had absolutely NOTHING to do with it. "


" What if it's a trap? " The panic in Anya's voice was clear.


" They seem to believe him, " Joyce said, putting a hand on her shoulder. " Gunn stayed here, and that detective lady..Kate...she's here too. And Fred is sitting with Giles. Why don't you take a break. Get some coffee or a soda. "


Anya shook her head. " I want to stay here. I want to be here when he wakes up. "


Joyce smiled. " Well, if you change your mind, just give one of us a yell. " She bent down and gave her a hug. " Fred tells me you stood right up to Faith, " she whispered, in Anya's ear. " Thank you. "


Anya looked at her, smiled and Joyce left. 


Willow sat quietly, her heart beating in her throat. Dru had left the room ten minutes ago while Faith continued to talk to her, the Slayer's voice barely above a whisper, her words digging deeper and deeper into Willow. 


" I'm that kind of girl, Red, " Faith said, her hands still moving gently over her captive. " I don't judge people. I say, whatever floats your boat, right? That's why I brought you here. I knew you were struggling. It upset me, Red. I know what it's like to struggle..to try and fight what deep inside ya can't defeat. I wanna help you. Will you let me help you? " 


Before Willow could answer, Drucilla returned.


" I brought a new toy for us, little red tree, " she sang, waving a hand in the air. " Do you want to play? "


Willow's eyes fell upon the leather in the vampire's hand and she felt her heart leap from her throat. Suddenly everything became clear as her eyes met Dru's.


" Yes. " 


Down the hall, Buffy fell to the ground, a sobbing heap. 





