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Angel turned the corner to go downstairs and ran into Spike. Their eyes met 


and the blonde vamp backed away ever so slightly.


"Heard you were in town, mate," he said, as friendly as he could.


The brooding one held his eyes on his former partner in crime, his dark eyes 


saying more than words ever could.


They stared at each other, Angel’s silent warning echoing loud and clear in 


Spike's head. Then, without blinking, he left. Spike sighed deeply, ran a hand 


through his hair and went to check on Willow.


 


"She wasn't ok.  She said she was, but she wasn't."


The slayer looked at the vampire, her vampire, recognizing the familiar concern 


on his face.


"She didn't even hint to what it was about?"


He shook his head. "Said she didn't remember."


"But you think she did."


"She was screaming bloody murder. Something, or someone, was definitely doing 


something she did not want them to do. And the look on her face when I asked 


her...she was scared, Buffy."


"Drucilla." She felt the anger rise. "What can I do? For Will? How


can I help her?"


"Be there, let her know that she's safe, loved." He reflected on the


redhead 


for a moment, then added, "A prayer or two might not be a bad idea."


She couldn't help but smile. A vamp suggesting prayer was just something that 


made you smile.


"I'll always be there for her. And I will find that crazy bitch and so make 


her pay."


It was his turn to smile. "We will." Getting up from the sofa, he went 


on. "Which is why I have to go."


She followed him to the front door, wishing he could stay. She was in desperate 


need of comfort. Seeing her best friend in pain brought the slayer to her 


knees. It was worse than anything the Hellmouth could ever throw at her.


"You'll stay in touch." It wasn't a question.


"You know I will," he replied, turning to face her. One look into those


hazel eyes and he knew she was close to breaking. Instinctively, he pulled her to 


him, hugging her tight. She welcomed his arms, her head resting against his 


sturdy chest, allowing all to give way.


"I shouldn't have let it happen." Her voice was shaking, a clear


indication to 


her tears. "I should've protected her."


It's not your fault, Buffy," he assured her, in a gentle voice.


"She's my best friend. How could I let this happen to her?"


"You didn't let anything happen. You know how this works." He squeezed


her harder. "You do your best everyday, Buffy. But you know, you can't be 


everywhere, all of the time." He paused, then added, "None of us


can."


"But it's Will." Her tone shook with guilt.


"She's going to be alright. Willow's strong and so are you. Right now, she 


needs that strength. You both do." He tilted her head so they were face to 


face. "She doesn't blame you. Neither should you."


Despite the tears, the blonde allowed a small smile residence on her 


lips. Everything was going to be ok. Looking in his eyes, she knew that.


 


"You said you would be here." Drucilla's voice remained soft, but the


tone gave away her irritation. "I'll tell you all the glorious details once


you've arrived.  Hurry, I don't like it here anymore. All the fun is gone." She hung up


the phone, turned and walked over to the sofa. "No more fun for Dru," she


cooed, running her fingers through the brown hair of the lifeless man. "I


want fun."


 


THREE WEEKS LATER.....


"You sure you're up to this?"


The redhead gave Spike a brow. "Look at me. All of the fine here. No


bruises, or broken ribs. The healing spell put the finishing touches on Achey Breaky 


Willow. Now, you promised me a night out and I am so very holding you to 


it, mister."


He recognized resolve face and smiled. "You really are a tough little piece


of work, Red," he stated, taking her hand.


"Darn tootin'! Come on, Xander and Anya are waiting." She drug him out of


the crypt and they headed through the cemetery.


"Must we double date with the missing Hardy boy and his shrew?" he


groaned.


"Nice, remember?" she warned, giving him a look.


"It's nothin' personal, pet," he noted, wrapping his arms around


her. "I'd just rather have you all to myself." He grazed his lips over her neck and she 


moaned lowly, green eyes closing. How easy it would be to just return to the 


crypt? But she couldn't...they couldn’t. A plan had been made and Willow 


Rosenberg always stuck to the plan. Although, at the moment, she was seriously 


regretting that personal trait.


"Aren't you two supposed to be at a movie?"


Buffy's voice startled them, opening the redhead's eyes and bringing the 


vamp's attention to a screeching halt.


"Buffy!" Willow exclaimed, turning the brightest shade of


red. "Look, Spike, it's Buffy!"


He cleared his throat and took a step away from the redhead. These days, the 


Slayer was being  civil to him. Somewhat nice, even. Still, he wasn't 


comfortable enough to participate in PDA's in front of her.


"Sorry to do the, interrupting thing," she went on, "but aren't you


guys supposed to be meeting Xander and Anya?"


"Yes, we are!" Willow quipped. "On our way, now. Have fun with the


slaying!"


And with that said, Willow and Spike hurried off, leaving the Slayer 


giggling. "Embarrassment looks so cute on you, Will," she mused, resuming 


patrol.


 


Drucilla stepped off of the elevator and into the plush, extremely well 


decorated, warehouse loft.


"I'm home," she sang, making herself comfy on the leather sofa.


She heard footsteps and a moment later, was no longer alone.


"Talk to me," the woman said, plopping down in the matching lazy-boy.


"I'm in her system," the vamp began, waving her hand in the


air. "Pretty little dollie can't get rid of me. I’m in her thoughts, her dreams. Her brain has 


become my playground."


The brunette smiled." I knew I could count on you, Dru baby."


Drucilla glowed with pride. "We make a perfect team, you and I, my pretty 


sister."


"We sure as hell do!" Faith agreed, laughing.





