SIDE EFFECTS PART 9


BY RED FOR DISCLAIMERS ETC PLEASE SEE PART 1 


Angel was the first to hit the lobby, Gunn and Wesley on his heels. Upon finding the carnage, they hurried to help. Anya was kneeling next to Xander, who was battered but breathing. At the bottom of the stairs, Joyce sat, her head in her hands, as Fred helped Lorne to his feet, while across the room, a bloody Spike tried to wake Giles.


" How is he? " Wesley asked Anya.


She shook her head. " Bleeding. But I think he's going to be alright. " 


" I'm fine, " Xander stated, attempting to get up. Wes reached out and helped him.


" You ok? " Gunn hugged Fred tight.


" Yes, but I think the others need some help. " He kissed her, then went to help.


" Angel! " Joyce cried, looking up and seeing him.


Her eyes were full of tears, threatening to fall at any moment. His brown eyes took in her bruised face and he pushed the demon back. 


" Who did this? " he asked, his voice low.


" It was Faith, " Fred answered. " She hit Joyce, then took Willow. "


" Faith took Willow? "


" Angel? " He turned to Gunn. " Man, Giles isn't doing too good over here. " 


The dark vamp ran to check his friend, still trying to process the situation.


" I'll call an ambulance, " Fred said, going to the phone.


" Giles? " Joyce softly muttered, moving to his side. There was no response.


" Where's Buffy? " Angel inquired.


" Last I saw, " Lorne mused, " she was whoopin' some serious vampire butt. " 


" They took her. " Angel looked at Spike.


" What? "


" They took her, " he repeated. " I'd tried to stop them, but I couldn't get to her. "


" They took Willow and my little girl? " Joyce was now crying.


" Willow? " Spike growled, not even trying to push his demon back. 


" They're on their way, " Fred announced, joining the small crowd that now hovered around Giles.


Gunn pulled her close, his arms wrapping protectively around her. Spike started for the door but Angel stopped him. Their eyes met and neither spoke. 


" That's why they set us up, " Wes noted. 


" Set up? You were set up? " Wes nodded to Anya.


" So, " Gunn mused, " send us chasin' nobodies, then attack the homestead. "


" You have to find them! " Joyce cried. " There's no telling what that girl will do to them! To my baby! " 


" She wants to hurt Willow, " Anya said. Everyone looked at her. " She said she was going to make her dreams come true. " 


" What the bloody hell? " Spike growled.


" She's going to beat her. " Xander's voice was barely above a whisper, but his words were heard by all.


" What? " Angel baulked.


" Her dreams, " Lorne explained. " She's been having bad dreams, but she wouldn't talk about them. So, Spike got her singing and...well...you know the rest. She's scared. They were of her being, beaten...and she..." He paused, took a deep breath, then continued. " She thinks she deserves it, that she needs it. She's convinced that she wants it. "


Had he been breathing, Spike's heart would have stopped. That was what had been plaguing his Red's sleep? Wesley and Gunn exchanged a look, each feeling the same sickness in the pits of their stomachs. Xander hugged Anya tight.


" Angel. " Joyce spoke in a shaky voice. " You HAVE to find them. " 


Willow looked around the room, her brain desperately trying to convince her that she would be rescued very soon. She had to be. Faith had kidnapped her. Faith somehow knew about her dreams. Faith promised to make those dreams come true. Despite her record of honesty, Willow had no doubts that the slayer-gone-bad had every intention of keeping her promise.


" Just breathe, Will, " she told herself aloud. " Your boyfriend's a vampire. The baddest one around. K, second baddest, the first being a friend so close, he's like a big brother. Plus, slayer for best friend. See? No need to panic. Spike, Angel and Buffy will be here soon. "


Buffy came to, opening her eyes slowly. At first, she was somewhat dazed, her brain filled with fuzzyness. Then, suddenly, it all came back to her. She sat up, ignoring the pain in her head, and found she was in a cage. 


" Sleeping Slayer awakes, " Faith purred, from her chair outside Buffy's prison, an evil grin on her face. 


" I should have known you had something to do with this, " Buffy seethed, getting to her feet.


" What can I say? I love a good action flick. "


" Then rent one. " 


" Nah, rather make my own. "


" Let me out of here. "


" Oh, I will. But not until ya see the show. "


Buffy glared at her. " What show? Insane vampire theatre, starring your new best friend, Drucilla? " 


Faith laughed. " Good one, B. But no, this ain't a vamp flick. " 


" Listen to me, Faith, " Buffy began. " It's not too late. Just let me go and I won't kill you for what you did to Will and Cordy. "


Faith laughed even harder. " Damn, B! Gotta give ya the props. You don't give up. "


" I'll never give up where you're concerned, Faith. I'll never let you hurt my family again. "


" See, " Faith purred, standing up, her eyes locked into Buffy's. " That's where you go all, off track. I, am out here. You, are in there. "


" I'll get out. I'll get out and I will stop you. "


" Oh, we are going to dance, B, trust me on that one. But not 'til you watch my directorial debut. Well, actually, it's not my debut. I did send Dru to Sunnydale and set up that little, Pearl Harbour back at the hotel, so technically, it's not a debut. But hell! First, third, what does it matter? It's the production that counts and believe me, B, this one will have them screamin' for a sequel! "


Stepping across the room to a large screened television, she turned it on. Buffy kept her eyes on her, not sure what was coming, but positive it wasn't going to be something from the 'Ringwald vault.' 


" We'll find them, " Angel promised.


" I want to come with you, " Wesley said. Angel shook his head.


" No, stay here, help them, make sure Xander and Joyce get checked out. Keep your cell on. I'll be in touch. " 


The Englishman nodded and watched the two vampires hurry out of the hospital. When they were out of sight, he turned to Fred and Gunn. 


" Xander's with the doctor now, " she noted. 


" Joyce refuses to leave Giles, " Gunn added. 


" Perhaps I can persuade her. " Wes headed down the hall. 


Kate Lockley glanced up ay Cordelia and, finding her still asleep, went back to her book, unaware of the blue eyes that peered through the window, gazing at the dark haired beauty.


" This shouldn't have happened, " he said under his breath. " She never should have hurt you. "


He watched her a few minutes longer, then turned and made his way down the hall. As he turned the corner, he heard familiar voices. There was a woman and a man, both young. Gunn and Fred, two of Angel's associates. He recognized them right away. Without blinking an eye, he walked over to them. Gunn looked up, saw him and lept from his chair. Before he could get a word out, Gunn had him by the collar, up against the wall.


" Wait, man, I'm here to help! "


" It's your fault! " Gunn growled. " People are hurt and two are missing and it's your damn fault! "


" I warned them! I told them it was a bad idea! They didn't listen to me! They wanted it to happen! "


" Charles. " Fred spoke softly as she put a hand on his shoulder.


" Go, get Wes, " he said, not loosening his hold. 


" You won't hurt him? "


" No, not yet. Go. " 


Trusting her boyfriend, Fred took off down the hallway to retrieve Wesley. 


" I can help you. You have to listen to me! "


" I don't have to do anything except make you pay for hurting my friends. "


" I work for them, yeah, but I wasn't in on this. I swear it! I know what kind of a person the slayer is. She's got her own agenda. Man, I knew she'd do something bad! But I can't believe she hurt Cordelia. And that thing with the redhead and the other slayer? I've done some evil things in my time, but that's just sick. "


Gunn kept his hold, but studied his face. All the time he had spent on the streets had honed his instincts. He was pretty good at spotting someone who was trying to play him. And, as much as he hated to admit it, he didn't think Lindsey was. 





