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Chapter 7

Part 1, Chapter 7:  Never Leave Me

Happy Halloween!  =D


Banners by xoChantelly and EdgeheadBuffy awoke to the witch kicking at her leg with a pointed boot, saying, "Get up, you lazy creature!"

"Hey!" Spike said from his corner.  He'd just woken up to the witch's gravelly voice, and saw her beating up on Buffy already.  "That's not bloody necessary!"

"I'm awake already!  Stop it!" Buffy cried, moving her legs out of kicking range.  "Can't you just wake me up normally -- with no kicking or hitting?!"  She glowered at the witch.  She already had a collection of purple bruises dotting her leg from getting kicked.

"I could, but kicking you is fun!"  She looked at Spike, "And you be quiet, boy, I wasn't talking to you.  Speak when you're spoken to."

Spike growled quietly.

The witch smiled at Buffy.  "Now, fetch water from the well and make us a venison stew.  It needs to be started now if it's to be ready for supper.  Spike has to get nice and fat for me to eat him!"  Wicked Willow touched the wand to Buffy's chain, the shackle fell away from her ankle.

"There's a lot wrong with what you just said... First of all, I don't know how to make any kind of stew."

The witch shook her head with disgust.  "Children know nothing these days!  I'll instruct you.  Get moving!"

"Why can't Spike just eat the cookies and stuff you can make with the wand?!" Buffy complained.

"Uh, yeah, I don't want anything else," Spike said, looking at the fresh mountain of cakes and candy that had been placed next to him while he'd slept.  "I don't even want this.  Wouldn't hurt for you to give --"

"Hush, you two!  A growing boy needs meat in his diet, not just sweets.  A hearty stew will stick to his ribs and put hair on his chest."  

Spike shook his head, wanting to shout again that force-feeding him all this crap was all for naught.  But it would be a waste of time and energy, the witch refused to believe him.  He didn't care if he ever saw another pastry or piece of candy if he lived to be 1000.

Evil Willow grinned at Spike, and then back at Buffy.  "Don't question me again, girl.  I'm tired of your mouth... maybe I should just remove your tongue to avoid more sass back?  That thick tongue of yours might make good flavoring for soup."

Buffy swallowed nervously.  She had no doubt the witch was twisted enough to do what she threatened.

"Move your skinny behind!  Take the buckets and go to the well!  We need to fetch things for breakfast too, time's a' wasting!"

Buffy grudgingly got up, and picked up the water buckets near the door.  The witch thought she was moving too slow and kicked her in the butt.

"Oww!  I'm going, dammit!" Buffy yelled, moving out the door and down the path quickly.  She muttered insults under her breath, too afraid to say them out loud.  She was the fricking Slayer!  She shouldn't have to take that crazy bitch's abuse!  She had to find a way to escape.  She had to get away...

Spike hated when the witch stared at him -- like she was doing right now.  He sighed and picked up a pastry, and bit off a chunk.  

Wicked Willow smiled wider.  "Good boy, you eat all of your food.  I'm going to make sure that lazy girl doesn't dawdle."

Spike imagined how sweet it would be when he finally figured out a way to do some violence on their jailor.


He amused himself for a few minutes by thinking of all the different ways he’d like to kill the witch.  Then he distinctly heard Buffy cry out in pain.

Spike went on alert, tossing the food aside and getting to his feet.  He extended his senses beyond the walls of the house to try and pick up any traces of Buffy.  What was happening to her?  He growled, sensing that she was in a heightened state of distress, her rapid heartbeat pounded in his ears like a bass drum.  He went into game face without consciously doing so.  

Spike knew it was fruitless, but he tried pulling his chain out of the wall.  His only thoughts were that he had to get to her, he had to help her.  He snarled and growled in frustration, struggling like an animal.  Breaking a few bones in his foot to get the shackle off sounded less daunting given the circumstances.  He was seriously considering doing that when the witch came lumbering in through the doorway, lugging a limp Buffy by the wrist behind her on the ground.

Spike growled angrily.  "What happened?!  What did you do to her!?"

Wicked Willow dragged Buffy to her corner, and snapped the shackle back around her right ankle.

"What did you do to her, you bitch!?" Spike yelled when the witch wouldn't answer him.  He was a little relieved to see that Buffy was at least semi-conscious.  She was shaking and groaning, which he recognized as the aftereffects of getting shocked by the protection spell or the wand.

"Watch your tone, boy," Evil Willow said menacingly, her black eyes slitted.  She was clearly not in a good mood, which meant that she was likely to lash out at him with little provocation.  

Spike forced himself to be calm, his Human face slid back into place.  "Did she try attacking you?"

The witch looked down at Buffy with a malevolent gaze.  "The mangy little cur tried running away."  She leaned down, and said in a mocking voice, "Didn't you, dearie?  Tried sprinting off into the woods like a doe to escape me?  I don't know if you're just stupid or stubborn -- perhaps a dash of both."  She kicked Buffy's thigh, causing the blonde to grunt and clutch her leg.  "I told both of you that were bound to this place now, any attempt to leave my property will result in a nasty jolt.  But did she listen?"

"She tried to leave..." Spike said, not asking a question, just stating it.  He felt numb, Buffy had attempted to escape, leaving him here to fend for himself.  That was what he'd feared yesterday.  He'd thought that they were getting along well... but her opinion of him obviously hadn't changed at all.  He was still expendable in Buffy's eyes.

"That's right, she did try to get away.  No supper for her tonight!  She'll be lucky if she eats at all this week, insolent little imp!"  The witch kicked at Buffy's leg again, then went back out the front door, muttering to herself.

Buffy slowly sat up and leaned against the wall for support, letting the pain lessen and waiting for her strength to come back.  She was bitterly disappointed that her attempt at escape had failed.  She hadn't even thought about it, it was like a primitive survival instinct had kicked in and she'd run as fast as she could.  Unfortunately the witch hadn't been lying about them not being able to leave her property -- as soon as she tried going past the picket fence, the pain had hit her.  She'd taken a chance and failed, but it was better than just taking the abuse.  

Buffy wasn’t yet used to seeing Spike hold back if he wanted to say something, but she could tell he was bothered about something.  Those muscles in his jaw were flexing, his eyes had a hard cast to them.  He was probably angry that the witch had hurt her.  He really did care about her... It was strange, having some trust in Spike, she never thought she would be able to trust him even one little bit.  But he was growing on her.

“What is it?” Buffy asked, concentrating on getting her breathing back to normal.

Spike sat back down, looking away from her, that muscle in his cheek still spasming like crazy.  “Nothing.  It... can wait until you’ve recovered.”

“No, if something’s on your mind, say it now.  We're alone for the moment, and I think talking will help me feel better faster, so go ahead.”

“You really want me to say what I’m thinking?” Spike said tightly.

“Yes, geez, say it already!”

He turned to her, eyes angry, voice angrier, “You lousy, rotten, treacherous bitch!”

Buffy blinked.  “Okay... I wasn’t expecting that."  So much for him being concerned about her.  Her brows formed a V.  "What the hell's your problem?”

“You got zapped trying to get away, eh?” Spike asked accusingly.

“Yeah, so?  Isn’t that what we’ve been trying to do?”

“Right -- WE have been trying to escape.  You were just gonna fuckin' leave me here to die!”

“I-I was not!” Buffy said defensively in a high voice, brows lowered.

“Yeah?  I must’ve missed when you told me that the Great Escape was on.”

“I didn’t plan on trying, I saw an opportunity and took it!”  Buffy felt guilty that the fleeting thought of leaving Spike behind had passed through her mind, but only for a second.  She hadn't seriously considered it, but it still made her twitch, and thus appear more guilty in his eyes.  She had just felt such powerful desperation to get away.  “I was going to try getting to the woods to hide from her and then regroup.”

“Sure you were,” Spike said coldly.

“I was!  I wouldn’t leave anyone behind in this place.”

“Did you hope to round up some woodland buddies to help you rescue me -- such as a wisecracking raccoon or perhaps a mentally-challenged squirrel?”  It was clear from his expression and tone that he was livid.

“God!  You’re so paranoid!  I was not going to leave you here!  You’re impossible to talk to!"  Then, because she was feeling defensive and guilty, she swung into bitch mode.  "Why couldn’t Riley be here instead of you?!  It'd be so much easier!”

That stung Spike in a sensitive spot.  “I knew you were still pissed because I got sent through with you instead of that git!  You‘re trying to blame me for something that I had no control over!  You’d rather have him:  someone easy for you to control, someone born without a brain stem.  Bloody doormat, is what he is!”

“He is not a doormat!”

“Oh, pardon me, I didn’t mean to suggest that.  An actual doormat has more personality than your lummox of a boyfriend.  Would probably prove a better conversationalist too," Spike said with tons of sarcasm.

Buffy sat back and crossed her arms.  “You’re just jealous of him.”

“Jealous... of him?!  Ha!  Don’t make me laugh, Slayer!" Spike said with a touch of anxiety.  The truth was that he was jealous of Riley, because Riley inexplicably had Buffy.  That idiot didn't deserve her... Though the way Spike was feeling about her right now, Riley was welcomed to have Buffy all to himself.  Spike wanted nothing to do with her -- other than ripping strips of sinew out of her throat with his fangs.  “How did we start talking about that bland, self-righteous piece of shit?  You two are perfect for each other, by the way.  I believe the main subject was you leaving me to get eaten by the loony!”

The only plus side to the conversation was that Buffy forgot that she was in any pain.  Fighting with Spike always got her blood pumping.  “I said that’s not what --”

Spike interrupted her, "Let's say hypothetically that you did get away.  She would've been enraged, right?  Do you think she might have come back in here and taken out her anger on the one person she still had chained up?  Hmm?"

Buffy closed her eyes, turning her face away.  "That's my point, Spike.  I wasn't thinking, I panicked."

He laughed.  "You don't panic!  You may make split-second decisions, but you don't bloody well panic!  You ain't a very good liar, luv, you really shouldn't try."

"I'm not lying -- I did feel panicked and desperate!"  Buffy dropped her face into her hands.

"Actually it's better that it happened now.  I see, I get the picture."

"What do you mean by that?"

Spike gave her a venomous look.  "I'm going to keep trying to find a way out of this place, but I'm not gonna be too picky about whether you're right behind me or not."

"Oh, that's real nice.  So you're going with or without me?  And how do you think Dawn will feel when I'm not there -- when you finally make it to wherever the hell she is?  You'll explain to her that you left me on purpose?"

"This is a dangerous dimension," Spike said coldly.  "Not my fault if you don't make it.  Shit happens."

"I didn't plan on leaving you -- in spite of what you think -- but that's what you're saying you'll do on purpose!  That's --"

They stopped arguing when the witch reentered the cottage, looking like Sunnydale Willow again.

She looked at them, smiling.  “Aww, were my little turtledoves having a spat?”

Spike turned his face away, not wanting the witch to get the satisfaction of witnessing them turning on each other like wild dogs.  “Nah, everything’s just peachy.”

She said with mock-sweetness and concern, “But I heard you snapping at each other from outside.  You can tell me.  Tell Willow all your troubles.”  An evil grin formed on her face.

"That's not your name!" Buffy snapped.  "Stop calling yourself that and stop looking like her!  You‘re not Willow!"

The witch passed a hand in front of her own face, going back to being green and gross.  "Aww, don't be upset.  You see how easily I can slip in and out of the glamour?  I've done it hundreds, thousands of times, comes so naturally to me now.  Like eating or sleeping!"

"Obviously things like brushing your teeth and dragging a comb through your hair don't come so naturally," Buffy said with a twist to her lips.  She couldn't hide how much it disgusted her that the witch used her friend's image. 

Buffy was swiftly slapped across the face.  She touched her hot cheek, bracing herself for more hits or kicks.  But the witch was happy with just the one slap.

"Sewing your mouth closed is sounding more and more attractive, little girl.  I won't put up with your sass."

Spike had winced and closed his eyes when Buffy was hit.  Again, the witch had moved so fast that even he didn't see it happening until it was over.  He was angry with himself for still giving a damn about Buffy, that it upset him to see her being hurt.  But he was set on just looking out for himself from now on -- Bitchy the Slayer wanted to abandon him?  Not if he could abandon her first.

"You won't be having any food today, Buffy," Wicked Willow informed her.  "You were stupid and naughty enough to try running away, and you must be taught a lesson."

"Oh heavens," Buffy said sarcastically.  "Don't take away my delicious crab-shells!  Whatever will I do?"

The witch's gaze became more dangerous.  "There you go again with that backtalk.  I've had just about enough of you, missy!"

Spike growled.  "Buffy, just shut your bloody mouth!  How stupid are you, woman!?"

Buffy glared at him.

Evil Willow giggled.  "Yes, listen to Spike.  He's much smarter than you!"





Buffy was worked extra hard the rest of that day.  The witch didn't give them a moment alone, not that Spike would have spoken to her anyway.  He didn't say a word to Buffy after telling her to shut up that morning.

By the time Wicked Willow retired for the evening, Buffy was more tired and hungry than she'd ever been.  She was feeling more despondent since the failed escape attempt and Spike's resulting grouchiness.  It upset her that he was upset with her -- how weird was that?  She'd be angry too if she really thought someone was leaving her to die a horrible death.  She wanted to try explaining it to him, to make him understand.  But he wouldn't even look at her, she could see how angry he was by the way his jaw was set.

"Spike, will you talk to me?"

He laid down.  "I suggest you get some sleep and stop nattering.  I've got nothin' to say to you, Slayer.  Don't want to hear anything from you either, so save your breath."

She shook her head and sighed, laying down too.  It was no use trying to talk to him while he was in this mood.

It took longer for Buffy to fall asleep.  Spike didn't sing like he had the other nights.  And she didn't realize just how much the sound of his voice had comforted her until now. 





The next morning started much like the last.  The witch kicked Buffy awake, ordering her to follow her outside to collect items for breakfast.  Needless to say, Buffy didn't try running again.

Buffy was given only a cup of water while the witch cooked eggs, bacon and sausage for herself and Spike.  When she'd been forced to clean the shack out back (the one with the huge oven) Buffy had seen a variety of cured meats being stored there.  The witch did have a pigpen, so Buffy thought the meat might be okay -- animal, not Human.  The teensy little amount of uncertainty was enough to make her not willing to eat some, not that she would be offered any anyway. 


Buffy had to keep pressing a hand against her stomach to help ease the hunger pangs.  The aroma of the food made her stomach cramp and her mouth water.  She had to have something to eat today, whether it was stale bread or not.  That meant being on her best behavior, no talking back, nothing the witch would consider 'misbehaving'.  Buffy told herself to keep it together for a while longer, she would escape.  And she'd be taking Spike with her when she did.  She had to try talking to him, he had to forgive her.

Buffy was taken out of her thoughts when the witch said, "I don't think I've punished you enough for your disobedience yesterday, Buffy."  

"I won't do it again.  I was just scared and --"

Evil Willow interrupted, "Spike, what do you think I should do to Buffy?  Cut off a finger or two?  Sew her lips shut?  Cut out her tongue?  Or something a little more merciful, like whipping?"

He looked at Buffy; the anger still present in his eyes worried her.  Maybe he was pissed off enough to take delight in harm coming to her now.  

After a pause, Spike said, "I think she learned her lesson."  He was more mad at himself for not wanting Buffy dead than he was with her.  It seemed that he really did love her, much to his irritation.  It didn't matter how badly Buffy treated or disregarded him, he still wanted to keep her safe if he could.  Love's bitch strikes again.

Evil Willow shook her head.  "No, I don't think she has.  There's that spark of mischief in her eyes, she'll try something stupid again.  Good thing the girl has that pretty face, she's as dim-witted as a sheep!"  She laughed.  "I believe Buffy needs a severe lesson this time." 

"I can tell she understands it was a bloody stupid thing to do, she won't be making that mistake again.  There's no need for another 'lesson'."

Wicked Willow's smile turned down at the corners.  "But I thought you were angry with her... that you'd be happy to help decide her punishment."

"I am angry with her... Doesn't mean I want her permanently scarred or maimed."

The witch was angry that he wasn't playing her game.  Spike could see the evil wheels in her head spinning.  "Fine..."  A grin spread across her face again.  "If you won't decide, then I'll punish you instead of her!"

Spike's brow furrowed.  "What?!  I've done every bloody thing you've asked!"

"It's your choice.  Tell me what I should do to her or I'll do something to you."

Spike glanced at Buffy again, quickly going over his so-called options.  Buffy had tried to leave him here to a grisly fate, she didn't care about him at all.  He should be happy to let her get some kind of punishment... but he couldn't.  And it might be easier on him to be the one punished, the witch planned on fattening him up to eat him, so she probably wouldn't hurt him as much as she would Buffy. 

"I don't like to be kept waiting, boy!  What will it be?" the witch demanded impatiently.

Spike looked her in the eyes.  "I'm not going to tell you how to punish her.  I won't have anything to do with it."

Wicked Willow was clearly irate and disappointed.  She backhanded him across the face.  Spike clenched his jaw and fists, ordering himself not to respond how his demon was demanding he respond.

"Foolish boy!  Oh yes, you're quite evil, aren't you?  Just another one of your lies!  You're not evil at all!"

Spike swiveled his head to look at her again.  "I admit, I ain't got nothin' on you in the evil department."

Buffy couldn't believe that he was risking himself to protect her again.  She hadn't expected it after her escape attempt.  She was grateful, but now she was afraid of what was going to happen to him for not cooperating with the witch.

"Don't hurt him," Buffy said resolutely.  "Take it out on me, I'm the one who broke your rules.  Spike shouldn't be punished for something I did."

Wicked Willow seemed to get angrier at that, stomping her feet and putting her hands on her head.  "Damn you two and your..."  She uttered the next word with disgust, "niceness!  You make me sick!"

"The feeling's more than mutual.  Simple solution, you could always let us go," Spike said, not expecting to be freed, but it felt good to say it.  

"Oh, I've put in too much time and effort with you to let you go.  Plus, you promise to be one of the most delicious things I've ever eaten.  I should punish the both of you for annoying me so!  I'm going to my garden, I need to ponder."  Wicked Willow huffed and stomped to the door.  "You get busy dusting while I'm gone, girlie."  Then, mercifully, she was gone -- for now.

"Are you okay?" Buffy asked.

Spike nodded and licked up the blood on his lower lip.

"Why'd you do that?" Buffy asked softly.  

"Do what?"

She rolled her eyes.  "You know 'what'.  I guess you don't totally hate me, after all."

He looked at her out of the corner of his eye, smirking ever so slightly.  "Maybe not... totally."

"About yesterday..." Buffy began.

He shook his head, "Let's not talk about that."  Spike was trying to lighten up a bit, and reminding him of all the reasons why he should be pissed off wasn't going to help.

"I need to try explaining why I did what I did.  Okay?"

Spike could see that she needed to say whatever it was she wanted to say.  He sighed and motioned for her to go ahead.

"I'm not... handling all of the weirdness of this stupid dimension as well as I should.  I have these moments where I feel like I'm reduced to some weepy, scared, defenseless little girl.  I hate it... I'm so not used to feeling that way.  I hate feeling weak, and you having a front row seat to witness me being weak."

"I've never seen you weak -- not when it wasn't due to some magickal bugaboo."  That Halloween when she'd been transformed into a timid, genteel lady occurred to him.  He'd almost gotten her that time... but she'd ended up kicking his ass, as usual.  Spike had been royally pissed at the time, but he was glad it turned out the way it had now.

"You have seen me weak," Buffy said.

Spike frowned, eyes rolling upward as he tried to remember.  "When?"

"When... I found out my mom had to go into the hospital.  You caught me crying."

Damn her... Remembering how she'd looked sitting on the steps, with tears running down her cheeks, was melting his heart fast.  All he'd wanted to do back then was hold her and let her cry on his shoulder -- he'd had to settle with comforting pats on the back and sitting in silence with her, but it still felt good to 'be there' for Buffy in anyway he could.  

"Anyone who loved their mother would've felt the same way.  That wasn't being weak, Buffy.  That was just being Human.  I sometimes forget that under the sacred calling and all the superhuman abilities... you're still just a girl."  Spike could see her trying to figure out if that last part had been meant as an insult, so he added, "I mean, you can occasionally falter like everyone else on the bloody planet."

Buffy looked down, feeling guilty and embarrassed at recalling her failing from the day before.  "When she took me outside yesterday... all I could think was 'I can't take any more of this shit, I've got to get out of here!'.  Then she turned her back to me, and I saw what looked like a clear path into the woods, and then my mind was yelling 'Go!  Run!  Hurry!'.  I know she warned us that there was a spell to keep us from leaving... but I hoped she was lying about that.  I know, I was crazy to even try it.  I'm ashamed of myself -- both for panicking and for trying to escape without you.  I'm really sorry, Spike."  She pouted in a way that made him want to kiss that jutting lip. 

"Okay, Slayer... we'll pretend it didn't happen and go from here."

"You aren't still mad?"

Spike sighed, "I'll get over it."

"I've dealt with so much weird and challenging stuff in my life, but here... It makes me think that the Unari are doing things to our minds, making us weaker.  Either that or I'm just losing my grip..."

"Being treated and abused like a slave is new to you.  S'pose I should cut you some slack."

"I promise that I won't let myself do anything stupid again, Spike.  You know... I really thought you hated my guts when you yelled at me to shut up yesterday."

"I did."  She pouted again, making him quickly amend, "But... I was also trying to save you from yourself.  Your mouth was going to get you killed." 

"Yeah... I couldn't seem to shut up.  Until you yelled at me, that is."

"You actually listened to me?" Spike asked playfully.  "That's a first."

Buffy smiled a little.  "There's a first time for everything, right?"

"I hope it's the start of a trend." 

When he'd shouted at her yesterday, he hadn't just been doing it out of anger.  Spike didn't say it only because he was fuming mad, but also because he thought the witch was going to do something horrid to Buffy if she didn't shut her mouth.  At the time, he'd wanted to beat the shit out of Buffy for her attempted abandoning of him, but he also still had an irresistible urge to protect her.  And that had only made him angrier -- his own mind and instincts betraying him.

But Buffy seemed to really regret what she'd done, not just that she hadn't succeeded, but that she may have left him to a nasty fate.  She looked so adorable and sexy at the same time when she pouted...  Spike was helpless to fight the way it made his unbeating heart seem to swell.

"What do you think she's going to do to us?" Buffy asked, looking at the door.

"Hopefully nothing.  We're gonna have to do lots of toadying..." his lip twitched as he talked.  "I fucking hate having to be nice, 'specially to evil bitches like her.  But if we're nauseatingly sycophantic enough, she might decide not to hurt either of us."





By kowtowing and acting reticent (with sad expressions and keeping their heads bowed, trying not to make eye contact), Spike and Buffy convinced the witch that they were suitably sorry for their bad behavior.  It made them sick to act so broken and meek, but they managed to put on a good enough act to fool her.  They weren't punished again that day.  And Buffy was given her 3rd rate meal at suppertime, she was grateful for even that after a full day of nothing at all to eat.

It was another bath night -- which they both were very nervous about.  They were still shaken up by the steamy fantasies they'd had.  This time, they got it over with as fast and efficiently as possible.  Both the Slayer and Vampire were tense as they scrubbed the others back and neck, too nervous to relax enough to slip into another hot (yet ultimately scary and confusing) fantasy.

And then it was bedtime.  

Buffy settled down to sleep.  A few moments later she smiled when she heard Spike softly singing a song.  She'd missed that last night.

For tonight's performance, Spike started with that special song his mother used to sing.  He tried to dwell on the good feelings it had created in him back then, and not the sorrow when thinking about it in hindsight.

As he finished the last verse, he noticed Buffy's breathing evening out.  He was feeling a bit melancholy, but it was having the desired effect on Buffy -- that was worth it for him.

"Thus sang the maiden, 
Her sorrows bewailing;
Thus sang the poor maid 
In the valley below:
'Oh, don't deceive me, 
Oh, never leave me,
How could you use 
A poor maiden so?'"

Spike laid down, looking at Buffy one last time before he closed his eyes.  "Goodnight, pet, sleep well," he whispered.
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