Brown Eyed Girl
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Timeline: 2004, for the main part of the fic….*evil grin*

Pairings: B/A, W/F mainly. Not sure yet what other pairings will be included.

Rating: R. I may dip my hand into NC-17 this time, who knows?
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Chapter 1

~ Los Angeles, 2007~

I used to be a girl.  An innocent child…I gave up that dream a long time ago.  I did things to myself that, under normal circumstances, never would have occurred.

I did it all because my parents had abandoned me pretty much since birth.  I grew up in an orphanage, with all of the rest of the troubled and misused youth in Los Angeles.

Even that damn orphanage in “Annie” was like the lap of luxury compared to what I went through.

I was fine until the moment I hit puberty.  Then that evil wench of a headmistress, Maggie Walsh, introduced me to what she called my “coming out”.

I’ll never forget that day.

I wanted to puke my brains out after feeling all that torture.  

I tried to get away but they just pulled me back and laughed.  

No one could stop them, not even the social workers.  Everyone knew what was going on, and no one did a damn thing to stop it.

I would also come to find out that I had not been the first girl they had done this to.  Practically the whole orphanage had been exposed to this, and those that hadn’t were planned to be.

No one could get away from it.

So, eventually, all of us got used to it.  It was a daily ritual, like brushing your teeth before bedtime, and taking a shower so you didn’t smell all icky.

The more I was exposed, the more turned on I got.  Disturbing, isn’t it?  The one thing that I could not stand was the one thing that I was turned onto the most.

That wasn’t the worst part.

The sickest factor in all of this was that I never felt ashamed of it…not ever, after that first time. Then one day it all changed.

I met him.

My life was never going to be the same again.

Chapter 2

~Los Angeles, 2004~

I’ve been in this dump all my life.  I want out.  I want to be free of all of them but I can’t escape.  

They always find me.

No matter where I run to, they will always find me.  I don’t want to ever come back, but I do.   I come willingly so I don’t die.  Lately it has been so bad that I want to kill myself.  Get it over with.  

It has to be better than this excuse for a life I have, doesn’t it?

“Summers!” a voice brought the blonde out of her thoughts.

“Faith.” Buffy sighed.  “God, I thought you were Walsh.”

“No, please.” Faith snickered with disgust at the thought.  “I came to warn you though.  Your regular weekly chores need to be finished and if you don’t get them done soon, I imagine Walsh is going to come down on you again.”

“Okay.” Buffy nodded as she pinned her hair up in a ponytail and donned a semi clean t-shirt.  “I’ll get right on that.”

“Buffy.” Faith called again.

“Yeah?” Buffy turned around to face her friend.

“Don’t screw this up.” Faith warned.

Buffy nodded silently and continued on her journey.  She noticed one of the younger girls, Dawn, about to spill some water onto the floor.  Buffy was able to grab the water bucket before it made too much of a mess.

“I’m so sorry.” Dawn muttered and went about cleaning up her mistake.

“Dawn, right?” Buffy saw the girl nod.  “Don’t worry about it, okay?  You go do your other chores.  I’ll clean up here.”

“Thank you.” Dawn replied.  “Thank you so much.”

“Just finish your chores.” Buffy shooed Dawn away with her finger. 

Buffy was still in the middle of cleaning up Dawn’s mess when she heard footsteps coming up on her.  When she heard the tap-tap of someone’s heel, she knew exactly who it was.

“Headmistress.” Buffy turned around.

“What are you doing?!” she yelled.  “These aren’t your chores.  Did you do your chores this morning yet, Summers?”

“Not yet, Headmistress.  I promise I will have them done by morning’s end.” Buffy told her.

“Always the martyr, aren’t you?” Maggie scoffed.  “You will do your chores and then redo Faith’s as well.  I want to see the damn floors shine like the sky on a crystal clear day.  Is that understood, Miss Summers?”

“Yes, ma’am.” Buffy nodded.

“What do we say?” Maggie reminded her.

“Thank you.” Buffy replied curtly.

Maggie just laughed and walked out of the room.  Faith, who had witnessed the whole scene, walked back into the room.

“I’m sorry, B.” Faith apologized.   “But you gotta stop dinking around here.  You need to start watching out for you, not the whole damn lot of us.”

“I know.” Buffy nodded as she finished cleaning up the floor.  Faith bent down and took the dirty rags from her.

“What are you doing?  You should be kicking back.  You have the whole week free.” Buffy reminded her.

“I don’t like seeing my best friend doing work she didn’t deserve.” Faith smiled.  “Now, you get started on your chores.  I’ll finish up here, okay?”

“Okay.” Buffy nodded.

“And Buffy?” Faith called out to her.

“Yeah?” she turned back.

“One person can make a difference.” Faith replied.  “You have.”

Chapter 3

“O’Connor!” a voice called.

“McDonald.” Angel O’Connor grinned at his friend.  “What the fuck are you doing here?”

“What I can’t roll into town and look up my best friend?” Lindsey asked.

“As a rule, no.” Angel told him.  “Besides, I know you, Lindsey.  You want something.”

“Maybe I do, man.” Lindsey chuckled.  “Besides, as I do recall, you do seem to take care of the sort of problem I have now.”

“I don’t snort anymore, Linds.” Angel admitted.  “I gave up that shit a long time ago, remember?  You and Darla left me to fend for myself when the cops came while you two were living it up in a nearby alley.”

“We couldn’t all get caught, right?” Lindsey grinned.  “Besides, Darla and I were otherwise...engaged at the moment then.”
“Get your druggie supply from somewhere else, Lindsey.” Angel said, this time more seriously.  “I don’t do that anymore.”

“I don’t get you anymore, O’Connor.” Lindsey said, stepping away.

“Maybe you never did.” Angel said, leaving him to ponder.

“Don’t walk away from me, O’Connor!” Lindsey yelled back.  “I’ll ruin you, you little fuck!”

Angel just kept walking and smiled to himself.

~Days Later~

“He what?” Angel asked his uncle.

“Your father died this morning, Angel.” Rupert Giles reiterated.  “And he left all of his hard earned money to you.”

“That’s not possible.” Angel shook his head.  “The man and I despised each other, Uncle Giles.  There’s no way in Hell he left all his fortune to me.”

“Your father did love you, Angel.” Giles told him.  “He just wanted you to be someone you weren’t.”

“So, what’s the catch?” Angel asked.

“A catch?” Giles repeated.

“There’s always a catch.” Angel remarked.  “What is it, inherit the money as soon as I find a wife, or is it inherit the money when I have a first kid?”

“Are you mad?” Giles shook the younger man.  “There is no catch.  Your father left you the money, catch free.  It’s as plain as day right here in his will.”

“Oh.” Angel muttered.  

“This is a lot of money, Angel.  Use it wisely.” Giles told him and left.

Angel looked at the slip of paper that Giles had used to write his amount on.  His eyes bulged after reading it.  What the Hell was he going to do with $500 million dollars.

Chapter 4

~Six Months Later~

"Remind me again why we are here." Buffy whispered to Faith.  "We are gonna get 

in SO much trouble if Maggie finds out about this."

"Don't get your panties in a bunch, B." Faith sighed.  "You need to relax.  Stop 

worrying so much.  I've done this plenty of times before."

"And got caught a good portion of them." Buffy recalled.  "Faith, I shouldn't be 

in a place like this, dressed like THIS.  I look like...."

"A normal girl?" Faith finished.  "Hmmm.  Who would have thunk it?"

"Very funny." Buffy scoffed and slapped her arm playfully.

"Relax, B." Faith told her.  "Have fun.  FUN.  I know that's a hard concept, but 

I'm sure even you can comprehend that."

"At this point, you're abusing sarcasm." Buffy fumed.  

Faith just laughed and put her arm around her friend.  Buffy forced a chuckle.

"This place is hoppin' tonight." Faith muttered as they walked to the bar.  

"Doyle!"

"Faithie." the Irish bartender greeted her.  "And hello, cutie.  Who's your 

friend?"

"Sorry.  Doyle, Buffy.  Buffy, Doyle. Buffy's my friend from--" Faith introduced 

them.

"The whorehouse of Maggie Walsh, at your service.  Nice to meet you." Buffy 

smiled sweetly.

"Lass got spunk.  I like that." Doyle winked mischeivously at her. 

"So NOT interested." Buffy told him.

"Oh, but I already have a girl at home lass." Doyle explained and turned back to 

Faith.  "What can I get you ladies tonight?"

"I'll just have a beer from the tap.  Make it the good stuff, you know." Faith 

nodded.  "Buffy?"

"Double shot of tequila, thanks." Buffy told him as she continued to search the 

crowd.  

"You like your liquour hard, don't you, B?" Faith laughed and noticed what she 

was doing.  "Relax, B.  Walsh wouldn't be caught dead in a place like this.  

Trust me.  It's too clubb-y for her."

"Okay." Buffy sighed.

"Thanks, D." Faith smiled as he handed her their drinks.  "I owe you."

"You owe me a lot of these, Faithie.  One day I'll take you up on that 

never-ending tab of yours." Doyle chuckled.  "You ladies have fun now."

Faith nods and grabs Buffy's arm.  They push their way through to an empty booth 

at the far end of the club.  The friends sit on opposite ends of the booth, with 

Buffy sipping on her drink.

"You know, that aint going down your stomach any easier by sipping on it like a 

toddler." Faith commented after moments of silence.

"I know." Buffy nodded and continue to stare at the concoction.

"Alright, what bug crawled up your ass and died?" Faith asked. n "You've been a 

whiny little bitch all night."

"It's Maggie again." Buffy sighed.  "She's got some new fuck hanging around that 

she wants to pawn me off on."

"Is he hot?" Faith pondered.

"Faith!" Buffy scolded.  "So NOT the point here."

"What?!" Faith asked.  "Buffy, you HAVE to sleep with them.  You know the 

consequences when you don't.   And we both know that Maggie isn't going to let 

up on you any time soon.  So, answer the question.  Is he hot?"

"I haven't met him yet." Buffy shrugged.  "It doesn't really matter though, does 

it?  You know the drill.  Fuck 'em and get paid.  There's nothing else.  No 

cuddles, no warm embraces.  Just hot fucking for cold hard cash."

"Are you saying you want cuddles?" Faith asked.

"Maybe." Buffy blushed.  "I just--"

"You just what?" Faith repeated.

"Don't you ever wonder..." Buffy sighed.  "What if there's something more than 

this?  What would happen if we finally just up and left and never looked back?"

"A few times.  It hopeless dreaming, B.  We aren't getting out of here anytime 

soon.  At least, I'm not." Faith told her.  "Are you saying you want to leave 

here?"

"I think I've always wanted to be gone." Buffy nodded.  "I don't want to be a 

whore anymore, Faith.  I don't want to have to fear for my life anymore when I 

walk down the street or don't get my chores finished on time.  I want out of 

here, Faith, and I want you to come with me."  

"B, I can't leave right now." faith shook her head.  "Not even if I wanted to, 

which believe me when I say I do.  It would look pretty conspicous if the both 

of us just walked out of here.  And what about Dawn?  She's practically attached 

to your hip.  You’re the only one who keeps her out of harm’s way and from being whored out by Maggie.  If you and I leave, who is going to take care of her, protect her?  Maggie will whore her out the first chance she gets and there won’t be a damn thing either of us can do to stop it.  You know that.”

“I never thought about that.” Buffy told her.

“So, just wait a little while, just until you get things in order.  Then, if you still wanna leave, we’ll go.  Deal?”

“Deal.” Buffy agreed.

T.B.C. 
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