SPOILER…..SEASON 6…..the rest tapers into my Sunnydale, but if you HAVE NOT seen the 6 finale, STOP!!!!! ���


English Summer


Pg 16-W/G


Joss’ people.


Summary: Willow remembers.


Notes: This is what happened during Will’s rehabilitation, in my world. �������


His hand was wonderful. Never in her life had Willow Rosenberg felt something more perfect. He took his time, firm yet tender as it fell upon her white cotton clad bottom, each careful spank washing away black eyes and blood splattered white shirts. And she cried. She cried hard, much harder than the spanking she was receiving warranted. 


Her tears were not for the slight stinging that spread across her warming backside. They were not for the embarrassed blush that had made it’s home on her beautiful face, as her mentor of six years punished her formerly evil behind. They were for all she had lost. 


They were for the beautiful blonde with the big blue eyes and lush pouty lips that still held her heart, six feet under the cold ground. They were for the handsome, goofy grinned best friend of her childhood, who had so bravely in manhood saved her life…saved all their lives. They were for the young girl who held her in the highest of esteem, the young girl who was a baby sister to her, the young girl she had frightened and threatened. They were for the woman they called Slayer, the woman she called friend. The carefree girl who was not allowed to be, instead destined to give her very soul to protect all that was good. She cried for the girl who had changed her world, giving her the chance to see that she did have a purpose, a meaning. She cried for her best friend, the girl who had died both as a child and as a woman and was prepared to do it again to protect the ones she loved from the worst evil they had ever come up against…her. 


And she cried for him. The heaviest tears were for the man whose lap she was now over, the man she admired more than any other. The man she had secretly loved since her trip to the library that day so many years ago. He had warned her, in the beginning, begged her even, to stay away from the magicks. He had seen the darkness, felt it coursing through his body like black life and nearly died because of it. He had tried to save her the same pain. And she had tried to kill him for his effort.


“Willow?”


His soft voice echoed faintly in her ears. She tried to come back to him, to get away from the darkness she had allowed herself to become.


“Willow? Luv, are you alright?”


The crisp English accent held the deepest of concern, worry for the young girl who had stolen his heart the day she had stepped into his library oh so long ago. Worry for the woman that at this moment was surrendering her very soul to him, draped over his lap accepting the punishment she had begged for. 


“Willow, darling, are you alright?” he asked, his hand now caressing the bottom it was moments ago gently spanking.


“Yes, fine,” she sniffed, reaching up to wipe her eyes. “Don’t stop, Giles, please, don’t stop.”


Rupert Giles did as she asked, his strong hand returning to it’s tender task, his soft hazel eyes never leaving her. He had watched her grow from a young, innocent girl into a strong, brave, woman. He had witnessed her rise from a sweet, shy hacker to a bold, take charge witch, leading them when his slayer had been taken away. And he had stood by watching as the power overtook her, pulling her into the darkness, little by little until the woman he loved was gone.


“Harder, please,” she begged, rising to meet his hand. “I need it, please,” she added, sensing his reluctance to grant her request.


She more than needed it. It was the only thing that could bring her back, the only thing that could make the pain disappear. In his hand she found forgiveness, renewal, love. 


Tara’s face flashed through her mind and she opened her eyes to get away from the image. She had failed the woman she loved. In an act of retribution, she had killed her lover’s killer. An act that led to the near destruction of the ones she loved. 


Tara, her beautiful queen, she deserved so much more. She was perfect, in every way… her sweet smile, loving eyes, gentle body, understanding heart. She had known about Willow’s affection for Giles before Willow herself had. She had been the one to show the redhead the part of her heart the Englishman occupied. And never, ever did she once have an ounce of bitterness about it. It was simple, she had explained. She loved Willow. And she always would. She knew that her beloved redheaded goddess felt the same love, passion, desire for her in spite of her unrequited love for Giles. And she was happy, more than she had ever been, resting in the arms of the one who shared her soul…her Willow.


Giles felt a lump in his throat as Willow’s tears fell harder. Although he had done as she wished and was now spanking her a bit harder, he knew that was not to blame for her sobs. He knew she was crying for the loss they all shared. For the death of a lovely young girl with a pretty face and kind heart, dead at the hands of a mere human in a world of demons. For the loss of innocence none of them knew still existed. 


It was a pain they shared, not just he and Willow, but Xander and Buffy and even Anya as well. A pain that would leave a scar they would wear with regret, blame, all feeling a bit responsible for the loss. But he, he felt more guilt than anyone, and not just because he hadn’t seen Willow’s descent into madness. His guilt was deeper, heavier, tearing a hole in his heart. He carried the guilt of love, for he loved the woman stretched across his lap more than he had ever loved anyone or anything in his life.
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