Giles’ Addiction
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Joss’ folk.


Summary: The Scoobies confront Giles about his addiction. �����


Giles looked around the Magic Box, his gray eyes searching the Scoobies.


“Why do I get the feeling there is no new demon?” he mused, settling on Willow.


The redhead quickly turned to Buffy, who was sitting on the counter.


“Because there isn’t,” Buffy stated.


Her eyes locked with his and she didn’t blink. Inside, however, her stomach was doing flip flops.


“We called you here to help you,” Xander said, concern in his voice.


“Yes,” Anya added. “You’ve gone crazy and we don’t like it.”


Giles brow shot up. “What the bloody hell are you talking about?”


“You have a problem, sweetie,” Willow began, her voice soft. “You have an…addiction.”


He turned the brow to her. “What?”


She glanced at Buffy for support. The Slayer gave her a reassuring nod and Willow looked back at Giles.


“You have an addiction…that’s right, mister, an addiction! And we’re here to help you, so just sit down and let us.”


“Addiction?” he gasped, not believing what he was hearing. “What in the world are you talking about, luv?”


“You don’t have to lie, Mr. Giles,” Tara gently said. “We’re not here to judge you.”


“She’s right, G-man,” Xander agreed. “There’s no judging here.”


“And lying?” Faith mused, shaking her head. “Lying only gets you in more trouble. Especially lying to yourself; been there, whacked that demon.”


“I do not bloody believe this,” he grumbled.


“There’s no need to be ashamed, Giles,” Buffy noted. “We live a way stressful life. It happens.”


“She’s right.” Tara nodded. “Demons, evil, it takes its toll on all of us.”


“We don’t blame you, baby,” Willow said. “This isn’t about blame.”


“Although business is suffering because of your out of control craving for the bad stuff.” Everyone looked at Anya. “He went out for change the other day and was gone a whole hour. It doesn’t take that long to get change. Do you know how many customers I lost in that hour?”


“I do not have a bloody addiction!”


“Faith shook her head sadly. “There’s that river in Egypt.”


“You went to Spike for help, Giles,” Buffy pointed out. “You offered him a pint of your own blood. Tara heard you from the bedroom.”


He looked at the blonde witch who merely held his gaze with her own.


“You gotta get the monkey off your back, G-man!” Xander quipped.


“There is no bloody monkey!”


“You did a spell, Giles!” Buffy baulked.


“I see a monkey,” Anya purred.


“A spell, to get an unlimited supply,” Buffy continued.


“A big, ol’, hairy monkey.”


“An, honey, quiet time.” Xander patted her hand and she reluctantly stayed quiet.


“If Will hadn’t walked in…” The Slayer’s voice trailed off.


Giles huffed, more than a little mad.


“What I do in my own home,” he began.


“Our home,” Willow corrected. “And you left me the other night. We were suppose to have a nice, romantic, evil free evening and you left me, tied to the bed for hours while you-“ She suddenly stopped, mid sentence, as she saw the amused faces looking at her. “A spell, Giles, you did a spell!”


Tara choked back a giggle, Buffy raised a brow, Anya smiled, Xander visited a happy place and Faith just shook her head.


“You tell him, Red!”


“Giles,” Anya said, looking at him. “You need to admit your problem so we can help you.” Then, turning to Xander, she added, “That was sensitive, wasn’t it?”


“That’s bloody it!” Giles growled, throwing a hand in the air. “Out! All of you, bloody get out!”


“Ooh, Willow!” Anya exclaimed, giving the witch a smile. “I think you need to put him over your knee and give his bottom a good spanking!”


“Anya!” Xander cried.


“I think your girl’s got a point, Xan,” Faith cooed, smiling. “I think Red needs to spank that ass!”


“It won’t be the first time,” Anya noted. “Will it, Willow?”


It was hard to say who turned redder, Willow or Giles, but both were close to the color of her hair.


“Okay,” Buffy said, hopping off of the counter. “This is going to a place I so don’t wanna be!”


“Amen to that!” Xander piped.


“I don’t know,” Anya mused. “I’d rather like to see Giles getting his bottom spanked by Willow. What about you, Tara?”


Tara cleared her throat.


“You know, Mr. Giles,” she started, ignoring the ex demon. “If you ever need to talk, I’m here. Sometimes it helps, when the need hits.”


“I DO NOT HAVE A BLOODY ADDICTION!”


The room was painfully silent…until Xander spoke.


“Then why did Clem see you, at four am, in the alley behind Krispy Kreme, shoving jelly after jelly down your throat?” ��
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