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Giles wandered the streets of Sunnydale, desperate to find Cave Slayer before she got herself arrested. Or, more likely, before she found some poor, defenseless college boy and pounced on him. The words, “Boy smell nice,” danced loudly in his head, prompting him to, “Dear Lord,” more than usual. 


When all of this was over and his Slayer was safe and sound in her bed, he was going down to that pub and have a few words with the owner. How dare he put lives in danger for his own, personal pleasure! Innocent people could be hurt, killed even. And a pre-historic slayer was just near impossible to control. His back could verify that. 


His eyes swept over the street to where the park started and he blinked. Was that Xander? And who was with him? He hurried to find out.


“Giles, so just the man I want to see,” he quipped.


The Watcher’s eyes moved from the unusually serious face of his surrogate son, to the battered dark haired boy he was practically dragging beside him. It didn’t take a history of battling evil to realize that something was very wrong. The groaning of Mr. Poopy head only furthered his concern.


“Xander, what is it?” he inquired, his insides tensing up. “Did Buffy-“


“Use Parker here for a training session? Oh yeah!’


Giles felt the beginnings of an ulcer. So this was how it would end. Buffy wouldn’t die young as her sister slayers before her. No, she would live to be a ripe old age…in a prison cell, doing twenty-five to life for attempted murder.


“We have to get him to a hospital,” he stated, looking over the beaten boy.


“I was thinking more of, a police station,” Xander noted.


Giles looked at him, a puzzled _expression on his face.


“Perhaps that won’t be necessary. I mean, surely there is some way we can work this out, without involving the police. After all, Buffy isn’t exactly herself and I’m sure she regrets everything she did.” He turned his eyes to Parker. “I believe that there is something we can do, to make this right for you, young man. We can talk after you are tended to…on me, of course. I will cover all medical expenses, hospital, medication, therapy if it’s need-“


“He tried to rape Willow.”


Xander’s voice was soft but it deafened the Englishman. Giles’ eyes moved back to Xander and he raised a brow.


“What?”


“Buffy found him, on top of Will…” He paused to calm himself. “He beat the crap out of her and would’ve done worse if Buffy hadn’t found them.”


This time, it wasn’t Giles who looked at Parker. It was Ripper.


“Willow…how bad is she hurt?” he asked, not moving his eyes from Parker.


Parker, for his part, would have run like hell if he could have. The way the older man was eyeing him scared him more than Buffy had.


“She said she was ok, but she was pretty beat up. Buffy took her back to the dorm. I wanted you to take her to the hospital but she said no.” He paused again, the emotions raging inside him. “I told them you’d go over, check on her.”


“Yes, I will.” He finally turned back to Xander. “And Buffy?”


‘Well, I convinced her that Willow needed her and that killing this bastard wouldn’t help her. That seemed to work. She was acting kinda weird though, Giles.”


“She’s drunk on cursed beer, Xander.”


“No, I mean, about Will.”


Giles furrowed a brow. “How so?”


“Like back in the room, when she was all, “Boy smell nice,” …that kind of vibe, only it was Willow. She kept saying, her Willow…Buffy’s Willow…and she was way protective of her…more so than usual. It was like, you know, those animals you see on Animal Planet…when the dominant one is all protective, keeping the others away from their mate. And there was growling…a lot of growling.”


Giles was quiet a moment, Xander’s words sinking in. Of course, why hadn’t he seen it before? Perhaps he had. Perhaps under all the demon fighting and teen-age heartache, he had seen it, but had just been too busy to notice.


“My car is down the block. We need to take Mr…”


“Abrahms…Giles, meet Parker Abrahms…also known as the bastard who hurt my friends.”


“And my daughters,” Giles cooly added, his gaze back on Parker. “Come, Xander. We will have a nice talk with Mr. Abrahms while we drive. I know a long way to the police station.” ��


+++++ �


Parker looked out the window as the car came to a stop for the second time since he had been tossed into the back seat. This time, instead of the old magic store, he saw nothing but darkness. His fear factor skyrocketed. First, Buffy had gone crazy and beat the hell out of him and now, it looked like her two friends were about to do the same.


The front doors opened and both men got out. The passenger seat fell forward and arms reached in, pulling him roughly out. He groaned as pain raged throughout his body. He was going to die he knew it. They were going to kill him and leave him in the middle of nowhere to die. Oh how he wished he’d never seen Buffy Summers.


“Have a seat,” Xander said, shoving him to the ground.


He landed with a thud and a moan. Giles knelt down next to him.


“I want you to relax. I’m going to give you something in a moment that will help you heal, fast.”


Parker was confused but thought it best to just keep quiet, so he nodded. Giles stood back up and took a small brown bag from Xander. He then moved to the front of the car and used the hood as a table. Parker watched, through a swollen eye, as the older man seemed to mix something in a cup. Suddenly a foul smell hit his senses and he started coughing.


“Man, Giles, do they ever make this stuff in non-sewer scent?” Xander asked, choking back a few coughs of his own.


Giles ignored him, added the final ingredient and returned to Parker’s side. Handing him the plastic cup, he said, “Drink this.”


Parker accepted the cup with great trepidation, his eyes fixed on Giles.


“I assure you, it’s not poison. It’s an old, family recipe for healing. Drink it and shortly you will find you feel much better.”


The look in the man’s eyes told Parker he had no choice. Putting the cup to his lips, he drank the nasty smelling liquid. Giles stayed by his side, making sure he drank every last drop. Once he had, he took the empty cup from him, stood up and walked over to the car where Xander stood.


“How long does it take?” the younger man inquired.


“Half an hour, at the most,” Giles answered.


Xander smiled and cracked his knuckles. “Good.” ��


+++++HALF AN HOUR LATER+++++ �


Parker couldn’t believe it. He felt great! His head was no longer swimming, his eye was back to normal and his back was pain free. Of course, he was still without two of his teeth, but whatever the man had given him had worked! He jumped up, stretching and flexing his now ache free body.


“I think it’s time,” Xander noted, his dark eyes taking in the standing Parker.


“So it would seem,” Giles agreed, removing his glasses and placing them on the roof of the car.


“Hey, man!” Parker exclaimed, walking over to them. “I don’t know what that stuff was, but it worked. Thanks!”


“Don’t mention it,” Xander said, drawing his fist back and planting it in Parker’s stomach.


Parker doubled over, reeling as the wind left his body.


“What the hell?” he gasped, his eyes finding Giles when he could finally speak. “Did you see what he just did?” 


“Yes, I did,” Giles replied, reaching out, yanking him upright by the collar of his shirt. “Although I didn’t see what you did to Willow. Tell me, Mr. Abrahms, tell me what you did to the girl I think of as my daughter.”


Panic swelling over him, Parker moved his eyes from Giles, to Xander, back to Giles.


“You gave me that stuff to drink…to heal me up, so you could beat the hell outta me.”


“See Giles, college does make one smart.”


“Ah, but apparently not too smart,” Giles noted, his grip on the close to tears boy tightening. “Otherwise this young man would have answered my question.”


“I was just having some fun, I swear!” Parker nearly cried. “Willow…she’s not even my type, man, I like them hot. I was just getting back at the bitch, Buffy!”


“Ok, which part of that do we kick his ass for, first?” Xander growled, slapping his fist into his palm.


Giles answered by planting his fist firmly in Parker’s mouth, rattling a few more of his pearly whites but not loosening them enough to fall out, and sending him crashing to the ground. Before he could sit up, Xander was on him, fists flying. Parker felt the bile rise in his throat and begged for mercy.


“Like you gave Will?” Xander growled, punching him again. “I’m sure she begged you to stopped…begged for mercy…” He pounded the would be rapist until Giles ordered him to stop.


“Xander, enough!”


Xander landed one final fist to his face then got up. Panting, he leaned against the car and tried to get a hold on his anger. Parker managed to sit up and although he was hurting, it was a lot less than what Buffy had caused. He wiped a sleeve over his bloody lip and glared at Giles.


“He’s nuts, as crazy as Buffy. I’ll sue them both! All three of you! You can’t get away with this!”


As if not a thing was wrong in the world, Giles calmly reached down and extended a hand to Parker. Parker was pensive yet accepted it and got to his feet.


“You mustn’t pay any mind to Xander,” he began, brushing the dirt off of Parker’s jacket. “He sometimes allows his emotions to lead him to action before thinking things through. A pitfall to youth, I suppose.” He straightened the boy’s collar as he went on. “I, on the other hand, am older. I understand that things must be thought upon, planned out, thoroughly examined before action can be taken.” He slammed Parker, face down, onto the hood of the car. 


“Ow!” Parker cried, as flesh met Citroen.


“However,” Giles continued. “Once it has been examined, well, action must and will be taken.”


Parker cried out as he felt his jeans being unzipped and yanked down. He tried to fight but it was useless. The old guy was strong and had him pinned good.


“Now, since I was not there and you refuse to tell me exactly what it was that you did to that dear, sweet girl…well, I can only assume…” Parker felt his boxers join his jeans around his ankles and whimpered. “And I am an old fashioned man, Mr. Abrahms. I believe an eye for an eye.”


To Be Continued…





