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Summary: Companion piece to, Buffy Love. What happened when Giles found out…Revenge, Ripper style. It’s a bit rough, kids, be warned! ���


Parker was way past panic and into oh fuck! He was out in the middle of nowhere, in the dark, bent over the hood of a car; his bare ass in the air while two very angry men stood behind him. This just couldn’t be happening!


“Tell me, Mr. Abrahms,” Giles began, pressing Parker’s face into the hood of his car. “How does it feel? Being held down, your body stripped of it’s clothing?”


“This isn’t what happened! This isn’t what I did to her!”


“Oh? Tell me then, what did you do to her?” 


Giles’ voice was calm, making Parker tremble with fear. Xander looked on, a huge grin lighting up his face. Seeing the creep that hurt both of his best friends, scared to death, shaking with fear…well, it was just plain cool!


“Not this, I swear!”


Giles knew what the boy meant and it made his stomach ache.


“You didn’t bend her over, is that what you’re saying?”


“Yes! Yes, that’s what I’m saying!”


“Only because you didn’t get the chance,” Xander snapped.


Giles gave him a look and he quieted down.


“So you had her on her back, is that correct?” Giles hated doing this, the mere thought of Willow being…he shook his head, attempting to clear his mind from the badness. He had to do this. He had to make him pay for what he did…neither he nor Ripper could let anyone get away with hurting Willow.


“Yeah, she was on her back! The whole time!” Parker hoped his cooperation would get him out of what had potential to be an extremely painful situation.


“And while she was on her back, what did you do?” Giles tightened his grip on him. “Did you hold her down?”


Xander wanted to kick him so hard, his boot would come out his throat. But he didn’t. He stood still and let Giles continue.


“Yes, I held her down. But I wasn’t going to hurt her, I swear!”


“You held her down…did she ask you to stop?”


Parker nodded the best he could.


“She did. She asked me to, beg…” His voice trailed off as his brain told him to shut up.


“She begged you to stop?” Giles calmly asked.


Parker didn’t know what to say. His bladder suddenly felt very full and tears were forming in his eyes. Giles nodded to Xander, who began removing his belt, loud enough so Parker would hear.


“Oh god, no, please…please, no,” he cried.


“Is that how Willow sounded?” Giles asked, his voice still calm and relaxed. “When she begged?”


“Please don’t…I’m begging you, please don’t!” Parker was openly crying now.


Giles and Xander exchanged a look, then the Englishman leaned down close to Parker’s ear. He said a few words the boy didn’t understand and stepped back. Suddenly, there was a blinding pain and Parker felt his ass ripped in two as something slammed into him.


“NO! OH GOD, NO, PLEASE! PLEASE, STOP! PLEASE!”


Giles stood back next to Xander and waited as the spell ran its course. Xander refastened his belt, a twisted smile on his face as he watched Parker suffer through his magic induced delusion. Giles retrieved his glasses from the rooftop and returned them to his face, an array of emotions sweeping over him. The main one, of course, being Willow and what had been done to her. Every time he thought that, perhaps, he had went to far, crossed that line, he imagined her lying on the ground, pinned by the boy, begging as her clothes were ripped from her body. That deafened his ears to Parker’s cries.


“I’M SORRY! GOD, I’M SORRY! PLEASE, PLEASE, TAKE ME TO THE COPS, JUST STOP! GOD, IT HURTS! PLEASE!!!!!”


“Think he’s had enough?” Xander mused, turning to Giles. True, he hated the guy, but he couldn’t help but think about Willow in this position and that was getting to him. 


The Watcher nodded. “We’ll let the law handle the rest. BE DONE!”


Just as sudden as it began, the pain stopped and Parker found himself fully dressed and standing upright next to the passenger door. His eyes were wide as his hands flew back to his ass.


“What the hell was that?” he balked, glaring at them. “Which of you…it doesn’t hurt…but you…I mean, someone just…”


“You are going to jail, Mr. Abrahms,” Giles stated. “I’m telling the police that I found you in the park, attacking Willow. I pulled you off of her and we fought. I subdued you and brought you there.” He locked his eyes into Parker’s. “That is the story, Mr. Abrahms and I suggest you do not dispute it. Buffy’s name will not be mentioned and you will admit to assaulting Willow. Do you understand?”


Parker nodded and it hurt his face. His jaw was sore from the Englishman’s fist and he was sure Xander had broken a rib or two. At the moment, however, he really didn’t care. His ass was intact and that was the important thing. Chalking it up to a reaction from that healing drink, he pushed the painful scene out of his mind. He wanted to be far away from these two and if the Sunnydale jail was the answer, so be it!


Giles opened the door for him and as Parker moved to get in, he leaned in and said in a low, calm voice,” If you ever come near Willow or Buffy again, I will kill you.”


Parker swallowed hard, nodded his understanding and carefully climbed into the back seat. He had no doubts the man meant exactly what he said. Xander slid in the passenger seat, Giles joined them behind the steering wheel and soon the Citroen was headed back into town. �


+++++ �


Giles made his way down the long hallway at Stevenson Hall, a bag of medical supplies and candy in one hand, a stuffed teddy bear in the other. Buffy had assured Xander that Willow was going to be fine, but had promised that he would stop by and check, just to make sure.


Parker had been securely released to the Sunnydale PD, along with a statement from him as to the events of the evening. Once Willow went down and made her complaint official, the legal process would start rolling. Until then, though, Parker Abrahms was locked safely away in a cell. 


As he turned a corner, Giles took several deep breaths. Xander has warned him that Willow was banged up rather badly, so he braced himself. The last thing the poor girl needed was to see him upset. What she needed right now was love and support and since he knew that, once again, her parents were traveling around Europe, it was up to him to lead in that love and support. He was, after all, the patriarch of their little family. He smiled proudly at the thought.


Their little family…what a band of misfits…beautiful, wonderful, talented, brave misfits! Xander, the son he never had but always wanted, Willow and Buffy, the daughters, Oz, the quiet nephew. Even Anya had become a part of the family. A strange part, granted, but she seemed to care greatly for Xander and was trying her best to fit in. Joyce was their mother and he, he was their father. And he was a proud father.


He thought about the girls, Buffy and Willow and what Xander had told him. He found he wasn’t surprised in the least. He had always known there was more to their friendship, even if they didn’t. Perhaps something good could come out of this horrible mess. His mind drifted to Oz and he felt a pang of sorrow. He cared for the young man and knew that if, indeed, Buffy and Willow had moved their relationship to another level, the poor chap would be heartbroken. He loved Willow greatly. But then, Giles mentally mused, knowing how much he does love her, he will want her to be happy. That’s the way Oz was.


He neared room 214 and put on his best, everything is going to be just fine, face. However, as he stepped closer to the door, that face quickly faded into his best, Dear Lord, face.


“Oh Buffy, goddess, yes, that feels so good!”


Placing the bag and bear in front of the door, he turned and hurried away, secure in the knowledge that Willow was going to be just fine. ���





