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Joss’ stuff.


Summary: Giles & Buffy are having so not the good day. �����


“ Giles? “ Willow said, as she and Tara stepped into the Watcher’s apartment. “ It’s us, Willow and Tara. We’re here to help you. “


They heard the sound of breaking glass coming from the kitchen and hurried to see what had happened. Finding the Englishman standing over a broken mug, they both sighed in relief.


“ Too hot to handle, huh? “ the redhead innocently asked, a small smile on her face.


Giles quickly turned and retrieved a dish towel from the counter, then knelt down to clean up the mess. Tara and Willow exchanged a look and Willow joined him on the floor, carefully picking up the broken pieces.


“ Glies, “ she softly began. “ Something’s going on. I called to tell you that Buffy- “


At the mention of the name, Giles started coughing.


“ Are you alright? “ Tara asked, the concern on her face matching her girlfriend’s.


“ Giles? “ Willow said, as she reached over and touched his arm.


He jumped back as if on fire and fell against the stove. Willow shot Tara a look, then turned her emerald eyes back to him where she took notice of his appearance. There were dark circles under his eyes, a sure sign that sleep had not been much of a visitor as of late. His right hand was shaking and he appeared to be in some sort of trance like state. Willow was starting to really worry. She wasn’t the only one.


“ Maybe it’s, non mystical, “ Tara offered, her baby blues unable to move from their friend. “ A real sickness or something. “


“ Giles? “ Willow tried again. “ You have to tell us what’s going on, so we can fix it. Talk to me, please. “


He finally met her concerned eyes and felt a warm wave cover his entire body. She was so beautiful, so caring, so Willow. He had to tell her how he felt. He had to tell her that he loved her. He opened his mouth to answer, but found it impossible to do.


“ Dear Lord, dear Lord, dear Lord, dear Lord, dear Lord, “ was all that came out. �


+++++ �


Xander watched as Buffy rocked back and forth on her bed, mumbling ewwwww over and over as she did. This was bad. This was beyond bad. The Slayer was, at the moment, completely wacked out. And the worst part was no one knew why. No, the worst part had to be that Giles, their beloved, trusty, hold it all together guy, was in the same shape. It had to be a spell. What else could possibly make them act like this?


“ Buf? Hey, it’s ok. We’re going to figure this out, “ he gently said, an attempt to soothe her as well as himself. “ We always do, right? We’re the Scoobies, that’s what we do. You, me, Will and Giles, we- “


“ Giles! Hand! “ she cried, looking at him with wide eyes. 


Xander’s brow slowly went up.


“ Ok, this is a new one. Much more intriguing, I might add, than, ewwwww. “


“ Giles! Hand! “ she repeated, clutching at his shirt.


“ What do ya find attached to an Englishman’s arm? “ he quipped, his confusion growing.


She shook him.


“ Giles! Hand! Hand of Giles! “


“ Whoa! Easy there, oh one of slayer strength, what about Giles’ hand? “


Buffy shook her head furiously, desperate to get the words out. Xander waited patiently.


“ Pants! “ she finally spit out.


“ Giles’ pants? “ She nodded furiously. “ Ok, Giles’ hand and Giles’ pants. “


“ Giles’ hand in his pants! “ she screamed.


Their eyes met and for a moment, neither spoke a word. Then, Buffy said, “ Oh, my, gosh, thank GOD I got that out. “ She looked at Xander. “ You ok, Xan? “


“ Why would Giles have his hands in his pants? “ ��


+++++ �


Tara opened the front door and let Anya in.


“ Thanks for getting here so quick, “ she said, closing the door behind them.


“ No problem, “ Anya replied, smiling. “ Xander’s with Buffy so no orgasms were being interrupted. Besides, I am curious. What could possibly be going on to make both Slayer and Watcher act so- “


“ Dear Lord, dear Lord, dear Lord, dear Lord, dear Lord. “


Said Watcher’s voice stopped her, mid sentence and she hurried over to where he sat on the sofa, Willow beside him with deep concern on her face. Moving her brown eyes from one to the other and back again, the ex demon smiled.


“ Hi, Anya, “ Willow said, managing a small one of her own.


“ Hello, Willow, “ she replied, her smile growing.


Giles let off another stream of Dear Lords, prompting the redhead’s smile to disappear.


“ He’s been like this since we got here, “ Tara noted. “ That’s all he says, over and over. I think it may be a spell. “


“ He wants to have sex with Willow. “


Both witches looked at her.


“ Huh? “ they said in unison.


“ Sex? “ Tara repeated.


“ With, uh, me? “ Willow added.


“ Sex? “ 


“ Again, with the, uh, me? “


“ Sex? “


“ Me? With? “


“ Sex? “


“ With me, this me and not some, other worldly look alike me, cause with her, I can maybe see it, you know, with all the leather and stuff, but with this me? I don’t- “


“ Yes, sex with you, uh, you, this you! “ Anya quipped, ending what had potential to be the Willow babble of all time. “ Giles wants to have sex with you, Willow, don’t you Giles? “


All eyes turned to him. �


+++++ �


“ Will ya stop with the, uhg, “ Buffy said, as she and Xander stopped in front of Giles’ front door.


“ Hey Ms. Ewwww, “ he replied. “ You had your breakdown over G-mans journey of self exploration, I get mine. “


She looked him in the eye.


“ Never say that again. As far as I am concerned, Giles had no self to explore. “


She opened the door and stepped inside, Xander following. They were just in time to hear Tara say, “ I want you to have sex 


with him. “


Exchanging a glance, they went to catch up on the latest developments.


“ I don’t want to have sex with him, “ Willow said. “ He’s Giles. “


“ I beg your pardon, “ Giles said.


“ Hey, he said something new, “ Anya noted.


“ Yes, you do want to have sex with him. You have always had a crush on him. “


“ You have? “ he mused, looking at Willow.


“ I thought you had a crush on me, “ Xander mused.


Willow felt her face turn the color of her hair.


“ Oh yeah, “ Buffy purred, jumping in. “ Why do you think she spent so much time at the library? Duh, table for one. “


“ Best friend support here, “ Willow growled, glaring at the Slayer.


“ Honey, it’s ok, “ Tara went on. “ I know you love me. I also know that you kinda love Giles. “


“ You love me? “


“ You love him? “


“ Honey, buy a clue, “ Anya whispered, patting Xander’s shoulder.


“ Tell him about the bear, Will, “ Buffy urged, plopping down on the other side of her Watcher.


“ You sent me a bear? “


“ The teddy bear? “ Tara asked, looking at Buffy.


Buffy nodded.


“ That was from you? “ Giles looked at Willow with a raised brow.


“ That was for him? “ Xander gasped.


“ Oh, that was so cute, sweetie, “ Tara cooed, hugging her girlfriend.


“ Wasn’t it, though? “ Buffy chirped.


Giles looked at Willow, his brain racing. She liked him. She more than liked him. She kinda loved him. His heart quickened its beating. She kinda loved him. She had been the one to leave the tie and glasses wearing teddy bear on a library table two Valentine’s ago. The one that said, I love you, when you pushed its tummy. He had just assumed that it had been left in the library by a forgetful student and taken it home. It was rather charming. But it had been for him, from her. If only he had known.


“ Willow, “ he began, his voice barely above a whisper. 


Their eyes met and she nodded ever so slightly.


“ But I- “


Xander was cut off by an elbow from Anya and a slap from Buffy.


“ Willow, “ Giles said, taking her hand. 


She shivered and Tara squeezed her tight.


“ It’s ok, sweetheart, “ she assured her, giving her a smile. “ Tell him. “


Willow’s emerald greens once again found handsome grays and she swallowed hard. Giles brought her hand to his lips and kissed her.


She melted, closing her eyes and sighing deeply. Tara’s smile grew. She loved Willow and knew that Willow loved her. She also knew that Willow loved Giles and had for a long time. She wanted Willow as happy as possible. She wanted Willow to have everything.


“ I, uh, well, “ Willow fumbled for the words.


“ Just tell him you want lots of orgasms. “ All eyes turned to Buffy, who shrugged. “ Hey, “ she stated, nodding toward Anya. “ I mean hello, we all knew it was coming. “


“ I do love you Giles, “ Willow finally blurted. Then, turning quickly to Tara, she said, “ I love you, baby. “


“ And I love you, honey, “ Tara replied, kissing her softly on the lips.


“ And I love you, Willow, “ Giles said, leaning in and placing a soft kiss of his own on her lips. �


+++++ �


The alarm screeched, waking Willow and bringing her out of the best dream she had ever had. Grumbling, she rolled out of bed and into the bathroom. After splashing some cold water on her face, she wandered downstairs in search of food.


“ Morning, sweetie, “ Tara purred, stepping away from the sink to give her a hug. “ Sleep well? “


“ Mmmmmm, nice dream, “ Willow murmured, nuzzling her head against her girlfriend’s shoulder.


“ The one where you thoroughly destroy Harmony on Jeopardy, crushing her so bad, she breaks down and tap dances while singing 100 bottles of diet soda on the wall, while at the same time, declaring that Elvis is not only alive, but that she’s seen him at the Bronze? “


“ Nope, not that one, “ Willow muttered, her arms wrapped tightly around the blonde.


“ Can I get it on this? “ an English accent asked.


“ You’d better, “ Tara replied, smiling at Giles who was now standing next to them.


“ Darn tootin’! “ Willow added, raising a brow at him.


He reached out, embracing both women and pulling them close to him.


“ Will had a good dream, “ Tara said, closing her eyes and resting her head on his chest.


“ Harmony and Elvis at the Bronze? “ he mused, stroking both of their heads.


“ Nope. “


“ Hmmmm, well what did she dream about? “ he inquired, leaning down and placing a soft kiss on Tara’s cheek.


“ Don’t know, haven’t gotten that far yet, “ she answered, caressing his cheek with one hand, rubbing Willow’s back with the other.


“ Willow, luv, what did you dream about? “ he asked, kissing her gently on the neck.


“ Us, “ she replied, looking up at him wearing a big grin. “ The three of us. “





