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Summary: The Scoobies talk to Dr. Phil.

     A scream rang filled the air, prompting Xander to leap from his chair.

     “ That’s Anya! “ he cried, heading for the training room.

     Giles grabbed an arm and stopped him.

     “ Xander, no. “

     “ She screamed! “

     “ As some people do when venting. “

     Xander looked at Giles. 

     “ Yeah, they do, don’t they? “ he mused, calming down a bit.

     “ Yes, now sit back down. I’ll fix you a cup of tea. “

     Xander returned to his chair feeling somewhat better. The somewhat grew, when he heard no other screams. He chuckled.

     “ Guess I got a little, grrrrr there, huh? “

     “ I think it’s cute, “ Buffy said, smiling at him. “ You’re all, protective guy over your fiancé. “

     “ Absolutely adorable, “ Willow added, a smile of her own. 

     “ Ya think? “ They nodded. “ Cool, I am protective guy. “ He sighed. “ Besides, knowing An, she’s having a blast venting to good ol’ Dr. Phil. “

+++++

     “ Shut up! “

     “ Say it, Anya. Bugs Bunny is a good guy.  Come on, say it, you’ll feel better. “

     “ He’s not a good guy. He’s not even a guy. He’s a.. “ She shivered. “ A nasty, evil, soulless rabbit! “

     “ He’s a childhood hero. “

     “ Maybe for the children of the damned. “

     “ You’re afraid of Bugs, cause you wanna be afraid of Bugs. “

     “ I’m afraid of Bugs, cause he’s a vile, furry creature from the depths of hell’s basement. “

     Dr. Phil reached down into the bag next to his chair and came out with a box.

      “ How about a little snack, “ he said, offering it to the ex demon.

      Anya took one look at the Trix box and jumped out of her chair.

+++++

      Spike gasped for un needed air, as Tara rolled finally rolled off of him.

      “ Bloody hell, Pet, “ he panted, his eyes rolling in back of his head. “ If I weren’t already dead, I would be now. “

      Tara giggled , in between trying to catch her own breath and nuzzled close to him. He extended an arm, wrapping it around her.

      “ I don’t know what got into me, “ she said, still breathing heavy. 

      “ Me either, Luv, but I gotta tell ya, I like it. “

++++++

     “ Make friends with the bunny, Anya. “

     The ex demon shook her head violently from her perch atop the training horse.

     “ Make it stop! Make it stop! “ she pleaded.

     “ Can’t do that, Anya. Not until you make friends with him. Look at him. He wants to be friends. “

     Anya peeked through her finger covered eyes, down at the pink drumming bunny doing circles in front of the horse. Friends? It looked more like he wanted to beat her to death with his drum.

     “ Why won’t he stop? “ she cried.

     “ He won’t stop, cause you don’t want him to stop. “

     “ Yes! I DO want him to stop! But he keeps going and going and going! “

     “ Because you want him to keep going and going and going. “

     “ Away! I want him to go away! Just take his little demon drum and march right on back to hell! “

     “ He’s marching for you, Anya. “

     “ Well, tell him to stop! “

     “ You tell him. “

     She glared down at the pink ball of fur.

     “ Stop you. “ He kept marching. “ Hey! Evil furball! Go away! Join the spawn of satan marching band! “

     “ That’s good, Anya, tell him how you feel. “

     “ You scare me. What, with all that, soft fuzziness and, and pink nose. And what’s with all the carrots? What do you need good eyesight for, anyway? Huh? Why? Why? Why? Why? “

     As she continued demanding answers from the mechanical toy, she jumped from the horse, landing square on it and crushing it to bits. Dr. Phil smiled. Anya looked him in the eye, doing the same.

     “ I crushed him, cause I wanted to crush him, “ she stated.

+++++

     Anya joined the others, a huge smile on her face. Xander welcomed her with open arms, kissing her as she slid onto his lap.

     “ Buffy, “ Giles said, nodding.

     The Slayer sighed, looked at Willow, who gave her an encouraging grin, then made her way to the back.

     “ So, you’re the Slayer, “ Dr. Phil purred, as she took her seat.

     “ Yep, that’s me, “ she replied, glancing down at the pile of broken bunny on the floor.

     “ Well I think that’s just super. “

     She looked at him. Were his smile any cheesier, she would need a glass of wine.

     “ Yeah, well, it has it’s moments, “ she noted, forcing a smile of her own.

     “ I bet it does. Now tell me, why are you in love with a vampire? “

