Therapy – part 4
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Summary: More therapy with Dr. Phil.

     “ Why do you care? “ Buffy inquired, not happy with the doctor’s question. 

     What business was it of his who she was in love with?

     “ I care, cause I wanna care, “ he replied, cheesy grin still plastered to his face.

     The Slayer raised a brow.

     “ Okayyyyy, why do you WANNA care? “

     “ Because that’s the man I am. “

     She wiggled a brow.

     “ So, you’re that man, cause you wanna be that man? “

     He chuckled.

     “ Now, Buffy, I’m here to help YOU, “ he noted.

     “ You’re here to help me, cause you wanna be here to help me? “

     He cleared his throat.

     “ About Angel? “ he began.

     “ You ARE here to help me, cause you wanna be here to help me! “

     “ That’s enough. “

     “ That’s enough, cause you want it to be enough? “ she quipped, a wicked little smile on her face.

     “ Alright, “ he warned, his feathers obviously a bit ruffled. “ Let’s stop playing here. “

     “ But Doc, maybe we’re playing, cause you want us to be playing, “ she innocently purred, her soft hazel eyes looking at him.

     “ Now you’re just being a smart alec! “

     “ I’m being a smart alec, cause you want me to be a smart alec. “

     {This was fun!} 

     “ Young lady, I am warning you. “

     “ You’re warning me, cause you wanna warn me. “

+++++

     The Magic Box was quiet. Xander, Giles, Anya and Willow were all sitting in silence, their ears on alert for any signs of an aggravated slayer. The last thing they needed was for Buffy to go all, Faith-esque on the guy. Sure, he had proven without doubt that he was on the irritating side, despite both Xander and Anya’s claim of his genius. Still, that was no reason for him to die. Besides, he had already been faced with one angry blonde already.

     Giles gently stroked Willow’s hair as she rested her head against his chest. Anya was still curled up in Xander’s lap, her fingers aimlessly caressing his cotton clad chest. All that could be heard, were the sounds of gentle breathing and an occasional sigh from the ex demon. The quiet, however, was soon to be interrupted. Loud laughter suddenly filled the air, followed by a man’s cry of ‘ Stop, please, I beg you! ‘

     The foursome exchanged a worried look, then hopped up and ran to the back room. Willow got there first.

      “ Buffy, put him down! He’s only trying to- “ 

     Upon entering the training room, Willow stopped, mid sentence, at the sight before her. There was her best friend laying on the floor, clutching her sides as she laughed madly, while Dr. Phil sat in a chair, his head in his hands, sweat pouring down him.

     “ Dear Lord, “ Giles said, taking in the picture.

     “ Okayyyyy, did Dr. Phil give the Buffster one too many, giggle pills? “ Xander mused, his brown eyes resting on the shaking body of the Slayer.

     “ He must have let her crush a devil bunny, as well, “ Anya stated. 

     “ Buffy? “ Willow called, walking over to her. “ Buffy? Are you ok? “

     Buffy managed to calm herself to sit up. Looking at her best friend, she said, “ I’m okay, cause I wanna be okay. “

     A bit confused, Willow replied, “ Uh, good then, okay is of the good. Uh, Buf, why ya laughin? “

     “ I’m laughin, cause I wanna laugh, “ she answered, busting out into fresh whales of giggle as she did.

     Willow just looked at her. Xander and Anya exchanged a glance and smiled. Dr. Phil was the best!

    “ Buffy, “ Giles began, his eyes on his old friend. “ I do believe your session is finished. “

    “ Of course it is! “ she quipped. “ It’s finished, cause I want it to be finished! “

    “ Xander, Anya, please help Buffy, “ Giles instructed. They stepped over to the Slayer, picked her up and carried her out. Buffy, for her part, was still giggling. Turning to Phil, he added, “ Are you alright? “

    Phil nodded and raised his head. Straightening his tie, he cleared his throat and looked up over at Willow.

     “ Willow, honey, why don’t you have a seat, “ he offered, gesturing to the empty chair.

    “ Phil, why don’t you take a break, “ Giles suggested.

    Phil shook his head.

    “ I’m fine, Rupert, now go. “

    Giles shot Willow a look, she nodded and he sighed.

    “ Alright then, “ he said, walking over to the door.

    After he left, Willow and Phil looked at each other. The redhead smiled and he returned the gesture, along with, “ My, my, my Willow, aren’t you a beautiful lady. “

