Therapy – conclusion
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Summary: Willow has her session with Dr. Phil.

     “ Oh come on, Giles, I was just having a little fun. “

     Giles glared at his Slayer.

     “ You wanted her to vent and she did, “ Anya said, taking a sip of her soda. “ You yourself said that people vent in different ways. Buffy’s way is rolling on the floor laughing like one of those loony toons on tv. But not Bugs Bunny, he’s evil.”

     “ Old Doc Phil isn’t so bad, ya know,” Buffy admitted, popping open a can of soda.”

     “Yes, well, perhaps the three of you should go on home. Your sessions are over and I am sure that Phil will want to head back to the motel when he’s finished with Willow,” Giles said.

    “Don’t gotta tell us twice!” Xander quipped, as he and Anya jumped up. 

    “Yes, we are going home to have orgasms now,” Anya stated, dragging her lover toward the door. “Tell Dr. Phil we appreciate his knowledge and wisdom. Good night.”

   Buffy waved good bye as they disappeared out the front door, sipping her root beer as she did.

    “Mmm, foamy,” she purred, swallowing the sugared beverage.

    “You can go as well, Buffy.” 

    She shook her head.

    “Nope, not leaving til’ Will’s done.”

    He furrowed a brow.

    “May I ask, why?”

    “Best friend here, Giles. And as such, it is my duty to support my girl.”

    “Very admirable, I admit. However, in this case, I do believe it’s unnecessary. After all, she’s merely talking to an old friend, not auditioning for one of those bloody reality series on the idiot box.”

    “Giles, into every generation, there is one chosen to be the best friend. One girl who will…”

     As the blonde continued her mocking rant, the Englishman sighed, removed his glasses and proceeded to clean them.

+++++

    “So, Oz left to, find himself?”

    Willow nodded.

    “That’s when I realized that my feelings for Rupert went beyond friendship. I mean there I was all of the sad and lost, the only y I had ever loved, gone. I was heading for trouble, hanging out at the Bronze by myself, drinking the ol’ brewsky, flirting with nerds. There was this one guy, blonde, kinda tall, can’t remember his name but I went to school with his brother, Tucker.. so very the weird one, trained hellhounds to attack the prom. You should have seen it, like Carrie meets Cujo, only with better clothes and music. Not that all seventies music was bad. I mean, I love disco. My favorite is that song, I Will Survive, by Gloria Gaynor. That’s like, our anthem here on the hellmouth. Once, I even caught Cordelia humming it. Of course, she denied it, you know, refusing to acknowledge anything from that decade as being cool. But she was. I remember, cause I was researching Crakho Demons at the time. Have you ever seen one of those suckers? Whew! Talk about smelly! It’s worse than Xander’s old gym socks that he left in his locker for a whole semester. They actually stood up on their own. I think you could have staked a vamp with them, they were that stiff. Of course, they weren’t wood, so maybe ya couldn’t have, but the smell alone would have at least worked better than garlic. Not that garlic doesn’t work well, because it does. This one time, at the Bronze, there was this vamp chyc, and we couldn’t find a stake, cause Anya had dropped it in the alley, she’s so clumsy sometimes. She was probably thinking about Xander and orgasms. That’s all she ever thinks about. Well, that and money. I bet they have had sex in the bank. She has a safe deposit box. Xander told me. She keeps her collection of Flintstone jelly jars there. Can you believe she collects those? Anywho, Buffy’s like, stake, stake and we’re like, we’re looking, we’re looking, when Xander hands her a breadstick that he had bought at the pizza palace. We stopped there on our way to the Bronze because they have the best breadsticks and we were all craving them. You ever get cravings? I do, mostly for mochacinnos, real ones, not the unleaded that Giles and Buffy make me drink. They don’t like me having caffeine for some reason, don’t know why. Hmm, any ideas?”

    The therapist opened his mouth but wasn’t given the chance to speak.

     “So anywho, Buffy grabs the breadstick and thrusts it at the vamp, saying something witty like she always does and the vamp screamed and took off running, so ya see, garlic does work.”

    She looked at him, a smile on her face. He raised a brow, wanting to speak, not sure if she would be quiet long enough to let him.

      “Yes,” he began, “I see that it does.”

      “And then, this one time, at the Bronze, there was a Whitrashular Demon. They smell pretty nice, as far as demons go, kind of minty, but not like Peppermint Patty minty. No, it’s more of a, gum kind of minty. Maybe spearmint or oh, I know, wintermint! That’s the one! Have you ever had wintermint tea? It’s really good. Giles makes it for me at Scooby meetings. It’s decaf, of course. Ya know, I so do not get the whole, keep Willow away from caffeine thing? Oh well, there are a lot of things I don’t get. For example, why is yogurt called yogurt? What exactly is gurt? I think it should be called, yogooo, cause hello, it’s goo. And why-“

    “I think that should do it!” Phil exclaimed, interrupting what could possibly be the Willow babble of all time. “Willow, sweetheart, you’re just fine.”

    Her emerald eyes grew wide.

     “Really? I am?”

     “Oh yes, you are. In fact, I do believe that you are the most fine of the whole bunch.”

   He stood up and extended a hand. She stood up and accepted it.

     “Thanks Dr. Phil,” she purred, smiling proudly.

     “You are more than welcome. Now, if you will excuse me, I need to get going back to L.A.”

    “I thought you were staying in town for the night?”

     “Change of plans. I forgot about an important appointment tomorrow morning.” He quickly gathered his things and headed for the training room door. “It was a real pleasure meeting the woman who finally caught ol’ Rupert.”

    “Nice meeting you, too,” she replied, as he hurried out to the front. 

     A few seconds later, Buffy came into the room. They looked at each other then broke out into giggles.

     “I take it babblely Willow was too much for the doc?” the Slayer mused, hopping up on the training horse.

     Willow’s smile grew.

     “What can I say? When it comes to babble, I rule!”

     “Yes you do!”

     “Darn tootin’!”

     They laughed loud, not stopping when Giles entered the room.

     “Willow, what prey tell did you do to that man?” he asked.

     They managed to calm down and the redhead gave her friend a look.

     “Buffy, would you please excuse Rupert and I?”

     “Bye bye babble Will, hello horny Will!” Buffy quipped, hopping off the horse. “Be gentle with him, Will.”

     She winked at her best friend and left. Giles turned from her disappearing form to the woman who now had her arms wrapped around his neck. Suddenly, he no longer cared about his old pal.

     “Ya know, Rupert,” she cooed, her fingers twisting gently in his hair. “You’re the only one who didn’t get a session.”

     He felt her body rub against his and chuckled deeply.

    “Well, I suppose you will just have to remedy that now, won’t you?”
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