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Willow stared at the canvas in front of her, her green eyes taking in the smears of purple and splatters of red. Furrowing a brow, she dipped her brush into the pool of yellow, then added several lines amidst the colors. Stepping back, she sighed.


What was she doing? She wasn't an artist. How had she let Angel talk her into this?


Yes, ok, she did need a nice, healthy outlet for her, Slayerette stresses, but painting? Why not miniature golf, or power walking, or even stamp collecting? Why not join Xander in his, Land - of - Legos? 


Nope, not her. She had to listen to the broody one and here she was. Artistically blocked and more stressed than before. She glared at the canvas, resolve face in full affect.


" Alright, mister, here's the way it is. I am going to create an artistic masterpiece and you are going to cooperate, got it? " �


Spike smiled as he stood in the doorway and watched the redhead. He loved seeing her at work. She had a gift, although she couldn't see it. At least, not yet. Someday, he hoped, she would realize that her talents went beyond computers and magic. His smile grew, as he reflected on some of those talents. The ones only he was privy to.


" Gosh darn grr! " 


" It looks lovely, pet. "


She turned around.


" It's horrible. "


" It most certainly is not! " He walked over and examined the canvas. " It's beautiful, " he said. Then, looking at her, he added, " Just like you. "


" I'm a mess, Spike. Look at me. I'm covered in paint, my hair's taken on that, Head Banger's Ball look and this outfit would make even Cordelia ugly. "


He placed a hand on her cheek.


" I like you covered in acrylics, Red, " he purred, his fingers gently caressing her purple flecked skin. " And the hair is more of a, just spent the day shagging, look, which I 


find.. " He paused a moment to allow a low growl to escape from his lips, then went on. 


" Incredibly, sexy. " He leaned in. " As for those boxers and that tee.. " He kissed her lightly, a mere brushing of lips, then pressed his body against hers. " Not a bloody thing in Victoria's Secret can hold a candle to them. "


He kissed her again, this time deeply, his arms wrapping around her, his mouth savoring hers. Brush still in hand, she embraced him tightly, her own mouth welcoming his with zeal. He slid a hand down her back to her bum, where he squeezed gently. Willow responded by returning the favor. 


When it was over, she gathered much needed breath.


" That was, inspiring, " she finally managed to say.


He smiled proudly, then cocked a brow.


" So, its inspiration you need, is it? "


It was her turn to raise a brow.


" Is that an offer? " she teased, twirling the brush with her fingers.


" Make a deal with you. "


" And that would be? "


" You let me paint with you, I'll give you inspiration. "


Willow's smile grew. 


" You're on. First off, ya might want to change your shirt. "


He removed the red, silk shirt and tossed it aside. She bit her lips as she took in his well -toned chest.


" Of course, that works too, " she noted.


" Now what, pet? "


" Now, you chose a color. "


He glanced down at the rainbow palette and smiled.


" Done. "


" K, now which do you prefer? The traditional brush method, or the Jackson Pollack, hands on? "


" I'm a hands on kind of man, luv. You know that. "


" Yes, I certainly do. "


He dipped a finger into the pool of red and gave her a wink. 


" Bet ya didn't see that one comin', " he purred.


" Excellent choice, " she purred back. " Now, just pick your spot. "


Smiling like a cheshire cat, the blonde vamp trailed his paint covered finger down Willow's arm.


" How's that? " he innocently asked.


She smiled, a smile her evil twin would have envied, then dipped her own finger into the paint, and wrote red across his chest. He chuckled deeply, chose sapphire blue and very carefully traced her neckline. She closed her eyes, his cool touch warming her entire body. When he finished, he stepped back, admired his work and waited for her next move. 


Willow studied him for a moment, then smiled yet another evil smile. Reaching for his zipper, she slid it down, thanked the goddess for his hatred of underwear, and then proceeded to add some yellow. He moaned deeply, his blue eyes closing as she painted him with slow, precise strokes. Just as he was sure he could take no more, she stopped. Opening his eyes, he found her smiling.


" Oh, pet, you're going to pay for that, " he said, reaching for her tee. 


With one, quick flick of the wrist, it fell from her body, revealing two very bare and very pert breasts. She shivered, knowing exactly what he had planned. With one purple finger, he began tracing circles around her nipple. 


" Oh goddess, " she gasped, feeling her knees go weak.


Spike stopped for a brief moment, took her in his arms and carefully laid her down on the drop cloth. Once he was sure that she was comfortable, he went back to work. He moved slowly, tenderly, each finger covering every inch of each breast.


Willow moaned huskily, her fingers clutching the cloth beneath her. Her voice flooded his ears and his mouth took over for his fingers. The moment his cool tongue met her fevered flesh, Willow cried out. Spike moved from one to the other and back, lingering, teasing her with light flickers and slow licks, while slipping his now free hands into the boxers. 


He massaged gently, his fingers moving ever so slightly against her wetness, as his mouth continued it’s sweet torment. Willow couldn't keep quiet, the pleasure soaring through her body nearly unbearable. She held onto the drop cloth as if it were life itself, her raspy cries pleading for him to stop, then, never. 


The vampire tempered his desire, wanting to take her over the edge before he joined her. She was close, he could feel it, her body was screaming for release. His removed his fingers and slid on top of her, his mouth finding hers. She reached for him, her nails digging into his back as she pulled him closer. He kissed her hard, then moved his hungry mouth to her neck and with a few slow, tender thrusts, took her to paradise, biting down as he did. Her wail of unbridled abandonment echoed throughout the house and Spike surrendered, joining her in ecstasy. �


( Hope that makes ya feel better.)





