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Summary: Buffy enlists Tara and Faith to help her help Willow with her addiction. �


“No, no Giles…not in sync…N’Sync. They’re a band…like Backstreet Boys. Yes, I know, Pink Floyd, that’s a band. She’s fifteen, Giles. She has no idea why Floyd would be pink.”


Tara giggled as she watched Buffy on the phone with Giles, her mind dancing with images of the poor man and the weekend ahead of him. By Sunday night, he may very well have highlights, polished nails and be unable to stop humming, I Want It That Way. She choked back a loud laugh at the mere thought.


“Well it certainly couldn’t hurt,” Buffy went on. “Who doesn’t need exfoliating. That stuff is good. I do it twice a week.”


“What’s B do twice a week?” 


Tara looked to the doorway, where Faith was standing.


“Exfoliate.”


Faith grinned. “The kid’s trying to give him a make over and it’s only been a few hours.” She laughed. “Poor Giles.”


“Look, I think she has disgusting eating habits, so you’re so on your own there. Try eating in the other room.” She turned to look at Faith and nodded up. The smile vanished from the brunette’s face and she shook her head. “Seems she’s still somewhat upset,” Buffy said. “I know this, Giles and I’m ok…Yes, I promise…Ok, I will. Have fun. Night.”


“How’s he doing?” Tara asked, as she hung up the phone.


“I’m not quite sure if the answer is, better than us or not,” Buffy replied. “I heard The Breakfast Club in the background.”


Both Faith and Tara chuckled, but their laughter didn’t last long.


“She’s still upset?” Buffy asked.


“Damn, B, she’s using words I never heard of.”


Buffy ran her hands through her hair and sighed.


“It’s ok, Buffy,” Tara softly said, getting up from her chair. “We knew it would be like this.”


“Yeah, B, a little cussin’ never hurt anyone. Though, gotta admit…hearing it come outta Ms. Disney…little freaky.”


“Yeah, Will’s not big on the bad words.”


Tara and Faith exchanged a smile. They had heard Willow say a choice word or two before. Of course, it was in the throes of passion.


“Yeah,” Faith sighed, grinning wickedly. “She only says them when a naughty slayer or Mistress Red is involved.”


Buffy felt the blush rise and Faith laughed. Tara giggled, happy to see her friend doing something other than worry…even if it was for just a moment.


A loud crash brought their attention to the redhead upstairs and they hit the steps running, Buffy in the lead. Reaching the door of their bedroom, Buffy said, “Will, are you ok?” There was no answer. “Willow?” She pounded on the door…still nothing.


Without blinking, she kicked the door and rushed into the room. There, she found the highly pissed off witch standing by the bed. The blonde slayer’s eyes fell to the table that usually sat next to her side of the bed. It was now in bits and pieces scattered throughout the room. Her eyes moved to Willow’s and the redhead smiled.


“Doin’ a little redecorating, huh, Red?” Faith mused, nodding. “I like it.”


Willow ignored her, keeping her eyes on her lover. Buffy didn’t flinch.


“Do what you have to, Will,” she said, her voice even and calm. “You’re getting helped, whether you like it or not.”


“Bitch.”


“Oh come on, you can do way better than that.”


By the door, Tara watched the exchange. Her senses told her the slayer had it under control, despite how it may have looked.


“You’re right,” Willow seethed, taking a step closer to Buffy. “I can.”


She raised her hand and slapped the blonde, hard, the sound echoing throughout the whole house. Tara’s eyes widened and Faith’s jaw dropped.


“Damn,” the dark haired slayer gasped.


Buffy’s eye blazed and that only seemed to encourage Willow. She slapped her again.


Faith looked at Tara, who simply shook her head. Buffy did nothing, just kept her eyes locked into Willow’s, who raised her hand again. This time, however, Buffy caught it.


“Uh oh,” Faith muttered.


Tara just watched.


Buffy moved to the bed, sat down and pulled Willow over her lap. Before the redhead knew what was happening, her skirt was yanked up, her panties yanked down and she felt her lover’s strong hand slapping her backside.


“I’m a slayer, sweetie,” Buffy purred, as she spanked. “You could slap me all night and I wouldn’t feel it. Let’s see if your sweet little ass can say the same.”


Tara smiled.


“Oh damn,” Faith muttered, feeling somewhat flushed.


Willow gasped and ow-ed and fought to get up. Of course, her efforts were fruitless. She was trapped over her slayer’s lap and would be there until Buffy decided to let her up.


“Oh shit,” Faith murmured, her breath catching.


“Come on, honey,” Tara whispered. “Let’s go.”


“Are you kidding? I wanna see this.”


Tara leaned closer, her lips brushing Faith’s earlobe.


“Basement, now…I want you over the washing machine, ass bare and in the air.” Her tone was firm, strict and it made the slayer quiver.


Faith needed nothing more. She hurried away. On the bed, Buffy was using Willow’s bottom for a drum. The slayer looked at Tara, who smiled, nodded then left, and then returned her attention to her lover.


“You are NOT going to do this to yourself,” she scolded, reigning down an array of harder spanks. “You are NOT hurting yourself with this stuff. You are going to learn discipline, Will…and if I have to be the one to give it to you…so be it.”


She finished with a volley of spanks, then stopped and massaged the sobbing redhead’s back. Although it hurt her seeing her love crying, especially because of her own hands, inside she knew she had done the right thing. She could feel a peace wafting off of Willow and it matched the one she felt in herself.


After a few minutes, she helped Willow up and placed her on the bed, tummy side down and crawled up next to her. Pulling her carefully into her arms, Buffy spoke soothing words, assuring her how much she loved her and how it would be all right, and stroked her hair and soon, Willow was fast asleep.


+++++ �


Tara grinned from ear to ear, a pool developing between her thighs as she descended the basement stairs. For there, in front of her, was her very own slayer, face down on the Maytag, jeans around ankles, perfect ass presented. Tara couldn’t help but growl lowly under her breath. Muttering a few words for a strength spell, she stepped behind Faith and smoothed a hand over her flesh. The slayer shivered and Tara’s smile grew.


“So you liked watching poor Willow get punished, did you?” she inquired, her voice still firm, still strict.


When Faith didn’t answer, Tara slapped her behind, hard, eliciting a gasp from the slayer.


“I asked you a question, Slayer,” she hissed, stroking the red handprint.


“Yes…yes, my Goddess, I did,” Faith panted.


“You did, what, Slayer?” Tara squeezed a cheek hard and Faith moaned.


“I liked watching Red get spanked.”


Just saying the words made her wet.


Tara leaned down and placed a soft kiss on the handprint.


“Bad Slayer. I think you need a bit of punishment yourself.” She slipped a finger between Faith’s cheeks, teasing, and Faith moaned huskily, pushing back.


Tara removed her finger and slapped her slayer’s backside.


“You are in dire need of punishment I see,” Tara cooed, licking her lips. “Much more than I thought.” 


She spoke a few words, softly, barely audible and within seconds, was holding a wooden paddle. Rubbing it over Faith’s behind, she scolded.


“You think it’s fun, to see Buffy spank poor little Willow, don’t you?” Faith moaned at the touch of wood. “To see that sweet little pale ass turn pink and then red.” 


“Oh damn baby.”


“I bet it’s all nice and hot now…”


“Ohhhh.”


“I bet Buffy does a lot of spanking this weekend.”


Faith arched her back.


“I bet sweet little Willow spends the next few days on her tummy.”


“Shit.”


Tara leaned down and licked Faith’s ear.


“I bet after she’s done making that adorable little ass red and tender…Buffy has her way with it…a few times.”


Faith groaned and wet herself. Tara’s grin grew.


“Naughty Slayer.”


She raised the paddle high, bringing it down onto Faith’s ass… hard… ��


To Be Continued…
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