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This takes place in season 5 with a few adjustments, Red style. Tara & Giles share Will.


Summary: Giles did a bad, bad thing.


Note: I recently re watched the ep from season 5 where Glory does a bit of shopping in the Magic Box, (the name of the ep so eludes me at the moment), & this idea hit me like a box of frozen Doublemeats. Remember how Giles sold Glory the stuff to do the spell?
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“What do you think she meant?” Xander nervously asked, as he, Buffy and Anya made their way through the cemetary


“Boy, do I so not wanna know,” the Slayer mumbled. 


“They’re going to spank him.”


“Do not say that!” He quipped, turning to his girlfriend.


“But you asked what Willow meant,” Anya noted. “It’s pretty obvious, don’t you agree, Buffy? After all, she did call him a very naughty Watcher who needed to be punished and, well, spanking is what comes to one’s mind where punishment is concerned don’t you agree, Buffy?”


Buffy walked faster, ignoring the question. Xander just looked at Anya then followed the blonde.


“Whoa, slow it down there, fast walkin’ gal,” he clepped.


“He deserves it, too,” the ex demon continued, once she caught up with them. “He did sell supplies to the demon who is trying to kill you. If you ask me that has earned him quite the long spanking. On his bare bottom, I should think. And perhaps with a paddle, don’t you agree, Buffy?”


“No visual, no visual,” Buffy muttered, shaking her head.


“An, honey, let’s have a quiet time,” Xander said, putting an arm on her shoulder.


“Well, well, well, if it isn’t the bloody dysfunctional scoobies,” Spike purred, stepping out from behind a tombstone. “Where’s the rest of your lot?”


“Willow and Tara are at the Magic Box spanking Giles,” Anya replied, not giving Buffy or Xander a chance to answer.


The blonde vamp’s brow shot up.


“I beg your bloody pardon?” 


“Yes, you see Giles sold Glory some supplies, which was a very, very bad thing, because now she has the stuff to do a really horrible spell, so Willow told him that he was a naughty Watcher who needed to be punished.”


“Where’s a Polgara when you need one?” Buffy breathed, desperately looking around for something to kill.


“Quiet time, remember honey?” Xander stated.


“The Watcher’s been a bad boy, ey?” Spike cooed, grinning from ear to ear.


Anya nodded. 


“I’m guessing they are going to use a paddle on his bare bottom,” she went on. “That seems the logical choice, don’t you agree Buffy?”


Buffy screamed.


�


+++++ ���


Giles stood in the corner, naked, awaiting his punishment.


*****WOW! TALK ABOUT A VISUAL! AHEM, SORRY***** �


As I was saying….. �


Giles stood in the corner, naked, awaiting his punishment. This was almost as good as the actual punishment itself, the waiting. Willow knew how it drove him crazy, standing there, his bum uncovered and trembling for her touch. She knew how each second added to the already blazing fire inside of him. She knew he was rock hard and aching for her. And that was exactly the way she wanted it.


“How long are you going to leave him there?” Tara asked her blue eyes admiring the well toned Englishman.


“He loves it,” the redhead replied, taking in the view herself. “And if ya look from this angle, you can see just how much he loves it.”


Tara moved a few steps to the left and tilted her head.


“You’re so mean,” she said, grinning at her girlfriend. 


“Careful sweetie or you might be next,” Willow noted, brushing the paddle over the blonde’s backside.


Tara’s smile grew.


“Promise?”


Willow kissed her softly and placed a gentle yet sharp tap on her bum. Tara gasped.


“Don’t tire your self out, honey,” she whispered, leaning in and licking Willow’s ear.


Willow watched her turn around and walk away, her own smile nearly leaping from her face. As soon as the blonde was out of sight, Willow turned back to Giles. For a moment, she stood quietly, her green eyes feasting on the buffet before them. After a few minutes though, her body ordered her to get the show on the road and she happily obliged.


+++++


“You have been very naughty,” Willow purred, stroking the paddle. “Assume the position, Watcher, NOW!”


With everything he had, Giles calmed himself enough to step over to the wooden training horse in the center of the room. Willow watched approvingly as he bent over, presenting himself to her. Licking her lips, she moved behind him.


“Good boy,” she said, trailing a perfectly manicured nail across his bum, relishing the shiver she caused. “Now tell me, Watcher, what has put you in this,” She paused to dig her nails ever so lightly into his smooth flesh, then finished, “position?”


Giles gasped as she dug in, his body ready to explode and wondered if she had used a bit of magic for strength.


“Answer me, Watcher!”


She squeezed hard and he bit his lip to keep from crying out.


“I sold supplies to Glory, my Red,” he answered, his voice dripping with desire.


“And for that, what do you deserve?” She inquired, tapping the paddle against him.


“For that, I deserve to be punished, my Red.”


Willow leaned in and he swallowed hard, her warm, sweet breath filling his ear.


“For that, my Watcher, you shall be.” She trailed her tongue over his lobe then took a nibble. “I am going to spank this ass like it has never been spanked before.”


“Thank you, my Red.”


She stepped back and positioned herself. 


“You will count, Watcher and if you miss one, we start again, understood?”


“Yes, my Red.”


“Ask for it, Watcher.”


Giles took a few deep breaths then did as he was told.


“Please punish me, my Red. I deserve it and desire it.”


Willow felt a rush of heat shoot between her thighs and raised her arm.


*****CRACK*****


“One, thank you, my Red,” Giles gasped. Magic present and accounted for.


*****CRACK*****


“Two, thank you, my Red.” She must have requested slayer strength.


*****CRACK*****


“Three, thank you, my Red.” Ow.


*****CRACK*****


“Four, thank you, my Red.” OW! �


In the front room, Tara straightened up the shelves of books, a smile on her face, dampness between her legs. ���


+++++


“Twelve thank you, my Red,” Giles grunted, his bum now an official advertisement for Smokey the Bear.


Willow landed another and another and another, stopping at fifteen to rest her arm. Giles took this opportunity to catch his breath and swim in the delicious burn.


“You know what, Watcher?” she purred, smiling as she placed a hand on his heated behind.


He gasped at the cool touch, his body wanting release.


“What, my Red?” He asked, both afraid and excited with what her answer would be.


She massaged him softly for a moment, amazed at how much heat he was omitting, then moved next to him. Placing her mouth to his ear, she told him.


“I may just keep spanking this sexy bum of yours until it matches the color of my hair,” she whispered, licking his ear. “What do you think of that, hmm?”


He nearly lost it right then. Willow reached down between his legs and caressed him softly, a mere grazing of her fingers and he moaned a low, deep, wanton moan.


“Hmm, looks like you are rather fond of that idea,” she mused.


Moving back behind him, she closed her eyes and took a deep breath. He wasn’t the only one ready to explode. Her entire body was screaming with the need for him to be inside of her, and soon.


�


Book shelves be darned, Tara was now plopped down on the floor her hand nestled in her skirt, her fingers getting a workout. Nothing made her hotter than listening to Willow give it to Giles and boy, was Willow giving it to Giles!


*****CRACK*****


The ringing in of another smack to the Watcher’s backside shot through her and she thrust harder, moaning as she did. She didn’t know how much more she could take. �


Giles didn’t know how much more he could take. He needed release and he needed it yesterday.


“Twenty three thank you, my Red.”


The count was barely audible. His bum was sizzling, his body raging and his mind hovering on the edge of ecstasy. He wasn’t alone. Willow landed two more hard smacks dropped the paddle and slid to the floor.


“Come here, Watcher,” she ordered.


Giles obeyed with bells on, falling to his knees, the pain in his behind lost in the sight that met his eyes. The redhead lay before him, skirt raised, thighs open to reveal a perfect haven of delicious, sweet passion and he wanted nothing more to than take her right then. But he knew he had to wait. He had to wait for her permission.


“Do you like what you see, Watcher?” She teased, licking her lips.


“More than like, my Red,” he hungrily replied.


“Do you want it, Watcher?”


“More than anything, my Red.”


“Do you want to taste it, Watcher?”


“I want to devour it, my Red.”


Willow shivered. Wow!


“Do it, Watcher,” she ordered, trying to stay in character. “Taste me. Put that talented mouth to work.”


“Yes, my Red.”


And before she could take another breath, she felt the familiar warmth of his tongue slowly licking the sweetness between her thighs.


FINISHED





