Spank

Joss’ folk.

W/B pg16

Willow has been naughty.

Drabble about punishment.

“Bad Willow.”

<spank>

“You know better.”

<spank>

“Worrying me like that.”

<Spank>

“I so outta set your cute little behind on fire.”

<Spank!>

“Ya kinda are, Buf..ow!”

“Oh, this is nothing.” <Spank!> “Believe me.” <Spank!>

“I’m sorry, I really am!”

“You will be.”

<SPANK!>

“Oww!”

“Running around Sunnyhell at all hours of the night!”

<SPANK!>

“Oh! I left my book.”

<SPANK!>

“At Giles. How convenient.”

<SPANK!!!”
“Ow!!! Ow!!!”

“Always Giles, isn’t it?”

<SPANK!>

“I think you like looking at him, Will.”

<SPANK!>

“I think you wanna do more than look!”

<SPANK!!!!!”>

“GODDESSS, BUFFY, YES!!!!!”

“Love you, Will.”

“Love you, Buffy.”

Willow's Limits 
W/G pg
Joss' folk.
A drabble about punishment. 


Willow winced in pain. This was the worst thing Giles had ever done to her. She knew she deserved to be punished, but this was just too much. She had her limits.
"Pez!" 
She cried out the safe word. He did nothing.
"Pez! Pez!"
He sat on the sofa, a smile on his face, his eyes fixed on her. She groaned. So she had went walking in the middle of the night. She was totally armed. She knew the score. He didn't have to be this brutal!
She shook her head, but the phones stayed on and Celine kept singing.
