The Red Thong Diaries – Book 1 ( part1 )


Joss’ stuff.


W/G – nc17


Summary: A little sequel to, Who’s Show. �����


Glies stepped out of the kitchen, tea in hand and headed for his favorite chair. He had somewhat of a headache, thanks to the evening’s earlier Scooby gathering. So what if some idiot had created a television show about a vampire slayer. So what if it just happened to be called, Buffy the Vampire Slayer. It was bloody American television, for heaven’s sake! No one with even an ounce of functioning brain would bother to watch, much less actually believe any of it.


He sat down, took a sip and sighed. It wasn’t so much the show that had his head pounding like the latest so called music his Slayer chose to train to. What was it called? Techno? Whatever happened to music? Pink Floyd, The Stones, that’s music.


Shaking his head ever so lightly, he took another sip and returned his train of thought to the previous track, the meeting. Yes, it was rather shocking that someone actually created a show based loosely on them. However, it was the way everyone reacted that had given him the, techno headache.


A room full of adults bickering over the bloody title, even Spike and Drucilla. For the bloody love of Mike, he at least they would have a bit more sense. The others hadn’t been that much of a surprise. After all, they were young. But the vampire couple had been around for a long time. For them to get in on the


‘discussion’ was, well, rather surprising.


“ 60 Minutes With Spike, “ he grumbled, sipping again. “ Ex Demon in the City. bloody hell. “


Her reluctantly reflected on the various suggestions that had been tossed around and soon ended up at a place he knew he shouldn’t be. Willow. Suddenly, he was overtaken by the visual of the beautiful redhead, wearing nothing but a thong and a smile. It was a very good thing.


“ Stop it, right now, “ he ordered himself, shaking the delicious image away.


“ Act like a bloody adult, man. She’s Willow, nice, sweet, innocent little Willow. “


He paused, mid sip, as he pondered that last adjective. Innocent? Yes, she had a lover, a female one at that. Still, it was Willow. Their Willow. His Willow.


He stared to correct himself for that last thought, but stopped when he heard a knock at the door. Setting his tea down, he went to answer it, thankful that his thoughts had been interrupted. The last thing he needed to be thinking about, was Willow, even in a suit of armor. Sighing, he opened the door.


“ Hi, Giles, mind if I come in? “ Willow asked, smiling a sweet, Willow smile.


Bloody hell, he mentally muttered.


“ Yes, Willow, of course, “ he said, stepping back to let her in. “ What’s wrong? What are you doing out at this hour? “


He closed the door and turned to her.


“ I’m sorry to bother you. I just wanted to talk to you, about tonight. “


“ You’re no bother, Willow, I assure you. Never a bother. Why don’t you have a seat. Tea? I just made a fresh pot. “


She shook her head.


“ No, thanks. You know me and the caffeine. Ours is a love that can never 


be. “


She smiled and he had to smile back. She was beautiful. Even more than she was just hours ago. Her flame red hair was tousled, her skin pale, soft. His eyes casually moved over her body, taking in the tight jeans and tighter tee shirt. Suddenly, his own pants felt tight. Clearing his throat, he moved over to the chair and sat down, gesturing her to the sofa. She followed, but instead of sitting, she stood, directly in front of him.


“ So, Giles, “ she began. “ About earlier, what Xander said, the whole, you know, thong thing - “


“ Willow, “ he cut her off. “ I am terribly sorry about that. Please, forgive me. “ He lowered his eyes. “ I didn’t mean to insinuate anything that could possibly be construed as, inappropriate. I do apologize. “


“ Don’t. “


He looked at her, brow furrowed.


“ I’m sorry? “


“ Don’t be. I’m not. “


His brow shot up.


“ Uh, you, I, that is… “


She giggled.


“ Giles, breathe. “ She took his hand. “ I’m glad you said it. Or, well, didn’t say it, which WAS saying it. “


“ You are? “


She squeezed his hand.


“ Yes, I am. “


Letting go, she took a step back, smiled and kicked her off shoes. She then placed her fingers on the zipper of her jeans and quickly removed them, following with the tee. The Englishman was frozen in his chair, his eyes unbelieving of the site before them….. Willow, wearing nothing but a black thong and a smile. 


“ How’s this, English? “ she cooed, moving closer to him. “ Am I qualified to be one of, Giles’ Angels? “


Giles swallowed so hard, he was sure half of his brain was now in his stomach. He took in every gorgeous inch of her slender body, from the pert breasts to the long legs and everything in between. Then, without even realizing it, he reached out and touched the thin, silky material.


“ Hmm, I’m judging by that nice little bulge in your pants there, “ she mused, sliding into his lap. “ That that’s a big ol’ yep! “


Her arms wrapped around him and she wiggled every so slightly.


“ Ooh, that’s some slayer ya got there, Watcher. “


Giles felt himself growing harder as she pressed her body tightly against his and surrendered. His hands found her naked back while his lips captured hers. Willow allowed him full access to her sweet, warm mouth, her own hands slipping between under her lap to the zipper of his trousers, where they raced to free him.


A low moan fell from his lips as they came up for air, his member released and in her hand. She stroked him slowly, gently, her nails scraping the hot, swollen flesh as she panted with desire.


“ Oh, oh dear Lord, “ he moaned, tossing his head back and closing his eyes.


A huge smile on her face, Willow began stroking faster…..


“ GILES!!!!! “


An all too familiar voice echoed throughout his entire body and he opened his eyes to find a wide eyed slayer staring at him, jaw dangerously close to the floor. 


“ Buffy? “


The blonde just stared at him, a horrified look on her face. Where was Willow? A dream. It was a bloody dream. Willow was never there and if she wasn’t there, then it couldn’t be her hand on his- Looking down, he saw the reason for his Slayer’s _expression. With his free hand, he quickly grabbed a magazine from the table next to the chair and threw it over his lap, his brain desperately trying to think of a way out of the situation.


“ I spilt tea! “ he exclaimed.


That’s good, believable. People spill tea.


“ Ewwwww! Ewwwww! Ewwwww! Ewwwww! Ewwwww! “


And with that said, Buffy turned and ran out the front door.


“ Dear Lord, “ Giles groaned, removing his hand from his pants. ���


TWO DAYS LATER+++++ �


“ I’m really worried, Xander, “ Willow said, taking a seat next to Tara on the sofa.


“ That’s ALL she’s said? For the past two days? “ he asked.


Both witches nodded.


“ I say, hey Buf, wanna watch a movie? She says, ewwww, ewwww, ewwwww, ewwwww, ewwwww. I ask her what she wants for dinner. She says, ewwwww, ewwwww, ewwwww, ewwwww, ewwwww. IASKE HER- “


“ Ok, Will, getting’ the picture here, “ he stated, waving a hand. 


“ I think we should call Giles, “ Tara said, a worried look on her face.


“ Me, too, “ Willow nodded. “ I’m thinkin’, good ol’ fashioned spell here. You know, to make her all, duh, so she can’t slay. “


“ Alrighty then, “ Xander said. “ Let’s do it. “


Tara retrieved the phone and handed it to Willow, who dialed the Watcher up.


“ Hi, Giles, it’s me, Willow. Look, we’ve got a- Giles? Are you ok? Giles? “


Xander and Tara exchanged a concerned look, then turned their attention to Willow.


“ Giles? We’re on our way. “


“ What’s wrong, honey? Tara asked, when Willow hung up.


“ Whatever Buffy has, Giles has it too. Only he’s not, ewwwwing. He’s, dear Lording. “


“ Huh? “ Xander quipped.


“ All he’s saying is, dear Lord, over and over. “


“ This isn’t good, “ Tara softly said.


“ Xander, you stay with Buffy. Tara, let’s go. “


The redhead led the blonde away, out the front door and headied for Giles’ place. Xander sighed deeply and went upstairs to check on Buffy. As he made his way upstairs, he pondered what could possibly be going on. Even for the hellmouth, this was weird. Reaching Buffy’s room, he knocked then opened the door.


“ Hey, Buffster, what’s up? “ he inquired, when he saw her sitting in the chair by the window.


She looked at him.


“ Ewwwww! Ewwwww! Ewwwww! Ewwwww! Ewwwww! “ ��


(Well, this WAS supposed to be a little short story but it looks like there may be a part 2 needed. Ya think? )





