Share Time


Red: cocoachanel67@yahoo.com </ym/Compose?To=cocoachanel67@yahoo.com>


W/G – pg13


Joss’ folk.


Summary: Willow shares with Buffy.


For my beautiful N. ���


“Someone is in a good mood,” Buffy noted, as Willow plopped down in the chair across from her at the table in the Magic Box.


“Good, so very the understatement,” Willow replied, grinning from ear to ear.


The Slayer wiggled her brows and picked up a donut from the box in front of them.


“So, talk girl, what’s put that big ol’ smile on that cute little face?”


“I spanked Giles!”


Buffy bit down so hard, jelly shot out and onto Demon World; the thick book resting next to the donut box.


“Huh?” she gasped, purple oozing down her chin.


“I did it, finally. I spanked my naughty little Englishman!” Willow went on, reaching over, napkin in hand and wiping her best friend’s jelly covered jaw. “And let me tell you, it was so…WOW! I mean, I knew it would be, you know, wow…but I mean, WOW? Wow! Goddess, Buffy, it was the most amazing thing!”


“Uh, yeah, good for you, Will,” Buffy weakly said, desperate to push all visual out of her head. 


She loved both Willow and Giles dearly; she was her best friend and he was a father to her; hence the, no visual, please.


“Oh, Buffy, it was like…slaying is to you. I mean, you stick that wood into the vamp…oh, the power you must feel!”


“Power might be a bit, strong,” Buffy muttered, wishing it had been a new toothbrush responsible for her friend’s happy.


“That’s how I felt, smacking that paddle down on my baby’s naughty bottom. Smack! Goddess, the power!”


“Wanna Danish? There’s Danish in here,” Buffy murmured, digging through the box of sugary treats.


“The hand spanking was great, too. I love feeling his flesh warm up, as I rein down spank after spank…the coloring of those firm cheeks…pale to pink to darker pink…”


“And a sprinkled glaze. Want a sprinkled glaze, Will? You know you love them!”


“And when you see red…”She closed her eyes and Buffy swore she purred. “Oh red, thou art truly the most beautiful of the Crayola set.”


Suddenly, Buffy felt the urge to go patrolling. Too bad it was only four in the afternoon.


“Come to think of it,” Willow mused, eyes opening, “I believe the hand spanking is better than the paddle. After all, what’s better than actually feeling his bum heat up?”


She looked at the blonde for conformation. 


“What’s that, Anya? You need help shelving those books?”


“No, I’m fine, Buffy, thank you. Please continue your talk about spanking Giles’ well shaped bottom,” the ex demon yelled down from the loft.


Buffy whimpered.


“Oh, I almost forgot the really, really best part,” Willow excitedly quipped, nearly coming out of her chair.


“Oh, there’s more? Fun.”


Buffy put a hand to her head and prayed for a demon to burst in.


“It’s when,” Willow continued, her eyes lighting up even more, “I order him to bend over…my lap, first, then the desk…goddess, I love bending him over the desk! And he’s there, that sexy bum in the air, presented for me…all for me…mmmmm…”


Any demon…polgara…vampire…Celine Dion.


“And it’s trembling in that, yummy, about to be made the color of my hair, way. And he’s all, yes My Mistress Red and, as you wish, My Mistress Red…it is my deepest desire to pleasure you, My Mistress Red…”


Spike…where is Spike when you need him? Here Spike…come on, boy….please, oh please, kitten poker, yay!


“He’s waiting, wanting, needing that kiss of the paddle…and you know it…tease him, a light stoke here, a brush of the cool wood against his deliciously warm bum…goddess!”


Although the redhead had come in from the sunny outdoors, Buffy did a quick yet thorough examination of her neck. Nope, this wasn’t vamp Willow.


“And then, when neither of you can wait any longer…SMACK! You bring the sweet wood down upon that most sexy flesh and WOW!”


The Slayer looked at her, wondering if she could substitute a donut for a cigarette. As she seriously thought about it, the door opened and Giles stepped inside. 


“Hello darling,” he said, smiling at Willow. “Good morning Anya,” he added, as the blonde descended the ladder. His eyes fell on his Slayer and he nodded. “Buffy, good morning, how are you?”


She leapt from the chair and went screaming out the front door, nearly knocking Tara down in the process. The Englishman furrowed a brow.


“Was it something I said?” he mused.


“Not you, Willow,” Anya stated, moving behind the counter.


He turned to his lover, who looked just as confused as he did. 


“She seemed fine a minute ago,” she noted.


“Ello all,” Spike clepped, coming through the backroom, duffle bag in hand.


“What smells?” Anya baulked, covering her nose.


“Ah, that would be me,” the vamp replied. “Bloody sewers need a freshening up. Sorry about that. Rupert, mind if I borrow that shower in back?” 


“Feel free,” Giles said, still puzzled by Buffy’s behavior.


“Thanks, mate.” He looked at Tara and smiled. “Give me a hand getting dressed after, luv?”


She returned the smile and winked and Spike disappeared into the back.


“I’m worried about Buffy,” Willow said, looking at Giles.


“As am I, darling,” Giles agreed.


“You mean, because she went screaming out of here?” Tara asked. They nodded. “Oh, I just thought that was because Will told her she finally spanked you.”


“It was,” Anya purred, smiling.


Willow bit her lip and smiled shyly at the Englishman. Giles removed his glasses and wiped them on his shirt. For a moment, the room was silent. Then, Anya said, “Looks like Willow’s the naughty one this time.”


Giles returned the glasses to his face and smiled at the redhead. ���
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