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 Joss owns it, I play with it. Summary: Buffy, Willow, Angel oh yeah! 


Distribution: Just let me know.


     Willow found Buffy sitting under a tree. The Slayer looked as if she had just lost her best friend. Not true, Willow mentally mused, knowing that she was the best friend. She looks like she just lost the love of her life. That, unfortunately, was true. Angel had left Sunnydale as soon as he made sure that they were all ok. It was for the best, he had said, and on some level, they all agreed. Still, seeing her friend so sad was killing her. She loved Buffy more than she had ever loved anyone, except for Xander.  " _Mocha for your thoughts. " Buffy looked up and smiled. It was a sad smile. " Not really worth a treat of that sugary goodness, " she replied, chuckling softly. Willow sat down next to her. " It will get better, Buffy, I promise. " " I know, Will. " They were quiet for a moment, then Buffy continued. " Look at me. We just layed the smackdown on the Mayor and are no longer slaves to ol' Sunnydale High. I should be dancing on rooftops. " " Or at least at the Bronze, " Willow noted, smiling. Buffy looked at her. Really looked at her. " I would be lost without you, ya know that? " she said. " Same here, " Willow replied, taking her hand. " I'm going to do everything I can to make this summer great for you. " " Spending it with you, how can it be anything but? " Their eyes locked and both felt an odd yet pleasant feeling sweep over them.   This is new, Buffy thought to herself. There was something different about her best friend. Well, at least, something felt different. She felt different. What's going on? The question danced around Willow's red head, demanding an answer. This is Buffy. Buffy is my best friend. So then, why am I feeling so, warm and fuzzy like? This is crazy, Buffy. Will's your bud. Bud's don't have, wonder what her kiss is like, thoughts. What are you thinking? Stop it, right now. Just because Angel is gone doesn't mean you go all Ellen- esque on your best friend. So what if she's the most beautiful thing you've ever seen. Gosh, those eyes. I swear I could lose myself in them. Buffy loves Angel. That's all it is, Will. That starry, linger in those incredible hazels are all for him. Hello, who can blame her? Dark, sexy, sweet Angel, vampire with a soul, heck, I've had the dreams. The one where he slips into my room, roses in hand, eleven white, one red, only one red. I remember how he brushes my hair out of my eyes, then presses his lips softly onto mine. Oh, Buffy would kill me! Unless, well, maybe she wanted to, join the party. Willow Rosenberg!  I bet she tastes like cherries. Wonder if she'd mind if I ran my tongue over her and found out. Oh, I so did not just say that. Thank God I'm the only one who heard it. Get it together, Slayer, or you're going to lose your best friend as well as your boyfriend. Hmm, there's a thought. A very, very naughty thought, Angel and Willow, together, with me, the three of us. Oh, my, gosh, I am so turning into Xander.  Would she join the party? No, of course not, right? Ok, she is looking at me like I'm an iced latte with extra whipped cream, but she's probably thinking about Angel. And we're off! Angel, whipped cream, Buffy, not bad but should be, visual place, straight ahead. This is going to be a long summer. Angel on the left, Willow on the right, happy Buffy in the middle and there is one yummy picture. Grr, it's so gonna be a long summer.


~~~~


The Bronze was hopping, as was normal for a Friday night. However, despite the dancing, romancing and general merriment, Buffy just could not relax enough to have the sliver of a good time. Now, her brain not only tortured her with visions of Angel, but of Willow, as well. 


No matter how hard she tried, she could not rid herself of Willow images. Not that Willow images were a bad thing. Quite the contrary, they were a big bucket of so the good thing, which was a bad thing, because Willow was her best friend. Her very best friend, with eyes like emeralds, skin smooth as porcelain, lips that had to be sweeter than any fruit of the vine. 


The Slayer sighed. So much for ridding the mind, she thought. Why did this have to happen now? It was bad enough she had lost Angel. She couldn't lose Willow, too. Her heart couldn't take it. 


Willow glanced across the room at her friend. Buffy still wore a sad face. The redhead wasn't surprised. She had witnessed firsthand, the love between the vampire and the slayer. It was painful to see them part. It was painful to see Buffy so sad. It broke her heart. She had to pull her out of this funk, before it swallowed her. And she would, too, no matter what it took.


" Honey, Buffy's really having a tough time, " Willow said, turning back to Oz. " I should be with her. "


He nodded, then placed a soft kiss on her lips.


" Take care of her, " he replied, with a gentle smile. " You know where I'll be if you need anything. "


She returned the smile, then hurried over to the blonde.


" Hey, " she quipped, sitting down next to her.


" Hey. " Buffy's tone dripped of forced cheer.


" Wanna bail? We can go get sugared up. I'll even have caffeine. That's always fun. "


Buffy couldn't help but chuckle. Willow was adorable.


" What about Oz? "


" I'm all yours tonight. I told him that we needed some quality chyc time. "


" Will, I don't want to ruin your evening. "


" K, I can see that I am going to have to be forceful Willow here. " Standing up, she grabbed her bag, then looked at Buffy.


" Alright, young lady, you are coming with me, right now, let's go. "


Buffy's brow shot up. Wow, resolve face and beyond. When did she pick up that tone? Buffy liked. Sliding off of her stool, she picked her jacket up and followed Willow. �


*****


" So, Will, " Buffy began, as they walked through the park. " What's with the new, power voice? I mean, that was like, borderline angry mom. "


" Well, you'd better get used to it, " Willow stated. " Because that's the way it is, from now on, until you are out of this funk. "


" Appreciate the thought, Will, but what if I can't come out of it? " 


Willow stopped, mid sip of her latte, and looked her in the eye.


" You are going to come out of it, trust me. I am prepared to do whatever it takes. You are going to have a good summer, got it? "


The power tone lives. Buffy had to smile, as a mischievous thought popped into her head.


" Really? And what if I don't? What are you going to do, punish me? "


Willow felt a slight blush creep over her, but remained calm. Maybe the blonde had something.


" As a matter of fact, " Willow purred, facing Buffy. " I am. "


Buffy stopped in her tracks. She was kidding, right? Of course, duh, Buffy.


" Ha the ha, Will. "


" No ha here, Buffy. I am quite serious. I have no intention of letting you mope the summer away and if I have to treat you like misbehaving child to prevent that from happening, I will. "


Buffy just stared at her. For some reason, the thought of Willow punishing her, sent a jolt of electricity throughout her entire body. She swallowed hard. She liked it.


What am I doing? Threatening to punish my best friend? Hmm, no, bad Willow! This is for her own good. I'm just trying to help her move on with her life. I'm doing the best friend thing, nothing more.


" Ok. " Buffy finally spoke. " I get it. I'm going to have a good summer. "


I'll have a fantastic one, if you follow through on that promise. " Uh, you want to, stay at my place tonight? Mom's going to be with Aunt Darlene for who knows how long. She says a few days, it turns into a week. Now that she knows I'm the Slayer, she feels better being away longer. You know, knowing that I can take care of myself. "


" Yeah, that would be, fun. " Even more fun, if you would be a bad little slayer, so I could-bad Willow! " We can watch teen angst movies and eat popcorn and, oh, that cool show is on tonight at midnight. You know the one, with the teenagers that fight monsters. "


" That show is so ridiculous. The writers should spend a week here, then they might have a clue. Really, come on, an ex demon dating the 'Joe Regular' of the gang? How unreal is that? " �


*****


" Buffy? "


Buffy looked up and found Willow glaring down at her. The redhead was not wearing a happy face.


" Uh, yes, Will? "


" Weren't you supposed to go to that movie you wanted to see this 


afternoon? The one you've been talking about for weeks. "


" Oh, I decided not to. I just didn't feel like getting out today. "


Willow's brow shot up. " Buffy, you are supposed to be having a good summer. How is not getting out accomplishing that? "


" Well, I just- "


" I don't want excuses. " She moved to the sofa and sat down. " What I want, is you, over my knee, right now. "


Thanking God for her slayer speed, Buffy lept from her chair to her friend's lap. �~~~


Buffy held her breath and waited. The anticipation of what was to come, driving her crazy. This is what she had been waiting for. She mentally cheered at her choice of clothing for the day. Not only were boxers comfy and trendy, but the material was paper thin. They were much more suited for what was about to happen than jeans.


Come on, Will, do it. What's with the waiting, it's torture. Oh, I get it! Talk about punishment. You are a thing of evil. Must be the hair. They say redheads are fiery and passionate, well I'm adding, evil.


Her thoughts came to an abrupt stop, as she felt said redhead's hand gently caress her bottom. Buffy shivered at Willow's soft touch, her insides heating up with each, tender stroke. The girl so knew what she was doing! This was beyond torture. This was-


Buffy yelped out loud, as she felt a hard smack. Before she could completely register what was going on, another one fell. 


Wow, it's happening. It's actually happening. Oh, k, Will's been working out. Smack * A lot. * Smack * 


The Slayer closed her eyes and lost herself in Willow's firm hand, amazed at how much she loved this. Her body was on fire everywhere, getting hotter with every slap of the redhead's hand. She felt as though she were being cleansed. It was as if everything negative was just fading away, only to be replaced by something warm, nice. 


She was trying hard to keep quiet, but it wasn't easy to do. She was starting to feel the effects of her, Willow spanking. Tears had formed in her eyes and her backside now seemed to be on fire . Shifting slightly, Buffy felt a hand hold her down. Both parties knew that, as the Slayer, the blonde could get up anytime she wanted. Also known, was the fact that no one was getting hurt. Sure, Buffy was definitely feeling the sting at the moment. But in less than an hour, all would be gone. She loved being the Slayer.


Slayer or not, however, Willow was giving her one heck of a spanking! No longer holding back, Buffy cried out freely, her body slowly but surely surrendering to the redhead. As she felt the last of her resolve fall, she gripped the sofa cushion and screamed the name of the one responsible for her delicious punishment.


" Willow! " �


Willow heard Buffy scream and ran down the hall. Throwing the bedroom door open, she rushed to the Slayer's bedside. Buffy was sound asleep, a huge smile on her face.


Willow's brow went up as she looked at her sleeping friend. She was positive she had heard the blonde scream her name. Sighing deeply, she returned to the other bedroom, and back to dreamland. She smiled at the thought, knowing that in dreamland, there was a naughty Slayer waiting for her. 


~~~~


Willow watched Buffy as the Slayer fixed herself a bowl of cereal. Trying not to be obvious in her Buffy watching, she casually allowed her emerald eyes to wander down the blonde's back, to her boxer shorts. How she loved that Slayer butt!


Buffy poured the milk over her Lucky Charms and tried to not notice the redhead. It wasn't easy. Willow was beautiful all the time, but this morning, well, the girl looked damn fine! Her red hair was tousled and her eyes bright, with a dreamy quality to them. She wore a black tee shirt that was way too long, and white tube socks. And then there were the lips. Buffy wanted nothing more than to walk over to the table and plant a big kiss on those sweet lips. Yep, that would go over real well.


" So, she began, taking a seat across from Willow. " I was thinking, mall and mochas. "


" Mochas? " the redhead chirped, a huge smile on her face.


" Decafe for some of us, " Buffy quickly noted, with a smile of her own.


Willow frowned. " No fair. "


" Will, we're going to be together all weekend. If you were all caffeined up, I'm afraid that I would have to play the Slayer card somewhere along the way. And I really don't wanna do that, cause I'm kinda attached to you. "


The smile returned to Willow's face.


" You are? "


" Well duh. You're my Willow. I'd never make it without you. "


" Well, you're my Buffy. I'd never make it without you. "


They were quiet for a few moments, their words flooding their brains as their eyes looked deep into each other. Finally, the Slayer broke the silence.


" So, I wonder what Mr. Travel is doing, " she mused, digging into her cereal.


Willow smiled as she thought about their friend.


" If I know Xander, and I do, he's probably lying in some motel room watching Scooby Doo. "


Buffy giggled. " That sounds about right. He takes a road trip and spends his time watching tv. "


" Well, hopefully the time away will help him deal with Cordelia leaving. I mean, I know that they weren't together amymore, but still, you know? "


Buffy nodded. " Yeah, I know. "


Suddenly, Willow wanted to kick herself.


" Oh, Buffy, I am so sorry, " she said. Guilt, table for one.


Buffy shook her head. " It's ok, Will. " 


" No, it’s not. You're trying to have a great summer and not think of, that person, and here I am, making ya think of, him. Bad Willow. "


Buffy looked at her." Down girl. It's fine. I'm fine. I'm better than fine. I'm - " She paused briefly, smiled then continued. " I'm thinking of him and being all of the


mopey. " Her brow shot up. " Guess you have to punish me. " �


***** �


Angel 's dark brown eyes gazed over the open book in front of him. It was the same page he had been reading for the past hour. Why couldn't he concentrate? Shaking his head, he closed the book and tossed it aside. He knew exactly what his problem was. Buffy. He missed her so bad. His heart broke all over again as he relived the last time he saw her.


Walking away that day was the hardest thing he had ever done. But he knew it was the right thing to do. She had her whole life ahead of her and he had a soul that could disappear at any minute. Staying was never a possibility. Even though, he wanted nothing more than to do just that. 


Buffy's life would go on, without him. She was hurting now, but it would fade as time passed. The day would come where he was just a mere memory. His heart, however, would never be restored. And he would always be in love with his Slayer. 


Willow saw the look of mischief in her friend's eyes and smiled. So, the little Slayer wanted to play, did she? Well then, Willow would play.


~~~


" What's wrong? " Buffy asked, a wicked grin on her face. " Not woman enough to back up your words? "


Willow smiled.


" Oh, trust me, Slayer, that is so not a problem. "


" Ok then, punish me, " Buffy said, hazel eyes daring emerald greens.


The redhead thought fast. This wasn't exactly the way she had planned on starting her weekend, but she most definitely was not complaining. She stared at the blonde, who wiggled her brows. Fine, she asked for it.


" A massage, " she firmly stated.


Buffy's raised a brow.


" You're going to punish me by giving me a massage? "


" No, you're going to give me one, " she clarified, hoping she was doing the right thing.


" That's my punishment? "


" Yes. Got a problem with it? "


The smile on her friend's face told Willow that she was, indeed, doing the right thing. 


" No problems here, " Buffy purred. " Just tell me when and where. "


It was Willow's turn to wear a wicked grin.


" Ten minutes, upstairs, your bedroom. "


The Slayer's mouth fell slightly open, but she kept her eyes on Willow.


" I'll be there, " she assured her.


" Good. And don't be late, or you will be in more trouble. "


This time, Buffy's mouth fell wide open and she watched Willow get up from the table and go upstairs. Once she was out of sight, the Slayer sighed deeply.


" Wow. This is a whole new side of ya, Will. I like. " �


***** �


Buffy stopped in the doorway of her bedroom, her eyes fixed on the redhead stretched across her queen - sized bed. Willow was on her stomach, nothing but a pink towel covering her. Well, she did say, massage.


" You're late. "


Willow's voice startled her and she stepped over to her.


" I am? " Buffy innocently mused, her eyes taking in the sight of her half naked best friend. She had never noticed how long Willow's legs were.


" I said ten minutes. It's twelve. "


"Oh, sorry, " she muttered, lost in thoughts of being wrapped up in long legs.


" Sorry doesn't cut it, Slayer. "


Buffy was pulled out of her daydream by the tone of Willow's voice. It was firmer than before and it sent a warm chill through her body.


" It doesn't? " she softly asked.


" No, it doesn't, " Willow stated, looking at her for the first time since she came into the room.


Buffy smiled. " Well, whatcha gonna do about it? "


Willow smiled back. " You'll find out soon enough. Now, get to work. "


She returned her head to the pillow, leaving a very curious and somewhat turned on slayer speechless. �


***** �


" Oh goddess yes, " Willow sighed, as Buffy's skilled fingers worked on her right shoulder.


The Slayer tried to ignore her, concentrating on the task at hand, but it wasn't easy. It was difficult enough just touching her, but every 'oh goddess ' and raspy moan was making it darn near impossible! 


" Oh, Buffy, right there, oh yes, yes. "


Buffy swallowed hard. This was so not good. When did it get so hot in here? 


" Goddess, Buffy, you know just the right spot. Don't stop, please don't stop. "


Buffy took a few deep breaths, then began working her way down the redhead's back. [Willow has the softest skin. I wonder if Oz gives her massages.]


At the thought of the musician, Buffy frowned. Suddenly, the idea of him touching Willow didn't set well with her. Actually, the idea of ANYONE other than herself touching Willow didn't set well with her. What was up with that?


A low moan from Willow interrupted her mental musing and she smiled. Knowing that she could make her friend moan like that made Buffy a big bucket of happy. Even if Oz had given her a massage, he probably never got a reaction like this.


" Lower, " Willow mumbled.


Buffy did as she was told, her fingers sliding over Willow's towel covered backside where they massaged tenderly. She was rewarded with another raspy moan, followed by a murmured, " Goddess, you are the best, Buffy. "


Buffy's smile grew. This was going to be a fantastic summer!


~~~~~


" That was incredible, " Willow sighed, stepping out of the bathroom in her robe.


" So I did good? " 


She smiled at Buffy.


" You did fantastic! I haven't been this relaxed in, gosh, I don't think I've ever been this relaxed. "


Buffy returned the smile.


" Glad to hear it. And feel free to request my services anytime. "


" I definitely will. "


She picked up a comb from the dresser and began combing her wet hair. Buffy watched, her body still reeling from having spent the past hour massaging the redhead. She couldn't believe it. She had a thing for her best friend. It wasn't that she no longer loved Angel, because she did. She loved him with all of her heart. But now, she realized that she loved the redhead with all of her heart, as well. Angel - Willow - Angel! Willow! The Slayer smiled.


" Uh, Will? "


" Hmm? "


" I think you sorta forgot something. "


" No, I haven't, " Willow replied, turning to face her. " I owe you a punishment for being late. "


Buffy 's smile grew at the thought of another massage. Willow noticed and decided to have a little fun.


" Hmm, what is a deserving punishment for tardiness? "


She pretended to think for a moment, while the Slayer's body tingled with anticipation. After a moment or two, she raised a brow and smiled.


" The basement, " she said.


" I gladly acc-what? " Buffy quipped, when she realized that she hadn't heard, massage.


" The basement, it needs to be cleaned. That's your punishment. "


Willow repressed the urge to laugh at the _expression on her friend's face. Shock was the understatement of a lifetime.


" You want me to, clean my basement? " Buffy incredulously asked.


" No, you ARE going to clean your basement, " Willow corrected.


[Ok, what happened to massage? Wait, she's messing with me. The little witch is so messing with me! She's being a tease! Well, two can play at that game!]


She gave Willow a look of defiance.


" What if I refuse? " 


{Oh, she's good! Look at her, sitting there all, Slayer-esque! She's begging for it now. And she's so going to get it!}


" If you refuse, " Willow said, giving the blonde a stare that would have made her vamp self think twice. " Then you will leave me no choice. "


[Here we go. Yes!]


" What is that supposed to mean? " Buffy inquired, getting up from the bed and stepping over to her. [Boy, it's hot in here!]


Willow looked her straight in the eye. {Goddess, she's beautiful!}


" It means, that if you don't get that Slayer butt of yours down to the basement, I'm going to spank it. "


[Stay cool, Buffy. Call her bluff.]


" Well, " she purred, raising a brow and grinning. " I refuse. "


{She's calling your bluff, Willow.}


" Then I suggest, " Willow purred back, with a wicked grin of her own. " That you prepare to have that butt spanked. "


[She's calling your bluff, Buf. Yay!]


" Think you can handle a Slayer? " she asked, her smile growing.


" Why don't you try me, " Willow said, staring her down.


Buffy's heart was in her throat. Was this really about to happen?


Willow's grin nearly swallowed her. She was actually going to get her hands on that gorgeous slayer bottom! {Thank you goddess!}


Without another word, she took the blonde's hand and led her over to the bed. Taking a seat on the edge, she pulled Buffy over her lap.


[Oh my gosh, she is really going to do it!]


{Oh my gosh, I am really going to do it!}


" Alright, time to teach the naughty Slayer a lesson, " Willow stated, mentally ordering her self to stay calm.


That was a laugh! The girl she was crazy about was lying across her knee, waiting to be spanked. Calm? Ha! Her emerald eyes roamed over Buffy's bum, followed immediately by her hand. The moment she felt the blonde's slightly trembling backside, Willow felt desire swallow her.


Buffy shivered with sheer pleasure at the redhead's touch. [Bad Buffy. You so deserve this!]


{K, Willow, do it.}


[Oh, Willow, do it!]


Willow raised a hand and brought it down on Buffy's behind. It was a firm, yet tender smack, no pain, just pure pleasure. Buffy gasped, and Willow repeated the action. 


With each spank, the Slayer found herself falling deeper into her wanting of the redhead. 


With each spank, Willow knew that she had to take this all the way.


[I have so got to have her!]


{I can't stop here!}


[Will, I need you!]


{Buffy, I want you!}


[I love you, Will!]


{I love you, Buffy!}


Willow gave her a few more smacks, then stopped.


" Have you learned your lesson, Slayer? " she asked, her fingers gently caressing.


" I think I need, further discipline, " Buffy replied, smiling.


Willow smiled as well.


" Then so you shall have. " �


~~~~~~


Buffy stood in the corner, eyes closed. Willow had put her there ten minutes ago, giving her strict orders to stay put. Buffy had no idea what her friend had planned, but her body was on fire at the possibilities. 


She ran her hands through her long, blonde hair and sighed. What a summer this was turning out to be! And it wasn't even the end of the first week. She smiled, a hand moving to her backside. Willow had actually spanked her. The Slayer. 


Buffy's smile grew as she relived the spanking. Willow hadn't hurt her one bit. She had been gentle, tender, loving in her punishment. Loving. Willow. Sighing again, she mentally admitted to herself that she was in love with her best friend.


Her thoughts came to an abrupt halt when she heard the redhead's voice telling her to turn around. Willow stood by the bed, two long scarves in her hand. Buffy's brow shot up as her brain sent her body a herd of visuals.


" On the bed, Slayer, " Willow ordered, looking her in the eye.


It took Buffy exactly half a second to get across the room to her bed. Willow stepped over to her, an evil smile on her face.


Without saying a word, she placed one of the scarves over the Slayer's eyes. Buffy gasped ever so lightly, unable to hide her approval of what her friend was doing. Willow smiled and, once she was sure that the blindfold was secure, said, " Lie back, hands above your head. "


Buffy shivered, as the cool material wrapped around her wrists, the scent of Willow's perfume flooding senses. This was almost too much! 


" So, Slayer, " Willow purred, her lips grazing Buffy's ear. The blonde swallowed hard. " You want to be punished, do you? "


" Y-y-yes, " Buffy breathed, her fingers clutching the scarf that bound her.


" Are you sure? " Willow asked, not wanting to go too far.


" Yes, I'm sure. I'm a bad Slayer and I so need to be punished. "


" Then so you shall be. " Willow smiled and carefully traced Buffy's lobe with her tongue, prompting a barely audible moan to fall from the Slayer's lips.


Getting up from the bed, she stepped back and surveyed her prisoner. Wow! Buffy tied to the bed! Wow! Her emerald eyes moved down the Slayer's body, taking in the view. The white tee shirt Buffy had on was now raised above her bellybutton. Mmm, Slayer tummy. Willow glanced further south to the pink boxers and had to take a few deep breaths. Mmm, Slayer yummy!


Buffy felt Willow move from the bed and frowned. A minute later, she heard the door open and close.


" Will? " No answer. " Will, what are you doing? "


She began to panic. Was this a joke? Had she been set up? 


Pulling on the scarf, she felt her heart fall. Willow loving her for more than just a friend? Was she insane? What had she been thinking? What had possessed her? What was up with this scarf? She was the Slayer, hello! Why couldn't she break out of her restraints?


" Ok, not funny anymore! " she cried. " Willow! Willow, I mean it! Get me out of here! Willow? " After a little more kicking and screaming, she gave up. " Magic! That little witch! She is so going to pay for this! How could she do this? Doesn't she know that I love her?! "


In the doorway, stood the smiling redhead, a jar of chocolate sauce in her hand. Buffy loved her. Her heart tried to remove itself from her body, it was so happy. Buffy, her Buffy, loved her. Willow headed for the bed. It was time to show the Slayer that she too, was loved.


~~~~~~~~~


Buffy sensed that she was no longer alone.


" Willow? "


" No talking, Slayer, " Willow said, sitting down on the bed. 


Something in the redhead's tone sent a fevered chill through Buffy's body and she shivered. Willow smiled. By the time she was finished, the blonde would be a whole new slayer.


Buffy waited. Her heart was pounding. Her pulse was racing. Her body was shaking with anticipation. She was ready for whatever Willow had planned for her. Was that chocolate she smelled? Oh!


Willow dripped the chocolate sauce over the Slayer's leg, causing Buffy to gasp. Smiling, the red head then drug her tongue over Buffy's calf, slowly, her senses coming alive at the taste of chocolate Slayer. Buffy moaned deeply without even realizing it and tugged on her restraints. Willow smiled and, after licking the blonde clean, repeated the process on the other leg.


She could feel the heat coming of Buffy as she trembled under her touch. Oh goddess, she couldn't believe that this was actually happening! With each flicker of her tongue, another moan fell from the Slayer's lips, sending Willow into a fire of her own. Buffy was so soft, yet muscled, and her taste was intoxicating far beyond what the redhead had imagined. Goddess, help her!


Buffy had never dreamed that there was a better thing to do with chocolate than blend it with ice and coffee. Oh boy, was she learning something new! Little Willow, her Willow, had made her into a sundae and was in the process of enjoying her dessert. Quite thoroughly, she mentally noted, as Willow took a gentle nibble on her knee. Another low moan escaped her and she followed it with a soft growl.


Did Buffy just growl? Willow stopped, mid nibble, at the new sound coming from her friend. Hearing it again, she smiled. Wow, I made Buffy growl. Finishing up the rest of Buffy's knee, she backed away and took a deep breath. Time for the thighs. At the mere thought, she felt her temperature rise big time. Carefully, she drizzled a little of the sauce over the Slayer's thigh, smearing it ever so delicately until no place was uncovered.


Buffy gasped out loud, as she felt Willow's fingers moving on her inner thigh, what was left of her functioning brain alerting her to what was about to happen. She swallowed hard, waiting to feel Willow's mouth on that part of her body.


Willow saw the look of desire on Buffy's face and went to work. She licked slowly, her tongue drawing circles on the blonde's thigh, tasting the sweetness that was Buffy more than the one of sugar. She closed her eyes, allowing both the flavor of her friend, as well as her husky moans, to overtake her. Goddess, nothing had ever tasted this good!


Buffy was having trouble breathing, a fact that was made even worse when Willow's tongue slipped under the white boxers. She clutched the headboard, her fingers gripping for dear life, as the redhead moved closer and closer to her heat. 


Goddess, oh goddess! Willow bit down and Buffy screamed.


" Willow! " 


The one word echoed throughout the room, as if it were the only one that ever needed to be spoken, and Willow felt her own body give in, as she became covered in the Slayer's release.


~~~~~~~~~


Buffy regained her composure and freed herself from her restraints. Tossing the blindfold aside, she found Willow at the foot of the bed, her body shaking. Immediately, the Slayer picked her up in her arms, held her tight and kissed her softly.


" I love you so much, Will, " she said, stroking her damp hair.


Willow tried to speak, but she was trembling too much. Suddenly, Buffy felt horrible.


" Oh Will, I am so sorry, " she gasped, lying her back onto the bed. " I'm going to take care of you. "


Willow managed a low moan, as she felt Buffy's hand slip between her thighs. Although she had had a measure of release with Buffy, her body still ached with need. And apparently, the Slayer was going to remedy that.


" You are so beautiful, Will, " Buffy purred, caressing the redhead's burning center.


Willow moaned again, this time, loud with desire. No music had ever sounded sweeter. Buffy shifted her body and began covering Willow's thighs in soft kisses, the taste of the redhead dancing on her lips. Nothing had ever tasted more delicious.


Willow gasped when Buffy's tongue slipped inside of her, her hands reaching out, needing to touch her Slayer. Her fingers twisted in blonde hair, in perfect time with Buffy's hungry mouth and soon Willow felt herself fading into unimaginable pleasure. She heard her own scream then lost everything to the joy that engulfed her. �


Willow knew she was in Buffy's arms. Where else would she feel so safe, so right where she belonged. Opening her eyes, she found a smiling Slayer. Her smiling Slayer.


" Hey, " Buffy said, placing a soft kiss on her forehead.


" Hey, " Willow replied, smiling at her best friend. Her lover.


" How are you? "


" Hmm, kinda tired. "


Buffy giggled.


" Wonder why? " she teased.


" Buffy, " Willow began.


" No, me first, Will. I know that this is a newness and, ok, maybe not the way I planned on spending my summer vacation. But I love you, Willow. I've always loved you and now I love you even more and I hope with all of my heart that you feel the same about me and that this wasn't just a one time thing, but if it was, I understand and I will keep loving you, if that's ok, because you are the most important thing in my life and if I ever lost you I would die. "


She caught her breath and waited for Willow's response.


Willow pulled her close and kissed her tenderly.


" I love you, Slayer, but if we're going to do this, there can be only one babbler and I, am she. "


Buffy laughed and squeezed her tight. Despite the slight lack of oxygen, Willow said nothing. This is where she always wanted to be and nothing was going to move her. Not even the phone that was ringing, and ringing, and ringing-


" The machine will get it it, " Buffy said, mentally cursing whoever it was that dare interrupt her Willow time.


After ten rings, Willow looked at Buffy.


" No, not leaving you, " the Slayer stated.


" The phone's on the table, Buf. "


" That's not what I meant. "


Willow's smile grew. She so loved this woman!


" Answer it, and I'll give ya a kiss. "


The phone was in the Slayer's hand before Willow could blink.


" What? " Buffy snapped, to the pour soul on the other end of the line. " Oh, Giles, sorry, I was just- " She looked at Willow. " Otherwise engaged. "


Willow grinned mischievously as her hand disappeared under the quilt that covered them.


" Now? Giles, no, I can't. Because. Yes, that is too an acceptable reason. It' s summer! Summer and research don't go together! Giles, I am-oh my gosh! " 


Willow giggled as she gently massaged her Slayer, the look on Buffy's face, priceless.


" What? Oh, uh, a, a spider! I saw a spider. Yes, I know I'm the Slayer, Giles, but that doesn't-oh, oh yeah- " Her voice trailed off and her eyes closed.


Willow's evil grin grew and this time, she herself disappeared under the blanket. Feeling the redhead's hand leave her, Buffy tried to regain focus.


" The radio, my favorite song, " she attempted to explain. " One you've never heard of, Giles. It's by people who are actually still alive. I'm just-OH DEAR LORD! "


Willow's tongue moved skillfully over Buffy, prompting the blonde to cry out.


" No, no Giles, " she panted. " Not mocking you, oh - Willow. "


Willow teased her mercilessly, switching from light flickers to gentle nibbles, then back. Buffy's grip on the phone nearly crushed the cordless and her head begin to roll as Willow increased her sweet torture.


" No, Giles, why would I call you Willow? " She inhaled deeply, trying to keep her attention on the English voice on the phone instead of the electric tongue between her legs. " Giles, have you been drinking, cause I am - so gonna kill you! " 


She bit her lip and whimpered and Willow went in for the big finish. Buffy felt her control go quickly as Will bit down a bit harder than before and dropped the phone.


" Yes, Willow, ohmygosh, yes!!!!! "


On the other end of the phone, Giles removed his glasses and wiped them on his shirt.


~~~~~~~~~~~`


It had been nearly a month since Willow and Buffy had expanded their friendship. Nearly a month since Buffy had made Willow explain to Giles about the phone call. Nearly a month of naughty Slayer punishing and wicked Willow discipline. Nearly a month of sheer bliss.


They had told Buffy's mom, who was surprisingly supportive. Joyce knew that her only child's life was full of danger, pain and suffering, due to her calling. As far as she was concerned, Willow was the best thing for her daughter. She cared greatly for the redhead, as if she were a daughter as well, and Willow loved it, the mothering and the fussing. After all, her mom was never around. Oh, well, except when there was a good, ol' fashioned witch burnin'!


All in all, things were going pretty darn wonderful for the happy couple. They patrolled Buffy slayed, Willow brought the snacks and afterwards they spent quality time, just the two of them. Sometimes, they would engage in creative theatrics, as Willow would say. Her cute way of describing their, non vanilla lovin'. Other times, they would just lie in each other's arms, enjoying the safety of all that was perfect. 


Joyce had taken to helping out Giles with the research, unless there was a serious big badness a'brewin', then everyone went to work. But as July approached, the hellmouth remained pretty boring. The usual vamps and demons, but nothing Buffy couldn't handle with her eyes closed. Both girls suspected that there was more to Joyce's help than was claiming, memories of the band candy dancing in the air. Buffy was happy for her mom. Giles was the closest thing she had to a father, anyway, so if he made her mother happy, why should it bother her? Especially since said mother had accepted Willow so lovingly.


Xander had sent postcards highlighting his adventures and they had giggled madly, imaging the look on his face when he found out about them. Anya, the former vengeance demon, had become somewhat of a friend. She had accepted her mortality and was working at the Espresso Pump. Having discovered the joys of paychecks, she could almost always be found there. She would give them discounts on mochas, ten cents off, and never failed to ask about Xander. It was obvious to both Buffy and Willow, that the girl had it bad for him.


Nothing had been heard about Cordelia, except that she was in L.A. to make it big. Buffy knew that Angel had spoken to Giles several times, although she hadn't heard a word from him. What Buffy didn't know, was that Willow heard her crying sometimes, when the Slayer thought she was alone. Buffy was crazy about the redhead, in every way, and it bothered her to no end that she still longed for the vampire. But she couldn't help it. Although Willow had her heart, Angel did, as well. And it was taking a toll on the Slayer. A toll that had not gone unnoticed by Willow


So on this particular, beautiful summer evening, Buffy found herself returning home after patrol, alone and not in the happiest of moods. Willow had left town for two days with Giles, something about help only she could give. As Buffy remembered the conversation from that morning, she felt her mood get worse. This was the third time in a week Willow had used the, Giles needs my help, excuse and the truth was, Buffy wasn't really buying it. Especially since this time required her to leave town. 


Something was going on with the redhead, she knew it, her Slayer and spider sense acutely aware. Willow's whole personality seemed different. Not bad, just, different. Like she was hiding something. Plus, she had cut back on her, Buffy time, instead throwing herself into helping Giles. Was she changing her mind about them? Did she want out? Was this her polite, subtle way of letting her know?


She hadn't mentioned anything to Willow, or anyone else, choosing instead to discreetly keep her eyes finely tuned. Whatever her lover was up to, whatever was going on, she would find out. One way or another. �


***** �


Angel threw his arms around Willow, squeezing her so hard she gasped for air. 


" Sorry, " he apologized, releasing her.


" It's ok, " she replied, nodding as she sucked in a few big breaths.


" I am just so happy! Me, happy, and non - evil, me, see? "


He jumped up and down and did, what Willow could only presume, was his version of a happy dance. She couldn't stop the smile that nearly swallowed her. Her friend was now complete, with a soul that could never be lost. Never, in all her life, had she seen such a happy person.


" Yes, Angel, " Giles said, chuckling. " We see. You are quite happy and non - evil. It's a wonderful sight. "


Angel managed to calm down, just a bit, and looked at them.


" How can I ever repay you? " he asked, the gratitude dripping from his voice with the utmost sincerity.


Giles started to answer, but Willow beat him to it.


" Go to Buffy and tell her that you still love her. "


~~~~~~~~


Willow watched Angel drive away from the cabin and lost her battle to hold back the tears. Giles stepped over to her and pulled her into a hug.


" You are truly, a woman of great class, Willow Rosenberg, " he stated, choking back a tear of his own.


When she had come to him last week and told him of her recent findings concerning Angel's soul, he had felt his heart break. He was well aware of her love for Buffy, a love that came from deep inside, a love that knew no boundaries, a love that he had never, in all his life, seen as strong as the one the witch had for his Slayer. A love that she had just proven not only by fixing the soul of Angel, but then sending him back to Buffy, who she knew still loved him. That's how her love for the Slayer was. 


Willow could have not shared her information, kept it all to herself. But the truth was, she hadn't actually stumbled across anything. She had spent countless hours researching everything she could get her hands on, in hopes of finding a way to help both Angel and the woman she loved.


Giles knew of Buffy's suffering, the restless nights and tears when no one was around. Willow had told him everything when she came to him and asked for his help. One look into those emerald eyes and he had agreed without hesitation. And now, Angel, soul in perfect health, was headed to Buffy. And the one who made it all possible, was crying in his arms. �


**K, it's bad when you cry as you write*** �


The Summer's house looked just as he remembered and he could smell Buffy as he made his way around back. He couldn't help but remember all the other times he had climbed to her window and smiled as he did it this time. He peered in, carefully, quietly, wanting to have just a brief moment before they reunited. When he saw her, he was sure he felt his heart beat. She was even more beautiful than when he had last seen her, her long blonde hair fanned out on the pillow, her slender, muscled body tan against the pastel sheets and white tee shirt.


Immediately, his body responded and for the first time, he enjoyed it. There was no fear, no worry, nothing but pleasure. He inhaled deeply, closing his eyes and swimming in the scent of not only her, but Willow as well. He knew before he ever stepped into the cabin that they were now lovers. He had sensed the Slayer from outside and, once inside, was overcome by her essence as it covered the redhead in waves. It thrilled him. 


He had always known that both Buffy and Willow had feelings for each other that went beyond friendship, feelings that surpassed mere physical love. They had something very rare, very special. Something that he had never shared with the Slayer. But now, thanks to Willow, he would be able to love her the way she deserved to be loved by him. But he knew that whatever he shared with her, would never replace what she shared with the redhead. And that was fine with him. In fact, he had every intention on keeping the three of them together. �


*****


Giles carried Willow over to the bed and carefully laid her down. She had cried herself to sleep. He pulled the covers over her and ran his fingers through her hair. He would never forget this night. If he lived to be one hundred, he would always remember the way her slender, little body had shook as she sobbed for the loss of the only one she would ever love.


It broke his heart to see her, of all people, so broken and he wondered, as he took a seat by the fireplace, if Buffy would ever truly realize how much the sleeping redhead loved her.


~~~~~~~~





Buffy opened her eyes to a smiling Angel. Assuming that she was still asleep, she said hi and closed her eyes. His smile grew into a chuckle and she shushed him.


" Sleepy Slayer here, honey, " she muttered, reaching for the covers. 


" Talk later, Angel. " Suddenly, her eyes flew open and she sat up. 


" Angel? Is that really you? "


" It's really me, " he replied, still chuckling.


" Wait - you're evil, aren't you? "


He answered her by leaning in and kissing her tenderly on the lips. When he finished, he raised a brow and said, " Was that evil? "


Buffy sighed deeply.


" Mm, yeah, but a totally different kind. "


He laughed and took her hands in his.


" I have the most wonderful news, Buffy." �


Giles shifted in his chair and opened his eyes. Willow was still asleep, her arms wrapped tightly around the extra pillow. He smiled sadly, as he knew that in her mind, it was Buffy she was holding. Rubbing his eyes, he sighed. Of all the unhappiness he had seen in his life, none compared to this.


He furrowed a brow, as a new thought popped into his head. Perhaps Buffy, as happy as she would be for Angel, would choose to stay with Willow. He knew how deeply his Slayer loved the witch. Maybe all of his fears were for nothing.


His hopes soon fell. Buffy loved Angel. After everything they had been through, he seriously doubted she would just send him away. The Englishman's head hurt. ���


" And you're sure that it's there for good? "


Angel nodded.


" Giles did all the tests Buffy. My soul is here to stay. "


She jumped from the bed and into his lap, throwing her arms around him.


" I have so prayed for this! " she cried, the tears falling. " Angel, I love you so much! "


He squeezed her tight, shedding a few tears of his own.


" I love you, Buffy. "


They stayed that way for a few minutes, then Buffy remembered one very important thing. 


" Willow, " she whispered, pulling away from him. 


" You love her. " His voice was soft, understanding and she met his eyes.


"You know. "


" I have, for a long time. Even before you two. "


" I won't leave her. Angel, you know how much I love you, but I love Willow just as much. I can't lose her. "


" You love Willow more than me, Buffy. "


She shook her head.


" No, I love both- "


" It's ok, " he soothed, caressing her cheek. " I love her, too. You're my heart, Buffy. But Willow has given me something I never thought I could ever have. And for that, she has a piece of it. She always will. "


" So now what do we do? " she asked, wiping the fresh tears from her eyes.


He smiled.


" We show Willow how much we love her. "


The smile returned to Buffy's face.


" I think I'm gonna like this, " she purred, kissing him. ���


A FEW HOURS LATER �


Willow thanked Giles for the ride and waved. He smiled as he watched her walk to Buffy's front door. The Slayer had phoned him at the cabin and informed him of everything. It had taken every ounce of strength the Watcher possessed to keep from telling the redhead of the plans Buffy and Angel had for her once she returned. Now, as he saw her disappear into the house, he thanked God for the ability to keep a secret and drove off, whistling a happy tune as he did. ���


" Buffy? " Willow glanced around the living room. " I'm back. "


There was no sign of life, or un-life, anywhere. She sighed. Why had she even agreed to be dropped off here? Third wheel was not her favorite game to play. Besides, she was positive that Buffy and Angel had much better things to do then hang out with her.


She felt the tears well up as she thought about the Slayer. It had been fun, she should be thankful for the time they had shared. And she was. But she wanted more. She needed more. Buffy was her heart and soul. Soul. Angel. She couldn't be here. Turning to leave, she heard Buffy call out.


" Will? Is that you? "


Willow stepped over to the bottom of the stairs. 


" Yeah, Buffy, it's me. I was just getting ready to head home. "


" Oh, well, can ya come up here for a second, please? I need you. "


The words that a week ago made her heart sing, now stung. Reluctantly, she made her way up the stairs. She just wasn't in the mood for best friend thank yous. Taking a deep breath, she knocked on the bedroom door.


" Come in, " came the Slayer's voice.


Willow opened the door, stepped inside and felt her heart jump to her throat. Heavy blankets over the windows made the room dark save for the light of the twenty plus candles that were placed around the room. The bed was draped in red sheets that she was sure were silk and on one side stood Buffy, dressed white lace. On the other side, Angel, wearing black pajama pants and no shirt. They were smiling, at her.


" Will, " Buffy began, walking over and taking her hand. " I love you. "


She wrapped her arms around Willow and hugged her tight. " That's not going to change, " she whispered, grazing her lips against he stunned redhead's ears. " In fact, I plan on showing you each and every day just how much that ISN'T going to change. "


She pulled back just enough to place a gentle kiss on Willow's lips.


" I will never be able to thank you for what you did, " she added, taking Willow's face in her hands. " But I am going to make sure that you never forget what you mean to me. You're my heart and soul, Will. Always. "


Willow felt the tears begin to fall, but before she could wipe them away, Buffy kissed them away, then led her over to the bed.


" Willow, " Angel began, taking her hand. " You now have a piece of my heart, as well. I love you. And if it's ok with you, I too, wish to show you how much you mean to me. "


He brought her hand to his lips and kissed her softly. Willow felt her knees go weak. Was this really happening?


" For you, " Buffy said, handing her the black box. " Open it! "


Willow removed the white ribbon, opened the box and gasped. Reaching in, she pulled out a long, silk, lacy, red gown. It was exactly like Buffy's, except for the color. 


" Red, " Buffy noted, grinning wildly. " Cause you're my Red. "


" Mine, too, " Angel added.


Willow looked at them and her heart was, once again singing. She hadn't lost Buffy. She had found an Angel. �~~~~~~~~~


Both Buffy and Angel jumped from the bed as Willow entered the room wearing the red gown. 


" Oh Will, " Buffy gasped, unable to take her eyes off of her best friend.


" You're beautiful. "


Angel was sure that if he actually had breath, he would have lost it at the sight of her.


" Thanks, " Willow softly replied, unable to keep from grinning.


Buffy looked at Angel, who nodded. She then picked Willow up and placed her on the bed. The handsome vampire stood at the foot, his dark eyes drinking in her beauty. Willow wasn't exactly sure what was about to happen, but her body assured her that it was going to be wonderful.


" Will, " Buffy began, sitting down next to her. " I want to make love to you. Then, I want Angel to make love to you. "


" And Angel wants the same thing, " he noted, giving her a smile.


Willow had no problem with any of it.


" That's what I want, too, " she said, her voice husky with desire. " Cause, I love you, Buffy. And, I love you too, Angel, but in a different kinda way than Buffy, not that it's any less important, the way, just different, cause hey, y- "


Buffy ended the babble with a kiss, easing Willow back onto the bed while her thirsty mouth drank from the redhead. Willow responded eagerly, her arms wrapping around the Slayer, pulling her close. 


When finally they came up for air, Buffy wasted no time. Sliding down Willow's body, she pushed the silk up and slipped a finger between her thighs, eliciting a welcomed moan from Willow. 


Angel watched, his body on fire, any sliver of doubt concerning his soul now gone. The sight before him was the most amazing thing he had ever seen. If this didn't bring out Angelus, nothing would.


" Oh goddess, " Willow gasped, when Buffy replaced her fingers with her mouth. " Oh goddess, Buffy, please, don't stop. "


The loose fitting pajama bottoms were tight, getting tighter each time Willow writhed in pleasure, twisting the silk sheets in her clenched fingers and Buffy' s tight, silk covered bum staring him in the face wasn't helping. He took several deep breaths, forgetting that he didn't need them and willed himself to stay in control. 


" Buffy, oh Buffy, goddess, " Willow moaned, her voice shaking with wanton release.


It wasn't easy.


" Ohmygoddesses, please! Please! "


One hand lost the silk and found blonde hair, tugging gently in perfect time with Buffy's skilled mouth.


" OHGODDESS, YES, YES! "


Willow cried out as the Slayer sent her over the edge of ecstasy and Angel gripped the foot board, the sight of the woman he loved covered in the other woman he loved, testing his restraint. Buffy felt her own release and gasped for breath. Then, she moved to cradle Willow in her arms, taking the redhead and holding her as she swam in the euphoria of her sweet bliss.


Angel watched, not blinking, as Buffy told Willow over and over again how much she loved her, gently stroking damp strands of red. They were his. First and foremost, they were each others. But then, they were his. Forever. �


Willow opened her eyes to a smiling Buffy.


" Hey, " she said, with a smile of her own.


" Hey, " Buffy replied, kissing her softly on the lips.


" I love you, Buf. "


" I love you, Will. "


" Did we scare Angel away? "


Buffy giggled.


" Are you kidding? We now OWN him. "


This time they both giggled and Angel touched Willow's leg. She turned and saw him smiling at her from the other end of the bed.


" Hey, Angel. "


" Hey Willow. "


" Ready to make me scream? "


Buffy's jaw dropped.


" I think we've created a monster here, " she stated, grinning from ear to ear.


Angel moved closer to Willow and gently caressed her cheek.


" I love you, Willow. "


" I love you too, Angel. "


He smiled and looked at Buffy, who nodded. He then bent down, kissed the redhead tenderly and stood up. Willow nearly died as he tossed the pants aside. Goddess! He was-GODDESS! Buffy instantly felt her lover's slight fear and hugged her tight.


" It's ok, Will, " she assured her, knowing that this was new territory for her.


Angel stepped back to the bedside and took Willow's hand, Smiling, he carefully guided it over his flesh, causing her to gasp. Buffy stayed by Willow's side, her fingers gently tracing circles over the redhead's back, while Angel let go of her hand, leaving her to explore on her own. 


Willow watched his body as it reacted to her easy touch, her fingers slowly encircling the hardness, tracing the underside.


" Goddess, " she breathed, as he twitched ever so lightly.


" I think he likes ya, Will, " Buffy teased, kissing her on the cheek.


Willow turned her emerald eyes to Angel.


" Will you make love to me, Angel? " she softly asked.


" It would be my pleasure, " he replied, bringing her hand to his lips and kissing.


Buffy scooted back, put a pillow in her lap and motioned for Willow.


" Do you mind? " she asked, patting the pillow. " I want to be with you, all the way."


Willow smiled as she moved to accommodate the Slayer's request.


" I wouldn't have it any other way, " she said, kissing her before placing her head in her lap.


Angel slid into the bed and next to Willow. Giving her a smile, he began covering her in tender kisses. Starting with her arms, he worked his way to her shoulders, where he stopped and turned his dark brown eyes to the beauty in front of him. Buffy, lovingly cradling Willow's head, as he prepared to make love to her. Words would never be enough to describe the sheer, unadulterated joy that filled him. He leaned over, kissed the Slayer, then returned to Willow. 


His lips brushed hers, tasting her sweetness then trailed down her body, stopping at her breasts. His tongue slipped under the silk and danced on her warm flesh, flickering delicately around her pert nipples. Willow's eyes closed and she moaned lowly, her head rolling in Buffy's lap. The Slayer stroked strands of red, smiling as Angel continued his gentle seduction of her best friend, her lover.


He lingered at her breasts awhile longer, savoring the delicious flavor of her, as his hand moved to open her thighs. Carefully, he positioned himself between them, his mouth finding hers. Their lips met and they drank from each other. Buffy felt the warmth between her legs grow, the sight filling her with renewed desire, and groaned her approval as she saw Angel shift.


Willow smiled at him, assuring him that she wanted this just as much as he did. He returned the smile, then eased slowly into her. She gasped and Buffy kissed her, the Slayer's fingers reaching for Willow's. Angel pressed further, her resistance giving little by little. He wanted her so bad, but he put that want aside. This was a new experience for Willow and he was going to make sure that it was one she would receive nothing but pleasure from.


" Oh, goddess, " she breathed, gripping Buffy's hand.


" I love you, baby, " Buffy whispered. " It's going feel so good, I promise. "


She looked at Angel and nodded. He leaned in, kissed Willow again, then pushed hard. She cried out, squeezing Buffy's hand and he began to gently thrust. Willow's cry soon changed into a low, wanton moan and her free hand reached out to him.


Her fingers found his back and dug in, her body now welcoming his, her back arching to meet him. Buffy felt the tears well up in her eyes and couldn't stop them. The reality of the situation was finally hitting her. The two people she loved more than anything were in front of her, making love. Never, ever, had she imagined she could be this happy.


Willow's moans were now cries for more and Angel gladly complied with her wishes, quickening his pace, his mouth tasting hers. Buffy took her free hand and ran it through his damp hair as Willow writhed in her lap. 


Oh goddess, her body was on fire. She couldn't take much more. 


Angel moved his mouth to her neck and she gasped for breath.


" Angel, please, oh goddess, please! "


" I love you, Willow, " he whispered in her ear.


" Goddess, I love you, Angel! "


He thrust one final time, hard and felt her warm release cover him. Willow was gone, lost on a cloud of euphoric nirvana, as Angel filled her with his coolness. Buffy kissed them both, her lips eagerly seeking Angel's, tenderly loving, Willow's. He carefully removed himself from the redhead, sliding next to her. Buffy eased her between them and together, they held her. �


***** �


" Buff? Will? You guys still asleep? "


Xander looked around the downstairs and, upon finding it empty headed up the steps.


" Guess who's back? Travel guy! And boy, does he have stories to tell! "


He threw the bedroom door open.


" No one will ever call me boring agai-"


His voice froze, as did the rest of him, as his brown eyes fell upon the Slayer's bed. On one side, lay Buffy, on the other, Angel. And tucked neatly in between them, was Willow. �


FINISHED





