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*****SUNNYDALE – 2:37 am*****


“Howdy, Mr. Librarian,” Willow cooed, slipping a hand under the red sheets. “I’m here for some serious research.”


Giles hardened the moment her fingers brushed over his warm flesh, much to the redhead’s great pleasure. Her smile widening, she teased him, long nails trailing a path up and down his firm shaft, torturing him in the sweetest of ways.


“Willow, darling, it isn’t polite to tease a tired man,” he noted, his eyes closed.


“It isn’t? Hmm, my, my, I guess I am so the naughty little witch.”


She giggled, squeezing ever so slightly as she did, loving the familiar look of desire that was now resting on his face as much as the swollen heat in her hand.


“Oh, my dear, you are most definitely the naughtiest of witches.” He sat up suddenly, his hands reaching for her. “And I fully intend on punishing you properly.”


She cried out in mock helplessness as he pulled her over his lap.


“Mm, Mr. Giles, is that a periodical in your pocket or are you just glad to see me?” she purred, feeling him press against her tummy.


He answered her with a playful slap to her panty covered bottom, which prompted her to wiggle against him.


“You are a naughty little thing, aren’t you?” he mused, growing even more aroused as he slid her panties down. “I see that I am going to be quite busy here tonight,” he stated, caressing her milky, pale flesh.


“Darn tootin’!” she exclaimed, looking back at him with a wicked grin.


“A watcher’s work is never done,” he sighed, matching her with a grin of his own. �


+++++ �


“Two – four – six – eight – my vampire is really great!”


Angel watched Buffy with a smile on his face and a stake sized bulge in his leather pants. Never having been a religious man, he found himself thanking GOD that they had spent the day cleaning out the Summers’ attic, for had they not, the beautiful blonde would not be jumping around in front of him in her old Sunnydale High cheerleader outfit. And Buffy jumping around in her old cheerleader outfit was definitely a good thing.


“Give me a b, b! Give me an r, r! Give me an o, o! Give me another o, o! Give me a d, d! Give me a y, y! What’s it spell? Broody! Say it again, broody! That’s my man, broody! Woo!”


Yes, definitely a good thing. �


+++++ �


“You wanted to see me, mam?”


“Yes, I do, I am afraid that you are in quite a lot of trouble.”


“I am?”


“Yes, you are.” The gorgeous blonde stood up from her desk and stepped around to the front. “I read your poem and I am sorry to say that I found it highly inappropriate.”


“You said two hundred words, subject matter of my choice.”


“That’s correct. However, I expected you to use discretion, to write a beautiful poem, not some filthy piece of smut.”


His blue eyes locked into hers.


“I wrote from my heart, what I feel, for you.”


“What you feel for me?”


“Yes.”


She slapped him.


“What you feel for me? Drop those pants and bend over that desk! We shall see just what you feel for me.”


Doing as he was ordered, Spike grinned from ear to ear as Tara retrieved the wooden frat paddle from the desk drawer. �


+++++ �


“Ms. Summers, are you trying to seduce me?” a crisp English accent inquired.


“Absolutely, Mr. Whindam-Pryce,” Joyce replied, allowing her robe to fall to the kitchen floor.


He smiled and stepped over to her. With one swoop of his arm, he had her flat on her back on the table, the chocolate syrup in his free hand drizzling over her breasts.


“Mm, oh yes,” she murmured, as his tongue danced over her sweet nipples.


“Delicious,” he muttered, taking a gentle nibble. �


+++++ �


“Xander, no, not the doctor. Tonight I want you to be the cowboy.”


Xander stood in the bedroom doorway wearing nothing but a stethoscope and a white lab coat, a frown on his face.


“An, honey, I told you, the chaps give me a rash.”


She pouted.


“But I wanted to be the saloon whore. You know how much I love the feathers.”


“You can still be a saloon whore, baby,” he said, walking over to the bed. “One who needs to see a doctor, a sick whore.”


He wiggled the steth at her, raising a brow and she allowed a hint of a smile to show.


“A sick whore, I can be a sick whore?” 


“Sweetheart,” he purred, taking a seat next to her. “You can be the sickest whore in the whole, entire world.”


She reached out, her fingers playing with the rubber of the medical tool.


“Well, ok, if I can still be a whore.”


He smiled and gently pushed her back onto the bed.


“Now, my little whore, tell the doctor where it hurts.” ��


+++++ �


“Here, try this one.”


The blonde vamp handed the brunette the small, purple dress.


“Ooh, Ms. Edith is going to like this one!”


Harmony smiled.


“That’s why I got it for her. It’s Gucci. Just because she’s a doll, doesn’t mean she has to be a fashion victim.”


Drucilla turned from the dress to her lover.


“You are very sweet, my pretty, little song,” she purred, brushing her fingers through Harmony’s long, blonde locks. “And so beautiful.”


Leaning in, she pressed her cool lips against Harmony’s and they kissed. It was a soft, tender show of emotion that no one would have ever thought either of them capable of. Yet in each other, with each other, the two vampires found a love that suited them to perfection.


“I love you, Drucy,” Harmony said, once they had parted. “You’re my beautiful dark queen.”


“And I love you,” Dru replied, stroking her cheek,


“my pretty song.” ��


*****5:01am***** �


Giles felt lips on his chest and moaned.


“Dear Lord, woman, don’t you ever sleep?” 


“What’s wrong, old man, I tire you out already?”


Giles opened one eye and looked at Willow, who was smiling like the Cheshire Cat.


“I will have you know, my Red Queen, that you have in no way tired me out. Your delicious little bum, on the other hand, is about to be.”


He moved before she could blink and had her, once again, across his lap.


“Not too shabby,” she mused, “for an old guy.”


He chuckled heartily and placed a soft kiss on her backside.


“I do love you, Willow Rosenberg.”


“And I love you, Rupert Giles, you and your Geritol.”


“That is so going to cost you, darling,” he promised, beginning to spank her tenderly.


“I so very the hope so,” she sighed, a satisfied smile on her face. ���
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