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Summary: After a long day of teaching and training new slayers, Buffy needs to relax. Her new man, the oh-so-yummy Lorne, knows just what to do.








   Buffy tossed her keys onto the table by the door, kicked off her shoes and ran her hands through her short, blonde locks. Never, in her years of being, ‘The Chosen One,’ did she ever think the day would come when she would actually miss it. And yet, here was that day.


   Since the destruction of The First, which brought about a horde of fresh, new, young slayers, she had taken to the teaching-training side of slaying. Sure, she still did patrols here and there. And when there was a more serious big bad around, she was on the front line. But the days of the world resting on her shoulders were long gone. 


   How many times had she dreamed of that day? Of course, in her dreams, she had always figured that, once retired, she would live out her life like a normal person. Well, as normal as one could live having spent her teen-age years staking vampires and beheading demons. Nonetheless, she never, in her wildest dreams, imagined she would be teaching and training slayers. 


   Gosh, how she longed for the simple days! Blood sucking fiends and goo spitting demons were so much easier to deal with than a room full of teen-age girls with super strength. If she had to listen to another conversation about the CO or the One Hill Tree…look for MIA scrunchies…break up one more cat fight over who’s better; Brittany or Christina…she was going to go slay happy on the slayers!


   “Hey, sweetness.”


   The soft voice of her boyfriend brought Buffy out of her thoughts and she turned to find the tall green demon standing behind her.


   “Hey you,” she replied, falling into his open arms.


   He smelled wonderful. Chanel for men.


   “I’d ask you how your day was, but the vibes coming off of you, baby, speak volumes.” He hugged her tightly for a moment, then released her. “The kids making ya long for a tower and a high powered rifle?”


   She chuckled.


   “I actually considered asking Will for a, shut up, spell.”


  “Brittany or Christina?”


   “Mandy or Jessica. And, which live journal site is the best. Courtney swears it’s writeme.com, but Heidi is way positive that readme.com is totally better.” 


   He chuckled. “Ah, the great perils of today’s youth.”


   “It gets better. Someone ‘borrowed’ Rona’s favorite crossbow and scratched it up. She thinks it was Chelsea but, of course, Chelsea swears she never touched it.”


   “Of course.”


   Her eyes met his and she said, ‘Why does God hate me?”


   He laughed. “The Big Guy doesn’t hate you, sweetie. You’re just having a tough week, that’s all.”


   Her brow shot up. “Week? Where have you been for the last three months? I’ve been in the co, under the tree on the hill with Brittany and Mandy, looking for hair accessories, crossbows, reading that damn journal crap.”


   He burst out laughing, pulling her back into his arms and squeezing her tight.


   “I’m sorry, sweetness.” He kissed the top of her head. “Maybe I can make you feel a little better.”


   She looked up at him.


   “Hmm, now what would you have in mind, exactly?” she purred, smiling.


   “Ah, one cannot be surprised if one knows.” 


   He pulled a silk scarf out of his pocket and wrapped it around her eyes. 


   “What are you up to?” she mused, as she felt him lead her up the stairs.


   “That’s for me to know, my little slayer, and for you to find out.”


   Bufffy couldn’t help but feel all warm and fuzzy inside. The demon had that effect on her. Talk about a surprise! When he had arrived from LA a few months ago, no one ever suspected they would fall in love. He came to assist with some of the slayer training, at Giles request and immediately won her heart. There was just something about him...the way he carried himself, the way he handled the young slayers; always patient, always kind, never harsh or abrupt. He was a genuine caring soul, highly intelligent with a voice that could melt butter. By the end of the first day, he had stolen her heart. Of course, she didn’t realize it for nearly a month. 


   It took a night of fine wine, bad movies and the break-up of Willow and Kennedy to open her hazel eyes. Her best friend had finally accepted the fact that, although she did care about the new slayer, her heart belonged to another. After several glasses of that wine and a long conversation with Buffy and Lorne, Willow had confronted that other and now, she and Giles were the twosome of cuteness.


   Seeing how long it had taken her friends to admit their feelings for another made Buffy think. Yes, she would always love Angel. But the big jerk had decided that she was better off without him, so why should she sit and wait for him to grow some? 


   Her love life was a Lifetime Movie. Well, if it was shown on the Sci-Fi channel; Angel, Riley, Spike…two demons and a juiced up secret soldier. It shouldn’t have been a surprise that she fell for Lorne. Ordinary, regular y chromos were just not her type. No, she had much more colorful tastes when it came to men. Angel had been wonderful, but his doom and gloom cynicism made it impossible for it to work between them. No matter how much they loved each other. Riley couldn’t accept her for who she was…the Slayer. It was his issue and it was one that ended their relationship. Her time with Spike had been anything but sane. Back from the dead, pulled out of heaven by the ones who loved her, she was angry, confused and just basically apathetic about everything. In the end, she had grown to love the blonde vampire in her own way. But as for them being a them…it was something that would never happen. 


   So she had three good friends, special each in their own way. They would always have a place in her heart, but she needed more. She deserved more. She deserved someone who would love her for who she was, care for her with all they had, give her everything she could ever desire. And she had finally found that person. Or, truth be told, he found her.


  “Almost there, sweetness,” Lorne purred.


   Buffy could smell the vanilla in the air, her favorite scent and knew that a hot, sudsy bath was in her near future. The thought of sinking into a nice, bubbly hot tub made her smile grow.


   


  


  She knew she was now in their bedroom and her imagination started going wild. What did her honey have planned for the evening? The possibilities were countless. In their short time together, the Slayer had quickly found out that her demon was very creative and always concerned with her pleasure. An absolutely wonderful combination!


   “Alright, my beauty, let’s get you out of these very stylish but in the way clothes,” he mused.


   She felt his gentle hands tugging on her red tee shirt and raised her arms. He slipped it over her head, tossed it aside and went to work on her jeans. She couldn’t help but moan softly as she heard the zipper come down. She loved when he did this. There was something so darn sexy about a man undressing his woman. 


   The handsome demon began to sing as he slid the denim down the Slayer’s tan, muscular legs.


   “I’ve got sunshine, on a cloudy day…” His voice filled the air and Buffy felt warm and fuzzy heat up to mmm and oh yeah! “When it’s cold outside, I’ve got the month of May.”


   She lifted her feet so he could pull the jeans off, bracing against his shoulder for support. She was perfectly able to keep her balance without leaning on him; slayer skill and all. But she just loved the feeling of his strong shoulders beneath her hands, the silk of his shirt against her fingers. 


   She inhaled deeply and her senses danced with the scent of Chanel. Suddenly Brittany, trees and whiny teen-age girls became nothing but a quickly fading flash, her mind now all consumed with the gentle hands ridding her of her socks…the sweet smell of Chanel and the velvet voice talking about, his girl.


   “Oh, baby, you are in knots.”


   The singing stopped, as his hands moved tenderly over her calves. Buffy moaned lowly, his finger digging into her tired, achy muscles.


   “Well, I can see that I certainly have my work cut out for me this evening,” he noted, leading her into the bathroom. ‘But first…”


   She felt fingers on her back and her bra being unhooked. It slipped off her shoulders and she felt soft lips caressing her breasts.


   “Mmm,” she breathed her hands reaching out and finding his hair.


   He kissed and licked, sucking gently and nibbling ever so lightly, and the Slayer responded with low moans, her fingers twisting in his tousled spikes. Of all his amazing talents…and there were MANY…his tongue had to be at the top of the list. Man! The things he could do!


   “Oh yes,” she murmured, as his mouth worked it’s way down her tummy to the baby blue cotton panties.


   She gasped as his glorious tongue slipped under the material, dancing lightly over her warn skin. Her fingers twisted tighter in his hair, as he teased, slowly licking, gently sucking.


   “Oh!” she gasped, as he tenderly invaded her soft folds, his oh-so talented tongue dipping into her wetness. 


   His hands held her hips, keeping her on her feet while his mouth feasted on her sweetness. He plunged deeper, slowly licking her walls, savoring her flavor. Buffy felt weak, her knees ready to buckle as delicious surrender swept over her. 


   “Oh goddess..goddess…” she moaned, her grip tighter on his hair, her body now trembling. 


   Lorne slid his tongue deeper in, slowly pulled it out and repeated the process, his lips gently sucking her throbbing clit, his teeth nipping ever so lightly. Time after time, he pumped, sucked, licked and nipped and soon, the Slayer was a barely standing pile of Jell-O. His fingers dug into her bottom and he intensified his actions.


   “Oh…ohhhhh…OHHHHH!!!”


  Buffy cried out, fingers pulling hair. He thrust deeper and bit down hard, pushing her over the edge.


   “OHGODDESSLORNEYESSSSSSS!!!!!”


   She shook, her body thrashing against his face and he savored every ounce, every taste of her precious nectar, licking his way out, slowly.


   Buffy released her hold on his hair and he swooped her up in his arms and placed her gently into the tub. The hot water covered her and she leaned back against the tub pillow, still basking in the latest orgasmic delight her new lover had given her. The warmth of the water only prolonged her basking and she moaned deeply, smiling from behind her silk blindfold.


  Lorne stared at her, his body aching for hers. But he was a patient, well disciplined man. He had many plans for his Lady Love and he was intent on carrying every last one of them out. His eyes moved over her and his cock twitched. She was gorgeous, no question there, but he loved her for more than simple outer beauty. She was a goddess on the inside as well, with a heart as big as he had ever seen and a brain to match. Angel was a pure fool to let her go. 


   He smiled, making a mental note to send the big lug a thank you bouquet. Spike would get a massive kick out of that. The newly souled vampire still loved the Slayer, but he had given his thumbs up at her becoming involved with the green demon. After all, he knew it could never work between them and that they shared a special bond that would always be. He respected her and honestly wanted her to be happy. The fact that her happiness didn’t involve his grandsire literally made him do a happy dance. Literally…Lorne had seen him. Angel, on the other hand, hadn’t been so supportive. He felt betrayed and made that feeling known to all. Buffy told him to ‘so get over’ himself and that was that.


   “Mmm, Lorne, sweetie?”


   He smiled. “Yes, my Lady Slayer?”


   ‘Just making sure you were still here.”


   “Oh, I’m not going anywhere, my dear, believe me.”


   “Good.”


   He knelt down next to the tub and brushed a finger over her lips.


  “I have great plans for you, my goddess,” he purred, reaching for the bar of Chanel no.5 soap. 


   “Ooh, I like the sound of that,” she purred back, sinking deeper into the water.


   He took the soap, put his hand in the water and gently began rubbing it up and down her leg. She moaned approvingly.


   “Hmm, I’m feeling real dirty tonight,” she noted, grinning from ear to ear. “Think I’m going to need a serious scrubbing all over.”


   He grinned to match hers, let the soap fall and slid a hand up her thigh.


   “Oh, sweetheart, you ARE dirty,” he cooed, slipping two fingers inside. “You are one, dirty Slayer…”





To be continued…


   


