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Summary: Exhausted from slayer teaching/training, Buffy relaxes in the hands of her new man. Mmmmm, Lorne…..





   Buffy panted hard, gathering her breath from her sixth orgasm. She hadn’t even gotten out of the tub and already she was exhausted. She felt gentle fingers on her cheek and grinned. Well, not THAT exhausted.


   “You okay, darlin’?” Lorne asked, stroking her jaw.


   “Do I sound anything but?” she replied, her grin growing.


   “Ya sound hotter than hell, baby,” he cooed, the bulge in his trousers aching. “Although, I’m guessing poor Giles is desperately wishing he would have taken the flat in town and let Xander have the house next door.”


   “Oh please, he better never say anything. Sometimes I seriously wonder if Oz ever bit Will.”


   He chuckled and leaned in close, his lips brushing over hers ever so lightly. Wanting more, she slipped her tongue into his mouth and wrapped her wet arms around him. They kissed hard, fiercely, their mouths dancing with a fevered heat. Her hands moved over his back, hugging tightly, nearly pulling him into the tub. When they finally came up for air, he sighed deeply and stood up.


   He glanced down at his shirt, which was all wet, then at the blindfolded blonde smiling up at him from the tub. Tempering his desires, he cleared his throat and moved to the next step of the evening.


   “Now missy, you’ve done it,” he mock scolded. “You’ve gotten my silk shirt all wet.”


   Buffy played right along, knowing what was coming next and nearly coming again at the mere thought of it.


   “I’m sorry, sweetie,” she purred, in her best, ‘I’m so the innocent’ voice.


   He nearly came right then, himself.


   “Oh, you will be, muffin cakes, you will be.”


   She moaned softly. He grabbed a fluffy white towel from the rack and reaching down, helped her out of the tub. He gently dried her off, starting with her shoulders, across her breasts, moving over her back, down her legs and up to the sweet center he so loved. He purposely neglected to dry off her bottom, leaving it wet. Tossing the towel aside, he took her hand and led her back into the bedroom, where he took a seat on the edge of the bed and pulled her carefully over his lap.


   Buffy felt the delicious familiar heat race through her body and shoot straight between her thighs. A low, hungry growl fell from her lips, and the demon had to bite back a chuckle.


   “Now, young lady, we will see just how sorry you are.”


   His voice was firm, still in scold mode and the Slayer raised her bottom up high, anxious for his touch. He felt his cock twitch. He wasn’t alone.


   “Someone’s naughty,” she teased, her fingers tugging on his silk trousers.


   “The only naughty I see,” he noted, caressing her wet bum. “Is a naughty slayer.” He landed a light spank to her damp flesh and she smiled. “And I am going to fix that right now.”


   He started spanking her, light, gentle smacks at first and she responded with soft murmurs and low moans, raising her backside higher. He knew her well, very, very well, and began spanking harder.


   Buffy gasped when the first hard spank fell, then moaned deeply and arched for more. Lorne didn’t disappoint his lady love, his hands falling sharply against her bottom, the wetness adding just a bit of extra sting.


   “Naughty Slayer,” he purred, as he spanked. “You need a good spanking, don’t you, darlin’?”


   “Mmm, yes,” she moaned in reply, her fingers gripping his pants tighter. “Yes I do…so very the badly.”


   He spanked on and shifted slightly, the bulge between his legs ready to burst.


   “Oh, how I do love spankin’ these sweet cheeks! Sweetness, you have got the sweetest cheeks the good Lord ever made!”


   He landed a volley of harder spanks to her now red bum and she moaned deeply. This was another of his many, many talents…the green honey so knew how to spank! Boy, howdy!


   “You and your sweet cheeks are naughty, baby,” he continued, his other hand slipping between her thighs. “Oh my! Naughty, naughty!”


   She moaned, groaned and growled as he teased her wet center with one hand and spanked her hot behind with the other. She was in heaven…a whole new kind of, and didn’t want to leave there, ever.


   Lorne finished up with a dozen hard ones, leaving her slayer backside the color of Willow’s hair. With his now free hand, he stroked her wetness, coating a finger well, then brought that hand back and eased the finger between her red hot cheeks. Buffy moaned at his tender invasion, gripping his pants and raising her butt for him. He continued to pump slowly in and out of her wetness, while at the same time, doing the same to her well-spanked bottom.


   “Ohhh, goddessss,” she moaned, slayer muscles squeezing at both ends.


   He took his time, his talented fingers giving her the most pleasure they possibly could…inching in and out, slowly pumping…teasing…pinching…each tender thrust going deeper than the last…


   Buffy felt another climax approaching and panted heavily. Goddess, he was so amazing!


   Lorne intensified his thrusts and began singing as he brought her to her seventh orgasm of the night.


   “You’ll never know how much I love you…never know how much I care…”


   She loved to hear him sing. Especially while he was making love to her. She clamped down, hard, but he didn’t miss a beat.


   “You give me fever, mmm, Slayer fever…”


   Buffy’s body shook and he pumped harder, faster and deeper. She cried out, loud and came hard.


   “Lorne!!!!!! Ohgoddesss yessss!!!!!”


   He slowed down but didn’t stop, prolonging her pleasure. She mewled, moaned, her body a wrack of sobbing shakes, her breathing heavy. He gently pulled out of both ends, reached over, picked up the small, red plug and slowly drug it across her sopping crotch.


   “Oh goddesss,” she moaned, knowing what it was.


   “I love you, my Goddess,” he purred, leaning down and placing a soft kiss on her back.


   She moaned louder, as the small plug gently filled her bum, almost coming again. Lorne made sure it was in, lifted her up and carefully placed her on her back on the bed. She gasped as her burning bottom met the cool, silk sheets, moaning as her hands were pulled above her head, silk wrapping around them.


   He bound her to the headboard with her favorite scarves, careful to ensure that she was comfortable. Once she was secure, he removed his clothes and placed himself atop her…





To be continued…..


   





   


   





