This What You Want, Baby?


T/S-nc17


Joss’ toys, I am just playing.


Summary: A bit of Tara/Spike naughty. �����


Tara smiled at the blonde vampire chained to her bed, her fingers taking their time as they slid her jeans from her body. Spike wanted to growl but could not make a sound, his mere existence lost in the beauty before him. Keeping her big blue eyes on him, she finally kicked the denim aside and went to work on the black silk blouse. 


Spike strained to get a better view of the milky white mounds hidden behind the silk, his tongue aching to taste them. The witch teased him, undoing all but one button then refastening them only to start over. 


His body screamed, the desire to devour every inch of his saucy wench overpowering. The more she tormented him, the more he needed her. He was sure he was going to burst right then and there.


“Is this what you want, baby?” 


Her sultry voice filled the air as the blouse joined the jeans and he nearly broke the chains to get to her. Smiling, she shook a long, slender finger at him.


“Bad, bad boy,” she purred, leaning in just enough to thrust her cleavage in his face. Oh how he wished for a longer tongue! “Good thing I used a little magic on those chains. I wouldn’t want you getting into any more trouble. Remember, you are already getting that nice, tight bum of yours spanked good and hard later.”


He managed to spit out a low moan to which she smiled proudly and added, “And when I say, good and hard, I do mean, good and hard.” She reached down and gave his swollen shaft a gentle squeeze. 


“Bloody hell,” he gasped, his eyes rolling back in his head.


Resuming the task at hand, Tara began removing her lace bra, humming softly as she did. Spike looked back at her just in time to see her finger tease a nipple. Swallowing hard, his mouth fell open, a low, hungry groan escaping as it did. 


She kept her eyes on him as she proceeded to pinch and sweetly torture both of her breasts, allowing small moans to leave her lips as she did. When she thought he could take no more, she slid the bra off her shoulders and tossed it aside.


“Is this what you want, baby?” she cooed, caressing the large globes that held every ounce of his attention.


“Bloody hell, yes!” he growled, desperate to get them in his mouth.


The witch raised a brow, grinned evilly and moved to the last remaining piece of clothing on her body. Spike felt his heart actually start beating as a tuft of blonde curls peeked out above the silk panties. Tara eased them down slowly, her eyes never leaving her prisoner. She loved seeing him this way and loved even more that it was she who had him like this.


“Oh Pet, bloody hell, please!” he cried, yanking the chains as if his life depended on it.


Taking mercy on him, for the time being, Tara lost the panties quickly and moved atop him.


“Is this what you want, baby?” He answered by putting his face between her thighs. “Goddess,” she moaned, as his tongue licked its way inside, “Oh goddess!”
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