Fan Fic part 3

Spike shivered with lust as Willow's nails raked gently over him. Closing his eyes, he pressed his mouth onto her thigh and drug his tongue slowly over it. Willow forced back the moan that was threating to escape from her lips, choosing instead to remind him of their positions. Spike yelped, more out of surprise, as her hand fell down on his bare, slightly pink bum. 

" Did I give you permission to taste me? " she snapped. 

" No, you didn't,pet, " he replied with a mischievious smile, purposely avoiding, Mistress Red. Willow smiled. So he wanted to play, did he? Muttering a few words under her breath, she repeated her previous action. This time, when her hand met his backside, the cry that echoed throughout the room was one of pain. There was that bloody strength again! 

" Did I give you permission to taste me? " she repeated, her voice hard, even though she still wore her smile. Spike felt himself trembling with desire. 

" No, Mistress Red. " He spoke quietly, then licked his lips. 

" That's better. " She glanced down at the handprint that decorated his pale skin and her smile grew. " I was lonely for two days, " she mused, tenderly stroking him. " You have only been punished for one. Does that seem fair to you? " 

He swallowed hard. His entire body was already a bloody bonfire and she was only halfway done? Willow felt his arousal grow and bit her lip, mentally ordering herself to hurry it up. 

" No, Mistress Red, it does not seem fair, " he answered, pressing ever so lightly against her. If he was going to suffer, so was she. 

He was good. Too good. Willow tried to keep her cool, but it wasn't easy. The only thing between them was a rather sheer pair of black lace panties that were, no doubt, less than dry. She took several deep breaths, regaining her composure. If he wanted to play, she would play. 

" You will count out, just as before, " she ordered. 

" Yes, Mistress Red. " 

He closed his eyes and braced himself. Willow felt no guilt as she spanked the vampire, even though she had used a bit of magic for extra strength. He had been teasing, rubbing against her, pressing his delicious self into her. Oh yes, he was most definately being a bad little boy and she was going to give him exactly what he deserved. 

" Twelve, Mistress Red. " Spike bit down on his lip, his bum now feeling the full effect of the redhead's talented hand. " Thirteen, Mistress Red. " 

Willow noticed the shakiness of his voice and decided to stop at fifteen. She knew he would keep going as long as she wanted, and despite the magic, she knew that she wasn't really hurting him. Still, she knew their limits and was in no way going past them. 

" Fifteen, Mistress Red. " 

She looked at his bottom. It was now a lovely shade of red that nearly matched her hair. 

" Do you think that your punishment is over? " she asked, smoothing her hand gently over his warm behind. Spike's smile nearly lept from his face, as he realized just what she meant. Finally! " No, Mistress Red. " 

" What else do you think you deserve? " she inquired, her fingers slipping between his legs. 

He sucked in an unneeded breath as she caressed him ever so lightly. 

" I should have to make it up to you, Mistress Red. The time that you were lonely. " 

It was Willow's turn to smile. 

" Yes, I believe that you should. You may get up. " 

He removed himself from her lap and she slid back onto the bed, her eyes never leaving him. As they took him in, she made a mental note to definately play this game again, sure that he would have no objections. 

" Remove my boots. " He wasted no time, moving to the bedside and easing the leather off of her. Putting them aside, he turned back to her, ready for the next order. " You may start pleasing me. " 

That's all it took. Crawling onto the bed, he began a trail of soft kisses up her leg. Willow gasped, his cool lips sending a warmth through her, closing her eyes and resting her head against the pillows behind her. Spike slowly made his way to her inner thigh, his tongue flickering back and forth, teasingly slipping under the black lace panties, then pulling out. A barely audible moan fell from Willow's lips and she reached out, her fingers grabbing hold of the silk sheets. Spike inhaled deeply. It was addictive, her sweet scent, her arousal overpowering all perfume and leather. He had to taste it, taste her. She heard the material tear, then all around her faded as his hungry mouth began to feed. 
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