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Mayor Wilkins/Glory ( nc17-just plain naughty!)


Joss’ toys, I am just playing.


Summary: A sneak peek into what could have been the coolest Sunnydale pairing of all time. �������


Mayor Wilkins placed his keys on the key peg next to the door and headed toward his office, whistling a jaunty tune as he did. As he neared his destination, his senses were overtaken by a sweet, familiar fragrance and he smiled, his body reacting to the wonderful scent. Opening the door, he was greeted by a blonde vision dressed in red silk stretched out on the desk.


“Well, gosh,” he sighed, grinning from ear to ear. “Isn’t this a nice surprise.”


Glorificus twirled a strand of blonde around her finger and matched his grin with one of her own.


“Hello, Mister Mayor,” she purred, her blue eyes on his. “I was hoping you might be able to help me. You see, I have this problem...” She spread her legs slightly, allowing the silk gown to inch its way up a bit. “The election is coming up and well, I’m a little confused on some of the…” She paused and licked her lips. “Issues.”


The mayor of Sunnydale felt his republican platform stiffen more and shifted to accommodate the now painful tightness in his trousers. Noticing his obviously delightful discomfort, Glory reached down and slid the silk higher up, allowing her pale, smooth thighs a breath of air.


“Hmmm, confused are you?” he mused, making his way over to the desk. 


“Oh yeah, very,” she replied, easing the gown up to where blonde curls could be seen.


He swallowed hard, taking in her most nobleness as he loosened his tie.


“Well now, we can’t have that, can we?” he noted, his gaze lingering between her legs. “I cannot have one of the good citizens of this fair town confused about issues, can I?” He moved his eyes up her silk clad body, over the soft, pert cleavage to the beautiful, smiling face looking at him. “I have a duty to each and every one of my voters and I take that duty mighty darn serious.”


She slipped a hand to his leg and allowed her fingers to roam, gleefully giggling when they fell upon the large thickness straining the zipper of his gray pants.


“Mmmm, I can see that you do,” she rasped, undoing the metal and sliding a finger inside.


He moaned lowly as she stroked him gently, her perfectly manicured nail gently scraping his flesh. Pleased with herself, Glory slipped another finger in and squeezed ever so lightly, licking her lips as she teased him. 


The Mayor closed his eyes, allowing the delicious torture to sweep over him for a minute or two. The blonde’s touch was the most intoxicating thing he had ever experienced. It was more powerful than any magic he had ever seen. And although he considered himself a happily married man, there was no way he could ever conceive giving up his beautiful hell god. What they shared was something no one, even his lovely wife, could touch. He needed her, his Glorificus, his god of fire.


A sharp pain brought him out of his mental musing and he opened his eyes and looked at her. An innocent smile on her face, Glory went back to the gentle stroking, as if she had not just dug her very sharp nails into his very sensitive flesh. Hard as it was, he forced the smile on his face away, replacing it with an _expression of authority.


“My dear, “he began. “I think you are fibbing.”


“Me? Why Mister Mayor, I would never lie.”


She accentuated her words by once again digging her nails into him, smiling sweetly as she did.


A loud gasp escaped from his lips and he looked her in the eye.


“Young lady, I believe you snuck in here with absolutely…mmm, oh…no interest in any issue of any type. I think you…ah, oh…”He choked back a growl as she cupped him snuggly, one finger massaging ever so lightly. Regaining his composure, the best he could, he continued. “I think you are a very naughty girl who needs a good spanking.”


The smile on Glory’s face lit up the entire room and she wiggled unconsciously on the hard desk. Mayor Wilkins reached down, removed her hand and returned his zipper to its former position.


“Stand up,” he ordered, stepping back. 


She did as she was told, the gown falling down over her legs as she did. He didn’t fret. He would fix that. She looked at him, her heart racing, her body aching, waiting for his next words, the ones she had been waiting all day to hear.


He contemplated teasing her, having a bit of fun, making her wait. But the truth of the matter was he was dying to get his hands on her. It had been driving him crazy all day long. At every boring meeting, he saw her bent over the table in front of him. Throughout every annoying phone call, he saw her sweet behind raised and presented for his hand. During the entire lunch with the City Council, he could think of nothing more than making her sassy little bottom her favorite color; red. 


No, he would not tease today. He couldn’t take it.


“Bend over that desk, young lady.”


He could have sworn he actually heard her cum right then and there. She quickly placed herself over the large, cherry wood desk, her arms stretched out in front of her, her legs spread and her bum raised. It was a good thing he was immortal at the moment. A mere human, heck, even a demon, would have surely dropped dead at the site in front of him. 


The great and powerful Glorificus, feared god of hell, bent over his desk waiting to be spanked! Her long, blonde mane draped over yellow file folders, her arms hanging submissively over the end of the desk, red silk hugging her backside like a second skin. 


He swallowed hard and quickly removed his tie. Stepping to the far end, he went about wrapping it around her wrists, then securing it to the desk leg. Glory moaned lowly as the silk wrapped around her, her voice husky and thick with desire. Once she was restrained, he met her eyes. The lust he saw there nearly made him lose control.


Hurrying to get behind her, he eased the red gown up, so that her bare bottom showed and carefully caressed the cool flesh. Another moan fell from the hell god’s lips, followed by a raspy growl.


“My, my, we are a naughty girl, aren’t we?” he mused, when she pushed back for more contact.


Smiling, he continued with light caresses. He could afford to tease a little bit.


“Now tell me, young lady,” he went on, massaging her cheeks. “Why did you sneak into my office? And I want the truth this time.”


Glory grinned and closed her eyes. He was good! He knew just exactly what to do to make her go insane and he loved doing it. No other man had ever, ever gotten to her this way. No other anybody or anything for that matter! Mayor Richard Wilkins the third was most definitely…”Oh!”


A hard smack snapped her out of her thoughts and another one assured she was out for good.


“Breaking and entering is a crime missy and I will not tolerate such behavior.”


He placed another sharp smack upon her behind and she moaned deeply. His smile, among other things, grew and he began spanking her at a slow, steady pace, lecturing her the while. The most noble Glorificus moaned, groaned and growled more and more with each spank, her back arching, her bottom rising to welcome the next. 


Mayor Wilkins picked up the pace, as well as the firmness and spanked harder, faster, admiring the dark pink her backside was becoming. But pink was not what he wanted. And, more importantly, not what she wanted. Although, it was definitely a darn good start, he mentally noted, glancing down to see the pool forming between the hell god’s thighs.


“Well, gosh,” he muttered, as a trail slowly made its way down her leg. 


“Oh goddess yes, yes,” Glory moaned, writhing against the desk for a touch of friction.


“Oh no, you naughty girl,” he stated, sending a barrage of hard spanks her way. “There will be none of that.”


He spanked harder, his demon strength beginning to show on her reddening behind. For her part, Glory growled, hissed, mewled and finally begged.


“Please, please,” she panted, raising her bottom high to meet the next kiss.


“Please what, my naughty little hell god?” he cooed, spanking harder.


She growled loudly.


“Dicky,” she hissed.


“Now dear Glorificus,” he replied, spanking even harder. “What have we discussed about manners?”


She opened her mouth to tell him exactly what he could do with his manners but was stopped by a new sensation on her heated bum. 


“Ow!” she cried.


He raised the paddle and let it fall again.


“Glorificus,” he said, smiling as she rose for more.


Glory loved when he did this! She was ready to explode, her entire body swelling with the passion he alone could ignite! Her ass wasn’t the only thing on fire.


“What do we say, dear heart?” he inquired, slamming the wood down a bit harder.


“Oh! Oh! Ah, mmm,” she groaned with need. Normally, she would play for a bit, make him work for it. But not tonight, no, tonight she wanted, needed him as she never had before.


“Please, oh please Mister Mayor, please fuck your naughty hell god! Please, fuck her good and hard!”


That was all it took. His zipper opened itself with a loud pop and the paddle flew across the room. Moving against her, he positioned himself at her wet warmth, grabbed her hips and slid in with one easy thrust. 


“Ohhhhh yesssss!!!!!” she cried out, pushing back as hard as she could.


He felt her tighten around him and moaned lowly as he plunged deeper. She howled with hunger, taking him in where no other had been. They moved in perfect rhythm, the demon mayor and the hell god, their immortal bodies dancing with fire, music of their lust echoing in the air. 


And outside, in the dark streets of the town known as Sunnydale, life went on as usual, not one single soul aware of their secret. ���





