Something To Tie You Over
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Glory/Mayor ( nc17-naughty naughty!)


Joss’ folk, but they have more fun with me.


Summary: Story 2 in the, Secret series. Mayor Wilkins gives Glorificus something to tie her over while he works.


For N, I love you, baby. ���


The great Glorificus shifted in her chair and smiled. Silk against skin was definitely one of this worlds perks…as was online shopping. Yay for E-Bay!


“Ooh, honey, mama so has to have this! My big, bad republican boy will find lots of ways to use this!”


She placed her bid and as she did, continued squirming in her seat, pressing her thighs tightly together. Soft moans fell from her lips and she sighed wistfully, remembering the events of the morning….. �


{ “Nice tie, Dickie.”


Mayor Wilkins smiled, took the tie from her hand and pulled her over his lap.


“Now tell me, young lady,” he began, slipping her red gown up over her back. “Why are you getting this spanking?”


She giggled.


“Because, I’ve been a naughty, little god.”


“Darn tootin’ you have,” he chuckled. “And what happens to naughty little gods?” he mused, gently caressing the smooth, pale flesh of her behind. 


“Mmm, they get spanked.”


“That’s right…and how do they get spanked?”


She grinned wickedly. “On the bare ass.”


*Smack!*


“Watch that language, missy,” he warned.


She moaned, then said,” On the bare bottom, Mister Mayor.”


“That’s better. You see, this is why you are currently in this position, my dear.”


“Mmm, and I do love this position,” she sighed, wiggling a bit, smiling as she felt his hardness beneath her. “As do you, huh, lover?”


His own grin grew, along with the ache between his legs and he gave her behind a squeeze.


“Now, now young lady, you’re going to learn to behave.”


And with that said, he began the spanking. He started slow, soft like pats covering both cheeks. She responded with mock oohs and ows, accompanied by promises of being a good girl, writhing slightly against his hardness.


After a few minutes, the spanks became firmer, harder and the mock cries turned real. He spanked in perfect rhythm, ensuring that no spot of her beautiful bottom remained pale. He was rewarded with breathy moans, raspy groans and husky promises of future goodness. But he kept spanking, concentrating on the curve of her tomato red cheeks, the cries of the hell god music to his ears.


Glory, for her part, was in heaven…..well, the hell god equivalent…her ass as hot as the need between her thighs. His strong hand took her to the brink, his touch, everything she desired; everything she desperately needed. One minute, she was raising her bum, anxious for his stinging kiss…..the next, she was grinding into him, smearing his lap with her heated juices.


“Oh my, you are a naughty girl,” he purred, his breathing ragged, wanton.


He covered her behind with another dozen spanks then slid her to her feet. Their eyes met and he brushed a hand over her face. He then guided her to the bed. Placing her tummy down over several pillows, he quickly dropped his trousers and moved behind her. She moaned hungrily as he rubbed his impressive cock against her fiery pit.


“Quit teasing, ya republican bastard and fuck your naughty hell god!” she growled, pushing back and impaling herself on him.


They cried out in unison and then he took over; gripping her slim hips, pulling almost all the way out then slamming back in. She howled, mewled, begged for more and he happily obliged, pumping in and out with steady, even thrusts. He felt the heat from her well spanked backside, the strength of her muscles as they clamped onto him without mercy.


He groaned deeply, close to release, but waited, holding back until she had hers. He didn’t have long to wait.


“Oh fuck, yes!” she screamed, blonde hair flying. “Oh fuck me Mister Mayor, fuck your naughty girl good and hard!”


She arched her back and screamed again. He felt the vice on his cock tighten more and with a deep groan, surrendered to his own climax. �


Afterwards, as he dressed for work a second time, she watched, a smile on her face, his silk tie in her hand.


“You are amazing, you know that?” he said, looking at her.


A genuine blush fell over her face and she grinned evilly.


“You’re not so bad yourself, Dickie.”


He reached for the tie but she refused.


“It makes me feel closer to you, sweetness,” she explained.


He smiled bigger and said, “Turn over.”


Mmm, thought ya had to get to work, baby,” she purred, getting on her hands and knees and wiggling her red ass.


“I do, darn it to heck. I wish like the devil I didn’t, but as it is, duty calls, honey.” 


He took a moment to admire the vision before him, then took the tie from her. She pouted but the pout faded fast as she felt the silk rubbing against her slit. She moaned as he inserted the wide end into her warmth. He smiled as he took the other end, trailed it over her crack then eased it into her bottom.


“Ooh, Mister Mayor,” she cooed, swaying her behind approvingly. “Hell god likes.”


“Now I’m even closer,” he stated, leaning down and placing a soft kiss on her hot flesh…..} ���


“Damn! Who the hell is Red Witch? That paddle is mine! That inscribed R is for my Richard!”


Growling over the loss of her auction, the hell god squirmed angrily in her chair…..then suddenly smiled. �





