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​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​...

Lilian arrives at the conference expecting to smile at jokes that aren't funny and men who think too highly about themselves. She doesn't expect to cross paths with a man who needs her help figuring how who had been embezzling money from his business, but it is a welcomed exchange that leads to so much more...

..

"What would you like me to do next?" she asked. She expected there to be more files that he wanted her to look through. This wasn't exactly her area of expertise, but the conference had gotten really dull and finding incriminating information was invigorating. 

"I would really like for you to sit on my face." 

She saw his eyes widening as the words left his mouth, as if he couldn't believe they managed to escape his lips. Her reaction was instinctual, borne from years of smacking younger siblings for their lips. She hit him with the file in her hand. "Shameless!" she snapped, shocked, but somehow not terribly opposed.

"You should punish me," he continued and then looked like he very much wanted to shove his fist into his mouth. Instead, he took another swig of the whiskey. This wasn't going exactly where she thought it would go when she offered to take a look at his account books for him, but she could be flexible. 

She blinked at him. "Punish you?" 

Noises left his throat, but they were gurgled by the drink that he had placed firmly over his mouth. His face had gotten red. It was getting late and they should really head back to the conference. She noticed that he had kept drinking in the little corner, but she hadn't realized just how much he had imbibed for him to lost all sense of modesty. 

"I'm not too keen on pain as a deterrent," she said cautiously. 

The fist left his mouth abruptly. "But as a reward?" he asked, suddenly eager once more. And he really was extremely eager. 

She could work with that. 
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​​​​​​​Chapter One
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​​Lilian Storm hummed, tucking her hair behind her ear as she looked over the document in front of her, the soft afternoon light streaming into the room leaving it's inhabitants in a sleepy haze. 

Although the haze could be the result of the position he was in, she thought as she smiled slyly to herself. Her face was glowing with a gentle flush. 

Jason Storm quietly whined, his arms around her waist tightening as he curled his fingers on her dress, desperate not to squirm, when it was to clearly difficult for him to remain as he was. His tears and drool dampened the fabric where he pressed his face into her shoulder. 

He was such a good lover, so desperate to please even though it was at odds with his own needs. 

Her smile widened with fondness as she playfully squeezed around where she was fully seated on her husband's cock, her pleased sigh interrupted only by Jason's voice pitching higher and the distant twinkling of the wind chimes out on the porch. 

Really, if someone told her a few years ago that she would enjoy having that monstrosity inside of her while she got some work done, or going to sleep with Jason still tucked inside her, she would have thought them insane- and also terribly inappropriate for bringing up such a private matter to begin with. However, it's become somewhat of a guilty pleasure not, to have her husband around her and inside of her, a sticky, comforting weight, the pleasure simmering but soft, starkly different from the sharp and overwhelming pleasure of their usual lovemaking. 

Sometimes, he gets especially riled up. She really did enjoy teasing him so, not allowing him to move while she's seated on his lap, as she was not. She shifted a bit, relaxing into her husband's chest, patting the hand clutching at her dress over her heart. He really was such an obedient lover, so eager to do as she bade, even when he had been like this for hours; desperate for relief but unwilling to disobey. She couldn't help but bully her adorable husband, just a little. 

He wouldn't let her if he didn't enjoy it, really. 

And if she anticipated the revenge that will surely come her way, well, no one could blame her when she knew the punishment would be just as enjoyable. 

"Are you alright, husband?" she asked, her casual voice contrasting how she gave another little squeeze, grinding down on the thick member that was pulsing so hot and perfectly inside of her. She felt him tense, trying very hard not to thrust into the welcoming heat and muffle a whimper against her shoulder. 

"Lilian..." His voice was sweetest like this, low and perfect, almost a growl that came more from the chest than his vocal chords. She wished he would let her record him like this, but he dealt with cyber security at his day to day and knew first hand the dangers of keeping these sort of records, even if they didn't post anything up on the internet. 

"Yes, husband?" she asked, soft and sweet. 

"I- I would really like to move, please. I can't- Ah, ah," his plea was cut off by another squeeze, harder this time. 

She loved him so much. "Did I say you could move?" she asked, her voice holding just a hint of disapproval, enough to have him whining. "You've been doing so well too, darling husband. Surely you can wait just a little longer, hmm? I'm almost done with my work. You should be patient, my dear," she said, reaching up to pat her husband's soft hair. If she purposefully brushed against the tip of his ears, then that was no one's business but her own. 

"Lilian... Ah, please, please let me move." He was fully sobbing now, pleading incoherently, filled with yearning. "I've been so good, sweet wife. I'm- I want to be good, but please- please, if you would let me just- let me just-" 

He was so needy, she almost felt bad for what she was going to do. All she needed to do was give him permission, but what was the fun in that? Tilting her head towards her husband, she grabbed the little remote that she had been using as a paperweight. The little device controlled the toy snugly placed right against his prostate. It had taken them a long time to work themselves up to using it, but now that they had it figured out, it was the most amazing addition to their bedroom. 

"A little longer, Jason. Shh... if my good husband can stay still while I finish this last one, you can come, okay? You just have to be obedient just a little longer." 

As she murmured soft assurances, she turned the toy inside of him up a setting and he keened. He was so oversensitive that she thought he could come just like this, cock in her ass, the vibrator inside of him, but her perfect husband, so obedient, held himself back so well. She'll have to reward him thoroughly after this. 

With that thought, she went back to the papers in front of her, shifting a bit to get comfortable. She was tempted to give her husband what he wanted, but her work really did needed to be done. 

He held on so beautifully, his arms quivering, soft mewls muffled in the crook of her neck, but his hips didn't move an inch. She was torn between dragging this out and finishing as quickly as possible, but she had been holding on for so long that giving in now felt akin to giving up, so she focused on her work and sped through the last of it. 

Once she was done, she carefully sorted all the papers in their files and put them to the side. It wouldn't do to ruin all of her hard work just because she got too impatient. 

Then, making sure her husband felt it, she slowly got off his lap, moaning at the sensation of his fat cock rubbing against her walls. She was completely soaked inside, so aroused that she could hardly stand it- could hardly stand at all, really. Her legs felt like they had turned to jelly. 

He whined loudly, hands twitching and moving forward as if to grab onto her and yank her back into his lap, but he managed to get a hold of himself quickly and he let them drop back onto his sides, though he didn't look too pleased about it. She stretched, arms above her head and her short dress hiking up to give her husband a view from behind that was enough to make him groan. Then, she finally turned around and- 

Oh, what a sight to behold. 

Her husband was an incredibly handsome man and he was even better looking with his face flushed bright, crystalline tears streaming down his face, lips bitten red and raw from how long he had been gnawing on them. His hands were clenched into tight fists on his sides, as if to stop himself from pawing at her and he looked up at her with hazy, teary eyes. 

Her gaze wandered lower and she was barely able to stop herself from drawing in a sharp inhale at the size of the cock that she had been sitting on. It looked so flushed and wet, leaking pearly precum at the tip. It was a sight that she had seen countless times, but one she knew she would never tire from. 

Her husband looked utterly debauched, so ruined and so fucking erotic. 

She really wished she could take a picture, but what good was a picture when she had the real thing at her mercy right there? 

He made a little groaning noise and his cock twitched. That was enough to break her from her reverie. Hiking up her dress, she straddled her husband and sheathed herself fully, her head thrown back and lips parted at being filled up once more. She had only stepped aside for less than a minute and already the stretch felt like too much, her insides struggling to accommodate his full thickness. 

He was making this low groaning noise that went straight to her core and she moaned through the fullness, sinking down and down into his cock that felt too big and too thick, the change in angle making everything that much more difficult and intense. 

She cradled his face, her thumb caressing his cheeks, brushing away tears as he nuzzled into the touch. It didn't take much for her to give into the temptation and kiss him, softly at first, more focused on rolling her hips and lifting and dropping her body down onto his to take more and more of his thick length inside of her. The movement of his cock against her walls burned wonderfully, sending little waves of pleasure rolling over her as it brushed against the erogenous zones inside of her body. 

She deepened the kiss, sucking on his tongue before breaking off, then softly peppering kisses all over his cheeks and lastly pecking at the little frown on his forehead that seemed to be etched in place now. He made pretty, over-stimulated little noises, calling for her so sweetly while pulling at her dress to bare her breasts. The sounds went straight to her core, and at the heady rush of arousal, she bounced on his cock once, moaning at how good it felt to finally be allowed to move in such a way. 

"Ah, you can- you can move now, if you wish," she offered magnanimously. 

He groaned and grabbed her ass, thrusting up into her without pause. He was so eager, so desperate, that she couldn't help but be amused and flattered by it, smiling joyfully and her heart so full of love for the man as she let him take the pleasure that she had so cruelly denied him for so long. 

"That's good," she gasped. "That's it. Right there. Ah, you make me feel so good," she cried out, fingers curling in his hair and tugging slightly, yanking with just the right amount of pressure to make him groan harder, his cock twitching and growing thicker inside of her. "My sweet, perfect husband deserves a reward for being so good, don't you think?" she hummed. Yanking his head to the side by his long hair, she hissed in her ear, "Come for me." 
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