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Olivia

A breathy sigh escaped me when Liam rose. My pussy tingled from all the oral pleasure he’d bestowed upon me. Rolling over when he laid down on the bed beside me, my hands skidded over him. The juncture of my spread fingers grazed his nipples.

His chest rose with his inhale when I touched him, as though it wanted my hands on it. Breath quickening, my gaze zeroed in on his mouth. Intent on kissing the hell out of him, I leaned forward but Sana made it there first. Since his lips were occupied, I kissed my way down his body instead. He groaned into Sana’s mouth when I swallowed his cock.

“Mmm,” I moaned. I loved when I could catch him half-hard and feel him grow to full mast in my mouth.

Sucking on the head while holding his shaft in my closed hand, I luxuriated in the feeling of his cock growing harder when more blood raced into it. Once he was fully hard, I took as much of him into my mouth as I could. A thrill ran through me when he made a noise deep in his throat and his hips arched off the bed.

When I came up for air, trying not to cough from having taken him a little too deeply, I found Sana there, her gaze fixating on the cock I’d hardened. I’d been about to climb onto it, but Sana clearly wanted it too. Only a little annoyed, I let her have it.

To his credit, he realized my intention and tried to get Sana’s attention. He looked guilty when a moan escaped him when she lowered herself on his cock.

“It’s okay,” I whispered to him. Moving up the bed, I intended to take my own kisses from Liam.

He reached out, cupping the back of my head and pulling my face to him. His tongue invading my mouth. Fingers slipped between my legs, sending bolts of pleasure through me.

“You’re both so wet.” He groaned, simultaneously thrusting up into Sana while pressing two fingers into me. It might not be his cock, but it felt good. I rode his fingers while kissing him. His thumb rubbed against my clit, each touch sending a little jolt through me.

“Baby,” Sana cried out above him, her voice full of need.

I swallowed a sound of frustration when those lovely fingers slid out of me. Liam flipped his and Sana’s positions, getting her under him to fuck her harder. I moved to give them space, my own fingers replacing Liam’s inside me. Rubbing my pussy, I watched them.

Sana still had her bra on. Fabric trapped her large breasts into place when they should be free and shaking from getting fucked hard. My other hand worked those lovely breasts free.

The noises pouring from Sana’s mouth lured my fingers from my own body to hers. I rubbed her pussy, paying special attention to her clit, which was still swollen from Liam’s tender care earlier. When I gauged that she was on the edge, I moved forward, grabbing my girlfriend's nipples and tugging on them harshly.

“Yes, yes, yes,” Sana mewled, sounding like she was going to cry.

I loosened my grip for a few moments, waiting until Liam landed a particularly hard thrust, then I pulled both nipples as hard as I dared. Sana’s shrieks filled the room, and she came.

“Ah, Jesus,” Liam gasped. Pulling out, he gripped his cock tightly. When Sana pouted at him for not staying still inside her, he chided her. “You clenched down so hard, I almost spilled. Don’t be greedy.”

Smiling sheepishly, she gave him a kiss. The moment their lips touched, her phone started ringing. “Ah sorry, that’s probably my parents.” Grabbing her phone, she excused herself and answered the call.

I watched her bounce out of the room naked, going from sex kitten to outgoing friendly Sana in a matter of seconds. She really was something. Liam’s arms wrapped around me, the whole of his chest pressing against my back. Mmm, he’s so warm.

“I’m sorry Sana stole the erection you worked so hard on.” He dropped a kiss onto my shoulder.

“It’s fine,” I assured him, handing him one of the glasses of water sitting on the desk. Oh, I thought, watching him down his glass and then reach for Sana’s abandoned glass to drink from it too. Maybe he’s too tired to keep going.

“You better not be reaching for your clothes,” he said, his Dom voice coming through.

I froze in my bent over position, fingers hovering over the pants I’d been about to pick up.

Wiping his mouth dry with the back of his hand, he shot me a hella hot look. “I’m not done with you yet. I do like you in this position, though. Stay there while I admire you.”

Blushing, I kept my bent position, ass up in the air.

“So beautiful,” Liam said, walking around me slowly.

Heat flared through me when I remembered our first weekend together where he would force me to tell him I was beautiful before he’d let me cum. I knew I’d asked to slowly learn about BDSM, but it had been months, and he was going too slow. I wanted more.

His fingers stroked my ass when he walked past it, and I trembled at his touch. “Such a gorgeous girlfriend I have. Kind too, for giving me such a nice blowjob. Did you really think I wasn’t going to return the favor?”

He came to a stop before me and I knelt down before him, looking up through my eyelashes. “You already did when you went down on me.” I almost blurted out what I’d been fantasizing about, but I got shy about asking for it. “May I have your cock in my mouth again, Sir?”

The look of fierce desire spreading over his face sent a shiver of delight through me. He was always so gentle when he was in my mouth, but maybe tonight I could work him up to actually fuck it.

“You may. First, however, to prove how much you want me, you’ll worship my thighs with your lips and tongue.” He laid on the bed with his legs splayed wide, grasping his cock in his right hand. His other arm folded under his head, propping him up to let him look at me with those smoldering eyes of his.

He’s so sexy. I climbed between his legs, eagerly laying down kisses and licks, stopping to suckle his flesh now and again.

“I don’t remember you asking permission to touch yourself.”

Shit. I looked up at him sheepishly, keeping my hand between my legs but stilling my fingers.

“May I, Sir?”

“No. The only pleasure you’ll get for the rest of the night is from when I’m buried in you.” He grabbed me by the hair.

A thrill shot through me when he used his grip on my hair to bring my mouth to his cock. My tongue darted out, but he yanked me away with only the briefest of contact happening. I quickly looked down at the bed when I saw the unimpressed look on his face.

“May I taste your cock, Sir?” I asked, wishing I was allowed to touch myself.

“That’s better,” he said, still holding me a distance away. His head tilted, his eyes coolly regarding me as I squirmed under his gaze. Another thrill went through me. He wants me to beg.

“Please, Sir, I need your cock in my mouth.” I fished for something else to say. “Please, I need to make you feel good.”

“Take as much of it as you can but no further,” he instructed, letting go of my hair.

Eagerly, I darted forward.

The bedroom door flung open. Sana strode in, chatting lively on the phone with her parents while she grabbed her discarded clothes. We froze, hoping like hell our words hadn’t been picked up on the phone. I would die if her parents had heard us. With a cheery wave, she left the room.

Liam huffed in annoyance, and I didn’t blame him. “Well then, slut?”

Blinking, I remembered myself and swallowed him as deeply as I could.

“Good girl,” he said to me when I held still.

Throat stuffed full of him, my eyes began tearing up. When I came up for air, he wound a hand over the base of his cock, his signal to me that he wouldn’t make me take so much again. I was glad, but also, I wished I could properly deepthroat him. I needed to start practicing on my toys.

“You may touch yourself while you suck my cock.”

“Thank you, Sir.” I thrust a finger into myself and took him back into my mouth, wetting him for a proper blowjob.

“Ahh. Yes. That’s my good girl,” he murmured, his hips twitching under me when I worked him into my mouth. I loved when he made sex noises, and I very much enjoyed his dirty talk. My ex had been quiet as a rock in the bedroom.

“That’s it, get your pussy wet for my cock,” he said, watching my hand. “Mmmm, I can tell you’re working your clit hard. Does it feel good?”

“Yes,” I said around his cock, then came up for a quick break. “You made it very swollen with your tongue earlier. It’s sensitive right now.”

The corner of his mouth curled up. “Let me see,” he said, gesturing me forward.

I probably shouldn’t have told him that. I obediently moved into the position he asked of me, my pussy hovering over his mouth. My face turned red from the position, but my embarrassment was soon forgotten.

“Ohhh, I can see how swollen it is.”

Pleasure zapped me from my nipples to my pussy when I heard the pride in his voice from doing that to me. The moment his tongue met my clit, I took as much of him as I could properly manage without choking and started bobbing my head up and down.

Sadly, he didn’t let me play for long, soon flipping me onto my back. I spread my legs wide for him when he got between them.

“Good,” he said, eyes devouring my body. “I don’t even have to order you to show yourself to me anymore.”

His voice turned my nipples to rocks. When he grabbed my clit tightly, a moan spilled from me, and a fresh wave of juice ran down my cunt. He didn't twist, pinch tighter, or move. He gazed at me with fire in his eyes while I laid there looking up at him. I needed him so badly. He released my clit, looking far too pleased with himself.

“Oh!” I cried out when he pressed his cock against my entrance.

“Play with yourself,” he ordered. He waited until my fingers were at my pussy before starting to push himself in. “Ahh, so fucking wet.”

Urgently, I bucked my hips against him, taking the last of him inside me. My fingers played with my clit, and I rose up, bringing our hips into contact with each other. I need to come.

“That’s it, darling,” Liam said, pumping in and out of me. Each movement brought me more pleasure. “Cum for me. Show me how much your greedy pussy wants my semen.”

My eyes widened. It had been a while since he’d cum directly into me, and I wanted his liquid heat pouring into me. My fingers feverishly worked my pussy harder. The heels of my feet dug into the bed, and I forced my hips up harder and faster.

I could tell he was getting close too, and then I was there, cumming hard for him. Liam’s movements slowed, and I looked up, confused. Why isn’t he coming too? I’m sure he was about to.

“I didn’t tell you to stop,” he said, pointedly looking at my hands resting on the bed while I panted, trying to catch my breath from my orgasm.

I bit my lip. “My clit is getting a little too sensitive, Sir.”

“Good,” he said, his voice bringing me to rub my swollen nub again, ignoring the discomfort. His sweat dripped onto me, and he started pistoning hard. Harder than before.

“Oh god, fuck, god, yes.” I thrashed under him. I wasn’t orgasming, but I was drifting in a haze of bliss. The need to feel his hot cum in me, the likes that I’d never felt before, rode me hard. He felt amazing and I let him see all the need in my eyes.

He stopped moving. Which was the exact opposite of what I wanted.

“Liam!”

He grinned, pleased to have successfully driven me a bit nuts. Then he was moving again, faster and harder than I thought possible until the pleasure built too high and I was cumming on him hard. Finally, I felt his hot liquid jetting into me. “Yes, yes, yes!”

His mouth crushed mine once his orgasm finished, his tongue driving down my throat. His body trembled a few times.

“Liam?”

Pulling his head back, he worked his mouth soundlessly and I got worried. Giving up on speaking, he held a finger in the air, indicating he needed a moment. I moved to sit up, wondering if he was having a leg cramp.

“God, don’t move!” Panic filled me. He ground his next words through clenched teeth. “Cumming again.”

Elation soared through me. I forced my tired hips to move, grinding against him while he cried out. His cries were sharper than the first time he’d come. He moved wildly inside me, each thrust giving us both pleasure as he poured even more liquid heat inside me. My eyes fluttered when he filled me to the brink of overflowing.

I struggled to keep my eyes open to watch his face as he came again in such a short time.

His eyes shone wetly, head arched back in the air. “Oh god, oh my god, ahhhh. Olivia, I love you.”

“I love you too,” I said, tears threatening from the swell of emotion rising in my chest while I watched his body come so hard it seemed to hurt him. When he collapsed bonelessly onto the bed next to me, I spooned him into me.

His arms and legs wrapped around me possessively, showing me that I was his since he was breathing too hard to talk now. I could feel his heart hammering through his chest while we held each other.

My heart beat wildly while I replayed the last few moments in my mind, tears gathering in my eyes. He loves me.

Liam’s lips grazed my throat. “I love you.” He tilted his head up to look at me.

Reaching up, I wiped away the tear running down his cheek. “I love you too.”

He pressed his head into the hollow space between my throat and shoulder, holding me tightly while we both pretended that we weren’t crying. I’m so happy.

“I didn’t know men could do that,” I commented when his breathing slowed down. My fingers rubbed his scalp while he rested against me.

“Heh. It really varies man to man. Some can do it a lot. Some can’t ever. It’s a very rare thing for me.” At my intrigued look, he added: “Do not expect it often. God, it’s been years since it last happened. I was starting to think I was too old.”

His cocked twitched as though in celebration, and I reached for it. In the blink of an eye, he snatched my hand away before I could touch him. “Nooooo touchie. I came so fucking hard it hurt.”

“I noticed,” I said with relish. I tried to sneak my other hand out, but he grabbed that one too. “You made me keep touching myself after I told you my clit was sensitive.”

“Pussies are different.” He grinned.

“Mmhmm,” I said sarcastically.

“Glad you agree.” To keep me from trying to touch his cock again, he got dressed, which made me very sad.

Sulking, I pulled on my dress. Arms came around me, and Liam kissed the top of my head.

“Let’s go get a snack.”

Tromping downstairs, I waved at Sana, who sat in the living room. My heart thumped in alarm when I realized tears were running down her face. She turned her head to the side.

“What’s wrong?” Liam asked, worried.

“No, nothing. Go have your snack,” she said, waving us toward the kitchen. She blinked her eyes several times, trying to clear away her tears.

“Sana, please tell us what’s wrong,” I said, sitting down next to her.

“No, I’m fine. It’s my fault for leaving to talk on the phone.” She tried to wave us off again, her face scrunching up as she tried not to cry.

I was very confused, but Liam sat down on the arm of the couch looking like he knew what was wrong. He took one of her hands. “Sana, please talk to us.”

“No. I’m fine. It’s just a stupid emotional reaction. Nothing’s wrong.” She went silent, not explaining what she meant.

It took a little cajoling, but she eventually said she’d heard us saying we loved each other. We’d all said the L word to each other more than once before this, but tonight was the first time any of us had said it during a fit of passion while making love, and she hadn’t been a part of it.

“Seriously, you two, go eat. I’m the one who left sexy time early. If I hadn’t, I would have been a part of it. I don’t even know why I’m all emotional about it.”

“I love you,” I said, caressing her face. I cuddled her while Liam made us something to eat. Afterwards, we dragged her upstairs because she still looked sad. We talked a little more and eventually, we lulled her to sleep cuddled between us.
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“Where were you at?” I asked Marie, trying to sound casual. My best friend was a major workaholic, and she worked from home. It was rare for her to be out for the entire day unless she was at a convention or craft show. It also wasn’t a family visit day.

“Some of my convention peeps sent me an invite to hang out. Turned into an all day thing,” she said, shrugging. She set down a fabric bag, a soft smile on her face.

Yay, I thought. Lyla came through. Lyla and I had hung out several times over the past few months, and we’d hatched a plan together. Our first few attempts hadn’t worked, so when Lyla and I last hung out, she cracked her knuckles and said we needed to step things up.

She’d asked me if I minded missing the next group hangout, so Marie didn’t have me as a buffer to interact with the others. She’d do her best to draw Marie out of her shell a bit.

My eyes bugged out of my head, and I looked at Marie more closely. “Holy crap, do you have a tan?! Did you allow people to take you outdoors? For hours?”

Marie laughed. “I do go out into the great outdoors sometimes.”

Seeing how relaxed she looked, I was glad I’d “accidentally” booked a visit with my grandparents on the same day the group wanted to hang out. I hadn't seen Marie this happy in a long time. It was good to see her making new friends.

I felt guilty. I’d been spending half my time at Sana and Liam’s these past few months when I wasn’t at work. Meanwhile, poor Marie has been really struggling with life. I should be home a little more to give her support.

I couldn’t help but ask the question that had been burning in my mind this whole time. “Was Jackson there?” Aw, yeah, he was, I thought when Marie blushed adorably. He had social anxiety, so sometimes he skipped group hangouts. I’d spent all day hoping he’d be there. Lyla had frustratingly not sent me any updates.

“Yes,” she said, giving me a funny look for my interest.

Don’t blurt anything else out! I ordered myself. Months ago, Lyla had warned me that Jackson was even shyer than I thought he was, and we should just arrange for the two to spend time together and see if anything developed organically between them.
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