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Sana.

“No, no, it’s no problem at all. Perfect, thank you. Don’t worry about the short notice, I’ll make it work. Don’t you worry about it. Go ahead and book the flight, but wait on the accommodations. I’ve got a friend in the city, but I need to check to see if she lives close enough to the conference to stay there or not, otherwise I’ll need a hotel.” I finished off my juice and tossed the bottle on the passenger side floor.

“I’m so sorry for springing this on you last minute, Sana. I’ll get you the schedule,” the secretary said.

“No apologies needed, I don’t mind doing this. And yes, if you could email me the schedule that’d be great, thank you. I’ll text you all the info you need in a minute. All right then, bye now.”

“Yaaaayyyy,” I chanted as the call disconnected. At first, I’d been annoyed when work told my team and I that we could leave early only to get a phone call from them shortly after I left. Thankfully the call hadn’t been to ask me to come right back to work. They were begging me to go to a conference this weekend to cover someone else.

Woo, free trip for me. Sure, I’d have to sit through some boring stuff, but it shouldn’t be too bad. When they’d said the name of the city hosting the conference, I couldn't say no. Yay, Alexia time. If she didn’t live close enough to the conference center for me to stay there, I was sure I could convince her and Paul to join me at a hotel.

Pulling over and parking, I sent work the information they needed to book my flight and read over the conference schedule while I waited for them to get back to me. When I saw my flight time, I cheered again. This meant I wouldn’t have to work Thursday since I’d be traveling early in the afternoon. Woo, four-day weekend on top of leaving work early on a Monday.

My team and I had pulled long hours last week though. We deserved to have an easy day today. I felt bad for not seeing Liam and Olivia much this past week because I’d practically lived at the office.

Pulling back onto the road, I debated on where to head. My partners were still at work, so I decided to go bug Marie. I’d been having fun helping her manage her social media accounts for her small business, and I wanted to take some new pictures of her working.

I knew she was shy about it, but the pictures I’d previously taken were doing really well. Seeing the engagement numbers on her posts going up was very gratifying. She’d gotten over four hundred new followers since I started this little project for fun. She was such a hard worker and I knew it helped her out to have one less thing to worry about.

I really wanted to plan a big marketing campaign for her as a gift, but Olivia had urged me to do it in tiny steps instead to keep Marie from stressing out. I’d been confused until Olivia explained that Marie tended to get pretty weirded out when things went well for her. I suspected she had imposter syndrome.

We were really going to have to work on Marie and show her that she deserved success and that it was okay to have help. I wouldn’t be where I was today if people hadn’t helped me along the way and I wanted to do the same for others.

Olivia answering the door surprised me. “Hey, baby. You got off work early too? Give me a celebration hug.” The moment I swept her into my arms, I realized something was wrong. “Hey, what’s up?”

“I was about to text you,” she said, returning my hug. “Everyone got sent home early.”

“Oh no.” Following her in, I plopped onto the couch and waved at Marie who was in the kitchen. “Is everything okay?” I took Olivia’s hand.

She made a face. “Ugh, it’s been a crappy day. Every year or so, my bosses always get into this huge argument. For some reason they always end up having it at work.”

“They had a fight today?” She looks so sad. I wrapped my arms around her again as she nodded and snuggled into me. “I’m sorry it happened while you were at work.”

“I’m used to it, but argh. We had half the tables full –which is really good for a Monday– then they started yelling at each other in the kitchen. Everyone heard them. A little kid started crying because they scared him.”

She squirmed in her seat, and I waited for her to tell me the rest of the story.

“Anna accused Reggie of cheating on her, right when I walked into the kitchen to fetch an order. It shocked me at first. They’ve been married over twenty years now, but . . .” Olivia’s lips pressed together until her mouth became a thin line. “The look on his face when she said it. He looked like– well, kind of proud. I don’t know, maybe she’s right.”

I couldn’t even imagine how awkward it must have been to walk in on that. “That’s terrible. All the customers heard?”

She rubbed the frown lines in her forehead. “Yeah. Anna started bawling and stormed out when he didn’t refute her claim. Reggie told us to comp everyone’s meal and go home once we got the restaurant empty. Then he left. I wanted to chase after Anna and talk to her, but I had a restaurant full of people to deal with. She wasn’t home or at her sister’s when I stopped by after.”

“It must have been difficult talking to the customers after.”

Olivia nodded, slouching in my arms to rest her head against my shoulder.

“Hence why I’m making cookies to cheer her up,” Marie said. Her long dark hair was pulled up into a loose bun with a paintbrush spearing through it. It was super cute, and I was definitely getting a picture of it.

“This is very much an occasion for cookies,” I said, giving my girl a squeeze.

“Hopefully you got off work early for a good reason.”

“My team had everything we needed done, so they said we could leave early. I’m afraid I did get roped into attending a conference this weekend though. I’m sorry I haven’t been home much lately. But after this weekend, I’ll be back to regular hours.”

“It’s okay,” Olivia said. “It’s not your fault you had to work overtime.”

“I fly out this Thursday and I’ll be back late Sunday night. Would– hmm. Maybe this isn’t the best time to ask.” She just had a really shitty day at work and Marie’s here.

“What?” she asked, shifting against me.

“Umm, the conference is in the same city Alexia lives in. Are you comfortable with me hanging out with her and her husband in the evenings? If they aren’t working that is. But I want you to know it’s okay if you have reservations.”

Olivia perked up at the mention of Alexia’s name. It had been very relieving when they’d both gotten along beautifully during her recent visit. “No, it’s okay. She was pretty awesome when I met her. You go right ahead.”

“I’m glad you two became friends. Umm . . .” I glanced at Marie, not sure if I should voice the rest of my request with her present.

“You have my blessing to bone them while you’re there,” Olivia said and giggled. “Marie's my best friend, and I tell her everything. She knows about Alexia. Sorry if I shouldn’t have told her anything.”

I waved off her concern. My sex life has always been an open book. Marie seemed like a shy little vanilla thing though, and I hadn’t wanted to talk about sex in case it made her uncomfortable.

“Don’t worry about that. I’m okay with Marie knowing.” Yummy looking cookies went into the oven. “I need to send Alexia a quick text and see if she and Paul will even be home or available this weekend. Sometimes they have to travel for their work. After that, I shall earn myself some cookies by pestering Marie to let me take more pictures of her working.” I glanced at Marie to see her reaction.

Her eyebrows rose and she slowly turned around to look at me. She ran her hands over her clothes. “Umm, I know there’s no stopping you, and I really do appreciate your help, but maybe take some pictures of my work in progress instead? I’m kind of a mess right now, and I need to get back to work.”

“Ohhhh, been spending too much time with Jackson and now you need to catch up?” I asked, wiggling happily. The blush rising on her cheeks told me I was right.

“Yes,” Olivia said and laughed. She stuck her tongue out at Marie who playfully waved a fist at her.

“I’m happy for you two. He seems like such a sweet boy.”

The most adorable smile broke over her face.

“He really is,” she said, sitting at her art station and getting to work.

Ahhh, I knew it would work out between them. Jackson had been so caring and worried about her at the show I’d gone to where Marie had practically worked herself to death beforehand. That was when I’d started helping her with her online presence. Marie was a great artist, yes. Terrible at knowing how to market herself though.

Olivia had told me about Marie’s bad tendency to overwork herself when she was depressed. I hoped lightening her load a little had been part of what had allowed her the freedom to have the time and energy to start hanging out with her new friends which had led her and Jackson to get together. I loved happy endings.

Typing quickly, I sent off a message to Alexia and Liam to let them know about the conference. I doubted Liam could take a few days off to come with me with this kind of late notice, but you never knew.

“You know, you could come with me,” I told Olivia, batting my lashes at her. “I have plenty of reward miles to book you a flight. We could have lots of fun together at night, and you could explore the city during the day.”

She bit her lip. “Mmm, I want to. I really, really want to. But I have the feeling Anna’s going to need my help, and I don’t know if I could get people to fill my shifts. I’m sorry.”

“It’s okay, baby. I know you’ve been there for years, and she’s like family to you. Hopefully this is all a big overreaction to something, and everything is okay between her and her husband. Sometimes people need to let off steam in the oddest ways.”

Olivia gave me a small smile. “Yeah. Hopefully.” Hmm, she doesn’t seem very convinced.

Texts sent, I set my eyes on Marie. Motioning for Olivia to be quiet, I turned on my camera and crept toward her.

“At least let me get changed,” she exclaimed, jumping up from her seat when I took a picture.

I blocked her from her room. “No. This is the look of an artist at work. You look fine. Don’t you touch your hair. Olivia, wrangle her back in her seat. I promise to only take good pictures. Trust me.” While I mostly did marketing campaigns for large corporations, I’d spent some time recently looking up things to help promote artists and I found lots of good ideas.

I took some angled shots of Marie at her desk, mostly from behind or from the side to show her working. It was a bit of a challenge due to their basement apartment not having the best lighting, but I did get some nice shots. Eventually Olivia and I managed to convince her to let me take a picture of her pretty face with her art stuff behind her. I did give in and let her change and do her hair for that picture.

Canoodling Marie into the photoshoot seemed to cheer up Olivia. Marie was so pretty, but she obviously had a big lack of self-confidence. Hopefully, Jackson would be able to help get it up. We’d poke her along too.

“Are the cookies cooled off now?” I asked, eyeing the tray in the kitchen.

“If I feed you cookies, will you stop photographing me?” Marie asked, hope in her voice.

I nodded agreeably since I was done with her anyway. Soon a plate of freshly baked soft ginger cookies landed on my lap. My first bite confirmed they were as delicious as they looked. Yay again for getting off work early.

“Mmm, these are fantastic,” I said.

Marie smiled and ducked her head down. “It’s my abuela’s recipe.”

“I bet she was a great cook.” I knew her grandmother had passed a few years ago, and Marie missed her terribly.

“She was. She made darn sure all her grandkids knew how to cook before they turned eighteen.” Her grin was adorable.

We chatted while we ate cookies. By the time I set my plate in the kitchen, I still hadn’t heard back from Liam or Alexia. They were likely both hard at work. I made sexy eyes at Olivia. She made sexy eyes back at me, then cast a glance at Marie.

“We could go to my place,” I said suggestively.

“I’ll put on headphones. It’s all good,” Marie said without turning around, reaching for said headphones.

Grinning, I grabbed Olivia’s hand and dragged her to her bedroom before she had time to get shy about having sex while her roommate was home. We’d be quiet.
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“Shhh,” Olivia whispered, looking mortified.

I clamped a hand over my mouth. How had I already forgotten Marie was in the next room? Laughing, Olivia kissed me. It sucked that she had such a crappy day at work, and I aimed to make her forget about it.

Also, Liam had denied me from cumming all weekend to amp up my horniness to help get me through working both Saturday and Sunday. Then we had lots of sex at night, so I was super horny. I glanced at the clock. Technically, my order was not to orgasm until he finished work today. He hadn’t specifically said it had to be him I came with . . .

Olivia’s hand moved between my legs, rubbing me. “You’re so wet.”

“I need to cum,” I whispered. Her next touch had me moaning into her neck. My tongue flicked out, licking the tender flesh there and eliciting a beautiful noise from her.

“I don’t know how you can have so much sex and keep yourself from cumming.” She rubbed my clit lightly, and I had to clamp a hand over my mouth again because it felt so good. I was super sensitive right now.

“Years of training,” I told her.

She gave me a heated look at the word training, and I laughed. She was still new to BDSM, and we were teaching her slowly. She was adorable to watch.

“If you want, your Master will train you like that too.”

She looked horrified at the thought. “Nooo, I love cumming too much.”

I brought my mouth close to her ear. “You have no idea how hard you will cum after you’ve been denied a few days.”

Giving me a playful look, she tilted her head at me. “Speaking of which, are you allowed to cum right now?”

“Yes,” I said, giving her my best innocent face only for her to frown at me. “Liam said I could cum after he finished work today. By the time I am, it’ll be five o’clock.”

Olivia glanced at the clock and from the mischievous look on her face, I knew she was giving in to me. She was as horny as I was.

I slid a leg between hers, feeling the heat of her core. “I’ll make sure you don’t get in trouble, babygirl.”

“Do you really cum harder after being denied?” she asked.

“Ohhh yes. It’s glorious. You really should try it sometime.”

“Maybe.”

She didn’t sound convinced, and I couldn’t blame her. I’d told Liam he was nuts the first time he brought up the subject of orgasm denial, but oh my had he been right about the results. It soon became a regular part of our play.

Grabbing a pillow to moan into when Olivia slid down between my legs, I spread myself wide for her tongue. The first swipe felt so good that I wished we’d gone back to my place. How the hell was I going to keep quiet when I was this horny?

We were already naked though, and there was no way I was getting dressed again until after I’d been sated. My phone buzzed, but I ignored it and stroked Olivia’s hair.

“Yes, baby. Your tongue feels wonderful. You’re so good to me, darling.” My hands on her head encouraged her movements and I cried out into the pillow when she sucked my clit into her mouth. “Ahhh yeah, I’m close already.”

“Mmmm, I want you to cum with a full pussy.” Olivia flicked her tongue against me again and got up.

I whimpered when she walked to her dresser, my hips rising in the air to meet her face which was no longer between my legs. Thankfully, she didn’t make me wait long.

“Ohhh, yes.” I gasped when she slid a vibrator into me. My pussy clenched around the toy, desperately wanting to cum. “Please, baby, please. I need to cum so bad. Please let me cum.”

“Soon,” she promised, glancing at the clock. I cursed, seeing there were still five minutes left until Liam finished work for the day. Olivia gave me a mischievous grin, letting me know she wouldn’t let me cum a second early.

“Maybe the clock is slow,” I told her, grabbing my phone to check the time.

“Aww.” She fucked me far too slowly with the vibrator, the motor still shut off. “My clock’s a whole minute fast.”

“Nooo,” I wailed.

She continued fucking me with the toy so damn slowly. Her free hand alternated between playing with my clit and nipples. I ground my hips up and down, trying to force the toy to fuck me faster, but no luck.

“Baby, I swear my brain will melt if I don’t cum. Please, baby.”

“We’re almost there.” Her phone counting down the time, she started moving the toy a touch faster. Smirking, she lifted her phone up and started filming me for Liam. “Just a little longer.”

“Please, please, please,” I panted.

“Five, four.” The toy moved faster inside me. Ohhhh, yes. “Three, two, one.” When her countdown reached one, she turned on the vibration.

I cried out into the pillow, and my head thrashed back from the pleasure. She started thrusting the toy in and out of me in earnest now. I kept the pillow over my mouth, hoping to keep Marie from hearing me.

“That’s it, cum for me,” Olivia whispered, turning the vibration higher.

Within seconds, I was cumming, stuffing the pillow into my mouth. Olivia leaned over and sucked my clit into her mouth. Oh fuck! My body danced under her, cumming so fucking hard I was almost crying with the release.

Lights danced before my eyes, and waves of pleasure pulsed through me. I could feel my inner muscles clamping down around the toy. “Oh my god, thank you, honey. Come here.”

Withdrawing the toy, she crawled over me. Hopefully, I hadn’t made too much noise and weirded out Marie.

“Oh my goodness.” Seeming enthralled, Olivia kissed my neck passionately. “You came so hard that I lost my grip on the toy. Before I could grab it again, I actually saw that you were cumming hard enough that your pussy jerked it. It was super hot.”

“Holy crap, really? Let me see the video.” We watched it, and it really was pretty friggin hot. I sent it to Liam, wondering if he’d see it before he left work and pictured him driving home with an erection.
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