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Liam.

Glad to be home, I brought the car to a stop and turned off the engine. It took me over a minute before I realized I was still sitting in the car, staring at the rapidly falling snow instead of heading in. Despite heading home right after work finished, it was already almost full dark, which made the snow seem even brighter and the darkness darker at the same time. I was so tired of it being dark out.

Sighing, I took a few moments to center myself. Running my hands down my clothing to ground me here in the present, I let go of thoughts of the past and recited a few positive mantras in my mind before opening the door and running for the house. Despite trying to be quick, the winter chill seeped into me.

For some reason, Sana seemed surprised to see me. She looked a bit tired. This was a busy time of the year for her work-wise, and it came with high levels of stress what with dealing with big-name clients who all wanted perfect jobs done on their holiday promotions. The open laptop let me know she was working on a project after hours.

I was a little worried about the extra work she’d taken on to help out Breanna by creating a marketing campaign for Jeremy’s father’s business. Sana seemed to be enjoying the project, but I worried about the amount of hours she was putting in at work. Not to mention the fact that I worried about why Breanna needed such an excuse to explain to her parents how she knew us in order to get us invited to her official wedding. Exactly how terrible was her family if she couldn’t just say she made new friends? It was troubling.

Sana set down her laptop. “Hi, honey. I thought you were hanging with the boys tonight.” 

“That’s tomorrow.” Giving my shoes a tap to get the snow off, I set them down on the mat to dry. “I hope you weren’t planning to go anywhere tonight. The snow is coming down fast.” Giving my coat a good shake, I put it away. Ugh, winter was the most dreadful time of the year. I’d need to shovel before work tomorrow.

“I’m not planning to go anywhere, but Olivia went out earlier with Kennedy.” Looking out the window, she made a face. “Oh yeah, the snow is coming down hard. I’m glad you got home okay. Here, let me get this.”

Her fingers running through my hair to wipe off snow relaxed me from my day. Work itself had been fine, but listening to all my coworkers talk about childhood holiday memories for over a week now had stirred up thoughts of the past, and mine were not all as pleasant as theirs. At least I had Michael back then.

Taking Sana’s hands into mine, I gave each one a kiss. “I drove slowly. There’s a lot of slush down on the roads because it was so warm for most of the day, which is making things very slippery now that the temperature plummeted. I’ll text Olivia to let her know about the roads. What do you think about us working on her to get her license? We could start teaching her this spring.” Sitting down on the couch, I fired off a quick text.

“That’s a great idea, baby. I think getting her license would be very freeing for her.” Peeking through the curtain again, she watched the snow coming down a few moments before heading into the bathroom.” It’s a good thing you reminded me to buy new snow tires a few weeks ago. I’m glad it wasn’t snowing this hard when I came home.”

Accepting the towel she handed me, I ran it over my head to mop up the soggy mess the melting snow in my hair had left. “Thank you. How was your day?”

“Good. The biggest stresses for the holiday promotions are all over as of this morning, and people are coming back to life at the office.” Giggling at me, she smoothed my hair down from the towel having set it all askew.

I loved the sound of her laugh. Cupping her face, I stroked my thumb across her cheek to enjoy feeling it with no makeup in the way. No makeup meant no dealing with fussy clients today, which was good. The lead up to the holidays was always rough on her and her team. “I’m glad. My day was good too. But dear lord did too many Christmas treats make their way into the office.” I rubbed my overly full stomach.

“Did you eat lots of delicious things today?” she asked, leaning down to speak to my belly.

Knowing what she was up to, I snagged her hands before she could start tickling me. “Ohhh, don’t make me shake, I’m full of sugar. You really can’t say no to those women.”

“Ohh, did you bring some treats home?” She set hopeful eyes on the bag I’d set on the coffee table.

“Of course. I wouldn’t tease you with hearing about delicious things and not bring you any. There’s far too much at the office. I brought some home for you and Olivia.”

“Yay.” The way she eagerly opened the bag to see what goodies I’d brought made my heart feel light. Hunting through the snacks, she held up two. “Is there a difference in the flavor of the frosting on these, or are they just colored differently?”

Knowing exactly what she was up to, I kissed her shoulder. “The one with the green frosting is mint. The red frosting is buttercream.”

Giving me a pleased smile for correctly identifying the colors and looking completely unashamed about her little ploy, she returned the square with the mint frosting to the bag and kept the other snack for herself.

Linking our fingers together, I tapped her nose. “Little early in the season to be checking on that. I’m okay. I promise.”

Nodding, she gave my hand a squeeze. “Oh, speaking of delicious things, I went out to run errands during lunch. I stopped by the restaurant Lyla recommended to us and picked up a gift certificate for Grams’s Christmas present. The place smelled so fabulous that I got myself something to eat too. I brought a bit home for you and Olivia to try. It’s delicious. We should go sometime soon. It’s a pretty small place, it would be best to go between meals to make sure we can get a table. The owners are darlings, you’ll love them.”

“Sure.” Trying to think of a time to go that would accommodate everyone’s schedules, I watched her enjoy the square. She’s so cute. Finishing it, she eyed the other goods but didn’t take a second one, so I nudged the bag toward her. “Go ahead.”

She got that look in her eye that Alexia got when she denied herself tasty things. I should ask Paul how things have been going on that front. I wished we didn’t live so far apart. Other than offering moral support and an ear to talk to, there wasn’t much more I could do after having had a talk with her about it and trying to reassure her about her body.

Incredibly fit and healthy, I had no idea why she suddenly had this worry of her body changing. Was it simply societal pressure to look a certain way? Had someone said something to her? She wasn’t being very open about her worries or the cause of them. If only she didn’t live so far, I could pop in to check on her every week.

“I’m good.” Despite her words, Sana still had one eye on the treats.

“Sana,” I growled. “Come with me.” Leading her upstairs to the bathroom, I closed the door to reveal the full-length mirror that hung on the back of it.

Swaying her hips, she reached back and linked her arms behind my head. “Do you want to be naughty in front of the mirror?”

Turning her toward the mirror, I scooped her hair back. “Nice try, but no. I want you to look at yourself. You look very pretty today.” I ran my hands down her sides and over her hips to bring her attention to the nice clothes she wore.

“Thank you,” she said, ducking her head a little to try and hide the annoyed look on her face because she knew what was coming.

“It’s not your clothes that make you pretty, though.” My arms came around her, and I distracted her with neck kisses while I worked the buttons of her blouse open one by one. Sana rested against me, and the feel of her reaching back to stroke her fingers down my legs sent tingles racing through me from her soft touch.

Reaching the last button, my pinky arched out to flick over her belly button. A pleasant little shudder ran through her body. Catching her smile in the mirror, I saw her grouchiness melting. Tugging the blouse out of her black pencil skirt, I gathered the fabric in my hands and pulled it down along her arms. The satin-like material felt luxurious, and I enjoyed its feel for a moment before setting the shirt down on the vanity.

I cupped her breasts and heard Sana inhale deeply. Running my fingertips over the cups of her bra, I teased her by not touching her skin. Her eyes looked everywhere but at her reflection in the mirror. Pressing my cheek against hers, I nudged her to look at herself.

Sliding my hands lower, I felt the softness of her belly. Finding the metal tab for the zipper, I pulled it down and shimmied the linen skirt off her waist, letting it pool around her ankles.

Tilting her head up, Sana kissed me. I returned the kiss only briefly, knowing she was trying to avoid the mirror again. Slipping the tips of my fingers under the waistband of her panties, I cupped her chin with my other hand and drew her gaze back to our reflection. “Look at yourself,” I murmured. “You look fantastic in this bra and panty set.”

She made a noncommittal sound and tried to grab my fly.

You’re not going to distract me.

“No.” I chased her hands away. “You’re forbidden from touching me there until I’ve finished speaking.” I ignored the sad noise she made and busied myself with unhooking the back of her bra.

Pressing my lips to the nape of her neck, I slipped two fingers under the fabric on either side and curled them, pulling the straps off her shoulders by gliding my hands downward. My fingers swept down along her arms, and her bra followed. Setting it on top of her shirt, I brought my hands back to that luscious body before me.

Hooking my fingers into Sana’s panties, I heard her sharp inhale of arousal. I kneeled and took my time tugging the panties down her legs, splaying my fingers out to touch her as much as possible. Adding them to the pile of clothing, I looked up to find her eyes on me and planted kisses on both her thighs. It would have been a lovely moment, except for what I saw.

Standing, I nipped the side of her neck to chastise her. “Sana, stop sucking in your gut.” Irritation flashed in her eyes, though she did relax her abdominal muscles. Standing behind her again, I made her look in the mirror. “Look at yourself.”

Mouth set in an unhappy line, she sighed and raised her eyes to the mirror.

“This,” I said, hugging her from behind, “is my beautiful wife.”

“Mmm,” she said noncommittally. The corners of her mouth tightened as she looked at her rounded belly.

Sliding my hands up her sides, I cupped her breasts again, this time with no fabric blocking my touch. Lifting them to feel their heft, I gazed at them with the adoration they deserved. “These are my wife’s beautiful large breasts, which are wonderfully sensitive.” I rubbed her nipples between my fingers.

Sana jumped a little from the contact, and her nipples hardened under my touch.

“I love how good they feel when I touch them. All this sensitive flesh for me to play with. They love my touch, whether it's gentle or hard.” She gasped hotly when I pulled on her nipples, ass thrusting into my groin as her upper half jerked forward for more. Letting them go, I rubbed her breasts softly.

“These are my wife’s beautiful wide hips, which are the perfect size to grab onto to let me fuck her harder. Ohhh, look, you’re starting to smile.” I kissed her shoulder, and she cracked, giving me a full smile as she tried to turn around in my arms. “I’m not done yet.”

“I swear, if you start a crying jag,” she threatened.

“Then I’ll hold you through it,” I promised her. My arms came around her to clasp around her middle. “And this is my wife’s beautiful belly. The fact that it’s grown bigger over the years is a testament that I have fed her enough tasty things, which I do because I love her.”

Sana pressed closer to me, angling the top of her head to brush against my cheek. A few strands of her hair dragged through my beard, reminding me that I’d skipped trimming it again today. I needed to get to that.

“Her soft belly and thighs are the perfect place for me to rest against for a quick nap. These lovely thighs might jiggle more now than when we met, but it just means I don’t bruise them anymore while we make love all night.” I placed a kiss on the nape of her neck.

We’d both been too bony back when we first met, constantly bruising each other during sex, simply from rubbing together so much. While one of Sana’s sisters was one of those people who were naturally very slim, Sana and I did not have the same build as her. Being her sister's weight wasn’t healthy for us like it was for her. Much like Jackson and Marie were now, I’d been bone thin from depression and working myself to death.

Sana had quit modeling almost two years before we met; she worried about what she’d been doing to her body but hadn’t gained any weight back yet because she immediately threw herself into her new chosen career and worked far too many hours without letting herself fully decompress or heal from what she’d been through.

This was why we’d been so adamant with Olivia about taking some time to herself after the restaurant closed. We didn’t want her following in our unhealthy footsteps. She’d loved the restaurant, yes, but she hadn’t always been treated well. Both by some of the clientele and some of the people she worked with. And the last few months of working there, she’d worked far too many hours.

While Sana sometimes still went through periods of overworking herself, her body had grown healthy over the years. While she was a little overweight now, it was far better than being dangerously underweight. Since we’d met, she’d never gone back to that.

I’d never gone back to the weight I’d been in my mid-twenties either, and I didn’t want to. Within months of meeting my wonderful wife, she got me down to working one job, and my weight eventually reached a healthy level. Several years ago, I’d even managed to put on some extra pounds; something I’d never managed to do before. Did the extra weight bother me sometimes? Yes. But it shouldn’t.

I’d stuck to one job since meeting Sana, and I never let myself work over forty hours a week. I wouldn’t risk going back to my old unhealthy habits, especially because I genuinely liked my life now. After meeting Sana, I found that I enjoyed having free time and being able to spend it with people I cared about. Having time for myself and a support system in place meant I got to start doing things I liked instead of only the things I needed to do to survive. I hoped Marie and Jackson would reach that stage of their lives soon.

Squirming until she was able to fully turn around, Sana hugged me tightly. “I love you.”

I tilted her face up and kissed her. “You need to work on accepting your body, because you’re beautiful. Also, you’re working with Paul to try and get Alexia to stop worrying so much about gaining or losing weight. How can you convince her to love herself with some meat on her bones, or less muscle tone, if you can’t do the same?”

Huffing a breath, she laid her head on my shoulder. “I know.”

“Olivia is getting fit to help her breathing,” I reminded her. “Not to look like a magazine cover, just to help her health a little. She doesn’t even need to lose much weight at all. She only needs to put on a little bit of muscle and improve her cardiovascular health.”

“She is less wheezy now.”

“And I’m going to the gym to strengthen my knees and legs so I can keep fucking the two of you silly.” I planted a kiss on the top of her forehead. “Not because I want a hunky beach body.”

“But you are hunky.”

“Thank you. Here, look.” Loosening my tie, I started unbuttoning my shirt. Sana helped, working on the lower buttons and then undoing my pants. Shucking them off, I stood us side to side in front of the mirror.

“We’re very close to the same size,” I said, patting my belly. While this was the heaviest I’ve ever been, I tried not to let it bother me. It wasn't a dangerous weight, and I felt pretty good most days. “So if you love me at this size, then obviously, I love you at your size, okay?”

“Okay.”

Her lips closed over mine, and I gathered her in my arms. My hands drifting along her body eventually wormed their way between her legs to find her wet.

“Let’s go to the bedroom, darling.” Entering the room, I turned the lights on low, lit a candle, and turned on some music. Crap, I left it downstairs. Taking Sana’s hands, I kissed her knuckles. “I, of course, forgot something downstairs. Get yourself warmed up for me. I’ll be right back.”

“Ohhh, what is it?” she asked, curious.

“An early present.” Downstairs, I fished the gift out of my satchel. One of the people at the office had brought their homemade snacks in decorated jars and gifted one to each of us. Not wanting the jars to go to waste, I collected a few empty jars from those who didn’t want theirs and came up with an idea for them. I’d only had time to make up one jar during my lunch break but I had ideas for what to put in the other.

Returning upstairs, I found Sana on the bed with her legs splayed, giving me a magnificent view. Her fingers rubbed back and forth over her clitoris. Watching her play with herself whet my appetite for her. Handing her the jar, I climbed on the bed and replaced her fingers with my own.

“Mmm, your hands always feel so much better than my own, baby,” she said, tilting her pelvis to offer herself to me. “This is cute. Do I open it now?” She tilted the glass jar this way and that, looking at its decorations and trying to see what the folded pieces of paper inside said. The plaid ribbons and reindeer charm swayed back and forth from her movements.

“You can open the jar in a little while and take one paper out,” I instructed. My playing with her clitoris set her squirming, but her attention remained on the jar. She was intrigued about its contents.

“What do the papers say?” She pressed herself harder against my hand, and my fingers drifted lower to massage her entire pussy.

“There’s thirteen days left in the month and thirteen pieces of paper in the jar. Each day, you’ll take one paper out of the jar. They’re going to tell you how you get to cum that day.” I couldn’t suppress my evil grin any longer. “Or if you get to cum.”

“Ohhhh.” Rocking herself against my hand, her face screwed up and she gave me a sour look. “How many of them say I don’t get to cum?”

I smirked. “You’ll find out by the end of the month.” Sana eyed the jar distrustfully now and shook it some more. “Oh no, no peeking.” Taking the jar from her, I set it on the bedside table.

“Thank you for this thoughtful gift.” She returned my kiss when I brought my lips against hers. “But there better not be too many saying I can’t cum.”

“You’ll just cum harder on the other days,” I whispered into her ear. Making vague threats, she pushed me down onto the bed. She wasn’t fooling me, though. She loved the idea of the jar. Orgasm denial was one of her favorite kinks. I jumped a little when she grasped my cock and pointed it upwards. “You don’t want me to warm you up first?”

“You already did, being so sweet to me.” Straddling me, she bore down, and we both gasped when my length disappeared into her heated core. “Mmm, so hard for me. You were thinking all kinds of naughty thoughts while you were at work, weren’t you?”

Grasping her breasts, I filled my hands with them. “How could I not be thinking naughty things when I know I’m coming home to these?”
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Chapter 2.
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“Please let me stay on you,” Sana begged when I pulled her off my cock.

“Let me sit up with my back against the headboard, and you can get back on. I only needed to change position to make my knee more comfortable.” There. Alexia will be happy I’m starting to speak up when I need to relieve strain on my knee. It had been okay lately, but I wanted to make sure it stayed that way, so I tried to not be embarrassed and changed position when I felt it twinge a little.

Sana made a contented noise as she sank back down onto my cock. Her breath caught in her chest when I bent forward to suck one of her nipples and as much breast flesh as I could into my mouth. Jumping when I flicked my tongue against her nipple, she started bouncing on my lap. “I swear I just felt you grow harder.”

My eyes feathered closed. “I did. This angle feels very nice.” Digging my heels into the mattress, I started thrusting. Sana cried out, moving faster now as our pleasure increased.

“Your pussy’s leaking all over my cock,” I said with a groan. “There’s so much, it’s dripping down onto my balls. It makes me feel very wanted.” Rubbing her clit, I encouraged her to keep soaking me.

Her lips pressed down onto mine. “I always want you, baby.”

Her words sent a rush of emotion through my chest, and I wrapped my arms around her. I helped her bounce higher, and she reached up to grip the top of the headboard to use it for leverage. She was so wet that my cock glided in and out of her without any problem.
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