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Dedication



To all the wonderful ladies of the Chey’s
Fantasies chat loop. You rock!

And to Heather Osborn, a fun editor to work
with!









Author’s Note



Erotic Weekend incorporates only elements
of Domination/submission and BDSM. It is not intended to accurately portray a
true BDSM or Dom/sub relationship.







Chapter One



She could do this. She could be a
submissive for one weekend. Now she just needed to find the right Dom to rock
her world.

In the shadows near the resort bar, Andi
Kelly clutched her martini glass so tightly she was afraid the slender stem
would snap. The cosmopolitan would hopefully begin its magic soon, allowing her
to relax, at least a little. This was her fantasy. She could do it.

What a way to have great sex, too, without
worrying about a relationship. She had a career to think about, and wasn’t
ready to commit to any kind of ties. Some men she’d met had wanted
relationships—more than she’d been willing to give. That or they’d just wanted
to fuck around and use her, and she wasn’t a one-night stand kind of woman. So
she’d gotten away from dating, and it had been way too long since she’d been
laid.

Even though this retreat was all about sex,
and she was going to be dominated, she’d still be in control. No strings, no
attachments, and she’d be able to choose her Dom. Hopefully she’d find one
she’d love to have mind-bending sex with.

Her gaze took in the room filled with
seemingly normal everyday people—they could be lawyers, doctors, secretaries,
construction workers, computer programmers, waitresses—just ordinary people
with one thing in common…

They were all into kink—BDSM.

Andi took a bigger drink of her cosmo and
the heat of the alcohol burned down her throat to pool in her empty stomach.
Oh, she’d be feeling the buzz soon, all right. She needed it if she was going
to go through with this.

The resort’s dimly lit lounge smelled of
cigarette smoke, beer and wine, along with the tantalizing aroma of the
appetizers displayed on a table along one wall of the room. Hot wings, spinach
dip, cheese and crackers… Andi’s stomach growled and she hugged herself with
one arm while she took another sip of her cosmo. She was hungry, but she wasn’t
sure she wanted to eat—she might throw up, as nervous as she was. Instead she
closed her eyes for a moment, listening to the throb of the music, an
alternative rock song that pounded in time with her pulse.

When Andi had told her friend Shelia
Tarantino about her fantasy to be a submissive for a night, maybe even a few
nights, Shelia had surprised—no, shocked—her by recommending a weekend away at
a country club resort…but to its patrons it was known as the Bondage Club. Andi
had asked Shelia how she knew about the Club, but her friend had just blushed
and shrugged. Apparently Sheila and her new husband were into kink themselves.

Interesting.

Andi opened her eyes, took a deep breath,
and glanced at the bartender before turning her gaze back to the room. So far
she had escaped notice—or maybe her body language had been read loud and clear.
Don’t come near me. I’m scared half out of my mind.

Which wasn’t like Andi at all. Because of
her tenacity, her ability to close the deal like no one else could, she had
recently been promoted to Vice President of Tarantino Investments. Known as a
tough but fair boss, she could run circles around any man when it came to her
work. Any man but Derrick Macintyre, that was.

Andi frowned at the thought of the ruthless
investor. He was her equal at the investment firm, also a VP, but his
dominating presence made her feel like a novice in comparison. Something about
him always made her squirm in her chair at board meetings. She hated how just
being in the same room with him made her nipples so taut they ached, and her
pussy wet enough to soak her panties. Of course, the fact that he was one of
the sexiest men alive might have something to do with that.

Shoving thoughts of Derrick out of her
mind, Andi raised her chin and stepped out of the shadows. This was her weekend
to find out what it was like to submit completely and turn over all control to
a Dom.

Why the thought turned her on, she wasn’t
sure. Except that maybe she was tired of always being the one in control in her
job, in her life. To turn that over to someone else, if only for a weekend, was
a fantasy she’d had for a while. At night when she was alone with her vibrator,
she would imagine what it would be like to be at a man’s mercy—tied up and
forced to do whatever he wanted…

A tremor of shock rolled through Andi and
she froze. Across the room, a tall and powerfully built man stood with his back
to her. He was talking to a diminutive blonde who was looking up at him with a
sultry expression in her big green eyes.

Andi narrowed her gaze. It couldn’t be—no.
But that dark wavy hair curling just above the collar of his coal gray suit
jacket, those broad shoulders and strong hands…

No.

Andi took another drink of her cosmo,
finishing it off in one gulp. It couldn’t be him. She set the empty martini
glass on the bar and started to slink back into the shadows, but the man turned
and his gaze met hers. Electricity zinged through Andi’s body, straight to her
pussy.

It was him.

Derrick Macintyre.



Derrick’s blood seared his veins as his
gaze rested on the beautiful, yet heretofore elusive, Andi Kelly. A slow smile
curved one corner of his mouth now that he had her attention. Andi’s
almond-shaped brown eyes widened and her lips parted in obvious surprise. She
had a deer-trapped-in-headlights look about her as her gaze locked with his.

Dismissing his former sub without a
backward glance, Derrick strode across the lounge, past club members, and
straight toward Andi. She took a step back, as if she was about to turn and
bolt from the room. He caught her by one wrist, and pulled her to him.

Before she had a chance to speak, Derrick’s
gaze raked her from head to toe. He took in her shimmering curtain of black
hair and could just imagine how it would feel sliding over his naked skin. The
tiny black dress she wore left nothing to the imagination, including her erect
nipples rising beneath the thin material, and the way it clung to the juncture
of her thighs. His eyes traveled down long legs that wouldn’t quit, to a pair
of sexy high heels. He couldn’t wait to see her in nothing but those heels.

When his gaze met hers again, Andi tried to
wrench her wrist from his grip. “I see you’re just as much of an ass out of the
boardroom as you are in,” she said, her head raised and a determinedly haughty
tilt to her chin.

Derrick drew her to him with a jerk and she
lost her balance. With a soft gasp of surprise she fell against him, her
slender body flush with his. He kept her pressed to him by gripping her ass
with one hand. His erection was hard against her softness, and by the color
rising in her cheeks he knew she hadn’t had a problem noticing.

“As feisty as ever, Ms. Kelly.” Derrick
lowered his head and drank in Andi’s jasmine perfume and her unique womanly
scent. He had always loved how she smelled. From the first day he had met her,
she had driven him out of his mind. “I might just have to punish you here and
now.”

Another soft gasp came from Andi and she
tried to pull away from him. When he wouldn’t release her, she tilted her head
further back, fire in her dark eyes. “Damn it, Macintyre.” She stomped one high
heel onto his shoe. “Let. Me. Go.”

In a fast motion, Derrick released her
wrist long enough to cup the back of her head. He clenched her silken hair in
his fist and crushed his mouth to her soft lips, staking his claim, letting her
know she was his.

Andi tried to fight Derrick, her head
swimming with shock. But he was too strong, too powerful.

His kiss was hard, almost brutal. Complete
and total domination that took her breath away. She was so surprised that she
parted her lips and Derrick took advantage, thrusting his tongue into her
mouth. He plunged hard and deep while he clenched his hand in her hair, a man
in total control.

Without even realizing it was happening,
Andi began kissing him back, letting her tongue dart into his mouth and then
tangle with his. Her fingers scaled his broad chest beneath his suit jacket,
and she rested her palms against him, feeling the flex of his hard muscles
beneath her hands. His heat radiated through her and the image came to her of
the two of them, hot and sweaty, slick flesh against slick flesh.

And she was moaning. Good God, she was moaning.

The fierceness of his kiss lessened, but he
bit her lower lip hard enough to make her cry out. The pain quickly blended to
a sweet kind of pleasure. Before she could recover from her surprise, he thrust
his tongue deep inside her mouth again. He tasted of breath mints and the
intoxicating flavor of pure male. His hand gripped her hair so hard she could
feel it tugging against her scalp.

In that moment she could see herself
submitting to Derrick. On her knees, doing whatever he willed. Her hands tied
behind her back while he fucked her mouth with his cock. Him taking her from
behind, or fucking her ass. Taking her any way he chose.

It seemed like the kiss lasted forever.
When Derrick finally pulled back, her lips felt swollen and moist, her breath
coming in soft gasps.

She couldn’t take her gaze from his finely
chiseled features, the arrogant way one eyebrow rose as he watched her with
those incredible blue eyes. The deep and throbbing sound of his voice sent a
gush of moisture between her thighs when he said, “You’re mine for the weekend,
Andi.” His jaw tightened and his face hardened with absolute seriousness.
“You’ll do what I say, when I say, and follow my instructions to the letter.”

Andi started to shake her head, but his
hand clenched her hair too tightly. “You bastard,” she said. Heat rushed
through her in a hot blaze. Yet part of her realized that it wasn’t only anger
flooding her, it was intense desire. His words had turned her on beyond belief.

“That will earn you your first punishment.”
His gaze narrowed, his look turning darker. “Do you wish to add another?”

Andi’s jaw dropped. She couldn’t believe
this was happening. Derrick, here, at this exclusive BDSM club, and treating
her like he was her Dom. And exciting her like no man had ever done before.

Derrick spoke before she could respond to
his punishment remark. “Would you rather be a sub to a strange Dom? Would you
rather be fucked by someone you don’t know, Andi?” He brought her even tighter
against him, digging his fingers hard into one ass cheek while clenching her
hair in his other hand. He had her pressed so tightly against him that her
hands and her breasts were smashed against his chest. “I won’t let that
happen,” he continued. “I’ve wanted you, waited for you, for far too long to
let another man have you.”

Andi gulped. He had wanted her? Had waited
for her? He certainly had never shown it. “I—I don’t know about this, Derrick.
You—me—submitting…”

“Turn over control to me, baby.” He relaxed
his hold on her hair and ran his fingers through the shimmering waves. The feel
of his fingers skimming through her hair sent tingles of pleasure through her.
“This weekend has nothing to do with the outside world. It has to do with you
living your fantasy. And you pleasing me in whatever way I choose.”

Her eyes widened and her fingers clenched
his shirt tighter. “How do you know it’s my fantasy?”

“You’re here.” Derrick moved his finger to
her lips, quieting her. “And it’s obvious you’ve never been in a BDSM club
before. You’ve stayed hidden in the shadows, clutching your drink like it was a
shield. Admit it. You’re here to experience what you’ve always dreamed about.
I’m the man who’s going to fulfill that fantasy.”

Andi swallowed as she stared up at his blue
eyes. Deep, endless blue, the color of the Caribbean. Between the cosmo and her
desire for Derrick, she was thoroughly intoxicated. She said the only thing she
could say.

“Okay.”





Chapter Two



Derrick’s smile was absolutely carnal as he
slowly released his hold on Andi. She found that she could breathe again, but
her heart was still racing like crazy.

“Um, where do we start?” If she was going
to do this, she was going to do it right.

He rubbed his hands up and down her bare
arms and goose bumps roughened her skin. “Jamie will prepare you for me.”

“Jamie?” Andi took her hands away from
Derrick’s chest. “Aren’t you—I—”

He gestured behind her and Andi turned and
gaped at the sight of a plump and pretty redhead. The woman wore a tight red
bustier with her ample breasts practically spilling from it. A short and snug
red leather skirt molded her thighs, barely covering her mound, and she wore a
pair of red high-heeled boots. But what grabbed Andi’s attention was the red
leather studded collar around her neck—and the leash loop attached to it.

“Master Derrick.” Jamie gave him a deep
nod, snapping Andi’s attention back to him.

“Please take Andi and ready her for me.”
His gaze locked with Andi’s and she gulped down a sudden rush of trepidation.
“Put her into something tight and black that shows off her assets even better
than what she’s wearing.” He reached up to trail his finger along Andi’s jaw to
her lips, never taking his gaze from hers. “But leave the heels.”

Andi trembled, feeling aroused, excited,
and frightened all at once. What had she gotten herself into?

Jamie bowed her head. “Yes, Master
Derrick.”

Derrick leaned over and murmured something
to the redhead, then turned and strode away, leaving Andi alone with Jamie.

Andi watched him walk across the room,
pushing his way through the crowd.

On second thought…

She took a step forward, feeling the sudden
need to follow him. She had to tell him she’d changed her mind. She couldn’t go
through with this.

But Jamie reached out and took Andi by the
hand. “Derrick is a good Master. You’ll enjoy this weekend.”

At that Andi’s attention swung back to
Jamie, a strange sense of jealousy surging through her at the thought of this
woman being with Derrick. “Were you—are you—having a relationship with
Derrick?”

Jamie laughed. “No. I have served only
Master John for nine years. But you know how it is.” She lowered her voice.
“All the slaves talk. Derrick’s got a reputation as a strict but fair Dom.”

A sense of the surreal made Andi’s head
spin. This was a lifestyle for Derrick, not just a weekend thing?

“Let’s get you ready.” Jamie tugged at
Andi’s hand, escorting her around the corner from the bar, down a long, richly
paneled hallway. The entire place was gorgeous, at least what she’d seen of it
so far.

Andi allowed Jamie to lead her, not knowing
what to say or do. Crap, oh crap, oh crap. I don’t know if I can do this.

But she’d already told herself that she was
going to go through with it. Too late to back out now.

Never letting go of Andi’s hand, Jamie
brought them to a stop in front of a huge mahogany door and rapped on it with
her knuckles. When no one answered, Jamie ventured in with Andi in tow.

The door slammed shut behind them with a
solid thunk. Andi’s gaze took in a room that was as tastefully done as the
lounge. It was a mixture of mahogany furnishings and walls and furniture with
cushions and drapes done in royal blue and slate gray. It smelled of almonds
and vanilla, and again Andi’s stomach growled.

In the center of the room crouched three
massage tables upholstered in deep blue leather. Along one wall stood three
stalls with drapes in royal blue, and next to them a door opened into a large
walk-in closet filled with clothing packed too tightly together to see exactly
what was in there. Leather, spandex, and that shiny black latex stuff, were
about all she could define. Along another wall were mahogany cabinets and
shelves holding a variety of bottles, containers, and strange-looking devices.

Mirrors covered the other two walls and
Andi’s reflection stared back at her. A too-thin woman with small breasts, big
brown eyes, and black hair in a wild mass around a pale face.

The redhead swept her hand out to encompass
the room. “This is where new slaves are prepared for their Masters.”

Andi jerked her attention from the room to
Jamie. “Slave? I’m going to be a sub for the weekend, not a slave.”

The woman laughed and pointed toward one of
the curtained stalls. “Pick a changing room. Strip out of your clothing and put
it into one of the bags. We’ll have it sent to your room.”

Andi could only stare at the woman, her
heart beating faster than ever.

Jamie patted one of the massage tables.
“When you’re ready, lie down. You may wrap a towel around yourself if you
wish.”

You bet I do. “Is this all necessary?” Andi found herself twirling one of her
fingers in a lock of her hair, something she hadn’t done since she was a little
girl.

“Sweetie, you’re going to love it.” Jamie
took her by the arm and led her to the closest stall. “Just relax and turn over
control. Stop worrying, and start enjoying.”

Enjoy, enjoy, enjoy. God, the thought of turning over control seemed almost uplifting.
She could do this. Right.

Andi slipped behind the heavy velvet
curtain and into the dressing room. When she finished undressing, she shoved
her clothing and heels into one of the fine cloth bags then wrapped a thick
blue towel around her body.

When she reentered the room, Jamie stood
before the shelves, her back to Andi. “Go ahead and lie down, sweetie.”

Andi held the towel tight around her as she
climbed up onto one of the leather tables, face down.

“Jasmine.” Jamie returned, carrying a
bottle filled with golden oil. “Master Derrick insisted.”

Andi frowned as Jamie poured some of the
liquid into her hand and set the bottle down. Andi hadn’t heard him say any
such thing, although he had whispered to Jamie. It was a scent she
loved, that she always wore, so she wasn’t going to argue.

The air filled with jasmine perfume as
Jamie rubbed the oil between her hands, then began massaging Andi’s back with
an experienced touch.

Andi couldn’t help it. She groaned at the
sensation of the woman working the oil into her body and relaxing the tension
from her muscles. As Jamie worked, she pushed the towel down as she went, until
Andi was naked. “Hey—” Andi started.

But Jamie said in a no-nonsense voice,
“Best get used to baring yourself, sweetie.”

Andi gulped. “Okayyyy…”

While she massaged Andi’s backside, Jamie
explained the rules. “When you are in the same room as your Master, you must
keep your hands behind your back, your stance wide, and your gaze lowered.”

Andi buried her face in her arms as Jamie
rattled off more “rules.” Oh, Andi had done her research on the internet before
coming to the Club, but the thought of actually going through with all
this—with Derrick, no less—was scaring the hell out of her. This was no
investment deal, nothing she was in control of.

As far as this weekend was concerned, she
truly was going to be Derrick’s slave.

Andi focused on the massage, trying not to
tense up when Jamie kneaded her buttocks, then her upper thighs, nearing her
folds. To her surprise, the intimate contact made Andi’s pussy ache. When Jamie
had her turn over, it was even worse. Jamie’s hands were skilled, professional,
but as she worked over Andi’s breasts, belly, and upper thighs Andi thought
she’d scream if she didn’t have an orgasm.

She was relieved when Jamie finally
finished the sensual massage. She would have been mortified if she had
climaxed.

Boneless, Andi slid off the table with
Jamie’s help. She was entirely naked, but right now she didn’t care. She felt
too good, too relaxed.

“I have just the thing for you to wear for
Master Derrick.” Jamie bustled to the closet and rummaged through it. When she
returned, she was carrying a little black leather outfit that didn’t look like
it would cover much of anything.

It didn’t. When Andi finally squeezed into
the tight outfit, she stared at herself in the mirror, wide-eyed. The black
leather corset tied below her breasts, thrusting the small globes up and
together so that she actually had cleavage. It made her breasts look like they
were on a serving platter. The top of the corset barely covered her nipples, a
hint of her pink areolas peeking above the black leather.

The skirt wasn’t much better, barely hiding
the curls of her mound and her ass cheeks. There was no underwear.

“This can’t be all of it,” she said through
the curtained changing booth.

“Let’s see,” came Jamie’s pleasant voice
from outside the booth. “But don’t forget the heels.”

“Heels. Right,” Andi muttered as she rifled
through the clothing bag and pulled out the four-inch black stilettos. She took
another look in the full-length mirror. Her nipples rose up so hard and taut
they could be seen pressing against the soft leather. The areolas puckered
around the diamond-hard nubs that were barely concealed. Her cheeks were no
longer pale, but flushed with either excitement or embarrassment—probably
both—and her eyes were big, the irises a deep chocolate brown. Her hair hung in
dark waves over her shoulders, and she arranged it so that it spilled over her
breasts, covering up what had been peeking out.

Damn, she looked hot. Talk about a sex
kitten. Everything about how she was dressed and how she looked screamed, fuck
me, I’m yours!

Her cheeks burned at the thought of Derrick
seeing her like this. Maybe he’d take her right then and there and relieve the
ache between her thighs.

“Come on out, sweetie.” Jamie sounded a
trifle impatient. “Your Master is waiting.”

Andi shivered. Master.

When she pushed aside the stall’s curtain
and stepped out into the room, her entire body burned. “There has got to be a
wrap or something for this thing. I can’t walk out there like this.”

“It’s perfect. Only one more thing.” Jamie
turned and rummaged in a cabinet, and then brought out a long strip of
silver-studded black leather. “This should do.”

Andi gulped when she saw that it was a
collar, much like the one Jamie was wearing. It even had the loop to snap a
leash to. “You are not going to put that thing on me.”

Jamie sighed, her green eyes flashing with
impatience. “Perhaps Master Derrick would prefer to do it himself. Some of the
Doms do, you know.”

Andi didn’t know any such thing, but she’d
wait and argue the point with Derrick.

Jamie escorted Andi from the room, down to
another hallway, to a common room filled with couples dressed much like her.
Andi tried not to look as Jamie led her up a sweeping staircase to the second
floor. The entire way Andi trembled, and every time they passed anyone, she
flushed with heat. From the corner of her eye, she noticed that both men and
women gave her appreciative glances as they passed. But Andi kept her head up
and tried not to meet anyone’s eyes.

They passed numerous doors as Jamie led her
forward. Everything was done beautifully in mahogany and forest green, and the
carpet was paisley, done in the same deep green as well as burgundy.

They came to the end of another corridor,
this one taking up an entire corner with a set of double doors, obviously a
suite. Jamie knocked on the immense mahogany doors, and Andi held her breath.





Chapter Three



The moment Derrick heard the knock at the
door his gut tightened. He had bided his time, waiting for his opportunity with
Andi. At the investment corporation she was always so cool and
aloof—untouchable. But now he was going to do more than touch. His cock
strained against his leather pants, and he wondered how long he was going to
last before he had to take her.

No, he was going to make her wait as long
as possible.

With slow, even strides, he walked toward
the door of the spacious suite, knowing that every moment of anticipation would
heighten Andi’s nervousness and desire. It was going to take all his strength
not to fuck her the moment he saw her.

He didn’t realize how true that thought was
until he swung the door open and saw Andi standing in the hallway, her chin
raised and her eyes flashing with the spunk and fire he had always admired in
her.

Yes, this weekend was going to be
interesting, to say the least.

“Master Derrick, her collar.” Jamie handed
it to him then bowed her head. “If you have nothing further…”

He waved her off, unable to take his gaze
from Andi. “Thank you, Jamie.”

The slave strolled away, leaving Andi and
Derrick alone. Clenching the collar in his fist, he took a moment to drink in
the sight of her, letting her nervousness build as he appreciated every damn
inch of her. Jamie had picked out the perfect outfit, the tight leather skirt,
so short it revealed Andi’s mile-long legs, and the corset pushed up her
luscious breasts in a way that made his fingers itch to touch them.

Derrick took Andi’s hand and drew her into
the room. Her fingers trembled in his grasp despite the composed and haughty
expression on her face.

Oh yes, he was going to enjoy teaching her
to submit.

When they were alone in the room, Derrick
said, “I’m certain Jamie taught you the rules. You’ve simply chosen to ignore
the first.”

Andi bit her lip and he could see the war
within her. A take-charge woman giving over control to a dominant man—she was
obviously going to need to be taught a lesson. Likely several.

Inwardly he smiled at the thought.

When Andi didn’t answer immediately, he
said, “Is a second punishment in order?”

After a brief flare of defiance in her
brown eyes, Andi lowered her gaze and bowed her head. “No…Master.” She widened
her stance and put her hands behind her back.

He slowly walked around Andi, trailing the
leather collar over her shoulders and her back, admiring every beautiful inch
of his woman. She smelled of jasmine oil and the rich scent of her desire.

He stopped behind her and skimmed the
collar along the inside of one thigh, up and under the skirt toward her mound.
Andi made a small gasp, but to her credit did not move. His hand slowly
traveled up to her folds where he cupped her pussy, pressing the leather
against her softness. He slid one finger into her silky heat and she shuddered.

“You are ready for me.” He stroked her clit
and Andi let out a small groan as more of her moisture coated his hand. “Would
you like me to make you come now?”

Andi’s voice was low and breathless when
she responded, “Yes.”

“Yes…what?”

“Yes, Master.”

He paused for a moment, letting the
anticipation build. “No, I don’t think you’ve earned that.” He slipped his
fingers from her folds and brought his hand to his nose to drink in her heady
scent. His cock twitched. Damn, at this rate, he wasn’t going to last
long.

When he finished circling Andi, and stood
in front of her again, he said, “Raise your head.”

Andi obeyed and thrust her breasts out so
that they were displayed in a most tantalizing way. But still, her long dark
hair obscured his view.

Desire seared Andi’s veins as Derrick
pushed her hair behind her shoulders. Her pussy still tingled from where he had
stroked it, and she was just dying for an orgasm.

He looked so damn good in a black
sleeveless T-shirt and tight leather pants that molded his athletic thighs. He
smelled good, too. Of spicy aftershave and male musk.

After he pushed back her hair, Derrick used
the black collar to trace the top of the corset, over each breast, stroking the
dark pink of her areola that peeked above the material. He hooked one finger at
the middle of the corset and Andi gasped as he tugged and her breasts popped
free.

“Beautiful,” he murmured, rubbing the
collar from one taut nipple to the other. He lowered his head and flicked his
tongue over each pebble-hard nub. Andi couldn’t help the soft moan that spilled
through her lips at the contact.

A knock came at the door and Derrick raised
his head. His gaze locked with hers for one long moment. “Don’t move,” he
commanded and turned on his heel.

Andi brought her hands in front of her and
started to tug the corset up and over her breasts before he opened the door.
Derrick glanced at her when his hand rested on the door handle.

“I told you to not move.” He gave her a
firm look as he stuffed the collar into a pocket of his leather pants. “You
have earned your second punishment.”

“But—”

“Do you wish to earn a third?” His gaze
narrowed. “Don’t speak until spoken to, and put your hands behind your back and
keep your stance wide. Leave the corset under your breasts so that I can view
them whenever I’d like to.”

Andi thought about arguing, but wasn’t too
sure what he had in mind for her punishments. She decided to obey and put her
hands behind her back and tilted her chin even higher.

When Derrick opened the door, he let in
three men carrying domed platters. Andi thought she was going to die of
embarrassment, standing there with her naked breasts on display. A swirl of air
came in from the hall, brushing over her nipples, making them ache even more.

To her relief, the waiters didn’t even look
at her. They busied themselves with setting down the trays, lifting domes, and
arranging food upon the large mahogany table at one end of the room.

Andi’s stomach growled even louder this
time as she caught the rich smells of lobster, shrimp, grilled salmon, clam
chowder, and fresh baked bread.

To get her mind off food, and off her naked
breasts, she gazed at her surroundings. It was an absolutely amazing suite with
its richly polished mahogany furnishings and the cushions done in cranberry
velvet. Vases of fresh flowers graced the tables, in what must be the sitting
room. Andi caught the perfume of roses, orchids, and lilies mixed with the
scent of lemon oil.

To the far end of the room was another set
of double doors, and Andi imagined it led to the bedroom. Just the thought of
going into the bedroom with Derrick sent more thrills through her pussy. God,
was she really going to fuck her fellow VP?

When the men finally left with their empty
platters and trays, the door slammed shut behind them. Derrick moved to Andi,
his movements as lithe and graceful as a panther. She had never seen him in
anything but his expensively tailored business suits, and she couldn’t believe
he looked even hotter in just a sleeveless T-shirt and those leather pants and
black boots.

He paused at a wardrobe with two drawers
beneath it, and a pair of doors that swung open when he grabbed the handles.
Several shelves lined the right side of the wardrobe, an assortment of items
littering each shelf. On the left side, a few outfits hung—very sexy-looking
outfits from what she could tell.

When Derrick closed the wardrobe, he had a
tube in one hand and something that looked like a black leather belt with a
dildo and a butt plug on it…

Oh, shit.

Andi swallowed, hard. Her eyes widened the
closer he came. “Uh, you’re not—”

“Andi…” He frowned. “You know you are not
allowed to speak without permission.”

She swallowed again. “Yes, Master.”

He stood before her and stroked hair from
her face. “And no, you don’t have permission.” He knelt before her and pressed
the inside of one of her knees. “Spread your legs wider.”

Andi obeyed, half-afraid and half-excited
about what she knew he was about to do.

“This is your first punishment.” He used
the gel from the tube and lubed the butt plug so that it glistened in the
room’s soft lighting. He pushed up her skirt, grabbed one of her ass cheeks
with one hand. “You’ll wear this belt until I allow you to remove it.”

Andi held her breath as he placed the head
of the plug at the puckered flesh of her anus. Slowly he entered her, gently
pushing the plug up her ass, filling her deep. She had to bite her lip to keep
from moaning with pleasure.

He leaned forward and sniffed the soft
curls of her mound. His tongue darted out, snaking along her slit, and more
moisture flooded her pussy as a thrill curled through her belly.

“You’re so hot and wet for me.” His voice
held a note of satisfaction.

Yeah, definitely no need to lube the dildo.

Derrick thrust the rubber cock into her
channel and Andi gasped at the sudden intrusion. She almost moved her hands
from behind her back to brace herself against his shoulders, but managed to
catch herself in time.

He fastened the leather harness around her
waist that kept the dildo and the plug tight in her holes. She’d never felt
anything like it in her life, and she thought she’d come if she took a single
step.

As if reading her mind, his blue eyes met
hers as he straightened and said, “You may not come without my permission. Do
you understand?”

Well, damn.
She hesitated, but he narrowed his gaze and she hurried to say, “Yes, Master.”

Derrick turned and strode to the table
laden with delicious-smelling food, and seated himself. She waited for him to
tell her to sit down at the table, but instead he began filling his plate,
ignoring her. She started to say something but snapped her mouth shut. Her
stomach did the talking for her, growling so loudly she’d just about bet it
could have been heard through the heavy doors and out into the hallway.

When his plate was full, he finally looked
at her. “Stand here.” He pointed to the carpet directly in front of him.

Andi kept her hands behind her back and
followed his instructions. With the plug up her ass, and the dildo up her
pussy, she felt like she was waddling. It was hard to walk in stilettos and
look graceful when her orifices were stuffed with rubber.

When she reached him, he said, “Kneel.”

She only hesitated a moment then knelt
before him, feeling the shift and pull of the plugs within her.

He withdrew the studded black collar from
his pocket and held it in front of her. “You’re my slave for the weekend, Andi,
and you’ll wear my collar.” The tone of his voice brooked no argument.

She gritted her teeth. “Yes, Master.”

He simply took it for granted and adjusted
her long hair so that he could fasten the collar around her neck. When he
finished he caught her chin in his hand. “You belong to me this weekend.”

Shivers of excitement at his tone and the
look in his eyes shuddered through her. “Yes, Master,” she whispered.

“However, you do need a safe word.” His
expression became serious as he spoke. “If anything I ask of you frightens you
or is beyond what you are physically or mentally capable of handling, you’ll
say your safe word and the weekend is over.”

Andi swallowed. Safe word…safe word…

“Portfolio,” she blurted out.

For one second Derrick looked taken aback
and then he chuckled. “That will work. After all, you’re investing in yourself
this weekend.”

Andi hadn’t quite thought of it like that.

Derrick turned back to his dinner. A
champagne glass was set before his plate with chilled shrimp around the rim. He
dipped one into the red sauce in the middle of the glass and brought the morsel
to her mouth. “Eat.”

She parted her lips and took a bite of the
giant shrimp he offered her. The tang of lemon and the sinus-clearing taste of
horseradish filled her mouth along with the succulent shrimp. Keeping his eyes
fixed on hers, he brought the shrimp to his mouth and took a bite from it
before dipping it into sauce and feeding it to her again.

While he fed her, he brushed the fingers of
his free hand across her bare nipples. She moaned around the bite of food. God,
she could climax between the plug in her ass, the dildo in her pussy, and the
way he was feeding her, stroking her.

The bastard knew exactly what he was doing.





Chapter Four



With Andi on her knees before him, Derrick
had a hard time not showing his satisfaction in her submissiveness. How many
times had he fantasized about this moment? Countless, he was certain.

Every time Andi took a morsel of food from
his hand, her soft mouth would suck lightly at his fingers and he had to fight
to keep back his own groans. She looked so beautiful with her breasts on
display, staring up at him with those gorgeous, deep brown eyes.

As far as Derrick was concerned, the meal
lasted far too long. But he was pleased to see Andi squirming at his feet, and
he had to remind her that she didn’t have his permission to climax.

When he had fed each of them the last bite
of dinner, he said, “Time for dessert, which I fully intend to enjoy.” He
pushed his plate away and reached for the slice of Key lime pie. He reached
down to twist a finger in her hair and tugged at it. “You will, as well.”

Andi gasped as he yanked her hair a little
harder, drawing her closer to him, allowing her to feel the pain and the
pleasure of his control over her. He widened his thighs and brought her so that
her face was close to his crotch, where his cock strained to get through his
pants.

When he had her where he wanted her,
Derrick released her hair and unfastened his leather pants, zipping them all
the way down. The pants had a zipper that went below his balls, allowing him
complete and total freedom.

His cock and balls sprang out of the
opening. Andi’s eyes widened and her tongue darted along her lower lip. He
stroked his erection in front of her mouth, the head of his shaft almost
touching her lips.

Derrick picked up the dessert plate and
held it close to her. “Take the pie filling and spread it on my cock with your
fingers.”

Andi’s face flushed a pretty shade of pink
as she dipped two fingers into the dessert and scooped out some of the filling.
He released his erection and watched as she spread the filling up and down his
length. Damn, her hand felt good on him and he couldn’t wait to have her hot
mouth sliding over his cock.

“Until it’s covered,” he said when she
finished spreading what was on her fingers.

Andi scooped more pie filling out and
concentrated on coating his shaft until no bare skin remained. His voice nearly
came out in a growl as he said, “Lick it off.”

Her tongue darted out as she flicked it
over the head of his cock, and he almost shuddered at the pleasure of it. It
was all he could do to not allow his eyes to roll back in his head. She
continued, slowly swiping her tongue up and down his length, licking and
sucking every bit of the Key lime pie filling. He was certain she was teasing
him, taunting him, perhaps to get even for the dildos. She even went down to
his balls and licked the sacs that were as hard as walnuts from wanting her so
badly.

When she finished cleaning the dessert from
his erection, he said, “Suck my cock.”

Without hesitation, Andi went down on him.
He clenched his fist in her silken black hair and guided her as she sucked him
off. She made little humming noises that about drove him out of his mind.
“That’s it, baby,” he said as she moved up and down, working his shaft with her
hand while her tongue flicked along his length. “Don’t stop for a second.”

Damn. He wasn’t going to be able to last.
“I’m going to come in your sweet little mouth, and you’re going to swallow
every drop.” Her eyes met his, and she gave him a questioning look as she
continued to suck.

“Come on, baby.” He massaged the back of
her head. “You can do it.”

Andi sucked harder at him. “That’s it. Just
like that.” He fought to keep his eyes open so he could watch his cock sliding
in and out of her mouth. He began pumping his hips in rhythm with her motions.

His climax built up within him, a raging
inferno that took him like a firestorm. He bit the inside of his cheek to keep
from crying out as his cock jerked and his seed shot into Andi’s mouth. She
didn’t pause. Instead she sucked harder as she swallowed every drop of his
come.

When he could take it no longer, he fisted
his hand in her hair and pulled her away from him. His moist cock slid out of
her mouth and he gritted his teeth to retain control.

Shit. He’d never had such a mind-bending
blowjob in all his life. He could swear he’d seen stars behind his eyes.

Andi licked her lips, swallowing the last
of Derrick’s come. She’d never swallowed before and she was surprised to find
she enjoyed it. It had been the connection between her and Derrick that made
the experience even more intimate. He had tasted salty-sweet, mixed with the
flavor of the delicious Key lime pie. She had enjoyed licking off every last
bit of it.

She also loved the look in Derrick’s eyes
right now. Dark, and burning with passion. Her pussy throbbed and she wanted
his cock there instead of the dildo. She wanted him to fuck her in the ass,
too, instead of the butt plug that filled her up.

He stood and tucked himself back into his
leather pants. After he zipped up, he held his hand out to her and helped her
rise to her feet. Her bare nipples brushed his T-shirt and she felt the heat of
him emanating throughout her body.

“Very good, Andi.” He took her hand and led
her to the double doors across the room. “You have a talented mouth.”

“Thank you, Master,” she murmured.

The dildo and butt plug stimulated her with
every movement she made and she desperately hoped he was going to remove them
and then fuck her out of her mind.

Her stomach fluttered as he opened the
doors, revealing a huge four-poster bed, along with beautiful furnishings. The
tingling in her belly grew even more intense as she thought about Derrick
fucking her in that bed.

The plush burgundy carpet sank beneath her
heels and a light breeze stirred by an overhead fan brushed across her skin.

When they reached the center if the room,
Derrick stopped and released her hand. “Kneel.”

Andi obeyed, but when he said, “Rest your
face and forearms against the carpet and keep your ass in the air,” she nearly
balked.

His gaze narrowed and she quickly assumed
the position. The plugs in her pussy and in her ass seemed to sink in even
further and she bit the inside of her lip to hold back a moan. She could just
imagine how she looked from behind, that little black skirt not hiding a damn
thing.

She heard Derrick rustling behind her and
then the next think she knew he was kneeling beside her, trailing a black silk
scarf over her cheek.

“I’m going to blindfold you now, baby.” His
tone was low and sexy. She liked the way he called her “baby.” It was such a
sensual endearment coming from his lips.

Derrick slipped the blindfold over her eyes
and tied it securely behind her head. She heard rustling again as he moved away
from her, and all her senses heightened. She heard the sound of her own
breathing, Derrick’s soft footfalls on the carpet, and the gentle whoosh of air
from the overhead fan. She caught the freshly shampooed carpet smell and the
scent of her pussy juices flowing from between her thighs.

And when she heard Derrick moving back
toward her, all her senses came on full alert. A tingling sensation skittered
along her spine and she shivered.

Derrick’s strong hands gripped each of her
ass cheeks and she startled. He gently kneaded the flesh as he spoke in a soft,
reassuring voice, but what he said didn’t reassure her at all.

“Baby, you know I have to punish you now.”
He continued massaging her buttocks as he spoke, but her this-is-scaring-the-shit-out-of-me
ratio doubled.

“With the dildos you’ve been punished for
referring to me as ‘bastard’ earlier, instead of Master.” She thought she heard
amusement in his voice, but she was probably imagining it. “Now you’ll be
punished for moving when I instructed you to remain still. Do you understand?”

“Yes,” she whispered.

“Andi…” he said in a warning tone.

“Master. Yes, Master.”

He continued stroking her, and speaking to
her in the patient I-am-god tone. “I’ll be forced to punish you the next
time you forget to refer to me as Master.”

Andi dug her fingers into the carpet to
keep control of herself. This was turning out to be harder than she’d imagined.
“Yes, Master.”

“Very good.” He moved his hands away from
her and she felt something gentle sliding over her skin. Different than the
scarf. This felt like soft strips of leather that tickled her skin and made her
shiver.

“Do you know what this is?” Derrick trailed
it over her ass and down between her thighs, causing more moisture to gush
around the dildo in her pussy.

She thought about it a moment, and then a
bubble of fear rose up within her. “A—a flogger?”

“That’s right.” He continued to slide the
flogger over her skin, up to her neck, along her spine, and down again to her
ass cheeks. “You’ve been a very bad girl, Andi Kelly, and you must be
punished.”

Oh shit, oh shit, oh shit. What had she gotten herself into?

Her body was unbelievably tense as he
continued to stroke her, drawing out the moment when he would extract her
punishment. “I should punish you for teasing me all this time in the boardroom.
For making me want you and never giving me a moment alone with you. Why is
that?”

Andi swallowed and then her words came out
in a rush. “I was afraid. Afraid you would see how much I wanted you…Master.”

Derrick trailed the strips of leather down
between her thighs again. “I see.”

What did that mean?

But in the next moment all thought fled her
mind as the flogger met her flesh in a hard swat. Andi cried out, but barely
had time to register the first when the second swat fell. It stung. It hurt
like hell.

But then the pain began to take on a
pleasurable feeling. It started to blend with the sensations she was feeling in
her ass and in her pussy. Every swat heightened her arousal and she started to
squirm.

“Quiet, baby.” He swatted her harder and
she jerked forward. “I can’t stop until you are completely silent.”

Andi trembled and bit the inside of her
cheek so hard she almost cried out from the pain of it. The metallic taste of
blood filled her mouth, but she didn’t care—it only added to all the other
things she was feeling.

With the blindfold on, it intensified all
the sensations, making everything seem so much more extreme. Her thighs
trembled and her stomach clenched as she felt the beginning of a major orgasm
coming on.

“Don’t climax,” he said, as if reading her
mind. He swatted her again, even harder. “Hold back or you’ll earn a more
severe punishment.”

Shit. What could be more severe?

She didn’t want to know.

But he kept flogging her. Her ass stung and
her cheek burned from where she was biting it. She started to see stars behind
the black blindfold as wave after wave of pleasure soared through her, bringing
her closer and closer to that brink she wasn’t supposed to cross.

And then he swatted her hard enough to send
her over the edge. Andi screamed. Her body jerked and she rolled onto her side.
She was barely conscious of anything around her. It seemed like her entire
world had exploded. Stars burst in her head. Her pussy throbbed around the
dildo, and her anus kept contracting around the plug. Her entire body was one
big massive orgasm, and she thought it would never end.

As she began to come down from the high,
she heard Derrick sigh before he said, “Baby, you have just earned yourself one
hell of a punishment.”





Chapter Five



At that moment, Andi couldn’t care less
what kind of punishment Derrick had in mind for her. She’d just had the most
amazing orgasm of her life. She had no other way to describe it. Just fucking amazing.

She was on her side, panting, aftershocks
still clenching and unclenching around the dildos in her pussy and her ass. Her
butt stung like crazy and her blindfold had scooted up so that she could now
see out of one eye. Her leather outfit stuck to her skin from all the sweat and
she felt a trickle of perspiration roll by one eye. She was so limp, so
completely sated, that a truck could have rumbled through the room and she
wouldn’t have been able to move.

But then something—er, someone—more
frightening than a Mack truck bent down in front of her with a you-are-so-in-for-it-now
look upon his strong features. “Get up, Andi,” he said in a calm tone, and he
pulled the blindfold the rest of the way off so she could see him clearly.
Damn, he looked mad.

She forced herself to a sitting position,
which was no easy feat at all. Her limbs trembled and she just wanted to lie
back in a puddle on the incredibly soft and deep carpet.

With some effort she managed to get to her
feet and almost stumbled in her heels.

“Come,” Derrick said as he turned and
strode away from her.

Andi grinned behind his back. I just
did.

She quickly smothered the grin and hurried
to follow him. She just about moaned again as the dildo and plug moved within
her still quivering body. Her ass wouldn’t stop stinging, which didn’t help the
urge to have countless more orgasms.

He strode toward another set of doors and
pushed them open to the poshest bathroom Andi had ever seen. Her own room at
the exclusive resort was nice, but could have fit in that bathroom. Acres of
beautiful Italian tile, more mahogany cabinets and marble countertops, and
vases of fresh flowers. An enormous whirlpool tub occupied one corner of the
bathroom and looked as though it could seat at least four couples. Around it
plants spilled down ledges built into the wall so that it looked as if the spa
was in a tropical forest.

Derrick walked around a marble wall that
flowed from cabinets to spa and Andi saw it was a large shower with three
showerheads. There were also large unusual-looking hooks built into the shower,
away from the showerheads, and Andi wondered what they were for.

When she reached him, Derrick held out the
scarf that he had used for a blindfold. “Put out your wrists.”

“Yes, Master,” she murmured as contritely
as possible.

Derrick quickly tied her wrists and then
forced her back against the wall, beneath one of the hooks. He raised her arms
and caught the scarf on the hook so that she was practically dangling from it.
Her breasts thrust up and obviously caught Derrick’s attention at once. He
pinched and tugged at both her nipples, and rolled them between his thumb and
forefinger, hard enough to cause her to gasp.

“My naughty, naughty girl,” he murmured,
his blue eyes fixed on her. “What should I do with you?”

“Is that a rhetorical question, um,
Master?” She bit her lip, hoping he wouldn’t catch her slip at speaking without
permission.

“Cheeky.” He reached for the ties of her
corset and began to unlace them. “This isn’t the boardroom, baby. There are no
negotiations here. You do as I say, you serve me and see to my pleasure. That’s
your goal. Do you understand?”

Andi nodded. “Yes, Master.”

Derrick focused on unfastening her corset
and tossed it aside, leaving her naked from the waist up. But then he unzipped
her skirt, letting it drop around her ankles until she was clad only in the
leather dildo harness and her stilettos, the leather collar still around her
neck.

“You look delicious just like that.” He ran
his finger from between her breasts down to the harness around her waist. “But
we don’t want to ruin the leather or your shoes, so we’ll just have to lose
them.”

He removed the collar, and Andi felt
strangely naked without it—even though she was already naked. Like that
makes sense.

His talented fingers roamed her body,
teasing and tantalizing her as he slowly unhooked the harness. Andi almost
cried out in relief. Yet she felt a sudden emptiness at the loss of stimulation
when the dildos were removed, too.

Next he bent down and took off her
stilettos, massaging each foot after removing the shoe. When he finished, she
was dangling from the hook, her toes barely touching the cool tile floor. Her
arms ached from being over her head. She felt suddenly small and vulnerable,
the way he was standing there, fully clothed, and watching her with a dark look
on his well-cut features.

Derrick folded his arms across his chest
and studied Andi’s delicious body. Her long black hair hung down her back in
waves and her slim body begged for his touch. He’d once heard her say she was
too skinny, but he thought she was out of her mind. She was perfect.

His gaze traveled over her small, firm
breasts, down to her narrow waist, and on to the triangle of dark hair between
her thighs. And damn, her legs—he’d always loved her long legs.

Yeah, he had her right where he’d always
wanted her.

Derrick stripped out of his T-shirt, kicked
off his boots, and shucked off his leather pants. All the while, Andi’s gaze
never wavered. Her eyes widened at the sight of his very erect cock, and it
jerked against his belly when her tongue flicked out, moistening her lips in a deliberate
and inviting way.

Yes, she was a very bad girl. And he was
going to enjoy every minute of her punishment.

He brushed by Andi as he stepped past her
into the shower and she gave a soft gasp as his arm roughened her nipples.

He ran the water until it was at a
comfortably warm temperature, then unhooked the showerhead and began spraying
Andi’s skin with it, avoiding her hair, before setting the showerhead aside
again.

Derrick grabbed a cloth and soaped it with
jasmine-scented gel. “You have such a beautiful body,” he said as he began
washing her. He started at her neck and she tipped her head back and gave a
soft moan.

Slowly he worked his way down her body,
carefully soaping every inch of her. Andi moaned again as he washed her breasts
and paid special attention to her nipples, making sure they were more than
sensitized.

“Is this my punishment, Master?” Andi
asked, her voice breathless as he reached the soft curls of her mound.

“Not even close.” He slipped one finger
into her folds and stroked her clit, and was pleased by her trembling response.

Andi knew Derrick was intentionally driving
her crazy. God, it felt so good having him wash her body with such great care.
She wished her hands were free so that she could touch him, and wash his
powerful body the same way he was washing hers. She loved the way his muscles
rippled across his back as he moved, the flex of his biceps, the concentration
on his masculine features. Part of her still couldn’t believe she was actually
here at the Club, Derrick’s slave for the weekend.

Boy, this ought to make for some
interesting board meetings once they went back to reality.

When he finished soaping her body, Derrick
set aside the rag and once again took the showerhead in hand. He rinsed away
the soap, rubbing his palms over her skin as he went. He stopped to palm her
breasts, and Andi squirmed from his sensual touch. But when he reached her
still-sensitized clit, he stroked it even harder than before, and she nearly
lost it.

“Spread your legs.” He pushed at the
insides of her thighs as he spoke.

“Yes, Master.” Andi did the best she could,
considering she was hanging from a hook and her toes barely touched the shower
floor.

Derrick pulled apart the lips of her pussy
with one hand and brought the showerhead between her thighs. Andi cried out at
the feel of the pulsating jets of water against her pussy. She could feel
another orgasm building, and she was willing to bet that it would be a powerful
one.

As she started to tremble, Derrick moved
the showerhead away from her pussy, and her body sagged at the sudden loss of
stimulation.

“Andi…” His voice was full of reproach as
he stood and forced her to turn so that her back was to him. Fortunately, the
way he had knotted the scarf and placed it on the hook managed to keep her wrists
from hurting. But her body was another story. She ached from hanging for so
long and she was beginning to feel lightheaded.

“I love your hair,” Derrick said after he
turned her so that her back was to him. He sifted his fingers through her hair
and Andi sighed at the luxurious feel of it. “Do you know how many times I’ve
imagined you naked, astride me, with your hair sliding across my skin?”

Wow. She’d had no idea. “Really? I mean no,
Master.”

“I have, baby.” He continued running his
fingers through her hair in a way that made her want to moan. “But that’s not
all I’ve imagined.”

He left her for one moment and in the next
she heard the shower spray and warm water rushed through her hair. When it was
wet, he began shampooing her hair, massaging her scalp as he did so.

“I’ve imagined you tied up in my bed while
I fucked you out of your mind.” His massage intensified at the same time Andi’s
pussy gushed with moisture from his words. “I’ve imagined you here, walking
naked beside me through the resort while other men admired your body, knowing
no one else would ever touch you but me…or anyone I choose to touch you.”

Andi stilled. “You wouldn’t make me do
that, would you?”

“You have earned yourself another
punishment, baby.” He began rinsing the soap from her hair. “You spoke out of
turn and you didn’t address me properly.”

Andi sagged against her bonds. “I’m sorry,
Master.”

“I can’t let you get away with it. You do
understand, don’t you?”

She sighed. “Yes, Master.”

“Good.” He turned her back around and
reached up to untie the scarf holding her to the hook.

When he released her, he massaged her
aching arms down to her wrists and smiled at her. “It’s your turn to wash me.”

With pleasure. “Yes, Master.”

She used the showerhead on him, enjoying
how the water beaded and rolled off his tanned skin. When she finished, she
soaped him thoroughly, exploring every inch of his sexy body. She wanted to
fuck him so badly, to rake her nails down his back, and to sink her teeth into
his shoulder. She wanted it hard and fast and wild.

When she reached his very erect cock, she
was on her knees and she wanted to slide her mouth over him again, to taste
him. But when she looked up at him, he shook his head no.

Andi let out a little sigh and continued
washing his legs, then moved behind him to scrub his athletic thighs. After she
rinsed him off, she washed his hair. It wasn’t easy considering how much taller
he was, but she managed.

When they finished showering, Derrick
toweled them both off, then led her naked to a vanity in the bathroom where he
proceeded to comb out her hair. Her cheeks burned with desire as she studied
his nude reflection and the concentration on his darkly handsome features. It
was such an intimate moment, with him combing her hair, and she felt a flutter
in her heart.

Once her hair hung down her back, every
tangle combed from it, Derrick raked his fingers through his own hair, giving
it a sexy mussed look. When they were finished, he escorted her back into the
bedroom.

“Tomorrow you will be punished for
climaxing without my permission.” He led her to the bed. For one moment Andi
felt excitement at being able to cuddle up next to Derrick while they slept,
but then he knelt down and pulled a trundle bed out from under the much larger
bed.

Her heart fell and her gaze shot to
Derrick’s.

“I’m sorry, baby, but you’ve disobeyed me.
You’ll sleep here tonight, and tomorrow if you’ve earned it, you can sleep in
bed with me.”

Andi just stared at him. The bastard! But
when his eyes darkened, she swallowed her anger and said, “Yes, Master.”

She eased herself down onto the bed and
beneath the covers. He knelt beside her and brushed a kiss over her forehead.
“Don’t try to climax tonight.” He lightly stroked her shoulder through the
blanket. “I’ll know and you’ll earn another punishment.”

Andi nearly groaned as he moved away. There
went that idea.





Chapter Six



Derrick woke to sunshine sliding through
the wooden slats of the bedroom’s mahogany blinds. Propping himself on one
elbow, he peered over the side of the bed to where Andi was sleeping, and
studied her.

What a beautiful woman. Her black hair was
wild around her head, strands of it lying across her face and along the curve
of her neck. Her eyes were closed, her lashes dark against her fair skin. The
comforter draped over her hips, and his cock hardened at the sight of one
breast and its puckered nipple. A slight sigh escaped her full lips and she
stirred in her sleep, rubbing her thighs together as if to assuage the need
there.

He smiled at the thought of what he had
planned for her today. She might balk, but he was sure she was up for the
challenge. She was spirited and fiery, and not one to back down easily. The
fact that she was submitting to him was amazing in itself.

Derrick didn’t know how long he had watched
her, drinking in the sight of her, when her eyelids fluttered open. She looked
slightly dazed and confused when she first looked up at him, but then the
prettiest blush stole over her cheeks.

“Good morning, baby,” he said softly.

She covered her mouth as she gave a little
yawn. “Morning, Derr—um, Master.”

“Good girl.” He slid out of bed, letting
the blanket and sheet slide down his nude body. Andi’s eyes widened, her gaze
fixed on his mammoth erection. This was going to be hell, making her wait,
making himself wait. But it was going to be so damn good when he finally did
take her.

Derrick went to the wardrobe as Andi pushed
herself up in the small bed.

“I have something I’d like you to wear
today.”

Andi raked her fingers through her hair,
her eyes still heavy-lidded from sleep. “Yes, Master,” she mumbled as she eased
to her feet and moved to him. She walked as though she ached and he swore he
heard a small groan of desire. He barely kept from smiling. She was going to be
so on edge today, that by the time he fucked her, it was going to be one hell
of an orgasm for both of them.

When she reached him, Derrick asked, “Did
you enjoy the harness yesterday?”

Andi tilted her head as she looked up at
him. “Do you want me to answer honestly, Master?”

He nodded. “Of course.”

“It drove me out of my mind, Master.” She
ran her hands down her waist to her thighs. “I need to come so bad I could just
scream.”

Derrick almost laughed. “That’s the idea.
Part of your punishment.”

Andi sighed. “Yes, Master.”

“My concern now,” he said as he partially
turned to the wardrobe, “is today’s punishment for climaxing without permission
last night.”

A worried expression crossed Andi’s
beautiful features, but to her credit she didn’t say anything.

He withdrew a lingerie box from the cabinet
that contained something special he had purchased just for Andi when she’d
arranged the weekend. When Shelia Tarantino had let it slip that Andi would be
here, Derrick had made sure she would be his for the weekend.

He handed the elegant box to Andi. “I would
like to see you in this.”

Raising an eyebrow, she took the box then
moved to the bed where she set it down and opened the box. Wrapped in tissue
paper was a leather push-up bra, a leather g-string, and a diamond-studded
leather collar—along with a leash.

Andi’s heart sank as she pulled the leash
from the box. Oh. My. God. He was actually going to leash her.

She cut her gaze to him and he gave her
that devastatingly sexy smile of his. “Put on the clothing, baby.”

“This is not what I call clothing,” Andi
muttered.

Derrick raised an eyebrow. “Excuse me?”

“Nothing, Master.” Andi dropped her gaze to
the clothing. “I’ll just slip into these…things.” She gestured to the bathroom.
“I need to use the facilities. Can I just change in there?”

He gave a deep nod. “Don’t forget the heels.
They’re still in the bathroom, near the shower. Feel free to use any of the
supplies. They’re here just for you.”

Andi swore he was trying to hide a smile.
The bastard was getting a kick out of this. She’d kick him…

Andi gathered up the box of leather
nothings and scooted into the bathroom before he changed his mind. She closed
the large mahogany doors behind her, then leaned up against it.

Oh, shit. She was in for it today, she just
knew it.

After she finished with the facilities and
freshening up, she used the brush Derrick had used on her hair last night to
fluff it out. It hung in dark shining waves over her bare shoulders, and slid
across her naked back like a caress. She found a new package of lip gloss and
blusher sitting on the vanity, which was all she ever used anyway, and assumed
that’s what Derrick had meant when he told her to make herself at home.

When she finished touching up, she slipped
on the miniscule leather g-string and cringed. Crap. He wasn’t going to make
her go out in public like this, was he?

Next came the push-up bra that made her
breasts rise up so high and close that they looked like they were airborne. She
found her heels exactly where they’d left them last night, and by the time she
had them on she was sure she looked like a stripper, or worse yet, a hooker.

Lastly, she pulled the collar and the leash
out of the box. They were made from the same supple black leather as the
g-string and the bra, and felt soft against her hand. Taking a deep breath, she
clenched both in her fist. Maybe if she gave him big puppy-dog eyes, he’d forgo
the torture?

Yeah, right.



While Andi was preparing herself, Derrick
dressed. Breakfast arrived and was set up in the suite. He smiled to himself as
he remembered Andi’s embarrassment the night before, when dinner was served and
she was wearing virtually nothing.

Smells of sausage, scrambled eggs, and
pancakes filled the room, along with Andi’s lingering scent.

When she finally pushed open the bathroom
door and slipped into the bedroom, Derrick just about came in his leather
pants. Her chin was high, her black hair flowing about her shoulders, and she
had a light tint of blush to her cheeks and gloss to her lips. But hell, it was
her body that about made him drop to his knees. The g-string and heels made her
legs look longer than ever, and that bra—God, he just wanted to rip it off and
eat her up.

He gritted his teeth, trying to tame his
erection and not having a whole hell of a lot of luck with it. He’d dressed in
snug black leather pants and a leather lace-up shirt, both in the same soft
leather as Andi’s sexy outfit.

His voice came out gravelly when he spoke,
and he mentally kicked himself. “The collar?”

Andi’s expression fell as she raised her
hand. “Here, Master.”

He motioned to her to come to him and his
cock ached at the sway of her hips and the bounce of her breasts in their tiny
leather slingshots.

He slipped the collar from her hand. “Turn
around, baby.”

“Yes, Master,” Andi said quietly as she
obeyed.

He pushed her hair over one shoulder and
wrapped the soft diamond and leather collar around her neck. When he turned her
back around, the platinum D-ring glowed in the sunshine spilling through the
blinds. He took the leash from her hand, and saw the glint of fire in her eyes
as he raised the clasp to her neck. One cheek was sucked in, and he was certain
she was biting the inside of it to keep from telling him exactly where he could
put that leash.

“Do you know why you’re being punished,
Andi?” he asked, as he snapped the leash to the D-ring.

She closed her eyes for a moment then
opened them to meet his gaze. “For disobeying you, Master. For climaxing
without your permission.”

He held the end of the leash in one hand
and brushed his knuckles across her cheek with his other. She trembled beneath
his touch. “You know I have to punish you. Remember that today.”

Andi visibly swallowed. “Yes, Master.”

He arranged her hair around her shoulders
so that her breasts were clearly visible. “We’re going to enjoy the amenities
of the Club. I’ll hold your leash and you’ll walk so that it is neither too
taut nor too loose. When in my presence in front of other guests, you must keep
your eyes downcast. You must not look at anyone directly, unless I introduce
you to them.” He kept his tone intentionally stern and matter-of-fact. “When in
the presence of another Dom, you must keep your eyes down and give the Dom a
slight bow from your shoulders.”

For a second he saw a glimmer of what
looked like anger or frustration, but she bowed her head. “Yes, Master.”

He hooked one finger under her chin and
raised her face to look at him again. The glimmer was gone and her expression
was resigned. “That’s my baby.” He brushed his lips over hers and she gave a
sigh against his mouth. “Be a good girl and I won’t have to punish you even more.”

“Yes, Master,” she whispered.

He gave her a wicked smile. “Good. Now
let’s eat breakfast.”

Andi wasn’t so sure what he had in mind,
but she followed him to the table, the leash lightly pulling at her collar. Her
ankles wobbled a bit in her stilettos, and she felt exposed and vulnerable in
the skimpy clothing.

He seated himself at the lone chair before
the table, which was situated so that it was somewhat sideways, facing her. He
laid the leash across his lap, and gestured for her to kneel between his thighs.
Andi held back a sigh as she knelt. Here we go again.

Only this time he immediately unfastened
his leather pants and withdrew his erection. Andi’s eyes widened.

He slipped his hand in her hair, forcing
her forward so that her face was close to his cock. “I want you to suck me
while I have my breakfast.”

Andi’s jaw dropped, and he took the
opportunity to slide his length between her lips.

“That’s it, baby.” He kept one hand in her
hair while he forced her head down as deep as she could take him.

At first she was too stunned to do
anything, but when he said, “Andi…” in that warning tone, she started licking
and sucking him in earnest. She used one hand to fondle his balls, while her
other hand worked his cock. She found herself enjoying the feel of him in her
mouth, the way his hardness slipped through her fingers, the taste of him on
her tongue.

Derrick smiled as he took a sausage link in
his free hand and bit into it. Damn, it felt good having Andi go down on him
first thing in the morning. He kept his orgasm at bay while he ate. She made
small mewling sounds and hummed along his length, which brought him closer and
faster to climax than he’d intended. He clenched his hand around his orange
juice glass and watched his cock move in and out of Andi’s mouth. It was too
much.

His climax burst through him as his come
spewed down her throat. He ground his teeth and the juice glass rattled on the
table as he gripped it, fighting to keep from shouting out.

When the last of his semen spilled into her
mouth, he took her leash and pulled on it, forcing her to stop. Andi looked up
at him, licking the come from her lips. He released his grip on the juice glass
and brushed Andi’s hair from her eyes.

“Did you enjoy your breakfast, baby?” he
asked.

Andi gave him a teasing smile. “Sausage is
always good in the morning.”





Chapter Seven



After feeding Andi scrambled eggs, sausage,
and pancakes as she knelt before him, Derrick ordered her to stand. He tugged
at her leash. “Now we’ll go for a walk, baby.”

Humiliation burned Andi’s cheeks as Derrick
led her from the room, into the hallway. God, she’d never been so embarrassed
in all her life as she was at that moment. As he led her by the leash, she
wanted to fall through the floor every time they passed other Doms and subs. None
of the subs were on leashes like she was. She kept her gaze downcast as per
Derrick’s instructions, avoiding looking anyone in the eyes. That was one rule
she was glad for. She’d surely die of embarrassment if she saw anyone at the
resort who recognized her.

Of course that would lead to the question
of why they were here.

Cool air swept over her nearly naked body.
With the g-string, her ass was completely exposed, the front barely covering
the triangle of hair between her thighs. The bra felt sensuous as it rubbed
against her nipples, and her breasts seemed on the verge of exploding from
their confines. Despite her nervousness, something about walking with
practically nothing on past strangers was somehow exciting. Her nipples stayed
hard as jelly beans, and her juices soaked the leather strip of her g-string.

Derrick led her down the sweeping staircase
to the large and elegant common room. His boots rang against the marble floors,
and Andi’s stilettos clicked with every step. From the corner of her eye, she
saw appreciative glances from Doms and a few subs. One Dom outright leered at
her and his stare made her skin crawl.

She straightened, managing to keep her head
high, but avoiding eye contact. Damned if she’d let anyone get to her.

They walked across the room, through the
maze of lounge chairs, and people chatting. Subs in various states of dress and
undress stayed close to their Masters. Andi didn’t feel quite so bad about her
own near nakedness, considering what some of the women and men were wearing—or
not wearing.

She followed Derrick through glass and
mahogany doors, and out into a beautiful paradise. Andi couldn’t help but gaze
in wonder. It was like what she would imagine a secret garden to be, with
bowers of vines around and above them, intertwined with purple and pink
flowers. A large fountain spewed jets of water into the air that pattered like
rain upon the pool surrounding it. Sunlight dappled the flagstones, and
cushioned chairs crouched around tables throughout the arbor. Men and women
lounged throughout the area, touching, kissing, and more. Much more.

As they worked their way through the arbor,
Andi saw there were private little corners where couples—or larger
parties—could escape, and enjoy some of the resort’s amenities.

It was one such hideaway that Derrick led
her into, with three leather-padded benches in a U shape. He slid onto one of
the benches and patted his knee, indicating he wanted her to sit on his lap.

Andi’s face still felt hot from their trek
from the room to the arbor, and she was grateful to finally be someplace
private with Derrick. Nothing in the boardroom, the office, or her life, had
prepared her for walking practically naked through crowds of people—on a
frickin’ leash, no less.

Derrick extended his arms. “Come here, baby.”

“Yes, Master.” Andi slid onto his lap. At
first she was tense, but at his bidding, she relaxed against him. His
butter-soft leather shirt and pants felt erotic against all her bare skin.

“Did you see how the other men and women
looked at you?” He traced her lower lip with his index finger. “They wanted
you, but you’re all mine, and I’ll do whatever I choose to do with you.”

Her voice came out low and husky as she
replied, “Yes, Master.”

“You look so damn hot.” Derrick trailed his
finger down to the hollow of her throat and then over one cup of the leather
bra. “I want to taste what others can only dream of.”

Derrick tugged on the cup and her breast
sprang free, the nipple tightening in the cool air. He lowered his head and
slipped his warm mouth over her taut nub and she moaned at the exquisite
feeling. While he suckled, he released her other breast, completely baring her.
A part of her recognized that anyone could walk in on them, but right at that
moment all that was important was his mouth and hands on her.

And when he slid one hand down her belly,
she held her breath until he cupped her pussy through the soft leather. He
hooked one finger under the strip covering her pussy and slipped the finger
into her wet folds. Andi cried out as he thrust inside her, his finger entering
her channel the way she wanted his cock to plunge into her.

“Damn,” he murmured as he raised his head.
He brushed his lips over hers. “I love how wet you get. I can just imagine how
good it’s going to be when I fuck you. Once you’ve earned it.”

God, she wanted him now.

“What—” She moaned again as he thrust three
fingers into her this time. “What do I have to do, Master?”

“Earn it, baby.” His lips moved to her ear.
“You have to obey my commands, follow protocol, do all I ask of you, and submit
to me completely. And then you can have my cock inside you. I’ll fuck you until
you scream.”

Andi shuddered from the combination of the
erotic words, her breasts free in the cool air, and his fingers thrusting into
her pussy. Her climax was building, coming on like a storm.

“May I come, Master?” she asked while
barely being able to breathe.

“No.” He didn’t let up on his strokes one
bit. “Part of your training is to learn to withhold your own pleasure for
mine.” His lips brushed her earlobe, and his voice was barely a murmur. “Your
responsibility is to see that I’m thoroughly pleased. And right now it pleases
me to touch you like this.”

God, she was simply going to explode if he
kept teasing her. She fought to hold back her release, her muscles tense and
perspiration coating her skin. When he finally eased his fingers from her
pussy, she sagged in relief against him.

He brought his hand up to his mouth and
sniffed. “Damn, you smell good, woman.” He slipped his fingers into his mouth
and tasted her juices. “And you taste,” he said after he withdrew his fingers,
“so good.”

Andi shivered. She could smell her scent
mixed with his masculine musk and the sweet fragrance of the flowers above and
around them. They were in a paradise and it was only the two of them.

She stilled as she heard voices and the
sound of footsteps. A gorgeous man and two women rounded the corner and entered
the little hideaway. Andi tried to turn away and to yank up her bra, but
Derrick stilled her.

“Andi…” he said in that warning tone of
his. “Do I need to punish you more?”

“No, Master,” she muttered, keeping her
eyes downcast and avoiding looking at the man and the women who reached them.

From the corner of her eye she saw the two
women were on leashes, their eyes downcast, but without unhappy expressions on
their pretty faces. Instead they looked appreciatively at Andi’s breasts. The
slaves wore matching metal-studded leather bustiers baring their tummies,
skimpy panties, and thigh-high boots.

The man smiled, his eyes raking her form as
Derrick slid her from his lap and forced her to stand in front of the trio,
before moving to stand at her side.

“Derrick.” The man reached out his hand and
Derrick took it with a smile.

“Josh,” he replied. “Just in time.”

Andi’s gaze shot up to look at Derrick. She
quickly lowered her gaze again, her cheeks burning like wildfire.

Derrick turned his gaze on her. “Greet
Master Josh, Andi.”

She gave a bow from her shoulders. “My
pleasure to meet you, Master Josh.”

“Your slave is quite lovely.” He reached out
and tweaked one of Andi’s nipples, twisting it between his thumb and
forefinger.

Andi gasped and stepped back, her gaze
shooting up to meet his. “Stop!”

Immediately she realized her error as
Derrick and the other Dom gave her looks that told her she had just made a very
big mistake.

The Dom twisted her nipple harder, then
freed her as he looked to Derrick.

Andi lowered her gaze and he sighed.
“Apologize to Master Josh.”

She wanted nothing more than to slap the
crap out of both of them and knock the domineering looks right off their faces.

Instead she kept her eyes downcast and
muttered, “My apologies, Master Josh.”

“Of course, punishment is in order.”
Derrick focused his gaze on Master Josh.

Josh turned to his two slaves. “Flogger.”
One of the women handed him a braided flogger with strips of leather that
looked much more menacing than what Derrick had used on her.

“Turn around,” Master Josh said. “Place
your hands on the back of the bench and present your ass to me for punishment.”

Andi trembled with indignation at the mere
thought of the Dom whipping her. One look from Derrick and she knew she didn’t
have a choice.

Unless she wanted to shout out her safe
word. Did she, though? Wasn’t this part of her fantasy? Would this be the worst
of it?

She slowly turned to face the bench and
grabbed onto the back of it, and dug her nails into the padded backrest.
Muscles throughout her body tensed as she waited for that first blow. Her naked
breasts hung down, and the g-string presented her naked ass to the Dom.

She jerked when she felt a calloused hand
rub her buttocks and she knew right away it was Master Josh. She couldn’t
believe Derrick was letting another man touch her.

“A beautiful slave, Derrick,” the man
murmured, and she heard the desire in his voice. “How about a trade? Lauren and
Sara could both be yours for one night.”

Andi’s back went ramrod straight. He
wouldn’t dare!

“Perhaps,” Derrick said, and Andi almost
screamed at him.

How dare he even consider trading her for a
night with the subs? Giving her away?

But in the next moment the lash of the
flogger tore all rational thought from her mind. Andi cried out at the harsh
sting, and tears formed at the back of her eyes.

“Not a sound,” Derrick said in a warning
tone.

There was a rustling sound and then Derrick
moved a bright yellow ball before her gaze. “Bite this.”

Andi hesitated only a second before sinking
her teeth into the soft ball. A lash fell on her other ass cheek and she would
have screamed again if it hadn’t been for the gag ball in her mouth. The incredible
sting of each lash fell with precision over her buttocks and thighs. To her
surprise, the pain began to turn into a kind of pleasure. Amazingly, her pussy
grew wet and her nipples tingled like her ass cheeks. And she was ready to come
again!

The lashes stopped and she sagged in
relief. She felt a hand caressing her buttocks, and this time she knew it was
Derrick’s touch.

He leaned close to her ear and murmured,
“Very good, baby. Now behave and do what I ask you if you want to be in my bed
and not Master Josh’s.”

He removed the ball from her mouth and took
her by the arm, bringing her to a stand.

“Yes, Master.” She was on the verge of
either outright crying or climaxing, but she didn’t want to give the safe word.
She wanted to go through with this, but if he tried to give her away…

What’s wrong with me? I thought I’d be
here with a stranger, after all. It might be easier with someone I don’t know.
Hell. Master Josh might even fuck me and give me some relief!

But the thought really, really bothered
her. She felt a new coolness toward Derrick. This was just a game to him. A
conquest. She’d need to keep that in mind.

She did her best to keep the quiver out of
her voice when she added, “I won’t disappoint you, Master.”

“That’s my girl.” Derrick turned her to
face the Dom and his subs, and she kept her eyes lowered. “Now sit between
Lauren and Sara.”

The subs stepped forward and took Andi by
her arms, positioning her between them on the middle bench. The subs were
pretty, both with dark brown hair—they were twins, Andi realized. Every man’s
dream.

Derrick and Master Josh sat on the benches
to either side of the women, across from one another.

“Look at me, Andi,” Derrick said. She
raised her eyes and met his. “It will please me greatly to see Lauren and Sara
touch you.”





Chapter Eight



Andi’s eyes widened and she dropped her
jaw. You want what? she almost shouted.

“Relax, baby.” Derrick’s beautiful blue
eyes had a calming effect, like the ocean. “You need to learn to enjoy your
body with no shame, no reservations.”

Andi took a deep breath. She could do this.
She wouldn’t let him have the opportunity to punish her again. “Yes…Master.”

Josh leaned back on his bench with his arms
folded across his large chest and a very obvious bulge in his black pants. He
had silver chains draping his pants and vest. Like Derrick, he was a powerful
and good-looking man, but with blond hair and gray eyes. “You may speak at
will,” he said to his subs.

“Thank you, Master,” Sara said with a smile
lighting her pretty features. She raised her hand and stroked Andi’s hair from
where it had fallen across one breast. “She is a beautiful slave.”

Andi wanted to scream I’m not a slave,
but instead she found herself quivering at Sara’s touch.

“She has a perfect figure.” Lauren traced
her fingers along the inside of Andi’s thigh, and despite herself, Andi’s pussy
flooded with moisture.

Andi’s gaze met Derrick’s as the women
caressed her, and she saw such fierce desire in his eyes that she felt even
more turned on than before. Even the stinging on her ass added to her pleasure.

But when Sara’s mouth latched onto Andi’s
nipple, she almost screamed in surprise. Before she had time to fully register
what was happening, Lauren had begun suckling her other nipple, and Andi did
cry out this time at the incredible sensations rippling through her body.

Her gaze shot to Derrick’s and he smiled.
“Relax, baby. Enjoy. Your pleasure gives me pleasure.”

Andi gave herself up to the sensations of
the women stroking her, licking and lightly biting her nipples. When they both
slid their fingers beneath the strip of cloth covering her pussy, Andi thought
she’d come unglued from both embarrassment and pleasure. Lauren and Sara
stroked and fondled her, bringing her higher and higher to that peak, and she
didn’t know if she could hold back much longer. Her gaze locked with Derrick’s
and he slowly shook his head no.

Oh, God, he was trying to kill her.

In the next moment Sara’s mouth met hers,
and she slipped her tongue between Andi’s lips. At first she was too shocked to
move, but then she gave herself up to the kiss. Sara’s mouth was softer than a
man’s, her taste different—sweeter somehow. Even the gentleness of her tongue
was different than a man’s. In the meantime, Lauren ran her tongue along the
collar around Andi’s neck, causing her to shiver.

Andi heard a soft purring sound, and
realized it was coming from her. She was enjoying this. She had never
fantasized about women, and here she was making out with two women, in
front of two men.

Lauren slipped her hand from Andi’s folds,
then caught Andi’s chin in her hand. “My turn.” She pulled her away from Sara’s
kiss and locked her lips to Andi’s. Lauren’s kiss was fiercer, more intense,
and Andi grew more aroused than ever. Lauren tasted different than Sara—of
peppermint and iced tea.

Sara’s fingers still stroked Andi’s pussy
and she continued to suckle one of Andi’s nipples. Between Lauren’s kiss and
Sara’s touch, Andi was growing wilder by the minute. She slipped away from the
real world, their bodies twining on the benches and their hands everywhere as
each one took turns kissing her. Lauren took one of Andi’s hands, guiding it to
her own pussy and pulling aside the material of the spandex suit she wore.

Shock rippled through Andi to feel another
woman’s folds, to feel her slick flesh beneath her fingers. Tentatively Andi
began stroking Lauren’s clit, then her touch became stronger the louder
Lauren’s moans became.

Sara guided Andi’s hand to her pussy, and
she found herself stroking two women at once.

Lauren gasped and said, “May I come,
Master?”

“You and Sara both may climax,” he replied.

Andi broke her kiss with Sara, and her gaze
went to Derrick’s. He shook his head. “No, you may not come, Andi.”

She almost screamed her frustration and
anger at the same moment both Lauren and Sara were shouting out as their hips
bucked against Andi’s hands.

Andi squirmed, fighting her own orgasm.
Damn it, she wouldn’t come without Derrick’s permission. She wouldn’t
disappoint him in front of another Master and his subs. She had once, she
wouldn’t do it again. But damn, it pissed her off.

As she slipped her fingers from their
pussies, the women removed their hands and mouths from Andi, and cuddled
against her for a moment. Andi’s body still throbbed and she was so sexually
frustrated that she could barely think clearly.

She glanced from Derrick to Master Josh,
and saw the satisfied, but almost pained expressions on both their faces.

“Master Josh needs relief.” Derrick
gestured toward the Dom. “Use that perfect mouth on him, Andi. Then let him
come all over your beautiful breasts.”

Andi gaped at him. He was going to make her
suck another man’s cock?

Derrick raised an eyebrow and Andi knew it
was her choice. She could say her safe word now, and the weekend would end, or
she could go down on Master Josh.

When her gaze locked with Derrick’s, she
saw how much the thought of watching her suck another man’s cock turned him on.
Would he want another man to fuck her, though?

It wasn’t like they meant anything to one
another, just a weekend of sex and then it was back to the real world. A
conquest. A game. Yes, definitely, that’s all it was.

Well, fine. If he wanted another man to get
off with her, then she was going to give him a hell of a show.

Andi pulled away from the two women and
approached the other Dom. “What would you have me do, Master Josh?”

“On your knees, wench.”

Andi tensed at the word wench, but
she obeyed, and kept her eyes fixed on the bulge in his crotch, avoiding his
gaze.

While she watched, he stood in front of
her, unfastened his pants, and pulled out his cock. It was not quite as long as
Derrick’s, but thicker, with a darker plum-colored head. He fisted his
erection, running his hand along the length of it.

“Suck me, wench.” The man was handsome
enough to make a woman’s heart stop, and his voice was deep and throbbing. “If
I’m not pleased, I’m sure Master Derrick will find it fit to punish you again.”

“Yes, Master Josh,” she said.

He released his cock and thrust his hips
forward. Andi lowered and flicked her tongue over the head. A bead of come was
at the tiny slit and she tasted him, finding a somewhat different flavor than
Derrick’s. She was positioned in a way that she could see Derrick. The twins
had moved to sit on either side of him. They had removed their bustiers so that
they were naked from the waist up, and only wearing their skimpy panties and
boots. Derrick had his arms around both of them and lightly stroked their
shoulders as he watched Andi lave her tongue along Master Josh’s erection. A
spurt of jealousy surged through her at the sight of Derrick touching the other
women.

Her eyes remained focused on Derrick and
she thought she saw a flicker of jealousy in his blue eyes. But then Master
Josh took her face in his palms and forced her to look up at him. “I want you
to watch me while I fuck your mouth.”

Andi obeyed, keeping her gaze focused on
Master Josh’s gray eyes, and a queer feeling tingled through her belly. He
began thrusting his hips forward, fucking her mouth as Andi flicked her tongue
along his length. She brought her hands up and began fondling his balls with
one hand while wrapping the fingers of her other around his cock, working him
in time with his thrusts. She couldn’t believe how wet this was making her, how
hard her nipples were. And what surprised her most was that her increased
arousal was purely because she knew Derrick was watching—and she knew it was
causing incredible sexual tension within him.

“That’s it, wench,” Josh said in a rumbling
voice. “Suck harder.”

Still watching the Dom, Andi increased the
pressure of her tongue and her hands and applied deep suction.

Master Josh shouted and pulled his cock
from her mouth. He fisted his length and pointed his cock at her chest. Come
spurted out in jets over her neck and her naked breasts. The streams of his
semen were warm, but quickly cooled against her skin.

When the last drop spilled from his cock,
Master Josh gestured to Lauren and Sara. In a rumbling voice, still filled with
the passion of his release, he said to the twins, “Clean Andi—with your
tongues.”

“Yes, Master,” they said in unison.

Andi bit the inside of her lip as the two
women came over, got down on their hands and knees, and began licking the come
from her breasts.

Andi tilted her head back and allowed
herself to enjoy the feel of their tongues and lips. She glanced at Derrick and
saw approval in his eyes, and his erection looked even bigger, if that was
possible.

When the women finished licking every drop
of come from Andi’s chest, Master Josh drew her to her feet and sat on the
bench and brought her onto his lap. His still naked cock was erect again, and
it dug into the crack of her ass cheeks. She clenched her fists, praying
Derrick wasn’t going to tell Master Josh that it was okay to fuck her now. No
matter the freaking consequences, she’d be slapping the shit out of two Doms.

“Now,” Master Josh said, “It’s time for
Lauren and Sara to see to Master Derrick’s pleasure.”

At Andi’s startled look of jealousy,
Derrick smiled. It pleased him that she didn’t like the idea of other women
having him.

She quickly hid her emotions by giving him
a look of indifference, but he knew she was anything but.

Derrick settled back against the bench and
let the twins unzip his leather pants down past his balls and free his
incredible erection. Watching the twins all over Andi, then seeing her bring
Josh to climax, had turned him on to the point that his cock had threatened to
burst the seams of his pants.

As Sara slipped her mouth over Derrick’s
cock, Lauren began sucking his balls, drawing them one at a time into her mouth
and applying light suction. The pressure she applied gave him a small burst of
pain that enhanced his pleasure. But what made him even hotter was seeing the
jealousy in Andi’s eyes as she sat in Josh’s lap. The Dom lightly stroked her
nipples while she watched the twins suck him off, and he could tell that she
was so on edge from her need to climax that she was ready to scream.

It turned him on, too, to know that Josh’s
naked cock was pressed to Andi’s bare ass, as if poised to go into her back
entry. Derrick wouldn’t allow Josh to fuck Andi’s pussy, but there was a good
chance that Josh would be fucking Andi’s ass at the same time Derrick was deep
inside her. Even though Andi might not realize it yet, Derrick knew she would
experience pleasure like she’d never had before, and that thought alone just
about made him come.

He focused on the feel of the twins licking
and sucking his cock as he watched Andi. Her nipples were taut, and Josh was
moving her back and forth on his lap, rubbing his cock along her crack. He
imagined that instead of the twins going down on him, that he was driving his
cock deep within Andi’s slick core.

Derrick came with a rumble that rose out of
his throat in a near growl. He jerked his cock from Sara’s mouth. He spurted
onto Lauren’s and Sara’s faces and chests as they continued to milk his come
from his body.

Josh squeezed Andi’s waist and moved his
lips near her ear. “Clean up the girls,” he ordered. “Using your tongue.”





Chapter Nine



A breeze rustled through the leaves and
flowers around them, while everyone waited expectantly for Andi to obey. She
swallowed past the sudden burst of shyness at the thought of having her tongue
on the women. It was one thing to have their hands and mouths on her, another
to be the one sucking and licking.

Master Josh slipped her off his lap,
forcing her to stand. His cock slid across her bare skin and she couldn’t help
but imagine what it would be like to be with Derrick and Master Josh at the
same time.

“Clean up the girls,” he repeated, with a
harder edge to his words, and she knew he was displeased that she hadn’t
answered yet. She certainly didn’t want that flogger on her ass again.

“Yes, Master Josh.” She wobbled in her
heels across the flagstone to the twins, heat filling her as she thought about
what she was about to do.

At Derrick’s bidding, the twins moved to
sit on the bench, and Andi knelt between Sara’s thighs. The flagstone was hard
against her knees, but Sara’s thighs were soft around her waist.

Hesitantly, Andi leaned forward and flicked
her tongue along a stream of come that was rolling down Sara’s breast. The sub
sighed and gripped Andi’s hair in her hands.

Andi wanted to get this over with as soon
as possible. She licked harder, with more purpose, and was amazed at how much
she liked the taste of Derrick’s come mixed with the salt of Sara’s skin.
Nervousness spiraled in Andi’s belly as she licked one path of come down to the
woman’s nipple. Purely out of curiosity, she sucked the sub’s nipple, drawing
it into her mouth and lightly nipping at it. Sara moaned and thrust her breast
further into Andi’s mouth. Sara smelled of come and the juices between her
thighs, and a light citrus fragrance that was pleasing to Andi’s senses.

She found the feel of the nipple unusual in
her mouth. Soft, yet hard, and the areola was puckered and bumpy to her tongue.
Hardly conscious of anyone else, Andi moved her mouth to Sara’s other nipple
and sucked it despite the fact that there wasn’t any come on it. After nipping
at Sara, Andi finished licking the rest of Derrick’s come from the woman’s
body. He had even come on Sara’s face, and Andi licked it away, too. When she
flicked a drop from the corner of Sara’s mouth, the woman let out a soft sigh
and turned her lips to Andi’s. They kissed, a long and sweet kiss that made
Andi’s heart race.

“Lauren is waiting,” came Derrick’s voice,
gruff and deep as if aroused beyond normal speech.

Andi broke the kiss, barely holding back a
smile. She hoped Derrick’s cock was so hard it was ready to burst through his
pants.

She was
certainly too hot for words. Actually licking and kissing women, going down on
another man in front of her “Master,” and being kissed and fondled by strange
men and women, was unbelievably erotic.

She left Sara to kneel between Lauren’s
legs. The beautiful woman spread her thighs wide, and Andi smelled her juices.
Before she had a chance to catch her breath, Lauren kissed her hard and fast.
Andi sighed at the feel of the kiss, then moved her mouth away, licking at the
drying come on Lauren’s cheek. The sub pinched and pulled at Andi’s nipples
while she flicked her tongue along the trails of come, going over Lauren’s
collar, her neck and down to her breasts.

“That’s it, baby.” Derrick’s voice was even
huskier. “Clean her off.”

Andi moved farther down, and Lauren eased
her hands into Andi’s hair. Andi enjoyed paying attention to the woman’s
nipples the same way she had sucked Sara’s.

When she finished, she sat back on her
haunches, her hands in her lap, and looked up at Derrick. “What would you have
me do now, Master?” she asked, hoping he would allow her to come.

He stroked a strand of hair from her face
and tucked it behind her ear. “I do believe it’s time for lunch.”



Andi was mortified. She sat at the luncheon
table, alone with Derrick, her entire body burning with embarrassment as he
forced her to eat lunch with her bra still under her breasts. Her nipples
betrayed her, puckering to hard, taut peaks, and her pussy dripped with more
moisture.

Damn it, how could he make her do this? Yet
somehow it turned her on, and that thought embarrassed her even more.

Her only consolation was that many of the
women and men seated at other tables were as bared as she was, if not more so.
Around them were other couples, threesomes, and even larger groups. Open
displays of sexuality were obviously the norm, as was nakedness and
near-nakedness. Hell, once Andi’s mortification lessened, she allowed herself
to glance around and saw slaves of all shapes and sizes, and of both genders,
who were completely naked. Many were on leashes, too.

Yet she still found her hands easing up to
her breasts, wanting to cup them, hide them.

“Stop.” Derrick placed his hand over hers
and met her eyes. Electricity zinged through her at his touch. “You should be
proud to display such beautiful breasts.” His eyes narrowed with what appeared
to be lust. “Right now I want to take you to our room, spank your ass, and fuck
you until you can’t walk.”

Andi gulped. His words, the huskiness in
his voice, the way he looked at her, all made her so hot she could barely stand
it. Since she hadn’t been allowed to have an orgasm today, she was so raw and
horny that she was sure she could come with just a rub of her thong against her
clit.

No. She wouldn’t succumb. She wouldn’t give
Derrick the satisfaction of it, allowing him to punish her in lord knew what
way he would come up with.

They were seated at a table in a beautiful
courtyard surrounded by lush vegetation and a variety of colorful flowers.
Afternoon sunshine warmed all her bared skin, and the air smelled good, of
grilled chicken, fresh-baked rolls, and roasted meats. The additional scent of
flowers and fresh air relaxed her. A little.

The waiter brought the meal Derrick had
ordered for them, and Andi found herself avoiding his eyes, still embarrassed
about her naked breasts. When she reached for her glass of Chardonnay, she felt
the weight of the leash tug against her neck, and the soft leather collar
seemed a little more constricting than it had before. Perhaps it was the fact
she was having a hard time swallowing down her embarrassment—and her lust for
Derrick.

Over the rim of her wineglass she studied
him, admiring his profile as he said something to the waiter. Derrick’s
features were strong and masculine and she liked the way he focused on whatever
task was before him, whether it was in the boardroom, or here at the resort,
dominating her.

Her hand trembled as she carefully set the
wineglass back on the table. Just the thought of what he might have in mind for
her threw her off balance. Jeez, she told herself, you’re a Vice
President of a major corporation, for Christ’s sake. She was confident,
self-assured, in control of herself and her environment.

So why did she feel this way around
Derrick? Like she could just let him take care of her, and do anything he commanded
her to do?

When the waiter left, Derrick said, “Eat
your lunch before I devour you in front of everyone.” Those incredible blue
eyes burned through her, telling her he meant what he said.

“Yes, Master,” she managed to get out
before focusing on the plate before her. She slowly ate her Atlantic salmon,
bathed in capers and lemon butter. The broccoli, carrots, and yellow squash
were crisp, the way she liked them, and the side of wild rice was cooked to
perfection.

“That’s my girl,” Derrick said, and she was
certain she heard humor in his voice. No doubt from the way she was devouring
her meal. After all that sex—well, almost-sex on her part—she was ravenous.

When she had eaten her last bite of salmon,
she glanced up to see Derrick watching her. His empty plate was pushed away
from him, his arms folded on the tabletop, and he gazed at her intently. Andi’s
head swam, and she couldn’t help but wonder if it was the wine, or the way
Derrick affected her.

“Lean closer.” He reached for his glass of
Chardonnay, and held it close enough to his lips that his breath fogged the
glass.

Andi’s belly fluttered as she leaned closer
to him, feeling his heat against hers.

Derrick sipped his wine, then set the glass
on the table. He slipped his fingers into her hair and brought his lips to
hers.

Andi opened for him, expecting the thrust
of his tongue. Instead he fed her the wine from his mouth. Her world spun. The
wine was so much more intoxicating coming from him, as the warmth of the fluid
slid over her tongue and down her throat. She melted so completely against him
that she lost track of herself and everything around them. He placed his hand
against the small of her back, crushing her harder to him, smashing her breasts
against his butter-soft leather shirt.

The last of the wine passed from his mouth
to hers and his tongue replaced it, delving into her warmth as if to explore
every bit of her. She clenched her fists in his shirt, her tongue meeting his.
He tasted of wine and pure male, and he smelled of the clean scent of soap and
musky aftershave.

She clung tighter to him, not wanting to
break the kiss, not wanting to lose the precious contact between them.

But Derrick pulled away, leaving her
panting, her breath coming in hard, hungry gasps. Her body trembled with need for
him, for whatever he would give her, and her mind could hardly wrap around the
unbelievable desire she felt for the man.

His eyes caught her, held her. “Your turn,”
he murmured in a husky voice that told her he was just as turned on as she was.
For a moment she didn’t know what he meant, but when he glanced at her
Chardonnay she reached for it with a trembling hand. Her fingers barely held
onto the glass as she brought it to her lips, and she felt a little of it
dribble onto her chin as she took a mouthful of the wine and held it, not
swallowing.

When she set the glass down, Derrick leaned
close again. Instead of meeting her lips, he flicked his tongue out, lapping up
the drops of wine on her chin.

He slowly moved his lips to hers and opened
his mouth. She fed him the wine, letting it trickle from her lips onto his
tongue.

Derrick groaned and smashed their lips
together and clenched his hand so tight in her hair that the pain of it
startled her, yet it quickly melded into a pleasure that joined the incredible
kiss.

When he slipped his tongue from her mouth
and raised his head to look into her eyes, he slid one hand from her hair to
cup the side of her face. Andi leaned into his palm, feeling almost as if her
muscles and limbs would no longer support her.

He touched the tip of her nose with one
finger and gave her a sensual smile. “Did you know I’ve wanted to kiss you
since the first moment I saw you?”

Andi’s heart beat a little faster. “I
thought you barely knew I existed, Master.”

“How could I not notice you? You strode
into the office with such confidence and grace you stole my breath away.” He
smiled as he traced his finger down her nose. “And now you are mine.”

Her head briefly swam with his words, but
she reminded herself how easily he had given her to another man. “For this
weekend, yes…Master.”

He just smiled. “Come on. I’ll show you
around.”

Andi took a shaky breath and nodded. She
didn’t know what had just happened, but whatever it was, it scared the hell out
of her. Even more than all the bondage and punishments he’d come up with so
far.





Chapter Ten



Derrick and Andi walked hand in hand around
the lush resort. He held the leash, too, but needed the warmth of her small
hand in his.

He couldn’t get enough of her. He knew he
never would. He enjoyed everything about her. The way she didn’t back down in
the boardroom when she felt strongly about an issue. The way she was willing to
compromise. The way she treated her employees with fairness, yet with the
firmness of a good manager.

From watching her all this time, he knew
she was a good and loyal friend to her friends, and she would do anything for
them. She was honest and forthcoming—you always knew where you stood with Andi.

And damn, but she was beautiful. Her
gorgeous breasts, her long black hair, her soft curves, and long legs… God, he
wanted to fuck her. It took a tight rein on his control to keep himself from
taking her down to the grass and thrusting his cock into her slick warmth now,
in front of everyone in the damn resort.

No. He would wait until they were alone
like he had planned, and then he would have her.

He had always enjoyed watching his women
being pleasured by other men and women in the past. Today, though, had been
difficult. No matter how much it had turned him on, he’d found himself wanting
to whisk Andi away and keep her all to himself.

Yet he was looking forward to tonight, in
the dungeon. He couldn’t wait to see her face while she was pleasured as she’d
never been pleasured before.

But first he had to have her all to
himself.

His steps became more urgent as they neared
one of the themed cabanas, and he had to force himself to slow down. Andi
tottered on her heels as she walked over the uneven lawn and he liked it when
she slightly lost her balance and her nearly naked body brushed against his.

When they reached the elegant tent, Derrick
pushed the door flap open and watched Andi’s face as she took in the
surroundings.

It was absolutely decadent, Andi thought as
she gazed around the enormous room. It looked like a sultan’s harem tent might
look, filled with embroidered brocade pillows that covered every inch of the
floor, and exquisite tapestries that hung along the walls. It smelled of exotic
spices and light sandalwood incense. A tall golden pole at the center of the
tent supported the ceiling which rose far above their heads.

Against one wall of the tent, she also saw
what looked like two changing rooms. Next to them was a collection of whips,
scarves, and floggers of different colors and sizes hanging from the dressing
room wall. Andi bit her lower lip, wondering what Derrick had in mind. He was
always surprising her.

She glanced up at him and met his blue
eyes, and saw a wicked gleam mixed with lust.

“Get in here,” he said. He tugged at her
hand and she stumbled over a pillow, barely keeping her balance as he led her
to the changing room. He pulled aside a drape and she saw a golden costume that
looked like what a harem girl might wear. He slipped the garments from the
hanger and handed the top and bottom to her. “Put these on.”

She clutched it to her chest, the silky
material sensitizing her taut nipples. “Yes, Master.”

“Leave off your thong, and your heels,
too.” Derrick gripped her chin and trailed his thumb over her lips. “And don’t
make me wait.”

Andi shivered from his touch. “Yes,
Master,” she said as he left, letting the drape fall shut behind him.

She turned and caught a movement out of the
corner of her eye, seeing her reflection in the mirror that hung on one side of
the dressing room. For one long moment she stared at herself, her eyes wide
with embarrassment…and arousal.

Her long dark hair hung over her shoulders,
looking tousled and windblown, and her naked breasts were lifted up with the
bra pulled down beneath them. Her nipples were taut and her skin was flushed.
She looked totally wanton, a woman who desperately needed to be fucked.

With a start she remembered Derrick’s
command to not keep him waiting. She stripped out of her thong, her bra, and
her heels, and quickly slipped on the silk top with its sheer sleeves. The top didn’t
fasten, and with every move she made it fell open to reveal her breasts. The
top of the pants was silk, but the legs were sheer, and she could see the
triangle of curls at the apex of her thighs.

And they were crotchless.

A thrill skittered through Andi’s belly,
and she hoped this meant Derrick would finally fuck her.

“Andi…” came his voice from outside the
changing room with a note of warning in his tone. She quickly pulled aside the
drape and stepped barefoot upon one of the velvety pillows on the tent’s floor.

Derrick’s eyes flared and his jaw
tightened, as if he was reining himself in. He looked absolutely gorgeous and
her arousal deepened as she took him in. The muscles in his biceps flexed as he
folded his arms across his well-built chest. His waist tapered down to trim
hips and gold silk sultan’s pants covered his long legs. His erection was a
huge bulge against the silk.

She took a deep breath and put her hands
behind her back, widened her stance, and lowered her gaze, hoping he wouldn’t
punish her for lack of protocol.

“Very good,” he murmured and she shivered
at his husky tone. “Come to me.”

Andi obeyed, keeping her eyes downcast. The
velvet and brocade pillows were both soft and coarse in texture beneath her
bare feet, and she had to watch where she stepped to avoid tripping.

“On your knees, baby,” he said in a voice
hoarse with desire when she reached him.

Andi obeyed, feeling the softness of the
pillows beneath her knees when she knelt. She watched as he rubbed his erection
through his silk harem pants, then freed his cock through an opening that she
hadn’t noticed before.

He slipped his hand into her hair and
guided her forward so that her lips were a hairsbreadth away from the
plum-colored head. A drop of semen glistened in the low lighting, and she
licked her lips.

“Suck me, my little harem girl,” he said as
his hand clenched her hair tighter, “I’ll reward you well if you perform to my
liking.”

Her belly twisted with excitement and she
started to reach up with one hand when he stopped her. “Use only your mouth,”
he said.

“Yes, Master.” She crossed her hands behind
her back, hoping she could please him using only her mouth.

With his hand still clenched in her hair,
he pushed his cock through her lips as he thrust forward. Andi took him deep, feeling
him at the back of her throat. She licked and sucked and found herself moaning
as he fucked her mouth.

“That’s it, baby.” He groaned as he thrust
harder yet, and the silk of his sultan’s pants brushed her face as he ground
his hips against her. “Now look at me.”

Andi’s gaze met his as he watched his cock
move in and out of her mouth. Her breasts bounced beneath her gold silk harem
top, and the silk rubbed her nipples until she thought she’d scream from the
sensation. Her pussy ached and her juices dampened the material of her harem
pants. She wanted to slip her fingers into her folds to assuage the need, to
bring herself to what she knew would be a shattering orgasm.

Derrick groaned and she felt his cock
tighten in her mouth. Just as she thought he was going to come, he pulled her
head back and withdrew his erection from between her lips.

She watched as he closed his eyes for a
moment and tilted his head back. She knew he was fighting to gain control and
she felt a rush of pleasure that he had to fight so hard to keep from coming.

His voice was a low rumble when he released
her hair to gesture at the tent pole. “Lay flat on your back, your arms above
your head and to either side of the pole.”

“Yes, Master.” Shivers ran up and down
Andi’s spine as she settled against the pillows and raised her arms up. The
harem top fell open and she almost grinned when Derrick gave a low groan, his
gaze fixed on her naked breasts.

“Don’t move,” he ordered as he turned and
moved to the wall of objects she had noticed earlier. When he returned he was
carrying a gold silk scarf in one hand and his other fist was clenched around
something she couldn’t see.

He moved behind the pole where he was out
of her sight, then took her wrists in his hands. Quickly he tied her to the pole,
the bindings snug against her wrists.

When he returned to her, he knelt between
her thighs, nudging them further apart so that she was splayed wide open to
him. She felt the rush of cold air against her wet folds through the crotchless
pants.

Derrick opened his hand and she saw two
clamps with golden beads dangling from them. She caught her breath as he raised
one to her nipple and clamped it onto the hardened nub.

The instant pain caused her to gasp, but
then she was arching her back at the pleasure of it, her body begging for more.
He smiled and clamped the other one to her bare nipple and she bit her lip to
keep from moaning. The clamps felt tight, like Derrick was biting her nipples,
and the dangling beads lightly caressed the swell of her breasts. The pleasure
and pain was incredibly erotic and she was even more turned on than she had
been before, which was definitely saying something.

“You’re so beautiful, baby.” He cupped her
breasts and massaged them, and she felt like blood was rushing straight to her
head. “I can’t wait to fuck you.”

“Yes, Master.” Andi raised her hips in a
plea for him to take her. “Yes!”

Derrick groaned and grasped his cock in his
hand. He brought the head to her folds, and rubbed it against her slick flesh.
She pulled against her bonds, wanting to reach for him, at the same time, she
squirmed with the need to have him deep inside her.

He stroked her clit with the head of his
cock while he kept his gaze focused on hers. “Are you ready to be fucked hard?”

Andi almost screamed. “Yes, Master. Please
fuck me. Fuck me as hard as you can.”

Derrick gave a look of satisfaction the
moment before he drove his cock inside her.

This time she did scream. It came out of
nowhere, shocking her the same way her body was shocked at how he filled her
and stretched her wide. She pumped her hips in rhythm with his. She tugged
against her silken bonds, wanting to go wild beneath him. Wanting to scrape her
nails along his back, down to his tight ass where she would clench him as he
drove in and out of her.

He fucked her so hard her head banged
against the pole and his hips bruised the inside of her thighs. The tent seemed
to swirl around her, the bright colors blending with the incredible sensations
she was experiencing. The clamps tight upon her nipples, the silk and gauze of
the harem outfit against her skin. The feel of every thrust Derrick made within
her pussy.

She was so close to coming, so close.
Vaguely she remembered she wasn’t supposed to come without permission and she
barely kept from toppling over the edge before she asked him, “Please may I
come, Master?”

“Not yet.” Sweat rolled down his strong jaw
and his dark hair was damp around his face. His arms were braced to either side
of her head and his biceps bulged.

Andi moaned, so close to coming that she
was certain she wouldn’t make it a moment longer. And then he shouted, “Come
for me, baby!” and her world spun out of control as she screamed. Her climax
hit her so powerfully that her body bucked with one aftershock after another.

Derrick shouted and she felt his cock
pumping within her core, his warmth filling her up.

He collapsed against her, just holding
himself up enough that he wasn’t crushing her. “My God, Andi.” His breathing
came sharp and fast. “What have you done to me?”

She was breathing so hard she couldn’t have
gotten a word out if she’d tried. Spasms continued to rock her body, her pussy
clenching around Derrick’s cock, still buried inside her.

He gave a low groan and brushed his lips
over hers. “You’re mine, baby. All mine.”





Chapter Eleven



After another erotic meal, a dinner that
had left her beyond needing a climax again, Derrick led Andi by her leash to
the dungeon. She wore only the g-string now, and her high heels. He had also
insisted on protocol this time, and she walked with her eyes downcast, her
hands behind her back, several paces behind him.

And her heart was pounding like mad.

Her heels clicked against stone as he led
her down spiraling steps into the dark depths beneath the resort. Down, down,
down.

The world slipped away when the steps ended
at a darkened corridor that was a tunnel carved in stone. She became aware of
the hiss and spit of torches burning in brackets, the only light offered in the
dimness. Of the sound of her breathing, the feeling of cool air against her
naked breasts and the dank smell of the tunnel. The clunk of Derrick’s boots,
and the steady drop of water in the distance.

Andi shivered and slowed as a moment of
fear overcame her. What am I doing?

The tug on her leash brought her back to
the moment, and Derrick narrowed his eyes as he glanced at her over his
shoulder. “Do you require more punishment, baby?”

“No, Master.” Andi lowered her eyes again
and increased her pace to keep up with his. She had to remind herself that this
was what she came here for. She wanted this. Wanted to turn over
control. Wanted to pleasure and be pleasured in every way imaginable.

When they entered another corridor, it was
exactly as she had pictured it. Very medieval, almost frightening. Wooden door
after wooden door ran the length of the corridor. At each door was a small
barred window. Some were closed, but others remained open—perhaps closed for
privacy, or open so that voyeurs were free to watch.

She swallowed down another gulp of fear as
sounds of screams, shouts, and soft cries met her ears. Chains rattled, whips
smacked flesh and orders were shouted with answering cries of “Yes, Master!” or
“Yes, Sire!”

“Shit,” Andi muttered without thinking.

Derrick came to an abrupt stop and she
smacked into him, feeling all that hard male flesh against her naked breasts,
and the heat of him radiating through her body like a branding iron.

“You’ve broken another rule,” he said,
turning to her, his face as serious as if she had committed the worst of
crimes. “You’re not allowed to speak unless spoken to.”

“Yes, Master,” Andi whispered.

“Speak to me in a proper tone.”

She tipped her chin up a notch, and raised
her voice. “Yes, Master.” Then she realized her mistake and lowered her gaze,
but still looked at him from beneath her lashes.

No smile from him, only complete
seriousness. “Another punishment is in order. See to it that you don’t break
any more rules.”

Shit, Andi
thought, this time keeping it to herself as Derrick turned and tugged at her
leash.

This was it. She could scream her safe word
and be out of here, or she could go through with what could possibly be the
most erotic experience of her life.

At the very end of the corridor, Derrick
paused in front of a huge rough-hewn wooden door. This one had a larger opening
for a window, with thick iron bars. She waited with her heart in her throat as
he tugged at the door. It creaked open, echoing eerily down the corridor.

He stepped into the dungeon room and pulled
her leash, bidding her to follow. When she entered the room she came to a dead
stop. Her skin flushed with heat and she grew lightheaded.

Master Josh stood nude in the center of the
enormous room, whip in hand, his gaze centered on Andi. In those few seconds of
recognition, she saw that Sara was naked, on her knees in a cage, her wrists
bound over her head to one of the bars. Lauren was spread-eagle, her arms and
wrists tied to the wooden arms of a St. Andrew’s cross, and just as bare as
everyone else.

Andi almost turned and ran. Derrick had
something planned for her, and she wasn’t sure she was going to like it. At
all.

Derrick tugged at her leash again, and she
turned her wide gaze on him. There he was, looking as incredibly handsome and
dangerous as ever. Just how dangerous could he be?

He came up close to her so that she again
felt his heat, and despite herself she wanted to melt into him. He reached up
and unsnapped the leash from her soft leather collar. “Safe, sane, and
consensual, baby.” He let the catch on the leash trail down her shoulder.
“Anything you can’t handle, just say your safe word and this all ends.”

At that moment, with him so close and
making her dizzy with lust, she wasn’t sure she could remember her safe word. Investment?
Stocks? No, portfolio, that was it.

She hoped.

“Yes, Master,” she said, and he smiled.

“That’s my girl.” His face again became a
mask of dominance as he turned to Master Josh.

“Is the wench prepared?” Master Josh asked
as he lightly snapped his whip.

Andi gulped.

Derrick gave a slow nod and glanced toward
a pair of handcuffs dangling from a long, thick-linked chain. Andi’s gaze
traveled up the chain to see that it was attached to an iron ring secured in
the stone ceiling of the dungeon.

“Stand beneath the handcuffs,” Derrick
commanded. “Your first punishment is to be bound and to accept whatever Master
Josh and I choose to do to you.”

She trembled as she walked past Sara’s cage
and tried not to look at Lauren’s naked form across the room, where the woman
was strapped to the St. Andrew’s cross. Andi couldn’t help but peek from the
corner of her eye. Lauren’s head was tilted to the side, her eyes at half-mast,
and she looked as if she was in another world altogether.

When Andi stood beneath the chain, Master
Josh took one of her arms while Derrick took the other and they fastened her
wrists into the cuffs. Master Josh’s cock brushed her thigh, and heat rose
within Andi at the contact.

The metal cuffs were fur-lined, for which
she was grateful as she dangled from the chain, the toes of her stilettos
barely scraping the dungeon’s stone floor. She felt strung out and lightheaded,
her arms high over her head, and her body extending down as if she was being
stretched like human taffy.

Derrick started to strip, pulling his soft
leather shirt over his head and tossing it aside. His muscles flexed, his nipples
hard, and the bulge beneath his leather pants told her how turned on he was.

Andi took a second to take in the huge room
that looked as if it was from King Arthur’s time. The walls were made of
ancient-looking stone, crumbling in some places. The floor looked hewn from
handmade blocks. But even though the setting looked authentic, it still
appeared to be clean—as if all was kept sterile.

Her gaze tried to take in everything else
in the room. Floggers, whips, chains, and other medieval-looking torture devices
lined the wall across from her. Some of the warmth left her body. She didn’t even
want to know what some of them were.

To her right was a stockade next to a table
with leather straps and metal stirrups. There was a leather swing in one
corner, and what looked like a leather-covered sawhorse to her left. Her skin
grew colder with every new discovery.

What was that damn safe word again? Portfolio.
Yeah, that’s it.

Master Josh left Andi’s side to go to
Lauren. He snapped his whip and it smacked against the woman’s thigh. Her eyes
flew open and she gave a small cry.

“Your punishment is to watch while the
wench is pleasured, slave.” His tone was firm and his eyes intent as he glanced
Andi’s way. Wildfire flared within her belly and heat flowed over her at his
words. What was going to happen? Were they all going to watch as Derrick fucked
her? The mere thought was heady, arousing, and confusing all at once.

Master Josh turned his gaze back to Lauren.
“You have to learn that you’re not allowed release with anyone but me, so long
as you are my slave.”

Lauren nodded and visibly swallowed. “Yes,
Master. I’ll never do it again.”

Josh moved to Sara’s cage. He snapped the
whip and she jerked against her bonds, as if in surprise. “Your punishment is
the same, slave,” he said. “You and Lauren were very bad girls today, weren’t
you.” A statement, not a question.

Sara licked her lips. “Yes, Master. We
deserve whatever punishment you think is fit.”

Master Josh gave one quick nod, the fierce
expression still on his strikingly handsome features. He moved back toward Andi
and her gaze flicked toward Derrick.

He was now completely and gloriously naked.
Her heart pounded faster and her mouth grew dry as her gaze rested on his full
and erect cock rising from its nest of soft dark curls. His balls were large
and she imagined herself taking each one in her mouth and sucking before going
down on his cock.

God, how she wanted him to fuck her again.

But then Master Josh pressed his cock
against her thigh and stroked the leather strap of the whip over her breasts,
scraping her nipples. She gasped. She tore her gaze from Derrick to Josh, her
lips parting in surprise.

Master Josh dove for her mouth, his tongue
slicing into her depths before she had a chance to realize what was happening
to her. She didn’t want to kiss him back, but the way he teased her with his
tongue and nibbled at her lips caused her to moan. He was a damn good kisser,
almost as good as Derrick.

She shuddered as Derrick rubbed his cock
against her other thigh. He captured her face in his large hands and tore her
from Josh’s kiss to brand her with his own. Derrick was all heat and man. He
still tasted of the wine they’d had with dinner and his unique masculine
flavor.

He kissed her so hard her head spun with
the wildness of it. She kissed him back, wanting him, needing him, wishing she
could touch him.

Both men had their hands all over her body,
touching her breasts, tugging at her nipples, and palming her ass as she
continued to kiss Derrick.

“I caught Lauren and Sara fucking a Domme’s
slave,” Josh murmured just before he bit her earlobe. “If that had been you,
and I was your Dom, I would have whipped your ass raw.”

Andi’s eyes widened, and Derrick smiled
against her lips. “If I ever catch you with another man without my permission,”
he said, “you can bet I’ll find one hell of a punishment.”

A game, Andi
reminded herself, this is all a game.If she shouted her safe
word, it would be over. And no matter what, when it was time to check out of
the resort tomorrow, the game would end.

She wasn’t sure how she felt about what was
happening right at this moment, but when Derrick kissed her with fierce
intensity, she didn’t care about anything but his mouth on hers, his hands on
her skin, his cock pressed against her. The feeling of having two men stroking
her, kissing her, rubbing their cocks against her, was an experience she never
would have imagined. Yet here she was, and it was making her so wet she was
afraid she’d come from the sheer pleasure of it.

As Derrick kissed her, she was aware of
Master Josh dropping to his knees in front of her. He rubbed his nose against
the small strip of cloth covering her mound and she shivered as he audibly
inhaled. “Your wench smells sweet, Derrick.” His voice was a low rumble. “I
wonder how she tastes.”

Derrick pulled away from Andi, his blue
eyes fixed on hers. For a moment she thought she saw indecision and jealousy,
but then his face became a mask of dominance again.

“Taste her,” he told Josh while his gaze
held Andi’s, and her whole body went weak. Derrick was going to share
her.

Again.

Just how far they would go, she didn’t
know.

Why should I care, as long as it feels
good?

Derrick captured her mouth again with his,
at the same time Josh caught her thong with his teeth and tugged it down. She
felt the scrape of his teeth against the soft skin of her mound, and she
groaned into Derrick’s mouth.

In no time, Master Josh had her thong
around her ankles and pulled it free of her heels. He used his hands to part
her folds and at the first swipe of his tongue, she tipped her head back and
cried out.

“I—I’m going to come, Master,” she
whispered.

“No.” Derrick took her face in his
hands and forced her to look at him. “You will not come without
permission.”

She heard him, but her body didn’t want to
listen. Her thighs trembled on either side of Master Josh’s head and her pussy
flooded more of her wetness onto his tongue.

Derrick released her. He moved away and her
body screamed for his warmth, his touch—even as Josh licked, sucked, and
nibbled at her clit, much like he had her mouth when he’d kissed her. Damn, but
that man knew his way around a pussy.

Her eyes were nearly crossing as she fought
against an oncoming climax. Through her blurry vision she saw Sara and Lauren
watching, pulling against their own bonds. Strapped to the St. Andrew’s cross,
in the torchlight Lauren’s pussy glistened with her desire. In her cage, Sara’s
nipples looked rigid and she was biting her lip hard enough that a drop of
blood beaded on it.

Andi twisted against her bonds, her skin
slick with sweat, her head light from hanging from the handcuffs and from what
the men had been doing to her. “Master, please,” she begged, turning her gaze
to where Derrick now stood.

Her body suddenly went cold when she saw
the whip in his hand.





Chapter Twelve



Derrick must have seen the fear in her eyes
because his expression softened. He held the handle in one hand and slid the
long leather strap through the fingers of his other hand.

“Do you trust me, baby?” His voice was low,
yet no less dominant.

Master Josh lapped her slit one last time
then eased to his feet to stand before her as Derrick moved closer with his
lithe, easy stride.

A wicked grin curved the corner of Josh’s
mouth and he swooped down to kiss her again. If these men didn’t stop kissing
her with such intensity, such passion, Andi was going to pass out. Josh’s mouth
was hot and he tasted of her juices.

But the heat and tenseness radiating from
behind her was palpable. Without looking she sensed Derrick wasn’t as cool
about sharing her as he had appeared to be.

With a satisfied glint in his eye, Josh
stepped back and folded his arms across his broad chest, never taking his gaze
from Andi. His cock was large and erect, and she had no doubt he wanted her.

But would Derrick let him have her? Did she
want him to?

She didn’t have time to think anymore as
warm breath stirred the hair at the nape of her neck, and the long leather
strip of the whip caressed her flesh.

“I think you enjoyed Master Josh’s
attentions too much, baby,” he said so low she was sure that only she could
hear. “Just remember that you belong to me and me alone.”

She couldn’t get a word out at first and
had to clear her throat. “Yes, Master,” she finally got out. “Only you.”

“Good.” His voice held a note of
satisfaction and she breathed a sigh of relief that she’d said the right thing.
Maybe he would forget the punishment he’d promised her?

He snaked the whip around her body, gently
caressing her with it as he moved from behind her to stand in front of her,
blocking her view of Josh.

She trembled as he continued the slow and
sensual movement of the whip over her body. He was all male…all intoxicating,
hard, hot male. She wanted him so badly she didn’t care who watched, and she
wanted him now.

“What do you want, baby?” he murmured,
mimicking her thoughts, then flicked the whip. It curled around her body like a
leather lasso, suddenly capturing her.

She startled, even though there was no
pain. Her answer spilled from her lips with no hesitation. “I want you,
Master.”

He snapped the whip again, and it curled
tighter around her body. “Exactly what do you want of me?”

Andi groaned with need from him. The sting
she felt from the whip this time did nothing but increase her desire for him.
“I want you to fuck me…Master.”

He gave a low growl of satisfaction and
moved away. “I will…once you have been suitably punished.”

Andi whimpered. She was afraid, she was
excited, she was apprehensive, she was so crazy with lust she could barely hold
back a scream.

Derrick stepped back and snapped his wrist.
This time the whip stung every place it touched as it wrapped around her belly,
her thighs, her calves, her ankles. She couldn’t hold back her cry of surprise
at the pain. She blinked back tears and was even more surprised to find the
sting of the whip made her pussy ache more.

“You’ll learn to obey me in every way.”
Derrick snapped his wrist again, and again the whip snaked around her body.
“Isn’t that right, baby?”

She nodded, fighting back more tears,
determined not to cry. He wasn’t really hurting her. Even though she was
feeling pain, she needed him to fuck her more than ever.

Derrick smiled in satisfaction at the pink
stripes wrapped around Andi’s body like a candy cane. He was an expert with the
whip and he would never injure her. He could bring her incredible pleasure with
it, bring her to orgasm with it if he chose to.

God, she looked beautiful. She dangled from
the handcuffs, the strong lines of her firm body taut as she stretched down to
the floor. She was all curves and softness and pure woman. Her dark hair fell
about her shoulders and her brown eyes glistened with moisture. Her lips were
full and slightly parted and his cock jerked against his belly when she bit her
lower lip.

Josh had moved to the side to watch while
Derrick lashed the whip out again and again. The man’s jaw was tight, his arms
folded so hard against his chest that his elbows were white.

“I’m so close, Master.” Andi’s voice came
out in a choked whisper. “I’m afraid I can’t hold back any longer.”

“You will.” Derrick kept his voice
controlled even though he wanted to wrap his arms around her and carry her to
his bed. He didn’t want to do what they had planned for her, but he intended to
make Andi realize he was in control and that she would be his. And for this one
night she would be pleasured beyond her wildest dreams.

He flung the whip aside and approached
Andi. Torchlight flickered across her bare skin and he saw her tremble at his
approach.

“The glass cock please, Master Josh,”
Derrick said to his friend, but kept his gaze on Andi.

Her eyes widened, then grew impossibly
larger when Josh brought the clear crystal cock out of a freezer. The freezer
was cleverly hidden in a cabinet that blended in with the room’s realistic
dungeon décor.

Andi shivered as her gaze darted to the thing
Derrick called a glass cock as Josh handed it to him. It looked like a
perfectly formed penis with a thick head and a shaft long enough to make her
swallow, wondering if it would fit, and just how deep Derrick intended to shove
it.

He reached her and brushed his lips over
hers at the same time he slid the frozen phallus over one nipple and then the
next. She groaned into his mouth and shivered. Her body still stung pleasantly
from the whipping, and she was so strung out she was about to lose her mind. She
felt almost high, like she could float amongst the clouds, yet grounded at the
same time.

Derrick slipped the glass cock along the
center of her belly, slowly traveling to her belly button, over her tight
abdomen, and down to her moist curls. Shivers skittered throughout her body and
she shuddered from his touch and the coldness of the glass.

“Do you want me to fuck you with this?”
Derrick asked.

All that came through Andi’s lips was a low
moan. He cocked an eyebrow and she forced herself to speak. “If it pleases you,
Master.” She’d rather have his hot cock inside her, but right now she’d take
anything to assuage the ache in her pussy.

He gave her a look of approval, slipped the
ice-cold glass down through her slit and then shoved it into her channel.

Andi screamed. She pushed her chest out and
tipped her head back, the sensation so intense that she couldn’t control her
reaction.

“That’s it, baby,” he murmured. “But don’t
come until I tell you. Remember that.”

She whimpered again, and he thrust the
glass cock a few times more, in and out of her pussy. Then he withdrew it and
brought the still-cold glass to her lips.

“Lick it.”

Andi kept her eyes focused on Derrick. Her
lips trembled as he slipped the chilled head of the cock into her warm mouth.
She tasted her essence again, but what turned her on even further was how hot
Derrick’s eyes were burning as he thrust the smooth glass in and out of her
mouth.

He pulled it away from her and handed it to
Master Josh.

Andi blinked. She’d forgotten about him,
about everything but Derrick. Suddenly she was aware of the ache in her arms
from being bound above her head, the fur-lined cuffs around her wrists, Lauren
and Sara watching—everything.

She watched as Josh took a tube of clear
gel and spread it over the glass cock. After he set the tube aside, he moved
behind her.

Andi swallowed. Really hard.

Derrick palmed her breasts. “Relax.”

She felt the cool head of the thick glass
penis against the tight rosette of her ass.

“Don’t clench, wench,” Josh said in a deep
rumble, his warm breath upon her skin causing her to shiver. “It’ll go easier
for you.”

The glass felt slick and filled her,
widening her as he pushed it up and into her ass. It was warmer now, her body
having heated it, but it was no less stimulating as Josh pumped it in and out
of her tight hole. The entire time he fucked her ass with the device, Derrick
fondled her, his warm touch driving her to new levels of pleasure.

She sagged against her bonds when Josh
finally pulled the glass cock completely out. He set it aside on a wooden table
and returned to her.

Both men pressed up against her, Josh
behind and Derrick in front of her. Andi went still. This was what they’d been
leading up to all along. She’d known it.

She wanted it.

They reached up and unfastened her handcuffs.
When she was freed, she went limp, her limbs refusing to hold her up. Derrick
murmured soft words she couldn’t comprehend in her muddled state of mind. She
was crazy with lust, crazy with need and if she didn’t get relief soon, she was
sure she was going to die.

Derrick held her to him, smashing her
breasts against his warm chest as he massaged arms that tingled from the rush
of blood flowing back through them. Josh rubbed her muscles from behind and she
was hyperaware of the two of them touching her, and then they began kissing
her.

Derrick held her tight, his mouth hot on
hers, his tongue delving into her. But then he withdrew and forced her head to
the side where Josh waited. The Dom captured her mouth with his, his kiss
harder and fiercer than Derrick’s had been.

“Wrap your legs around me,” Derrick
commanded Andi as Josh broke the kiss.

She braced her hands on Derrick’s
shoulders, but she was still so weak from all that they had done to her that he
had to help her wrap her thighs around his hips.

He moved his mouth to her ear, his breath
hot against her face. “I’m going to fuck you, baby. Hard. Real hard.”

The fire in Andi’s belly grew to an inferno
and she moaned at the erotic words. “Yes, Master.”

From nowhere he produced a condom and
rolled it down his erection with one hand. Then gripping her ass cheeks with
both hands, he spread them wide. “Josh is going to slide into your tight ass
and we’re going to fuck you at the same time. It’ll feel real good. You’re
going to love it, baby.”

Andi swallowed, but there was no hesitation
as she replied, “Yes, Master.”

Josh pressed against her backside and
rubbed his slick cock up and down her crack. She could feel the condom he’d
slipped over his erection. She couldn’t hold back another moan as he placed the
head at the tight rosette of her ass.

“I’ve wanted to fuck you since the moment I
flogged this sweet ass of yours,” Master Josh said in a low rumble that sent
impossible thrills through her belly.

At the same time, Derrick was palming her
breasts and pinching her nipples so hard she had to bite her lip to keep from
crying out at the sweet pain, and she clenched her thighs tighter around his
hips.

All that male hardness surrounding her was
so unbelievably erotic that she was flying high with sensations that were
almost too much to bear.

And when Derrick placed the head of his
cock at the opening of her channel, she thought she would fly apart into a
million sparkling pieces.

“Fuck me, Master,” she said, not caring
that she was begging him.

He gave her a slow, sexy smile that she
knew was only for her. “I’ll share you this one time, but never again, baby. I
want you to feel like you’ve never felt before.”

Andi trembled and clenched his shoulders
tighter as he spread her ass cheeks even wider.

Josh pressed the head of his cock against
her hole and grasped her waist with one hand.

And then in perfect synchronization, both
men thrust into her.

Andi screamed.

They held still for a moment as she felt
herself expanded, filled, beyond belief. Two cocks were inside her. Two
gorgeous men were about to fuck her senseless.

“That’s it, baby,” Derrick said as he began
thrusting in and out of her pussy.

Josh thrust in tandem. “You’re so damn
tight,” he said.

Andi could barely hear, blood was pounding
in her ears so hard. Wave after wave of sensation rode through her, threatened
to overcome her, to bring her to climax. Somehow she was aware that she
couldn’t cross that line, that she had to hold back. But her body didn’t want
to listen.

She fought to hold onto herself, but it was
no use. She dissolved, becoming a part of both men as they thrust harder and
harder. Their hands gripped her body, their cocks owned her pussy and her ass.
Their sweat-slicked flesh slid together and her juices flooded, coating her
thighs and Derrick’s cock. The smell of sweat and testosterone and sex filled
her senses. The men spoke words so arousing that her mind could barely bend
itself around them.

It was all too much to bear. “I can’t—” Her
voice broke and tears blurred her eyes. “God, I can’t hold back. Please let me
come, Master.”

Derrick thrust harder. “Hold on…hold on,
baby.”

And just when she thought she was going to
explode, Derrick shouted, “Come now, Andi. Now!”

And then she did explode. Her body
shattered like fine crystal smashed in an earthquake of massive proportions.
Pieces of her seemed to fly throughout the room, her senses on complete
overload. Her body quaked and quaked and quaked, and she thought her orgasm
would never, ever end. She didn’t want it to end. It was the most amazing orgasm,
the most intense, that she had ever experienced.

Vaguely, she was aware of Derrick and
Josh’s shouts and groans as they came. She felt the throb of their cocks within
her that only made her own orgasm pulse more.

Both men held her tight, their breathing
heavy and matching the rhythm of her own.

At last Josh released her and slid his
spent cock from her ass. Derrick eased his cock from her channel, then brought
her up so that she was cradled in his arms.

Andi snuggled against his chest, unable to
think, her breathing still ragged. Derrick brushed his lips over hers and she
melted even further against him, totally sated, completely exhausted. And then
her eyelids drifted shut and she passed into a deep and complete sleep.





Chapter Thirteen



Sunday morning, Derrick held Andi close in
the bed in their master suite. Her body was spooned against his, and his erect
cock pressed against her backside. Sunlight streamed onto her perfect features,
illuminating her face so that she looked like an angel.

But still she slept, her breathing deep and
even, an occasional soft sigh slipping through her lips.

Last night, after he’d taken her back to
their suite, he’d allowed her to rest—she’d been so exhausted, it was as if
she’d slipped into oblivion. If she hadn’t been so tired, he would have made
love to her again and again, branding her completely as his own.

She belonged to him.

He snuggled closer to her, enjoying the
feel of her in his arms. His chin rested on her mussed hair, his arm cradling
her slim waist.

The emotions that ranged through him
surprised him with their intensity. He had shared women with Josh before, but
this time had been harder. Andi wasn’t just any woman. Sharing her had been
Derrick’s way of showing her that she was his to control.

But he realized the truth. She
controlled him. She made him wild with need and lust…and maybe even
love.

He pressed his lips to her hair, breathing
in her jasmine perfume and her scent of pure woman.

Andi stirred and sighed again. Derrick
propped himself on one elbow and traced his finger down her shoulder to her
elbow and back, and she shivered in her sleep. Her nipples puckered against the
silk sheet draped over her breasts and over the curve of her hip. Only her bare
feet peeked out from beneath the cream silk.

He leaned down and blew into her ear. A
soft smile curved the corner of her lips and then she opened her eyes, slowly
blinking away the morning light.

“Derrick?” she murmured as she turned in
his arms to face him. She frowned as if trying to remember something, and then
said, “Oh. I mean Master.”

He smiled and ran the pad of his finger
down to the tip of her nose. “Let’s just be Derrick and Andi today, okay?”

She returned his smile, only hers was so
radiant it seemed to light up the already sunny room.

“All right.” Her movement was bold as she
reached up and pushed a lock of his hair from his face. “Does that mean I can
do whatever I want to you?”

Just the thought of her having her way with
him made him groan. “Baby, I’m yours.”

She gave an impish grin and slid her hand
over his stubbled cheek, down his chest and under the sheet. When she reached
his naked cock, she wrapped her small fingers around his erection and he
groaned again.

Before he lost all rational thought, he had
to get something off his mind, something he’d wanted to tell her all weekend.
He caught her errant hand and brought it to his chest, pressing it over his
heart.

“We need to talk,” he said.

Andi blinked. His face was so serious that
for a moment she was afraid he was going to tell her their weekend was over
already, and it was time to part ways. Why that bothered her so much, she
wasn’t sure, but she did know she wasn’t ready for the weekend to end.

But come Monday—

Derrick grasped her hand tighter in his,
his penetrating blue gaze focused on her. “I’m falling in love with you.”

Andi’s eyes widened. Her heart raced and
heat flushed straight to her head, making her dizzy with it. “You—”

“I’m serious.” He released her hand to cup
the side of her face. He rubbed his thumb from her lips, across her cheek and
back. “I can’t get enough of you, Andi. I don’t think I ever will. I can’t
imagine not waking up with you every day of my life.”

She closed her eyes and took a deep breath.
This was not happening. She did not want this.

But her heart ached at his words, a desire
rose up even fiercer than sexual need. The desire to be with Derrick—maybe even
to love him one day.

“Talk to me, baby.” His voice was low,
almost hesitant.

Andi opened her eyes to meet his
straightforward gaze. She knew that with Derrick there would never be falseness
or lies. He was a good and honest man.

“This is nuts,” she said. “You can’t love
me.”

“Why not?” A sexy grin curved the corner of
his mouth, and she melted at the mere sight. “I’ve admired you from the moment
I met you. And I’ve always wanted you.”

Andi looked up at him from beneath her
lashes. “I’ve wanted you, too. But love…”

He moved his hand from her face to her long
hair and wrapped it around his fingers. “All I ask is that you give us a
chance. Give what we have a chance to grow and we’ll go from there.”

She took a deep breath and slowly released
it. Wow. He wasn’t asking for commitment. He was just asking for her to give
them time to build a relationship—if that’s what she really wanted.

Somehow with Derrick the thought of a
serious relationship didn’t cause her to want to run the other way. Somehow it
felt right. It felt good.

Warmth spread through her and she felt it
radiating from her soul. She couldn’t help but smile. “Maybe I’m falling in
love with you, too.”

Derrick’s smile was so devastatingly sexy
that it nearly caused her to melt into a pool of lust and need, and maybe even
something deeper, that love thing they were talking about.

“But no pressure, okay?”

“No pressure,” he said, but he had a wicked
gleam in his eyes. “Just know that I don’t intend to let you go.”

Andi shivered at the note of possession in
his voice. Before she had a chance to respond, he caught her mouth in a hard,
fierce kiss. She couldn’t believe how much she wanted him, how much she wanted
to love him.

All conscious thought left her mind as
Derrick eased between her thighs. She moaned and arched her hips up to meet
him, enjoying the press of his cock against her belly, the feel of his weight,
his hot flesh, his warm breath feathering across her lips.

Derrick kissed his woman, knowing that he
could never let her go. He would give her the time she needed to realize she
was his, and that she loved him.

He eased down Andi’s body, brushing his
lips along the line of her jaw and down the curve of her neck. She made sweet
little moans as he kissed and licked his way to the valley between her breasts,
tasting the salt of her skin and breathing in the scent of her. She was soft
and warm, sweet and pliant.

Even as he thought that, she became wild
and demanding beneath him. “Suck my nipples and fuck me,” she said in her low,
breathless voice.

He chuckled against her breast and licked a
path to her nipple. He sucked, hard, and she cried out and squirmed beneath
him. “Yeah, like that,” she cried, and he moved his mouth so that he could bite
her other tight bud.

She clenched her hands in his hair, pulling
at it so that he felt it all the way down to the roots, so hard it was almost
painful. He liked it, liked the way she was losing control beneath him,
thrashing and crying out.

He wanted to drive into her now, but he
held back, teasing her by slowly moving down the line of her belly and to her
mound.

“You are so damn sexy, baby.” He fanned his
breath against her belly button, and she cried out. He smelled the flood of her
juices, the scent of their sex.

He nuzzled her soft curls and groaned. His
cock was beyond hard, but he had to taste her, had to give her pleasure.

It was a need that gripped him and wouldn’t
let go. It wasn’t about him. This was about her pleasure, making Andi
feel how much he cared for her.

He lapped at her clit, tasting her sweet
cream, and groaned.

She clenched her hands impossibly tighter
in his hair and he licked her harder.

Andi couldn’t believe that she felt even
hotter than she had the other times they’d fucked. But the fact that he’d told
her he was falling in love with her made every one of her senses seem more
alive than ever before.

Maybe this was what making love was like.

His stubble scraped the inside of her
thighs and the lips of her pussy as he laved her over and over. He plunged his
fingers into her slick core as he licked her clit, and she pumped her hips
against his face.

“I’m so close to coming, Derrick,” she
said, barely able to breathe.

“Come for me, baby,” he murmured against
her pussy, then nipped her clit.

Andi cried out. She arched up off the bed
with the force of her climax. It rushed from her belly through every part of
her body.

She was almost sobbing from the impact of
the orgasm when Derrick rose up, braced his hands to either side of her head
and plunged his cock inside her.

Andi shouted again, more aftershocks
causing her pussy to clench around his cock. He held himself still for a moment
just staring down at her. His dark hair fell across his forehead in a sexy,
disheveled look. The angular curve of his jaw was tense and his blue eyes were
dark with his desire for her. He was so sexy, so gorgeous, that he took her
breath away.

He rose up and hooked his arms under her
knees and put her ankles to either side of his neck. He planted his hands
beside her head and began to rock, thrusting his hips up hard but slow. So
deep, he felt so deep, and he touched a spot far down inside her that had never
been reached before. Every thrust of his cock caused her to tremble and squirm
and pulse around him.

Derrick looked down between their bodies
and her gaze followed to see his cock sliding in and out of her pussy. The
sight was so erotic she climaxed again, her hips bucking and trembling.

“That’s it, baby.” He rocked harder,
drawing out her climax, waiting for his own release.

And when she came yet another time, he
finally shouted with an orgasm that was so powerful his entire body shook
against hers.

He braced himself above her for a moment,
his head thrown back, looking like a god in the throws of passion.

Slowly, he eased her legs down and rolled
to his side, bringing her with him. His cock slipped from her core and she
instantly missed him inside her.

They cuddled together and she melted into
his powerful embrace, enjoying the strength of him against her. Their bodies
were slick with sweat and their juices and the scent of sex surrounded them.
Andi had never felt more content or more loved in her life.

Derrick smiled and kissed her softly.
“You’re mine, baby. You know that, don’t you?”

She couldn’t help a smile of happiness.
“I’m all yours.”
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