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AWAY WITH HIM

Swept Away, Book 2

Rosemary Willhide

Inside their little bubble, newly engaged, Nia Kelly and Derek Pierce are blissfully happy. Their passion reaches new heights as they explore each other in sensual, wicked ways.

Unfortunately, the rest of the world has not received the memo. They are hit with a barrage of attacks from Nia’s past and Derek’s pressure-filled Hollywood career. Their happiness and future are in peril at every turn.

Derek is steadfast in his commitment to Nia. No matter what, he will never let go. Nia is his and Derek is hers—they belong together.

Nia prays their love is enough. With everything she has, she holds on and vows not to run away. It’s a promise she hopes she can keep.
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CHAPTER ONE

“Derek, put me down,” I screamed.

The love of my life hoisted me over his shoulder and was about to throw me into the pool, the deep end.

“You’ve kept me waiting long enough, fiancée. It’s time to take the plunge, Nia.”

It was all fun and games up to this moment. “I can’t swim.”

“More excuses? I’m not falling for that.”

“I really can’t. I can’t swim!”

Derek put me down immediately. His hands cupped my face. “Are you serious? Why didn’t you tell me?”

I looked down and mumbled, “It’s kind of embarrassing. I don’t want to talk about it.”

His finger tucked under my chin and tilted my face to meet his gaze. “Nia, look at me. It’s no big deal. Let me teach you.”

I couldn’t deal with this right now. We were on such a high after our engagement last night. Everything was perfect. Last night was perfect. Our love was perfect, and our new little puppy, Molly, was perfect too.

I hatched a plan, and shimmied toward the oversized lounge chair by the shallow end of the pool.

I ripped off my bikini top. “You’ve taught me many naughty things. I’d like another one of those lessons. I’m a very eager student.”

Derek had that look. I was in the clear. As he drew closer, I fondled my breasts and slid my hands to my bikini bottoms. He placed his hands on top of mine. “Allow me, I insist.”

He guided them down slow. There I was naked in our backyard on this beautiful June afternoon. We were in our “bubble” and I was the happiest woman on earth.

My body ached for his. By the size of his growing erection, I’d say he ached too. As he yanked me close, my breath hitched, and as his hands gripped my ass, I floated my fingers down the ridges of his sculpted chest and onto my sex.

I whispered, “You see this, it needs a lot of attention.” I dipped a finger inside myself. “It’s very needy.”

He smiled in that devious way. Took the errant finger and licked off my juices. “I think you mean greedy. You have a very greedy pussy. Maybe it needs a spanking.”

Holy shit! Spanking my pussy? Was that a thing?

Derek spread a towel over the lounge chair, and stripped off his swim trunks. Just the sight of his chiseled, naked body gleaming in the sun was enough to turn me on. My fiancé was hotter than hell. Sometimes it was still hard to believe he was mine.

“Nia, lie down and spread your legs for me. I need to teach that greedy pussy a lesson.”

School was back in session and my teacher’s gracious plenty cast quite a shadow. He coasted his beautiful hands up my inner thighs and opened me.

His tongue licked up and down my greedy cunt. He was the Michelangelo of pussy, a true artist. The way he worked me, slow and easy, caused my entire body to shudder. He lavished me with sultry flicks, and long, luxurious strokes. At just the precise moment, he sucked my clit into his wet, hungry mouth. I gripped the cushions and gasped in pleasure. Two fingers pushed inside, granting me a barrage of rampant thrusts. I wriggled under his sensual attack. The palm of his hand splayed on my belly, securing me in place. Together his mouth and thrusting digits propelled me to the edge.

Derek kissed my mound. “You’re close, aren’t you?”

Like the bad girl I was, I shoved his face back into my sex. “Yes, Derek, oh God, so close.”

He grabbed my wrists, leaving me empty and wanting.

I begged. “Please don’t stop.”

“I’m not stopping, but I am going to punish your greedy pussy. You both need discipline.”

Using two fingers, Derek spread my cunt lips wide, exposing my vulnerable, glistening clit. A sudden series of taps landed on my sex. Zippity fucking do da! This was an entirely new titillating sensation. Slowly the taps grew faster and fiercer. He was indeed spanking my pussy. An orgasm built, but it felt different. He was taking my body some place it had never been before. A thunderous pressure boomed within. Then, it happened—I squirted! Not just a little, but a lot. I was like the freaking fountains at Bellagio! What was my body doing? I clasped Derek’s shoulders as my rigorous release burst forth.

He said in a husky low tone, “That’s it, God, I love it.”

A final rush flew out of my body. I was breathless and covered in sweat, lying in a puddle of me. Derek handed me another towel. The one beneath me was soaked. We cuddled up on the chair together. He held me like always. Neither one of us uttered a word, but he wore a satisfied grin.

Finally, I responded, “So, that was different.”

“Different in a good way or bad way?”

“Different in a great way. I think I invented a new amusement park ride. ‘Escape to Splash Mountain.’”

He threw his head back and laughed. Then the corners of his mouth upturned in that sexy way. “Do you think your greedy pussy learned its lesson?”

“Not yet, teacher. It wants extra credit.”

He ran his thumb across my lower lip, and brought his mouth down on mine. His kisses grew urgent as he angled my hips to straddle him.

“I loved making you come like that. I want to do it again.”

I didn’t know if I had it in me, but I wasn’t about to argue. My greedy pussy spearheaded his throbbing erection inside. An instant moan escaped from us. I careened up and down his colossal cock. He felt incredible, filling me to capacity. I couldn’t get enough of him. The way he looked at me made me feel like the sexiest creature on earth.

Derek breathed heavy and groaned. “Ah, sweetie, you’re amazing.”

“Amazingly naughty.”

“Show me. Let me see how naughty you really are.”

I sat upright, proud of the show I was about to perform for him. I ran my hands through my long dark locks and let them fall around my shoulders. He feasted his eyes on my small swelled breasts. I licked my fingers and circled my pert hardening nipples.

He grinned in delight. “Good girl.”

I garnered more praise when I pinched them and accelerated our pace. My pussy swallowed him inside and treated his dick to a prime shafting. I danced up and down his pleasure pole like a wanton stripper soaking in the limelight.

I slowed and teased my clit with my hand. “You’re right. This does need to be taught a lesson.” My head fell back as I shamelessly fingered myself to the edge.

Derek grasped my hand. “The show’s over. I’m in charge of making my pussy come. He crushed me to his chest and reclaimed possession of me. Our lips united in desperation as our tongues swirled together in a crazed passion. I grabbed onto his dark-blond hair accepting the demanding commands of his hungry mouth. He bent his knees and riveted me with an onslaught of powerful strokes.

His hand captured my chin. “Sweetie, look at me. Remember when I said it was only the beginning and from now on I’m going to fuck you harder than ever before?”

I heaved. “Yes.”

“Are you ready?”

“Yes.”

With one swift motion, he flipped me onto my back, and pressed my knees against my chest. He took control of his pussy and me. His hardness sank inside me to his balls, repeatedly, making my walls rumble around him. I reveled in his reckless strokes, pounding me to the hilt. Oh, Fuck! That new sensation hit me without warning. My liquid sex poured. It was so intense. There was nothing to do, but give in, let go, and shriek like a mad woman.

Derek growled. “That’s it, baby. Shower my cock with your cum.”

With one more set of conquering thrusts, he released his hot load inside me.

Derek wiped the sweat off his brow, lay down next to me and drew me close. We were a hot, wet mess, but it was divine.

Once the thumping of my heart quieted, I said, “I think you finally did it. You’ve officially worn me out. That was like the trifecta of orgasms.”

His lips brushed my forehead. “Do you have any idea how much I love you?”

“Do you have any idea how soaked we are?”

“It’s a perfect time for a dip in the pool?” I shot him a disapproving glare and sat up. He grabbed my hand. “Relax, you are literally ‘saved by the bell,’ my business manager, Don, is going to be here soon.”

What? We were going to work with Molly on basic obedience, have dinner and watch a new summer series on TV. This business manager was never in the plan. He should know by now, don’t change the freaking plan.

“Why is your business manager coming? I thought we had a plan.”

“Look, I know I’m springing this on you, but it’s a good thing. I called Don this morning and asked to set up a meeting with the three of us. It turns out he was flying to Vegas today, so he’s coming here before he begins his vacation.”

This made no sense. Why would I need to meet with business manager Don? Before I could say a word, Molly trotted toward us followed by an entire roll of unraveling toilet paper. Our little black puppy was up from her nap and curious. We cracked up. She had this precious expression on her face that said, “Hey, Mom and Dad. Look what I can do.” Derek picked her up and carried her back to the house, while I gathered the toilet paper.

“Nia, I want you to trust me. Don coming here today is a good thing.”

“Of course I trust you. I will take a shower and meet this Don.”

* * *

“This is everything I could get together at the last minute.” Don Clark placed file after file on the dining room table in a rather specific order. He was in his early forties and bore a striking resemblance to the angry Lollipop Guild. Except for the thick head of brown hair, he could have been one of them.

Derek was perfectly relaxed, excited in fact. I was uncomfortable. There was something a little too formal about the dining room. Sitting there with Don made it worse. I got the impression he didn’t approve of me.

Derek picked up a folder in the middle of his neatly arranged pile and Don let out a sigh of exasperation.

“Sorry, did you have these in order?” Derek asked.

Don replied in a sheepish manner, “It’s not you. It’s me. My wife calls me a control freak.”

My mouth dropped open and I smiled at Derek.

Don continued, “I tell her, I’m not a control freak, I’m a control enthusiast.”

“A control enthusiast?” I exclaimed. “I love it! Don, you are so speaking my language.”

I was more at ease, since we found a common ground. He showed me the content of the mystery folders. It was all of Derek’s assets. Holy assets! My soon-to-be husband was a financial genius. Derek was part owner of successful restaurants and small businesses. He had a producer credit for a movie franchise that continued to rake in big bucks. That was just the tip of the money iceberg. Maybe it wasn’t the norm for every actor to have a huge estate and a plane, unless the actor was Derek Pierce. Everything he touched turned to gold and silver. I went right back to being uncomfortable.

I glanced down at the documents. “Derek, can I talk to you a minute, in the kitchen?”

We excused ourselves and hurried to the kitchen.

Derek took my hands in his. “Sweetie, you look upset. What’s wrong?”

“I’m not upset. I just don’t understand why you had Don come with all your files. Couldn’t you have told me about it yourself?”

“He’s here so we can add your name to all my assets. I told you last night, everything I have is for you. I want to take care of you.”

“I thought he was coming so I could sign a prenup. I totally will. You’ve worked so hard for everything. This just doesn’t feel right. I’m not your wife yet.”

“You think I want you to sign a prenup?”

“I assumed I would be.”

“That’s the furthest thing from my mind. You are mine and I am yours. Isn’t that what you want?”

“Yes, it’s just that—”

“It’s too much and it freaks you out.” Derek finished my sentence for me. I peeked up at him and nodded. He wrapped his arms around me and rubbed my back. “Okay, I get it. I’ve really got to learn to quit springing things on you.”

“Yep. That would be a great day. Can you tell me when it’s going to happen, so I can plan?”

He chuckled. “I will have to get back to you on that, Miss Kelly. Let’s go tell Don to start his vacation. I’m sure there’s a blackjack table on the strip with his name on it.”

We said our goodbyes to Don and resumed our originally scheduled plan. We worked with Molly in the backyard on “sit” and “down.” She got the hang of it, but it bothered me she gravitated toward the pool. Perhaps we should’ve started with “no” and “come.”

We sat down to our baby broccoli and grilled chicken, marinated in a little soy sauce, garlic, ginger, with a hint of orange juice.

Then we made some calls to share our good news. As expected Derek’s parents, and Aunt Mary Jane and Uncle Bill were ecstatic about our engagement. Derek also called his publicist. Aaron told Derek it might be a good idea to announce it ourselves, so we could control the story. If we tried too hard to keep it a secret, it would create more interest in our personal lives.

* * *

We watched our programs like Ma and Pa Kettle, snuggled up on the couch. I only had one more day with Derek before he had to leave on a publicity tour for the week. He was flying to New York City to promote First Bite and the ensemble comedy Fourth of July. It was one of those star-studded blockbusters—pick a holiday; a group of A-list actors and boom, mayhem ensued. Derek was more excited about the independent film called Traitors in Our Midst. It was a spy thriller, full of suspense and intrigue.

After Molly scampered out for a potty, the three of us headed upstairs. When I came out of the bathroom, Derek was waiting for me in bed with his familiar devilish grin.

I straddled him. “What’s that look for?”

He smoothed my hair. “I was just thinking we’ve been engaged one whole day. We should probably celebrate.”

“Did you want to celebrate in my mouth?”

He chuckled, while his blue eyes gleamed. “My dear fiancée, that is an excellent idea.”

It was only fair he’d have some extra attention after what I experienced earlier in the day. I was more than happy to please him. I headed south to his tasty swell of cock flesh. My tongue sampled his delicious dick causing it to strain and stretch to its complete veiny, magnitude. I lightly grazed my fingers up and down and watched him squirm. My soft, wet mouth took his tip inside.

He hissed. “Oh God, Nia, yes.”

My taste buds came alive with a small drip of his honeyed pre-cum. I swallowed the savory morsel and descended to his root. Sucking in a breath, I embedded him in the back of my throat. I loved this. His muscled frame writhed under my deep, slippery spell.

He gently eased me off him. “I want to taste you. Bring your greedy little pussy up here.”

Was he talking about sixty-nine? I called it, “the number thing.” I’d never done it before, so I ramped up my throat fucking efforts. “Um…that’s okay. I’m good.”

Derek reached for my hand. “Nia, look at me. What’s wrong?”

“Nothing’s wrong, I just haven’t ever…you know, sat there…on your facial area.”

He bit the side of his mouth to keep from laughing. My hands flew to my face in embarrassment, and he removed them. “Come here, sweetie. Just so were clear, after all the things we’ve done together, you’re going to draw the line at my facial area?”

“No, it’s not that. I do want to do that with you, or I did. I’m just worried because of what happened earlier with the fountain-like situation… You might drown.”

Derek let out a huge guttural laugh. “God, I love you.” He caressed my face and swept me away with sweet, tender kisses.

He pressed his forehead to mine. “Just so you’re clear, the reason I wanted you on my facial area was because I was hoping you’d have a fountain-like situation. I want to drink you in, every last drop.”

Son of a bitch. The way he said it, it sounded so hot. Nervousness be damned. I was so going to sit on his face.

Derek upped the ante. “I have a proposition for you. If I make you come first, I get something I want, and if you make me come first, you get something you want.”

I hooked my arms around his neck. “So it’s a competition? Hmm… I’m very competitive, Mr. Pierce. You may have met your match.”

“You think so? We’ll see. Climb aboard my future bride.”

Everything stirred within me, as Derek took my hand, and anchored me in place. Oh, my God, I was really doing it, sixty-nine—the number thing. My pussy rested on his face. From the first stroke of his expert tongue, I was in trouble. This was pure hedonistic pleasure, and so fucking salacious. I almost forgot it was a competition. My worthy opponent was a gold medal pussy eater. I relished every lick and flicker of his tasting talents.

We were indeed doing the number thing, but just me. Before I unraveled, I had to take my mind off this lustful gratification and concentrate on besting his cock. I lifted my head and realized I’d been bamboozled. Derek’s sinewy torso was so long and mine was so not. My mouth couldn’t reach him. I attempted to wiggle away and he held me tighter and spanked my bottom. Oh, God, the first trickle of my juices released. This was impossible. It was like bobbing for apples or in this case a giant cucumber.

I dug my feet into the bed and lurched for his dick. He welded my quivering cunt to his face, and reprimanded me with quick slaps on my ass. I forged to the finish line that I didn’t want to cross yet.

I couldn’t hold on much longer. “Oh, God! Derek, Derek, I can’t get to your… Oh… My… God… You are so not playing fair.” My only recourse was to stroke him with my hand. When I did, he fired on all cylinders. One arm fastened me place, but his other hand was free to drive his nimble fingers inside me. I caved. I couldn’t take it anymore.

“You win! Oh, God, I’m going to come.”

My sex flooded beneath me. But I wasn’t done yet. I fisted the comforter and braced for an obliterating orgasm. Derek doubled his efforts and rocked me to a screaming, pussy-melting climax. He triumphed over my pussy and me but in the best way possible.

I couldn’t move, in my spongy blissful state. Finally, I summoned the strength to hurl myself up and cuddle next to him.

Derek grinned from ear to ear. “Did I hear you say, I win?”

I giggled in my defeat. “Yes, you win, but in a way, I think I did. You’re amazing…and a total cheater because I couldn’t reach. So, what do you want?”

“You first. If you had won, what would you have wanted?”

“Nothing. I have everything. I have you. You’re all I’ve ever wanted.”

He pressed his lips to mine and then I remembered Molly. Where the heck was Molly? She came upstairs with us and was on her doggie bed, but I left our bedroom door open.

I jolted upright. “Where’s Molly?”

“She’s fine. She stayed on her dog bed.”

“I guess she was in here the entire time we were up to no good. We can’t ever take her to a pet psychic, she already knows too much.”

“I think we’re getting off track here. There’s a matter of a debt to settle. There is something I’d like you to do for me.”

“What?”

He sat up, took my hand and caressed my cheek. “Nia, I know it freaked you out when I wanted to add your name to all of my assets, and I don’t want to push, but I do want to add your name to the deed of this house. This is your house too. It’s our house. It’s our home.”

A lump formed in my throat, and a single tear rolled down my cheek. No one had ever been more wonderful to me than my beautiful fiancé.

I looked into his ice-blue eyes beaming with warmth. “Okay, thank you.”

Derek cloaked me in his arms, and my love for him skyrocketed.

He eased me on my back and we made love. The electricity of our powerful connection flashed like a shooting star. He filled me fully and took me slow and easy. I cherished every moment he was inside me. With him, I was home.

* * *

Derek took Molly out for one last potty. He returned to the bedroom with our puppy tucked under his arm. He was about to put her back on the doggie bed.

“Can she sleep in the bed with us?”

“Okay, you both are so hard to say no to. Eventually she might get too big. We probably shouldn’t make it a habit.”

She scampered into my arms.

I scratched Molly on the white splash of fur on her chest. “We’ll see. I think she likes it up here. She wants to be a part of the pack.”

Derek climbed in bed. “I almost forgot. My mom wanted me to tell you she would love to host the wedding at their estate. She’s been dying to throw a big, fancy wedding ever since my sister, Dina eloped. Of course, we’d probably need to do it the last weekend of July. August might be too hot for an outdoor wedding, and September I start shooting First Bite. If we don’t do it then we would have to wait until spring.”

My skin flushed and my heart raced. July was too soon. We were still getting to know each other. Plus, I never imagined a big, fancy wedding. What could I say? It was such a generous offer.

“That’s so nice of your mom, but I won’t have time to plan everything.”

“I told her you’d say that and Mom told me to let you know she would take care of everything. The only thing you have to do is get a dress and say I do.”

It felt like the walls were closing in on me. “I’ll be right back.” I flew out of bed and rushed to the bathroom.

“Oh, and don’t think I forgot about your swimming lesson. We should do it tomorrow since I’m leaving town. You’re going to love it.”

I sank down on the tiles in the bathroom. My head dizzied. Am I overreacting? Maybe tomorrow I would feel differently. After all, he had sprung it on me. I should sleep on it. It was the perfect plan.


CHAPTER TWO

I tossed and turned. My plan to sleep on it was a big, fat failure. I was so mad at myself for reacting this way. I had no right to turn down Derek’s mom. It wasn’t fair for me to demand a small, intimate wedding, since I already had a big, fancy one.

I pictured this sea of family and friends on Derek’s side of the aisle and no family on my side. Of course, Aunt Mary Jane and Uncle Bill would try to come. They were all I had.

My mind drifted back to my wedding with Nick. I thought about his parents. How awful it must have been for them to lose their son. I still had Nick’s ring, the Ryan family heirloom. Somehow, I would return it to them.

Derek’s words about the swim lesson echoed in my head. How and the hell could I get out of it? I couldn’t face it yet. My brain was like a computer with all the tabs opened. I was cold and sweaty. Oh God, am I having a panic attack? I jerked up in bed, fighting to catch my breath.

Derek flipped on the light. “Sweetie, are you okay?”

My voice trembled. “I don’t think so.”

“Come here, just breathe.”

I let go a lungful of air.

He rubbed my back. “There, that’s, my good girl. I need you to talk to me. Tell me what’s wrong.”

“I don’t want you to be mad at me, but I don’t want a big, fancy wedding. Which makes me an asshole, because I’ve already had a wedding and you haven’t.”

Derek clasped my hands. “Do you still want to marry me?”

“Yes, of course I do. It’s just that… You have your mom and dad, your sister and her family, not to mention all your friends and your parents’ friends. I–I don’t even have any one to walk me down the aisle. I don’t have a mom and dad.” My jaw trembled and tears streamed down my face.

Derek held me tight. “I’m sorry, baby, I should’ve realized. My God, you’re shaking. Were you afraid to tell me?”

“I wasn’t afraid. I just didn’t want to upset anyone.”

He smiled, and smoothed my hair. “You want to know a little secret? I didn’t want a big, fancy wedding either. I thought every woman wanted a big wedding and my mom was excited about it, so I didn’t say anything.”

“So a small wedding is okay with you?”

He pressed his lips to my forehead. “Of course, whatever my girl wants.”

I exhaled. “I love you.”

“I love you too. Do you want me to turn the TV on so you can fall asleep?”

I cuddled up next to him. “No, you’re all I need.”

Derek turned off the light and draped his arms around me. “Goodnight, my sweet girl, get some sleep.”

* * *

Yes, Sunday whizzed by. Everything clicked along according to my plan. I kept Derek distracted and busy. He didn’t utter a word about my swimming lesson.

Late in the afternoon, Molly and I enjoyed a rigorous game of fetch in the backyard. Her puppy athletic skills impressed me. She ran like the wind.

Derek was in his office upstairs. He said he would join us after he got off the phone with Aaron. A press release about our engagement would drop tomorrow. I secretly hoped a panda at the zoo would give birth to a chimp and steal our thunder.

I threw the ball for Molly. It rolled under the bushes at the back of the property. It was my turn to fetch so we could resume our game. As I set off to retrieve the ball, I heard a splash. I whipped around, and Molly wasn’t there. “Molly!”

I sprinted to the pool and screamed for Derek. She was in the deep end. Without thinking, I jumped in to save her. I tried desperately to push off the bottom of the pool, but I couldn’t. I sunk like a stone. I flailed, unable to get my bearings. Oh, God, please let my puppy be all right. I kicked my legs, and swung my arms to reach the surface. Nothing worked. I couldn’t hold my breath anymore. My lungs filled with water. I was fading…

“Come on, Nia, stay with me. Stay with me, baby.”

It felt like there was a brick on my chest. Derek rotated me to my side and I coughed up the water in my lungs.

I gasped for breath. “Molly, where’s Molly?”

Derek helped me sit up. “She’s fine. She’s right here.” My little, wet, four-month-old dog was perched by my side.

“How did she get out of the pool?”

“Unlike you, Molly can swim. When I got down here she was already out.”

“I’m sorry I scared you. I panicked when I saw her in the water. I didn’t think.”

Derek’s jaw clenched. “I thought I was going to lose you. Don’t ever do that to me again.”

“I promise, I won’t.”

Derek stood and offered his hand. “Come on let’s go get your swimsuit on.”

I didn’t move. I felt like a disobedient child.

Derek raised his voice. “Nia, I said let’s go. I’m teaching you to swim and I’m doing it right now.”

I struggled to find the words. The words I had never said to anyone. I opened my mouth to speak, but nothing came out.

“You are unbelievable. Do you have any idea how much I worry about you when I’m out of town? I worry about Larry Wall getting out of prison and coming after you. I worry about Sonya who isn’t even in jail. I worry about Nick’s family wanting revenge. The one thing you could do for me is learn to swim so I don’t have to worry about you drowning, and you won’t fucking do it. Well, that’s just great. God damn it!”

I closed my eyes and whispered, “I was in the car.”

Derek piped back. “What?”

“I was in the car…I was in the car…I was in the car!”

Derek knelt down beside me. “Nia, I don’t know what you’re talking about. What car?”

Tears tumbled down my cheeks. “When my mom died in the accident. I was in the car. I wanted to go to a pool party and I couldn’t swim. My mom was driving me to my first lesson. I was in the car. It was my fault. It was all my fault.”

I completely fell apart. All these years I had never told anyone, not any of my therapists, not even Julia. Derek sat down on the ground and encased himself around me. It was as if he loved all the hurt and devastation out of me while I wept.

“I’m so sorry. It wasn’t your fault, sweetie. Shhh…it’s okay. I’m right here. I’m not letting go.”

In some ways, saying the words aloud was a breakthrough. When I was all cried out, Derek picked me up, carried me upstairs and drew me a hot bath.

I was alone in the tub. Molly was lying on the bath mat. Derek
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