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Nearly a year after Derek and Nia’s Christmas Eve wedding, they are happier than ever. Being married has stoked the flames of their passion to indistinguishable levels. 

They are about to celebrate their first anniversary, until Derek’s past, present, and future collide on the set of his new television series. 

A choice must be made. 

Bah Humbug!

Reader Advisory: Derek’s Christmas Carol contains erotic BDSM scenes, including, flogging, bondage, sensory deprivation and sex toys.

Publisher note: Although this is a complete story, Derek’s Christmas Carol is a continuation of the Swept Away trilogy. We recommend reading the Swept Away trilogy first for maximum enjoyment.
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DEDICATION

Derek’s Christmas Carol is dedicated to all my readers who said, “Can we have more Derek and Nia?” I was so touched by your support for my debut series, I simply could not say no. For all the amazing women on my street team, in my reader group, and my friends in Hot BBR, thank you, for your hard work and your friendship. And to all of you who took a chance on a new author and were Swept Away into Nia and Derek’s world, you have my eternal gratitude. When you write a book, you give away a little piece of your heart and soul. Thank you so much for embracing it, coming along on this journey, and being a part of my world. This one’s for you.


CHAPTER ONE

Brooke and Tom’s wedding reception was well underway as I glided Nia across the dance floor. It was December 1, nearly a year since Nia became my wife—my sexy as fuck, mischievous little wife. With our bodies sealed together, she deliberately, gyrated her hips gainst me, until she gave me a full-blown erection, just because she could. She had me and my dick wrapped around her finger, and I fucking loved it.

I whispered into her ear, “You’re being a very a naughty girl.”

She peeked up at me with that adorable grin. “I thought you liked my bad girl ways, husband.”

“You know I do, angel. I would just prefer we were home, alone.”

“And I was totally nakey?”

“Yes. Nakey. That’s cute. I like it.” I pressed my lips to her forehead, and my gorgeous, control freak attempted to lead while we swayed to our song “Unforgettable;” just like she did during our first dance at the charity event. I gripped her hips. “Young lady, who’s in charge here? Do we need a reminder?”

“I might need a little discipline. After all, you bought that flogger for Naked Thanksgiving and we didn’t use it.”

“That’s because you bought a paddle. If you recall, after my hand, the crop, and the paddle, your bottom was beet red.”

Her cheeks blushed a deep shade of pink. “It was spankalicious. And so romantic. Me giving you the paddle, and you with the flogger. It was just like The Gift of the Magi, only on Thanksgiving, with turkey, and kinky fucking.”

I laughed and took the lead while our song changed keys, heading to the last verse. “Well, here’s something to keep in mind, good girls get flogged too.”

Nia’s beautiful dark eyes grew wide with curiosity. “They do?”

“Of course. And when they are really good, they get to come.”

She furrowed her brow. “You’re not going to let me come tonight?”

“That, my sweet girl, is totally up to you. Do you think you can behave yourself the rest of the evening?”

She fluttered her eyes lashes at me. “Define ‘behave,’ Mr. Pierce.”

I shook my head, and held her even tighter. “Do you have any idea how much I love you? I can’t wait until our anniversary on Christmas Eve. I’m going to spoil you rotten. No arguments.”

“Not a one. Not after everything we went through before the wedding. The breakup, and Larry Wall … and… I…”

“Shhh … baby.” She buried her head in my chest with a sigh. “Hey, why are you bringing this up? What’s going on?”

“Nothing,” she mumbled.

“I need you to talk to me, angel. Nia. Look at me.”

Tears welled up in her eyes. “I’m just being silly, but when you mentioned Christmas Eve, it reminded me you’re leaving soon to film the finale of your new show on location in Japan. We’ve been together almost every day since we got married. I just don’t want to think about being apart for ten days, especially so close to our first wedding anniversary. Japan is so far away. What if something happens, and you can’t get back to Vegas in time?”

“Baby, nothing’s going to happen. I promise. Would you feel better if you came with me?”

“I can’t. Since you and Jake are going to be out of town, Lacey and I are teaching all the fitness classes. We wanted to keep ourselves busy while you guys were in Japan. I don’t think the new owner of The Mountain Heights Country Club would like it if I shirked my responsibilities.”

“You mean The Vegas Edge Country Club. Remember, Adam Maxwell changed the name.”

“Well, it will always be Mountain Heights to me. The place where we met. I’ll never forget the day devastatingly handsome Hollywood heartthrob, Derek Pierce, came to take my spin class.”

I stroked her long, chocolate brown hair. “It was the best day of my life, and the best ass kicking in a spin class I ever got. I remember thinking, ‘this tiny girl is wiping the floor with me.’ I could barely keep up.”

“I was so nervous. I was sure you thought I was a babbling idiot.”

“Quite the opposite. I was charmed from the minute you opened your mouth.”

She flashed me a smile so full of mischief it made my cock twitch. “Even when I said, ‘Son of a bitch?’”

“Especially, when you said, ‘Son of a bitch.’ Hmm … that dirty little mouth of yours.”

I brought my lips down on hers, and with just one kiss, my dick strained against my trousers, begging to fuck her. God, what this woman did to me. Since the first time I was buried deep inside her tight, hot pussy, I knew I could never get enough of my Nia. As our kiss intensified, I grasped the nape of her neck, holding her to me, almost forgetting we were in public. She released a soft moan. Her panties were probably soaked by now. I broke our kiss, and my girl possessed that wild look in her eyes I loved. The one that said, she was mine for the taking. Nia and her pussy belonged to me.

“Christ, baby. What is it about you in this green dress? I’m ready to fuck you right here.”

She caught her breath. “You can. I haven’t seen Brooke since they cut the cake, so my bridesmaid’s duties are finished. I’m sure no one would miss us if we snuck into the private dining room.”

I nuzzled her neck. “Hmm … are you wet for me?”

“Yes,” she gasped.

“Then, go to the bathroom, take off your panties, and wait for me in the private dining room. I want you to pull up your dress to your waist, sit on the table, and spread yourself for me. I’m still hungry. I need something to eat.”

Her skin pebbled and she swallowed hard. “Okay.”

“I just have to touch base with Jake. I won’t be long.” I patted her bottom and sent her on her way.

I spotted Jake and Lacey at the bar grabbing another drink, and joined them. Jake hid his glass of champagne behind his arm. “Hey, boss. Where’s Nia?”

“She … uh … went to the ladies room. Jake, you’re off duty. There’s no need to hide your drink from me. Brooke and Tom have arranged limos for all of their guests.”

Lacey elbowed him. “See, I told you. It’s no big deal. I bet you didn’t think Jake was a champagne drinker.”

“Not exactly,” I said.

“It was always whiskey or beer for me. Then, Nia suggested I buy some Veuve Clicquot the night I proposed to Lacey.” Jake snaked his arm around her waist. “Now every time I drink it, it reminds me of that night.”

“That’s so sweet,” Lacey exclaimed.

“I’m glad you think so, babe.” He tossed back his champagne as if it was water. “I was nervous as fuck.”

I signaled for Al, the bartender. “I’ll have what they’re having. We should toast to you two, and to being ‘nervous as fuck’ when you propose. We’ve all been there, my friend. By the way, did you set the date yet?”

“Not yet,” Lacey responded as we clinked glasses. “We’re going to wait until he gets back from Japan.”

“That’s what I wanted to talk you about, Jake. I’d like you to assume more responsibility when we’re there. I’m putting you in charge of security on set. Is that okay with you?”

Jake nodded. “Hell, yeah. That’s more than okay. Thank you.”

Lacey craned her neck toward the door. “Oh my God! Look at Keith and Tim. They’re busting a gut about something and taking off. I wonder what happened.”

“I’m sure there’s a story there,” I said. “Speaking of taking off, I better see what is keeping Nia. I’ll be right back.”

Before I could head to the private dining room to eat my wife’s pussy, she was already marching toward us with a head full of steam. She maneuvered through the crowd like a pissed-off Miss Pacman.

In what seemed like two seconds she was at the bar fuming. She gritted her teeth. “Where were you?”

I lowered my voice. “I was just on my way to find you. What’s got you all wound up?”

She shoved her wet panties in my hand. “Oh, nothing. I was just following orders when Keith and Tim flew through the door of the private dining room and saw me spread out on the table like I was part of the dessert buffet.”

Jake and Lacey pretended not to hear and turned their attention to their champagne. I grasped her elbow and pulled her toward me. “Did they see you?”

She blurted out, “What do you think? They flipped on the light, and there was me and my ‘Leave it to Beaver’ out for the world to see.”

I bit the side of my mouth to keep from laughing. Lacey’s shoulders shook and Jake laid his head on the bar.

Nia couldn’t contain her exasperation. “You guys. This is so the opposite of funny. Derek, are you laughing?”

I coughed and hid my face. “No. Of course not. I’m sure Keith and Tim were just as embarrassed as you.”

“More like horrified. Keith turned white, and Tim said, ‘Nia, we can see your Hello Kitty.’ Then they cracked up and fled the scene like they were escaping prison.”

By this point even the bartender, Al, was red faced, and wiping his eyes. Nia gave into the hilarity of the moment. “I guess it is a little funny. Although, I probably scarred them for life. Those two will never eat at the Pink Taco again.”

We all enjoyed a hearty laugh, and Al poured Nia some champagne. “Thank you,” she said. “I love Veuve Clicquot. If you wouldn’t mind leaving the bottle, Al, I’m sure I’ll need a refill in a hot minute.”

“Not a problem,” he replied. “In fact, Brooke instructed us to give the leftover cases to the bridal party. It’s your gift for being part of the wedding. Just let us know when you
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