


Chapter One 

 

“Where is my new shirt?” Andru Olshansky asked his roommate in a Colorado ski 

resort hotel. 

“You mean the one from the ski school you worked earlier today?” Brian replied 

while changing out of his ski clothes into something appropriate for a bar. 

“That’s it,” Andru replied with a nod. “I put it on top of my bag after teaching those 

kids some ski basics. I didn’t get a chance to look at it very carefully or try it on since I 

wanted to get in a few runs of my own.” 

“A guy named Gary with the ski club came by, asked if you had one of those shirts, 

saw it and took it,” his roommate said. 

 “He took my shirt? Why did that son of a bitch steal it?” Andru asked in shock, 

staring at Brian. 

“He said the shirt was club property, not yours. I think he did the same thing to 

Carlos and Achmed, too,” Brian added. Carlos and Achmed were two other club 

members who, like Andru, gave several hours of their morning to help a group of 

developmentally disabled kids learn to ski and snowboard. 

“I’m going to find that asshole Gary and read him the riot act,” Andru replied, his 

face red, his fists clenched in anger as he left, slamming the hotel room door. 

Heading down to the lobby, Andru recognized an attractive woman sitting in a chair, 

her eyes glued to her phone. They had shared several chairlift rides up the mountain, but 

since she had buds in her ears—and had barely glanced in his direction—he hadn’t tried 

to start a conversation. 

That was during the afternoon, but now it was dark and everyone was relaxing and 

warming their outside up with a roaring wood fire and “antifreeze” drinks for their 

insides. Thinking the young woman with the short, snow white hair was part of the same 

ski club, he asked her politely, “Hi. By any chance, have you seen Jordan, the ski club 

vice-president? I’ve got a problem with his boss that I need to resolve right now.” 

“I overheard some people saying something about a ski club honcho heading to the 

bar,” she said, smiling back at Andru. 



Andru took in her appearance at a glance and saw she was wearing tight black ski 

pants, fur-topped boots that came to mid-calf and a colorful sweater over a white 

turtleneck, all of which showed off an outstanding figure. 

“Thanks,” Andru replied. She smiled back before he walked away. 

Andru spotted Jordan busy talking to several young, attractive women, which like 

most of the club’s members, he did not know. Then again, he had only just joined the 

club because it offered discounts on the airfare and three-day lift tickets none of the travel 

websites could match. 

“Pardon the interruption,” Andru said after walking up to Jordan and tapping him on 

the shoulder, “but I really need to find Gary.” 

“Why?” Jordan asked, curious. 

“That jerk stole a T-shirt I earned by helping some kids at a ski school today. 

According to my roommate, Gary said all shirts belong to the club, not the people who 

provided the help,” Andru replied. 

“Those are the rules, if you bothered to read them,” Jordan said, his eyes lasered on 

the chests of the women in front of him. 

“I can understand if the event was sponsored by your club, but not when the event 

was being run by someone else,” Andru replied despite the glares being shot his way by 

Jordan. 

“Well I’m sure Gary was just mistaken,” Jordan shot back crossly, annoyed at 

Andru’s continued interruption. “Go find him and deal with it.” 

“Where is he?” Andru asked again, already angry at having his shirt stolen and 

getting angrier at the off-hand way the club’s second in command was dismissing it. 

Pointing to a table in a corner of the bar, Andru saw Gary, the club’s leader. The thin 

man in his early thirties had a short chin beard to go with his five-foot, five-inch stature. 

Andru was guessing the knit cap he still wore camouflaged his thinning hair based on 

what he had seen earlier. 

Sitting a few tables away were two tall, muscular men, neither of which paid any 

attention as Andru walked over to where Gary was sitting. Both of them, though, watched 

carefully when Andru began shouting.  



Andru stormed over to the round table, placed both hands on it and bent down to 

look Gary in the eyes. “Where’s my shirt? The one you took from my bag without my 

permission this afternoon,” Andru demanded without any greeting or effort at polite 

conversation. Being treated like dirt by two of the main 

“All shirts and other forms of payment earned on club trips are club property,” Gary 

replied sternly. “I am the one who decides who gets them, not you. You’d know that if 

you bothered to read the club rules.” 

“As I just told Jordan, I understand that if the club is paying for them, but the club 

did not pay for my shirt, or those earned by Carlos and Achmed. We gave up our time to 

help some kids. In return for donating three hours of our time, the organizers gave us T-

shirts with their event logo,” Andru shot back. 

His hands clenched in fists as he leaned forward to put his face within a few inches 

of Gary’s, Andru repeated his demand. “I want my shirt back and I want it now. You had 

no right to take it, nor do you have a right to go through my belongings. I don’t know 

what else you stole, but I’m going to take a very close look and make sure nothing else of 

mine is missing.” 

“Well newbie,” Gary replied sarcastically, “I’ll look for your shirt when I feel like it, 

like in,” and he appeared to think for several seconds about his response, “a year or two. 

Until then you will just have to wait.” 

“Listen jerk face, no matter how you try to explain it, you are a thief,” Andru shot 

back, insulting Gary in front of the other people. “If I don’t have that shirt in my hands in 

the next thirty minutes, I’m going to file a complaint with the hotel and maybe report it to 

the cops, too. I’m sure that will make you and your precious club look like a model group 

to other skiers and snowboarders,” he added with a heavy dose of sarcasm, his eyes 

scanning the three other people drinking at the table with Gary. 

“Get out of my sight, shithead, before I call the cops myself,” Gary shot back, 

leaning backward with a malicious grin on his reddening face, his hands also now turned 

into fists. The two women and one other man sitting with Gary shoved their chairs away 

from the table and stood up convinced a fight was about to break out. 



Grabbing hold of his anger, Andru muttered under his breath loud enough where 

Gary could hear him say, “This shit for brains isn’t worth the effort,” before moving back 

a few steps and addressing Gary again as his two bully boys closed in behind him. 

“You’ve got thirty minutes to get me my shirt or I’ll file a complaint,” Andru 

repeated. “You’d better get your ass out of that chair if you want to meet my deadline.” 

Staring at the man who at a guess was a good six inches shorter and fifty pounds of 

muscle lighter, he added. “You don’t have to worry about me venting my rage on your 

worthless hide either. I’m not going to lay a finger on you because you and your fucking 

fucked up club are not worth the effort. No wonder your prices are so cheap: you rob the 

members.” 

“Well we will see what happens when I ignore your deadline, won’t we?” Gary fired 

back smiling as if he was the one in control, at least in his eyes. Gary made eye contact 

with each of his friends who sat back down. They in turn looked at Andru as if he was 

something smelly they had stepped in. 

Ready to blow several gaskets and badly wanting to punch Gary, Andru’s martial 

arts discipline finally overrode his anger and he walked away. His head down and mind 

elsewhere, he almost literally ran into the woman with the short white hair a few seconds 

later. 

“I heard some shouting in the bar, and I thought one of the voices might have been 

yours,” she said, genuine concern in her voice. “What happened?” she asked, placing a 

hand lightly on Andru’s upper left arm. 

Though encased in a red and black checked lumberjack shirt, she could feel the tight 

muscles bunched underneath Andru’s clothes. 

“Do you really want to know?” Andru asked intently, feeling like he needed to 

release his anger somehow without hurting anyone. 

“I sure do,” she told him, guiding Andru to a loveseat in the lobby across from the 

check-in desk. 

“I saw you helping those young kids at their ski school earlier this afternoon. You 

were gentle, kind and warm with them even though some of them looked like they didn’t 

want to be there. Even I could tell others were scared out of their minds,” she said. 

Holding out her hand, she added, “I’m Yvonne, by the way. And you are?” 



“Officially Herbert Andrew Olshansky but I go by Andru spelled ‘A-n-d-r-u, at your 

service,” he said, Yvonne’s attention starting to melt away his anger. Andru took her 

hand and smiled back at her. 

“Are you really up for a story, one filled with anger and sorrow?” he asked, staring 

down into her green eyes. 

“Lay it on me, Andru,” she shot back as they sat down. She took his hands in hers. 

“So what was all that fuss about?” 

Andru explained that he had seen an ad for a ski club trip to Colorado on a social 

media website. Having not skied in several years, and not in the Rocky Mountains since 

he was a teen, Andru thought the deal the club offered looked too good to pass up. It 

included a discount on the airfare, lodging, transportation to and from the hotel, cheap lift 

tickets and a few other amenities. You had to join the club to get the price break but even 

with the membership fee, the cost was still less than booking the trip privately, he found 

out. 

“I got on the plane and felt alone even though it was packed with people,” Andru 

admitted. “I didn’t know a soul and no one made any effort to get to know me.” 

“The only person who has even looked my way since I got here late yesterday,” he 

said while looking at Yvonne, “is you.” 

“What just happened?” she asked, smiling at the compliment. 

Andru explained that he had seen several adults near the main lodge working with 

disabled or challenged kids. In his eyes, it looked like there were more kids than the few 

adults present could comfortably help. He offered to give them a hand and, after 

convincing two other members of the ski club—they had identifying patches on their 

parkas he explained—the three of them spent the next few hours teaching kids the basics 

of how to ski or snowboard. 

“Watching them develop confidence in their abilities and seeing fear become joy by 

the end, that was worth taking the time to help,” Andru told Yvonne, staring deeply into 

her eyes. “Because of our help, the school leaders gave the three of us T-shirts from the 

event as their way of saying thanks. I put mine on top of my bag and gave it to my 

roommate to take up to the room while I got a few runs of my own in. When I went up to 

the room a few minutes ago to change, I thought I’d wear that shirt. I was shocked to find 



my bags had been gone through and the shirt was missing. According to roomie,” he said 

sarcastically, “It turns out this effing club has a policy that lets their leaders take gifts 

given to members.” 

“So you wanted what you feel you earned, something that someone else took?” 

Yvonne said, confirming what she had just heard. 

Andru nodded. “My trust in this group is shot. I’ve never had anything stolen from 

me before,” he admitted. “Even though this asshole Gary seems to think he’s entitled to 

everything, I consider what he did stealing, pure and simple.” 

“How does it make you feel?” she asked, adding, “I really want to know.” 

“I feel …” as Andru searched for the right word before continuing, “I feel violated.” 

Reaching his hand toward her chest but stopping more than a foot from it, he said, “I 

think it might be like how a woman feels when some man gropes her without her 

permission. I’m just guessing at a woman in that situation might want to kick the jerk in 

the nuts and ask him who in the hell he thinks he is. While he’s recovering from the 

painful, swift kick, you would try and teach him a lesson in civility.” 

“The idea of being groped is one I can relate to,” Yvonne replied. After glancing 

around to see that no one was looking their way, she took Andru’s hand and brought it to 

her covered boob briefly. 

“It’s one thing to anticipate a gentle touch,” she said while holding his bare hand to 

her chest, his fingers barely pressing into the fabric. “It’s something completely different 

when the touch is unexpected, violent and done because some a-hole thinks he’s entitled 

to your body or in your case, your possessions,” she explained before releasing his hand. 

Before they could continue their conversation, a uniformed woman backed by two 

large men with Security badges approached Andru. 

“Mr. Olshansky?” she asked. 

Andru nodded. 

“The hotel has received several complaints about your behavior earlier in the bar,” 

she said. “I’m going to have to ask you to leave the property right now.” 

“If they can wait until I get my stuff from my room, I’ll gladly leave,” Andru said, 

his eyes shooting daggers at the woman wearing an assistant manager badge. “I also need 

to speak to someone with the ski club. They owe me an explanation.” 



“Sir, Jordan was one of the people filing the complaint,” the woman said. “He said 

you can keep your lift tickets for the remainder of your stay but as of this moment, all ties 

to his club are severed. You are on your own in terms of lodging and return 

transportation. I was told a refund for part of your fee will be mailed to your home 

address at a later date but I’ve been asked to remove you from the premises right now.” 

With that comment, a porter arrived with Andru’s suitcase and duffle bag, his parka 

lying on top. “A cab is waiting to take you into town,” she said. 

“Goodbye and please do not come back to this hotel,” she said as Andru rose in front 

of her. “We will call the police if you show up again,” the assistant manager added. She 

began backing away while the two large men Andru had seen in the bar—presumably 

Gary’s goons—stood nearby, their eyes watching his every move. 

Yvonne’s face showed signs of outrage as she stood up having witnessed the 

confrontation and having heard Andru’s side of the story. While Andru started walking 

toward the front door, his head down, she went to the coat check and asked for her thick 

parka. She watched as the security men hustled Andru toward the nearby front doors. 

“I told you not to mess with me, asshole,” Gary shouted from one side. “I always get 

what I want, always.”  

Having had his fuse lit, Andru was ready to explode. He tried to run at Gary but the 

muscular men clamped down on his arms and started dragging him away. 

Literally thrown into the cab, his belongings tossed haphazardly into the open trunk, 

Andru was still getting his bearings when Yvonne climbed in beside him. 

“Where to?” the cabbie asked while looking in the mirror. 

“I guess the next nearest hotel,” Andru said, flustered. 

“All the hotels around are booked solid,” the cabbie told him. “Your best bet is to get 

online and see if any have a last minute cancellation. Otherwise, buddy, you’re screwed.” 

“Forget the hotel. Make that,” and Yvonne said forcefully, giving the cab driver the 

name of a vacation condo complex in town. 

Andru looked at her with shock, amazement and gratitude in his eyes. “What are you 

doing and why?” he asked, a deep frown on his face. 



Yvonne patted his bare, cold hand with one of hers covered in black leather gloves. 

“I’ve got a timeshare condo to myself. Besides, you look like someone who could really 

use a friend right now.” 

“I could use a friend, and to be honest, a way out of this mess,” Andru admitted. 

“My credit cards are close to their limits and I don’t have enough in my bank account to 

pay for three nights’ lodging, not at these prices. I’ll need to make sure my return ticket is 

still good or find a cheap way home. I wouldn’t put it past those creeps to cancel the 

plane ticket, too.” 

“Well I’m offering a place to stay for at least one night, if you’ll take me up on it,” 

Yvonne said, her calm voice one of reason in Andru’s storm of turmoil. 

Andru nodded as the cab driver moved on. 

Several minutes later, the cab pulled up to the front of the timeshare complex, one 

that from the outside looked just like any other hotel except there were no uniformed staff 

to greet them. Andru paid the bill as the cabbie deposited his bags on the snow-covered 

sidewalk. 

Following Yvonne inside, he walked behind her to an elevator that whisked them 

toward the top of the fifteen-story building. She entered a combination into the keypad 

lock and held the door open for Andru to enter. 

“Wow, what a view,” he said, letting out a low whistle as he looked down at the 

sparkling lights of the city below them, the snow-covered Rocky Mountains gleaming in 

the moonlight off in the distance. Andru brought his eyes inside, his feet not moving from 

the tiled entryway. He saw a small family room with a couch, loveseat and small table, a 

flat screen TV on the opposite wall. There was a carpeted hallway to his left and kitchen 

to his right. 

“It’s small but since it’s only me now, this place works just fine for my needs,” 

Yvonne said from behind him. “Now why don’t you be a good man and go pour us some 

wine? I could a glass and after what you just went through, I’m sure you could, too.” 

Looking down at his snow-covered boots, Andru removed them and hung his jacket 

in a small closet near the door, padding around the condo in his stocking feet. 

Walking into the kitchen, he spotted a corked bottle of red wine on the counter while 

two unopened whites were in the fridge. 



“What would you like?” he asked, while looking for glasses. 

“Red is just fine by me,” she said from behind him. Like Andru, she was still mostly 

dressed for skiing or snowboarding, though the outer sweater had come off along with 

her boots. 

As he watched, she grabbed the white wig atop her head and took it off, throwing it 

on a couch. She shook her head violently from side to side, letting her auburn locks flow 

down to just below her shoulder blades. Her fingers went into her mouth and she pulled 

several pads out, pads that made her rounded face much more angular, making it look to 

Andru like she had just lost twenty pounds. 

“Yvonne, I can’t thank you enough for your generosity and hospitality, but more 

than anything, for listening to me whine and complain,” Andru said. He was wondering 

why she felt the need to change her appearance but was too polite to ask. 

“I’ve been acting like a child who just broke a favorite toy. I really should not be 

burdening you with all of my bullshit,” he continued. 

“Well you touched a tender nerve when you mentioned being groped,” she admitted. 

“That’s the way a lot of women feel, and it happens all of the time. No man I’ve ever 

come across has ever been treated like a piece of meat the way many women are fondled 

every day. Some men think nothing of touching a woman’s ass or breast whenever they 

get the chance, even if she objects. It’s happened far too often to me,” she said after 

taking a long pull from her wineglass. 

“I once had a man squeeze my butt as I walked into a boardroom for the first time. I 

looked at the man. He just stared at me and smiled, patting my butt with his hand like I 

was some good little piece of ass for him to use when, where and how he saw fit,” 

Yvonne told Andru. 

“So what did you do to him?” he asked. 

“I waited until the head of the Fortune 500 company introduced me as its new 

owner. I stood up and the pervert’s face got beet red. That’s when I told the board that 

there was now a zero tolerance policy for sexual discrimination, including verbal and 

physical abuse. I explained this policy starts at the top and goes all the way down. I 

pointed to the man who had groped me—I knew from my research he was the chief 

financial officer and a founder of the company—and told him to get the fuck out.” 



“Did he fight you?” Andru asked. 

“He tried to do it in court, especially when I took away his severance package,” 

Yvonne replied. She explained that her lawyers did some digging and found more than a 

dozen examples of unwanted sexual advances on the man’s part. None of the women had 

filed criminal charges but one of the jerk’s actions resulted in a pregnancy and abortion. 

The man was married four times, three times ending in divorces where the cause was 

excessive physical and emotional abuse, she added. 

“When you reached for my tit, but held your hand a safe distance from it, I knew I 

could trust you,” she explained. “It’s been years since I last let a man touch me there 

clothed, let alone naked.” 

“Well since I all know about you is your first name, that you have a gorgeous and I 

assume expensive time-share and you own a Fortune 500 company,” Yvonne interrupted 

him by holding up three fingers. 

Andru’s eyes went wide open, “excuse me, you own three Fortune 500 companies, 

you are a willing listener and pardon me for saying this, a great drinking companion, I 

don’t know anything about you.” 

“My full name is Yvonne Ramona Savage,” she explained. “Does that tell you 

anything?” 

“Was your dad …?” Andru asked. 

“Yes, my father was Ronald Christian Savage who died a year ago in a plane crash 

on his way to Hamburg, Germany. I—and everyone else—assume his plane crashed but 

where or why is anyone’s guess. No trace of any wreckage was ever found,” she said, a 

frown appearing on her face. 

“My father was killed just after I graduated from an Ivy League university with my 

Masters in Business Administration. The cause of the crash is officially still open. I hired 

some investigators but they didn’t have any more luck than the authorities. We never 

even found any bodies or got a whiff of the plane’s location,” she admitted. 

“Dad was the heir to fortunes from his mother and father, both of whom were 

wealthy in their own rights. His parents were madly in love, but my father never found 

anyone he wanted to settle down with,” she said, continuing. “He probably felt no need 

for a wife, not when he could buy a companion, or have a woman spread her legs, 



whenever he felt like it. I’ve been told he made that womanizing jerk I fired look like a 

choirboy.” 

She held up her wineglass for a refill, and after finding another bottle of the Merlot, 

Andru obliged. 

“Dad chose a different path to having an heir. He became a sperm donor and had me 

by a woman who was paid to carry me. I never knew my mother because she gave birth 

to me and disappeared,” Yvonne added. 

Yvonne’s eyes went from Andru’s to the floor for a moment before returning to his 

face. 

“I also have an older brother, Roland, who has Down’s syndrome,” Yvonne said, 

staring over the top of her wine glass at Andru. “Roland was dad’s first attempt at an heir. 

He found out the fetus had Down’s but the mother insisted her child be born, not aborted. 

Fortunately for him, the doctors ignored my dad’s money and threats and brought Roland 

to term.” 

“Ronald Savage still wanted an heir, someone he could boss around and dominate, 

just like he did in the boardroom,” she continued. “His second attempted produced me. I 

think he had good intentions in my case, or at least I hope so, but it seemed like his career 

always got in the way. Add in a doting set of wealthy grandparents and I spent more time 

with them than I ever did with dad.” 

“Now you have some deeply personal information that very, very few people in the 

world know about me and my family,” she said, staring openly at Andru. “I hope you are 

as trustworthy as I think because if what I just told you ever got out, the media would 

have a field day with it.” 

“Well I can’t come close to what you’ve experienced,” Andru admitted. “I can tell 

you I’m unattached, never married and don’t have any kids. My parents were divorced 

when my sister and I were little but I still spent plenty of time with my dad even though I 

lived with mom. I still see both of them fairly often, though mom retired to Wyoming not 

far from Yellowstone National Park.” 

Yvonne motioned for Andru to sit down next to her, patting the loveseat beside her. 

“Sit next to me, please. I promise I won’t bite,” Yvonne said. 



“I’ll also tell you something that only some of my family knows: I have a nephew 

named Ben who also has Down’s,” Andru replied. “Benji is the kindest, gentlest soul on 

the planet. He would never hurt a fly, though he can fly into maddening rages at times 

over the silliest of things. So yes, I can keep your secret if you will keep mine.” 

Yvonne held out her glass for another refill. There was enough wine in the bottle for 

one more glass, not two, so he filled up hers and left his empty. Two glasses was more 

than enough for him.  

“Lady, I’d like to say that I’m impressed by your wealth, your breeding, your style 

and if you haven’t looked in the mirror recently, your beauty,” Andru said as he sat next 

to her, which brought a frown and tightness to her face. 

“But honestly I’m not,” which caused Yvonne to visibly relax and smile. 

“I’m as close to flat broke as you can get and still manage to take a few days off 

from my job coding computer programs,” he explained. “Since I have nothing to lose, 

what impresses me most is despite the burdens of your wealth, you act like a pleasant, 

well-adjusted and kind human being.” 

Bringing his glass up to hers, he proposed, “To kindness” as they touched glasses. 

“Now that is what I call a compliment,” she said with a smile. “I’ve never been 

called a well-adjust woman before. Spoiled brat? That I’ve heard way too many times.” 

“Can I touch your chest for a moment to make a point?” Andru asked. 

Yvonne smiled languidly, batting her eyelids. “Maybe. What’s in it for me?” 

“A compliment,” he said, putting his wine glass down. He used his index finger to 

touch her breastbone and held it there. 

“What’s in your wallet doesn’t matter. It’s what is in your heart that counts,” he said. 

“Well my heart isn’t there,” she said slyly, taking his hand and bringing it 

underneath her turtleneck. “It’s here.” 

Andru’s finger touched something soft and warm. 

“I think you should kiss me to make up for your mistake, but you have to keep your 

whole hand there, too,” she added impishly. 

Andru moved his other hand around behind her neck and pulled her face to his as 

their lips touched gently at first then with more pressure and passion. His hand encircled 



her as his tongue slid into her mouth and they played face tag. Yvonne began squirming 

under him, causing Andru to break off the kiss. 

“Is everything OK? I’m not going too fast, am I?” he asked concern in his voice. 

“No, if anything you are not going fast enough,” she said, adding a pout. 

“I’m barely thirty and it’s been far too long since I’ve let a man get this close to me,” 

she explained as she finished taking off his outer shirt and Andru shed the T-shirt 

underneath, exposing a muscular, lightly haired chest. 

“Now you can give me a hand taking my shirt off,” she whispered in his ear, her 

fingers diving underneath his belt to briefly grope what was below.  

Andru’s fingers felt the top of her shirt, making sure there were no zippers before 

one hand slid underneath. His wrists pushed the fabric up as his fingers circled her tit. 

Moving his hand away at the brief frown flitting across Yvonne’s face, he lifted her 

turtleneck up and over her head, pulling it off her outstretched arms and exposing her 

girls to his questing mouth. 

After several moans of pleasure, holding his head to her boobs, Yvonne’s fingers 

moved down to Andru’s belt where she struggled to undo it. He stepped away briefly and 

unbuckled the belt before shedding his jeans and shorts in one motion. 

Her eyes got large as she saw that he was ready for action. 

“Oh my,” was all she could muster. 

Now it was his turn to look down at her and grin before they kissed again. This kiss 

was brief as Andru’s hands began roaming over her chest and down to her ski pants. 

“Move back,” she ordered before standing up and unzipping, letting them and her 

underwear fall to the floor. 

Taking his hand, she led Andru down the hallway and opened a door into her 

bedroom, Andru’s rock hard cock brushing against her butt as he followed ever so closely 

behind. Yvonne reached backward and grabbed him, stroking him as they came to the 

bed. 

She turned and stared into his face. “If I ask you to stop, will you? Can you? I was 

hurt badly once when I was a teen and I don’t want to be hurt again.” 



He responded by holding her tightly to him, their stomachs touching and the tips of 

her boobs barely grazing his chest as she leaned backward. “No promises, no guarantees 

but I’ll try to stop when you ask,” he offered, staring into her eyes. 

Andru brought her lips close for a kiss and she leaned into his embrace. 

When they broke, he asked as his hands encircled her perfect butt, “Do I need to 

wear anything?” 

“Since I don’t have anything here and I doubt you brought any, the answer is no,” 

she replied, pulling him onto the bed and guiding his head back to her ta-ta. 

Sucking one and fondling the other, Andru let his hand roam down her smooth front, 

stopping when his fingers hit some short hairs. 

Yvonne shuddered as a finger started to probe her entrance. 

Andru’s fingers felt warmth and most importantly, they felt wetness. One finger 

became two as he slowly slid them into her, moving them in and out gently, slowly. She 

sucked in air in a deep breath then let it out as Andru began to massage her from the 

inside. 

Feeling his wand rub against the inside of her thigh, she turned toward it, enjoying 

the feel of his warm, soft tip sliding up her. There was a brief pause as they both adjusted 

themselves before Andru’s pleasure wand found its way into her. 

Pushing himself as deeply into her as he could go, Andru stopped for a moment to 

enjoy the sensation before backing partway out and going back in. 

“Faster, faster,” she cried underneath him, her arms holding his chest off hers while 

her legs wrapped around his back and held his rod wand inside. 

Unexpectedly, Andru pressed down on Yvonne and rolled her over on top of him. 

She leaned back just far enough where he could get his lips on her tits and suck them 

while continue to vary the rhythm he had going down below. When he felt her inner 

muscles contract and squeeze him, Andru knew she was at the height of pleasure even 

though Yvonne hadn’t made a sound. Seconds later, he released as well, flooding her 

insides with his man juice. 

They stayed like that, Yvonne swaying atop him, for a moment before she fell 

exhausted to the bed beside him. 

“Damn, that was good,” she said several minutes later. “It’s been far too long.” 



“Ditto for me,” Andru was able to get out after finally catching his breath. 

Yvonne pulled him close to her and whispered, “thank-you. I’m sure you would 

have done what I asked, but that was just perfect. It was quick, it was intense and it felt 

oh so good.” 

She brought his hand back to her boob and held it there, relaxing as he squeezed, 

released and squeezed again. 

“And much as I want to enjoy you again a little later, right now I’m starving,” she 

explained. “Where did I put my phone?” 

Andru got out of bed and returned a moment later with her purse. 

“Just so you don’t get the wrong idea, I didn’t sit next to you on the chairlift this 

afternoon by accident. I also wasn’t in that hotel bar at random,” she said, staring at his 

dick. 

“If you hadn’t come up to me and asked me that question about the ski team, I was 

going to watch where you sat,” Yvonne continued. “If you had proceeded to get blitzed, I 

was going to come back here alone. If you were friendly and not drinking heavily while 

being alone, I probably would have sat next to you.” 

“Well I’ll be honest,” Andru said. “I was feeling really good after helping those kids 

and getting in a few warm-up runs, knowing I’ll be able to put in a full day on the slopes 

tomorrow. I might have ordered a beer, but I probably would have stuck with my favorite 

drink.” 

“And that is?” she asked. 

“Coffee with a bit of honey in it,” Andru admitted. “I seldom go into bars so I don’t 

really know how to act, or even when a woman is interested in me.” 

“I don’t know why any horny woman would not like you,” she replied. “You’ve got 

all the right stuff in all the right places. You may lack a six-pack but I’ll take a four. 

Either one is better than the kegs I see on some men who are trying to get into my pants.” 

“Touché,” Andru replied, leaning back into the bed and pulling her head to his chest. 

His fingertips began tracing designs on her back as he applied the lightest of pressure. 

“Now that I know something about you, I understand your need to disguise yourself, 

but even here? Isn’t this a long way from the Manhattan board rooms?” he asked as he 

continued his ultra-light massage. 



“Man that feels good, and very relaxing,” she said, her voice muffled by Andru’s 

chest. 

“As to why I wear even a slight disguise it’s because the boardrooms may be far 

away, but the people who go into them can be anywhere,” she replied. “I’ve made some 

hard choices very much like my father, choices that cost people their high-paying jobs. I 

know none of them liked what I did and I’m sure that if they thought they could get away 

with hurting me, they wouldn’t hesitate about doing it.” 

“Then why are you alone? Don’t you have a security detail to keep those creeps 

away?” Andru asked, deeply concerned about a woman he was becoming more attached 

to by the second. 

“I do, but I managed to slip away,” she told him. “I just wanted one day where I 

didn’t feel like I was living under a microscope. I’m sure they can track me since I used 

my real name when booking a flight, but this timeshare is under an alias. Here I’m known 

as Louann Gerlick.” 

“I bet a lot of the top Hollywood people feel the same way about living under a 

microscope,” Andru replied. “Especially with social media these days, a celebrity’s life 

seems to be everyone’s business. They can’t go out without people bugging them for an 

autograph. Heck, they can’t say anything to anyone without internet trolls blasting them.” 

“Yeah, I know sort of how they feel,” she replied honestly. “But the people who 

know me seldom see my picture on the celebrity blogs. Business blogs, maybe but maybe 

one in a thousand people would recognize my face.” 

“Now give me the phone so I can have a pizza delivered and charged to the suite. 

I’m hungry,” she growled. 

Yvonne lifted her head off Andru’s chest and looked into his eyes, a hand encircling 

his cock. “And after dinner, I’ll have my new favorite dessert.” 

“Oh? What’s that?” he asked, his own eyes lighting up. 

Yvonne was getting what she wanted so she bent her head and brought her lips to his 

manhood after saying, “A dickcicle.” 

Pizza, a salad and more wine became a late dinner, followed by more teasing. 

Teasing led to pleasing, which led to two exhausted and relaxed people falling asleep. 


