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SYNOPSIS


My day couldn’t have gotten any worse.

First, my date abandoned me at the office holiday party. Then, while I stood outside, waiting for a ride, a passing car barreled through a massive pothole and drenched me in freezing, dirty water.

That should have been my sign to just go home. But I accepted an offer from St. Nick to buy me a drink.

Only… Santa Claus didn’t look like the stereotypical caricature. This version was big and muscular, rugged, and tattooed.

We ended up talking, drinking more, and connecting on a level that felt surprisingly intimate. Before I knew it, he offered me a ride in his beat-up truck.

I was smarter than this. But against my better judgment, my mind screamed, Hell yes!

Santa’s teasing confidence stirred something hot inside me, and I found myself irrevocably drawn to him.

Things were about to get hot and kinky, and by the end of it all, I was getting a big, fat gift. And my stocking stuffed.


CONTENT


For all content related to this story please visit:

https://jenikasnow.com/books/daddys-naughty-list/


1


HOLLY


God, this snowstorm was fucking insane.

It was relentless with the biting wind that whipped my face, and no amount of trying to dodge it was helping in the slightest.

But my anger kept me from feeling its freezing temperature as I stormed out of the office building with one destination in mind. The bar.

Not only had I been stood up for the company holiday party, but I also spent the evening dodging pitying glances from coworkers who knew I was supposed to be there with a plus-one.

I hadn’t even wanted to attend the party in the first fucking place. After several coworkers came up to ask me why I was there alone—their liquid courage going strong—I tossed back one last glass of cheap champagne, said “fuck it,” and I left.

I just hoped they were all too drunk tonight that, by the time morning came around, they wouldn’t remember shit. Because, otherwise, I wouldn’t hear the end of it in the intimate office setting where we worked.

The sharp wind slapped at my face especially hard, and I squinted my eyes against the assault. My breath formed little white clouds as I cursed repeatedly.

“Nothing like a shit holiday party to say merry fucking Christmas, Holly.” Of course the universe heard my nasty comment, because at that moment, a car came barreling down the street, hitting a deep, slushy pothole and splashing me so directly that the entire side of my body got soaked.

And then my heel caught in a crack in the sidewalk and snapped in half, causing my ankle to twist. I cursed in pain as I stopped in my tracks, standing there as the cold seeped through my tights and dress, finally penetrating my fury, and my ankle throbbed. The few people strolling down the sidewalk in this shit weather didn’t have the decency to even hide their stares as they gawked at me while passing by.

For long seconds, I just stood there, then tipped my head back and said under my breath, “Fucking perfect.”

I looked down at my foot, more pissed that I ruined my new shoes than the fact that my ankle would be swollen, black, and blue tomorrow. I started walking, but as pain sliced up my leg, I wobbled, and I reached out and braced my hand on the building beside me.

And just like destiny had fucked up my night, it now seemed to reach a hand out and offer me an olive branch. That peace offering being that the building my palm was currently braced against was actually the front door of a bar.

I straightened, but my other heel got caught in the damn sidewalk, and that ankle twisted. Unable to stabilize myself with both shoes broken, I went down with zero grace, my tights that were wet from the slush now tearing on the rough ground.

“Looks like you need a hand, sweetheart.” The voice came out of nowhere, deep and smooth, with a teasing edge that made me freeze.

Instinct yelled for me to tell the stranger to fuck off and not call me sweetheart, but I was cold and in pain and couldn’t channel my inner bitch right now. I looked up… and up… and up, this man’s height giving me a kink in my neck, because he was so fucking tall.

Standing over me was a beast of a man who was dressed in a Santa costume. Even with the thick red-and-white suit, I could see he was stacked with muscle beneath it. This guy certainly wasn’t the typical jolly, round-bellied St. Nick. No, this one had broad shoulders, with his fake white beard hanging loose around his neck, revealing a jawline sharp enough to cut through the ice forming all around us.

I blinked, honestly caught between mortification and disbelief, because I was blatantly staring at this man like he was my next snack. But then the shitty day I’d had come barreling back into my mind, and I blinked rapidly.

“Who the hell are you supposed to be?” While the answer was clear, given how he was dressed, my tongue was sharp tonight, because I was in a foul mood.

He cocked a dark eyebrow, his Santa hat lopsided and showing short, dark hair that was disheveled underneath. I wondered if he had a crazy night like me.

“I guess I wasn’t obvious enough.” He gave me a cocky smirk. “I’m Santa, baby,” he said, now fully grinning like he knew exactly how ridiculous this situation was. He offered me a hand, his tattoos peeking out from the edge of his sleeve. “Or at least I was five minutes ago. Right now, I’m just Stefan Huntington dressed like an asshole.”

He wiggled his fingers, reminding me he was still holding his hand out, his grin still in place. I ignored his hand and struggled to my feet, brushing dirty slush off my ruined tights and cursing as I trailed the tip of my finger along the run that snaked up my thigh. “I’m fine, but thanks. Just having the best day of my life, obviously.”

“Yeah. That's clear,” he replied, smirking as he tucked his hand in the pocket of his red jacket and took a step back, giving me room to stand up straight.

“Need a ride somewhere? My truck’s just around the corner.”

I cocked an eyebrow and pursed my lips. “Thanks, but no thanks.”

“I mean, I’m not a killer or anything.”

I snorted and brushed my knees off once more. “Pretty sure that’s a line every serial killer says.” The last thing I needed was to end up on the news because I took a ride from some hot Santa Claus with tattoos.

“True enough.” He grinned, a teasing note in his voice. “How about I buy you a drink inside?” He tipped his chin toward the front door of the bar we were right in front of.

I didn't have to think too hard or long on his offer. I’d planned on heading inside anyway, so if Stefan wanted to foot the bill for a couple of them, I wasn’t going to turn that down.

“Lead the way, Santa.”

He grinned, flashing straight, white teeth as he pulled the door open for me and gestured for me to enter first.
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HOLLY


The bar was wonderfully heated and dimly lit, with holiday lights strung up around the interior to give everything a pretty, warm glow. The hum of conversation and clinking glasses filled my ears as I stepped farther inside. The door shut the cold out, and although I wasn't looking at him, I felt Stefan right behind me.

I glanced around, taking in the worn leather booths lining either side of the space and a few tables in the center of the room. The faint scent of whiskey filled the air as I scanned the bar that was straight ahead, most of the seats taken aside from two at the far end.

The feeling of Stefan placing his hand on my lower back sent an instant wave of heat through me. I should have shaken him off, but I couldn’t lie and say it didn’t feel great to feel him touching me innocently but also intimately.

This wasn’t a place I usually went to, because I probably never would have looked twice, much less entered this hole-in-the-wall bar. But I regretted that, as I absolutely loved the aesthetic and vibe of this place.

He guided me to the bar, keeping that hand at the small of my back. The touch was light, seemingly casual, but there was something in me that said it was a hell of a lot more than that.

He pulled the barstool out for me, and when he was beside me, he braced his elbows on the counter. He cocked his head and glanced at me.

“Whatcha want, darlin’?” he asked, his voice low and smooth, holding my gaze with his.

I licked my lips and didn’t miss how his focus trailed downward to watch the act. “Vodka and soda,” I said, trying not to overthink how easy it felt to be here with him—a total stranger. Stefan nodded, but I held up a finger, stopping him from ordering. “Top shelf, please. I don’t want to end the night with something that’ll cause a nasty fucking hangover in the morning.”

He tipped his head back and chuckled, and I realized the line of his throat and the scruff that covered the lower half of his face were both hot as hell.

“Tito’s good?”

I nodded. That was my alcohol of choice when I drank.

Stefan signaled to the bartender. “Tito’s and soda for the young lady, and I’ll take a scotch, neat.”

After only a moment, the bartender set our drinks in front of us and left, this comfortable silence filling the space between Stefan and me. He was close, his broad shoulder and thickly muscled arm pressed against my much smaller one. It shouldn't feel so good to have him so close.

It had been ages since I had sex. Too long, if I was being honest. God, I couldn't even remember the last time.

“Saúde,” he said, his lips curling into a small smile while he raised his glass and clinked it against mine.

“Skál,” I murmured, using another word for cheers like he had.

He smiled and shook his head. “You're a trip, and I mean that in the best way possible.”

The first sip warmed me from the inside out, but it wasn’t just the vodka that made me feel this way. It was sitting beside Stefan and sharing a drink with him. We sat quietly for a little as we drank and just enjoyed the comfortable silence between us, the only noise I noticed coming from a jukebox off to the side, the machine glowing from the vibrant lights as the music filled the interior of the bar.

He leaned closer and started speaking to me, telling me a few things about himself. And then my ears zeroed in on the way his voice softened when he asked about my life, my likes, and my dreams. It kind of took me aback, because… no one had ever seemed so genuinely interested in knowing shit about me.

I kept things light during the first drink, but when I was nearly done with my second Tito’s and soda, I opened up more and told him things I hadn’t shared with anyone in years—like how I wanted to travel, because living in the city for so long made me feel stuck in a revolving door of life.

And the whole time, Stefan listened. Like really listened. He didn’t interrupt me as I rambled on, my lips loose from the alcoholic beverages. He just let me talk, and his intense gaze never left mine.

I felt like I’d been talking forever and clamped my lips shut around my straw to finish my drink. Now, it was my turn to ask about him. Where to even start?

He leaned back and took on a relaxed stance. “I had to grow up fast,” he began—to my relief, obviously seeing my struggle—his voice quieter now.

I didn't know what that meant exactly, but I assumed he meant he had to take care of himself well before his time. And that made me sad, because I picked up on a bitter note in his tone that he tried to hide right away. But I said nothing. I just listened, like he did with me.

“Unfortunately, I had a dad who was a bastard on the best of days. Most of the time, I was the parent and not the child. And because of that, I figured things—like everything—out on my own.”

He spoke softly, smoothly, and I hung on to everything he said. But I didn't miss that there was a weight to his words. It was a darkness that someone had because they experienced trauma, that their life wasn’t happy with love and kindness… like my childhood had been.

And that broke my heart.

Time held no meaning right now, as Stefan and I spoke. We had more drinks, laughed, and told silly stories mixed in with serious ones. And it all felt so comfortable and right. And that should have scared me, but no red flags rose, so I just rolled with it and enjoyed my time with him.

I laughed at a story Stefan told about how he lost his first job. It was filled with disaster and embarrassment, and I’m sure he brought it up to make me feel better about what happened to me outside earlier.

“Needless to say, I quit the next day,” he finished with a chuckle.

I laughed again, my cheeks flushed and hot from the vodka. I swirled the last of my drink in my glass just as we were told the bar was closing soon.

The bar hummed with quiet energy, the place where secrets could be shared without the fear of being overheard. I swirled the last of my whiskey sour in my glass, the ice clinking softly as I turned my attention to Stefan.

My gaze caught on the chain around his neck, the medallion resting against the dark fabric of his shirt he had on beneath the Santa coat. It was intricate and delicate, almost out of place on someone like him, who was gritty, rough-edged, and commanding.

“So, what’s up with that?” I asked, nodding toward the Santa suit.

“I dress up every year and volunteer at a youth facility.” He tossed back the rest of his drink. “It’s a charity for kids—especially the ones who’ve had it rough.”

I blinked, surprised. “You volunteer? With kids?”

He nodded, almost shrugging it off like it wasn’t a big deal. “That so hard to believe?”

I shook my head fast, hoping I hadn’t offended him. “No! I⁠—”

His smile put me at ease. “Kidding. I didn’t exactly have a childhood that anyone would envy, so… I get them. I can connect with them.”

I noticed the way he ran his fingers over his square-cut glass. Was this uncomfortable for him? I was about to tell him we didn’t have to talk about it, but he started speaking again.

“I know what it’s like to grow up feeling like the odds are stacked against you. Like no one has your back, and you’re unwanted.” He shrugged again and glanced over at me. “That no one is there to guide you… and that no one believes in you.” Stefan looked down at his red-and-white jacket and smoothed his hands over the velvety fabric. “This is my way of giving back and hoping that I can be there for at least one kid. I want them to know someone out there wants them to be happy and actually gives a shit.”

My heart squeezed at his words, and I couldn’t stop staring at him. “That’s… incredible, Stefan. You’re a great man.”

“I don’t know about all that, but thanks for being a sweetheart.” He gave me a wink. “But it’s not something I talk about much,” he admitted, his fingers still toying with the glass. “It’s not about me. It’s about them. Especially around the holidays. I know how tough this time of year can be for kids who have so little. So, volunteering with the program gives me a chance to make things a little brighter for them.”

I felt my chest tighten even more when I thought about him giving his time to kids who probably looked up at him like he was their hero.

“I bring a big, red bag of presents and let them vent to me. It’s their way of telling me what they want, I guess. I just… listen.”

This man, who clearly carried so much weight on his shoulders—who was larger than life and a little intimidating—spent his time helping children.

“Why don’t you like to talk about it with people?” I asked softly, leaning toward him.

He shrugged those broad shoulders of his, his dark eyes locking with mine. “I don’t do it for recognition or appreciation. I do it because someone needs to. And if I can make one kid feel like they matter, nothing else matters.”

His raw honesty, the way I heard it deep in his voice, made my heart ache. I reached out without thinking, letting my fingers brush against the back of his hand. “What you’re doing is incredible. You didn’t just survive your childhood. You turned it into something good. That’s not something everyone can do.” I felt myself staring at his mouth—his lips full and a little glossy from the liquor he’d been drinking.

I wanted to kiss him. I wanted to throw myself into the moment and let the vodka lower my inhibitions and the protective wall I always had around myself. But I didn’t. Instead, I leaned back and felt my face heat.

His lips twitched into a faint smile, one that sent a jolt through me. “You’re really fucking beautiful.”

I forced myself to look at him then and willed my face to cool.

He looked at me for a long moment, his gaze softer now, almost vulnerable. Then, he leaned in and pressed his lips to mine. It was soft and gentle, but God… it set me on fire, and I immediately grew wet.

Stefan pulled back, and I tried to catch my breath. He brushed a strand of my hair away from my cheek, and I almost wanted the ground to open up and swallow me whole at my body’s embarrassing overreaction to such a small, intimate gesture.

His smile lingered for a second before fading, replaced by that same unreadable expression. “You’re easy to talk to, you know that?”

I suddenly became shy and glanced down, murmuring, “I feel the same with you.”

When we finally left the bar, the night air was crisp, and I wrapped my jacket more fully around myself, my clothing now dry after getting wet earlier. Stefan walked me to the curb, his fingers brushing the back of my hand, and that light touch had my pulse beating right between my thighs.

We faced each other, his dark eyes searching my face, his expression hidden in partial shadows from the faint glow of the streetlights.

“I can call you a car,” he finally said, his voice low and deep and actually making my pussy wetter. “Or… I can still give you that ride. If you’ll let me?”

I hesitated for half a second, but only because I could feel the weight of the moment. With Stefan, I didn’t feel like this was wrong or that I should be worried.

“I’m sober. Been drinking water for the last hour we were in there.” He grinned, trying to ease my worries, obviously.

I didn’t even realize he hadn’t still been drinking like I had, but I was grateful for it now. I nodded, knowing this was probably the worst idea I could have—or ever had before—but I was buzzed, and I’d learned a lot about Stefan while we chatted, and my gut said this was a good thing. This was okay. So, I listened to my instincts, because they’d never steered me wrong.

Yet.

Shut up, I internally scolded myself, pulling out my phone and typing on it for a second.

When I was done, I looked up at him and slipped it back into my purse. “Okay. Let’s go.”

His smile deepened, and without another word, he opened the passenger door of his beat-up truck, waiting until I slid inside, before he started to shut the door. I placed a hand on it before it closed, and he looked at me, waiting.

“I’ve texted my friend all your details and am sharing my location. I also have a full bottle of pepper spray in my purse and a knife that, although small, is sharp enough to cut off your nuts.” I lifted an eyebrow, and I could see he was trying not to smirk. “So just keep that shit in mind.”

He nodded. “Duly noted.” We stared at each other for long seconds before he added, “Never thought I’d find it hot that a woman threatened to castrate me, but here we are.” He shut the door fully before I could respond.

Not that I would have, because his comeback shocked me.

He climbed in the driver side and cranked the engine. After we pulled onto the quiet street, the city lights blurred while he drove, and I glanced at him out the corner of my eye.

There was something steady, genuinely comforting, about sitting next to him. He was quiet, and with the heat filling the truck and the light music coming from the radio, I relaxed against the seat.

It didn’t hurt that Stefan was by far the hottest, strongest man I’d ever seen in my life. It was also a plus that his personality was awesome and he was funny as fuck.

My night might’ve started out shitty, but it certainly didn't have to end that way.

I’d never had a one-night stand… but maybe tonight was the night to experience a little something special for myself.
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HOLLY


The truck rumbled down the street, the asphalt starting to be covered in snow as it steadily fell. Stefan had cranked up the heat when he saw me shivering, and now I welcomed the warmth that filled the interior. I stole glances at him as he navigated the slick roads with practiced ease.

He had a confidence about him that felt natural, not forced or fake. This man didn’t need to impress anyone. He seemed as if he just didn’t care what anyone thought and lived life the way he saw fit.

I glanced at him again, catching myself doing it frequently—too much, if I were being honest—and when his lips tipped up in a smirk, I knew he was fully aware of it.

“Do I have something on my face, or are you just admiring the view?” His smirk turned into a full grin, and I felt my face heat. Thank God it was too dark for him to see.

But regardless, I was still regretting looking his way.

“Just making sure you know where you’re going,” I lied easily. “Wouldn’t want Santa getting lost in the snow.” There was a teasing note in my voice, and when he chuckled, I knew he was aware I was just joking around.

His laugh was low and warm, and I found the sound oddly soothing. “Don’t worry, darling. I’ll get you where you need to go safely. Wouldn’t put precious cargo at risk.” His words were soft and sounded genuine, like he was being serious about getting me home safe.

We sat in comfortable silence for a few more minutes, and there I was, checking him out again and this time not even caring that he knew.

His dark stubble and inked forearms gave off more “biker” than “holiday” vibes, and the way his broad shoulders stretched the red-and-white fabric of his costume… yeah, he was walking sex. For real.

“You know,” I said, making sure to keep that teasing edge to my voice. “You don’t exactly scream ‘jolly.’ You look more like a leader of a motorcycle gang.”

His laugh was sudden and loud, like I'd caught him off guard with my comment. I was smiling from ear to ear at how relaxed I felt around him.

“Is that right?” He glanced at me and arched a brow, feigning surprise, but I saw the humor written all over his face. “Used to fix bikes for an MC in my younger days, as a matter of fact.”

“That doesn’t surprise me at all,” I said genuinely and giggled.

There was something disarming about his personality. Like the way he didn’t appear to care what I thought but still won me over and made me feel some sort of way, which I was loving.

“You wouldn’t want to take a pit stop and grab some coffee, would you?”

“You read my mind, Santa,” I joked again, but the deep, almost inaudible growl of approval that came from him had me clenching my thighs together as heat settled between them.

Before I knew it, he was pulling into the parking lot of a small diner, its windows glowing with a warm light that spilled onto the snow-covered sidewalk.

“Have you ever been here?” I asked as he turned off the engine.

“A few times. You?”

I nodded and stared up at the neon sign that flashed Patsy’s. “Yeah, more times than I’ll admit to.” I laughed and looked at him to see him staring at me with this intense expression that turned me on. “I even used to work here on the weekends when I was in high school.” I still felt his stare, even though I made myself turn back to the little coffee shop.

I realized that Stefan’s presence did things to me that were not only confusing but made me feel a type of arousal I’d never experienced before.

“Let's head inside and get warm.”

After getting out of his truck, Stefan held the glass door open for me, the familiar chime going off, and I stepped inside. The interior smelled like cinnamon and coffee—like it did all those years ago, when I was a teenager.

It was a “seat yourself” place, so we picked a little two-seater booth in the corner. Stefan ordered a black coffee, and I ordered their signature hot cocoa with peppermint whipped cream.

Stefan leaned back in the booth, and I knew he was gearing up to start a conversation. “So, Holly Berry,” he began, and I rolled my eyes.

“Original,” I grumbled, trying to sound like I was irritated, but I wasn’t.

His damned smirk was back, the one that had my pulse beating in my clit. “You

Are so cute when you’re trying to act all badass.”

I burst out laughing, unable to stop the sudden sound.

“When I was a kid, everyone around me used to call me that during the holiday season.” I left out that it got on my nerves so damn bad back then, but hearing Stefan say it in his deep-ass voice was hot as hell. “Believe me, it’s not as charming as it sounds, when your elementary school classmates turn it into an insult.”

He shrugged, looking way too sexy. “Always live by my motto.” He eyed me with that smirk in place.

“And that is?”

“Fuck everyone.” He grinned, and I did the same thing.

“I like the way you think.” Before either of us could say anything else, the waitress brought us our order. I sipped my drink, the warm sweetness settling into my bones as his stare seemed to coat me in heat on the outside.

Stefan had this way of cutting through my defenses with a mix of teasing and genuine charm that had my walls lowering even more.

We stayed in the cafe for two more drinks before making our way back to his truck. We sat there for a moment while it heated, and then we started driving again in that cozy silence, which was only interrupted when I gave him the next direction to my house.

My heavy buzz had faded, but I was still pleasantly warm in all the right places, and the weight of the day had melted away. Stefan drove through the snow-covered streets, and I was fine not speaking and just enjoyed the ride.

When we finally pulled up to my place, I turned to thank him, only for him to cut me off.

“I’d like to see you again.”

I was so taken aback by his comment for a moment that all I could do was sit there and blink.

“If that’s something you’d like too.” The emphasis made it sound like a question, but I could hear in his tone he’d already made his mind up about it.

He leaned back in his seat, that cocky smirk still in place.

I didn’t need to think about it. I really enjoyed spending time with Stefan and wanted to see where this could go with him. “Pretty sure I’d like that too.”

He tipped his head back and laughed, his hand covering his abdomen, his Adam’s apple catching my eye, since he’d taken his fake beard off back at the bar, as his chuckle came from deep within him. “You crack me up, girl.” He stared into my eyes, grinning from ear to ear and showing off his white teeth. “You’re too fucking cute.”

My heart gave a little patter when he said that last part, and I was thankful—once again—the interior of the truck was so dark that he probably couldn’t see when he made me blush. He knew where I lived, but we hadn’t officially exchanged information, so once that was all said and done, Stefan was out of the truck, then opening the passenger side door and helping me out.

The cold air bit at my skin, but I didn’t feel as miserable as I did earlier, because Stefan wrapped his arm around my waist and pulled me in close to his big, muscular body.

We said our goodbyes, which lacked a goodnight kiss, and I watched as he drove away, his truck disappearing into the snowy night.

I thought about Stefan and how my terrible evening was turned into something I could confidently say was one of the best nights of my life. And it was all thanks to a man dressed as Santa, who appeared at just the right time.

I shook my head but was smiling the whole time. Because the truth was… I'd wanted to tell St. Nick to come inside and fuck the holly jollies into me.


4


HOLLY
DAYS LATER


The fluorescent lights in the office buzzed faintly, the kind that successfully sucked the very energy out of you one second at a time. It matched the low hum of voices and the constant clacking of keyboards echoing throughout the office.

I shifted in my chair for the dozenth time within the past hour, the piece of furniture outdated and uncomfortable as hell. I tried to focus on my work, but my mind kept wandering to Stefan.

It had been a couple of days since my non-date with him, but I couldn’t stop thinking about it—or him.

Our first weird-turned-casual-and-comfortable exchange at the bar.

The little restaurant, where I grew even more comfortable with him and realized he was a genuinely good human I actually wanted to spend time with.

And then there was the ride home and the way we kept catching each other looking at one another. It warmed me and felt… significant, like something I shouldn’t brush off.

Hell, if he’d tried to kiss me goodnight, I knew I would have invited him inside so he could fuck me until I couldn’t walk straight the next day.

And because of all that, it unfortunately made sitting here and wondering what the hell I was going to do with this newfound obsession even harder. But as if fate wanted to let me know not to get too comfortable, I saw Marcus, the coworker who’d stood my ass up at the company holiday party.

I caught sight of him by the water cooler, casually chatting with someone like he hadn’t been an asshole. Hell, he had asked me to go.

My stomach twisted with annoyance at the very sight of him. After I’d sent Marcus a text—albeit an awkward one asking what happened—and only getting the response, Sorry, I had something come up, I'd washed my hands of even being cordial with the man.

I went back to focusing on work and trying not to think about Stefan, when I felt someone hovering over my cubicle. I didn’t need to look up to know who stood there, and my annoyance escalated.

“Hey, Holly,” Marcus said in a casual tone, like he wasn’t a douchebag who ghosted me a few days ago. “So… about the other night⁠—”

I glanced at him, already holding my hand up, palm facing him, and shook my head, trying to mask the irritation raging under my skin. “You had shit come up. I get it. Nothing more needs to be said.”

If he’d had an emergency, that would’ve been fine. I would have understood. But I’d heard through the office rumor mill that he'd gotten a booty call, and that's why he hadn’t shown up.

So, he stood me up to get a piece of ass and didn’t even warn me I would be on my own, nor sent me an apology until after I texted him first. I held his blank stare, refusing to be the one to break it.

He chuckled awkwardly, rubbing the back of his neck. “Yeah, uh... sorry about that. Like I said in the text….” He shrugged.

I laughed humorlessly. “Yeah, the one you sent me the day after the party,” I said sarcastically. “Standing me up is totally my favorite way to spend an evening. Thanks for the experience.”

His face reddened, and he actually had the nerve to look annoyed at me. “Look, I said I was sorry. What more do you want?”

“Not a thing,” I said sweetly, giving him a tight smile. “Thanks for stopping by.”

Before he could respond, I turned back to my computer and ignored the way he hesitated for a second before walking away. As soon as he was out of sight, I grabbed my phone, my fingers itching to type out a message to one of my girlfriends to rant about the encounter with Marcus.

But I hesitated and instead ended up pulling up Stefan’s number, and I hit the Call button. My heart raced as I waited, listening to the faint ringing of the call going through before his voice came over the line—low, smooth, and deep.

“Holly,” he said, my name sounding like a secret on his lips.

I was shocked that he knew it was me, even though I had given him my number. I’d texted him that night, so he must’ve saved me in his Contacts.

“Hey,” I said, suddenly feeling a little nervous but determined. I glanced around, like I might be caught doing something oh-so bad. It was almost… exciting. Which was silly, since I was essentially just talking to someone on the phone. “Listen, I figured I could be the one to invite you out.” I felt my face heat, and I was glad he couldn’t see me. Truth was, I’d never actually asked a man out before. “If you’re free, maybe we could go out. Like, on a real date this time.”

Oh my God. I actually said that last part out loud.

There was a pause, and for a second, embarrassment filled me. Would he turn me down? That would be an extra cherry on top of the shit sundae of a week I’d been having.

“An actual date, huh?”

I could almost hear the smile in his voice.

“Yeah,” I said, feeling a small smile start to tug at my lips. “If you have time,” I tacked on.

He laughed. “I’d be crazy not to make time for you, Holly. When?”

I got little butterflies in my belly after he said that. It wasn’t often anyone made me feel like I was even worthy of their time, much less like they’d move things around if they had to in order just to see me. “How about tomorrow night?” I knew my attempts to sound casual were coming off more weird than anything else.

He chuckled again, smooth like an expensive whiskey. “It’s a date. I’ll pick you up at seven.” He didn't phrase it like a question.

“It’s a date,” I responded softly, and I closed my eyes in mortification, because I’d just repeated what he said.

When I hung up, I leaned back in my chair, my annoyance with my asshole coworker completely forgotten.

This time, I wasn’t going to end the date with us parting ways without even a goodnight kiss. I was going to invite Stefan into my bed, not caring if it was a bad idea.

A terrible idea.

When it was only our first date.
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HOLLY


The next day, the hours ticked by agonizingly slowly until I was finally done with work. I hauled ass home, got ready, and wasn’t ashamed to say I made sure everything was plucked, shaved, and primed for tonight. Because I had plans for Stefan after dinner and just hoped he didn’t totally close the door on them.

But it had been forever since I had sex—so embarrassingly long that I didn't want to think too hard about it. Surely a man was ready all the time, especially when a woman was the one making the move?

I chose a fitted, long-sleeved black knit dress that hugged my slender curves and finished my outfit with a pair of heels that hurt my feet but made my legs look a mile long. I left my hair down but added some beachy curls to it. All I could picture was Stefan taking it as the hint it was and grabbing my hair while he fucked me from behind.

As I smoothed my hair down, I caught my reflection and felt a flicker of confidence, because I looked good. I felt sexy and powerful, holding onto that strong female energy that said I could go after whatever the hell I wanted.

After admiring myself for just a second longer, I grabbed my coat and purse just as I heard tires crunching over the gravel of my driveway. My heart skipped as I opened the front door and stepped outside just in time to see Stefan climbing out of his truck. Even though I was looking forward to trying to seduce him, I was excited about going on a date with him first, and I feared if I waited for him to ring the bell and I let him inside, I’d be too tempted to pounce before we got the chance to go out.

He rounded the hood and looked up, his step faltering when he saw me already waiting for him on the porch. Even though the sun had already set, I didn’t miss how his gaze raked me over from head to toe, thanks to my porch lights. My long coat wasn’t buttoned and didn't hide what I wore beneath it.

God, he looked great. He wore a dark jacket, which was unbuttoned as well. His shirt was black and crisp and stretched across his broad shoulders, showing me once again that the man was ripped under that material. I felt my libido go crazy and told that bitch to calm the hell down.

Dinner, drinks, and conversation first, then we’d worry about getting some dick.

His dark jeans were snug enough it was obvious this man worked out, judging by his tree-trunk-sized thighs that looked hard as a rock. But it was the intensity in his gaze as he looked at me that made everything else fade away.

Stefan wanted me as much as I wanted him. That was obvious.

“Jesus Christ, Holly.” There was a primal growl that was wrapped around those words, ones that made my pussy wet. “You’re fucking stunning,” he said as I found the strength to walk toward him, slightly swaying my hips with my approach.

My mouth was dry, my throat tight, and my knees weak. Before I knew what was happening, Stefan wrapped his arm around my waist, his fingers brushing the small of my back.

I gasped when he pulled me close, my body colliding with his, my chest crushed to his abs until the oxygen was sucked from my lungs. I felt his finger under my chin as he tipped my head back, forcing me to look up and holding my eyes hostage with his possessive stare.

“Hi,” I whispered, my cheeks heating under his intense expression.

Stefan didn’t respond, but I felt his fingers rubbing at the small of my back through my coat. That light touch felt so powerful. He didn’t return the greeting, but instead, he leaned in, his lips brushing against my ear, as he whispered, “Get in the truck, Holly.”

You can bet your ass I obeyed, that dominance like a straight shot of hundred-proof liquor right through my veins and directly to my pussy.

It made me want to be a bad girl and put on Santa’s naughty list.
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Dinner wasn’t anything elegant, and I was thankful for that. All I cared about was how down to earth Stefan was and the way he made me feel like I was the only person of any importance in the room. No matter where we were or what we were doing, he did just that.

Stefan’s presence overshadowed everything else in the best of ways. His personality was magnetic, and he had a sense of humor that was much like my own. Slightly inappropriate but not too offensive.

But it wasn’t just his words that drew me in and kept me transfixed. It was the way he seemed to always have to be touching me.

A hand on mine across the table while we waited for our meal.

Moving to sit next to me as we drank delicious mugs of spiked coffee after we ate.

An hour filled with conversation that never waned later, his hand resting possessively on my thigh under the table, when we shared a slice of strawberry cheesecake for dessert.

It was the way he leaned close when he spoke, his lips grazing my ear, that made my pulse race and my body so aroused the rest of the time we sat there.

By the end of our date, I could barely focus on anything but him and how I wanted things to progress.

He walked me to his truck and unlocked it to open the door for me. I turned to face him and tipped my head back, looking into his eyes. “Stefan,” I murmured, my voice unsteady but filled with all the heat I currently felt.

“What is it, baby?”

I swallowed hard and felt a flutter in my belly at the endearment. The intensity in his gaze stole my breath all over again. “You’re distracting me.”

“In a good way, I hope,” he teased.

I couldn’t speak, so I just nodded, wondering if he could see how hard and fast my pulse was beating right beneath my ear.

A slow, wicked smile spread across his face. “I’ve been thinking about you since I dropped you off at your place days ago,” he admitted, his voice low and rough. “And seeing you tonight… in that dress?” He hummed as if the visual did things to him. He grabbed my hand and pressed it right over his massive erection. “It instantly got me hard, and I’ve been trying to hide this fucking boner all damn night.”

Heat flashed through my body, and I looked away, flustered and unable to handle how turned on I was. But Stefan wasn’t having it.

“Look at me, baby.” He cupped my cheeks, and I obeyed, my gaze snapping back to his. My hand was still on his hard cock, and I even attempted to curl my fingers around the denim-covered length. “I don’t like sharing what’s mine,” he continued, his voice a dark growl. “And make no mistake. You’re mine.”

Holy shit. Can someone orgasm from a string of words alone?

“You barely know me. How can you say that after only a few hours spent in each other’s presence?” I whispered, a beam of reality peeking through the clouds of arousal.

He growled again and shook his head. “When you know what you want with everything in you, you don’t even need hours. All you need is a second, baby girl.” The possessiveness in his tone sent a thrill through me, and I nodded, unable to find my voice but agreeing that, yes, I knew what he meant.

And that I was his.

He pressed his front against mine before I could take a breath, my body half in the truck now, and the feeling of his lips brushing against my ear caused me to close my eyes as if I had no self-control.

“You know what I want?”

I slowly shook my head, still unable to form words at his low and husky question.

“You, Holly. I just want you, and I want you in my bed. Now.”

My breath hitched, my eyes snapped open, and I felt his cock throb, as I still held my hand to it. I cursed the material separating me from feeling how hard, hot, and thick he was in my bare palm.

“Glad you want exactly what I do,” I finally answered, my panties soaked clean through and dripping down my inner thighs.

“Tell me what you want,” he demanded, and then he dragged his tongue over my lips.

I shivered and just said the first thing that came to mind. “You to fuck me until I can’t walk straight.”
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HOLLY


Things had gone from zero to sixty as soon as we’d gotten to Stefan’s home. I’d only had a few minutes to admire his rustic cabin that sat on three acres of wooded land before he was lifting me and carrying me to his room.

“Get on your knees, Holly.” 

Yeah… so that’s where I was right now. But then again, there was no need for any preamble to what we both wanted. We’d made that perfectly clear, and so both of us jumped in headfirst.

“But…,” I murmured, my voice trailing off as my scrambled mind tried to make sense of what I was doing.

This is the most reckless thing I’ve ever done.

Yep, and it feels incredible.

“Holly.” He lifted an eyebrow, taking a step back. “Don’t make me tell you again.” His tone left no room for argument. It was firm, commanding, and sent a shiver down my spine.

This was insane—completely out of character for me—but the raw authority and dominance in his voice this time had me obeying right away.

I didn’t even think twice; I slowly lowered myself to the floor, my knees pressing against the hardwood. My heart was pounding, and I felt heat rise along my neck as I worried my bottom lip nervously.

My gaze lifted to meet his, and I saw the intensity in his eyes.

I also saw how much my innocence was getting him off.

I felt like I should stop this, call it off before it went any further. But I pursed my lips and silently begged for more.

I stayed on my knees, my breath catching as he stared down at me, his expression dark and overwhelming.

“Undo my pants and take my cock out,” he growled, the heat in his voice unmistakable.

Oral was something I done in the past… but I’d never done it like this. I’d never submitted before.

He stood a couple of feet before me, so I had to reach my arms out, my hands trembling as I went for the button and zipper of his pants. Every nerve in my body felt alive, hyperaware of how dangerously intoxicating Stefan was.

It was when I got the waistband undone and the zipper down that I realized he wasn’t wearing anything underneath.

“Look at me,” he coaxed, and when I did, I saw he was grinning, clearly knowing where my thoughts had gone. His face softened, and he bent from his towering height and gently pushed my hair behind my ear, then traced down my jaw. “You’re gonna be Daddy’s naughty girl, Holly.”

“Oh… God,” I murmured, my pussy clenching at his words as my eyes darted downward again. I stared for only a second, half in disbelief and half in a state of potent arousal, at the sheer size of his erection, before I met his gaze once more.

I can’t believe I’m about to do this.

As if he read my thoughts, he smirked darkly and said in a sexy tone, “Crawl closer and suck on this gigantic cock. Make me come.”

The heat in his gaze fueled something reckless inside of me, and before I knew what I was doing, I slowly crawled the last couple of feet to Stefan and curled my fingers around this length. His dick was so hard and hot in my palm, and a slick bead of pre-cum glistened at the tip. While I stared at how massive he was, I stroked upward slowly and felt the thick vein that ran the underside of his dick.

A groan rumbled from deep within his chest, and I glanced up to see the raw pleasure clear in his expression.

“Do you like this?” I asked softly. He didn't respond, but there was something about the way he looked at me that reminded me of a predator waiting to devour its prey.

“Fuck yeah, I do,” he growled as his fingers traced along my jaw before diving into my hair. His touch was surprisingly gentle for how fierce his appearance was.

For a moment, I forgot everything else. It was just him and me in this sexually charged and heady moment. The passion in his stare kept me rooted in this very moment.

I squeezed his cock tighter, reveling in the way he groaned at my touch. I loved the way I could make his giant body tense with pleasure. I felt so powerful at that moment.

Then, he leaned closer, his breath hot against my skin. And before he could say anything, I flattened my tongue over the crown of his dick and dragged it along the underside of his length.

Stefan’s sharp inhale and how he tightened his hold in my hair told me not to stop. His fingers gripped my dark strands just hard enough to make my scalp tingle.

“How do you want it, baby?” His voice was gravelly, and I could feel the intensity radiating off him as he took control back.

I dragged my tongue over his cock head once more, knowing I was unleashing something dark and powerful in this larger-than-life man.

But I was also completely at his mercy, and I loved it.

“I want it however you’ll give it to me… Daddy.” I knew what I was saying. I knew enough from my short time of being around Stefan to understand the type of man he was.

He craved raw, hard, and rough.

And right now, so did I.

He grinned like a shark, pulled my hair until I gasped, and snarled out, “Take my cock to the back of your throat until you gag. And don’t stop until I tell you to.”


7


HOLLY


Yeah… this was what I wanted.

This was what I craved.

I still had my hand wrapped around his cock, my fingertips unable to even touch because of his girth. I tipped my head slightly back and stared at his face. Stefan had his gaze locked right on me, his chest rising and falling in a way that made it clear he was trying to control himself.

God, that was hot.

But before I could really take him deep, he was lifting me off the floor and ushering me over to the big leather chair that was in front of the unlit stone fireplace. I had taken little notice of how his room was set up, but it had the same rustic aesthetic as the rest of the cabin I was able to see briefly, and it fit his larger-than-life body and personality perfectly.

He toed off his boots, dropped his pants, and stepped out of them in a way that was anything but awkward, his movements smooth and controlled. Once he was sitting, he pointed to the spot between his legs, and I sank down to my knees like his good girl.

He rested his forearms on the arms of the chair, leaned back, and his gaze went half-mast.

I was sober, but I felt intoxicated being around him.

“Go on, Holly. Give me what I want and deep throat this big dick until you gag.” Stefan’s voice grew deeper, his tone harder and more demanding. Shivers raced along my body at the auditory orgasm that he caused in me.

I looked at his dick, the slit at the tip already dotted with pre-cum. I found my mouth watering for another taste of him. And then, without waiting anymore, I lowered my head, parted my lips, and sucked the thick head into my mouth.

The flavor of his semen was salty and exploded on my tongue, and I moaned in pleasure. He tasted so good—potent and all male. I closed my eyes and moaned around him as I started moving my head up and down.

I took as much as I could into my mouth, and when the wide head hit the back of my throat and I gagged, I heard him groan as he tangled his hand in my hair once again.

“That’s it,” he said in a raspy voice. “You’re being Daddy's good girl right now, Holly.”

He tightened his fingers in my hair and kept me right where he wanted me. And I kept sucking on him. I deep-throated the fuck out of his monster cock and ran my tongue along the underside of his shaft, feeling that thick vein throb. I worked my mouth over his throbbing rod until he started lifting his hips to get more of himself inside of me.

My eyes started watering as my mouth salivated for more. I was a whore for him, and I fucking loved it as I felt him get impossibly harder in my mouth. All I could taste was his salty pre-cum, and it was such an aphrodisiac that I wanted to reach between my legs and rub my pussy until I came.

But I kept my hands on his muscular thighs and bobbed my head up and down, wanting him to come down my throat so damn badly.

“Jesus Christ,” he cursed. “Best blowjob I’ve ever gotten, baby doll. Keep it up, and I won’t be able to stop myself from filling your belly with my cum.”

I hummed and started playing with his balls. And just when I felt his body tighten, knowing he was about to orgasm, Stefan groaned and pulled my head back by using his hold on my hair.

His dick slipped from my mouth with a resounding pop, and I looked up at him, my chest rising and falling as I panted. My lips felt swollen and slightly numb, and saliva dripped from the corners.

“I’ve changed my mind. When I come,” he growled, “it’s going to be with my cock in that no-doubt pretty little cunt of yours.”

His words were so lewd and vulgar that I should have slapped him across the face. But my pussy got wetter. And I felt so drunk on endorphins that I couldn’t even speak.

“Tell me how much you want that. Be Daddy's little slut and say what you know I want to hear.”

I could hear my heart racing in my ears, felt it throb at the base of my throat. The arousal I felt was like nothing I’d ever experienced before, and I never wanted it to end.

“Fuck me like I’m your whore.” And there it was… the nastiest and most anti-feminist words I’d ever spoken. Yet they made me feel… powerful.

He didn’t respond, but he gripped his cock and started stroking himself from root to tip as he watched me.

I licked my lips, glanced down, and just watched him jerk off. “Fuck me with that big cock… Daddy.” The role-playing wasn’t something I'd ever done before, but with Stefan, I knew I'd do anything to chase this high. I looked up at his face again and whispered, “Use that enormous cock to stretch me until it hurts.”

He said nothing for long seconds, just kept jerking off nice and slow, steady and easy, as if he was prolonging my erotic torture.

“If my baby doll wants that, I’m all about giving in to her demands.” His words were lighthearted, but his tone sounded anything but. It spoke of dominance. “Get naked for me, Holly, and I’ll fuck you until you can’t walk straight tomorrow, just like you asked for. Show Daddy what a good girl you are.” 

Who needs to walk anyway? I thought as I stood up, and then I stripped for him.
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STEFAN


Iwatched Holly get undressed, and meanwhile, I kept stroking my cock. Since meeting her, I’d jacked off several times… shamelessly thinking of her. But I knew if I didn’t slow the fuck down, I’d come before I got inside of the perfect pussy I just knew she had.

When she was completely naked, Holly stood still, her nerves clearly on display. God, she was so pretty.

Her shyness turned me on like a motherfucker, but because I wanted to see her face turn pink and that embarrassment blossom, I ordered her to fondle her small, beautiful breasts. Her breathing changed as she made no move to lift her hands, clearly unnerved, and I groaned. “I need you to be Daddy’s naughty girl and give me whatever I fucking want.”

She let out a long, shuddery breath and then moved to obey me. She cupped her tits. And I couldn't help but be transfixed as she squeezed the mounds at the same time she tweaked her nipples.

“Fuck, you’re doing so good for me. Give Daddy more.” I had no clue if the Daddy/little girl talk was her thing, but when she moaned, I told myself I could keep playing with her the way I liked.

“Tease your nipples,” I demanded, a bit harsher than I intended.

She dragged that cute little pink tongue over her bottom lip, and I clamped down on my back molars at how fucking hot she was.

Holly had perfect tits that had small, red nipples I wanted to suck and bite on. My mouth watered at the thought.

She tweaked and plucked at the tips, making those little peaks redder and harden even more.

“Good girl,” I growled. I could tell how turned on she was by the fact that she had a full-body blush going on. “Don’t stop, Holly. You know what I want,” I urged her, and at this moment, there was no role-playing. There was just being nasty, because we both needed to fuck one another.

And when she slid her hand down her chest, over her belly, and slid those fingers between her legs, my focus became laser sharp. She used the digits to part her pussy lips and began playing with her clit.

Her gaze stayed focused on me, and I felt my balls tighten with the need to come. Fuck, I wanted to just spray my big load right here in my hand and let her see what she did to me.

I wanted to bend her over, press her belly to the mattress, and fuck her from behind. I’d sure as fuck do that before the night was over with. I made a vow to do it like the dirty bastard I was.

But not right now. What I needed—wanted—was to fuck her as I stared into her eyes and watched as she came undone for me.

Because I couldn’t hold off any longer.

I forced myself to stop jerking off, rose from the chair, and finished getting undressed so I was just as naked as she was. And then I was on her, pulling her close and gripping her nape so I could kiss her possessively and control it.

“Grab my cock and stroke it before I fuck you,” I whispered against her mouth and squeezed her neck so she knew I wouldn’t be denied.

She breathed out shakily and moved her hand down my abdomen until she was curling those slender fingers around my cock. While she slowly dragged her palm down my length from root to tip, I captured her lips with mine and slid my tongue deep into her mouth, claiming it with a groan.

Her tongue met mine, and our kiss became hungry, savage, and full of need.

I walked us backward until I got to the bed, then I sat down, took her down with me, and adjusted her so she was straddling my waist. God, she was wet as fuck, as I felt her pussy juices dripping onto my dick.

“You feel how hard I am for you?” I gripped her waist and pulled her down fully so her soaked cunt was sliding along the thick, long length of my erection. For countless seconds, we just kissed as she moved herself over me, rolling her shapely hips and grinding that perfect little pussy on me.

“You want to fuck me badly, don’t you, Daddy?”

Oh, she was a naughty minx.

I gripped my shaft and held it up, aiming the tip at her pussy hole as I stared into her eyes. “How about you fuck me right now, baby?”

She moved her hand down so she could grip it around mine, and there was something so fucking satisfying about the feel of her fingers wrapped over mine.

“You're so big,” she whispered, her voice catching as I tilted my hips, pushing the crown just inside of her.

“So big that it’s gonna hurt, baby doll, but it’ll feel so fucking good too.” With my other hand, I slid my controlling hold from her nape to the back of her head, gripping her hair and tugging at the strands. “So I want you to go slow, darling. I want to lean back and watch as my dick goes in and out of your body.” I bared my teeth when she gasped, and then I slammed my mouth against hers, kissing her possessively and hard. “I want to watch you take every fucking inch of me.”

She didn’t respond, just started lowering herself down on me. The feel of her pussy squeezing the head of my cock was just too fucking good, and I groaned. I shifted her so she was leaning back, my hands now on her ass as I held her in place. And because of this stretched out position, I stared between her legs and watched her take my dick inch by girthy fucking inch.

“Oh, God…” she whimpered. “Stefan, you’re too big. Yet it hurts so good.”

“I’m stretching you real good, baby girl. Just like you wanted.”

Finally, when my cock was all the way inside of her, I squeezed my hands around her ass cheeks and told myself the last thing I needed was to come before we really got going. What I really wanted to do was fuck the hell out of her.

When Holly started rocking back and forth, picking what depth and speed she wanted, I kept one hand at the small of her back, and moved my other one to grip one of her breasts. And then I fucking treated myself as I leaned in and ran my tongue over her perfect, rose-colored nipple.

“Such a good girl. Fuck yourself on me, Holly baby. I want you to use me to get off. Make me all nice and wet as you come.”

“God,” she breathed, tipped her head back, and she moaned out as her pleasure took over when she found her perfect rhythm. “I’m so full I can hardly breathe.” She rose and sank back down. Holly did this repeatedly until I was using every ounce of self-control not to come.

I let her do what she wanted and just enjoyed the fuck out of it all. But after a few minutes, I couldn’t take it anymore.

I grabbed her hips in a vice-like grip—a hard enough hold I knew I’d leave marks—and was the one to take control now. I slammed her down on me so hard my balls pressed against her ass.

Holly cried out for more, so I gave my girl what she wanted.

She rolled her hips forward, grinding that little pussy on me until I couldn’t fucking take it anymore. My balls were full and heavy, and I cursed myself for feeling too sensitive to make this moment last.

But we had all fucking night.

I slid my fingers down, finding her clit as she kept grinding down on me. “Come on, baby. Don’t you want my cum? Don’t you want me to fill you up with this massive load?”

And then she gave me what I wanted.

She cried out, shuddering while her mind seemed to shatter into a million pieces as she came. Fuck, her pussy clamped down around my cock, and I gritted my teeth at her tightness and the way her muscles clenched around my girth.

I came, not only because it felt so fucking good—the best—but because watching her get off was the hottest fucking thing I’d ever seen in my life.

With a deafening roar, I gave her the biggest load I’d ever had, filling her until I saw my jizz seep out from where we were connected. It was a long fucking orgasm, and I rode that high until I couldn’t breathe and felt my balls drain.

I closed my eyes when I was empty and I’d filled her past the brim. And she was such a good girl that Holly took every drop I had to give her and moaned throughout the entire experience.

When I pulled out, I instantly curled my body around hers and just held her. She was panting, her body damp with sweat, her warm breath fanning over my neck. God, this felt… right.

This woman had already turned my fucking world upside down, and I was totally down for it.

I knew when I first saw Holly that she’d be it for me.

I just had to make her see that too.
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STEFAN


It had been three days since Holly and I had been together in the most primal and intimate way, and I realized without a doubt that this girl was meant to be mine forever.

It had been three days since her soft skin pressed against mine. Since her whispery gasps filled my room and my cum dripped out of her tight pussy.

And ever since meeting Holly, I’d been unable to stop thinking about her, unable to shake the realization that I wanted more with her. I wanted everything.

Tonight, we were at a cozy Italian bistro. I’d asked for the intimate little booth in the back, because I just wanted everything else to fade away so there was just the two of us.

The little candle in the center of the table flickered, casting a warm yellow glow across her face. It was hard not to stare at her because of how gorgeous she was. I finished my beer and asked for another. Holly was halfway through her pasta, and the surrounding air was light and warm in the way it was when you cared about someone so fucking much.

But when she glanced up, I instantly noticed that she stiffened, and everything in my body went on alert.

“What's wrong?” I couldn't hold back the growl in my voice when it was clear something bothered her.

She hesitated when she glanced at me, and when she spoke, her voice dropped to a near-whisper. “It's nothing,” she replied, clearly trying to brush it off.

Didn’t she know who her man was? I was going to take care of any problem for her. When I held her state with a hard look of my own, she exhaled and rolled her eyes, her lips twitching with amusement.

“It’s just a coworker.”

This wasn’t just a coworker, if that was her reaction to seeing them. I looked over in the direction she’d just been eyeing and spotted him. He was a wiry guy with an air of smugness that instantly irritated me.

“What did he do to you?” I pressed.

Holly sighed, toying with her fork, obviously not wanting to talk about this. “It’s nothing.” When I growled, she laughed and shook her head. “He’s the one who stood me up the night we met. I confronted him about it, he got defensive, and now he’s been badmouthing me at the office.” She shrugged like she didn’t care, but the instinctive reaction she had at first spotting him revealed that she actually did.

Which meant I really fucking cared.

“I’ve ignored it, because… it’s just not worth the energy.”

My blood boiled. Not worth the energy? She was worth every ounce of energy and more. No one disrespected her, especially not some spineless little douchebag who clearly didn’t know who she was with now and the lengths I’d go to right any wrongdoing toward her.

I stood, and Holly’s eyes widened.

“Stefan, wait. What are you doing?”

Giving her a look that made her mouth snap closed, I crossed the room in determined strides, my focus now locked on him. The noise in the restaurant seemed to fade as I got closer to him until I loomed over his table.

He looked up, his expression turning from ease and conceit to being startled. “Can I help you?”

I could tell by the way his eyes moved that he sized me up.

For just a second, he wondered if he could take me if need be.

Newsflash, asshole. You couldn’t in this life nor the next.

There were a hundred different things I could say to this prick, but the fact that he not only stood Holly up but also talked shit about her where they worked had me ready to punch him in the face.

“So you’re the motherfucker who treated my girl like shit,” I said by way of greeting, my voice low and cold.

His confusion faded to unease as he glanced at the three guys he was with. But when he saw they had their gazes averted, he looked back up at me. “Excuse me?” He furrowed his brow. “I don’t know what you’re talking about. I don't even know you. "

“No, you don’t, but you know her. Isn’t that right?” I stepped to the side and gestured behind me, so he had a clear shot of where Holly sat. I didn't need to look at her to know she was staring at us. I felt her focus drilling into my back.

The prick’s eyes widened, and he snapped his head up in my direction once again. “Look, man. I don’t know what she told you⁠—”

I leaned in, my voice dropping to a near-growl as I stared right into his fucking eyes. “Let me make something very clear. You fucked up, man. Holly is so far out of your damn league it’s laughable. She was throwing you a pity bone by being willing to go out with you in the first place.” I slowly grinned, but it wasn’t one of humor. It was with dark intent, because I wanted this asshole to know what he missed out on… and how he’d fucked up. “And now you’re out here, dragging her name through the mud, because you couldn’t handle being called out like the pathetic douchebag you are?”

He swallowed hard and leaned back, his survival instincts warning him to get away from me. But he was trapped in the booth, with me blocking the only way out.

I wanted to get back to my girl, so I cut right to the chase. “So here’s what’s going to happen. You will stop talking about her,” I continued, my voice like steel. “And if I hear even a whisper of you disrespecting her again, you’ll wish that you and I had never met. Understand?”

The color drained from his face, and he nodded quickly.

“Good,” I said cheerfully as I straightened to my full height. “Now, get out of here, so Holly doesn't lose her appetite.” I took a step back, and he and his friends scrambled to their feet, threw some cash on the table, and bolted, leaving their half-eaten meals behind.

It was only when they were out of the restaurant that I returned to Holly. She was staring at me with wide eyes and her lips parted in surprise.

“You… really did that.” She didn’t phrase it like a question. “I can’t believe you confronted him.” Her voice was laced with disbelief.

I slid back into my seat, leaning across the table until our faces were inches apart.

“Why?” she whispered.

“Holly,” I said, my voice soft but firm, “no one disrespects you. No one. And I’m not going to sit back and let anyone try.” I shrugged and took her hands in mine. “I could see your discomfort written across your face. It pissed me off, so I ensured he knew never to make you feel that way again.”

Her lips parted, but before she could speak, I leaned in farther so I could kiss her.

It was deep and passionate, and I lifted my hands so I could cradle her face… because she was the most precious thing in the world to me.

When I pulled back, her cheeks were flushed, her eyes wide with emotion, and her lips parted and glossy from when I dragged my tongue across them.

“I love you.” The words tumbled out before I could stop them. “I don’t care if it’s crazy, reckless, or fast. I love you, Holly. And nothing and no one will ever take you away from me.”

Her lips trembled, her eyes watered, and then she smiled. It was the kind of smile that lit up the darkest corners of my past until I saw everything that was good and right that surrounded me.

“I love you too,” she whispered, her voice barely audible over the pounding of my heart. “It’s insane, I know, but God, Stefan, I love you too.”

At that moment, I knew there was no going back. Holly was mine, and I was hers. I might not have deserved her, but I’d do whatever it took to let her know exactly how much I cherished her.

And, of course… I’d do it all while making sure she was good and sated every single night.


EPILOGUE
STEFAN


A year and a half later

The fact of the matter was, the whole fucking world could disintegrate around me, and I wouldn’t care—not as long as I had Holly.

There was just something in me that was irrevocably drawn to her on a molecular level.

She was mine. Entirely and forever.

The sun dipped low on the horizon, and to say this was a beautiful sight was an understatement. We’d traveled to Portugal and now stood by rows of grapevines that stretched into the distance. The scent was heady and earthy, but even with the beauty surrounding us, it didn’t compare to the sight of my soon-to-be wife beside me.

Not only was this the perfect setting, but it was also Holly’s dream, one she told me she'd had since she was young.

To get married in her ancestral home of Portugal. So I sure as fuck made that a reality for my girl.

And today was the day I’d officially make her mine forever.

I stood at the altar set up under a grapevine archway and watched as Holly walked toward me. We’d hired a violist to play something sweet and soft and classical, and aside from the musician and the officiant, it was just the two of us.

God, she was beautiful. She’d chosen a dress that, although it was simple, was utterly elegant as it hugged her curves in white lace. Her hair was pinned up but with loose strands framing her face, and the smile she had trained right on me was the kind that made me forget how to breathe and had my heart stuttering.

When she reached me, I couldn't help myself. I pulled her in and kissed her long and deep. The officiant cleared his throat, and Holly chuckled, whispering, “You’re supposed to wait until afterward to do that.”

Fuck formalities. I needed that kiss like I needed to breathe.

We faced forward, and as the officiant spoke, I barely heard the words. My focus was entirely on Holly. Damn, I was one lucky bastard.

We said our vows, ones that were simple but from the heart. I meant every single fucking word that I said and hoped that when she looked into my eyes, she knew how much I loved her. And would until the end of time.

A tear slipped down her cheek, and I gently wiped it away as she finished her vows.

And then the officiant declared us husband and wife, and I pulled her in close and really kissed her with every single ounce of strength and love I had in me. As it always did when I was with her, everything else faded into the background.

“I love you,” I whispered against her lips and pulled back, brushing away another tear that fell down her perfect face.

“I love you too,” she replied, her voice shaky from her emotions but full of conviction.

I felt an overwhelming sense of rightness, like this was exactly why I’d been born. To be this woman’s husband.

We didn’t have a reception, not the traditional kind at which newlyweds had guests. It was just the two of us, sharing an intimate evening in our private cottage overlooking the Portuguese countryside. It was fucking magnificent.

After dinner, I held her to me—her back to my chest—as we stood on our stone balcony and stared out at the night sky and vast vineyard.

“Mrs. Stefan Huntington,” I murmured into her ear, loving the way she shivered against me.

“I love how that sounds,” she whispered, and I heard her smile laced through her words. She tilted her head back to look up at me.

“It’s fucking perfect,” I agreed wholeheartedly, kissing her temple. “Just like you.”

In that moment, I knew I was exactly where I was meant to be.

With her.

The End.
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