
  
    [image: Naughty Good Girl]
  


  
    
      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Naughty Good Girl

        Holidays with the Boss

        Sapphire Knight

        Wall Street Journal & USA Today Bestselling Author

      

      

      
        
        Editing by Swish Design & Editing

        Proofreading by Swish Design & Editing

        Format by N.E. Henderson

        Cover Design by CT Cover Creations

        Cover Image Copyright 2022

      

      

      
        
        All Rights Reserved.

      

        

      
        This book is a work of fiction. Any references to real events, real people, and real places are used fictitiously. Other names, characters, places, and incidents are products of the author’s imagination, and any resemblance to persons, living or dead, actual events, organizations, or places is entirely coincidental.

      

        

      
        All rights are reserved. This book is intended for the purchaser of this e-book ONLY. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, graphic, electronic, or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, taping, or by any information storage retrieval system, without the express written permission of the author. All songs, song titles, and lyrics contained in this book are the property of the respective songwriters and copyright holders.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Warning

      

      
        Dear Reader

      

    

    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

      
        Chapter 11

      

      
        Chapter 12

      

      
        Epilogue

      

    

    
      
        Books by Sapphire Knight

      

      
        Acknowledgments

      

      
        About the Author

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            WARNING

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        This novel includes graphic language and adult situations. It may be offensive to some readers and includes situations that may be hotspots for certain individuals. This book is intended for ages 17 and older due to steamy, sexy, and hotness that will have you jumping your man. This work is fictional. The story is meant to entertain the reader and may not always be completely accurate. Any reproduction of these works without Author Sapphire Knight’s written consent is pirating and will be punished to the fullest extent of the law. Stealing this book makes you a thieving prick, and I hope your tits fall off.

      

        

      
        This book is fiction.

        The guys are over-the-top alphas.

        My men and women are nuts.

        This isn’t real.

        Don’t steal my shit, I have bills too.

        Read for enjoyment.

        This isn’t your momma’s cookbook.

        Easily offended people shouldn’t read this.

        Don’t be a dick.
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      To everyone crazy for Christmas.

      It’s my favorite time of the year,

      when the world is a little kinder to each other.

      Could you imagine what it’d be like if we

      treated each other with the same kindness every day?

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            DEAR READER

          

        

      

    

    
      I’m hoping to bring you a little naughty to your nice this year and steam things up for the holiday. Tropes and triggers you can expect:

      
        	age gap

        	father’s best friend

        	forced proximity

        	grumpy sunshine

        	billionaire

        	steamy romance

        	spanking

        	public discipline

        	dominate hero

      

      You’ve been warned…twice! Enjoy!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ONE

          

          VICTORIA

        

      

    

    
      “Victoria, my dear.” Father ushers me into the back of his usual town car. Thankfully, the heat’s been blazing for a while already as there’s a chill in the crisp morning air. I slide into the back and nod a silent greeting to Terry. He’s been our driver for as long as I can remember.

      “Did I miss an appointment or something?”

      Father rushed me out the door with barely enough time to throw myself together. I grabbed a smoothie before he was on my case to leave. It’s unlike him, and he’s seemed almost panicky since I stepped foot in the kitchen this morning. There’s no telling if something’s bothering him outside the house, he won’t discuss his personal life with me no matter how many times I’ve asked.

      “No, I thought we could ride together. I need to speak with you about something important.”

      “Okay,” I draw the word out and sip from my strawberry, orange vanilla yogurt smoothie, wishing it were a pumpkin spiced latte instead. He wipes his palms along the top of his slacks, then takes his hanky to dab at his brow, making me think he could be sick. I hope he’s not going to tell me he has cancer or another deadly illness. I’ve already lost my mother, I don’t want him to leave me as well. Not able to hold the question back, I burst out, “Are you unwell?”

      He flashes me the same smile he’s given me my entire life, then pats my hand. “I’m fine. I appreciate your concern. I have business to take care of. I’ll be on a trip for some while. I’m dropping you at the office. I want you to go see Waterford.”

      “Mr. Waterford?” I parrot, wondering why of all people, I’d be seeing Adam today. My father’s gone on business trips for as long as I can remember, and he’s never taken this approach. I’ve always had staff stay with me in the past, nannies, and even friends, so the change-up throws me a bit off-kilter. Waterford, or Adam, is one of Dad’s oldest friends and his business partner. I’ve also silently pined after him since I hit the age of fourteen and realized the man is a thing of masculine beauty.

      Father nods, not giving anything else away. “He’ll be getting you to the academy today, as well as while I’m gone. You’re to listen to him and do as he says and don’t cause any trouble.”

      My lips clamp shut to keep from arguing that I never do anything to break the rules. He says it like I’m an adolescent troublemaker when I’m the opposite. My brows lower as I stare at him, confused as to why he’s doing and saying these things. Something seriously must be wrong, and I don’t like it one bit. I don’t voice my concerns because I’m a good girl. I’ve always been one, and I’ve never been the type to badger my father over anything.

      “Okay, I promise to listen. Have a safe trip,” I respond instead of the twenty questions floating through my mind. Like where the fuck is he going and why I need his business partner to babysit me all of a sudden.

      He pats my cheek, smiling fondly at me in response, then the car delves into silence. My father taps away on his laptop while I watch the scenery pass by. The leaves have changed colors—fall in full bloom. We’re headed in a completely different direction than the academy, having to backpedal to get me to school after he drops me off, but again, I say nothing.

      After all, good girls keep their mouths shut.

      We arrive at the huge skyscraper I’ve come to think of as a second home far too soon for my liking. The city is fun for shows and shopping, but it’s also dangerous. Beggars and thieves mingle with the busy people traipsing up and down the littered sidewalks. I’ve never understood why movies and books romanticize such a massive, over-populated filthy city. But, growing up nearby has removed the rose-colored glasses, and I see it for what it really is.

      Terry opens the door closest to the curb, and my father steps out, offering his hand. Taking it, I revel in the silent strength he still manages to emulate. He isn’t sick, I’d be able to feel it in his grip if that were the case, and his reassuring hold is the same as always.

      “Take care of yourself.” He glances over me with brief worry staining his expression.

      “Of course. I’ll be fine. This is just another trip.” It’s a bit odd, me being the one reassuring him when it’s typically the opposite. His worrying is needless, as I’m now considered an adult. I may have been spoiled by him my entire life, but I’ve spent time away from him as well as having an independent streak running in my veins.

      With a nod, he presses a kiss to my forehead. “Love you.”

      “Love you too,” I manage to get out, but he’s already gone.

      Terry shuts the back door and heads for the driver’s side without a backward glance. He’s typically kind to me, but today I don’t receive as much as a goodbye.

      Everything feels off.

      Wrong.

      Red flags waving in the proverbial wind.

      Regardless of the confusion and growing irritation at their sudden departure, I draw in a deep breath and attempt to exhale my twisted emotions. I offer Ben, the doorman on shift, a smile as I enter the billion-dollar building coined as the skinniest skyscraper in the US, located right on Billionaires’ Row. I’ve heard father and Waterford boast over it so many times being their pride and joy, I could give you the specifics and spiel myself.

      It’s going to be a nightmare getting out of the city and to the academy on time, but whatever. I’m working on finishing my degree, so the headmaster doesn’t pay me much attention. I suppose it helps that my father has donated to the school several times, and I’ve been a good student through my high school courses and now associate degree classes.

      As I head for the elevators, I smile and greet various employees I’ve known for years. I’ve spent some time here in the summers when we weren’t on holiday somewhere. I was never allowed to get involved with anything business-related, but lunches, dinners, and company parties here have been a normal occurrence for me. Next summer is supposed to finally be the year I get an internship. It’ll be paid, of course, and help with the business experience I need to eventually land a full-time job. Who knows, I may end up working beside my father, should he allow it.

      With each step I take toward Waterford's office, my nerves twist my stomach into a balled-up knot. Father has called him that for as long as I can remember, never by his first name. I don’t know why, but they have always done it with each other. His office is massive, with glass walls allowing you to see in at any time, but he has the power to black them out with a tap of a button. According to Father, it’s an illusion of being open to the employees, when in reality, it’s a mere mirage. Powerful men love their control, especially in business, I’ve come to learn.

      Hesitating in the doorway, I remain silent as I take Adam Waterford in his full glory. Tousled dark hair with bits of gray streaking throughout, always expertly styled to look messy yet put together. His icy-blue irises are cold enough to cut you down if desired. However, they’ve only ever been warm for me. The crisp navy shirt compliments his eyes and fits him perfectly, with his sleeves rolled up to offer a peek at his forearms. He’s muscular—you’d know it by a simple look, but I’ve seen him shirtless in only a pair of board shorts—and the man is absolutely glorious. He oozes a distinguished gentleman while simultaneously screams ridiculously gorgeous playboy who gets whatever he wants. Unmarried, with no kids and no serious girlfriend, ever, he’s one of the city’s most eligible bachelors according to multiple headlines.

      It makes me sick with jealousy, knowing women all over the world pant for him, and I’ll always be too young in his eyes. My teeth sink into my lower lip as I wait for him to meet my gaze. I want to see my desire reflected in his orbs, but I doubt it’ll ever be there while I’m stuck in this damn prep school uniform.

      After a few beats, he finally discovers me watching him, his form stiffens with irritation as he glares. God, he’s gorgeous, even when pissed off at the world. One look, and he has my panties soaked. My thighs rub together without me realizing I’m doing it. His stare has me in a trance, the hold too strong for me to concentrate on anything or anyone else aside from him.

      “Your father’s dropped you off without telling you what’s going on, am I right?” he gruffly murmurs, his captivating irises looking me over from top to bottom like a touchless caress. My thin satin bra hides nothing as my nipples pebble, briefly drawing his attention before he huffs. Sure, they were hard from the cold morning, but now, it’s all for him.

      I nod. What else am I supposed to say? This man has always intrigued me, intimidated me, and turned me on in the past so many years. I shouldn’t feel this way in his presence. He’s Father’s oldest, closest friend, and that alone makes him forbidden when it comes to me. Not that I’d ever think he’d be interested, but I’ve caught him looking several times since I turned sixteen. He was never inappropriate with me or anything, but his glances were more puzzled as if he were attempting to figure something out. I’d catch him staring at me like I was a riddle or computer code, or perhaps he was wondering why I’d caught his eye in the first place.

      His dark brows rise as he sits back in his black leather chair. He’s projecting relaxation, but I know it’s not what he’s really feeling. I can read the stiffness of his frame in every jerky movement. He doesn’t like the fact Father hasn’t told me whatever it is he expected of him. I’m not surprised, I love Father, but he’s always been a bit of a softy, especially where I’m concerned. He never wants to tell me no or give me bad news, and this morning on the way here, he was rattled. I was too concerned for his health to poke and probe, questioning whatever was going on to get any real answers. I didn’t think adding to his stressful morning would work in anyone’s favor, especially when attempting to get a straight answer.

      “Of course, he’s left it to me. Why am I not surprised?” Adam muses aloud. I don’t respond, as his question is rhetorical, more of an unamused statement. His attitude is new territory for me, as he’s usually even-tempered and easy on me.

      Great. Father’s gone on a trip, and his business partner, my adopted uncle—by words only—is angry.

      My brow wrinkles. Father and Adam have always gotten along well. They’ve been close my entire life. Father refers to him as his best friend, so why the sour attitude in return?

      “He said you’d be giving me a ride to the academy. I’m going to be late,” I mention and curl my hands into fists, needing to get out of here sooner rather than later. This man makes me aware of every move I make. There’s something about him that constantly puts me on edge. The fact he’s the most attractive guy I’ve come face to face with doesn’t help my nerves in the slightest, and the newfound tension is making my insides jump around more than usual.

      “All right then.” He sighs and licks his luscious full lips. “I’ll get straight to it. Your father’s traded you to me.”

      A squeak of surprise involuntarily leaves me. “Ex-excuse me?” I manage more firmly than I’m feeling at the moment. The world seems to be tipping on its axis, and I’m about to plunge straight into unknown darkness if I’ve heard him correctly. I must’ve made the words up, too far in my own head to hear clearly.

      “You no longer belong to him, Victoria. I’m your daddy now.”

      My cheeks warm—they must be fiery red with how flushed I’m feeling at his words. He’s never spoken to me like this before nor in that husky tone. I’m suddenly plagued with heart palpitations and sweat peppering behind my ears. Am I imagining this right now? Could I be dreaming? Surely, hallucinating or something, perhaps my smoothie fruit had some mold on it, and I’m ill at home with a fever? My mind scrambles as I attempt to come up with a viable explanation. Adam stares at me, his gaze more predator to prey than a second guardian I can trust with my safety and well-being.

      Eventually, I manage to choke out, “Come again? There must be some sort of mistake.”

      “No,” he states confidently. “No mistake. Your father owed some influential people a lot of money. He has a gambling problem. Surprise sweet, naïve princess, he was a parasite and has been severed from his source.”

      Tears crest, but I refuse to allow them to fall so easily. He already knows I’m weak being alone in his presence, but I won’t feed into it further. Straightening my backbone, I pretend my gaze isn’t watery and hastily state, “I don’t understand. Father’s rich. He owns half this company!”

      “He used to be rich, Victoria. He used to own half of this company. He owns nothing now, not even the bed you slept in last night. I do.”

      “B-but I don’t understand.”

      “Of course, you don’t, baby. He’s kept you sheltered your entire life. I knew it’d come back to bite him, and alas, it has. You’re faced

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  


This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/naughty_girl_final.jpg
H Q8bwleD AY S VW1 .TH . THE BOSS

WALL STREET JOURNAL AND USA TODAY BESTSELLING AUTHOR

SAPPHIRE @& KNIGHT





OEBPS/images/naughty_girl_title_black_final.jpg
HOLIDAYS WITH THE BOSS
WALL STREET JOURNAL AND USA TODAY BESTSELLING AUTHOR

SAPPHIRE @ KNIGHT






