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Content Warnings



This is a kinky holiday series that includes past child abuse and neglect, alcoholism, drug use, pregnancy, profanity, anxiety, loss of parents, adoption, past childhood trauma, veteran trauma, struggles with mental health and elements of kink such as impact play, breeding, breath play, restraints, praise, degradation, voyeurism, CGL relationships, Shibari, wax play, eStim, and humiliation. 

As a reminder, this is not to be used as an instruction manual. The things read in these books are fictional and anyone taking part in the practice of BDSM, should do so under the guidance of a trained professional with enthusiastic consent. 
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Chapter One

Holly


Getting a new client just a few weeks before Christmas wasn’t my plan. For him to be an absolute asshole only made things worse. Abel Malcom was by far my worst nightmare. He was handsome, injured, angry and a damn near know-it-all. I was the one with a degree in physical therapy and yet he was the one telling me once again what he should and shouldn’t do. 
The tension in the room was thick and palpable. His knuckles were white as he gripped the armrests of the chair, his jaw clenched, and the veins in his neck were bulging. His face seemed to be a mask of anger and frustration, but I could see the pain in his eyes. His breaths were shallow and labored, and his body was rigid, as if he was trying to contain himself. I could tell his emotions were taking a toll on his physical wellbeing, and I wished I could do something to help him, but the man just wouldn’t listen to me.
“If you don’t start doing this stuff, then you will never get better.”
“You don’t know what you are talking about. You are not me. You do not have the injuries I have and you do not know everything,” he shouted over the football game he had on louder than it needed to be.
“I’m telling you that you aren’t trying and all you do is get defensive!”
“Because all you do is tell me how much I suck at this. If I’m so fucking terrible at it, then go away.”
“Oh, you would love that, wouldn’t you? For me to just tuck tail and run, leaving you here to rot away in that damn chair.”
The chair in question was the one that started this entire argument. He was far too comfortable in it and I dragged it outside onto the porch while he was in the shower yesterday. I came back today to find it right back in front of the TV and I wanted to scream.
“You should not have moved something that heavy.”
“It’s not heavier than those stupid weights you bring with you.”
“It is so!”
“Is not,” he growled, finally turning to look at me.
“Fine, then if it is soooo light, and you didn’t hurt yourself, then why won’t you get up?”
“Because I don’t want to.”
“Not good enough.”
“Listen, you are only scheduled to be here for an hour and we’ve been arguing for…” he paused only long enough to look at his watch, “Forty-five minutes. Consider it a loss and go ahead and leave. I’ll tell the VA you did your job.”
“That’s not how this works.”
I walked to the TV and pushed the button to turn it off before standing in front of it. Abel nearly fell out of his seat trying to get the signal from the remote around me to turn it back on. I walked forward and pulled the damn thing from his hand. “You know I am not leaving until you get out of that damn chair, so if you want me gone, then do it.”
“It’s just my luck that with all the therapists they could have assigned me, I get stuck with you.”
“Yup, it’s luck all right. Now get up.”
“I can’t.”
“Yes, you can.”
“No, I can’t, now go.”
This angry asshole was going to be the death of me. “Abel, if you would just tell me what you need, I can get it and help you.”
“I thought I was clear when you got here. I don’t need your help. I don’t need you here. I’m perfectly capable of managing this myself.”
I shook my head in aggravation and walked toward the kitchen. I came every day and every day we spent more time arguing than working through his therapy. Sure, if it were anyone else, I likely would have given up on him by now, but there was something about this guy that just pushed my buttons. He made my blood boil with both anger and other things I wasn’t ready to admit. I knew of him before I met him, since Whitewood was a pretty small town. He was older than me and left for the military before I even graduated high school. We had a lot of people in town who went into the service because there wasn’t a lot to do around here. Recruiters came in droves to the high school when we were younger. Some people came back after one tour, others it took a bit longer. Abel was the first one I’d met personally and after reading through his medical file, I knew he had every right to be the bitter asshole he was.
He had been through hell and back over the years, but the last ambush not only ended his military career, but it nearly killed him. After months in the hospital, more surgeries than I could count, and countless therapists, he was ready to give up. It was my job to make sure he didn’t. I mixed a protein shake for him while trying to tune out the insanely loud television. Then I pulled out leftovers from some take-out place he must have ordered dinner from the night before. I cringed when I opened it. It’s not like I was the healthiest person in the world, but the batter-covered, fried brown blobs in the container weren’t even remotely appealing. I couldn’t even tell if they were chicken or fish.
“You can’t keep eating like this,” I yelled loud enough for him to hear me over the TV, but he ignored me. It wasn’t until he heard me stuffing the container in the garbage can that he even acknowledged I was still there.
“Did you just throw out my dinner?”
“That was not dinner.”
“Yes, it was.”
“Whatever was in that container wasn’t even edible.”
“Says you.”
“Yes, says me. I swear you need a live-in babysitter, not a therapist.”
I turned and opened the freezer, finding nothing more than two packages of frozen chicken breast. The fridge was otherwise empty. Not a vegetable in sight and certainly no fruit. I walked over and held out the protein shake I made.
“Drink this.”
He pulled it from my hand, snarling like an adorable angry kitten, and lifted it to his lips, chugging it down. This man did things to me that just weren’t right. 
“I’m ordering groceries.”
“Good. Then you will leave.”
“Oh, I’m not ordering groceries for me. I’m ordering groceries for you. Hand me your phone.”
Abel shook his head and squinted in my direction as I made a reach for his phone that was sitting on the side table. He winced when he tried to reach for it, reaffirming my suspicions that he hurt himself by moving that fucking chair. I used his weakness to my advantage and no, I wasn’t proud of myself for it, but I did it anyway and swiped the phone up clicking on the grocery delivery app as I walked back into the kitchen. The volume rose on the TV again and I left him in peace for a bit. I was a nosy ass when it came to difficult people, and everything I had learned about Abel was a stark difference to the man I’d met the day I walked in the door. He was a highly decorated officer, a mentor for kids in need, and my mom even knew his mother well before she died of cancer. Now he was sullen and determined to push me away, which made me latch on even more. I never failed at anything, and I wasn’t going to let him be the first thing I didn’t accomplish. I sat at the kitchen table and watched him out of the corner of my eye as I added everything he should be eating to keep himself healthy to the online grocery cart. By the time I hit submit, the total was way more than I’d ever spend on groceries. I smiled to myself, thinking about how angry he would be when he got the notification from his credit card company. Two could play his games.
I sat the phone down in front of me, ready for another round of who’s right and who’s wrong, when I caught him shaking his hand and arm out. A bullet in his shoulder left his right side with nerve damage and it was clearly bothering him even though he would never admit it. I’ve had clients like him before. The ones who can’t show that they are hurting. They are the people who take the longest to heal because they just can’t surrender to the reality that their life has changed. I stood and walked over to him. Without a word, I reached for his hand and massaged the aching limb. He ignored me, pretending I wasn’t even there as he watched his game. An eerie stillness came over him and only the tick in his jaw when I lifted his elbow proved to me that he was still alive. Being so close to him was harder than I imagined. The fighting between us felt like foreplay. When he’d finally given in and let me walk him through his exercises, I had a hard time keeping my mind focused on his healing rather than other steamy thoughts that crept in.
“Is that better?” I asked as I moved up his arm and into the tender flesh of his shoulder.
He gave a small nod, and I knew that window of opportunity was opening for me to get done what I needed to here.
“Why do you do this?”
“Do what?”
“Keep coming back here,” he said, the last word trailing off as the pain took over. I could see it in his eyes. No matter how hard he tried to hide it, this man was in some serious fucking pain today. A lot of clients I have with chronic pain get used to it over time but when they go too far, like by moving a chair they shouldn’t have moved, they can’t hide from their limitations. 
“Because I know I can help you.”
“How do you know that?”
“Because I’ve helped dozens of others just like you.”
“Dozens? Are you new at this?”
“No. But most of my clients aren’t complete assholes who refuse to do the work. You are. There aren’t many like you.”
He muted the game with his free hand. “I’ve heard that before.”
“What, that there aren’t many people like you?”
“No, that I’m an asshole.”
I gave him a small nod and then leaned down, lowering the recliner. He grit his teeth as his legs were lowered, and I felt bad for giving him such a hard time.
“It’s your fault I hurt today.”
“Why is that?”
“Because you came into my house and rearranged my furniture.”
“Do you know why I moved your furniture?”
“Because you’re an asshole, too.”
“No, because you spend all day in this fucking chair and you need to get up and move your body.”
“I beg to differ.”
I ran my hands along his arm and from his shoulder to his neck. I worked as a massage therapist when I was going to school and it helped immensely, knowing all the different ways to relax tight and sore muscles before and after a session.
“Why can’t you just trust me?’
“I don’t trust anyone.”
“I’m not just anyone.”
“Oh yeah? Then who are you, Holly Saint? What makes you different from the nineteen other therapists I’ve
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