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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, and elements of kink such as impact play, breeding, breath play, restraints, praise, degradation, 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

Eve


Our town wasn’t full of people who drove flashy cars. We were more practical pick-up truck kind of people, so when the black Mercedes SUV with fully tinted windows pulled up outside the community building, it drew everyone’s attention. My heart raced as the door opened. I held my breath as the top of his head became visible when he stood and by the time the door closed, I was holding on to the desk in front of me, trying to stay on my feet. 
Rio Montoya, my childhood friend, leaned against the front of his vehicle with his hands in his pockets and leveled his stare right at me. Although that wasn’t right, really, he wasn’t just a friend. He had been my everything. 
“Ms. Saint?”
Cleo, one of the young girls in my tutoring group, pulled on the sleeve of my sweater. “Who’s that?”
I shook my head and turned to her, trying my hardest to ignore the man who had come for me. He was an issue for later.
“Just an old friend, Cleo. Nothing to worry about,” I answered with a smile, redirecting the conversation. “Did you finish that math problem?”
“I think so,” she replied uncertainly, biting her lip in a way that suggested she wasn’t entirely confident with her work.
“It’s okay if you’re not completely sure. Let’s go over it together, okay?” I encouraged, as I bent down to her level and pointed at the sheet in front of her.
Cleo gave me a hesitant nod, then began explaining her thought process on the problem. We went through the steps one by one, me providing guidance and reassurance when needed, her growing more confident with each correct step. As we talked, I kept the man waiting patiently in my peripheral vision, a reminder of a conversation I would have to face later. For now, though, my focus was on Cleo and the math problem in front of us.
I worked with the kids in town in small groups throughout the week. It was my way of giving back to the community, since so many people helped me and my family when I was growing up. At any one time, my parents had had between ten and fifteen kids that all needed help with one thing or another throughout the time they’d lived with us. It was tough, but they made it work with a community that pulled together around them. Now I was trying to be that support for others.
An electrifying buzz of anticipation coursed through my veins as I wrapped up the session with the children. His lingering presence was palpable. A strange, unshakeable feeling alerted me to his proximity, a sensation that years of separation hadn’t diluted. As the final student left the room, I slumped into my chair, striving to regulate my ragged breaths as he grew nearer. 
“Evangeline.”
He was the only person who called me by my first name, and it sent a thrill through me every time. I looked up to find him leaning against the door with nothing but a cocky grin on his face. He knew what he did to me. It was impossible to hide it.
“Rio.”
The smile on his face drove me crazy. I wanted to run to him and run from him at the same time. He had been my world when I was younger and until the day he left Whitewood, I was convinced we would be forever. But we weren’t forever. He left and never turned back while I lived in this illusion of hope that a day like today would happen. But it wasn’t an illusion any longer. One look at the dark and mysterious man at my door made that clear. 
“Can I help you?”
“You have something of mine.”
“Your point?”
“I’m back for it.”
“And I’m just supposed to give it to you?”
“Yes.”
He walked into my makeshift classroom and sat on one of the small desks the girls used. If I thought my heart was racing before then I was kidding myself. Now I was having a heart attack at the ripe old age of twenty-five.
“I haven’t seen you in years.” My voice was breathier than it had been only minutes before. 
“You made a promise to me.”
“That was a long time ago.”
I gathered the scattered papers on my desk, carefully aligning them before sliding them into my bag. By the time I hoisted it over my shoulder, he had moved closer. He was so near I could almost feel the warmth radiating from him, a potent force in the chill of the room. He’d always been my source of heat in the cold. A part of me, the one still yearning for those carefree days of childhood, was desperate to lean into that comfort once more.
“Where do you think you’re going, little girl?” His voice, low and velvety, sent shivers down my spine. I could feel his fingers ghosting along my cheek, tracing the curve of my neck. “Tell me you’re mine.”
His words, as if spoken from a dream, caused a rush of memories to swell within me. His touch ignited a flame that I had buried deep within my mind, so it couldn’t inflict pain anymore. Yet now, he had unearthed it with his mere presence. 
“Rio.” My voice came out shaky, betraying my facade of composure. “Please, let me go.”
“I won’t force you, Eve.” His words came out as a soft whisper, revealing an undercurrent of pain, “But I can’t leave you either. I made a promise to you too. One I haven’t forgotten.”
The weight of his words hung between us. I swallowed, my heart pounding with fear, frustration, and an unexpected undercurrent of longing. We were trapped in a whirlwind of unspoken feelings and undying bonds. So much time had passed I barely knew who he was anymore. I had changed, things had changed and yet… they hadn’t. 
“I remember your promise, Rio,” I said, struggling to maintain my resolve. His proximity was overwhelming and pulling me in. “But we were children then... things change.”
“My feelings for you haven’t.” He countered, his voice thick with emotion. His fingers gently curled around my wrist, grounding me and causing my breath to hitch. “I’ve waited for the right time to come back for you. I’ve fought off a world of shit for you and every decision I’ve made, everything I’ve become...it’s been for you, Eve.”
I felt a surge of frustration at his words. I wanted to believe all of this, but how could I? My fists clenched at my sides. “You can’t manipulate the trajectory of my life based on some childhood promise.”
Rio’s hand tightened slightly on my wrist, his dark eyes boring into mine, a silent plea echoing within them. But behind the desperation, there was an undeniable resolve.
“I’ve only ever wanted what’s best for you, Eve,” he said, his voice barely a whisper now, but his words echoing loud and clear in the heavy silence of the room, “I just... I just want to be a part of that.”
And just like that, our past collided with our present, the tension of years woven into mere moments. There was too much between us, too much history, too much love, and too much pain. His confession hung in the air, palpable and undeniable, adding another complex layer to the emotional turmoil of our relationship.
He stepped back, and I immediately felt a cool breeze flow between us. My mind was a wreck, and I couldn’t think of anything other than his scent. It drove me mad as he turned and walked from the room. I stood in shock before finally my knees gave out and fell back into my chair. I leaned forward, putting my head in my hands as I shook with need, anger, and desire. Rio was the only man I had ever been with and the only one I ever wanted in my life. If he was telling the truth, then I didn’t stand a chance. He was the kind of man who took what he wanted, even if you didn’t want to give it to him. The problem I had was that I wanted to give it to him. I had promised him I would, and with my birthday only a few days away, my ticking clock was about to explode.
By the age of twenty-five, if I wasn’t married, he had promised to return for me. On my twenty-fifth birthday, our lives would be irrevocably intertwined. I would belong to him, and he would belong to me. Yet, despite the poetic allure of this promise, it haunted me more than I cared to confess. Deep down, I knew he would never wholly be mine. His mind was a labyrinth, enigmatic and twisted, and I understood its corners better than my own. For years, we were each other’s anchors, but Rio Montoya had evolved beyond the skinny kid with a devastating right hook.
When he vanished from Whitewood, he left without a trace until word of his arrest drifted back to the ears of our tight-knit community. His father had been an abuser in our younger days, and they had hauled his mother off in handcuffs for first-degree murder. Despite the drama attached to his family, the rumors in our small town were few. The ladies at the salon would exchange hushed sympathies with my mother, reflecting on the tragedy of a life plagued by hardship. No one ever blamed his mother for what she did to his father. In fact, most people around town were ashamed it had gotten so bad and no one stepped in to help. People here were really good at looking the other way. 
The rumbling of his car’s engine startled me, snapping me back to the present. I glanced out the window, catching sight of his vehicle pulling out of the parking lot. A left turn indicated one thing: he was venturing deeper into town, not leaving it. I knew he still held the deed to his mother’s house. Over the years, he had hired a multitude of people to maintain it, and now, it seemed like he was planning to occupy it once again. Or perhaps he already had.
My phone buzzed, and I looked to find my sister Holly calling. As soon as I picked it up, she started talking.
“Did I see Rio pulling out of the community center’s lot?”
“That you did,” I confirmed, trying to keep my voice steady.
“And what did he want?”
“Me,” I admitted, as a flush of heat ran through my body. 
“Really, Eve? Oh my god! I knew he would return for you!” Holly’s excitement was palpable.
“Slow down, Holly,” I urged. “This is Rio we’re talking about, not Prince Charming. I’m certain he has some ulterior motives. He wouldn’t travel all this way just for me.”
“But he would, and he did,” she retorted confidently.
Shaking my head in exasperation, I snagged my purse and navigated my way out of the center. “What are you doing anyway? You’ve been notably absent all week.”
“New client,” she responded vaguely.
“And?”
“And,” she sighed dramatically, “he’s an insufferable jerk. Complete and utter ass.”
“Ah, so right up your alley, then?” I teased.
“Shut up, Eve.”
“I have to ask - is he good-looking?”
“He’s in recovery, Eve. Cut me some slack here.”
“So, he’s seriously hot then.”
“Maybe.”
“Do you want to get a drink? I don’t think I can go home just yet.”
“I can’t. I’m already late for an appointment, and like I said, this guy is a real piece of work. Why don’t you head over to Mom’s? I heard she’s baking.”
“That doesn’t sound like a bad idea. Maybe I will.”
“Okay, I really need to get going. Love you, Eve. Be careful.”
“Love you too.”
The years Holly spent running from one client to the next blurred together. She was a physical therapist and the only one in town, so what started as a small contracting job had turned into a business all on its own. Now she had her own clients, did extra work for the VA, and somehow managed to sleep. She was like some kind of crazed Superwoman. 
I pulled into my parents’ driveway without even remembering how I got there. Muscle memory took over, and I was thankful for that because I was too busy thinking about all the possibilities between Rio and myself. I had so many questions.
I pushed the back door open and walked into the kitchen only to be greeted by the smell of my mom’s apple pie. My family went a little nuts for Christmas and I loved it, but also it could be a bit much. Mom baked a pie for each kid. Whatever their favorite was, regardless if it went with Christmas dinner or not. The apple pie was for my brother Nick. He was a bit of a hard ass, but turned to mush for apple pie. I’m pretty sure it was
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