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  Content Notes



Santa’s Baby contains mature themes. (If you’re not 18+, please put this book down and go read something else!)




If you’re still here, you should know you’ll find the following in this novella:


	Cheating partner (off-page)

	Body shaming (implied)

	Light bondage

	Daddy kink

	Praise kink

	Temperature play

	Wax play

	Exhibitionism

	General disdain for the state of Ohio




Keep reading at your own discretion.








  
  
  Prologue

  
  





Dear Santa,




I don’t know why I’m even writing to you. This is so embarrassing. Maybe I just need a place to vent. And the five vodka sodas have probably gone straight to my head. Whatever. 

Here’s the thing…Santa, I think I might be cursed. Do you want to know why? Because every Christmas I’ve ever had in my twenty-five years of living has been the absolute worst. Yes, even the first one, based on what my parents have told me. Now it’s gotten to where I dread Christmas every year.

I mean, that’s not normal, right? Twenty-five shitty Christmases in a row. And guess what! This one’s already shaping up to be another steaming pile of shit, so let’s call it twenty-six in a row.

I’ve seen all the movies, so I know Christmas is supposed to be about happy memories and presents and hot chocolate, or whatever. But all of my Christmases suck so hard. I’ve never had a good Christmas. Never ever. What the hell is up with that! So I guess I’m writing to say I know you’re not real because if you are, you’ve done a really shitty job. 

Can’t I just have one happy Christmas? Pretty please? 




With love, 

Holly Hampton











  
  1

  
  
  Chapter 1

  
  




I blame myself for this. Really, I do.

I don’t know why I thought this year would be the one that broke my twenty-five-year streak of having absolutely horrendous Christmases. Delusion, probably. 

Because, of course, my boyfriend would cheat on me after I moved across the country to be with him. After I literally supported him through law school while I worked full time and tried to finish my own degree. After I put his career first because he said it was so important that he become a lawyer like his father and grandfather. Because it would give us stability and a guaranteed job at his family’s firm. Even though it meant putting my dreams on hold for a little while, it seemed like the right thing to do. 

Because we were so in love.

Or at least that’s what I thought when I followed Spencer from Southern California, where we both went to college, to the middle of fucking nowhere, Ohio. I’m sure Ohio is nice or whatever, but it’s flat and ugly and cold as balls, and I hate it, I hate it, I hate it. And worst of all, Spencer insisted we live in his grandparents’ old house that’s not near a single thing —not even a freaking fast-food joint—because rent would be free. I didn’t want free rent; I wanted to live near civilization. 

Yet here I am, stuck in Ohio in the dead of winter, in a house that I don’t even like, spending Christmas Eve alone. 

The only good thing to come out of it is that Spencer had just made a grocery run before I discovered his infidelity, so I have a ton of snacks. Which is perfect, because I plan on eating and drinking my feelings and then getting the hell out of this forsaken shithole of a place.

Apologies to Ohioans—your state is just not my cup of tea. 

Maybe the worst part about all of this is that it’s my own damn fault. At least in a way. Spencer was so sure of what he wanted, and I was willing to go along with it because I thought he was my person. I compromised and compromised until my world was so small that it was only about him. I don’t even know where I lost myself over the past six years, but the Holly Hampton I used to be is gone. She has withered up into a sad little shell of my old self. She doesn’t know who she is or what she wants when she isn’t attached to a piece of shit named Spencer. And that sucks. 

Three months. It took three months from the day we set foot in Ohio for Spencer to find a replacement girlfriend. You know how it goes—it’s the oldest story in the book. First, he started talking about this girl, Sarah, who he works with and how she’s so smart and funny. Never mentioned she’s smoking hot and, oh right, comes from a wealthy family, and he’s known her since high school. 

He explained it all to me, how it happened. How he decided to throw away our life together for some chick in Ohio. I asked because I’m an idiot. 

They were spending a lot of time together on a case. Late nights, weekends, the usual. There was a spark he couldn’t deny. You wouldn’t understand, Holly. I’ve been in love with Sarah since high school. She never gave me the time of day back then. 

But now that he’s outgrown his awkward nerdy phase, ditched the fringe leather jacket he always wore (don’t get me started) and picked up wearing deodorant with aluminum in it, she finally noticed him. And that’s all it took.

A come-on in the conference room, a quick fuck in the copy room (it’s all so cliché), and then they were making promises. He would leave me, he told her, when he could figure out how to break it to me. Lucky for him, he didn’t have to. Because I saw the messages on his tablet—what an idiot—and confronted him about it four days ago. There was screaming. There was crying. A bit of begging, which I’m not proud of. There was also a lot of telling me all the reasons he doesn’t want to be with me anymore.

You’re so negative all the time, Holly.

You used to want sex every night.

You used to dress up for me.

You used to be so fun.

You’ve really let yourself go.

So, that felt good.

What I never said to him is this: I used to be a person. I used to have dreams of my own. I used to be Holly Hampton, not Holly of Holly-and-Spencer. Instead, I just kept my mouth shut and let it happen, like I’ve let everything else in my life happen.

If I’m being totally honest, it’s partially my fault. I mean, Spencer shouldn’t have been a lying, cheating shitbag, sure. But I could have tried harder to be my own person, pursue my own things. It was just easier to…not. To hitch my life to someone else’s wagon and go along for the ride. I haven’t had the easiest life, and becoming part of Holly-and-Spencer felt like a viable long-term life plan. I forgot that men actually suck for the most part. 

The one good thing Spencer did for me, besides shattering my heart and life into a million pieces, was give me a place to stay for the next two weeks. He told me he would stay at his folks’ place and leave me alone to pack and figure out my next moves. I took that to mean he would be at Sarah’s place, getting his dick wet as they enjoy the honeymoon phase of their new relationship. 

Six years down the drain. 

I take comfort in the fact that he’ll probably never bother to learn where her clit is, either. Enjoy the mediocre sex, Sarah!

I laugh to myself and take a huge chug of my whipped cream flavored vodka soda. It’s disgusting, but I ran out of regular vodka two days ago. Along with all the groceries in the house, I’ve been helping myself to Spencer’s stash of alcohol. I’m not even a big drinker, but when fucked over in Rome and all that. I’m planning on drinking as much as I can and dumping the rest down the drain, just because I can. It’s petty, yes, but I don’t care. If I can make Spencer feel even an iota of the inconvenience he’s putting me through, I’ll do it.

The movie I’m watching ends, and I get up to switch out the DVD for another holiday classic. I hate Christmas, but I love Christmas movies—sue me. I think it must be wish fulfillment or some messed-up coping strategy I picked up in my childhood. At least these people in this fictional story are having a good Christmas, even if I’m not. At least I can live in their worlds for a few hours instead of my own. 

I snuggle back down in the bed and press play, letting the nostalgia wash
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