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Dedication




This book is for everyone who needs a fluffy himbo who likes to take you on hikes only to fuck you against a tree. To everyone who had an overbearing, expectant mother who didn’t like that your dream was not ‘in line’ with what she wants. 

To Azalea, my best himbo lover, may they always be goofy, respectful, and cheesy.










  
  
Content Considerations




While this book is generally considered F for fluffy romance, there are some topics within this book that should be considered when reading. Considerations include: infidelity (past partner), coercion (past partner), domestic abuse (past partner), familial expectations, sex on period/Oral sex (her receiving) while menstrating (Ch. 7), mentions of being a child soldier/drone (Ch. 12). 

If you feel there is a tag that's been missed, feel free to email it to LSauthor@lizziestrongauthor.com








  
  
Once upon a Pub..




Friday nights, some of the Hauntings&Company crew went to Mumford’s for drinks, wings, and card games. Dan enjoyed the atmosphere of the pub the most. It smelled of fried food and freshly poured beer. Warmth filled every corner of the building, like it was enchanted to feel like a good time. Which was funny, because Mumford’s was where he first spotted the prettiest woman he’d ever seen…and she looked so sad. 

He watched her for four weeks, like clockwork. She would walk in, always on the coattails of a group. The others were a gaggle of all fashionably dressed individuals. The kind that made his nice jeans and button down feel like bottom of the barrel garbage. They came in like a gust of cold air, talking to each other loudly and ordering before taking up a whole booth. His pretty lady, whom wasn’t his persay but in a metaphorical sense he’d weakly laid claim over her. In his mind. But she looked devastatingly unhappy every time. Hidden behind pin-straight, onyx hair, her honey-colored eyes stared off into the distance. 

One night, I’m gonna have the courage to say hello. 

That night came like a blow to the back of the head. She happened to catch his eye across the bar. The door opened, whoosh, the gust of wind created from all her fashionable friends sending a chill down his back. Mid-arm wrestling with Joe, his Orc co-worker, Dan glanced up and locked eyes. Oh shit. He smiled sheepishly and curtly waved with his free hand. She blushed, glancing away. His mouth fell open in what he could only describe as a slapped trout expression. Oh shit.

“Oh puh-leeeeeeaaase, just go talk to her!” Joe whined, struggling to overpower Dan’s strength. Despite himself, embarrassed and mentally slapping himself for his lack of suave-ness, was still a pillar of fluff. Joe hadn’t even gotten an inch in the struggle.

Dan Rufflin, bugbear and shift manager at Hauntings&Company, was always accused of being a perpetual helpless romantic. Case in point, he followed the sad, golden eyed woman across the room. He didn’t flinch or budge, his arm still holding Joe at bay. He’d completely forgotten about the arm wrestling, which probably irked his friend more. 

Bugbears, humorously enough, were the fae version of wolfmen but closer to bears than wolves. Big, wet noses, underbite fangs, massive ears that poked out to the side, big hands with even bigger feet, covered in fur, minus their palms and face. He was built like a brick wall and as tall as a tree. They’d started calling his species bugbear due to their bear strength, which they used to squish all their foes like bugs…hence bugbear. And this bugbear sighed dreamily as he gazed longingly. “She’s so pretty.”

“We know. You always say that when she comes in,” Rachel, the banshee, snickered, sipping from her beer glass. Her long locks whipped magically around her as she reached over the table with her free hand. She pressed it on top of Dan’s, trying to help Joe win. 

Dan smacked Joe’s and Rachel’s hands into the table with a childish grin. “Cheaters.”

“You always milk it!” Joe tossed his green head back in exasperation. 

“You should go say hi, at the very least.” Marge, the hag, picked at her basket of nachos. Her crooked nose was decorated in glitter and scratches from the plants she’d worked with earlier that day. She’d put a pink band-aid over the bridge of her nose to match the pink tint on her mint-colored cheeks. 

“You know what? I will.” Yeah. I can do it. I’m Dan the man! Dan pushed his chair back from the table. Dan the man!

“Ten silver says he chickens out before he gets within five feet of her.” Rachel dropped a few coins onto the table. 

“Hey!” Dan scoffed.

“I’ll take that bet,” Joe elbowed Dan in the side with a wink. 

“Thanks, man.” Dan rolled his eyes with a petulant scowl. I can do this. He glanced around the bar, searching for the sad woman again. His heart fluttered as he scanned her party's table. She was no longer among them. Immediate panic set in. 

Everyone at his table caught on. They all craned their necks, looking for her. Marge gasped and tugged on his jeans with one hand, pointing to the bar with the other. 

“Go get her,” Marge chirped, bouncing in her seat. 

“What do I even say?” Dan muttered as he awkwardly shoved his hands into his pockets. That Dan the Man mantra having died already. A painful death too, full of sizzling and popping and pathetic whining. So much for courage. 

Dan stumbled a step over his own boots. He was all legs and arms. Bugbears were, by fae standards, massive. Dan stood over seven feet tall with his wobbly knees and chestnut fur. He spent most of his life shrinking to keep others comfortable. Broad-shoulders he tried not to smack people with, fangs he worked hard to hide in his mouth. Finding boots for his giant feet was next to impossible. His boss, Markus, had to special-order his work shoes. 

Rachel slapped the side of his bicep. “Start with hello.” 

“And if that doesn’t work, just flex them muscles.” Joe slapped Dan’s other arm. 

“Right,” he gave them a weak smile they didn’t return. Thanks guys. Grumbling and shuffling awkwardly around people, Dan stepped away from his friends. The second he was out of earshot, their piercing eyes burrowed into his back. It was just a feeling, something he picked up a long time ago. Dan always knew when someone was staring at him just like he could smell blood for miles, an innate talent that didn’t help him in normal settings.

Stop, you’re Dan the Man! He stopped five feet from her, his confidence gone. 

Lounging against the bar, arms folded, his sad woman watched the Katto bartender shake up a drink. Her long hair was braided down her back in loose loops. It’s so pretty and thick, Dan thought, It would feel so soft. She was tall for a human, with broad shoulders. Most people couldn’t match him, even in heels. Her thick thighs and extraordinary posterior were framed in jeans he, shamefully, ogled. 

Dan lingered behind her with his hands clenched deep in his pockets. Deeeeeep in those pockets. He didn’t even know her name. Oh shit. His mouth filled with dry air, and his tongue shriveled. Just say hi. Just say hi. Just say hi or flex your muscles. Repeating his mantra, he stepped up beside her.

Glancing up, she blinked those glistening honey eyes at him with confusion. Dan felt his lips move, but no sound left his blocked throat. Fuck, what do I say? Then, as if kicked in the back with some spell, he shoved his hand out to her and blurted out, “Hi! I’m Dan.”

Smooth. Real smooth. He grinned at her, all teeth and some gums, with his silly palm exposed to her. A palm he nearly punched her with inorder to remove from his pockets. Now, that would have sent a clear message.

The sadness fell away as her pink lips curled up into a genuine smile. A soft giggle filled the air and he wasn’t sure if she noticed he’d all but flung himself at her. She took his hand and shook it gingerly. “Hi Dan, I’m Cassandra.” 

Now what. Heat filled his face from his cheekbones to the flesh under his fuzzy collarbone. He’d not imagined what he’d do once he’d actually mustered up the courage to talk to her. The blush scorched his organs and left him burnt to a crisp. Laughing sheepishly, he shook her hand over and over till he found the ability to retract his sweaty palm. “I, um, see you here…a lot.”

“Same.” She nodded, twisting to face him fully. Hip cocked against the bar, tucking one hand into her back pocket. 

Dan blinked, suddenly at a loss for words. He didn’t think he’d get this far. Genuinely, Dan never planned ahead. He wasn’t really the brains of the operations. More of a yes sir, on it sir, kinda guy. Dan wasn’t sure what to do, now that he’d gotten her attention. He was a fish out of water, and suddenly words were a foreign juggling act he’d never practiced before…this is going so well.

“I–er…” He swallowed. “So, are you here with family?” He jabbed a thumb over his shoulder at her usual group. 

“No, those are coworkers.” She frowned, her eyes traveling to the booth in the back. The motion gave him no direction. Her answer even less so.

Dan followed her gaze, finding all of them engrossed in conversation with each other. He returned his attention to her as she shook her head and sighed. She’s so pretty when she sighs. Long, thick eyelashes and eyebrows; he liked the way her eyelids fluttered as she glanced up at him. 

“Oh. Well…” Dan trailed off, feeling his chances crashing and burning before his eyes. 

“How about you? Are those your friends or family?” She nodded her chin toward his rowdy table. 

Dan snuck a look. There they were, devouring food loudly and playing cards at the table. Marge let out a loud cheer as she slapped down a card, swiping the whole pile. Joe groaned, tossing his head back again. Rachel chugged her beer before reshuffling the stack. Smooth. 

Dan grimaced, “Friends and coworkers.”

“Oh? Where do you work?” 

Dan tucked his large hands into his jeans pockets. “Hauntings&Company.”

“Oh! Yeah! I think I saw your commercial playing on Crystalgram!” Her smile returned as she eyed him. “You were in it, weren’t you?”

“Yeah!” Dan flushed harder as he rocked back onto his heels. Okay, not bad. We can recover from this. He just didn’t know how. “I carried heavy barrels for it. They made me do it like thirty times to get it in the frame right.” 

She giggled. “I believe it. They made us do a commercial at work a few months ago, and I said the same boring line thirteen times before my tone was right.” 

Dan watched her relax against the bar more. His eyes raked over her. He enjoyed her heart-shaped face and the curl of her lips. Especially the way her cheeks turned to burnt roses as she caught him staring. He sputtered to life, lobbing a question at her face like it exploded out of his chest. “Let me buy you a drink?”

“Oh.” She grimaced. “I kind of already bought mine.” She turned to take the cocktail from the bar. Holding it in both hands, she held it up as proof.

“Right, of course, that’s why you’re here and not there, with them.” He nodded, licking his lips. Welp. Time to pull my lower lip over my head and swallow. 

“But you could grab a drink and, like, sit here at the bar with me. Unless you want to get back to your friends.” She gingerly touched his bicep. His attention fell to her fingertips, his lungs struggling to work. She slowly spread her fingers out along his arm. “I, uh, see why they had you lift heavy barrels all day for that commercial.”

Dan flexed his bicep as hard as he could. “I try, you know, it helps with working freight and heavy materials all day. I could show you.” The words tumbled from his traitorous lips without hesitation or thought. He smiled a goofy smile, wallowing in his self-pity. Repeating I could show you in his head till his brain melted.

She took back her hand, leaving him devastated. With a sip of her drink, she put the glass down on the bar and then squared up for an arm wrestle. No, oh no. She grinned up at him. I’m gonna break her. He froze, staring at her offered hand. I absolutely can not arm wrestle her. 

“This is going to be devastating to my self-esteem. Just don’t break my wrist.” Cassandra spoke with the cutest little giggle, nose wrinkled up at the bridge.

Dan barked a laugh, taking up her hand as softly as he was capable. “I would never.” 

Her palm was buttery smooth and cool to the touch. Squeezing her hand, he leveled his gaze on her pretty face. Memorizing it for the moment when she realized he was a fool with arm-muscles for brains and left him at that bar. At least, when she leaves me for someone more fashionable and interesting, I’ll know exactly how pretty her eyes are. She smiled bigger, bracing her muscles. He memorized the dimples that popped out on her cheeks.

“Ready?” He asked genuinely.

“No, you’re going to wipe the floor with me,” she laughed. 

“I’ll be gentle,” he murmured. 

“I’d rather you not,” she teased, squeezing his hand back. “Don’t hold back on my account.”

Gentle. Don’t break her wrist.

Dan almost slammed her arm down. There was a split second where he took her word for it and gave her the same muscle that he gave Joe. But then he felt her strength wane, so he held back a good thirty percent and pinned her palm to the bar. 

“You held back!” she accused with a scoff and a jab to his chest with her forefinger. 

“You did ask me not to break your wrist,” he wheezed, unsure how else to answer. 

His palm stayed closed around hers. When he’d pinned her hand, it forced her closer to him. Grazing over her, he continued to memorize every curve and detail. Her jeans fit her wide hips like they were drawn on with little lace embellishes down the side. Her blouse flowed over her chest, but from this new angle, he could see her breasts pushed up dangerously by her bra. He forced his attention to her eyes. Dan drowned in her honey pools that glowed in the amber light of the pub. 

He inhaled sharply. “Maybe something else? I could carry you over my head or maybe toss you?” 

“Oh, no!” she gasped, flushing all over. Pulling away, she tossed back a large gulp of her drink. Dan tried not to frown at the distinct lack of her in his hands. Cassandra cupped her glass with both hands tensely. “I am perfectly happy on the ground.”

“So then, piggyback rides are out of the question?” He leaned against the bar to intercept her gaze. The way she held the cup, he worried she hated the touch, how long he held on. Her attention snapped up to him with childish wonder. Please let that be a good thing. Dan offered another open palm to her. One he wouldn’t use to test her arm strength. “Would you like a piggyback ride?”

Because why not? Because he had one thing going for him, and that was strength. Dan wasn’t a flirter. He wouldn’t call himself charming. But he could hoist her onto his back and fly through the city. And, well, if she was the kind of girl to go for a piggyback ride? She was the girl for him. 

Which was really just more of him convincing himself he wasn’t doing half bad.

“Are you joking? I haven’t gotten one of those since I was like five!” she blurted out. She glanced down at her body in disbelief for a moment before back up at him. Eying him suspiciously, as if he couldn’t actually lift her. Please! She was just dishonoring him at that point. Dan threw heavier pallets into tractor trailers. 

“I’m pretty good at it, and I can run really fast at the same time, too.” He beamed, fluffing his own ego. He left his offered hand to her against the bar. Her face said she was considering it. There were flickers of doubt and pure glee mixed in her eyes. Then, ever so slowly, she took his hand. 

Grinning from fuzzy, pointed ear to fuzzy, pointed ear, he tugged her from the bar. She let out a surprised yelp as he wound them through the crowd. There was a part of him that warned him if he didn’t take this chance, he’d never get the girl. Dan wasn’t sure when he convinced himself he needed to keep that sadness at bay in her eyes, but he desperately needed to be the reason she smiled. The bards always say something about love at first sight. 

He barreled through the front door. While he wasn’t sure about love at first sight, he was sure about her. Cassandra, his sad eyed woman from the bar, was in need of a good time. Now that Dan was especially good at, so maybe that made that 2 things he had going for him.








  
  
Chapter two




Dan

Piggyback ride! I’m made for this! 

Cassandra stumbled after him. 

I’m Dan the man! The brisk spring air left him feeling giddy. He immediately dropped to his knees with his back to her. Her hesitation was palpable as her feather-light hands touched the tops of his shoulders. Step by step, she came up behind him and draped her arms over him. 

Dan reached back and scooped up the back of her knees. Her startled gasp was cut short with a cheer of glee as he stood up with ease. Her arms roped around his neck, gripping him for dear life. Adjusting her like a backpack, he wiggled her into place. It did not go unnoticed that, despite her wide hips or long legs, she could barely wrap herself around him.

“Ready?” He turned his head slightly. His lungs lost all air as he saw her chin against his shoulder. She laid her cheek against his shirt and nodded eagerly. Dan surged forward, bolting down the sidewalk. 

Cassandra cried out gleefully as he flew down the long sidewalks. He made sure to bounce as much as he could to add to the experience. Their laughter bounced off the city itself as he rounded into one of the many parks in the city and bounded over a large boulder. There was something unchained in him that emerged in that chase. Her shrieks of joy opened something in his chest he’d not known was lonely. It made him run faster. He darted around large swing sets and climbed more boulders using only his leg muscles. 

It felt like only a few short seconds, but Dan flew through the night for over an hour with her on his back. After his lungs began to burn and his arms ached from being in the same spot for a long time, he stopped. His veins buzzed with excited bees. Panting for air, he readjusted her on his back. “How was that?”

“That was amazing! You’re amazing!” she cheered. Dan felt his ego expand. No one could tell him nothing! His grin took up ninety percent of his face. Cassandra squeezed him tightly and nestled her face into his shoulder. “I can’t feel my face, I’ve been smiling and laughing so hard. I think my stomach hurts, but I can’t tell.”

Dan eased down to his knees and untangling his arms from her legs. Cassandra slipped off his back, stumbling. Her legs wobbling like a baby fawn as she rounded him. It was the most adorable thing he’d ever seen. He tore his attention from those snackable legs, however, as her hands fell on top of his shoulders. He turned himself into her personal brick wall, allowing her to use him for support so she could bend over in front of him. 

Her lips were curled in a smile as she panted for air. Pink-painted cheeks, glowing in the night, she was stunning. Dan crawled forward an inch, looking up into her face. When her eyes fluttered open and she saw him inches from her face, he caught her focus shift down to his mouth. Oh. His stomach did a summersault. 

He cupped the back of her thighs with his palms, steadying those adorable, fawn legs. “How about now?: 

She gasped for air. “What?” 

“Can you feel your face now?” He straightened up, climbing to his feet. His hands dragged up her sides. Every dip, every curve, he put it to memory. Her fingers raked over the front of his chest. Looming over her, he lifted a hand to her chin and took hold of it between his thumb and forefinger. “I want you to feel it when I kiss you.”

Who? Are? You? He tried not to let the internal panic fill him as Cassandra leaned into him. Her fingers curled around the front of his shirt. It felt like she might do it. Like she might push up on her toes and kiss him.

“Not quite.” Her eyes moved from his face to his lips for only a moment. Despite the rejection, his heart still thundered in his chest. She exhaled heavily and it went everywhere it shouldn’t. “But I’m getting there.”

It would be a miracle if she couldn’t hear the way his blood race. He squeezed her sides. She’d quietly turned down the kiss, and he wanted to respect that. He took a grounding breath before speaking again. “We can walk back to Mumford’s if you want. That probably will put the meat back on your wobbly bones. Sorry if I made you Jell-O; I got a little carried away.”

She shook her head, burrowing her face in his chest. His eyebrows went up on his face. He didn’t let go but he didn’t move. Her fingers stayed balled up around the fabric covering his torso as she laid her nose against his sternum. “No, that was amazing. The most fun I’ve had in ages. Thank you.” 

Ego reinstated. He beamed. “I’m glad.”

“And we don’t have to go back unless you want to,” she murmured, lifting her head from his chest.

“Where would you like to go instead?” He wanted her to say anything but needed to hear she wanted him to go with her. Please, he begged internally, say you want to keep talking with me. The sounds of her laugh from over his shoulder were like divine bells tinkling in his ears. She felt like bliss and silk in his hands. He licked his lips nervously. 

“Well, my place is on the whole other side of town,” she sighed. 

“I live like two blocks from here,” he blurted out. She smiled up at him, nodding as she untangled her hands from him. Confusion and absolute disbelief flooded his brain as she took his hand. Her palm felt so tiny wrapped up in his fingers. How did I get this far? He squeezed her hand and led the way away from the main road they ended their journey on. 

Well, what now, huh?

“So, um, like, your work. We were talking about it before I conned my way into getting a piggyback ride,” she laughed sheepishly. 

“I wouldn’t say you conned me; I was very eager to do it. Not like in a show-off way, but also absolutely in a show-off way? What I mean is I like giving piggyback rides. I’m huge and strong and stuff. I’m babbling.” He let all the words tumble out of his mouth in one breath as they walked. Smooth. So smooth.

Cassandra leaned into him, laying her head against his arm. “Don’t worry, it’s cute. I like it…and you.” 

Dan exhaled a long-held breath with relief. She chuckled softly. He stole glances down at her, illuminated in the moonlight. Her face was sweet and kind and, for once, not full of sadness. Win for Dan the man! He stuffed his free hand in his back pocket to keep from touching her face or pulling her in for a kiss. He’d asked, and she hadn’t said no, just not yet. His nervous system flared up with butterflies running through his veins rapidly. 

He found air in his lungs after a long moment. “I, um, I’m a shift manager at H&C.”  

“Really? I’m a manager at Mystical Silk, the really expensive dressmaker in town.” She watched the street as they turned down the main road toward the townhouses Dan lived in. 

“Manager life, right?” he chuckled weakly. 

She snorted. “What life?” 

He groaned. “Yeah, that’s true.” 

They broke into cackles as he led them through the weaving roads. He’d made enough to afford a townhouse on his own. It wasn’t much, but it was always stocked with food, and he lived comfortably. Markus, his boss as well as the founder of Hauntings&Company, had offered to help him get a house loan. But being in a townhouse served his needs as a single, work-a-holic man. There was no need for a house yet. He wanted to wait till he had someone to buy the house with. If he was going to put down roots, he wanted to do so with someone else. 

“What’s it like there? What do you all actually do?” Cassandra asked, breaking his concentration. 

“Oh, we’re production and delivery of merchandise. You know, warehouse work. You order stuff we have; we ship it out to you or load it up into your trucks. Mummy’s dust, spider silk, virgin blood, you name it, we probably have it.”

She furrowed her brow. “Spider silk?” 

“You know, like the fabric? We source ours through the orb weaver Arachne in the caverns a few miles out of Kings Fall. It’s good stuff, feels smooth like butter and always cold like breath over ice, you know?” 

“Oh, the fabric! I thought you were selling like spindles of spider string,” she giggled.  

He nodded to his townhouse that was a few feet away as he dug around in his pockets for his keys. Thankfully, Rachel liked to pick everyone up in her minivan for Friday night drinks. The usual routine was to get home from work, shower off all the dust and grime, then hop in Rachel’s van. This way, everyone could drink heavily if they wanted. They never did, and Rachel being a banshee meant she sobered up three times as fast, but it was the thought that counted. 

Dan fished out his keys and unlocked his door. Alarms screamed in his skull. Wait a second. His heart stopped. Cassandra stepped past him into the house, and he suddenly remembered he had a racecar bed…in his bedroom. His feet turned to bricks as he flipped on the lights. There was a racecar bed in his room. It had been funny and a joke, mostly. She’s going to see it and think you’re a child. His mind raced. 

She spun around slowly, taking in his cozy, albeit minimalistic furnishing. “This is so nice, and you afford this on your own?”  

“Yeah, Mr. Hauntings pays a good wage.” Dan ruffled the back of his head. Did he fess up now? Or did he try to play it off? We probably wouldn’t end up in my bedroom anyway. He was consoled by the idea that they wouldn’t even look in his bedroom’s direction. Why would we end up there, I’m here to give her a good time, not a one night stand. We’ll play board games, yeah, that’s what we’ll do. Definitely not going upstairs.

The townhouse was two skinny stories. His first floor was the living room and kitchen, with a bathroom tucked under the stairs. The second floor had only his bedroom and a laundry ‘room’ adjacent to the stairs. White walls he had nothing to cover with, carpeted floors he struggled to keep cream-colored, and linoleum kitchen floors that were scuffed from past tenants. But it was his home, and he thought it was decent.

Cassandra walked the length of his living room, hands to his bookshelves. He had some books and movies, but the majority of his collection was board games. A whole wall was dedicated to them. The shelf full of boxes and cards and dice in jars was just there for games. Dan didn’t always spend the weekends playing games with friends, but when he did, they were never bored. He liked fun. Being an adult was too hard as it was, with taxes and day jobs and lines for coffee. Even before Kings Fall, life wasn’t fun, it was terrible work.  

“Wow, do you play these often?”

“Yeah, I mean, I try.” He closed the door behind him and hung up his keys. 

“I wish.” She stepped away from the shelf. “You kind of need friends to play board games.”

He cocked a brow. “You don’t have friends?” 

That was surprising, as he thought she was too sweet and personable not to have any.

“I mean, I have…coworkers.” Her face fell as she stared at his board games longingly. He lurched forward, unable to stop himself. The sad look returned to her face so swiftly. He needed to do something about it. It was silly, but he was still high off the endorphins of the piggyback ride, of the almost kiss. He needed to fix the look on her face. It was the only thing he cared about.

Which is why, despite the utter horrific levels of embarrassment it would cause him, he asked, “Do you wanna see my favorite game?” 

It would be worth it to make her smile.








  
  
Chapter three:




Cassandra

‘Cassandra, I just don’t know why you won’t hear him out. Heinrich’s been trying, the least you could do is have lunch with him…you two used to be engaged, that has to mean something, doesn’t it?’
‘Cassandra, please, you’re being unreasonable.’
‘Cassandra, answer my texts.’


Cassandra almost blocked her own mother’s phone number on the way to Mumfords that night. 

Friday nights at the bar was an excuse to not come home. She avoided her mother like the plague. Her coworkers were accommodating. Letting her clutch their coattails as they went to Mumfords for food and good ale, then they wouldn’t even blink when she inevitably went home early. Cassandra wasn’t there for a good time or fun or anything other than a distraction. 

Because if she ever had to come home while her mother was still there, they’d get into the same cyclical argument all over again. All. Over. Again. Cassandra, why haven’t you given Heinrich a second chance? Cassandra, I ran into Heinrich today? Are you suuuure you don’t want to call Heinrich? I’m sure he’s sorry about it by now. He really is a nice boy.

If she had to hear her exes name thrown in her face after a long day of work again, she was throwing herself off a cliff. Okay, maybe that’s a bit dramatic. But the point was, she only went out with the others to avoid her mother, or worse, her mother’s minions. Little, dirty snitches. So, how she ended up standing in the bedroom of a stranger was beyond her. She wasn’t here for hook-ups. Even though she probably ought to be. 

She honestly liked his smile. It was genuine, honest, he smiled at her like she was some gorgeous painting, and he was the awkward observer. Her ego could use more of it. Plus…who says no to a free piggyback ride? A fool! That’s who. 

Cassandra gasped in awe as she ran her hand over the front of the largest racecar bed she’d ever seen. Hotrod red with stripes and yellow numbers. It looked hyper-realistic with headlights and steam vents along the front. There was a steering wheel and two doors that opened on the side of a queen-sized bed, truly impressive. “This is so cool,” she breathed. 

“Really?” Dan flinched to her right, watching her with worry. He’s adorable.

Dan was the first bugbear she’d ever truly seen, and he was gorgeous. She had to admit to herself that she’d stolen glances at him from time to time when they went to Mumford’s after work. It wasn’t often she found someone taller than her with wider shoulders. His face was a pale brown with roasted brown fur that covered his cheeks and pointy ears. Three gold rings decorated each ear at opposite ends. His black nose wiggled when he was nervous, and she saw it wiggle the whole time he’d struggled to talk to her at the bar. It was so sweet to see him panic, his fangs poking out from behind his lower lip. 

“But how is this a game? Is that an innuendo?” She eyed him suspiciously. Because this is the part where I find out he’s a major horn dog. Cassandra stopped trusting men a long time ago. If they didn’t want her for money, it was her parents’ influence, but if it wasn’t that it was sex. And as Dan didn’t seem to know about either her heiress status nor the coin in her pocketbook, the reason he was being so nice was sex. Right?

But then again, men who only want to get their dick wet and walk away don’t typically offer piggyback rides and ask if it’s okay to kiss you. 

He laughed nervously, flushing hot pink over the bridge of his nose and across his cheekbones. “No, I um, well, I see how you would think that I just...” He scrambled like a kid busted with his hands caught in the cookie jar. 

Cassandra stood with her flabbers ghasted as he plugged things into the massive flat screen behind her on the wall. Instead of laying a smooth line on her or trying to weasel his way into her jeans, he made the car light up. It rumbled to life. Her eyebrows shot up on her face. No way.

“It turns into a game?” She blurted out. A racing game played over the screen, intricate and painted with vibrant colors. 

“Yeah, go ahead, get behind the wheel. The gas pedal and brake are under the hood.” He nodded at her eagerly.

Okay, maybe even if this is just a ploy to get in my pants, he wins. 

Cassandra’s eyes widened as she ripped off her sneakers. She crawled onto his white duvet and sank into a fluffy cloud of a mattress. Sitting in front of the steering wheel, she felt the car hollow under the hood. At the edge of her feet, she felt the gas and brake pedals. “No way!”

“Right!? Markus got it for me for my birthday one year ‘cause I joked I’d always wanted one.” He stood to the side of the car and nodded at the screen. “Hit the horn to start.”

Cassandra smacked the horn, and the room filled with engine noises. She squeaked, “What?! Holy dragons and cows, oh! It’s so fast.” She spun the wheel, desperate to take control of it. 

Dan laughed, crawling into the bed behind her. Long legs stretched out beside her as he reached his arms past hers. He took hold of the steering wheel, cupping over her hands. Her insides fluttered as he put his big feet over hers and pressed the gas. She leaned back into his warm chest greedily. Soaking in his warmth, she was a lizard on a sunning rock, his torso a firm brick wall. He drove the virtual car with ease all while she thought maybe, just maybe, he wasn’t after anything. 

Dan was interested in her. 

A tingling feeling between her thighs returned with a vengeance as he leaned his face close to her ear. “The trick is drifting, always drift.” 

His breath, hot on her ear and tickling down her throat, forced her to grip the steering wheel. He shifted behind her, his hips pressing more into her backside, and her lungs stopped working. It had been far too long since she’d felt this attracted to someone. 

Cassandra Mystic had sworn off romance and relationships after her ex. She couldn’t even fathom hooking up or one-night stands thanks to Heinrich. He left such a dirty taste in her mouth. It poisoned her trust in people. His cruelty left her miserable in life and in bed. Yet, with one rambling, goofy bugbear pressed against her, all her cravings and desires roared back to life. Like a flame that consumed her insides, she struggled to breathe anything but the smoke of her lust. It filled her lungs and choked her as she looked over her shoulder. 

He glanced down at her, a goofy grin plastered to his big, squishy, and totally kissable face. 

Her body jolted as the car crashed on the screen and the whole bed vibrated. “Oh!”

“Oops, sorry, got distracted,” he chuckled, pressing something on the bed’s dashboard. 

“Do you ever accidentally turn it on at night? Does it ever?” She found herself floundering for words other than ‘take me’ or ‘I want you’. Normal people don’t just flip a switch, from wary to incredibly horny. She watched him over her shoulder, trying to find any reason not to jump his bones right then and there. He raised one of his fluffy, long brows. Her organs twisted into a knot. 

It wasn’t like Heinrich at all. When she met him, her parents had arranged their entire relationship. He was from a good family. Her parents liked his parents. They were expected to date, marry, and fall in love. Heinrich hadn’t been ugly, and they definitely could have found a worse candidate for her. But, in the three years she’d dated Heinrich, she never felt the same carnal pull in any part of her like she felt now…breathlessly hovering inches from his face. 

“No,” he breathed. He was waiting, she could see it in the way his shoulders tensed. His eyes focused solely on her mouth. Why not?

She asked herself why not? Why not have a fling? Why not try something new? Her mother was always hounding her to get back out there. Granted, her mother would prefer she date some other silver spoon in mouth nepo-baby in their social circle. Cassandra didn’t want that. She wanted Dan. And if they didn’t work out, if it was a one night stand that fizzled out, then she’ll have tried it. He’s sweet and I could use some sweetness. She decided there, caged in his arms, studying his face, that this was good for her. 

Fuck it, so to speak. She’d never flown by the seat of her pants before and she was desperate to find out if Dan was good for her. If he could erase every inch of Heinrich from her skin. If he could make her feel something other than hollow again.

“Hey, Dan?” Cassandra shifted, inch by inch, till she was able to face him. He froze, watching her as she set both her knees outside of his thighs. She settled in his lap, the bed sinking under them as she draped her arms over his shoulders. His hands stayed glued to the steering wheel and his legs stretched out to the pedals, but his entire attention was on the suddenly brave woman who possessed Cassandra’s body. Those large chestnut eyes of his ran the length of her torso to where she sat directly over him. She could feel him harden without trying. Even through jeans, she could feel him, and that left her core in a ball of nerves. He was big. Every part of him was big. She’d barely been able to wrap her legs around him when he carried her, and his hands were massive compared to hers.

Size had never been an issue before. Cassandra was a bigger girl; she’d long since accepted that. Tall, broad shoulders, wide hips, thick thighs and calves, pudge and ass, she had it all. She’d come to love it despite Heinrich’s insistence that she could be better. Yet, there was something so appealing about being towered over and feeling small in someone’s presence. And Dan was massive. The part of him eagerly pressing up against her in his lap, she felt it down his pant leg. She chewed on her lower lip as she teasingly rocked her hips in his lap. 

Take me. She leaned in close and his gaze jumped up to meet her. There wasn’t a smooth line in her repertoire so she hoped her understood when she said, “I can feel my face now.”

Confusion hit first, then slowly recognition filled her features. His lips curled up into an eager smile. Then Dan kissed her like there was no tomorrow.











