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He’s everything I shouldn’t want—older, powerful, and impossibly magnetic. A silver fox billionaire who always gets what he desires... and right now, he wants me.

I never imagined I’d be in his arms after catching my ex in the act of betrayal. But Griffin—my ex’s father—knows exactly how to soothe the ache I didn’t even know I had.

One touch, one heated kiss, and the icy walls I built around my heart start to crumble. Falling for him is forbidden, dangerous... and undeniably intoxicating.

Wrapped Up in My Ex’s Dad is a sizzling holiday novella packed with temptation, irresistible chemistry, and a very naughty-but-nice HEA. No cheating, no cliffhangers, just pure, swoony heat under the Christmas lights.
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Chapter 1
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GRIFFIN

I can’t believe I let them drag me to a strip club.

The neon of Euphoria flickers off the amber whiskey in my hand, the bass rattling through my chest like it knows me. I sink into the plush booth at the back, trying to disappear into the leather as my employees roar with laughter and toss dollar bills onto the stage like reckless confetti.

I’ve never needed to come here for a woman—I have options. Plenty of them. Yet somehow, I’m here, nursing a drink I don’t want to finish.

“Here’s to another successful project!” Kyle shouts, his shot glass raised high. My team clinks theirs together, chugging their drinks, leaving me to sip mine like a gentleman, even though every instinct screams otherwise. Getting drunk tonight? Not happening.

“I don’t know why I let you talk me into this,” I mutter, dabbing at my fingers with a napkin. “Never. Again.”

The truth? My team is phenomenal. Loyal. Built this empire with me from nothing. And yet...gratitude doesn’t usually involve fake tits and stilettos that could double as weapons.

“Come on, boss,” Kyle grins, slapping my shoulder as he leans close. “You’ve built skyscrapers. Time to enjoy the view.”

I roll my eyes and wave off a dancer leaning too close, her perfume cloying and intrusive. “Not my thing,” I say, lifting my glass. “I prefer my entertainment with a little more...class.”

Kyle laughs, sharp and knowing. “Ha! You’ll change your tune when Lola comes out.”

I arch a brow at the name. “Lola?”

“Trust me,” he murmurs, voice low, almost conspiratorial. “She’s...different. Nothing like the others.”

I doubt it.

And then the lights dim. The room is bathed in sultry shadow, electric and dangerous. The DJ’s voice cuts through the pulse of the crowd:

“And now, gentlemen... the one you’ve all been waiting for... the incomparable... Lola!”

Something shifts in me—interest piqued, caution flaring. This wasn’t part of the plan. But I can’t look away.
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I lean back, determined to prove Kyle wrong and keep my cool—until she steps on stage. And just like that, my breath catches.

Lola is... extraordinary. Her costume clings to every curve, glittering like it was made to worship her body. She moves with a rhythm that’s both hypnotic and effortless, each twist and turn defying logic while somehow feeling entirely natural. Muscles ripple under taut, flawless skin, and I can’t look away.

Kyle wasn’t exaggerating. She is different.

There’s something about her, something that doesn’t belong here amid the flashing lights and thumping bass. Her expression is soft, almost shy, and it throws me off—an innocence that makes her impossible to ignore. She doesn’t belong on that stage. She belongs in my arms. Under my sheets.

What’s happening to me? She’s just a dancer. Beautiful, sure. Skilled, absolutely. But Lola... she’s a fallen angel, and I’m utterly captivated.

“Griffin,” Kyle’s voice cuts through my thoughts. “You’re staring.”

“Am I?” I say, nonchalant. But I’m lying. I can feel the heat in my chest, the pull of her that I can’t explain.

Kyle laughs, clapping me on the shoulder. “Told you! You’re like the rest of us. You can’t take your eyes off her.”

I don’t respond. I can’t. All I can think about are the ways I’ll have her, the moments I want to claim as mine. Call it lust, call it obsession—maybe it’s both.

The crowd erupts as her dance ends. Dollar bills rain down like confetti. She offers a tiny, almost shy smile before disappearing behind the curtain, leaving a trail of longing gazes.

Not me. I’m not letting her vanish that easily.

I move through the crowd, confident, controlled, until I spot her behind the bar. She leans casually against the counter, fingers wrapped around a drink. Her eyes meet mine, and her polite smile is utterly disarming—so different from the sultry tease she wore on stage.

“Can I help you?” Her voice is soft, smooth... intoxicating.

I step closer, already knowing this isn’t going to be just a simple conversation.

I lean closer, letting my gaze roam over her—not in the way Kyle thought, but with a heat I can’t hide.

“I wasn’t impressed with what I saw on stage.”

The words tumble out sharper than I meant, and I watch her eyebrows lift in surprise. Shock. Maybe even a little disbelief. I doubt any man’s ever said that to her before.

“You weren’t?” she repeats, snorting lightly. “What, you want your dollars back?”

“No.” My voice is low, deliberate. “I want to see more of you.”

She laughs—a light, melodic sound that tightens something deep in my chest. “Sorry, handsome, I don’t do private dances.”

Private dance? My mind flushes with heat, but not in the way she thinks. I’m not here for a lap dance... not yet.

“I’m not asking for a dance,” I murmur, letting my words brush over her like velvet. “I mean a real date. I could get you out of here. Make it worth your while.”

Her head tilts, a teasing smirk curling her lips. “Make it worth your while, huh? Let me guess—you want to be my savior? Take me away from this place?”

I grin, unashamed. “Yes.”

For a moment, her smile falters, and I allow myself to think I’ve broken through the armor she’s built. Then she shakes her head, a soft, deliberate movement, and I feel a pang in my chest.

“I don’t need a knight in shining armor, sweetie. But thanks for the offer.”

Before I can respond, she leans in just slightly, her lips brushing my cheek with the faintest whisper of contact. Electricity sizzles through me, stealing my breath for a second.

“You’re sweet,” she murmurs, warm and intoxicating, “but I have to get back to work.”

And just like that, she slips away, melting into the shadows of the club. I stand there, stunned, as her scent lingers in the air, taunting me.

For the first time in years, I’m genuinely... intrigued.

When was the last time a woman had done that to me? Maybe... never.

I run a hand through my hair and let out a dry laugh, bitter and amused all at once. “Damn.”

Of course the one time I fix my eyes on someone, she rejects me. I’ve spent my life accustomed to getting what I want—looks, charm, money—everything at my fingertips. And now, here she is, daring me to earn her attention.

I like the challenge.

Looks like I’ll be coming back to Euphoria.
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FAYE

Christmas is usually my favorite holiday... I just hope moving in with my boyfriend’s dad doesn’t ruin that.

“Fix that stupid look on your face,” Elliot sighs, glancing at me as I nervously nibble my nails. “My dad’s doing us a huge favor letting us move in. Look grateful. He’s not even charging us.”

I swallow the knot of anxiety in my chest and plaster on a bright, practiced smile. “I am grateful. Really.”

But inside, I’m spinning. I haven’t lived with anyone since I was seventeen, and now here I am—two weeks behind on bills, evicted, moving in with my boyfriend’s father. It should feel like a Christmas miracle, but the thought of living under the same roof as him makes my stomach twist.

“Good,” Elliot snaps, irritation flashing across his face. “Because you can always go crash with Tini instead.”

I don’t answer. We both know the truth. As sweet as my sister is, she’s living in a cramped camper with her two kids. There’s no room for me there.

The car rolls to a stop, and I can’t help but stare at the house before us. It’s massive, modern, and flawless. Towering windows gleam in the fading sunlight, stonework so perfect it belongs in a magazine, and through the front window I can see a Christmas tree sparkling like it was plucked straight from a holiday catalog.
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