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Billionaire Santa And His Innocent Intern

	 

	I’ve never really been a fan of Christmas, but the owner of the company, Brian Trenton, is hell-bent on making it fun. I’ve been interning here for the last six months, since just before my twenty-first birthday, and no matter how much I’ve told my manager I’m not interested, he just says Christmas cheer is mandatory, and everyone has to go out carolling, and help decorate the various massive trees all over the building.

	It’s totally over the top.

	And secretly, I love it. I love dressing the tree almost as much as I wish I could undress Mr. Trenton. Unfortunately, or maybe fortunately, he’s never even noticed me. I can’t hold that against him, I am just an intern, after all.

	So I just touch myself, night after night, imagining his hard, strong face looming over me, his chiselled body pressed against mine, his hands sliding over my breasts and between my legs.

	I may be a virgin, but I’ve read enough to know how to get myself off. Still, I’m tired of not knowing what the real thing is like. Sex, I mean. Not my billionaire CEO. That’s never going to happen.

	I can lose my virginity, though. I’ve even got a plan. It’s Christmas. Even though I’ve made it to the age of twenty-one without even seeing a cock, let alone riding one, ‘tis the season of miracles, and I’m hoping the really, really short elf outfit I’m rocking to this Christmas party will do the trick. It flirts with my thighs and plunges low between my breasts. If I don’t get laid tonight, I’m going to be very disappointed.

	I haven’t been here two minutes before I realise the downside of dressing like you want someone to push you up against a wall and bang you senseless. The guys are all already drunk and no one seems to think I should have a say who gets to fuck me.

	Well, screw that. I may be desperate, but I’m not that desperate. There are six million people in this city. I should be able to find someone who at least turns me on, and sadly, that’s the variable I can’t control.

	This guy isn’t as tall as Mr. Trenton. That one’s face is fatter than Mr. Trenton’s. That guy’s hands are too small.

	You guessed it, Mr. Trenton has big hands.

	I sigh into my drink, then jump as a couple of girls jostle past me, giggling.

	“Who knew Santa’s thighs would be that hard? I haven’t had that much fun sitting on someone’s lap since I was in eighth grade, and that was U-rated!”

	I stare at them. There’s a Santa here? I see one of the more persistent drunk guys heading my way and that makes my mind up. I’d far rather sit on some guy’s lap and tell him my Christmas wish than fend off Travis. Again.

	Sure enough, Santa is sitting in a big armchair in a corner of the lounge with a gorgeous brunette giggling on his lap. He’s rocking the big fake white beard and the red suit, so it’s impossible to tell what kind of shape he’s in, but I’ve had a couple of drinks and I’m pissed at how my virginity losing plan is not working out. I’m in the mood to tell a complete stranger I want to get laid.

	Maybe Santa can help me out, right?

	I stride up to him and my luck is in. The brunette gets up and leaves and there's no one else waiting, so I’m able to just plop down on his lap. “Hi, Santa.”

	“Hello, Cara. Have you been a good girl this year?”

	His voice is deep, deeper than I’d have expected for Santa, and it’s eerily familiar but I can’t quite place it. Even so, awareness shivers down my spine and I squirm on his lap as heat unfurls in my belly.

	“I’ve been a very good girl, Santa,” I tell him, with utmost seriousness. “In fact, I think it’s time for me to be a bit naughty.”

	His arm tightens momentarily around my waist, then relaxes, and I tell myself I imagined it. I can’t imagine Santa gets hit on much, even if the belly is definitely a pillow. He could be in pretty good shape under there. I remind myself I’m not here to hit on Santa. I’m here to lose my virginity to someone who hopefully won’t put me off sex for life.

	“I’m not sure three weeks before Christmas is a good time to be naughty.”

	I sigh. “Santa, you grant Christmas wishes, right?”

	“That’s my job.”

	“Well, I need one. A wish, I mean.”

	“Really? What is it?”

	“I want to lose my virginity.”

	This time I definitely didn’t imagine it. His arm tenses around me and his thighs move beneath me. I must be imagining the hard length I feel between them, though. Even so, as unbelievable as it sounds, my panties are getting damp. For Santa.

	“Why do you think that’s something I can help with?”

	“Because you’re Santa!” I huff. “And it seems like I’m going to need a miracle to forget my billionaire boss for long enough to find a fuck friend for tonight.”

	“Your boss?” Something pokes at the underside of my thigh and I frown. What is he packing down there?

	“Yes,” I tell him, dragging my mind back to the conversation. “He’s totally hot, and of course totally off-limits, because of the whole ‘owning my career prospects’ thing. And every guy I look at just doesn’t measure up. Maybe I need to drink more.”

	“Don’t do that,” he says, his voice rougher than before. “I think I can help you. But that’s a very special wish. I’m going to need some time.”

	I angle him a look. “I was hoping you could wave your magic wand for tonight. I am all dressed up and ready to go.” I gesture at my barely there dress and his eyes darken.

	“I noticed. I’ll tell you what. Meet me in the kitchen in five minutes and I’ll make your wish come true.”

	“Seriously? That’s awesome!”

	“You’re welcome, Cara.”

	Something clicks in my brain as I slide off his lap. “How do you know my name?”

	He looks up at me and I jump. His eyes are the same piercing green as Mr. Trenton’s and I shiver, then remind myself that there’s a limit to how many different eye colours people can have. This isn’t my boss.

	Thank God.

	Five minutes later, I’m in the kitchen, on the verge of kicking Travis in the babymaker. “I said no, dickwad!”

	“C’mon, stop being a cocktease. You obviously want it.”

	He pushes me up against the wall and I start to panic. Is this what Santa meant when he said he was going to grant my wish? I know it’s stupid to think that’s even possible, but Travis doesn’t seem like the kind of guy who’d get this forceful. Maybe I misread this whole entire thing.

	I scream but then Travis isn’t there anymore. There’s a crash as he hits the opposite wall and falls to the floor, groaning.

	“Let’s go.”

	I freeze. Now there’s a voice I recognise. I don’t have to look up to know who’s standing in front of me. Awareness is a physical caress over my skin and dark wet heat slides in my belly.

	“Cara, are you okay?”

	I finally manage to move and look up, up, up at the CEO of Trenton Consolidated. “Yes,” I whisper. “I’m okay.”

	Mr. Trenton holds out his hand and I wrap my fingers around his. “Then let’s get out of here.”

	As he leads me down the steps from the back door, I struggle to understand what’s going on.

	“What are you doing here?”

	He turns and looks at me, then tugs on my hand and I stumble into his arms. “I used to moonlight as Santa, before the app took off. I figured it might be a good idea tonight, seeing as you showed up looking like you charge by hour.”

	I pull back, or try to, gasping at the insult, even though I know he’s right. His arm keeps me securely pinned against him, though, and my breathing hitches as I register the hard heat of him pressed against me.

	“Wait, you’re Santa?” I confessed my obsession with my boss to...my boss? Humiliation floods my face, threatening to set my entire head on fire. Oh God. This is just the worst possible thing that could have happened.

	“I promised you a Christmas miracle, right?”

	I eye him warily. “Uh-huh.”

	He stoops and sweeps me into his arms. “Now I’m going to deliver.”

	His car is idling at the side of the road and his driver, James, gets out to open the back door for us. Mr. Trenton doesn’t let go of me, just warns me to watch my head and slides into the back. James shuts the door and then we’re alone in the dimly lit interior of the car.

	I have no idea what happens next. “Where are you taking me?” I ask. “Is there some sort of brothel for first timers?”

	He freezes, then he pulls his head back to stare at me. “You think I’m going to let some random guy take your virginity?”

	I open my mouth, then close it again.

	“No?” I finally say.

	“That’s right.” His hand slides into my hair, then pulls my head back. His lips hover over mine, close enough for his breath to make my skin tingle. “I’ve waited years for this. No one is taking your virginity except me,” he growls, before his lips take mine in a fiercely possessive kiss.

	He nips at my lips and when my mouth opens on a gasp, he slickss inside, his tongue dominating mine, sweeping over every part of my mouth. I moan and his grip
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