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I pulled down the hem of my dress. It was really too tight, too short, and too revealing to be worn at the office party. But, when your husband is the boss, you get to do whatever you want.

Let me rephrase that. You get to do whatever he wants.

He gave me the fancy, but ultimately useless title of Head Chairperson to his company. Chair meaning I sit at a desk all day and answer calls and bring hubby coffee. Person meaning any woman with a bare minimum of secretarial experience can do what I do.

And, Head, well I think that one is obvious. When I’m not fetching coffee, making copies, cleaning breakrooms, and calling clients at my desk, I am under my husband’s desk giving him head.

“Sit on Santa’s lap,” a drunken client said, slapping his corpulent thighs. I set more reindeer shaped cookies out on the dessert table and pretended not to hear.

“Tell Santa what he can put in your chimney,” he shouted. Uproarious laughter followed. I glanced up at my husband. His cheeks were red. He laughed right along with the rest of the drunks. 

Of course he wouldn’t defend me. The fat, drunk jokester was our biggest client. Not by thousands of dollars, but by millions of dollars. 

My husband, Salvador, caught my eye. He gave me that, this is important, look. 

I wouldn’t be surprised if Salvador asked me to fuck the client if he knew it would keep those millions pumping into our bank account. 

The client shook his pig-like head back and forth, the Santa hat bobbing like a bunny tail.

“As much as I put into this business, I’d think I get my wish,” he said with an exaggerated whine. The others at the party laughed. But, from the leer in his eyes, that pig wasn’t kidding.

Salvador hopped up and came to me.

“Just for a couple of minutes,” he whispered. He kept a smile plastered to his face. 

He didn’t wait for me to answer. He slapped my ass and shouted, “Lia is ready to tell Santa what she wants for Christmas.”

The men at the party, in various stages of drunkenness applauded and hooted.

“Ho ho ho! Merry Christmas!” a baritone voice called out. Standing in the doorway of the office was Santa Claus. He was decked out in a red velvet and a great white beard.

“Trevor,” I said under my breath with relief. I had forgotten the tradition of our Christmas office parties. The new guy always has to play Santa.

Tall, buff, hot Trevor was that guy.

“Fine, fine,” I shouted over the hoots. “I’ll sit on Santa’s lap.” 

The fat pig client looked confused when I brushed past him. 

“Sit, Santa. Let me tell you what’s on my wishlist,” I said to Santa Trevor.

His hazel eyes twinkled.

“Of course, little lady,” he said, grinning. He sunk down into the throne Salvador had brought in especially for Santa.

“And, I know you’ve been a good girl. I’ve kept my eye on you,” Trevor said, winking.

Oh, really?

I plopped down on a surprisingly firm thigh. From the corner of my eye, the piggish client and my husband watched me. Everyone else seemed to have lost interest in me. That makes sense seeing that besides having a Santa at our holiday parties, Salvador always manages to hire scantily clad elves. 

The busty elves bounced around the office bringing cheer and curves to grope, to all. 

“What do you wish for, Head Chairperson,” Trevor asked.

Even with the Santa getup on, there was no denying the beauty of the man.

“I want to get the hell out of here.”
	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Chapter 2

[image: ]


“Lia, I need you to make these copies,” Salvador said, pushing towards me. I readjusted myself on Trevor’s lap. I could read it in Sal’s face: Why the fuck are you sitting on this subordinate’s lap, instead rubbing your ass on Mr. Balantine’s cock?

“Copies?” I asked. Trevor’s hand wrapped tighter around my waist. He set his other hand on my bare knee. The white cotton glove tickled my leg.

“Yeah,” Salvador said, flicking a look at Trevor’s hand. “It’s a project I forgot about.”

He was lying of course. There wasn’t a damn thing on schedule for us to work on. Especially one important enough to warrant leaving the office party.

“Sal, it’s the holiday party. Whatever it is can wait until Monday,” I said smiling with my teeth clenched. Trevor’s arm tensed behind me. Despite my smile he must have sensed the irritation rising up my back.

“I can make the copies first thing Monday morning, boss,” Trevor said.

Salvador sniffed.

“These are copies dealing with confidential contracts. You’re not privileged to see that information,” Salvador said. He eyed my breast, probably calculating the number inches between the side of my tit and Trevor’s velvet covered chest.

“Sal—

“Lia, just make the copies,” Salvador said. “It shouldn’t take you long. And, you can join the party when you're done.”

He grabbed my hand and, not so delicately, yanked me off Trevor’s lap. He half pulled, half dragged me through the crowd.

“How will it look for you to be sitting on an employee’s lap when you’ve completely ignored Mr. Balantine?” Sal asked in a harsh whisper. He twisted that handsome face of his back into the affable mask he uses to attract clients. Being married to him for ten years, I knew he was pissed, despite the smile.

“Mr. Balantine looks like he is doing just fine,” I said, stumbling behind Salvador on my high heels. Piggish Balantine sat in a chair with his snout buried in the deep cut shirt of one of the booby elves.

Salvador led me into the hallway away from the party. Even from here, the sound of the drunks echoed.

“In here,” he said. We dipped into his office.

“Make 20 copies of this,” he paused, looking around the office. He pulled a thick binder from one of the shelves.

He dropped the heavy thing in my arms. The binder had to have been at least 1000 pages.

“You’ve got to be kidding me,” I said, exasperated. “We haven’t used this program in years.”

“I want to give copies of that to the new hires. We may use that program again.”

Bullshit.

“Just make the copies, Lia,” Salvador said. He kissed me on the cheek, gave me a slap on the ass, and sprinted back towards the party. I wondered if my dearest husband would be sticking his face between a dancing elf’s tits.

I clomped out of the office and to the little copy room at the end of the hall.

“Fuck this,” I mumbled, taking the hundreds of pages out of the binder. The copy machine had been on the blink for months. You have to copy one page at a time, and only 10 copies can be made before the machine glitches. But, because this is the fucking 21st century, we haven’t got around to fixing it. Everything is done digitally.

I sighed and started the long process. At least I didn’t have to deal with the fat pig of a client.

But, that also meant I couldn’t spend any time with Trevor.

The copy machine warmed up. 

Muffled music snaked through the doorway. Men whooping joined in. 

I slammed my hand on the buttons of the machine.

This is bullshit.

“Need some help?”

I jumped at the voice. I looked up.

Trevor.

“Shouldn’t you be at the party, Santa?” I asked, setting page 1 of 1000 on the glass.

“I think the elves are taking care of the entertainment,” Trevor said. The white whiskers of the fake beard couldn’t hide his gorgeous grin.

Shouts of take it off, spread it wide, and shake it fast drifted into the copy room as if confirming Trevor’s statement. 

“I thought you would need some company,” Trevor said. He stepped next to me, his large, muscular body blocking my view through the door. 

No one would be able to tell that I
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