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SITTING ON SANTA’S LAP
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I was in New York Christmas shopping and enjoying all the beauty the city had around this time of year. My hotel was hosting a Christmas party for a bunch of lawyers. Laughter and music filled the halls of the hotel. I smiled as Santa passed me, with two pretty elves following close behind.

I decided to have a glass of wine in the hotel bar before bed. I stood at the entrance leading into the dimly lit bar and saw him. Santa sat at a table with his elves. They were laughing when his gaze lifted to mine. His blue eyes locked on me. His laughter stopped, but his smile remained.

Freaking Santa Claus was turning me on with just a look. I needed to have sex. This was not normal. You did not fantasize about Santa. Even if his body looked nothing like the childhood version I was used to. His belly was not big, and he didn’t have red cheeks or glasses. He did have a salt and pepper bread that I knew was real with crystal blue eyes that turned darker the longer I stared at him.

Shaking my head, I walked toward the bar and took a seat at the end.

“What can I get you?” The bartender asked.

“She’ll have a glass of your Caymus Cabernet Sauvignon.” A deep masculine voice said behind me.

I turned to see my sexy Santa behind me. I was at a loss for words at the moment and just stared at him.

“Miss?” the bartender asked, interrupting my thoughts of self-doubt.

I shook my head and looked at the bartender. “Yes, that sounds lovely.”

“I didn’t see you at the Christmas party.” He said and sat down next to me.

“No, I’m not a lawyer. I always wanted to visit New York during Christmas. So here I am.” I chuckled nervously.

“Here you are,” He noted, his eyes wandering down the length of my legs.

“Your elves are leaving without you.” I said as I saw them stand and head toward the exit.

“They have a busy night ahead of them. They have to pack my sleigh before the big ride tomorrow evening.” He smirked.

“You don’t have to supervise?” I took a sip of my wine, lifting my brow.

He smirked. “I trust them.”

The hem of my dress fell mid-thigh, and when I crossed my legs, it exposed a bit more skin than intended. “I know this is forward but — ” I trailed off, unsure how to say what I wanted.

“You want to sit on my lap and tell me what you want for Christmas?” He asked as if he knew exactly where my head was at.

“Yes.”

“Do you have a room here?”

“Yes.”

“I need a few minutes to finish up with the lawyers.” His head leaned toward the exit. “Meet at your room in about fifteen minutes?”

I nodded. “Yes. Room 1023.”

He winks before leaving me alone at the bar. I take another sip of my wine, gather my wits, and slowly leave the bar.

Once in my room, I glance at myself in the mirror. My cheeks are still red from earlier and my body is a bundle of nerves. I took a deep breath when I heard the knock at the door.

“Hi,” I breathed when I opened it.

He smirked and stepped inside the room. Once the door was shut, he had me pinned against it. His lips were on mine in seconds and heat flowed through my body. He drew me into his demanding kiss. His desire was evident as he devoured my mouth. One of his hands gripped my hip, and the other found its way to my throat. He led our kiss with savage hunger; he turned us smoothly and guided us further into the room. Our kiss never broke as he walked me backward until I hit the desk.

He smelled so good; I wasn’t sure what cologne he was wearing, but it was quickly becoming one of my favorite scents. He pulled away from my lips. I could only describe the look in his eyes as savage desire. The fire burning there pierced his blue eyes. Part of me thought this was moving too fast, but I shut that bitch down. This was Santa. This wasn’t a chance I was willing to give up. My stomach filled with butterflies and my legs trembled.

He yanked my head back by my hair and bit my shoulder. He ignored my cries and hissed. “Strip.” He demanded as he pulled the zipper on my dress down my back.

I watched him step back and slowly undo his Santa jacket as I dragged my dress over my thighs and my hips. Revealing my red panties. He tossed his jacket to the chair and pulled his white t-shirt over his head. I yanked my dress up over my head and tossed it next to his clothes on the chair. The dress didn’t allow for a bra, so I stood there in my panties and stilettos. I could feel my body turn red under his scrutiny.

“Merry fucking Christmas to me.” He growled, his eyes roaming over my body. His hand went to my panties and ripped them off of me in one hard pull.

I walked the few steps to him, my hands went to his belt. I fumbled with his belt. “What are you doing, gorgeous?”
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