
  Christmas with my Boss


  A Curvy Younger Woman Romance by L. Moone


  Emily

  Ian's my soon-to-be former boss. A real gentleman, fifteen years my senior, and completely and utterly out of my reach. There's no way he'd be interested in little old me, right? It's a good thing I've resigned and am leaving this job, and my unrequited passion for the boss behind forever.


  But when we flirt at the office Christmas party marking my departure, I can't help but wonder 'what if'. Is it just a fling; a fantasy; a little taste that will make every future relationship pale in comparison? Or is this something real?


  Ian

  I've got a couple of hours before Emily will walk out of my life forever. As her superior, my obsession for her has been inappropriate, to say the least. But every time I look at her shapely curves, I can't help but fantasise about everything I cannot have.


  But I'm determined to behave myself and let the moment slip away. Until someone else makes a pass at her, and my protective instincts kick in with a vengeance. Emily and I share an intimate moment and the floodgates of my desire open wide. It's too late to take it all back.


  Tonight can only end one way: with me making her mine forever.


  Note: this body positive holiday read may end up melting not just your Kindle, but your heart as well! It serves as Book 0 in L. Moone's brand new Coffee & Curves series, which is coming out in early 2020.


  Coffee & Curves Reading Order:


  Christmas with my Boss (#0)

  Fireworks for the Billionaire (#1)

  Falling for my Friend's Dad (#2)

  Beauty and the Bouncer (#3)

  One Night with my Boss (#4)

  Sugar Baby's First Love (#5)
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  Chapter One



  Before you start: Can't get enough of them sassy curvy heroines and sexy older heroes?Grab another Instalove Romance, completely FREE!



  * Ian *


  There she is. My woman, except she doesn’t know it, and probably never will.


  I keep my head fixed on the papers in front of me, but the numbers are blurring and I can’t for the life of me figure out what it is I’m reading. All I can focus on is her from the corner of my eye, pausing in the doorway to my office.


  “Umm, Ian, do you have a minute?” she asks.


  I try to be casual in the way I glance up at her, then make a show of putting the stack of papers down onto my desk.


  “Yes, Emily? What can I do for you on this fine December morning?”


  She smiles briefly and pushes a stray lock of her hair behind her ear.


  How I wish I could have done that. Her thick, unruly curls look so inviting to the touch. So luxurious. As does the rest of her.


  Emily takes a reluctant step forward, smooths down her knee-length pencil skirt, and waits for a moment.


  I catch myself staring and clear my throat. “Please, take a seat.”


  She turns around to close the door behind her and takes a step forward. My heart jumps a few beats, before I chide myself for it. Obviously, she’s not here for any of that! Down, boy!


  “I wanted to come in…” she starts. “Shit, how do I say this?”


  Now, I’m half intrigued, half terrified. Has she noticed my behaviour lately and come in to make a complaint?


  The inappropriate stares towards her desk. The way in which my heart, as well as the rest of my body, seems to react to her presence. I’ve been playing it cool—professional—but women are more sensitive to subtle cues, aren’t they?


  HR will have a field day with this…


  “By just telling me already,” I say. Hopefully I sound confident.


  “Yeah. Huh.” She smiles again but avoids the sight of me. This is not going well.


  “Maybe we should—Do you want some tea? I should get us a cup of tea first,” she says.


  Before I get the chance to say anything to stop her, she’s out the door again and making a beeline for the kitchenette.


  Bloody hell, I mutter under my breath as I push my chair back.


  I don’t know if she intended for me to follow her, but it’s happening, anyway. As though my feet have a mind of their own. It could be worse. At least I don’t have a hard-on. Yet.


  The sight of her standing with her back towards me as she fills the kettle almost gives me just that, though. She’s a vision of feminine perfection. Soft curves as far as the eye can see. I love that she usually wears a skirt to work. And today’s wardrobe choice accentuates all of her best assets.


  If only she knows how hard I’ve fallen… Ever since my split with Debbie, Emily has been on my mind almost constantly. Like a man obsessed, my imagination has gone wild. But I’ve controlled myself in her presence for the most part.


  Fuck, does she know, though? Is that why she ran out of my office just now? Onto neutral territory, within earshot of all of her colleagues?


  “Emily. Is something the matter?” I ask.


  I watch as she lines up two clean mugs and drops in a bag of PG Tips each. We’re nothing if not particular when it comes to our choice of tea in this office.


  “It’s just, I didn’t think it would be this hard, you know?” she says.


  “What is?”


  She takes a deep breath and turns with her head held high this time. “I want to put in my notice. There it is.”


  Then she exhales sharply and cocks her head to the side with an apologetic scowl on her face.


  Weird expression aside, she’s still gorgeous.


  And I’m speechless for a few seconds until she nervously breaks eye contact.


  “You want to—” I shake my head in shock. “Why? Are you not happy here?”


  “See, this is why it’s so hard. I am. It’s a good job. But I think it’s time for a change now.” Her tone pitches toward the end of her answer, as though she’s asking me, not telling me.


  “Well… This comes as a surprise, that’s all,” I mumble.


  “I’m so sorry! I know things have been tough this year.” She pours the water, then adds a splash of milk, and hands me one of the mugs before picking up her own. “With the economy being what it is, and—”


  “Where are you going?” I ask. And will I see you again?


  “Actually, my friend Lauren—I’ve known her forever, since we were little—she’s recently secured financing and is opening a boutique down in Teddington. She’s a fashion designer, so she’s good at all the creative stuff, but I am to help her out with the business end. Marketing, paperwork, and whatnot.”


  I nod and take a careful first sip of my tea. The hot liquid hits my tongue and instantly calms some of my anxiety.


  Teddington… It’s not very far, but not close enough to be able to accidentally run into her on my lunch break either.


  “It’s a good opportunity for you,” I comment.


  She nods.


  “Well, I wish you all the best.” I mean it too, sort of. She sounds excited about her plans, and I want nothing more than for her to be happy. Okay, perhaps I want one thing just slightly more… But that’s painfully out of reach; always has been.


  “Thanks, Ian!”


  “I do need you to put it in writing.”


  “Just one more thing. I was hoping to take those holidays I’ve saved up this year. Lauren wants to open in early January, so there’s not a lot of time to get all the work done.”


  My heart sinks. That means she’s intending to leave even sooner than the obligatory one-month notice period. And with the way she’s looking at me now, refusing her isn’t even an option.


  “Yeah… There’s not much going on this time of year, so I don’t see why not,” I mumble. “I’ll need your letter today, so I can file it with HR.”


  She leans over, puts her hand on my arm, and smiles brightly. “Of course. I’ll get it done right now. Thanks so much for understanding, Ian. I was really worried about telling you.”


  “No problem,” I say.


  Fuck.


  She turns and carries her own mug of tea over to her desk. There’s a spring in her step that wasn’t there before. Clearly, she wasn’t exaggerating. Now that the news is out, she looks like a burden has been lifted off her shoulders.


  Meanwhile, I can do nothing more than mindlessly rub the spot on my arm where she’d just touched me. It’s as if I can still feel her fingertips pressing into me.


  And that same burden she’s lost has landed squarely on me.


  These young girls in the office are going to be the death of me. Perhaps it’s for the best that Emily is leaving before I make a complete arse out of myself.


  As much as I try to convince myself of that, there’s a large and very insistent part of me which disagrees. Am I really going to let her walk out of here—and out of my life—forever?


  * Emily *


  New year, new start.


  Or, it will be, once I join Lauren’s new start-up business. It’s early December, and I still have another two weeks of work to get through before I make the jump, but it’s all starting to feel very real now.


  The thought of leaving this place behind fills me with excitement, but also a pang of sadness. I won’t miss the work for sure, but the people…


  I glance up from my laptop screen and toward the perpetually open door of Ian’s office. By people, of course I meant person. I’m going to miss Ian.


  It doesn’t even make sense. He’s my boss, and he’s got to be around forty. I, meanwhile, am a card-carrying young millennial. With the student loans and credit card debt to prove it.


  As much as midnight fantasies and early morning daydreams try to convince me otherwise, Ian would have no use for me. He’d laugh if he knew I had these inappropriate feelings for him. He’s a real man, and in his eyes, I’m nothing more than


  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  
