

  

    

  



  Coffee & Curves - Books 0-2




  A Bundle of Steamy Age Gap Instalove Romance by L. Moone




  It's all fun and games...


  Until you fall head over heels for that hot older guy you're not even supposed to be looking at.




  And then you fall into bed together. Even though that's wholly inappropriate. And then... Well, you'll just have to read on to find out!




  Catch up on the first three titles in L. Moone's Coffee & Curves series: Christmas with my Boss, Fireworks for the Billionaire and Falling for my Friend's Dad, and let each story melt your heart as well as your kindle. If you love sexy & steamy instalove romances featuring curvy heroines and hot older men who refuse to keep their eyes (as well as their hands) off their younger lovers, this bundle ticks all your boxes.




  #0 Christmas with my Boss


  Stay away from the boss. Do not engage, do not flirt, do not even look in his direction. On her last day at the office, Emily struggles to follow her own rules. At least he would never reciprocate, right? Tonight’s Christmas party provides the answer once and for all.




  #1 Fireworks for the Billionaire


  From the moment Lauren almost steals his drink at the local coffee shop, attraction starts to sizzle. Lawrence spells trouble. So obviously, she accepts when he asks her out. Lauren never realized just how much trouble he would become.




  #2 Falling for my Friend's Dad


  Who makes out with her friend's dad? Kayla does, apparently. But now that they both realize who they are to each other, they can just pretend it never happened and move on. Right? Right? Wrong.




  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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  Christmas with my Boss




  
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 a dumb kid.




  That’s what made it so hard to tell him I was leaving. I thought for sure I was going to blurt out something to give myself away and make these remaining two weeks even more awkward than they need to be.




  I feel like a schoolgirl with a crush on a teacher. In perpetual proximity to the object of my desire, and yet infinitely far away. He’ll be forever out of my reach, and so it’s only appropriate that we put some distance between each other. Before I lose my mind completely.




  Because there’s no way a man like him could ever want a girl like me.




  He’s built to perfection. His chiselled jaw and salt and pepper hair are enough to get my heart beating faster. Then there are the icy blue eyes that try to pierce my soul every time he looks at me. And his body. Oh my God.




  I know he works out, because he brings his gym bag into the office at least twice a week. And ever since his divorce last year, he’s really started filling out his shirts rather nicely. Actually, that’s another reason I was so grateful for Lauren’s offer. Ian has always been hot, but now he’s back on the market as well. And my imagination has been working overtime, conjuring up the most cliché, porny scenarios that all end the same way: with me bent over his desk.




  That would never happen, obviously.




  I’m not on his radar like that and it seems no one else is, either. He’s been nothing but proper, even with the pretty girls in the office. And I’m not even pretty. As my mum likes to say: Perhaps I could be, if I lost a few pounds. As if I haven’t tried and failed at that already!




  Back to Ian. He’s a real gentleman. Because with the way gossip spreads around here, an office affair would have become common knowledge immediately. As far as I know, he hasn’t even been on a single date since his divorce.




  So, there’s no hope. And until I stop pining for what I can’t have, I’ll never get a proper boyfriend either.




  I sigh and run the spell check on the letter I’ve just typed up.




  My resignation.




  He did seem disappointed, didn’t he? He must be worrying about finding a replacement for me over the holiday period. This is the worst time of year to schedule job interviews.




  Unless…




  No! I shake my head. Stop it!




  I aimlessly click around the various windows open on my computer in an attempt to quiet my mind. I’m leaving. And that’s final.




  From the corner of my eye, I see Ian making his way to the hallway while talking on the phone. I hit ‘print’ on the letter and sign it, before quickly popping into his office and dumping it on the desk. Best to just leave it here, before I make things even more awkward with further conversation.




  “So,” Jessica rolls up beside my desk as I sit back down. “You told him?”




  “Yup.”




  “What did he say?”




  I roll my eyes. She’s so nosy. “What’s he supposed to say? I was supposed to put it in writing.”




  “Okay… Anything else?” she asks.




  I shake my head. “Don’t you have work to do?”




  She sticks her tongue out at me and walks her office chair back to her own seat.




  The fact is, I also have work to do. Instead of risking another trip down the rabbit hole of X-rated fantasies starring Ian, I open a fresh document and start making a list.




  Everything I have to finish before I leave in two weeks.




  I can’t help but feel even sadder now. Only two weeks to go, and I’ll likely never see Ian again. I’ll be leaving a part of myself behind in this office when I go.




  Chapter Two




  * Emily *




  This is it. The last few minutes of the last day at the job. Just the office Christmas party to get through, and I’m home free.




  No embarrassments, no bullshit. At least none so far. The night is still young.




  My heart is heavy. I’ve had a pretty good time here these past two years. Although this wasn’t my first job out of college, this was the longest I’ve ever stuck around anywhere.




  At two-to-five, I decide to escape into the hallway and call Lauren for some much-needed emotional support.




  That has been my coping mechanism these past two weeks. Every time I feel like running back and telling Ian I’ve made a mistake and to please give me my job back, I call Lauren for a pep talk. Her enthusiasm for our upcoming joint venture is infectious.




  “Hey, girl!” she answers.




  “Hey…”




  “You sound depressed. Last day?” Lauren asks.




  “Yep.”




  “Did you tell him?”




  I take a deep breath and roll my eyes. “Did I tell who, what?”




  “Don’t play dumb with me. You’ve only been talking about that sexy boss of yours for hours on end each time we speak,” Lauren says.




  “I haven’t!” I exclaim.




  “I talked to Ian today, and he said this, and he did that—” Lauren speaks in an artificially high pitch, just to annoy me. “Oh, during the staff meeting, Ian made this joke today… Ian, Ian, Ian!”




  “Shush, woman!”




  I sheepishly check both directions of the hallway. Thankfully, this particular conversation isn’t being overheard. The last thing I need is for Jessica to walk past and start some last-minute gossip. I want to be able to walk out of this building with my self-respect intact.




  “Well. Are you going to tell him?” Lauren asks again.




  “Am I—No! Are you nuts?” Of course I’m not going to tell him.




  “You’ll regret it. Don’t blame me if you regret it later.”




  “I won’t.” The one thing I do regret is telling Lauren about my crush on Ian.




  “You’re no help whatsoever. I’ll talk to you tomorrow.”




  “Okay, sweetheart. But do me a favour.”




  “What?” I snap.




  “Tell Ian.”




  I hang up in a huff. Lauren means well, but I’m not fearless like her. I can’t just go up to the man and—




  Before I get the chance to recover, the lift doors open and Ian walks out. He nods while approaching me in the hallway. A whiff of his intoxicating cologne finds its way into my nostrils and leaves me swooning.




  “Hey. You about ready?” he asks.




  “Um, yeah. Sure,” I say, almost choking on my own breath.




  “Okay, then,” he says as he starts walking again. “Better keep an eye on that cough. You don’t sound too good.”




  I’m still trying to catch my breath as he disappears through the double doors to our office floor. Dammit. Very smooth!




  * Ian *




  Although I’ve played it cool these past two weeks, the ticking clock of Emily’s departure has been on my mind constantly. Still, I’ve soldiered on until suddenly, it’s Friday the 13th, and almost time to say goodbye.




  Initially Emily wasn’t planning to attend the annual Christmas party, but some others convinced her that it would be silly to miss out. Tonight would serve as her farewell party as well.




  I’m torn. Although I’m glad I get to spend some more time near her, I’m also dreading the fact that our last few hours together are going to take place near an open bar.




  As a very young company, we’ve had our fair share of Christmas party scandals. Hook-ups and drunken mishaps have been a regular feature during previous years, but nothing serious enough to make upper management reconsider the format of the party. It’s traditionally been an opportunity for everyone to let their hair down.




  Whatever drama happens at the party, tends to stay at the party. At least that’s what the unofficial company motto appears to be.




  Obviously I’ve never done anything inappropriate myself; certainly not while I was still married. As the manager, it’s imperative I lead by example, but now I’m finding that my self-imposed boundaries are crumbling.




  This year, I’m newly single. Mingling is definitely on my mind, but only if it’s with Emily.




  I still can’t believe I’m having these thoughts! About an employee, no less.




  Soon-to-be former employee, my mind corrects itself.




  But currently an employee nonetheless. One who is at least fifteen years younger than me.




  If I caught any of my mates ogle a girl her age, I’d call him a pervert. And deservedly so.




  Back at my desk, I try not to think about her anymore. I close down the various spreadsheets on my laptop and take a few notes for the coming week.




  It’ll be the first week without Emily here. The realisation is enough to sour my mood.




  I look up to find her walking back to her desk and collecting her belongings. I’ll miss seeing her whenever I glance through my open door. Without catching her unmistakable sweet scent in the air, whenever I walk past her desk.




  But it’s for the best.




  No, it’s not!




  Yes, it is!




  I sigh and pinch the bridge of my nose. Still, inappropriate fantasies of Emily enter my mind’s eye. Every time it happens, it gets harder for me to stay in control.




  “Ian, can we go now?” a female voice interrupts.




  I look up and find Jessica standing in the doorway. She flips her hair back and taps the watch on her wrist.




  “It’s past five already and I’ve got important work to do at the bar.”




  I lean back and fold my arms. “You’re going to take it easy tonight? Not like last year.”




  “Sure, Dad!”




  She’s only teasing, of course. But her choice of words reminds me yet again why I’m supposed to let Emily go.




  * Emily *




  When I emerge from the ladies’ room after changing into my outfit for the night, the rest of my colleagues are already waiting by the elevator. It’s stupid and naïve, but I pulled out all the stops for tonight.




  The figure-hugging black dress—although office-appropriate—is inviting stares in my direction. Or is it the red lipstick that did it? Either way, my soon-to-be former colleagues are eyeing me curiously.




  The one person who isn’t looking at me much at all is Ian. Efforts, wasted.




  “Sorry, were you guys waiting for me?” I ask.




  “Let’s go already!” Jessica whines. “Nice earrings, though.”




  “Thanks.”




  We’re about a dozen people in total and get the whole lift to ourselves. Normally the company would have booked a hotel for the occasion, but due to cost-cutting measures, the party has been organised in-house by another department.




  Although I was hoping to position myself closer to Ian in the lift, Jessica forces her arm through mine and keeps me from moving.




  “It’s going to be weird without you next week,” she says.




  I nod politely. We’ve never been particularly close, but whatever.




  “Do you have any plans for the holidays?” she chats on.




  I try to answer as best I can, but Ian’s non-reaction to my brand-new dress is weighing heavily on my mind.




  Once we get to the correct floor, I drag Jessica along to the improvised bar immediately. A Vodka & Red Bull—Jessica’s choice—takes the edge off my disappointment, barely.




  We take our first sips while more of our colleagues from other departments are still pouring into the cleared-out hall. Jessica is still questioning me, this time about my new job. The moment I utter the word ‘boutique’, her eyes light up and a fresh barrage of questions is hurled my way. Still, I welcome the distraction.




  The first two drinks go down fast. The majority of our colleagues from the rest of the company have congregated around the bar as well. Soon, we’re joined by two guys I recognise by face, but not by name until now. Tom from Accounting holds on to my hand just a little too long for comfort after introducing himself.




  He tries to get the conversation going, but I keep my answers as monosyllabic as I can. After the third or fourth round, loud music starts to play at the opposite end of the hall.




  “Oh! They’ve set up a dance floor!” Jessica squeals.




  I roll my eyes. “No way.”




  “Yes, way! Let’s go!”




  I shrug. Maybe now we’ll finally get rid of Tom. While I follow Jessica through the crowd, I keep my eyes peeled for Ian. I don’t even know why. It’s not like he’s interested.




  Tom, meanwhile, is still interested. He follows us all the way past the clusters of tables which have probably been set up for dinner. Crap, he’s going to want to dance with me.




  Finally, I spot a familiar sight in the distance. Ian is sitting by himself at the furthest table overlooking the makeshift dance floor. With one hand, he’s nursing a glass of whiskey on the rocks, while the other is loosening his tie.




  Swoon.




  Jessica tugs on my arm to get me walking again. And now that I know he’s within view, I try to make it sexy too. As if I can will him to look at me if I want it desperately enough.




  The alcohol is starting to have an effect as well. I’m looser, less anxious than before. Tonight is my last night here. My last chance to get Ian to pay attention to me. And if I embarrass myself, I’ll never have to see any of these people again.




  My reservations about dancing in front of all my colleagues have vanished as well. Who cares, they’re my ex-colleagues, anyway. So, I really let myself go to the music, much to Jessica’s delight.




  “Yeah! You go, girl!” she cheers me on.




  I take her hand and we start dancing together, rocking to the beat, swaying our hips, and letting our hair fly. Screw it. You only live once.




  But she isn’t the only one enjoying my antics. Tom has positioned himself right next to me and is trying his best to move in. I don’t even care anymore, as long as he keeps his hands to himself.




  He leans in, closing in on my ear with his mouth. “You’re sexy, you know that.”




  I try to ignore him and step in the opposite direction, closer to Jessica. I’m trying to be, but not for him. I feel eyes on me from behind, and I hope beyond hope I’ve finally got Ian’s attention too.




  The song changes to something slower, and Tom puts his hand on my shoulder. “Wanna dance with me?”




  “What?” I shake my head and smile blankly.




  “Dance with me, Emily. Stop being a tease!”




  I grab Jessica instead, who starts giggling uncontrollably. God, she’s such a lightweight.




  Halfway through the song, she loses interest in me, though, because the other guy from the bar has turned up. She pairs up with him, and I’m stuck next to Tom, who’s holding out his arms expectantly in my direction.




  Oh hell, no.




  I steal a glance across the room and see Ian is still sitting in the same place. His drink is now empty, but he’s still holding the glass mid-air.




  Is he looking at me? Maybe it wouldn’t be so bad to have one little dance with Tom. In case it makes Ian realise what he’s missing out on…




  So, I capitulate, and Tom eagerly places his hands on my hips and we start to sway in unison for the remainder of the slow ballad that’s playing. Once the music stops, I’m keen to get away from him again, but he won’t let me go so easily.




  I push at his arms, but they remain firmly in place on my waist.




  “Come on now, let me go,” I complain.




  He has his head cocked to one side and is staring at my lips.




  “How come we never talked before, huh? Working in the same building and all,” he says. His words are slurring ever so slightly.




  I pull a face and shake my head. “It’s my last day today.”




  “All the more reason, baby.”




  I frown and look across at Jessica, who’s already face-sucking her guy.




  “See, they’ve got the right idea,” Tom says. “Just one taste of those plump lips of yours.”




  Yuck! The mere idea of Tom’s sloppy drunken kisses gives me the creeps. So, I try again to pry his hands off me. He dives in and I lean back as far as possible, bracing myself for the inevitable.




  But it never happens. His lips never touch mine, and his fingers stop digging into me as well.




  “That’s enough of that!” a male voice growls.




  My eyes snap open to catch a glimpse of Ian, grabbing Tom by the shoulder and dragging him backwards.




  Am I dreaming? Did I pass out?




  Tom’s face is red with embarrassment. “Mind your own business, old man!”




  Ian tightens his grip on Tom’s collar and shoves him back again. He’s a good few inches taller than Tom, and obviously those regular gym sessions have paid off as well.
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