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Christmas Eve was never supposed to feel like this.

Alone after hours, a confident Latina secretary and her commanding boss share more than unfinished work. Beneath the glow of office lights and holiday stillness, attraction turns undeniable.

A seductive holiday short story about choice, vulnerability, and giving in to desire when the world is quiet enough to hear your heart.

This is a work of erotic fiction intended only for adult readers.

All characters are 21+ and all acts depicted are entirely consensual within the fantasy context.
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Late Night Xmas Eve:
Latina Secretary’s Full Surrender to her Boss
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The office felt different that night... quieter, softer, as if the city itself had decided to whisper on Christmas Eve. The fluorescent lights were dimmed, most of the floors already dark, and the only sound was the low hum of the heater and the occasional jingle of distant traffic below.

It was just the two of us.

I sat at my desk, legs crossed, the red pencil skirt I’d chosen that morning suddenly feeling more intentional than professional. Maybe it was the holiday, but something inside me felt warm and restless. My blouse caught the light every time I shifted, and I knew he noticed. He always noticed, even when he pretended not to.

“Thank you for staying late,” he said from his office doorway, loosening his tie for the second time. His voice was calm, but there was an edge to it tonight. Tired. Human.

I smiled and looked up at him. “It’s Christmas Eve,” I replied softly. “It didn’t feel right to rush.”

He hesitated, then stepped closer, placing a folder on my desk. Our fingers brushed when I reached for it, just barely, but the contact lingered in my mind longer than it should have. I felt it everywhere.

As the hours passed, the work slowed, but the awareness between us grew heavier. The office smelled faintly of pine from the small wreath I’d hung by my desk, mixed with his cologne... clean, masculine, familiar in a way that made my stomach tighten. Every time he leaned over my shoulder to point something out on the screen, I felt the warmth of him, the restraint in the way he held himself back.
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