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My assistant is the absolute fucking worst. I mean on a list of worst assistants he absolutely has to be near the top. There is such a complete disregard for anything even remotely resembling good work coming from him. Sometimes I don’t even think he’s actually writing down anything when I speak.

When it comes to the hierarchy of difficult tasks for an assistant to do, scheduling the vacation for your boss should be low on the difficulty scale. I mean it’s not like they need to be somewhere at a particular time in order to attend a meeting or a conference. All you need to do is find a place that takes care of all of the details for you and make sure that you give them the correct credit card information over the phone.

Literally, the only part that is actually important is making sure that the resort suits the needs and desires of your boss. That is it. That is all that you have to do.

But he can’t even do something as simple as that.

I want to be clear that I know this is a temporary gig for him. I know that this is not what he wants to be doing forever and this isn’t what he is going to be doing forever.

Because Ryan is a little princeling.

I don’t mean literally, but it might as well be literal. His family is one of those legacy families that have ties to half a dozen different industries and major organizations across the globe. The sort of family that is the proverbial power behind the power. You’ll never even know their name, but they’ve been a part of the background of power since there was a throne to be fought over.

He’s here because someone somewhere pulled some strings and made him take this job. They made me take him on as well, against my rather strong objections.

Objections I had for reasons precisely like this.

You see I may not have the history or name that he does but I do have a reputation that I built from the ground up on my own hard work. I’ve put blood, sweat, and tears into my reputation, and part of that surrounds a demand for efficiency and whatever comes closest to perfection. Some people see an assistant position and they see a job that can be done by nearly anyone, but I see an assistant as an integral part of my success.

It’s almost more of a mentorship position for me, with me bringing them along and guiding and educating them about the reasons why I do what I do, and as a result of that approach I’m in the rather unique position of having assistants who leave me to be successes in their own right.

Which is part of where this problem started to begin with.

Because the thing is that I got a reputation for turning my assistants into successes, and somewhere along the line someone got the idea that I could be of great help to a guy like Ryan. Ryan was the lazy sort of man who would likely just fall into success. He seemed to be always half-asleep and disinterested in the task at hand.

The assistants that I’ve had who have been successful had been carefully selected by me because I knew they had the drive to be a success. Ryan doesn’t need that drive because his family will pay whatever it takes to make him that success. He can’t fail, whereas my other assistants couldn’t afford to fail.

But when someone as powerful as his family makes a demand you pretty much had to obey, even if obeying is something I’m not terribly gifted at. I didn’t have much of a choice. I was pretty well forced into taking this guy on.

And what a burden he was.

The ordinary day-to-day problems were one thing, but screwing up something like my vacation just hurts on a personal level. Especially when it’s an error that is obviously done out of carelessness.

And that much was obvious. He had gotten things ninety-nine percent of the way there, almost managed to find the perfect place.

Hell on the surface it was the perfect place, and I’m sure that the pictures and the reviews had to be stellar because this place really did give off the air of paradise. Because in a lot of ways it really was paradise.

But the thing about that missing one percent is that is where all of the fine details are. And while it may only be one percent it can really mean so very much. It can change things so completely.

I didn’t realize how badly he had screwed up until I actually got to the resort. In fact the whole trip out I was relatively certain he had actually done something correctly for the first time that I could remember.

The flight out was amazing, first class seating and first class service. I was met at the plane by a valet who gathered up my bags and ushered me over to my own private car. Maybe he was a bit too attentive, maybe looking at me a bit too much, but that could hardly be blamed on Ryan.

And it was a bit understandable that this guy would look at me like this. I worked hard to be looked at like that. I prided myself that I was still looked at like that.

When I wasn’t working hard I was working out. I was pushing myself with personal trainers and dieticians to ensure that I was in peak physical condition.

A woman in my position had to have that, she couldn’t let a single thing slip. Especially not in my industry, considering how male driven and dominated it was.

If a guy who is my equal gets sloppy or spends weeks trying and failing to grow a beard people shrug and look the other way. There is something macho and self-assured about a man focusing on his work, rolling up his sleeves and getting dirty with it to the point where he doesn’t care what others think about him. At least within reason.

But when a woman does the same it comes with so much baggage. She’s looked down on with disdain. People wonder why she’s letting her looks slip. People start to doubt her abilities to keep her house in order just because she decides to let her hair down every once in a while.

I couldn’t afford any doubts. Especially not while I was making up for Ryans shortcomings but even before that I had to be the picture of calm and collected control.

And that meant everything was fixed and in order. That meant I probably looked at least a decade younger than I was because I had a tight hold on my diet and exercise and skincare routine.

And it meant that I looked fucking good. I know that I did. I didn’t need the glances from men on the beach to reassure me that I was fucking rocking that bikini.

Not that they hurt. I mean a girl likes to feel wanted.

The trip out from the airport to the resort was breathtaking. We rode in some sort of a fancy kind of jeep, luxurious in the back where I was sitting but still more than capable of running over the rough ground that the backroad cut through the jungle to get out to the resort.

Every once in a while the path would open up on one side and I’d find us teetering at the top of a stunning vista, the glittering blue ocean or a towering mountain in the distance cutting an image that should have been captured with oils on canvas.

When we finally pulled up to the main building of the resort I don’t know how long had passed but I knew we were well and truly lost in the wilds.

I was met by another valet, one who helped me out of the car and took my bags. There was no check-in, they had confirmed everything and the valet led me to my rooms with a smile and a nod.

The resort itself felt like it was hidden in the jungle. Dense and thick greenery between each of the buildings, them popping up out of the greenery in various shades of white or natural wood. They seemed like little refuges amidst the wilds of the jungle, tiny spots of civilization and comfort among the dense unfamiliarity.

My particular villa was nice and medium-sized, placed up at the top of a hill. The valet opened the door and ushered me in, moving my bags in afterward.

There were a few rooms, a small lounge, a bedroom off to one side, bathroom with luxury tub. I wasn’t really interested in any of them.

Because the entire back wall of the place, spanning between all of the rooms, was a floor to ceiling window. Outside of it was a balcony and below it a stark drop with one of the top ten best views that I had ever seen.

The ocean was wide and glimmering, and the flat of the white sandy beach was perfectly in view to me. It felt so real and immediate it was almost like I could reach out and dip my fingers into the fine and warm sand.

I made my way over to the window to take it in while the valet moved my bags inside, and for just a moment I let my guard down, thinking that maybe just maybe Ryan had not screwed up for once in his fuck up of a career with me.

Have you ever had something stand out as odd to you? You know that something is missing but you can’t quite place what it is. It sticks in the back of your mind and bothers you no matter how much you might try to ignore it. It’s like a sort of itch that you have to scratch but you’re just not sure where in your body it’s located.

I had that feeling now. Something about the view was bothering me and I couldn’t figure out what it was. I couldn’t place it.

And then it hit me like I was drenched with cold water.

The people. The people were wrong.

There was too much skin on display. Too much of their bodies exposed for me to be able to be comfortable or really and truly understand it.

The realization came over me slowly and I fully grasped it all at once. They were all nude.

All of them. Not even just one or two. Every last person on that beach, save the staff, was completely and utterly naked.

I felt a blush running over me, a heat that built up in my body and started to creep its way into my cheeks. There was no way this could be the case. I had to be mistaken.

It was a trick of the light. They were all wearing skin-colored bathing suits. There had to be a thousand and one explanations that could justify what I was seeing, why the evidence I saw with my eyes wasn’t the case.

Because Ryan couldn’t have fucked this up this badly.

I made my way inside somewhat numbly. The valet was moving the last of the bags in and I made my way over to him and slipped him his customary tip.

He looked me in the eyes, he sensed there was something else and he waited with the trained patience of a consummate professional.

“The beach,” I started, struggling to find the right words, “Is there a dress code?”

“Yes Miss,” he replied, “There is no clothing allowed for guests on the resort.”

A cold hand seized me, from the sounds of his words it felt like it wasn’t optional, “Allowed?”

“Yes Miss,” he said politely, but I could sense a smile he was struggling to hide that told me I wasn’t the first guest that had made this mistake, “This is a nudist resort. For the comfort of everyone we ask that all guests follow the dress code, which is no clothes at all.”

“There has to be some mistake,” I replied, “You can’t just ban clothing.”

“On the contrary, we can Miss. It is here in all of our promotional material and it is in the contract you signed,” he handed me a stack of brochures, “Outside of your villa we ask that you keep to the dress code. If you do not then you will be politely asked to leave, on your own expense of course.”

“So you’re saying if I don’t want to undress,” I asked, choosing my words carefully, “Then I’ll have to spend my time in here. In this villa.”

“I suppose Miss,” he said thoughtfully, “We have room service and are more than happy to accommodate you. But then you would miss out on our gorgeous beaches and our beautiful ocean water. It is your choice, but if I was you I would maybe think about opening yourself up to the opportunity.”

He smiled and gave a little half bow before leaving and closing the door behind him quietly.

Fury welled up in me. Fucking Ryan had really fucked things up this time. I couldn’t believe that he had sent me to this resort. His fucking laziness had meant that I was either staying inside of this stupid villa for the entirety of my vacation or I would end up being sent home.

Going out was not an issue. I suppose the balcony was still technically villa so I could wear my bikini out there. I could get at least some sun on this trip.

This fucking aborted vacation.

As I slumped in the chair and set about ordering what was roughly a full bar through the room service I thought about the predicament I found myself in.

Going out just wasn’t an option. It’s not that I was prudish, it’s just that I had a reputation. I didn’t actually mind if people looked at me, but people knew me.

I mean I wasn’t famous but I was a recognizable figure. Women in my industry were few and far between and I just couldn’t take the chance that someone out there would recognize me.

The drinks arrived and I set about devouring them, wondering in some vague and distant part of my brain when the last time I’d actually eaten a full meal.

I changed into my bathing suit and a wrap and headed out onto the balcony, bringing a few drinks to accompany me while I lounged out on a chair and enjoyed the feel of the sun on my skin. It was amazing out here, and the beach did look undeniably inviting. The water was crystal clear and glistening. The sand smooth and even and warm.

I could almost picture myself doing it. I could almost see myself striding down there among them.

My body on display, all of those eyes on me.

I’d seen people check me out in the office before. At the gym. On the street.

It gave me a thrill and down on the beach, there would be nothing keeping their eyes from my body. Nothing keeping me from being so fully on display. Nothing keeping my dignity intact.

And so what if people knew me. They were here too. They had made the same choice and they wouldn’t be able to say anything without it being able to be said about them as well.

Besides, most of the men I looked at were not too much to look at. So many of them old and gone to seed, so few attractive candidates. So few of them younger than me.

God, I can’t remember the last time I was in the same room with a powerful man that I was attracted to. The last time I had someone my equal in physical appearance and command as well.

I knew that even if I went down there it would be the same as any other place that I was in. That I would be most in command, that I would be the queen of that domain just like any other.

So let them stare. Let them look at me. Let them worship and grovel at the foot of their queen.

As I made my way to the front door of my villa I left a trail of clothes behind me, and when I passed the threshold I was fully nude.

I followed the path down and towards the beach, and even though I was hidden by the cover of the jungle here and even though I hadn’t met a single person yet I still felt so exposed. Whatever confidence the drinks had admittedly given me was starting to be burned off in the heat of the sun. And it took all of the courage I could muster to walk around that last bend and down the boardwalk towards the beach.

I emerged onto the sand and sensed eyes on me immediately. It seemed to me that the only sort of clothing allowed here was sunglasses, so I couldn’t exactly see whether they were noticing me.

But god I could feel it.

I could feel their eyes burning into me. I could feel them staring at me. Drinking in my body, every last drop.

My steps grew somewhat uncertain and tentative. I tried to fight it but I could feel a blush creeping up in my body. I could feel the tension just as surely as I could feel the attention on me.

They’re staring at me because they want me. I know that’s what it is. They’re looking at me the same way that so many people look at me when I’m clothed. What is the difference here and now?

The truth is still the same: I still have the power. I am the desired.

So I pushed it aside and tried to move as surefooted as possible, stepping out across the sand and walking among chairs and palapas until I found an unoccupied place and could move in and take it as my own.

And once I had staked out my claim things settled into something different and somehow differently exciting. The eyes were still on me but I grew to like them, to drink them in.

And I enjoyed the resort as well, loving every moment of being waited on by the staff, of drinking in the sun and slipping into the warm and satiny water.

I spent the whole damn day out there, and by the end of it I was pretty certain that I was going to have an absolutely phenomenal vacation.

Dinner that night was nude as well, an experience I never really thought I would experience. But I found myself so focused on how fantastic the delightful and delicate fish was to really fully focus on the fact that I was enjoying it naked. Everything was paired perfectly and with just the right portions.

When I made my way back to my villa that night I was nearly giddy with delight, giggling and laughing to myself as I breathlessly walked up the path towards my room.

When I walked in I fell into a heap in my bed, loving the feel of the smooth and soft sheets on my bare skin and marveling at the day.

Don’t get me wrong I still hated Ryan and this was still all his fault. If I could fire him then I absolutely would fire him for something like this, because it was absolutely unforgivable that he would put me into this position.

But it was also undeniable that there was something exciting about this. Something that thrilled me beyond just the skin level of things, in spite of the fact that the skin was what was so exposed.

So very exposed.

So many people staring at me.

A heat started to build in my body as my fingertips traced trails up and down my skin. I explored myself, dancing lightly over my skin as I ran through the memories of those eyes on me.

So many eyes on me.

By the time one hand found the mound of my sex another was playing over my breast. Grasping and squeezing it as my fingers found my nipple and pinched hard. A gasp escaped my lips as the fingers of my other hand slipped inside of me and my thumb strummed back and forth across my clit.

My hips bucked as my eyes clenched shut and images of all of those people watching me ran behind my lids. They were watching me here and now too, marveling at the sight of this beautiful woman pleasuring herself.

And none of them dared step forward. All of them knew that I was untouchable and all of them knew that I couldn’t be pleased. None of them dared to try, lest they show just how unskilled and disappointing they were.

But I wanted them to try. Oh god, how I wanted to be taken by one of them. How I wanted one of them to please me, to give me what my body ached and craved for. To give me what I had wanted for so long.

I begged for it, the words slipping out of my lips, a litany of a prayer for relief. To be touched. To be felt. To be pleasured.

I came hard, gasping as my body rocked with it. The looks of them were burned into my skin and they saw me for what I was. They saw me for who I was.

When I woke I felt the warmth of the sunrise on my body and was relaxed for precisely five seconds before everything that had happened the day before came rushing back to me.

I couldn’t believe that I had actually done it. I can’t believe that I had actually gone out there nude.

And most of all I couldn’t believe that I had actually liked it.

That last bit was undeniable. Try as I might I couldn’t ignore the fact that something about being so very exposed had an appeal to me. That my body responded to it in ways that were new and exciting.

What happened last night was surely proof of that.

Orgasms did not generally come easily to me. They were something that I usually had to work quite hard towards, unwinding and slowly building to them over time.

But last night had been a matter of minutes, and I couldn’t excuse that on alcohol or anything else. It was the heat of the moment and the knowledge that those people were watching me. That they saw me so very exposed.

So even though I debated what I was going to do all morning while I showered and got ready to go out I knew I didn’t really have a choice. I knew that I was heading out there today. And I knew that today I wouldn’t require even a drop of liquid courage.

The plan was breakfast followed by a morning of sunning and reading on the beach. I had brought my bag with me, with my book and everything I would need for the day.

It was a bit weird to walk into the restaurant in the morning nude, but everyone else was in the same boat as me so I got used to it quite quickly. And on the way to the beach, I made sure to take my time and keep an eye out, looking for the subtle signs of attentions turned my way.

Yesterday there had been a question about whether I was imagining things. The alcohol fuzzing my brain and making it difficult to see whether the attention was only in my mind.

But in the stark and sober light of the morning, it was clear that I wasn’t imagining anything.

I’d become quite adept at reading people and registering the subtle indicators of where their attention was. The way their body would tense, the way they would move subtly to keep me in frame and in view of them.

I saw all of that out there, and I knew that my suspicions were correct.

And that heat and pleasure from being watched, from being desired, built in me all the same.

By the time midday came, I decided to head back to my room to cool off. I needed a cooling shower and a moment to myself, probably to work off some of the tension that had been building all day.

I headed up the path towards my own villa and as I walked I saw the door on the villa next to mine open up.

My first thought about the man who stepped out was that he was wearing clothing. My second was that he was awfully young to be able to afford a place like this. But it was my third that made me stop dead in the middle of the path and gape in amazement.

Because standing right in front of me was my assistant Ryan.

“Hey there Miss,” he said with a grin and his eyes locked onto my face.

I felt so very exposed all at once, pulling my bag over myself to cover up and trying to use my hands to cover whatever remained.

“Ryan,” I hissed in response, “What the hell are you doing here?”

He looked around him with a look on his face that seemed to survey the whole of the space, then turn back to me with a face that said the answer should be obvious, “I’m on vacation.”

“Vacation?” I asked, “Here? Why did you choose to come on vacation here?”

Ryan shrugged, “My family owns this resort and when I was booking your vacation I figured that some time spent here might do me some good too.”

“Your family owns this place?” I asked, my suspicions raised as I tried to shuffle to one side to make my way back to my villa without showing him any more than I already had, “So you know this is a nudist resort.”

“Oh yes,” he said, innocence all over his face except for his eyes which were gleaming with wickedness, “I picked it out special for you.”

Fury welled up in me, I needed to get away from him and I needed to clear my head, “I’m going to my villa. Go back into yours I don’t want you looking at me.”

“I’m on vacation too Miss,” he said, “I’m afraid you can’t order me around here.”

And he was right, though I was starting to questions whether it would be possible to order this man around anywhere. I watched as he reached down to grip his shirt. He drew it over his head and tossed it back into his villa.

Ryan was hard and lean, he had the physique of a young man who cared, who was flush with youth and didn’t want to let his body go to waste. I couldn’t help but stare. I couldn’t help but watch as he unbuckled his pants and let them drop to the ground.

I turned in a huff and stormed off as best as I could, up the path and as fast as possible until I was in my villa and the door was closed behind me. Eyes blazing with the sort of cold fury that I was known for, my whole being vibrating.

But not vibrating with anger.

He was big. He was so fucking big and thick. Ryan had the kind of cock that dreams were made of. He had the kind of cock that would stick in my mind and occupy my thoughts until I had it inside of me.

Try as I might I couldn’t shake it, and the shower I took was almost cold enough to stamp out the fires burning bright inside of me.

I spent the rest of the day desperately trying and failing to avoid him. He was there at lunch just a few tables away. He was at the beach when I arrived. He was constantly in my eyeline and constantly occupying my mind.

And he wasn’t staring at me.

Every other person around us gave me at least a momentary glance, but Ryan didn’t look my way once.

He wasn’t subtle about his attention either. He didn’t do with half-glances or hidden eyes. He took women in with a glare that was equally appraising and withering. He didn’t hide his interest.

But he held none of it for me.

It was infuriating. It was frustrating. For the object of so much ire and so much desire to be so close to me and to treat me like I didn’t even exist. It ruined every single aspect of the day.

For the sun was still as bright. The sand was still as warm. The water still as smooth. The attentions of others still so engaging and yet it wasn’t enough.

I wanted more.

I wanted him.

Dinner that night felt slow and ponderous and droll, even though I could tell it was delicious I could only half-enjoy it while the sight of him luxuriating in these conditions just brought my ire. That stupid little princeling. The king of this castle. The king of any castle he walked in to.

I turned the spoon back and forth in my gelato at the end of my dinner, idly turning it and making a distracted mess of things when he finally approached me.

“Hello Miss,” he said, that gleam of wickedness still present in his eyes as his gaze stayed fixedly above my neck, “I was wondering if you might like to join me for a drink.”

I looked him over, intensely aware that he was towering over me. That he was so strong and firm and virile.

“Yes,” I said, mustering up as much composure as I could while I stood and let him lead me out of the restaurant.

We didn’t speak a word and we didn’t come closer than a hands distance from each other and yet I could feel his presence. I could sense it.

He felt different.

Gone was the lazy assistant I knew. Gone was the sleepy eyes and the slouching posture. In his place was this man, this pillar of masculinity, this dominant figure who commanded attention and respect. And I found myself shifting under it, feeling his authority break me.

He opened the door for the bar to me and ushered me inside, and the moment we stepped in I was frozen by what I saw.

I had expected a bar. Stools and booths and people sitting politely enjoying cocktails.

Instead, I walked into the midst of something carnal and lewd. Bodies everywhere in various states of pleasure. Coupled off or grouped in twos and threes or more. A sea of flesh and passion. A sea of pleasure and physical delights.

Ryan stepped up behind me, his voice in my ear as he whispered to me, “There are restrictions beyond this door but in here anything goes. This is the room where people can work off the pent-up desires that have been building all day. You can do anything in here. With anyone.”

He stepped around me, walking around my frozen figure until he was occupying the whole of my vision. Until I looked into his eyes and saw his gaze travel up and down me. Once. Deliberately.

And my own gaze settled between his legs and he was so stunningly huge and hard I felt the gravity of his cock draw me forward.

He stepped back, pulling me in his wake until we were in the center of the room and all around us were bodies wrapped up in pleasure. But all of them had one eye on the couple in the middle of the room.

“Kneel,” he ordered, and I obeyed.

I kneeled for him and I took him into my mouth. I gave my everything to satisfy him, feeling the thickness of his cock strain at the hinges of my jaw as I struggled to contain him.

He was so big. So thick. So masculine.

The scent of him invaded my nostrils and made me dizzy with it. So dizzy the whole world seemed to spin around me until everyone around us was staring at us. Until all attention was on us fully.

It was only then that he pulled me to my feet. That he spun me away from him and pulled me back to him. Panting and with his arms wrapped around me he held me up for all to see, turning slowly so that everyone could get a look at me.

A look at the woman they had all secretly desired. See her gasping with need. See her begging to be used.

He pushed into me from behind slowly. So achingly slowly.

He pressed me apart and filled me up. I gasped with the pressure building in me, struggling to contain the shaking in my body as I wordlessly begged for more.

“What’s that?” he mocked cruelly, “I don’t think they can hear you.”

“More,” I cried out, “Please fuck me!”

He gave me my desire, burying his cock inside of me with a single vigorous thrust. He fucked into me, holding me suspended in his arms as his hips pistoned into me from behind.

I saw all of those eyes on me and my cheeks burned with shame while my body burned with desire. This was a new level of exposure. This was so far beyond what I could have ever imagined.

And it built a pleasure in my body so much more powerful than I could take. It built a pleasure in me that threatened to bubble over and made fireworks explode behind my eyes.

“People are watching,” he mocked, just loud enough that only I could hear him, “All of them watching this happen to you. No one can look away. No one wants to look away. And you don’t want that either do you? You want them to watch. You love it when they watch. You love to put on a show.

“So put on a show for them. You know you’re close. Let it all go, cum for them and let them all watch. You know you want to. Cum for them Miss. Cum for them and then I’ll cum deep in you and then I’ll take you back to my villa and fuck you all night long. I’ll show you everything I can do to your body but first, you need to cum for them. Cum for them. While they watch you.”

“OH GOD!” I cried out, obeying him in every way and letting the overwhelming pleasure overwhelm me. I let it rush over me and explode, leaving me trembling and tensing as he exploded in me too.

He filled me with his hot stickiness, as he spun me slowly around. As everyone watched.

As I loved every last minute of it.

END


Please enjoy this preview of one of my other works:

TRAPPED OUTSIDE!
Bared And Exposed!

Voices filtered to me through the leaves. Multiple voices, all of them masculine.

I glanced through a gap in the bushes, seeing a bunch of guys gathering in a backyard. They were laughing and chatting, drinking and grilling something while they talked.

All of them were around my age, dressed in preppy sort of clothing that made me think they would fit in perfectly around my office. I could see myself around these guys during the workday, and could just imagine what they would think of me now.

I didn’t have a reputation around the office. I was too quiet and reserved to have anything even approaching a reputation.

What sort of things would my coworkers think of me if they could see me now? Would they expect it? Would they think that I was a closet freak this whole time? Would they think that I had done this all on purpose?

I could just picture these guys noticing me and pulling me through the bushes. Laughing and joking and poking fun at me, pointing out how if I was naked out here I obviously wanted more. That I was asking for people to look. That I loved it.

And the way my thighs squeezed together I think there might have been truth in their words. I think they might have actually not been wrong when they assumed that I loved the attention. I think that I did.

Part of me wanted to go in there and show myself to them. To play the damsel in distress and ask them to help poor little me out. To see what they would do. To see whether they would take advantage or whether I would have to press myself on them. Offer me to them as thanks for using their phone.

All of them. All at once. So many hands on me, pushing me to my knees. So many cocks bobbing in front of me, as I struggled to please them all.

Filling me up. Every hole. Using me until I was aching and begging for more.

Click here if you want to read this entire story!


If you enjoyed this short feel free to let me know!

E.C.Post.Write@gmail.com

or check out all of my other shorts available on my Author Page.
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