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Reader Discretion Advised

This story is strictly for adults only—legal age and a solid tolerance for sexiness required. Inside, you’ll find explicit sex scenes so hot they’ll fog your screen, enough casual nudity to make a nun blush, delightfully inventive swearing and a level of chaotic debauchery so spicy it may well melt your landlord’s cheap-ass WiFi.

If you’re easily offended, secretly judging from your high horse, or currently pretending your life is too wholesome for this kind of filth, swipe away now and save yourself the awkwardness.

For the rest of you glorious disasters: get comfortable, kick your feet up, and settle in for the ride. No regrets—well, maybe a few delicious ones, but hey, reading’s cheaper than dating. Enjoy.


SAMANTHA

Minutes after nine, the office is already humming—Dev tapping away at his station, Samantha sorting through finance reports with quiet focus, Natalie moving between her desk and the concept board with that new, relaxed sway in her hips. Chloe’s here, but she’s been avoiding my eyes this morning. Something’s definitely going on with her.

But I keep glancing at Alysha’s empty chair.

She’s barely ever late. Not even during crunch. I shoot her a quick text around 9:15—hey, everything okay?—and watch the little “delivered” tag sit there, unanswered.

By 10:30 the worry has teeth. I send another: you coming in? need anything? Still nothing. No read receipt. No typing bubbles. Just silence.

I try to work—push a small optimization, review Chloe’s latest mix—but my eyes keep drifting to her desk, to her bag that isn’t there, to the shared monitor that stays dark.

Natalie catches me staring once and gives me a small, sympathetic smile—soft, knowing—before turning back to her sketches. Even that feels wrong. Natalie being gentle with me is new territory.

By eleven I can’t take it anymore. I head to the break room under the pretense of coffee. Chloe’s already there, pouring herself a mug, bare shoulders hunched like she’s carrying weight.

Perfect.

I step in, pull the door mostly shut behind me. “Hey.”

She startles a little, turns, hazel eyes wide and worried. “Hey.”

I lean against the counter, arms crossed to keep my hands from fidgeting. “Alysha’s not coming in. She’s not answering texts. You know what’s going on?”

Chloe’s face crumples—just for a second—before she smooths it back into something carefully neutral. She sets the coffee pot down harder than necessary. “I… can’t really say.”

My stomach knots tighter. “Can’t, or won’t?”

She winces. “Both? I’m sorry, Matt. She’s going through some shit.”

I exhale slowly, trying to keep my voice steady. “It’s Ryan, isn’t it?”

Chloe’s eyes flick away, fingers tightening around her mug. She doesn’t answer, but the silence is answer enough.

“Fuck,” I mutter, rubbing a hand over my face. “How bad?”

“Please don’t ask me any more,” she says quietly, almost pleading. “It’s private. If she hasn’t told you, I shouldn’t. Just—give her space, okay?”

Space.

From me.

I clamp down on the rising anger and worry. “Yeah. Okay.”

Chloe reaches out, squeezes my forearm—warm, quick, reassuring. “She’ll be okay. She’s tough. You know how tough she is.”

I manage a small smile that feels brittle. “Yeah, I do.”

She slips past me, mug in hand, leaving me alone with the hum of the coffee machine and the ache in my chest.

I stare at the empty doorway for a long minute.

Alysha’s out there hurting, and I can’t fix it. Can’t even text her without feeling like I’m crowding her.

I head back to my desk, sink into the chair, and open the commit window.

Code’s easier than feelings.

But even the clean merge can’t drown out the quiet dread settling in my gut.

I really hope she’s okay.

And I really hate that I don’t know.

∆∆∆

Ten minutes later, with exactly zero work done, I glance over at Chloe’s station—she’s hunched over her keyboard, fingers flying, but her posture is tense, worried. I can’t sit here stewing. I need to do something, find some distraction—anything.

I push up again, cross the floor, and drop into the empty chair beside her. She startles, pulls one headphone off.

“Hey,” I say, keeping my voice low. “Change of subject. What about you and Dev? You gonna ask him out any time soon?”

Chloe’s cheeks flush pink instantly, eyes widening. “What? No, are you kidding? Now’s not the right time.”

“Bullshit,” I say, gentle but firm. “Alysha’s miserable, so you can’t be happy? Dev likes you. He’s liked you for months. If you’re not gonna do it today, then when?”

She opens her mouth, closes it, glances around like Dev might overhear us—but the usual tinny thump is coming from his headphones. Her fingers twist in her lap. 

“You’re an asshole when you’re right,” she finally mumbles.

I soften, bump her shoulder with mine—bare skin on bare skin, familiar now. “So I’ve been told. Come on, Chloe. You’ve been walking around the office naked for days now. Asking a sweet, nerdy guy out for coffee? Piece of cake.”

She groans, hiding her face in her hands for a second. “Okay… I can’t believe I’m even considering this… but if I was going to say something—and I’m not saying I am… how would I even do it? I don’t want to scare him off. He already looks like he’s about to bolt every time I smile at him.”

“Coffee,” I say simply. “Ask him if he wants to grab one after work. Low stakes. You’ll both be clothed out there in the real world—that’ll help. And you don’t want to give him too much notice—just an hour or two. Enough for him not to freak, not so much that he starts rehearsing what to say.”

She worries her lower lip, considering. “What if he just says no?”

“Then he says no, and you know. But I’m betting he won’t.”

Chloe glances down at the bag by her chair, the one with her clothes for leaving. “The stuff I brought isn’t even cute. Just jeans and a sweater. I look like a mom running errands.”

I can’t help the smile that tugs at my mouth, despite everything. “Chloe,” I say, voice warm, “You’re gorgeous, with or without your clothes on. Trust me—you’re sexy enough.”

Her blush deepens, but she laughs—soft, surprised, the sound easing something tight in my chest.

“Okay,” she whispers, like she’s convincing herself. “Okay. Coffee. After work.”

I bump her shoulder again. “You got this.”

She nods, small and determined, and slips her headphone back on.

I head back to my desk, the weight still there but lighter, just a fraction.

Alysha’s hurting.

But maybe, just maybe, Chloe’s about to get her happy ending.

And that feels like the least I can do today.

∆∆∆

I stay late, the office emptying around me like a slow exhale. Alysha’s chair sits empty beside mine, a quiet accusation I can’t look at for long, but my apartment’s not much better—silent, cold, full of the same looping thoughts about her that have been gnawing at me all day. Work is easier. Safer. I sink into the code, chasing bugs like they’re the only thing that matters.

Flow state hits hard. I don’t notice the footsteps until a gentle tap lands on my bare shoulder.

Freja.

She’s still here, long and lithe and unfairly beautiful even in the dimmed lights, blonde hair loose over her shoulders, body relaxed in a way that makes the nudity feel almost incidental. Almost. But there’s something off—her usual serene poise is cracked, just a fraction. Her ice-blue eyes are softer, uncertain.

“You okay?” I ask, genuinely startled. “Can I help with anything?”

She smiles—small, grateful—and pulls Alysha’s vacant chair closer, settling into it with those endless legs crossed. “Yes. You can.”

No beating around the bush. She leans in, elbows on her knees, voice low and earnest with that melodic Swedish lilt. “Samantha and I… we talked late into the night at the bar. It felt—” She pauses, searching for the word. “Mutual. I thought so, at least.”

I blink, surprise flickering across my face before I can school it. Samantha? Quiet, buttoned-up Samantha who blushes if you say good morning too loudly?

Freja notices, of course. Her smile turns airy, self-deprecating. “It is fine. We are in different divisions. Lysande’s policy allows relationships between employees who do not directly manage one another. No conflict.”

I swallow. “Good to know.”

She nods, then hesitates—rare for her. “But today… she avoids me. Stays in meetings with Jenna. Takes long lunches. Perhaps it is the nudity?” Her gaze flicks down to her own bare body, then to mine, a question in it. “She is one of the only Americans not to join the program.”

“Yeah,” I manage, lips suddenly dry. “Maybe.”

Freja leans closer, earnest now, eyes wide and pleading in a way that’s completely disarming. “It is not a large favor. But it would make me very grateful. Samantha spoke of you that night—how much she likes you, respects you. If you could ask her… whether she is interested in me. Or in women, even. I thought the feeling was reciprocated, but now I am not certain.”

I’m stunned—both that Sam apparently thinks that highly of me, and that Freja believes I’m the guy to play matchmaker in a potential office romance. But she’s looking at me with those jaw-dropping eyes, vulnerability peeking through the poise, and refusal isn’t an option. Plus, it’s a distraction from the Alysha-shaped hole in my chest.

“I’ll do what I can,” I say.

Her smile blooms—pretty, relieved, radiant. “Thank you.”

She leans in, presses a light kiss to my cheek—soft lips, faint scent of something cool and Nordic—and then she’s gone, long legs carrying her toward the door with that effortless grace.

I sit there a moment longer, cheek tingling, cock giving a lazy twitch I ignore.

The office is truly empty now.

I pack up slowly, mind spinning with new variables: Sam and Freja, Natalie and Lysander, Chloe and Dev… and Alysha, always Alysha, silent and hurting somewhere I can’t reach.

I lock up, lights dimming behind me.

Tomorrow’s another day.

And I still have no idea how any of this ends.

∆∆∆

I wait until I’m home, sprawled on the couch in sweats and a T-shirt, the apartment quiet except for the low hum of the fridge. My neural bud syncs with a soft chime, and I call Samantha before I can talk myself out of it. It’s the first time I’ve ever dialed her outside work hours. The connection clicks, and her face swims into view in that comfortable spot just in front of me—like she’s sitting right there on the coffee table.

“Matt?” Her brow furrows, dark eyes wide with surprise. Her hair is wet, dripping onto the oversized towel wrapped around her, face scrubbed clean of the subtle makeup she wears at the office. She looks younger like this, softer—still very pretty, but vulnerable in a way that tugs at something protective in me. “Did you dial the wrong Sam?”

I laugh awkwardly, rubbing the back of my neck even though she can’t see it. “Nope, right Sam. Sorry to bother you at home. I just wanted to ask you about something.”

She tucks a damp strand of hair behind her ear, settling back—probably on her bed, from the angle. “It’s okay. What’s up?”

I take a breath and dive in, explaining Freja’s visit as gently as I can: the late-night talk under the heat lamps, the mutual vibe Freja thought she felt, the sudden avoidance today. Sam’s eyes widen with every word, color rising in her cheeks.

“And she asked you if I was interested?” she says when I finish, voice small and mortified. “Oh my God, Matt, I’m so sorry.”

I smile, shaking my head. “It’s cool. Honestly. I’m flattered, actually. Apparently you said some pretty nice things about me to her that night.”

Sam blushes deeper, looking down—probably at her hands in her lap. “I… yeah. I might have. You’re just—you’re really kind, you know? Like that time my laptop crashed right before the finance review and you stayed late to help me rebuild the deck from scratch. Jenna would’ve killed me otherwise.” She pauses, voice softening. “And the way you are with Chloe—making her laugh when she’s stressed, or with Dev, listening to him talk about all that stuff he’s into. You’re just… warm. People take it for granted, I think.”

The praise lands warm in my chest, unexpected and needed after today’s worrying about Alysha. My throat tightens a little. “Thanks, Sam. I… think I needed to hear that tonight.”

She smiles—small, shy, genuine. “Anytime.”

I clear my throat. “So. Freja.”

Sam bites her lip, glances away again. “I… okay, yeah. I like her. A lot. She’s so tall and confident and that accent and—” She cuts herself off, embarrassed. “But I didn’t think someone like her would ever… you know. Look at me.”

“You kidding?” I say, incredulous. “You’re gorgeous, Sam. Look at you.”

She blushes harder, pulling the towel higher like it can hide her face. “You’re sweet. But I’m just… me. Awkward curvy girl who still feels like the odd one out at the beach.”

I tilt my head, curious. “Beach?”

She nods, voice going softer, a little stilted like she’s translating feelings from Portuguese in her head. “Back in college, my friends and I would go to the beach a lot. They’d all take their tops off—it’s kind of normal there, you know? Sunbathing topless. Five or six of us, laughing, tanning, boys sometimes coming over to talk.” Her cheeks darken further, but she keeps going, like she’s confessing. “They were all so confident. Beautiful. Long legs, flat stomachs, perfect tits that didn’t sag when they lay back. I never joined in. I was always too scared.”

I can picture it vividly—golden sand, turquoise water, a group of laughing twenty-something women sprawled on colorful towels. Tops discarded, skin kissed by sun, breasts of every shape and size on casual display: small and perky, full and heavy, nipples tightening in the sea breeze. Boys wandering over with easy smiles, drawn like moths. And Sam—curvy, shy Sam—hiding behind fabric, watching her friends flirt and soak up the attention, feeling like she didn’t belong.

The image is warm, sun-soaked, a little wistful.

“You never joined them?” I ask gently.

She shakes her head. “Never. My parents are… strict. Catholic. If any of those pictures got back home…” She trails off, shrugs. “And I was always self-conscious anyway. These—” she gestures vaguely at her chest, towel shifting just enough to hint at the generous weight beneath “—draw enough attention with clothes on. Without? I’d have felt like a spectacle.”

Her voice is soft, a little sad, and I hate it.

“Sam,” I say gently, “you’re allowed to change your mind. About any of it. This new program—it’s really helped Chloe with her confidence. Even helped me and Natalie patch things up. It’s not about being reckless, or showing off. It’s about feeling… free.”

She looks at me for a long moment, eyes searching. “Maybe.”

I smile. “And Freja? She’s into you. Really into you. If the nudity’s making you nervous… maybe it’s because she’s naked and you’re not. That’s weird, I get it. But she’s not putting her clothes on any time soon, so… maybe it’s worth trying. Just once. To see how it feels.”

Sam exhales, slow and shaky. “You think?”

“I know.”

She nods, small and thoughtful, then smiles—brighter this time. “Thanks, Matt. For… everything.”

“Anytime.”

∆∆∆

The call ends, and Sam’s soft, shy smile lingers in the neural afterimage for a second before fading. I lie back on the couch, phone in hand, thumb hovering over Alysha’s name. Still nothing. No read receipt. No typing bubble. Just silence.

I can’t do this tonight—can’t lie here spiraling about her and Ryan and whatever wall she’s built between us.

Instead, I tap the bud behind my ear, the familiar cool tingle spreading through my skull like frost on glass. Reality blurs at the edges, then dissolves entirely, pulling me into the vast, star-strewn expanse of neuralspace. It’s always a rush—the way the world folds away, leaving me weightless, adrift in a cosmos built from data and dreams.

I float there for a second, orienting. The space stretches infinite around me: galaxies swirling in vibrant spirals, each one a hub of content, pulsing with light and invitation. Social feeds spin slowly, news streams streak by as comets, shopping clusters glow with holographic ads that whisper temptations as I pass. 

But I’m not here for any of that. 

I think my intent—porn—and the galaxy responds, pulling me toward the adult quadrant, a distant cluster glowing with sultry red and purple hues, stars twinkling like winking eyes.

Focusing a little more, I reach out—thought is motion here—and push forward, gliding through the stars. Nebulae swirl past in slow, sensual motion—pink and violet clouds of hundreds of thousands of amateur girls touching themselves, golden clusters of couples tangled together, crimson supernovas pulsing with heat. I catch sight of of blowjobs, anal, bondage, every fetish catalogued and tagged in shimmering light.

But I’m searching for something specific. Samantha’s story lingers in my mind—the beach, her friends topless and carefree, laughter echoing over waves. Dark hair, sun-kissed skin, that effortless sensuality. I focus the thought, and the galaxy shifts, guiding me toward a solar system with a single bright star.

A small, lush planet spins slowly ahead: turquoise water, golden sand, palm fronds whispering in a perpetual breeze. Three women lounge on oversized towels, topless and glorious, skin tones ranging from warm olive to deep caramel. Dark hair spills over shoulders and backs. Breasts full and natural, moving with every laugh and stretch.

Perfect.

I dive.

The transition is seamless—gravity returns gently, warm sand under my feet, salt breeze on my skin, sun hot on my shoulders. The women look up as I land beside their towels, eyes lighting with playful interest.

The first—Sofia, the bud fills in helpfully—has a silver barbell piercing through each nipple, the metal catching the light as her full breasts shift when she sits up. Her hair is black and wavy, falling to mid-back, skin a rich olive.

Next to her, Isabella stretches languidly, tan lines stark white against golden skin—pale triangles over her breasts, a neat stripe low on her hips where a bikini bottom once sat. Her breasts are heavy, swaying as she props herself on elbows, dark nipples tight in the breeze.

Maria is shyest—hair straight and ink-black, skin the deepest caramel, eyes wide and curious behind long lashes. Her breasts are the fullest of the three, soft and round, nipples dark and pebbled, a faint flush on her cheeks as she smiles at me.

“Olá,” Sofia says, voice warm and accented, reaching out to trail fingers down my arm. “You look like you could use some company.”

Isabella laughs, low and throaty, rolling onto her side so her breasts press together. “Or we could use yours.”

Maria bites her lip, eyes dropping to my cock—already fully hard, curving up toward my stomach. “He’s… big,” she whispers, half to herself, half to her friends.

I grin, dropping to the sand between them, the warmth seeping into my skin. “Ladies. Mind if I join?”

Sofia’s hand slides to my thigh, piercing glinting as she leans in. “We’d insist.”

The girls are up for anything—eager, playful, their laughter warm and inviting as they pull me down onto the sun-warmed towel between them. The tech is bewildering if I think too hard about it: a recorded echo of real women’s personalities and performances, layered with just enough light AI to keep things fluid, all wrapped around molecule-accurate body scans. The longer you linger, the more the original actresses earn, without ever lifting a finger. Slick.

I lose myself in Isabella first, the relief of it washing over me like cool water after a long, burning day. Here, in neuralspace, the rules bend to whatever I want: no refractory period, no limits, just endless stamina and the freedom to let go completely. I pin her down on the warm sand, her golden skin slick with sweat and sunscreen, tan lines framing those heavy breasts like an invitation. She laughs up at me, throaty and delighted, dark hair fanned out beneath her.

“Someone’s eager tonight,” she teases, accent curling around the words like smoke. “Come on then, cariño—ruin me.”

I do.

I fuck her slow at first, savoring the tight, wet heat of her, the way her legs wrap around my waist and pull me deeper. She gasps my name—“fuck, Matt!”—and arches beneath me, breasts bouncing with every thrust. The other two watch from their towels, Sofia idly twisting her nipple piercings, Maria biting her lip as her fingers trail lazy circles over her own thigh.

But slow doesn’t last. I speed up, pounding into her hard enough that the sand shifts beneath us, her moans rising sharp and sweet. “Sí—yes—like that—harder—”

I come the first time with a groan, buried deep, flooding her with heat that feels endless. She clenches around me, milking every drop, then laughs breathlessly when I don’t soften, just keep thrusting through the aftershocks.

“Again?” she gasps, eyes wide and gleaming. “You trying to drown me, baby?”

“Something like that,” I growl, flipping her onto her stomach, pulling her hips up so her ass is in the air, tan lines stark white against golden skin. I slide back in—wet, sloppy now from my cum—and fuck her harder, watching it leak out around my cock with every stroke.

She pushes back to meet me, moaning into the towel, fingers clawing at the sand. “Fill me up, Matt—give me everything—”

I do. Again and again.

Second load, third, fourth—I lose count. Each time I come, it’s thicker, hotter, pumping into her until her pussy can’t hold it all. It starts to push back against me, forcing my cock out with wet, obscene pressure, cum gushing out in thick streams down her thighs, pooling beneath her on the sand.

Isabella collapses forward when I finally pull out, rolling onto her back with a breathless, incredulous laugh. “Dios mío,” she gasps, looking down at herself. Cum is everywhere—leaking from her swollen, fucked-open pussy in slow, creamy rivers, coating her inner thighs, splattered across her stomach and breasts. “Look at this mess! My pussy cannot hold it all!”

Sofia and Maria crawl over, giggling, eyes bright with mischief. Sofia scoops a thick dollop from Isabella’s thigh, brings it to her lips, and licks it clean with exaggerated relish. “Mmm. Salty. Could use a little lime.”

Maria, shyer but no less eager, dips two fingers deep into Isabella’s overflowing pussy, pulling out a long, sticky strand. She sucks it off her fingers with a soft moan. “So much,” she whispers, accent thick and sweet. “You really filled her up, Matt.”

Isabella props herself on her elbows, her smile wide and genuinely amused. “I can’t believe how much you pumped into me, baby. It’s still coming out!” She reaches down, scoops a handful from between her legs, and tries to lick it—only to grimace and spit it out with a dramatic shudder. “Ay, sandy!”

The girls dissolve into laughter, Sofia and Maria helping clean her up with their tongues and fingers—scooping cum from her pussy, her thighs, her breasts, licking it off each other with playful, filthy enthusiasm. Maria even leans down to lap directly at Isabella’s leaking cunt, making her squirm and moan all over again.

I watch, cock still hard and glistening, grinning like an idiot.

Here, everything’s simple.

No worries. No guilt. No silence from Alysha.

Just sun and sand and three gorgeous women who want exactly what I’m giving.

Sofia’s eyes glint with wicked challenge as she arches her back, pushing those full, pierced breasts toward me. “Come on, Matt,” she purrs, Spanish accent curling around my name like smoke. “You’ve been staring at these all night. Play with them. I dare you.”

I don’t need asking twice.

I shift over her on the warm sand, straddling her thighs, cock still hard and slick from Isabella’s mess. Sofia’s olive skin glows under the sun, piercings catching the light—silver barbells threaded clean through each dark nipple, the metal cool against my fingers when I brush them first.

She shivers, biting her lip. “Don’t be gentle.”

In real life, I’d be careful—slow tugs, testing pressure. Here, there’s no risk, no pain, no worries. So I’m a little rougher than I’d ever dare be outside neuralspace.

I pinch one barbell between thumb and forefinger, twist slow and firm. Sofia gasps, back bowing off the towel, breasts thrusting higher. I tug—sharp, deliberate—pulling the nipple outward until the skin stretches taut, the piercing glinting as it lifts her whole breast with it.

“Fuck—yes—” she moans, legs spreading wider beneath me, hips rolling up like she’s already fucking the air. “Harder.”

I oblige. Roll the barbell between my fingers, tug again—harder this time—then flick the metal with my thumb so it vibrates against her sensitive tip. She squeals, high and delighted, hands flying to grip my wrists but not to stop me—just to hold on.

“Like that?” I growl, leaning down to drag my tongue over the other piercing, teeth closing around the barbell and pulling until her nipple stretches out. She writhes, sand shifting under us, thighs clenching around my hips.

“Love it—don’t stop—oh Dios—”

I switch sides, mouth hot and wet on one nipple while my fingers torment the other—twisting, tugging, flicking in quick, ruthless rhythm. Her breasts are heavy in my hands, soft flesh yielding around the hard metal, nipples swollen and dark from the attention. Every rough pull draws another squeal, another desperate roll of her hips.

Isabella and Maria watch, giggling and touching themselves lazily—fingers circling clits, scooping leftover cum from Isabella’s skin to taste with shared, filthy smiles.

Sofia’s close already—I can feel it in the way her body tenses, thighs trembling, breath coming in sharp little pants. I double down: teeth clamping gently on one barbell while I twist the other hard, pulling until her nipple is stretched to its limit, then releasing so it snaps back.

She comes with a broken cry—back arching clear off the sand, breasts thrusting into my hands, whole body shaking as the orgasm rips through her. Her legs lock around my waist, heels digging into my ass, pulling me closer even though I’m not inside her. Wetness floods between her thighs, soaking the towel beneath us.

I keep going through it—lighter now, teasing flicks and soft tugs to drag it out until she’s whimpering, oversensitive and laughing breathlessly.

“Fuck, baby,” she gasps, pressing a hand to her tit. “So good, but so intense!”

I release her nipples—red and swollen, piercings gleaming with saliva—and grin down at her flushed, blissful face. “You loved it.”

She collapses back, chest heaving, breasts bouncing with every laugh. “I really did. Fuck.”

Sofia and Isabella exchange a glance—wicked, conspiratorial—then turn their attention to Maria, who’s still flushed and shy, fingers tracing idle patterns in the sand beside her towel.

“Come on, Maria,” Sofia coos, crawling over to nuzzle her neck, pierced nipples brushing Maria’s arm. “He’s been so generous with us. Don’t leave him wanting.”

Isabella joins in, pressing a soft kiss to Maria’s shoulder. “Sí, cariño. Let him have you. We’ll help.”

Maria’s cheeks bloom hot pink, spreading down her neck to her chest. She bites her lip, eyes darting to me—wide, nervous, but unmistakably eager. “I—I’m saving my pussy for marriage,” she whispers, voice trembling with that sweet, accented shyness. “But… you can have my ass. If you want.”

The words hit like a spark straight to my cock. I groan, already moving closer, hand sliding up her thigh. A subtle banner floats into view overhead—soft glow, tasteful font—advertising Maria’s wedding defloration scene, complete with veil and bouquet, her white dress tucked neatly under her tanned tits. I flick it away with a thought, amused. At least the ads here are classy.

I shift settings with another thought: this orgasm will be real. When I come, I’ll wake up spent and sticky in my actual bed, ready to crash into proper sleep.

Maria rolls onto her stomach, lifting her hips shyly, presenting that perfect, caramel ass—round and firm, cheeks parting just enough to show the tight, dark pucker between. I kneel behind her, hands spreading her gently, thumbs tracing the smooth skin.

“Can I call you Sam?” I ask, voice rough.

The girls burst into giggles—Sofia delighted, Isabella teasing. “Oh, he has a crush!” Sofia sings. “Someone in real life, sí?”

“Definitely,” Isabella agrees, leaning in to kiss Maria’s—Sam’s—shoulder. “Look how gentle he is now.”

I let them tease, heat flooding my face even here. I don’t really fancy Sam—not like that—but she is fucking hot, and it just feels right in this moment, intimate.

Maria glances back at me over her shoulder, blushing deeper but nodding. “Yes… call me Sam. I will be her for you, darling.”

I lean down, press a kiss to the small of her back, then higher, tasting salt and warm skin. My cock nudges between her cheeks—thick, slick from earlier play—and I ease forward slow, careful, letting her adjust. She’s impossibly tight, hot velvet gripping me inch by inch as I sink in, her soft whimpers music against the crash of waves.

“Relax, Sam,” I murmur, one hand stroking her hip, the other reaching under to circle her clit gently. “I’ve got you.”

She pushes back, taking me deeper, breath hitching. “It’s—so much—”

Sofia and Isabella settle on either side, stroking her hair, kissing her neck, whispering encouragement in Spanish too quick for me to follow but soft enough to soothe.

I start to move—slow, deep strokes that make her gasp and clutch the towel. The tightness is exquisite, every thrust dragging along sensitive walls, her ass clenching around me like it never wants to let go. I speed up gradually, hips snapping harder, the slap of skin on skin mixing with her rising moans.

“Fuck, Sam—your ass is perfect,” I groan, leaning over her, one hand braced beside her head, the other still rubbing her clit in tight circles. “So tight—so hot—gonna fill you up.”

She whimpers my name in return, pushing back to meet every thrust, body trembling under me.

The pressure builds fast and fierce, coiling low in my spine. I drive deeper, harder, chasing it—her ass gripping me, her moans turning desperate, the other girls’ soft laughter and encouragement fading to background as everything narrows to this.

I come with a guttural groan, buried to the hilt, pulsing deep inside her—hot, thick ropes flooding her tanned little ass until it feels endless. She clenches around me, milking every drop, her own soft cry muffled into the towel as my orgasm triggers a smaller one in her.

The beach fades—sun and sand dissolving into warm darkness.

I wake in my real bed, sheets twisted, cock spent and sticky against my stomach, cum cooling on my skin.

A stupidly satisfied smile spreads across my face.

For the first time all week, I fall asleep fast and deep.

∆∆∆

I come in a little late on purpose, dragging my feet through the lobby, half-hoping Alysha’s already at her desk when I swipe through—ponytail swinging, blue eyes flicking up with that familiar smirk, like nothing’s wrong. Like yesterday didn’t happen.

But the floor is quiet when the elevator doors open, and her station sits empty—monitor dark, chair pushed in too neatly, the absence of her bag like a punch to the gut. I stand there a second longer than I should, staring through the glass doors, sadness settling heavy in my chest.

I head to the bathrooms to change, shoulders tight.

And that’s when I see Sam.

She’s hovering outside the men’s room door, fully dressed in a soft gray sweater and dark jeans that hug her curves, arms crossed tight over her chest. Her dark hair is loose today, framing her face, and her eyes are wide, nervous—big and brown and fixed on me the second I round the corner.

“Finally,” she whispers, relief flooding her voice.

I stop short, bag slung over my shoulder. “Finally what?”

She glances up and down the empty hallway, then steps closer, voice dropping even lower. “I’ve been up all night thinking about it—the nudity thing. And I decided… it’s now or never. The Swedes leave end of this week, and Freja—” Her cheeks flush deep rose. “There’s no way someone that gorgeous comes around again. Not for me. Not in this lifetime.”

I nod slowly, processing. “So you’re…?”

“I’m doing it,” she says, firm but trembling. “Today. But I got here and freaked out. Everyone else is already in there, and I can’t—I can’t walk out alone. Not the first time.” She bites her lip, eyes pleading. “Will you… help me get changed?”

I freeze. “Help you… how, exactly?”

Sam winces, reading my mind. “Not like that. Nothing sexual, I swear. I just—” She exhales shakily. “I need a friend who’s done this before. Someone I trust. And it’d feel weirder doing it with one of the girls, since I’m… you know. Into girls.”

I blink, piecing it together. “So you want… what, a bit of moral support? Advice?”

“Yes,” she says, relief softening her features. “Exactly. It’s a trust thing. I like you. I trust you. I just need someone to make it feel… less huge. Less like I’m about to walk into the lion’s den alone.”

I glance at the hallway—still empty—then at the men’s room door. “I mean, I’m down to help, but changing in the hall would be kind of weird.”

Her blush deepens, but she nods. “That’s why I was hoping… I could share a stall with you? In there?” She jerks her chin toward the door, voice barely above a whisper.

My pulse kicks up, surprise and something warmer mixing in my chest. Sam—shy, buttoned-up Sam—asking me to share a bathroom stall with her while she strips naked for the first time. Trusting me that much.

“Yeah,” I say, voice steady even as my mind races. “Of course.”

Relief floods her face. She follows me in, footsteps soft behind mine. The bathroom is empty—thank God—and I lead her to the largest stall at the end, holding the door open for her. She slips inside, I follow, and she locks it with trembling fingers.

The click echoes.

We’re alone now, in the small, tiled space—her back to the door, me facing her, both still clothed, bags at our feet.

She turns, takes a shaky breath, and meets my eyes.

“Okay,” she whispers, voice small but determined. “Let’s do this.”

I glance at her—nervous, beautiful Sam with her damp hair and wide eyes—and feel a sudden, protective tenderness settle over me. “Would you prefer I go first?”

She nods quickly, a shaky breath escaping her lips. “Yes. Please.”

I smile, soft and reassuring, and start stripping. The movements are practiced now—shirt over my head, folded neatly on the bench; jeans unbuttoned and stepped out of, socks balled inside the shoes. I’m down to my boxers in seconds, and then I hesitate.

My cock is soft, hanging heavy against my thigh, but this week has taught me one brutal lesson: control is an illusion. One stray thought, one glimpse of bare skin, and it’s game over.

I meet her eyes, deciding honesty is the only way through this. “Sam… just so you’re aware—I can’t always control what happens down there. We’re friends helping each other out. You’re gay, I’m straight, nothing’s going to happen. But you’re very pretty, and when you get naked… I might notice. It’s just biology. Doesn’t mean anything. If that’s not cool, we can stop right now.”

She bites her lip, cheeks flushing deeper, but her smile is nervous and genuine. “I… actually thought about that already. And it’s totally fine. I just felt awkward bringing it up in case, well—” She laughs softly, self-conscious. “In case you didn’t get hard. That would’ve been embarrassing.”

I shake my head, chuckling despite the tension. “Come on. You must know you’re gorgeous.”

She ducks her head, pleased but still shy, hair falling forward to curtain her face. “Thanks.” A pause, then quieter: “This’ll actually be the first guy’s cock I’ve ever seen in real life. I’ve seen plenty of girls, obviously, but… never a cock. Is it weird if I’m… curious? Just to see what it looks like?”

“Not weird at all,” I say, warmth spreading through me at her trust. “Perfectly normal.”

She exhales, steadying herself, and meets my eyes again. “Ready?”

I nod, thumbs hooked in the waistband of my boxers. “Last chance to change your mind.”

Sam shakes her head, eyes bright with nerves and determination. “No. I want to do this. Just… go slow?”

I nod and slide the boxers down.

My cock springs free, soft but heavy, hanging thick between my thighs. Sam’s eyes widen instantly, a soft, startled inhale escaping her lips.

“Oh my God,” she whispers, staring openly. “It’s… a lot bigger than I expected.”

The compliment lands warm in my chest, and my cock gives an involuntary twitch, lifting slightly. Sam’s gaze snaps to the motion, and she lets out a high, nervous giggle.

“It moves?”

“Yeah,” I say, grinning despite the heat crawling up my neck. “It moves.”

To prove it, I tense the muscles at the base—just a little—and make it wobble side to side. Sam bursts into laughter, clapping a hand over her mouth, eyes crinkling at the corners.

“That’s so funny,” she says, voice muffled behind her fingers. “I’m jealous. Girls can’t do that.”

I laugh with her, the tension easing a fraction. “Hey, you get multiple orgasms. I’d trade for that in a second.”

“So… it gets even bigger?” she asks, curiosity winning over embarrassment, eyes still locked below my waist.

I nod. “Usually when I see a naked girl.”

Sam’s smile turns shy but pleased. “Good thing we’ve got one here, then. Oh…” She looks a little self-conscious. “I’m not wearing a bra. Just so you know.”

She takes a steadying breath, fingers curling into the hem of her sweater. I stay quiet, giving her space, letting her set the pace. She pulls it up and over her head in one smooth motion, dark hair tumbling back down around her shoulders.

And there they are.

Sam’s breasts are bigger than anyone else’s in the office—bigger even than the three pornstars I lost myself in last night. They’re beautifully round, full and heavy, sitting high on her chest with a gentle, natural sway as she moves. The skin is smooth and warm-toned, a soft caramel glow under the bathroom lights, nipples a darker rose-brown, wide areolas blending seamlessly into the surrounding curves. They’re perfect—soft yet firm, the kind of breasts that make you want to bury your face in them and never come up for air.

She notices me staring—of course she does—and her arms twitch like she wants to cover up, but she forces them down.

“Sorry,” she says, voice small as her nipples tighten visibly in the cool air, pebbling into hard little peaks. “It’s the AC. Happens every time.”

I smile, soft and genuine. “Hey, you said it was cool if I got hard. Turnabout’s fair play.”

She laughs again, quieter this time, some of the tension leaving her shoulders. “Okay, thanks.”

Her hands move to her jeans next—button undone, zipper down, the denim sliding over her hips with a soft rustle. She bends to push them down her legs, breasts hanging heavy and swaying with the motion, and steps out carefully. The jeans join the sweater in her bag.

Then she hooks her thumbs into her panties, hesitates one last heartbeat, and slides them down.

I get my first glimpse of Sam’s pussy—and it’s beautiful.

She’s mostly unshaven, just neatly trimmed—a soft, shiny black curl of hair that frames her mound like dark silk, pretty and natural, inviting rather than wild. The curls look impossibly soft, catching the light as she shifts. Below them, her outer lips are full and plush, the same warm caramel as the rest of her, parting just slightly to hint at the delicate pink within.

My cock reacts instantly—thickening, rising, engorging to almost twice its soft size in a slow, steady lift until it’s standing hard and proud against my stomach.

Sam’s mouth drops open a fraction, eyes wide. “That is so… weird…” she breathes, then catches herself and giggles self-consciously. “I mean—it’s really cool! Just… weird seeing it happen for the first time. Thank you for showing me, though. I’m really glad I’m not doing this alone.” She reaches out tentatively and squeezes my hand.

I squeeze hers back, gently. “You’re doing great, Sam. And you look incredible.”

She squeezes back, eyes shining with nerves and gratitude and something warmer.

We stand there a moment—two friends, naked in a bathroom stall, hearts beating fast. Her eyes drop to my cock again—now fully hard, curving up toward my stomach—and her lips part in quiet fascination. She hesitates, fingers twisting together in front of her, then blurts it out in a rush.

“Can I… touch it?”

I blink, caught off guard. “Touch it?”

She nods quickly, cheeks flaming. “Not, like, jerk you off or anything. Just… touch. I’m really curious. The head looks so sensitive, and I’ve literally never—” She gestures vaguely, laughing at herself. “I’ve never been this close to one. I just want to know what it feels like.”

I hesitate—not because I don’t want her to, but because the head really is sensitive. “I mean, I’m up for it,” I say hastily, trying to keep my voice steady, “but… yeah, it usually needs a bit of warming up first. Or at least some lube.”

Sam’s face falls, disappointment flickering across it. Then her eyes brighten. “Wait—will hand cream do?” She digs into her bag, pulling out a small tube of something vanilla-scented. “I always carry it. Dry hands from typing all day.”

I can’t help the surprised smile. “Yeah. Sure. If you really want to do this.”

She nods, earnest and eager. “It’s literally the only time I’m ever going to get up close and personal with a cock. I’m just curious. Promise.”

I step back a little, giving her space to decide. She squirts a generous dollop into her palms, rubbing them together to warm it, the soft vanilla scent filling the small stall. Then—slow, careful—she reaches out.

Her fingertips brush the head first, feather-light, tracing the ridge with wide-eyed wonder. I inhale sharply; even through the cream, the touch is electric, sending a shiver straight down my spine.

“Oh,” she whispers, eyes flicking up to mine. “It’s so soft here. Like… velvet. But warm.”

I nod, voice rough. “Yeah. That’s the most sensitive part.”

She gets a little braver, fingers circling the head gently, exploring the flare, the slit where pre-cum beads anew. Her touch is curious, clinical almost—testing texture, pressure, watching my reactions like she’s taking mental notes. When I twitch involuntarily, she giggles, high and nervous.

“It jumped again.”

“Told you it moves,” I say, grinning despite the heat building low in my gut.

She wraps her hand around the shaft next—loose at first, then firmer, weighing it in her palm like she’s judging ripeness at the market. “Heavy,” she murmurs, sliding down to the base, then back up. Her other hand cups my balls gently, rolling them with the same careful curiosity. “These too. So… delicate.”

I groan softly, hips shifting. “Not that delicate.”

She laughs again, softer this time, and gives them a gentle squeeze—experimental, not sexual. “They move too. Everything moves.”

It’s not erotic, not really—just sweet, awkward exploration. Her touch is light, reverent, like she’s discovering something fascinating rather than trying to get me off. And I’m enjoying it more than I expected: the trust in her eyes, the way she’s letting me see this vulnerable, curious side of her.

Finally satisfied, she lets go, wiping her hands on a tissue from her bag. Her blush is deep now, spreading down her neck. “Thank you,” she whispers. “I swear I wasn’t planning that. I’ve just… honestly never seen one before.”

I smile, cock still hard and glistening with hand cream. “Happy to be of service.”

She laughs quietly, then glances down at herself—still naked, breasts rising and falling fast, nipples tight from the cool air or nerves or both. “You know… if you want,” she says, voice shy again, “you could always touch my boobs. I mean, I know it’s not the same—you’ve probably touched loads of girls—but apparently they’re stupidly massive, and… I don’t know. In case you were curious too. Or I can owe you the favor for later.”

The offer lands soft and genuine, and warmth floods my chest. “I’d actually love that,” I say, honest. “They are outstanding, Sam. Way bigger than any girl’s I’ve ever touched.”

She blushes harder, but her smile is pleased, self-conscious in the sweetest way. “Okay. Feel free to… you know, touch the nipples if you want.”

I step closer, hands rising slow—giving her every chance to change her mind. She doesn’t. My palms settle under her breasts first, lifting gently, feeling the weight—heavy, soft, warm, spilling over my hands even as I support them. They’re fuller than I imagined, round and perfect, skin like silk against my fingertips.

She shifts slightly. “It tickles,” she mumbles, but doesn’t pull away.

I smile, thumbs brushing over her nipples—slow circles, feeling them harden further under my touch, dark rose-brown peaks tightening against the center of my palms. I squeeze gently, kneading the soft flesh, marveling at how they fill my hands and more, how they move with every breath.

“God, Sam,” I murmur, voice low. “You’re incredible.”

She lets me explore—palming, squeezing, tracing the curves—until I’m satisfied, until the curiosity is sated and all that’s left is quiet wonder.

We both take a deep breath at the same time.

“Right,” I say, stepping back, smile tugging at my lips. “Time to go to work?”

Sam laughs—soft, surprised, like she’d forgotten where we are. “Work! Right, okay.” She glances around, almost reaching for her clothes before catching herself, realizing. “Can’t believe I’m going to walk out there with my tits and ass hanging out.”

I chuckle, unlocking the stall door. “You look fucking gorgeous, Sam. Freja’s not gonna know what hit her. Especially if she rounds the corner and you hit her with those boobs first.”

Sam gasps, mock-scandalized, but laughs anyway—bright and real. “Asshole. I’m beginning to see what Alysha meant about you not knowing when to quit.”

The name lands soft between us, a quiet reminder. I force a grin, hold the door open for her, and squeeze her hand when she reaches for mine—warm, steady, supportive.

This is her moment.

Her first nude walkout.

I’m here for her.

Side by side.

∆∆∆

The hallway is empty—thank God—and I wait for her just outside the bathroom door, heart thudding in a weird mix of pride and protectiveness. When she emerges, it’s like the air shifts.

Sam looks amazing.

Her dark hair falls loose over her shoulders, framing the rich caramel of her skin, the generous swell of her breasts swaying softly with each tentative step. Those incredible tits—full, round, impossibly heavy—bounce just enough to draw the eye, dark nipples tight from nerves or cool air or both. 

Her waist nips in before flaring to wide hips and that perfect, curvy ass, thighs brushing together as she walks. The soft black curls between her legs catch the light, neat and natural, a pretty contrast to smooth skin everywhere else. She’s carrying nothing but her bag slung over one shoulder, chin high even though her cheeks are flushed rose.

She’s radiant. Terrified and radiant.

I fall into step beside her, close enough to offer support without crowding. “You’ve got this,” I murmur.

She gives me a small, shaky smile. “Don’t let me fall over.”

“Never.”

We round the corner into the main floor.

The office goes quiet in waves—first Chloe, who spots us and breaks into a huge, delighted grin; then Dev, whose head snaps up so fast his hoodie slips back; then the Swedes in the recliners, Freja’s ice-blue eyes widening dramatically.

But my brain snags on Dev.

Dev is naked.

Dev—who I would have bet my entire salary would be the last human on earth to try this—is sitting at his station completely bare, skin flushed from collarbones to thighs, lean runner’s build on full display. His cock—surprisingly respectable, soft but thick—rests against his thigh like it’s no big deal. And Chloe is right next to him, their bare shoulders touching, her hand resting casually on his knee under the desk.

Their date must have gone really fucking well.

I bite back a laugh, warmth and amusement flooding me. Good for them. Good for turtle Dev, finally out of his shell.

But Freja’s reaction steals the show.

She’s lounging with the remaining Swedes, long legs stretched out, that perfect landing strip drawing the eye irresistibly. But the second Sam steps fully into view, Freja’s jaw drops—literally, mouth parting in open surprise. Her ice-blue eyes widen, raking over Sam’s body with undisguised hunger: the heavy sway of those incredible breasts, the curve of her hips, the soft dark curls between her thighs.

Freja excuses herself in a rush and stands, striding over with that effortless grace. Sam stops when she reaches her, the two of them face to face: Freja tall and Nordic-pale, blonde hair spilling over bare shoulders; Sam shorter, curvaceous, skin like warm caramel glowing under the lights.

I can’t hear what they’re saying—voices low, heads close—but Sam’s face lights up, a shy, radiant smile breaking through the nerves. Freja reaches out, brushes a strand of hair from Sam’s cheek, and Sam leans into the touch just a fraction.

A small, traitorous part of my brain conjures the image unbidden: Freja’s lithe, model body pressed against Sam’s softer curves—pale skin on dark, long blonde hair tangled with Sam’s black waves, those massive breasts crushed against Freja’s smaller, firmer ones. Freja’s fingers in Sam’s curls, Sam’s hands on Freja’s narrow hips, mouths—

I shut it down fast, but not before my cock gives an interested twitch.

Sam probably wouldn’t mind me thinking it. Hell, I basically played Cupid for both of them—Dev and Chloe, Freja and Sam. If they all end up happy, I’ll take the assist.

Sam glances over her shoulder at me, eyes shining, and mouths thank you.

I nod, grinning, and head to my desk—still empty beside me, Alysha’s absence a quiet ache I push aside.

The office hums back to life around us, but everything feels different now.

Brighter.

Like maybe, just maybe, we’re all finding our way.


promise not to hate me

Alysha & Chloe 
January 24, 2029 – 11:38 PM

Alysha: hey

i’m alive

sort of

Chloe: OH MY GOD

ALY

i’ve been so worried

are you okay??

what happened??

Alysha: it’s over

i told him

everything

and he moved out

wanted the ring back

my finger feels naked without it

which is fucking ironic

given how all this started

Chloe: oh babe

i’m so sorry

i can’t even imagine how much this sucks

like actually can’t

Alysha: yeah

i helped him carry the boxes to his car

like a fucking idiot

Chloe: i wish i could hug you

or bring you wine

or both

Alysha: both would be good

but i’m not great company right now

also

this is kinda random but

(sorry i just have to say this)

if you hadn’t walked in naked that day

maybe none of this ever happens

like if you’d just kept your clothes on

everything could have just stayed the same

Chloe: …

yeah

maybe

i’m sorry

Alysha: it’s okay

it’s not really your fault

just one of those domino things

but yeah

maybe a little bit your fault

Chloe: i’ll take the blame if it helps

i feel awful

Alysha: don’t

i’m the one who fucked everything up

Chloe: are you coming back to work soon?

we all miss you like crazy

Alysha: talked to jenna

got extended wfh

i can push commits from home

no plans to come in anytime soon

Chloe: i get it

but we’re really gonna miss you

the floor feels weird without you

Alysha: when you say “we”

do you mean matt

Chloe: i didn’t

i genuinely meant all of us

but yeah

he’s been like a lost puppy

checking your desk every morning

he’s worried sick

and he still doesn’t know what’s going on

Alysha: don’t

please

i can’t think about him right now

it’s all too fucking raw

every time i think about matt i think about ryan

and how i ruined everything

Chloe: okay

i’m sorry

but babe

can i say something

and you promise not to hate me

Alysha: no promises

but go ahead

Chloe: i’m gonna say it anyway

because i love you

and someone has to

yes you were engaged

yes you were supposed to get married

but honestly

really honestly

now that you have nothing to lose by telling the truth

was ryan your forever person?

the one you couldn’t imagine life without?

because from everything you ever told me

you guys didn’t even have that much in common

you liked different movies

different music

different food

kids weren’t even the only thing

they were just the biggest

and forgive me but

i watched you stay late literally all the time just to hang out with matt

not even crunch

not even builds

just because

everyone who walks onto our floor assumes you two are together

you basically admitted you’d be dating if you were single

so yeah this fucking sucks right now

like it really really sucks

but maybe in ten years

you’ll look back and be glad it happened

Alysha: are you serious right now

my fiancé just left me

took the ring

moved out

and you’re telling me it’s for the best

because of matt

fuck you chloe

seriously

thanks for the moral support

really feeling the love

Chloe: i’m not saying it’s for the best

i’m saying maybe there’s a reason

and i’d be a shittier friend if i didn’t tell you the truth

even if it hurts

Alysha: i’d prefer a shittier friend right now

to be honest

one who doesn’t kick me when i’m down

Chloe: i’m not kicking you

i’m trying to help

and i’m sorry

but i’m not gonna watch you isolate yourself

ice out your friends

break matt’s heart on top of everything else

he just looks wrecked

he still doesn’t even know what’s wrong

you owe him a conversation

at least

Alysha: kindly fuck off

i don’t need this

not from you

Chloe: i’ll go

but i’m still here

when you pull your head out of your ass

and need your friends back

Alysha: yeah bye

Chloe: i love you

even when you’re being a dick


The story continues... 
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The Nudist Office - Complete Season One Boxset

CONTAINS EXCLUSIVE BONUS CHAPTER! Willowy Nordic blonde Freja and shy Japanese wife Kaori turn the skies steamy aboard their boss's private jet—available only in this complete season boxset.

Episode One: Chloe

Shy composer Chloe stuns the team by going nude first, igniting curiosity that leads to an unforgettable, passion-filled night with Matt.

Episode Two: Alysha & Chloe

Jealous sparks fly when fiercely competitive Alysha sheds her clothes next, daring Matt and Chloe into a breathless, boundary-shattering encounter none of them can resist.

Episode Three: Jenna

Composed studio boss Jenna watches her team transform before finally surrendering to the intimacy sweeping through the office.

Episode Four: Natalie

Guarded artist Natalie wrestles with insecurities—until an unexpected connection with the billionaire owner himself strips her defenses bare.

Episode Five: Samantha

Reserved finance manager Samantha discovers courage—and scorching mutual attraction—with a confident female Nordic visitor.

Episode Six: Alysha

Nothing prepares Matt for the day Alysha’s engagement implodes—and years of suppressed hunger finally explodes between them.
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Get Your Hands Dirty: How to Write Romance that Hits Hard and Sells Big!

Feel like trying this yourself? Ready to craft sexy, addictive romances that make readers stay up all night—and actually climb the bestseller charts?

Juliette Jaysen pulls back the curtain on the craft that’s made her readers fall hard. No fluff. No gatekeeping. Just battle-tested tools, real examples, and the kind of straight-talking advice that feels like a late-night chat with your sharpest writer friend.

Inside, you’ll discover:
  ●  Why you already know more about story structure than you think (and how to harness it)
  ●  A flexible beat sheet that keeps your romance breathing while giving it unbreakable bones
  ●  How timeless classics like Pride & Prejudice and steamy modern hits follow the same hidden blueprint
  ●  Tropes that never die—and how to twist them until they feel brand new
  ●  Writing intimacy that sizzles with emotional truth (without veering into cringe)
Titles, blurbs, and KDP secrets to get your book in front of eager readers fast
This isn’t about following rigid rules. It’s about arming yourself with techniques that work, then breaking them when your story demands it. Juliette shows you where the magic lives—and how to bottle it.

Whether you’re drafting your first kiss or your tenth launch, Get Your Hands Dirty will remind you why you fell in love with romance in the first place… and give you the confidence to make readers fall just as hard.

Grab your laptop and dive in. It’s time to get your hands dirty. 

Penny Dreadfuls: Nell Gwyn, Bare on the Boards

Pretty, witty Nell Gwyn, the darling of the Drury Lane boards, has dazzled London with her saucy charm and unapologetic fire. Now she stars in a twice-banned play that dares to dramatize the King's own infamous dalliances—playing the saucy mistress who conquers the monarch while the Queen is conveniently away.

But on premiere night, His Majesty Charles II slips into the theater in secret, his eyes fixed on the woman who has long held his heart (and warmed his bed). In the heated interval, he whispers a delicious command: perform the scandalous bedchamber scene devoid of any costume, just as nature—and desire—intended.

Book One of the Penny Dreadfuls Series!

Short, scorching, shamelessly hot. No cliffhangers here (but oh, how you'll crave the next installment). For mature audiences who adore their history soaked in sin.

Truth or Bare: an irresistibly feel-good friends to lovers erotic story

What happens when the one person who’s never looked at you twice… suddenly can’t look away?

Emma Grace has spent years perfecting the art of looking flawless.

Early alarms for the full contour routine. Push-up bras engineered by NASA. A wardrobe of dresses cut to promise cleavage that… technically doesn’t exist.

So when a top London modelling scout slips her a card (lingerie catalogues, big money, even bigger exposure), Emma’s stomach flips. The pay could change everything… but the idea of her uni mates passing around photos of her barely-there curves makes her want to die of shame.

Enter Callum: shaggy-haired, permanently sarcastic best friend and professional taker-of-the-piss.

He’s the only guy who treats Emma like an actual human instead of a china doll. He mocks her endless outfit changes, steals chips off her plate, and once told her she looked like a “posh vampire” when she overdid the winged eyeliner. In other words, he’s safe. Completely, gloriously platonic.

Until the afternoon Emma decides she needs an honest opinion.

Just one tiny, mortifying favour.

From the one boy she trusts never to fancy her.

What starts as a ridiculous, wine-fuelled dare in her bedroom turns into the most awkward, electric, heart-in-throat moment of both their lives. Because when Emma lifts her top and Callum finally—finally—sees her, something shifts. The teasing stops. The air thickens.

And two best friends who swore they were immune to each other discover that “just friends” has an expiry date.

Funny, tender, and deliciously slow-burn, Truth or Bare is a love letter to messy hair, honest bodies, and the terrifying joy of being wanted exactly as you are (insecurities and all).

A Lady’s Ruin: a scorching and scandalous historical erotic story

Lady Georgiana—bold, beautiful, and deliciously ruined by pleasure—has spent the summer tangled in the arms of James, the brooding stablehand whose rough hands know every secret inch of her. Their nights are wildfire: raw, breathless, and gloriously improper.

Then comes Charles Brandon, the handsome Duke of Norfolk—polite, powerful, and quietly obsessed with the vivacious creature her letters have painted in vivid, wicked color.

One tender kiss beneath lantern light. One reckless night in the duke’s vast bed. One shattering betrayal witnessed in the hayloft’s golden haze.

Now desire has teeth.

Charles believes he has claimed his future duchess.

James believes he has lost the only woman he ever loved.

And Georgiana? Georgiana stands at the center of the storm, pulse racing, realizing she may have ruined them all… or finally found the two men capable of ruining her in return.

Snowed In with a Movie Star: a Christmas celebrity billionaire erotic romance

What happens when the world’s most unattainable leading man crash-lands in the middle of your worst Christmas ever… and decides you’re the only present he wants to unwrap?

Penny Hale is having the holiday from hell: grounded in a tiny Nebraska airport on Christmas Eve, phone dead, family drama waiting on the other end of a cancelled flight. So when a private jet skids in through the blizzard and out steps Chris Oakshaw (absurdly gorgeous, movie superhero, face on every billboard in America), the last thing Penny expects is for him to head straight for her little band of stranded misfits.

He’s funnier than his movies. Sweeter than he is on-screen. And when the airport shuts down for the night, he does the most ridiculous thing imaginable: he pays for Penny’s room at the only hotel with power left in town.

One problem: there’s only the honeymoon suite left.

One bed. One outdoor jacuzzi still bubbling in the snow. And two people who’ve spent years convincing themselves they hate Christmas… suddenly very grateful for a whiteout.

What starts as survival turns into the best worst idea either of them has ever had: truth or dare in a hot tub, secrets spilled between flurries, and a kiss that tastes like hot cocoa and bad decisions. Because Chris isn’t just looking for a holiday fling – he’s looking at Penny like she’s the first real thing he’s touched in years. And Penny? She writes about disastrous dates for a living, but nothing in her columns ever prepared her for the moment a superstar kissed her mid-sentence.

Funny, steamy, and heart-meltingly romantic, Snowed In with a Movie Star! is a forced-proximity festive fever dream full of blistering banter, sizzling chemistry, and the reminder that sometimes the best gifts come wrapped in a six-foot-two movie star who blushes when you tease him.

Standalone. Scorching heat level. Swoony, snow-melting HEA guaranteed.
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