
        
            
                
            
        

    
The Nudist Office

Season One

Episode Four: Natalie

Juliette Jaysen


Copyright © 2026 Juliette Jaysen

All rights reserved. (Yes, even the steamy bits. Especially the steamy bits.)

The moral rights of the author have been asserted—mostly the right to make you blush in public places.

No part of this book may be reproduced, stored, or transmitted in any form—digital, analog, smoke signal, or shady PDF—without written permission from the author. (I’m flattered, truly, but royalties keep the lights on back here.)

Fair use still applies for the usual criticism, review, and TikTok purposes. Quoting a paragraph or three to tell your friends “you won’t believe what she wrote on page 53” is fine. Quoting an entire chapter on your website is not fine; that’s just rude. Buy your friends their own copy like a civilized pervert.

This is a work of fiction. One hundred percent made-up, fever-dream, silk-sheets-and-sin fantasy. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, positions, safe-words, and the precise decibel level of certain moans are either the product of the author’s overactive imagination or are used in a purely fictitious manner.  

Any resemblance to actual persons, living, dead, or currently tied to your headboard, is entirely coincidental. (If someone you know really does beg that prettily, congratulations, but I still didn’t write about you.)  

No real humans were scandalized in the making of this book—only fictional ones, and they bloody well loved it.


Contents

Title Page

Copyright

Reader Discretion Advised

NATALIE

i will block you

NATALIE

he was so mad

The story continues... 

The Nudist Office

Books By This Author


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.


NATALIE

Monday morning hits like a reset button nobody asked for.

I walk in naked again, but the floor feels quieter than usual. Chloe’s already at her desk, bare and humming along to whatever’s in her headphones, small breasts catching the light as she leans over her keyboard. Alysha’s in the zone too, golden and relaxed, ponytail swinging as she types. Dev’s hoodie is up as usual. Samantha gives me a quick, shy smile that lingers a fraction longer than last week.

Natalie’s station is empty at first, and I wonder if she’s decided to skip work again. But then the door hisses open and she steps through.

In jeans and sneakers.

Nothing else.

My brain short-circuits for a second.

She’s topless, arms swinging easy at her sides, no attempt to cover up. Her skin is the deepest, richest chocolate—smooth and flawless, glowing under the office lights like it’s been polished by hand. The color deepens subtly at her collarbones, a warm gradient that draws the eye down to her breasts. They’re full and high, heavier than Chloe’s, rounder than Alysha’s, with a gentle outward curve that makes them look impossibly soft. Her nipples are only a shade darker than the rest of her—a deep, velvety cocoa, tight and crinkled from the cool air, sitting perfectly centered on wide, dark areolas that puff out from the surrounding skin. Every time she moves, they shift with a natural weight, a soft bounce that’s hypnotic without trying to be.

She looks like a jeans advert decided to skip the hand-bra and go straight for honesty—raw, confident, breathtaking.

The room goes still. Chloe’s headphones come off. Alysha’s typing stops mid-sentence. Even Dev peeks out from his hoodie fortress.

Natalie doesn’t flounce or pose. She just walks to her desk like this is normal, drops her bag, and sits. The jeans ride low on her hips, showing the smooth plane of her lower back, the subtle dimples above her ass. Her braids fall forward over one shoulder as she boots up her tablet, framing one breast perfectly.

I have no idea what Lysander said to her last night—over wine, or in some quiet moment after dinner—but whatever it was, it worked. And I’m betting she’s only doing this because he and his team fly out soon. Smart. Bold. Classic Natalie.

I’m not complaining.

Alysha exhales beside me, a soft huff that’s half laugh, half something else. I glance over. Her eyes are narrowed, lips pursed in that way she gets when she’s pretending not to care.

“Wow,” she mutters under her breath. “New girl steals the show again.”

I bump her shoulder with mine, keeping my voice low. “You sound jealous.”

She snorts, but there’s a flicker—quick, honest—before she schools it into amusement. “Please. Just observing a pattern. First Chloe, then me, now Nat. Latest nude girl walks in and suddenly everyone forgets how to blink.”

She’s not wrong. Chloe’s openly staring, lips parted. Dev’s turned his chair a full ninety degrees without realizing it. Even Samantha’s pretending to adjust her monitor while sneaking glances.

Alysha sighs, dramatic but fond, leaning back so her own breasts lift with the motion—subtle reminder, maybe, or just habit. “Fair enough, though. Can’t blame them. I remember my first day. Felt like I had a spotlight on my tits. Kind of loved it.”

I grin, eyes flicking back to Natalie—to the way her dark skin contrasts beautifully with the pale leather chair, the soft sway when she reaches for her stylus. “You’re still kind of loving it, I think.”

Alysha follows my gaze, expression softening into a wry smile. “Yeah. Well, hey, she looks good. I’m happy for her.”

There’s no bite in it now—just warmth, and that familiar Alysha generosity that always undoes me. She bumps my shoulder again, lighter this time.

“Eyes forward, partner. We’ve got a build to babysit.”

I tear my gaze away, but not before catching Natalie glance up—quick, defiant, a tiny curve at the corner of her mouth when she sees me looking.

The office hums back to life.

And for the first time all week, it feels like maybe—just maybe—we’re finding our balance.

Naked, complicated, and all in it together.

∆∆∆

Natalie drifts over to Chloe’s desk just before lunch—bare breasts swaying with each step, dark skin catching the light like polished ebony, jeans riding low on her hips. She leans in, says something too quiet for me or Alysha to catch, no matter how much we both strain to hear. Chloe’s head snaps up, surprise flickering across her face, then she nods. They head to the break room together, door closing behind them with a soft click.

Alysha and I exchange a loaded glance. She mouths, Drama? I shrug, but we both pretend to work while blatantly trying to eavesdrop.

Five minutes later they emerge. Chloe’s eyes are brighter, shoulders relaxed, a small genuine smile playing on her lips as she returns to her station. Natalie gives her a quick, almost shy nod before heading back to her own desk.

Alysha bumps my shoulder with hers—bare skin on bare skin, warm and familiar. “Guessing Nat apologized,” she murmurs, voice low and satisfied. “Good. Glad that one’s not gonna fester.”

I nod, relief loosening something in my chest. “Yeah. About time.”

Then the Swedes arrive.

Jenna leads them in—Lysander booming a greeting, Freja gliding like she owns gravity, Kaori quiet and composed in demure white panties today that somehow make her look more naked than naked. Viktor’s still clothed, poor bastard. They’re here to playtest the new build, but it quickly turns into an unofficial tournament: Swedes versus Americans, best of three, winner takes bragging rights.

Alysha draws Kaori first.

They settle side by side on adjacent recliners, legs stretched out, neural buds slipping into place like earbuds. Alysha’s completely naked as usual—golden skin against dark leather, breasts rising and falling with a competitive breath, navel ring glinting. Kaori’s cotton panties hug her hips, contrasting beautifully with her pale skin and the sweet rose-brown of her nipples. Their eyes flutter closed as the link syncs.

On the big screen, their avatars spawn in the Siberian temple map—snow whipping across ancient stone, torches flickering. Alysha’s Jade Widow loads in with her signature eight-foot legs and lethal grace. Kaori’s character is a season-exclusive skin: Skogsrå, a lithe ice assassin, pale hair streaming, daggers gleaming.

The match is brutal and beautiful.

Alysha’s voice—real voice—comes through the avatar’s lips, low and taunting. “Ready to get wrecked, babe?”

Kaori’s soft laugh echoes back, accented and delighted. “We’ll see who melts first.”

They clash in a blur of motion—blunted impacts thudding through the neural feed, no real pain but enough force to make their bodies twitch in the recliners. Alysha’s recliner creaks as her legs tense; Kaori’s breath hitches when a fist grazes her avatar’s ribs. Alysha chains a glide into that perfected snapkick—heel connecting with a satisfying crack—and Kaori’s assassin staggers, health bar plummeting.

The kill cam replays in slow motion: Widow’s leg extending like poetry, impact rippling through the assassin’s body.

Alysha’s eyes snap open in the real world, triumphant grin splitting her face. “Told you.”

Kaori sits up slowly, cheeks flushed, white panties riding just a fraction lower on her hips. She bows her head, laughing. “Well played.”

My turn next. Freja slides into the recliner beside me, long limbs folding gracefully, that perfect blonde landing strip drawing my eye for a guilty second before I sync up.

Her avatar is a custom Nordic ranger—tall, fragile, lethal with a bow. The map loads: volcanic ruins, lava glow painting everything red.

She’s good. Really good. Arrows whistle past my ear, blunted impacts jarring through the link. I dodge, glide, counter—voice growling through my avatar’s mouth. “Not bad for a tourist.”

Her laugh is cool, confident. “You haven’t seen anything yet.”

We trade blows, health bars dipping in tense waves. She lands a nasty combo that drops me to twenty percent; I feel the phantom jolt in my real chest, breath catching. But I read her pattern—overcommit on the reload—and chain a perfect counter: dash, grab, aerial rave, finished with the Widow’s signature spine-cracker throw.

Her avatar hits the ground in slow-motion glory, frost bow clattering away.

Freja’s eyes open, ice-blue and sparkling. “Impressive,” she says, voice warm with genuine respect. “You fight like you designed her.”

I sit up, grinning, cock thick against my thigh from the adrenaline rush. “Guilty. Well, half-guilty. She’s Alysha’s girl really.”

Lysander booms approval from the sidelines, beard quivering. “I will face the winner of the next bout!”

The office erupts in playful ooohs—Chloe whooping from her recliner, Freja clapping with cool delight, even Dev muttering something that might be encouragement from underneath his hoodie. Natalie leans against the wall, arms crossed under her bare breasts, a smirk tugging at her lips like she’s enjoying the spectacle.

My eyes lock on Alysha’s. She’s already rising from her chair, naked skin flushed with that fierce, electric glow she gets before a fight—competitive fire blazing in her blue eyes, ponytail swinging like a whip. We barely ever spar anymore, the two of us. Too familiar. We know each other’s tells, each other’s patterns, inside out. Matches drag into boring stalemates of blocks and perfect counters, like watching two chess grandmasters try and outsmart each other for forty moves.

I smirk at her, slow and challenging, rising to match her stride. “You ready to lose in front of the boss, partner?”

Her laugh is low, wicked, a flash of teeth as she bumps my shoulder—bare skin sliding warm against mine. “Dream on. I’m taking you apart.”

I settle into the recliner beside hers, the deep leather cradling my naked body like an old lover. The neural bud sticks to my skin, syncing my brainwaves in a rush of light that fades to perfect clarity. Alysha’s already in the lobby, her avatar loading: the Jade Widow, all eight feet of lethal elegance, long legs coiled like springs, physics-tuned curves that scream danger and desire. She got the pick first—grabbed it before I even spawned.

Fine by me.

I select Paladin.

He’s the Widow’s natural counter—tankier, slower, but built to dismantle her glass-cannon bullshit. Broad shoulders, heavy plate that gleams like forged moonlight, a massive hammer that crushes shields and spines alike. He looks a bit like me, if I’m being honest—not intentional, but that’s how it happens after months tweaking in neuralspace; suddenly the hero has your jawline, your build. Paladin’s got more muscle than me—ridiculous slabs across his chest, arms like tree trunks—but the stance, the way he rolls his shoulders… yeah. It’s me, armored and amplified.

“Bring it, bitch,” Alysha’s voice purrs through the link, her avatar’s lips curving in that feral smile she wears so well. On screen, the Widow stretches, breasts straining against her skin-tight suit, hips cocking in challenge.

The map loads: a shattered obsidian arena under a storm-lashed sky, lightning cracking overhead. We spawn opposite ends—Paladin’s hammer humming with charge, Widow’s legs flexing like she’s already mid-leap.

The immersion hits like a drug.

I’m Paladin. The weight of the armor settles heavy and real on my shoulders, the storm wind whipping my cloak, rain slicking my skin. Under my boots, I can feel the gravel crunch, taste the ozone in the air, hear my own breath steadying in my chest.

Alysha’s Widow dashes to meet me—blindingly fast, legs a blur, chaining into a snapkick that whistles past my guard. I block—hammer up, the impact jarring my arms like a real swing. “Too slow,” I growl through Paladin’s mouth, my voice rumbling deep and metallic.

She laughs—her real laugh, light and taunting, echoing from the Widow’s perfect lips. “Keep dreaming, tank.”

We circle, testing. She feints high, dives low—leg sweeping for my knees. I leap, hammer crashing down in a ground-pound that sends shockwaves rippling out, forcing her to glide back. In here, it’s just us, thunder crashing, her body twisting mid-air with impossible grace, breasts heaving with every breath, sweat gleaming on her cleavage.

“You’re telegraphing,” I say, advancing slow, hammer dragging sparks along the obsidian. “That hip twitch—gives away the kick every time.”

“Fuck you,” she shoots back, voice breathy but fierce, launching a combo: glide, spin, double-heel strike. One connects—blunted force slamming my chest plate, staggering me back. Feedback thrums through my real ribs, a deep ache that makes my cock twitch in the recliner.

I counter hard—charge, shield bash, overhead smash. She dodges the first two, but the hammer clips her thigh, sending her tumbling. Health bars flicker: hers dipping to 72%, mine steady at 88%.

“You’re mine,” I murmur, voice low through the link, circling closer. Her avatar pants, legs trembling just right; inwardly I marvel at the perfection of Dev’s physics. “Gonna pin those legs down and make you tap out.”

Her laugh is wicked, defiant. “Big talk for a guy who can’t touch me.”

We clash again—faster, fiercer. She chains glides into dropkicks, heels blurring; I weather them with blocks, hammer swings forcing her airborne. The arena cracks under our feet, lightning illuminating the curve of her ass mid-leap, the bounce of her breasts as she lands.

One final exchange: she overcommits on a kick after a telegraph I read a mile away. I sidestep, grab her extended leg mid-air, yank her down into a hammer-assisted slam. She hits the ground hard—blunted impact shuddering through her real body in the recliner beside me—and Paladin’s boot pins her thigh, hammer raised.

“Yield,” I growl.

Her avatar smirks up at me, chest heaving, eyes blazing. “Never.”

I bring the hammer down—non-lethal finisher, crushing her shield in a spray of sparks. KO.

My eyes snap open.

The office erupts—Chloe whooping loudest, Freja clapping with elegant approval. Alysha sits up beside me, flushed and glaring, ponytail disheveled, nipples tight from exertion or adrenaline or both. She shoves my shoulder—hard, no playfulness this time.

“You got lucky,” she snaps, voice sharp enough to cut glass. “That last dodge was bullshit. 9 frames my ass.”

I grin, still riding the high, and offer her a hand up. “Skill issue, partner. Pure skill.”

Her eyes flash—competitive and pissed. She ignores my hand, pushing to her feet on her own, breasts bouncing with the motion. “Rematch. Now. I’m not letting you—”

She stops mid-sentence.

Her gaze drops.

My stomach flips.

I follow her eyes down to my lap.

My cock is fully, undeniably hard—standing straight up, thick and flushed, a bead of pre-cum already glistening at the tip. The immersion must have done it: pinning her avatar down, feeling her underneath me, the brief rush of victory and dominance. It sneaked up while I was deep in the link, and now it’s on full display for the entire office.

Shit.

Heat floods my face, neck, chest. I’ve been half-hard before—quick flashes that I could hide under the desk, will away with sheer panic. But this? This is impossible to conceal. Everyone’s looking. Chloe’s mouth forms a soft O. Dev’s turned completely away. Even Lysander’s beard can’t hide his amused expression.

Alysha’s eyes widen, surprise overtaking the anger for a heartbeat. Then something else flickers—heat, maybe, or satisfaction—before she schools it back.

Freja steps forward smoothly, voice calm and diplomatic, cutting through the sudden tension like a cool breeze. “An excellent match,” she says, clapping once more. “Truly exciting. Perhaps we take a short break? Hydrate, regroup—then reconvene for the final.”

She’s giving me an out. Saving my ass without making it obvious.

I’m on my feet in a second, mumbling something incoherent, and bolt for the hallway—cock bobbing with every hurried step, cheeks burning. The bathroom door swings shut behind me.

I lean against the cool tile wall, heart hammering, trying to figure out how to deal with this before anyone follows.

Pinning Alysha did this.

And the memory of her avatar struggling under me—legs trapped, body arching—isn’t helping it go down anytime soon.


i will block you

Alysha & Chloe 
January 20, 2029 – 1:31 PM

Chloe: well

THAT was dramatic

Alysha: stop

please

i’m begging you

do not

Chloe: lmao no

it was VERY funny

matt absolutely demolished you

and then stood up like “behold my victory boner”

Alysha: chloe i will block you

i’m already in the doghouse

i cannot be thinking about matt’s dick right now

which EVERYONE in the office has now seen fully erect

including the new boss

i want to die

Chloe: babe

everyone’s seen our nipples get hard when the AC kicks on

it’s biology

it happens

no one’s judging

Alysha: it’s NOT the same

hard nipples = cold

hard cock = “i just pinned alysha down and it turned me on”

now the entire team knows he has a thing for me

great

fantastic

love that for me

Chloe: SO YOU FINALLY ADMIT HE HAS A THING FOR YOU

i’ve been saying this for weeks

vindication tastes so sweet

Alysha: his erection pointed it out for me thanks

Chloe: details

but also

you okay??

you seemed kinda rattled after

Alysha: i’m fine

just

bad girlfriend points stacking up

bad fiancée points actually

because bad enough we all jerked off together yesterday

which—by the way—i really can’t be doing again

what the fuck was i thinking

bad girlfriend

bad fiancée

BAD

i love ryan

i’m supposed to be planning a wedding

not coming in the office while watching you give Matt a handjob

Chloe: hey

it was a weird week

we all got carried away

no one’s perfect

and it was hot

don’t beat yourself up

Alysha: easy for you to say

you’re single

you’re allowed to be horny

i’m… not

Chloe: babe

have you even told ryan about the whole naked-at-work thing yet?

Alysha: don’t

just don’t

obviously i haven’t

why are you pushing this

i said i’ll handle it

Chloe: i’m sorry

i’m just worried

you’ve been weird since yesterday

and now this

i don’t want you to get hurt

or hurt him

Alysha: then stop bringing it up

i know what i’m doing

i don’t need you judging me on top of everything else

Chloe: i’m not judging

i’m trying to help

you’re my best friend here

i care

Alysha: yeah well

it doesn’t feel like help

it feels like you’re piling on

i’m already freaking out

i don’t need you making it worse

Chloe: okay

i’ll stop

but don’t take it out on me

i didn’t do anything wrong

Alysha: whatever

i need space

talk later


NATALIE

I can’t hide in the bathroom forever. Lysander’s waiting, and the whole office is probably placing bets on how long my “hydration break” will last. Cold water helps—splashed on my face, my wrists, even a quick, brutal cupful over my cock until it shrinks back to something resembling normal. The rest is sheer willpower: forcing my brain away from the memory of Alysha’s eyes widening, that flicker of heat on her cheeks when she saw how hard pinning her made me.

By the time I walk back out, towel-dried and composed, the recliners are ready. Lysander’s already synced, eyes closed, massive bare chest rising and falling slow and steady. Chloe looks upset for some reason; Dev doesn’t look like he’s moved, though, hoodie still up. Natalie’s watching with quiet amusement.

Alysha’s staring at her phone like it owes her money.

She doesn’t look up when I settle into the recliner. I’m not sure if I’m relieved or gutted. Part of me wants to catch her eye, trade some quick, stupid joke to smooth it over. Part of me is terrified what I’d see if she did look—pity, embarrassment, or that same heat from before.

The bud slides in. The world tilts, static washing over me, and then I’m in.

The lobby loads crisp and bright. Across from me, the Jade Widow stands poised—long legs, lethal curves, face calm and beautiful. Lysander’s voice booms out of her slender chest, rich and genial and completely wrong coming from those perfect lips.

“Ready to dance, my friend?”

I swallow a laugh—because it’s hilarious and surreal and somehow still intimidating—and lock in Paladin. The big guy materializes opposite him, hammer resting easy on one shoulder, plate gleaming under the arena lights.

“Born ready,” I say, and my own voice rumbles deep through the avatar’s chest.

The map loads: the classic Fury Forge coliseum—marble pillars cracked by time, sand floor dusted with old blood, crowd roar echoing from phantom stands. Lightning cracks overhead, same storm as before.

We circle.

Lysander—inside the Widow—moves with surprising grace. The long legs glide, testing distance, snapkick feinting high then whipping low. I block, hammer sweeping in a wide arc that forces him back. The impact thrums through the link—blunted, but real enough to feel in my teeth.

He laughs—that warm, booming laugh now coming from the Widow’s throat. “Good guard! But can you keep up?”

He chains glides—faster than Alysha, almost reckless—legs blurring into aerial spins, heels flashing like blades. I weather the storm, shield up, timing the counters. One heel clips my shoulder plate; feedback jolts down my real arm. I swing low, forcing her airborne again.

“You fight like you don’t want to hurt her,” Lysander says through her lips, voice teasing, affectionate. “Protective. Admiring.”

Heat floods my face—even here, in neuralspace, I feel it. I don’t answer, just charge—hammer overhead, ground-pound shockwave rippling out. The Widow flips over it, lands light, counters with a grab attempt I barely twist out of.

The fight stretches—beautiful, brutal, balanced on a knife edge. He’s good. Better even than his ranking suggests. Every move thoughtful, aggressive but never sloppy. I land a heavy combo that drops him to thirty percent; he answers with a perfect punish that leaves me bleeding health.

Sand swirls. Thunder rolls.

I’m breathing hard in the real world—chest rising and falling fast in the recliner. Sweat beads on my skin. Beside me, I know Alysha’s watching our displays, maybe watching me.

One final exchange.

He overcommits—just a hair—on a glide-kick combo. I read it, sidestep, grab the extended leg mid-air. Pull her down hard. Hammer raised.

“Yield,” I growl through Paladin’s mouth.

The Widow—Lysander—smiles up at me, chest heaving, hair wild.

“Never,” he says, voice warm with respect.

I bring the hammer down.

KO.

The arena fades. Our eyes flicker open.

The office erupts—Chloe cheering, Freja clapping slow and genuine, Kaori bowing her head with a soft laugh. Lysander sits up, beard quivering, and offers me his massive hand across the recliners.

“Well fought, champion,” he says, grip firm and warm. “A worthy end to a glorious week.”

I shake it, grinning, adrenaline still singing in my veins.

Alysha’s beside me, quiet, eyes on the floor. She doesn’t look up.

But when Lysander claps us both on the back, she finally meets my gaze—just a flicker.

Something complicated swims there.

I don’t know what it means.

∆∆∆

Chloe catches my arm as the group disperses from the recliners, her small hand warm and urgent on my bare skin. She tugs me gently toward the edge of the playtest area, away from the chatter of Lysander congratulating everyone on their hard work.

“Matt…” Her voice is soft, worried, hazel eyes searching my face. “Are you okay? I’d die if that was me.”

I wince, rubbing the back of my neck. The embarrassment still burns low in my gut, a stubborn ember. “Yeah. I’m fine. Pride’s just a bit battered.” I force a crooked smile. “Even though I won.”

She smiles back, small and sympathetic, but it doesn’t quite reach her eyes. “Still. Rough timing.”

I shrug, trying to shake it off, and seize the chance to pivot. “Speaking of rough—what was that this morning with Nat? You two disappeared into the break room looking like the world was ending.”

Chloe’s face brightens, genuine relief softening her features. “Oh—yeah, that. We’re cool now. She apologized. Like, really apologized. Said some stuff about being upset and taking it out on me.” She bites her lip, eyes sparkling. “Honestly? I think she’s got it bad for Lysander. She was practically glowing after whatever he said to her last night.”

I huff a quiet laugh. “Wouldn’t surprise me. Guy’s got charisma for days.”

“Yeah.” Chloe nods, then her expression shifts—serious again, hands twisting together in front of her. “But… Alysha’s upset.”

The words land like a stone in my stomach. “Upset?”

Chloe hesitates, glancing away. “Not because of—of what happened with you. Just… she’s dealing with a lot in her personal life right now.”

Ryan. Of course it’s Ryan.

It stings more than it should, hearing it from Chloe instead of Alysha. She’s my best friend—my co-lead, my partner in crime, the person I tell everything to and who tells me everything back. Or used to. If something’s wrong and she hasn’t said a word to me, it can only mean she didn’t feel good bringing it here. Bringing it to me.

Which means it’s about him. Or maybe about us.

Chloe looks awkward, shifting her weight. “I really can’t say more than that. Just… give her some space, okay? That’s probably what she needs right now.”

The words hit harder than I expect. Space. From me. Like I’m the problem.

I nod shortly, throat tight. “Got it.”

I head back to my desk without another word. The rest of the day passes in a blur of commits and quiet. I push code like a machine—fixing minor bugs, polishing animations, anything to keep my hands busy and my mind off the way Alysha’s avoiding my eyes, the way Chloe’s words keep echoing in my head.

Alysha leaves first, muttering a quick “See you tomorrow” to the room at large, bag slung over her shoulder. She doesn’t look at me. Doesn’t say goodbye.

The door hisses shut behind her.

I watch her go, heart aching in a way that’s become too familiar this week.

I really fucking hate watching her leave.

I wish she’d just stay.

Stay forever.

∆∆∆

I come in early the next morning, craving that quiet hour before the floor fills up and three naked women turn focusing into an Olympic sport. The building’s still half-asleep, lobby lights dimmed, elevator humming like it’s reluctant to move. I strip in the bathroom as usual—shirt, jeans, everything folded into my bag—then swipe my badge at the door.

Green light. No click.

Classic. The maglock sticks sometimes. I grip the edges and ease it open manually, muscles flexing as the heavy glass slides on its runners.

Then I hear it.

Wet noises. Soft, rhythmic, unmistakable. A low moan, quickly stifled. A giggle—breathless, delighted.

My stomach drops.

I freeze in the doorway, heart suddenly hammering. Please don’t be Alysha. Please. 

She’s not supposed to bring Ryan up here—he doesn’t have clearance. But the thought of her here, with someone, with anyone, twists something sharp and ugly in my gut.

I inch forward, silent on bare feet, needing to know it’s not her.

The playtest area comes into view.

Natalie.

She’s perched on the edge of one recliner, jeans still on but pushed low on her hips, sneakers kicked off somewhere. Her dark skin gleams under the soft lights, rich and flawless, cum streaked across her full breasts in thick, glossy strands—two, maybe three loads, drying in places, fresh and wet in others. It drips slowly down the curve of one heavy breast, catching on her nipple before falling to her thigh.

The chair with its back to me creaks. Lysander’s deep rumble follows—satisfied, warm, almost lazy.

Natalie looks up at him, eyes soft, intimate, almost loving—then past him.

Straight at me.

Her hand whips across her chest, covering both breasts in a reflexive shield, her fingers splaying wide. Her eyes go huge.

I stumble backward, foot catching a stack of folders on the floor. Paper explodes everywhere—printouts, notes, concept sketches fluttering like startled birds.

“Shit—sorry—” I stammer, heat flooding my face, cock twitching traitorously despite the panic.

Lysander rises—slow, unhurried, completely naked and utterly unbothered. His cock hangs soft and heavy between his thighs, spent but still impressive. He doesn’t look surprised to see me. If anything, there’s a glint of pleasure in his eyes.

“Matt,” he rumbles, voice warm and approving. “Coming in early? Diligent. I am impressed.”

“Impressed?” Natalie hisses, voice sharp with embarrassment, hand still clamped over her breasts. “Sander, I’ve got cum on my fucking tits here—”

“Yes,” he says calmly, stepping closer to lay a gentle hand on her shoulder. “But it is not yet working hours. And I own the building, so it is private property, upon which I may do as I please.” His thumb strokes her skin, soothing. “And what I please today is very obvious. Though I am sure Matt will not mind departing if his presence distresses you.”

Natalie gives him a strange look—half incredulous, half something else. “What? It doesn’t distress you?”

Lysander shrugs, massive shoulders rolling. “You told me you were once attracted to him. And I am spent, as you see.” He glances down at his softened cock with a small, rueful smile. “Matt would be a fool not to find you extraordinarily beautiful. He does not strike me as a fool. Perhaps he can satisfy you while I recuperate.”

Natalie’s chest heaves—fast, shallow breaths that make the cum on her skin shift and gleam. Her eyes flick to me, wide and searching, emotions racing across her face too fast to name: shock, embarrassment, curiosity, heat.

“Are you seriously saying,” she says slowly, voice low, “you’d be fine with us fucking in front of you?”

“Not fucking,” Lysander corrects gently, almost scholarly. “Merely… enjoying the sight of each other. While engaging in self-pleasure. There is nothing wrong, unhealthy, or harmful about it. This is a fundamental belief of mine. The body is not shameful, but beautiful. Jealousy and possessiveness have their place in a minor key, but are rarely useful among friends. If you both wish it, I have no objection to you enjoying each other.”

Natalie’s hand lowers a fraction—fingers still splayed, but no longer hiding completely. Her chocolate nipples peek between them, tight and glistening. Her gaze locks on mine, intense, weighing.

Is it my imagination, or does she look… tempted?

My cock—already half-interested from the shock—thickens further, rising slow and obvious. Heat floods my face again, but I don’t move to cover it. The air feels thick, charged, like the moment before a storm breaks.

Natalie’s lips part. She doesn’t speak. Doesn’t look away.

Lysander watches us both, calm and pleased, like a man who’s just offered a gift and is waiting to see if it’s accepted.

I swallow hard.

The office is silent except for our breathing.

And I have no idea what the hell happens next.

“This is fucking insane,” Natalie says, voice low and incredulous, but her hand slips lower, fingers splaying until her breasts are almost completely exposed again. The cum on her skin gleams wetly under the office lights, thick streaks sliding slowly down the generous curves, catching on one nipple before dripping to her lap.

“Completely,” I agree, throat dry. My cock is already rising again, traitorously eager, thickening against my thigh like it didn’t just embarrass me five minutes ago. “Hey, I’ll leave if you want.”

Natalie’s mouth purses, eyes flicking from my face to my hardening cock and back. “But you’ve already seen my tits.”

I bite back the obvious retort—that I saw them plenty yesterday, bare and bouncing as she walked to her desk—but swallow it. Because yesterday they weren’t painted with thick ropes of Swedish cum, glistening like obscene jewelry across that flawless black skin. That part is definitely new.

“You’re hard again,” she points out, voice dry but edged with something sharper. Her gaze lingers this time, deliberate. “Seriously, zero self-control, Matt.”

I huff a laugh, shifting my weight, cock bobbing with the motion. “Can you blame me? Walk in on this—” I gesture vaguely at her cum-streaked chest, Lysander’s calm, naked bulk behind her “—and tell me any guy with a pulse stays soft.”

She rolls her eyes, but the corner of her mouth twitches. “Flattery now? Thought you were smoother than that.”

“Smooth’s overrated,” I say, stepping closer—slow, giving her every chance to tell me to fuck off. “Honesty’s working pretty well right now.”

Natalie snorts, but her hand finally drops away completely, leaving her breasts bare again. The cum has started to dry in places, but a few fresh streaks still shine. “Honesty, huh? Honest enough to admit you’ve been staring at my tits since I walked in topless yesterday?”

“Guilty,” I say, grinning despite the heat crawling up my neck. “But in my defense, they’re incredible. And now they’re… decorated.”

She groans, but it’s half-laugh. “You’re disgusting.”

“Disgustingly honest,” I correct, taking another small step. Close enough now to see the quick rise and fall of her chest, the way her thighs press together under those tight jeans. “Come on, Nat. You’re sitting there covered in cum, letting the boss watch. You’re not exactly playing shy.”

Her eyes narrow, but there’s a spark in them—challenge, heat. “And you’re standing there with your dick out, getting hard again because you caught us.”

“Fair,” I concede, letting my gaze drop deliberately to her jeans. “But I’m all in. You’re still half-dressed. Feels unfair.”

She arches a brow, slim and perfect. “Unfair? You want me to strip the rest of the way just to level the playing field?”

I shrug, cock fully hard now, curving up toward my stomach. “I dare you.”

Natalie’s breath catches—just a fraction, but I hear it. Her eyes flick to Lysander behind her—he’s watching with calm, benevolent interest—then back to me.

“You dare me,” she repeats, voice low, dangerous. “Bold, Matt. Real bold.”

I hold her gaze, steady. “You’ve got nothing to lose. And everything to gain.”

She bites her lip, considering, thighs shifting again. The cum on her chest gleams as she breathes.

Then, slowly—deliberately—she reaches for the button of her jeans.

My heart slams against my ribs.

Game on.

The zipper rasps down slow, deliberate, her eyes never leaving mine. Natalie hooks her thumbs in the waistband, lifts her hips just enough to start peeling the denim down. The fabric clings to her curves, sliding over full hips, revealing inch by inch the smooth, rich expanse of her skin—no tan lines, just flawless chocolate from collarbone to toe.

The jeans catch at her thighs, and she has to lift one leg to tug them free. That’s when it happens.

Her knee bends, leg rising, and her thighs part for a brief, heart-stopping instant. Her cunt comes into view—darker than the rest of her, a deep, velvety ebony, fully waxed and smooth as silk. No hair, no landing strip, just perfect bare lips, plump and inviting. And as her leg lifts higher, those lips part just enough to flash the sweetest glimpse of pink inside—wet, glistening, a shocking contrast against the dark outer folds. It looks fucking delicious, tight and slick and begging to be tasted.

My cock jerks hard, pre-cum beading faster now. I groan low, unable to help it.

Natalie notices—of course she does. Her eyes drop to my shaft, then back up, a slow, wicked smile curving her lips as she kicks the jeans away completely. Her sneakers follow, thudding softly to the carpet. She’s naked now, fully, gloriously—cum-streaked breasts heavy and perfect, that smooth cunt on full display as she spreads her legs wider in the recliner, one foot propped on the edge.

I sink into the recliner opposite her—close enough to see every detail, far enough to give her space if she wants it. My cock stands straight up, throbbing in time with my pulse. Lysander watches from his chair, calm and approving, but my world narrows to Natalie—gorgeous, fierce Natalie, completely bare and unashamed now, slender fingers circling her clit slow and deliberate.

“God, you’re beautiful,” I murmur, hand wrapping around my shaft, stroking slow to match her rhythm. “That flash of pink inside… fuck, Nat. It’s perfect.”

She shivers, thighs parting wider, two fingers dipping lower to trace her slick entrance. “Yeah? Like what you see?”

“Love it,” I say, voice rough, pumping faster now. “Always thought you were stunning. But this—naked, touching yourself, that pretty cunt all wet and open… it’s unreal.”

Her breath hitches, fingers sliding inside—two at once, slow and deep. Her ebony lips part around them, that vivid pink glistening as she fucks herself lazily. “You’re one to talk,” she shoots back, eyes on my cock as I stroke. “Hard again already. Thought you had better control than that.”

“Zero control around you right now,” I admit, grinning even as my hips thrust up into my fist. “Especially after walking in on you covered in cum. Whose idea was that, anyway?”

She laughs—breathless, wicked. “His. But I wasn’t complaining.”

“Clearly,” I say, eyes locked on her fingers plunging in and out, slick sounds filling the quiet office. “Look at you—fingering yourself senseless in front of me. Remember when you were judging Chloe for going naked? Called it embarrassing?”

Her cheeks flush deeper, but her fingers don’t stop, circling her clit faster now. “Shut up.”

“And Alysha,” I continue, voice teasing but low, stroking in time with her rhythm. “You gave her shit too. And yet here you are—stripped bare, cunt all pink and dripping, putting on a show for me and the boss.”

She moans softly, head tipping back, but her eyes stay on mine—defiant, hot. “Maybe I was wrong.”

“Maybe?” I press, thumb swiping over my head, spreading pre-cum down my length. “Admit it, Nat. You love this. Love being watched. Love knowing I’m jerking off to that gorgeous pussy of yours.”

Her thighs tremble, fingers plunging deeper. “Fine—fuck—maybe I love it. Happy?”

“Ecstatic,” I growl, pumping faster, eyes devouring her—the way her lips grip her fingers, the contrast when she spreads herself wider, flashing more of that wet pink core. “Race you?”

Her laugh is breathless, competitive fire blazing again. “You’re on. But I’m winning.”

We stroke in earnest now—her fingers circling her clit furiously, dipping inside to fuck herself with sharp, needy thrusts; my fist flying over my cock, tight and fast, hips bucking up off the recliner. The office fills with wet sounds, heavy breathing, the creak of leather.

“God, your cunt looks delicious,” I groan, voice rough. “So dark and smooth outside, that pink flashing every time you spread—fuck, Nat, I wanna taste it.”

She whimpers, thighs shaking harder. “Keep talking—don’t stop—”

“Love watching you,” I say, voice rough, stroking faster now. “Come for me again, Nat. Let me see it—how you clench when you come, that pretty pink fluttering.”

Her back arches, fingers rubbing her clit in frantic circles now, the other hand still buried deep. “Matt—close—”

“Me too,” I groan, fist flying, cock throbbing in my grip. “Gonna come watching you finger that beautiful pussy. Come with me.”

She cries out—sharp, broken—body shaking as her orgasm hits, thighs clamping around her hand, pink core pulsing visibly around her fingers.

Lysander’s deep chuckle rumbles from his chair, warm and approving. He leans forward, beard brushing his chest, eyes soft on Natalie’s flushed, cum-streaked body.

“You are exquisite when you come,” he murmurs to her, then turns to me with that benevolent smile. “And you, Matt—if you wish to add to the mess already adorning her beautiful breasts… I would find that most pleasing. A gift, perhaps, to mark this moment. If Natalie does not object?”

Natalie’s eyes flutter shut at the dirtiness of it, a fresh shiver running through her. Her lips part, breath catching, and she bites down hard on the lower one before the words spill out, low and needy.

“Fine—fuck—yes, please.”

I stand slowly, legs a little unsteady, marvelling that this is real: me, naked in the office, about to cover my pretty black colleague in cum while the boss watches with calm approval.

Natalie leans back further in the recliner, arching her chest toward me—breasts thrust high, nipples tight and glistening with the remnants of Lysander’s load. Her skin is flawless, the dried streaks of cum flaking slightly at the edges but still thick in places, pooling in the valley between her tits. She looks filthy already, used and gorgeous, beautiful even in her wanton sprawl.

I step between her spread thighs, cock heavy and aching in my hand, stroking slow to build it back up. She watches me through half-lidded eyes, one hand drifting to cup her own breast, lifting it like an offering.

“Do it,” she whispers, voice rough. “Add to it. Make me even messier.”

I groan, fist tightening, pumping faster. The sight of her—dark skin glowing, cum-streaked tits heaving with every breath, that smooth ebony cunt still slick and parted from her fingers—undoes me. I aim carefully, deliberately, the first thick rope shooting high and landing hot across her left breast, splattering over her nipple and dripping down the curve. The contrast is obscene—white cum stark against her rich chocolate skin, fresh and glossy over the drying streaks.

She gasps, arching higher, eyes fluttering shut again as the second pulse hits—coating her right breast, streaking across the areola, pooling in the dip of her cleavage. I keep going, milking every drop: another rope across the tops of both breasts, dripping slow and heavy; one that lands directly on her nipple, clinging there like a pearl before sliding down; the last few spurts painting her sternum, running in rivulets between her tits.

She looks incredible afterwards—filthy, cum-coated, utterly used, breasts heaving under layers of semen, old and new mingling in glossy trails that catch the light. Her dark skin makes every streak stand out, obscene and beautiful, marking her like a claim. Yet somehow she’s still regal—chin high, eyes glossy and satisfied, lips curved in a small, wicked smile as she looks down at the mess I’ve added.

“Fuck,” she breathes, fingers tracing one fresh streak, smearing it across her nipple. “Look at me.”

“Gorgeous,” I manage, voice hoarse, cock finally softening in my hand. “So fucking gorgeous.”

Lysander’s rumble of approval fills the space, warm and pleased.

Natalie’s chest rises and falls in slow, satisfied waves, the fresh cum I added still glistening across her skin in thick, pearly streaks. She looks like a goddess who’s been worshipped thoroughly—filthy and radiant all at once.

Then, surprising us both, she reaches for her phone on the side table, angles it high, and snaps a selfie: breasts thrust forward, cum dripping from her nipples, lips curved in a lazy, wicked smile.

“For the memories,” she says, voice husky and amused. “Pretty sure this is the most cum I’m ever gonna have on my tits at once.”

Lysander’s warm chuckle rumbles behind her, fond and indulgent. “We’ll see about that,” he promises, the words laced with gentle possessiveness as he scoops her into his lap.

She lets him.

That’s the part that hits me hardest. Natalie—guarded, spiky Natalie with walls a mile high and sarcasm sharp enough to draw blood—melts into him without hesitation. Her head finds the crook of his shoulder, braids spilling over his chest; one of his massive arms wraps around her waist, the other stroking slow circles along her thigh. She looks relaxed. Warm. Happy. Like someone who’s finally decided it’s safe to let go.

I smile to myself, a quiet warmth spreading in my chest. She deserves this—someone who sees past the armor, who makes her feel wanted without demanding she lower every defense at once.

We all register the time at roughly the same moment—glances at phones, the soft chime of a calendar reminder from someone’s laptop. Reality trickles back in.

“Shit,” Natalie mutters, sitting up with a reluctant laugh. “We should probably… not look like a porn set when everyone else arrives.”

She pads off toward the ladies’ room, cum-streaked and unhurried, hips swaying. Her clothes stay in her bag—including the jeans. Looks like she’s going full nude today after all.

Lysander watches her go with open affection, then turns to me. The silence stretches, suddenly awkward. What do you say to the guy who just bought your company, watched you jerk off, and then invited you to come on his new girlfriend’s tits?

Thank you, my brain supplies helpfully.

I swallow it down.

Fortunately, salvation arrives in the form of the door hissing open—Jenna first, blazer impeccable, red hair pulled back tight. She takes in the scene—me naked and flushed, Lysander lounging like a satisfied lion—and her eyebrow arches a fraction, but she says nothing, just nods good morning and heads to her office.

Freja and Kaori follow, then Viktor. Dev and Samantha trail in last, still stubbornly clothed, eyes widening as they register the cumulative nudity: me, Lysander, and—when Natalie reappears, skin freshly washed and gleaming, completely bare—she joins the ranks.

Holy shit.

Five out of eight of us naked on a random Monday. Dev’s hoodie looks almost defiant now. Sam’s cheeks go pink, but she offers a shy wave.

Lysander rises, stretching with easy power, and claps me on the shoulder. “A fine morning’s work, Matt. Shall we prepare for the day?”

I nod, still half-dazed. “Yeah. Let’s.”

Natalie catches my eye as she passes, a small, secret smile curving her lips—grateful, maybe, or just amused at the absurdity of it all.

I smile back.

The office hums to life around us—coffee brewing, monitors flickering on, the soft rustle of bare skin on leather chairs.

And for the first time in days, everything feels strangely, perfectly right.


he was so mad

Alysha & Chloe 
January 21, 2029 – 8:33 PM

Alysha: chloe

i’m so sorry

i was a complete bitch before

i know i was

i’m crying and i fucking hate crying and i just really need my friend right now

please don’t hate me

Chloe: oh my god babe

of course i don’t hate you

what happened??

are you okay??

Alysha: no

i’m not

i got home late because i stopped to get stuff for ryan’s favorite dinner

you know the stupid fancy pasta thing he loves

thought it would help soften the apology

but he was already waiting

and he was so mad

i didn’t even get the bags out of the car

Chloe: oh no

what did he say??

Alysha: he knows

about the naked thing

all of it

he knows i’ve been going to work with my tits out for days

and he’s fucking furious

can’t believe i didn’t tell him

kept asking why i hid it

and then he said it must have something to do with matt

because i’ve always been “weird” about matt

and he’s been “so fucking tolerant” until now

i was crying so hard i almost told him about yesterday

about all of us

i almost just said it

Chloe: jesus

aly

i’m so sorry

did you tell him??

Alysha: no

i couldn’t

if i tell him now he’ll leave

he’ll break it off for sure

he was this close last night

kept saying he didn’t know who i was anymore

and the worst part is

he’s not wrong

i should have told him from the start

i’m a shitty fiancée

maybe he should just dump me and be done with it

Chloe: hey no

stop

you’re not shitty

you’re human

this week was insane

none of us knew what we were doing

you were trying something new

you didn’t cheat

you didn’t lie about loving him

you just… got caught up

Alysha: i got caught up jerking off with my coworkers

while engaged

that’s not “caught up”

that’s fucked up

and let’s face it our texts haven't exactly been innocent either

i feel sick

i love him

i do

and i ruined it

Chloe: you didn’t ruin it yet

you can still tell him

be honest

he might be mad but he loves you too

people fight and fix things

Alysha: i can’t tell him about yesterday

i can’t

he’ll never look at me the same

he already thinks matt and i have something

if he knew what i did with you guys

it’s over

i almost said it last night but he was already so hurt

i couldn’t make it worse

Chloe: babe

i’m so sorry

i wish i was there

i’d hug you and make you tea and tell you you’re not a bad person

Alysha: i am though

i keep replaying it

how excited i was

how good it felt

and now i just feel disgusting

Chloe: you’re not disgusting

you’re not, aly

a bad person wouldn’t be beating herself up over this

and yeah maybe you should’ve talked to him first

but you’re not evil

you’re just… lost right now

and scared

and upset about the kids thing even if you won’t admit it

and that’s okay

Alysha: i don’t know what to do

he’s sleeping on the couch

hasn’t spoken to me since this morning

i made the pasta anyway and he didn’t eat it

just left it on the counter

i threw it out and cried in the kitchen like an idiot

Chloe: oh honey

i’m so sorry

but babe

listen

what happened yesterday

it’s kind of like neural porn, right?

you told me ryan watches that stuff

it’s just visuals

no one touched anyone else

it’s not like you slept with matt

Alysha: stop

just stop

it’s not like neural porn

not even close

neural porn is strangers

pixels and algorithms

people i’ll never see or talk to again

this was my friends

my best friend

people i love

people whose faces i watched while they came

people who watched me

i felt it

i felt you looking at me

i felt wanted

and i wanted back

and i have a fiancé sleeping on the couch right now who thinks i don’t want him anymore

because i didn’t tell him

because i was too busy getting off with my coworkers

it’s not the same

it’s so much worse

because it was real

it mattered

and i still did it

so don’t tell me it didn’t mean anything

Chloe: i

i didn’t mean to make it sound small

i’m sorry

i just hate seeing you beat yourself up like this

Alysha: i have to beat myself up

because he’s right

i should have told him from day one

i should have come home and said “hey this wild thing happened at work”

instead i hid it

and then i escalated it

and now he thinks i’m someone else

and maybe i am

because the girl he proposed to wouldn’t do this

she wouldn’t sit naked in an office letting her best friend watch her come

she wouldn’t like it that much

Chloe: you’re still you

you’re just

having a really weird week

you didn’t hurt anyone on purpose

Alysha: i hurt him

that’s enough

i love him

i do

and i fucked it up

for what

a thrill

a stupid experiment

maybe i really am a whore

Chloe: you’re not

you’re my favorite person

and you’re hurting

and i wish i could fix it

Alysha: you can’t

no one can

i have to try

but

i don’t know if i can do this anymore
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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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