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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.


JENNA

A few more days drag by, and Alysha’s absence has settled into something almost routine. Her chair sits empty, display dark, the second keyboard untouched. I catch myself glancing at it less often now, like my brain’s learning to accept the void. And I hate that it’s becoming normal.

The Swedes are flying out today, so Jenna calls us into the conference room for a wrap-up. We file in—literally everyone naked now, or as good as. Kaori’s in lavender panties today, the soft color making her look even more delicately erotic. Dev’s bare beside Chloe, their thighs touching under the table like it’s the most natural thing in the world. Natalie’s dark skin glows against the leather chair, full breasts swaying as she sits. Sam’s curves fill her seat beautifully, those incredible tits drawing my eye for a guilty second before I look away.

We’re all naked, pretty much. Everyone except Jenna.

She stands at the head, blazer sharp, red hair pulled back in its usual knot. “First,” she says, voice calm and warm, “thank you everyone for your enthusiasm and support this week. Lysande have been incredible partners, and I have no doubt this is the start of a new, even better chapter for all of us.”

I bite my tongue hard enough to taste copper. I’d trade every stock option, every perk, even the whole nudist experiment for Alysha to be sitting beside me right now, ponytail swinging, elbow bumping mine.

Jenna’s gaze sweeps the table, lingering on each of us with quiet pride. “It’s hard not to notice I’m the only one who hasn’t tried the program yet.” A wry smile tugs at her lips. “And it certainly doesn’t seem to be hurting productivity. Quite the opposite.”

She singles Chloe out, voice softening. “Chloe, you’ve finished three tracks ahead of schedule this week. Outstanding work.”

Chloe blushes, ducking her head, but her smile is radiant. Privately, I wonder how much is the nudity boosting her confidence and how much is finally getting together with Dev. Probably both. She never would’ve made a move if she hadn’t stripped first and felt that rush.

Jenna straightens, hands going to her blazer buttons. “I like to lead from the front. This week, I’ve been behind. I’d like to change that.”

She shrugs the blazer off, folds it neatly over the back of her chair. Then her fingers move to the hem of her cream silk top.

My eyes widen. I think everyone’s do.

Somehow, even after a week of bare tits and pussies and asses everywhere, part of me never really believed Jenna—composed, unflappable, slightly intimidating Jenna—would actually do this. Would stand here in front of everyone and strip.

But she is.

She pulls the top up and over her head in one smooth motion, red hair tumbling free in a fiery wave around her shoulders. The blouse drops to the chair.

Her bra is simple—cream lace, understated but expensive. Her skin is pale and creamy, dusted with freckles across her collarbones and the tops of her breasts, a constellation that trails down into the lace. She’s thirty-five, a little older than the rest of us, but her body is tight and toned—shoulders strong, waist narrow, the kind of figure that comes from discipline rather than youth.

She reaches behind her back, unhooks the bra with practiced ease. It slides forward, and her breasts spill free.

I’ve seen them before, of course, but that was in the hazy dark, both of us buzzed and clumsy with want. This is different: bright lights painting every curve, my eyes wide open and stone-cold sober.

And fuck me, it’s better.

They’re pert, high, and firm—not sagging at all, defying gravity with a gentle, natural lift. Full C-cups, maybe pushing D, pale with a faint pink flush at the tips. Her nipples are small and dark rose, already tightening in the cool air, areolas wide and textured, freckles scattered across the upper curves like cinnamon on cream. A single freckle sits just above her left nipple, another on the underside of the right breast. They’re beautiful—elegant, womanly, the kind of breasts that make you want to bury your face in them and breathe her in.

She folds the bra, sets it aside, then unbuttons her slacks.

The room is silent, breath held.

Jenna hooks her thumbs in the waistband of her panties, pushes them down slow and deliberate. They catch for a second on her hips before sliding free, and there it is—her pussy, framed by a neat, trimmed bush of fiery red hair, bright and vivid against her pale skin. The curls are soft-looking, shaped into a tidy triangle that points down to dark pink lips, full and slightly parted, glistening faintly in the conference room light. Freckles dust her inner thighs, and—Christ—two or three even speckle the outer lips of her cunt, tiny cinnamon dots against creamy flesh.

I’m close enough to count my boss’s pussy freckles if I want to.

Lust slams through me, guilty and hot, cock hardening fast under the table. Thank God for the frosted glass shielding me from view.

Sam shoots me a quick, guilty glance from across the table—eyes wide, lips parted—and I realize she’s probably wet too. I’m momentarily jealous of female biology; at least her arousal won’t stand up and announce itself to the room.

Jenna straightens, completely naked now—red hair spilling over freckled shoulders, breasts high and proud, that fiery bush drawing every eye. She looks… calm. Unflappable, even bare. Like she was born to stand in front of us like this.

Lysander’s voice is gentle. “I am impressed, Jenna. I am not easily impressed.”

She smiles, apparently still unruffled. “Thank you. You’re right, it does feel… freeing.”

The room exhales—soft laughs, warm smiles. Chloe’s beaming. Natalie’s nodding approval. Even Dev looks impressed. I just sit there, cock throbbing painfully under the table, trying not to stare too obviously at my boss’s dark pink lips and the freckles on her cunt.

∆∆∆

The meeting wraps with warm handshakes and promises of future visits, the Swedes filing out with their easy, unhurried grace. I’m gathering my things when Jenna’s hand settles lightly on my bare arm.

“Matt. Could you stay a moment?”

My stomach drops. For a wild second I think she spotted my erection earlier—though that’s unlikely—but the nerves hit anyway, killing whatever was left of it.

She waits until the door closes behind the last person, then turns to me, red hair catching the light, expression softer than I’ve ever seen it. Naked or not, she still commands the room.

“I wanted to talk to you about Alysha.”

The name lands like a fist. I knew something was wrong—badly wrong—but hearing it from Jenna makes it real.

“Is she okay?” I blurt. “I’ve heard… nothing.”

Jenna sighs, motioning me to sit. I drop into the nearest chair, suddenly aware of how exposed I am—cock soft against my thigh, skin prickling under her gaze. She stays standing, arms loosely folded under her breasts, freckles shifting as she breathes.

“Alysha is having some personal difficulties,” she says carefully, voice neutral in that HR-trained way. “Officially, that’s all I can say.”

I swallow hard, fingernails digging into my palms. “And unofficially?”

She hesitates, glancing toward the closed door like she’s checking for eavesdroppers. “There’s a limited amount I can share without breaching confidentiality, as I’m sure you appreciate.” Her eyes meet mine—green, steady, kind. “But unofficially… you and Alysha have been best friends practically since she started with us. I doubt there’s anyone in her life she’s closer with—in fact, I’m sure there isn’t, not with the amount of time you two spend here. She loves you, Matt. It’s obvious.”

I wait for the qualifier—as a friend, like a brother—but it doesn’t come.

Jenna clears her throat, choosing her words like she’s walking a tightrope. “She’s been very unhappy this past week. Even talking about looking for a new position, a fresh start. Somewhere far away.” She watches my reaction—my flinch, the way my face crumples—and softens further. “I don’t need to tell you what a loss that would be to the team. To the game. Fury Forge is you and Alysha. You’re the heart and soul of it. Everyone else is replaceable—even me. Not you two.”

I open my mouth to protest—mechanically, uselessly—but she waves it aside gently.

“If she hasn’t spoken to you since she stopped coming in, I…” She trails off, searching for the right phrasing. “I’m not giving you personal advice. That would be inappropriate. But perhaps I can put it this way. If my best friend was this miserable, I’m not sure I’d wait for her to recover on her own. I’d just go and see her. As soon as I could. I might not even wait till the day was over.”

I nod, throat tight. “Thank you.”

She smiles—small, genuine. “Anytime.”

I stand, legs a little unsteady, and head for the door. The office feels too bright, too loud, even though it’s quiet. My clothes are still in my bag; I change quickly, then grab my keys and go.

Alysha’s address is burned into my memory from the handful of times I’ve dropped her off after late nights.

Tonight, I’m not waiting for an invitation.

I’m going to see her.


ALYSHA

I drive to Alysha’s place on autopilot, the city lights blurring past the windshield like watercolor streaks. Her building looms sleek and anonymous—one of those dizzying new glass skyscrapers that make you feel small just looking up. I park close by and head inside before I can second-guess myself.

The elevator ride is silent, too quiet. My reflection stares back at me from the mirrored walls—barely recognizable, eyes bloodshot from too little sleep and too much worry.

Her floor dings. The hallway is hushed, carpet muffling my steps. The doorcam above her apartment blinks softly as I approach; it recognizes me instantly—one of her Close Friends—and chimes a warm, automated greeting.

“Welcome, Matt.”

The door stays locked.

I stand there a moment, heart hammering against my ribs. Then her voice crackles through the speaker—no video feed, just audio, rough and thick like she’s been crying.

“Go away, Matt. Seriously. Just leave me alone.”

I lean my forehead against the cool metal frame. “No way that’s happening.”

A sharp exhale, almost a laugh but not quite. “Fine. Stay out there all night then.”

The speaker clicks off.

I slide down the wall opposite her door, knees drawn up, arms wrapped around them. The hallway light is dim, motion-activated, and it flickers off after a minute, leaving me in soft shadow. A weird, unearthly calm settles over me. At least I’m here. Not at home torturing myself with what-ifs. Not refreshing my phone for texts that aren’t coming. Just here. Waiting.

She has to come out eventually.

An hour crawls by—maybe more. My ass goes numb against the carpet. I don’t move.

Then the speaker crackles again.

“Are you seriously still out there?” Her voice is smaller now, frayed at the edges. “Go home, Matt. I mean it.”

I shake my head even though I’m not sure the camera’s on. “Would you go home if this was the other way around?”

Silence stretches long enough that I think she’s gone back to ignoring me.

Then the door slides open with a soft hiss.

Alysha stands there.

She’s not naked—somehow that hits harder than anything else. Gray sweatpants hanging low on her hips, an old hoodie with faint pasta sauce stains down the front. Her hair’s piled in a messy knot, strands escaping around her face. Her eyes are red-rimmed, cheeks blotchy, nose pink from crying.

She’s still the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen.

Alysha blows her nose with a fierce, defiant honk into a crumpled tissue. “I said go home!”

You keep your voice low, steady. “Like you’d leave if it was me falling apart.”

Her fingers crush the tissue tighter, knuckles whitening. “It’s not the same, and you know it. You’re not the one who just got—” She cuts herself off, swallowing hard, eyes fixed on the scuffed floor between you.

Your gaze drops instinctively to her left hand—and the ring finger is bare, the skin there pale and unmarked. The absence hits you like a slap.

Alysha catches the flick of your eyes. Her chest hitches with a ragged sob she tries to swallow into anger. “Yeah. He dumped me,” she says, the words cracking out raw and furious, tears spilling fresh down her flushed cheeks.

I just want to hold her—to wrap my arms around her and let her fall apart against me until the storm passes. But Alysha like this is erratic, stormy, dangerous. She doesn’t lose her temper often, but when she does it’s like lightning—bright, sharp, and entirely unpredictable.

I rise slowly from the floor, never breaking eye contact.

“Well,” I say quietly, “that fucking sucks.”

She snorts—angry, bitter, tears still shining on her cheeks. “Does it? Because I thought you’d be pretty goddamn happy about it, Matt.”

Her eyes dare me to lie.

I don’t.

I can’t anymore.

“Yeah,” I say evenly, “I am.”

Her breath stalls, chest catching on a sharp inhale.

“I’ve always fucking hated that you were engaged, Alysha. You know that. I’ve never been any good at hiding it.” Part of me is screaming caution, but now the words have started they won’t stop. “I’ve been in love with you since I met you. Right from the first day.”

“Bullshit,” she snaps, voice cracking.

“Maybe the first week,” I admit, holding her gaze steady. “But I do hate seeing you like this. It genuinely hurts my heart. You’re my best friend—if you’re having a shitty week, then so am I. I can’t help it. But I’m not sorry you broke up with a guy who didn’t deserve you in the first place.”

She snarls, wild and wounded. “Fuck you, Matt! You never even knew him!”

“Yeah,” I say heavily, stepping closer but still giving her space. “I never got to know him. In two years. Because you didn’t want us hanging out together. What does that tell you, Alysha?”

Her jaw works, fists clenching at her sides. “It means I didn’t want my best friend and my boyfriend chatting shit about me behind my back.”

“Bullshit,” I say, voice low but firm. “You didn’t want us hanging out because you didn’t want him to see what you and I are like together. Because we’re basically a couple without the sex. And everyone else sees it.”

Her face twists—pain, anger, something raw and furious. “It’s all about the sex for you, isn’t it?”

My temper finally frays, hot and sudden. “It’s never been about the sex, Alysha. It’s about literally everything else. There’s a reason I don’t have a girlfriend, and it’s you.” 

The words land hard; I see it hit her, see her flinch. But I keep going. “We spend all our time at work together and basically all our spare time too. I stopped bothering to date because there was no point. None of them were ever going to match up to you. And I told myself I didn’t care—because I had you as my best friend and that was good enough. Better than most people get. But then you took your clothes off. And everything changed.”

She stares at me, incredulous, tears spilling fresh down her blotchy cheeks. “So this is my fault?”

“Yeah,” I say, voice steady even though my heart’s pounding. “A little bit. And Chloe’s. And mine.”

Her eyes flash, pale face tightening. “How the hell do you figure that out?”

I blow out a slow breath through my nostrils, trying to keep the frustration from boiling over. “Because I think you chose not to face up to this. It was way too convenient to have a great boyfriend and a best friend who was in love with you, and all you had to do was pretend not to notice.”

Alysha’s lips part, but no sound comes out.

“I would’ve let you,” I continue, quieter now. “I’m not proud of it, but I would’ve kept things exactly the way they were. Because having you in my life—any way I could get you—was better than not having you at all. But then you had to go and get naked. And we weren’t just friends anymore. We couldn’t be.”

She’s shaking her head, fists clenched at her sides, but I don’t stop.

“I’m human, Alysha. And you’re you. You’re unfairly fucking gorgeous, and I’m not saying that to get into your pants—I’m saying it because there was no way I was going to keep my heart in my chest once you were naked in front of me every day. You should have known that. You must have known.”

Her face is ashen, lips trembling—anger or distress, I can’t tell. Maybe both.

“So why the fuck isn’t this your fault?” she whispers, voice cracking.

“It is,” I say quietly. “At least as much as it’s yours. I should have said something a long time ago. But you’re the one who pushed it too far.” My voice shakes on the last part, but I have to get this out. “We shouldn’t have jerked off together—that crossed a line. But you told me it was okay. You wanted it to happen. And I’m so fucking in love with you, Alysha. As if I could have said no when you offered. You knew that. Deep down, you had to know.”

Her fists clench tighter, knuckles white. “Get the fuck out, Matt. Get out or I’m going to punch you.”

“Because I’m wrong,” I challenge softly, “or because I’m right?”

She takes one jerky step toward me, eyes blazing. “Fucking leave, Matt. Or I’ll make you, I swear to God.”

An idea flickers, mad and reckless, in my head.

“So punch me,” I tell her.

Alysha’s brow furrows, eyes narrowing through fresh tears. “The fuck?”

“In the game,” I clarify, voice steady. “Seriously. We both need to get this out somehow. Find some release. At least this way no one actually gets hurt.”

She stares at me like I’ve lost my mind, fists still clenched, chest heaving under that stained hoodie. “I’m not playing Fury Forge with you right now, Matt. I’m not in the mood.”

“If you win,” I say quietly, stepping closer, “I’ll leave. I swear. Go home and never darken your doorstep again.”

Her laugh is savage, raw—a choked sound that might’ve been a sob. “Fine. Fucking fine, then. If that’s what it takes to get rid of you.”

We don’t speak again. She grabs her neural bud from the side table, jams it in. I sync mine from my pocket. The hallway dissolves in a rush of blinding lights, and then we’re there.

Neuralspace. The Fury Forge arena loads—shattered coliseum under storm-lashed skies, sand gritty underfoot, thunder rumbling distant. I spawn as Paladin, hammer heavy in my grip, plate gleaming. Across from me, the Widow materializes—long legs coiled, eyes blazing.

Alysha’s already charging.

The fight is savage, messy, brutal. She’s usually grace incarnate—fluid glides chaining into precise snapkicks, every move poetry in motion. Today she’s fury unleashed: wild kicks that whistle past my guard, heels slamming my shield with bone-jarring force. I let some land, absorbing the blunted impacts that thud through my real ribs, giving her the outlet she needs.

But at the first stalemate—the first chokehold where I pin her leg and yank her close—the air shifts.

Energy crackles.

This is neuralspace. Fury Forge’s rated 18+ for a reason. The characters don’t always just fight. They’re accurate down to the smallest detail. They can fuck if you want them to.

We surge forward at the same time.

Mouths crash—desperate, bruising, tongues thrusting like weapons. Her hands tear at my plate, ripping it open with frantic strength; I shred the Widow’s suit, exposing golden skin, freckled breasts heaving as I palm them roughly, pinching her nipples until she gasps into my mouth.

“Harder,” she snarls against my lips, arching into my grip. “And by the way, fuck you.”

“Fuck me then,” I growl back, spinning her, slamming her against a pillar. Legs pinned under my arm, shoulder hold locking her in place—my cock, hard and insistent, thrusts deep, burying in her slick heat with one brutal stroke.

She cries out, nails raking my back, heels digging into my ass as she pulls me harder. “Deeper, you bastard—oh, I fucking hate you—”

I give it to her—pounding relentlessly, hips snapping forward, her breasts bouncing against my chest, nipples scraping my skin. She bites my shoulder, hard enough to mark; I twist her nipple, yanking her hair to arch her throat for my mouth.

We fuck like we’re still fighting—her legs thrashing for leverage, trying to flip me; me pinning her harder, thrusting deeper, grinding against her clit until she shudders. Armor shreds away completely—her bare, freckled tits spilling free, my cock slamming home in her tight, wet cunt.

“I’ve wanted this for so long,” I rasp, voice rough through the link, one hand fisting her ponytail to hold her head back. “And so have you.”

“Shut—up—” she gasps, but her walls clench around me, hips bucking to meet every thrust, nails scraping down my back.

My erection makes me sloppier—precision fracturing under the haze of want, thrusts wilder, less controlled. She reads it, twists in my hold—the Widow’s long leg hooking my waist, flipping us both with impossible leverage.

I hit the sand hard. She’s on top in a heartbeat, thighs clamping my hips, cunt sinking down my cock in one savage drop. Hands pin my shoulders—an unbreakable hold, the countdown ticking in the corner of my vision.

I thrust up anyway, desperate, but she grinds down, owning me—riding hard, tits bouncing, eyes locked on mine through the haze.

Time taps out.

KO.

Neuralspace shatters. I’m back in the hallway, gasping, cock throbbing untouched in my jeans, heart slamming against my ribs.

Alysha stumbles back a step, eyes wild, chest heaving under her hoodie. Tears still wet her cheeks, but her lips are swollen, flushed.

We stare at each other—raw, wrecked, the air between us humming with what we just did.

“You lost,” she whispers, voice hoarse.

“Yeah,” I say, breathless. “I did.” My cock is still rock-hard from the neural fight, straining against my jeans, but I force my voice steady.

“Fair’s fair,” I manage, hoarse. “I lost. I’ll leave if you want me to.”

Alysha’s eyes are blown wide—dark, wild, unreadable. Her chest rises and falls fast under that stained hoodie, lips parted like she’s forgotten how to breathe.

“What if I don’t want you to?” she says, the words jerky, almost angry.

Time stands still.

My heart slams once, hard, against my ribs.

“Then it’s time for a fucking rematch,” I rasp, and yank my jeans down in one rough motion.

She’s already moving—sports bra ripping over her head, hoodie following, sweatpants shoved down her hips. Clothes hit the floor in a frantic scatter.

We collide like the fight never ended.

Her mouth crashes into mine—teeth, tongue, desperation. I groan into her, hands gripping her bare waist, pulling her flush against me. Skin on skin, finally, in real life, after years of wanting. She’s warm and soft and fierce, nails raking down my back hard enough to sting.

She bites my shoulder—sharp, possessive—and I snarl, spinning her, one hand fisting her ponytail to tilt her head back. My other palm cracks across her ass, the sound sharp in the quiet hallway. She gasps, arching into it, pushing back against my cock trapped between us.

“Again,” she demands, voice wrecked.

I spank her harder—once, twice—watching her golden skin bloom pink under my hand, the way her thighs tremble. She moans, low and filthy, grinding back against me.

“You want it rough?” I growl against her ear, teeth grazing the lobe. “Because I’ve waited too fucking long to be gentle.”

“Then don’t be,” she snaps, twisting in my grip to face me again, nails digging into my chest. “Fuck me like you mean it.”

I thrust in—one brutal stroke, burying myself to the hilt. She cries out, head falling back against my shoulder, walls clenching tight and hot around me like a fist. I don’t give her time to adjust—pull out and slam back in, setting a punishing rhythm, hips snapping hard enough that her breasts bounce with every impact.

She meets me thrust for thrust, pushing back, nails digging into my forearm across her chest. “Harder—fucking harder—”

I oblige—hand leaving her hip to spank her ass again, sharp and loud, the crack echoing down the hallway. She gasps, clenching around me, wetness dripping down my balls.

“You like that?” I snarl, squeezing her ass hard where I marked it. “Like being fucked rough in your hallway where anyone could see?”

“Yes—fuck—yes—” Her voice breaks on a moan as I angle deeper, grinding against that spot inside her that makes her thighs shake.

We’re animals—teeth and nails and desperate thrusts, her ponytail wrapped around my fist, my other hand pinching her nipple hard enough to make her squeal. She bites my wrist when I reach around to rub her clit—rough circles that match my thrusts.

“Don’t you try and make me come,” she pants, voice ragged. “I’m winning this one.”

“Like hell,” I growl, thrusting harder, deeper, feeling her flutter around me. “You’re already close—I can feel it.”

She laughs—breathless, defiant—and clenches deliberately around my cock, making me groan. “Make me, then. I fucking dare you.”

I do.

I spin her again, lift her—hands under her thighs—and pin her back to the wall, legs wrapped around my waist. Thrust up into her hard, over and over, her breasts bouncing against my chest, nipples dragging fire across my skin. Her arms lock around my neck, nails scoring my shoulders.

“Look at me,” I demand, slowing just enough to make her whine.

Her eyes open—blue and blazing, wet with tears that haven’t quite stopped.

“I love you,” I say, voice rough, thrusting deep and holding. “Hopelessly. Stupidly. Since the first day you walked in with that ponytail and that smirk and roasted my code in front of the whole team.”

She gasps, walls fluttering around me.

“I’ve jerked off thinking about you more times than I can count,” I confess, pulling out slow only to slam back in. “Three nights in a row when you came in with a navel ring. That little silver flash when you stretched. Drove me insane.”

Her laugh is shaky, half-sob. “Pervert.”

“Your pervert,” I growl, kissing her hard, slowing my thrusts to deep, grinding rolls that make her whimper. “I love how you laugh at my stupid jokes. How you fight me on every frame count but always make the game better. How you’re warm and fierce and mine—even when you weren’t.”

She sobs softly, legs tightening around me. “Matt—”

“I love you,” I say again, voice breaking, thrusting slow and deep, eyes locked on hers. “Always have. Always will.”

She comes first—hard, sudden, walls pulsing around me in long, shuddering waves, her cry muffled against my neck as tears soak my skin. I stay buried deep, feeling her shake against me, cock still burning with arousal.

After a long moment, she laughs—soft, watery, real.

“Rematch?” she whispers against my shoulder.

I kiss her temple, her cheek, her lips—slow now, tender.

“Anytime,” I murmur. “But maybe inside this time.”

She nods, arms tightening around my neck.

I carry her through the open door, kick it shut behind us, and lower her gently to the couch—still joined, still moving slow, like we have all the time in the world now.

Because maybe, finally, we do.

∆∆∆

I hold her on the couch, still buried deep inside her, savoring every involuntary flutter and squeeze of her walls when I shift—just a little, just enough to feel her clench around me like she’s not ready to let go. Her legs are tangled with mine, head tucked under my chin, breath warm against my chest. The apartment is quiet except for our slowing heartbeats and the soft rustle of skin on skin.

“So,” Alysha murmurs, “what’d I miss? Been gone a whole week.”

I laugh into her hair. “Where do I even start? The Swedes left, big emotional goodbye—Lysander hugged everyone like a bear. Freja and Kaori promised to visit again soon.”

Alysha hums, squeezing me deliberately inside her. “Good. I liked them.”

“Chloe and Dev finally went on that date,” I continue, grinning when her eyebrows shoot up.

“No shit?”

“Dead serious. Coffee after work. He was naked the next day. Full commitment.”

She bursts out laughing, the sound vibrating through her chest into mine. “Turtle Dev? Naked? I need photographic evidence.”

“Believe it. Chloe’s glowing. They’re adorable.”

Alysha’s smile softens, something tender flickering there. “Good for them. I… I need to talk to Chloe soon.”

I kiss her forehead, then add casually, “Oh, and Jenna stripped in the final meeting.”

Her head snaps up, eyes narrowing instantly. “You’re shitting me.”

“Nope.” I smirk, shifting my hips just enough to make her gasp. “Trimmed, not shaved. Fiery little bush. Freckles everywhere.”

She slaps my chest—playful but with heat behind it. “Asshole,” she breathes, but she’s fighting a laugh. “You’re seriously thinking about our boss’s vagina while your cock’s still inside me?”

I lean down, capture her mouth in a slow, deep kiss—apology and claim all at once. She melts into it, fingers threading through my hair, tugging just hard enough to sting.

“Only thinking about you,” I murmur against her lips when we break apart. “Always you. But if you want to think about Dev’s butt while you’re fucking me, go ahead. Fair’s fair.”

She groans, burying her face in my neck. “God, I forgot what an unrepentant dickhead you are. Maybe I should’ve just punched you for real.”

I kiss her again—slow, lingering, until the groan turns into a reluctant laugh against my mouth.

“Almost forgot the best part,” I say, nipping her earlobe. “Sam asked for help with Freja. Well—Freja asked me first, but then Sam cornered me outside the bathroom. Long story short: Sam took her clothes off yesterday. Full nude. Freja looked like she’d been struck by lightning.”

Alysha’s eyes go comically wide. “Sam’s a lesbian?”

“Apparently. News to me too.”

“Shit,” she breathes, laughing in disbelief. “I leave for one week and miss everything.”

I shift inside her—just a slow roll of my hips—and feel her flutter around me, still sensitive from the first round. “You missed a lot,” I murmur, lips brushing her ear. “But you’re here now. And I’m not letting you miss this.”

She laughs softly, the sound vibrating through her chest into mine, and tightens her legs around my waist. “Prove it.”

I pull out slow, savoring the drag of her slick walls clinging to me, then hook my hands behind her knees and fold her legs back—gentle at first, testing. Her thighs part easily, knees bending toward her chest, opening her up beautifully. The sight of her—golden skin flushed, cunt glistening and swollen from our first frantic fuck—makes my cock throb hard against her thigh.

“Fuck,” I whisper, voice rough. “You’re so open like this.”

She grins up at me, wicked and breathless. “Bendy, remember? I play football with the girls three nights a week. Told you it’d pay off.”

I push her legs further—slow, careful—until her knees are nearly beside her ears, ankles hooked over my shoulders. She bends like she was made for it, spine curving gracefully, ass lifting off the couch cushions. Her cunt is exposed completely now—lewd and perfect, soft pink lips parted wide, inner folds glistening, clit peeking swollen and needy. The stretch pulls everything tight and open, her hole clenching visibly on nothing, a fresh bead of wetness slipping out to trail down toward her ass.

“Jesus, Alysha,” I groan, staring down at her like I’m seeing her for the first time all over again. “Look at you. So fucking flexible. So fucking gorgeous.”

She laughs—breathless, delighted—at my stunned tone. “Yeah, okay, whatever. Now stop staring and do something about it.”

I don’t need telling twice.

I dive in.

My mouth finds her cunt like it’s starving—tongue flattening broad and wet over her clit first, making her jolt and moan. She tastes sharp and tangy, strong and unmistakably Alysha—musky sweetness with an addictive edge I can already tell is going to ruin me. I lick slow, savoring every drop, tracing her folds, dipping inside to drink her straight from the source.

“Fuck—Matt—” Her hands fist in my hair, pulling me closer, hips trying to rock but pinned by her own flexibility.

I feast—messy, greedy, face buried deep. Nose pressed to her clit, tongue thrusting inside her, lapping up every slick gush as she gets wetter, hotter. I suck her lips into my mouth, gentle then harder, tugging until she whimpers. Circle her clit with the flat of my tongue, then flick the tip fast and precise until her thighs quake against my shoulders.

Her juices coat me—chin, cheeks, dripping down my neck. I don’t care. I can’t stop. This is Alysha—my best friend, my everything—finally open and dripping for me, and I’m drowning in her like I’ve wanted to for years.

“God, you taste incredible,” I groan against her, voice muffled, lips slick. “Always wondered—fuck—always wanted my face buried in your cunt.”

She moans loud, back arching as far as the position allows. “Don’t stop—please—”

I don’t. I lick and suck and tongue-fuck her until she’s squirming, oversensitive and gasping, thighs trembling hard enough that I feel it in my shoulders. Only then do I pull back—face a mess, shining with her, lips swollen—and crawl up her body.

She’s panting, eyes dark and wild, legs still folded back, cunt twitching visibly with aftershocks.

I line up—cock aching, balls heavy and tight—and push back inside her in one slow, deep stroke.

We both groan.

She’s tighter like this—legs pinned, body folded, cunt stretched wide around me. I bottom out, grinding deep, feeling her flutter and clench.

“Fuck,” I rasp, hands sliding up to cup her breasts—full and heavy, nipples dark and hard. “You’re so tight folded up like this.”

She laughs breathlessly, hips rolling to meet me. “I’m short. It comes with the territory.”

I start slow—long, deep strokes that drag every inch of me through her slick heat, pulling out until just the head stretches her entrance, then sinking back in until my hips meet hers. Her walls grip me like velvet fire, pulling me deeper every time.

My thumbs brush her nipples—teasing at first, circling the hard peaks. “Flexible here too?” I murmur, voice low and playful.

She arches into my touch, moaning softly. “Try me.”

I pinch—gentle, then harder—rolling them between thumb and forefinger, tugging until they stretch. Her breath hitches, eyes fluttering.

“Harder,” she whispers.

I oblige—twisting, pulling, stretching her nipples until they’re flushed dark and swollen, the skin taut and shining. She loves it—moans turning sharp, needy, hips bucking up to meet my slow thrusts.

“God, you’re perfect,” I groan, leaning down to capture one stretched nipple in my mouth—sucking hard, teeth grazing one while my fingers torment the other. “Love how you take it—love watching you feel everything.”

She whimpers, hands fisting in my hair, pulling me closer. “Matt—fuck—don’t stop—”

I don’t. I fuck her slow and deep, stretching her out with every thrust, nipples trapped between my fingers and teeth—tugging, twisting, pinching until she’s writhing, oversensitive and desperate, cunt fluttering around me in warning.

“Come for me again,” I murmur against her breast, voice rough with love and lust. “Want to feel you milk my cock—want to watch you fall apart with my name on your lips.”

She does—beautifully.

Her back arches off the couch, legs still folded high and wide, thighs trembling against my shoulders as her orgasm crashes through her. Her cunt pulses around me in long, rhythmic waves, slick walls gripping and releasing, pulling me deeper even as I hold still to feel every flutter. A low, broken moan tears from her throat—my name, over and over, raw and desperate. Her freckled breasts heave with every gasp, nipples dark and tight, the silver ring in her navel glinting with sweat.

I watch her—memorize her—like it’s the first and last time. The way her eyes squeeze shut, lashes dark against flushed cheeks; the way her lips part on silent cries; the way her body shakes, helpless and perfect under me.

She’s everything.

When the waves finally ease, she slumps back, panting, legs sliding down my arms until her feet rest on my thighs. I’m still buried deep, hard as steel, throbbing inside her but nowhere near the edge. She feels it—feels me thick and unmoving—and her eyes flutter open, wide and disbelieving.

She slides off me slowly, a soft, wet sound as I slip free, and collapses beside me on the couch, chest heaving.

“Fuck me,” she breathes, staring at my cock—still rigid, glistening with her. “What does it take to make you come?”

My eyes slide guiltily to the doorway, where her discarded sports bra lies in a crumpled heap on the floor.

Alysha follows my gaze. Her lips part, then curve in a slow, knowing smirk. “Seriously?”

I shrug, heat crawling up my neck even as my cock twitches at the thought. “So maybe I want to fuck classic Alysha. The athleisure look. To make up for literal months of you sitting beside me in that bra and a fucking hoodie, driving me insane.”

She laughs—soft, breathless, delighted—and pushes up on her elbows, breasts swaying with the motion. “You accusing me of dressing inappropriately at work, Matt?”

“Yes,” I growl, too far gone for more words.

Alysha snorts with amusement. “Fair. Close your eyes for a second.”

I do.

There’s rustling, the soft snap of elastic, the whisper of fabric. When I open them again, she’s standing by the couch—sports bra pulled tight over her tits, black hoodie unzipped and hanging open, framing her like the world’s most lethal tease. Still bottomless, though—smooth bare cunt slick and flushed from me, thighs shining with her own wetness.

The look is irresistible lewdness: office Alysha, the one who’s tortured me for years, now half-dressed and ready to be ruined.

My cock jerks hard, pre-cum beading fresh at the tip.

She saunters over, hips swaying, and drops to her knees in front of me—slow, deliberate, eyes locked on mine.

“What are you going to do to me?” she asks, voice innocent and filthy all at once, batting her lashes up at me.

I don’t answer with words.

I hook two fingers into the dip of her sports bra, pull it down just enough to expose the valley between her breasts, and slide my cock underneath—hot, slick skin trapping me tight, the fabric hugging me from above. The head pops out the top of her cleavage, flushed and glistening.

Alysha gasps, eyes widening, then laughs—low, delighted. “Fucking perv,” she breathes, but her hands are already pushing her tits together, squeezing me in warm, firm pressure.

I thrust slow—testing, savoring—the drag of her skin, the tight channel of her cleavage, the way the sports bra holds everything perfectly in place. She dips her head on every upstroke, tongue flicking out to lick the head, tasting herself on me.

“God, you’ve wanted this forever, haven’t you?” she murmurs, voice husky, pushing her breasts tighter around me. “Staring at my tits every day, pretending you weren’t imagining sliding your cock between them.”

“Every fucking day,” I groan, hips rolling faster, hands fisting in her ponytail to guide her rhythm. “That bra—those hoodies—driving me insane. Wanted to bend you over your desk and fuck these perfect tits until I painted them.”

She moans softly, tongue swirling around the head again, eyes dark and wicked up at me. “Perv. All those late nights, me in my sports bra, stretching right next to you—bet you were hard under the desk half the time.”

“More than you know,” I growl, hips snapping faster. “Wanted to pull that bra down and fuck you right there in the office.”

She laughs—breathless, wicked—tongue flicking the head relentlessly. “Should’ve. I’d have let you.”

The image flashes—her at her desk, bra tugged down, me standing over her—and I groan, pace faltering.

She notices, grins wickedly. “Close already?”

“Not yet,” I lie, slowing to torturous strokes, savoring the drag.

She squeezes harder, bouncing faster. “You need to come already. This is fucking ridiculous.” She laughs, breathless and incredulous. “You’re going to give me a complex at this rate. What’s it gonna take?”

Her gaze searches mine—deep, knowing—and suddenly she knows.

She yanks the sports bra off in one smooth motion, hoodie following, tossing them aside. Completely naked again—bare and soft and perfect, breasts bouncing free, freckles glowing under the dim light. Then she tugs me by the cock—firm, insistent—pulling me off the couch and into her bedroom.

I’ve never been in here before.

It’s girlier than I expected: rose-pink string lights draped along the headboard, fluffy white rug underfoot, a delicate jewelry stand glittering with earrings and that silver navel ring’s cousins. The bed is unmade, sheets tangled, like she’s been restless.

She pushes me down onto my back—gentle but firm—and straddles me, wincing just a little with sensitivity as she sinks down on top of me, taking me slow inch by inch.

“Fuck,” she breathes, settling into a pace—slow rolls of her hips at first, adjusting, then faster, harder, toned legs slamming up and down as she rides me.

Her breasts bounce with every thrust—heavy, perfect, nipples dark and tight. I reach up, cup them, thumbs circling the sensitive peaks, tugging gently until she gasps.

“My turn,” she whispers, leaning down to kiss me—deep, claiming.

I thrust up to meet her, hands gripping her ass, spreading her wider. She’s tight and hot, still slick from before, clenching around me with every bounce.

After a while she slows, pulls me up into a sitting position—still inside her, chests pressed together, her breasts squishing soft and warm against me.

“Matt,” she says quietly, kissing my cheek, my jaw, my lips. “Look at me.”

I do.

She’s close—my beautiful blonde best friend split open around me, hair messy, eyes shining with everything we’ve held back for years.

“I love you back, you stupid motherfucker,” she confesses, voice tearful but fierce. “Always have, if I’m honest with myself. We were never just friends, were we? Friends don’t feel like this.” A shaky laugh. “I’m sorry it took me so fucking long to figure it out. I love you. Please don’t leave me.” Her voice trembles a little on that last part.

The words shatter something in me—relief, love, everything crashing together.

I kiss her softly, deeply, hands stroking circles across her sweaty shoulder blades. “Never,” I promise, meaning it with every fiber. “Couldn’t if I wanted to. And sometimes I’ve wanted to—so there you go. Proof, Alysha. I love you too. You infuriating, impossible girl.”

She clenches tight around me—happy, overwhelmed—and laughs through fresh tears.

“Then give me your fucking cum before your balls explode, asshole.”

I do.

The orgasm hits like a tidal wave—building slow, then crashing all at once. I thrust up hard, burying deep, and unleash everything I’ve got. It feels endless—thick, hot ropes pulsing into her sensitive pussy, filling her up until there’s no room left. 

Cum squirts out around my cock with every thrust, leaking down her thighs, soaking the sheets beneath us. She gasps at the feeling—oversensitive walls fluttering around me, milking every drop as I keep coming, wave after wave, balls emptying what feels like months of pent-up want straight into her warm, welcoming cunt.

She rides it out with me—moaning, trembling, nails digging into my shoulders as the sheer volume overwhelms her into yet another orgasm, cum gushing out in messy streams, coating us both.

It lasts a minor eternity—pleasure dragging on, relentless, until I’m spent and shaking.

Then I wrap my arms around her, pull her close, collapse backward onto the bed—bumping noses and teeth as we kiss again, messy and desperate.

“I really do love you,” I whisper, almost inaudible—no jokes, no fire, no snark. Just fragile, delicate love.

She kisses me hard and long, stealing my breath, hand tangled in my chest hair, skin pressed so close I feel her heartbeat against mine.

“I really love you too,” she whispers back, voice trembling.

We stay like that—tangled, sweaty, finally, blissfully, perfectly happy.

Hours pass, or maybe days. Time loses all meaning.

It’s just us.

Finally together.

∆∆∆

We lie with the sheets twisted around our legs, sweat cooling on our skin. I’m still inside her—softening slowly, reluctant to leave the warm clutch of her body. Alysha’s head rests on my chest, one arm draped across my stomach, fingers tracing idle patterns through the hair there. Her breath is warm against my skin, steady now, the storm passed.

For a long minute, neither of us speaks. The room is quiet except for the soft hum of the city outside and the occasional creak of the building settling.

Eventually she shifts, pressing a lazy kiss to my collarbone. “So,” she murmurs, voice husky and sated, “that happened.”

I huff a quiet laugh, tightening my arm around her shoulders. “Yeah. That definitely happened.”

She lifts her head just enough to meet my eyes, blonde hair falling in a messy curtain across her face. “No regrets?”

“None,” I say without hesitation, brushing the hair back so I can see her properly. “You?”

She thinks about it—lips pursing, eyes searching mine—then shakes her head. “No. Scared about the future, maybe. But no regrets.”

I nod, thumb stroking along her shoulder blade. “Scared is okay.”

She settles back down, cheek against my chest again, listening to my heartbeat. “I keep thinking I should feel worse about this. Like… guilty. But mostly I just feel relieved. And that makes me feel guilty all over again.”

I kiss the top of her head. “You’re allowed to feel both.”

“Yeah,” she sighs. “I know. Just… sucks.”

We’re quiet again. My fingers drift down her spine, tracing the line of it, the soft dip just above her ass. She shivers lightly, pressing closer.

“I used to imagine this,” she says after a while, voice soft. “You and me. Like this. Then I’d feel shitty for imagining it and shove it down.”

I smile into her hair. “I used to imagine it and then jerk off in the shower so I could function at work the next day.”

She snorts, slapping my stomach lightly. “Perv.”

“Your perv,” I remind her, catching her hand and lacing our fingers. “Always was.”

She squeezes my hand, quiet for a beat. “You were right, you know. I think I knew. Deep down. That’s why I never let you meet him properly. Because if you two were in the same room, he’d see it. How easy we are together. How much I—” She stops, swallows. “How easy it always feels around you.”

I turn us gently so we’re face to face, noses almost touching. “I get it,” I say quietly. “We were both scared of fucking things up.”

Her eyes shimmer—tears threatening again, but softer this time. “I’m sorry it took me so long.”

“I’m sorry I didn’t say it sooner.”

She leans in, kisses me—slow, deep, tasting of salt and us. When she pulls back, her smile is small but real. “We’re idiots.”

“Champion-level idiots,” I agree, kissing her forehead. “But we’re here now.”

“Yeah,” she whispers, snuggling closer, leg sliding between mine. “We’re here.”

We drift like that—talking in murmurs, trading soft confessions and quieter laughs. Hours pass—or minutes, maybe—and we’re still tangled, still touching, still whispering. Alysha stirs against me, her body warm and heavy in the aftermath, legs still tangled with mine. She presses a lazy kiss to my chest, then stills—suddenly tense.

“Hey,” she murmurs, voice soft but edged with something nervous. “Don’t freak out, okay? But I usually use a condom, and you just gave me the biggest load of my life.”

I feel her shift, hand reaching toward the nightstand drawer.

I still—gently catching her wrist before she can open it.

She looks back at me, confusion warring with vulnerability in those blue eyes I’ve loved for years.

“Don’t,” I say softly. “At least… don’t do it on my account.”

Her brow furrows. “Matt—”

“It’s up to you,” I continue, thumb stroking the inside of her wrist. “Completely. But I’d love a baby Alysha running around. Can’t think of anything I’d love more. Might not happen for a while, and shit, maybe you’re not ready—but I know you want kids.”

Alysha’s face is unreadable, so I keep going, worried I’m freaking her out. “Well, hey, so do I. Specifically, your kids. Just wanted to let you know that.” I shrug. “No pressure, but whenever you’re ready… I’m up for just letting it happen. If you are.”

Her eyes blur with sudden tears, lips parting on a shaky breath.

“Are you fucking shitting me?” she blurts, voice cracking.

I blink, heart lurching. “Alysha—”

“You want to have my babies?” she demands, tears spilling over now, hot against my skin. “You kept that fucking quiet! Why didn’t you tell me before?”

I laugh—soft, a little helpless—and stroke her hair back from her damp cheeks. “Yeah, that would’ve gone down well. ‘Hey, best friend, love working with you, also want to knock you up someday.’ Real smooth.”

“I’m serious!” she protests, but there’s a watery laugh in it now, her hand fisting in my chest hair. “How long have you known? How long have you wanted that?”

I shrug, pulling her closer, tucking her head under my chin. “I don’t know. Week after I met you? I fell pretty fucking hard, I told you.”

She’s quiet for a long moment, breath hitching against my neck.

“Ryan never wanted my babies,” she whispers finally, and it’s the first time she’s said his name all night. The words are small, broken, like they’ve been waiting in the dark for permission to come out.

I squeeze her tighter, like I can absorb the hurt through my skin, press it out of her with the weight of my arms.

“Then that’s his loss, sweetheart,” I murmur into her hair. “But I’m not sorry. Not if it means I get to have them instead.”

She pulls back just enough to look at me—eyes red-rimmed, cheeks blotchy, still the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen. “You sure?” she asks, over and over, voice trembling. “Don’t say it if you don’t mean it.”

I kiss her—slow, deliberate, pouring every ounce of truth into it.

“I mean it,” I say against her lips. “I want everything with you. The fights, the late nights. The stupid inside jokes. And yeah—the kids. Little blonde terrors with your eyes and my terrible sense of humor.”

She laughs through the tears, kissing me back messily—noses bumping, teeth clicking, mouths wet and desperate.

“You’re crazy,” she whispers, but she’s smiling now, real and bright.

“Crazy about you,” I correct, rolling us so she’s on top again, hands sliding down to grip her ass, pulling her flush against me. My cock stirs sleepily inside her, thickening at the feel of her.

She gasps softly, rocking experimentally. “Perv,” she teases, voice watery but warm. “You realize if you knock me up, my tits won’t fit into a sports bra anymore?”

I grin up at her, thrusting shallowly just to feel her clench. “A price I’m prepared to pay. Which should tell you exactly how fucking serious I am.”

She laughs tearfully, then kisses me until we’re both breathless—until the only sounds are our soft laughs and the quiet creak of the bed. I kiss her back until our mouths are slick and swollen, until she’s all I can taste—sweet and hot and utterly Alysha—until even with my eyes shut I see the wicked sparkle in hers.

I kiss her until her soft moans vibrate against my tongue, until her fingers twist hard in my hair like she’s claiming me right back.

I kiss her until the world narrows to the slide of her lips, the brush of her tongue, the way her breath catches when I suck gently on her lower lip and release it with a soft pop. Until her legs tighten around my waist and her hips roll slow, lazy circles that make me throb inside her all over again.

She pulls back just enough to breathe, forehead still pressed to mine, eyes dark and shining.

“Matt,” she whispers, voice rough. “Stay.”

I slide my hands up her back, fingers tracing the line of her spine, the soft dip just above her ass. “Not going anywhere.”

She smiles—small, real, a little shaky—and kisses me again, softer this time. Slow, lingering presses of her mouth that feel like promises. Her fingers loosen in my hair, sliding down to cup my jaw, thumb brushing the stubble there.

“I love you,” she says into my shoulder, the words muffled but fierce. “I love you so much it scares me.”

I tighten my arms around her, rolling us gently so she’s on her side, still pressed close, my cock slipping out soft and spent. I don’t mind. I just want her here.

“I’m scared too,” I admit, voice low. “But the good kind. The kind where it matters.”

She nods against me, fingers finding mine and lacing them together. We lie like that—quiet, tangled, breathing each other in. The room smells like us: sex and sweat and her vanilla lotion, the faint trace of pasta sauce from the hoodie on the floor.

Outside, the city hums on—distant traffic, faint sirens, the low thrum of life going about its business. Inside, it’s just us: two idiots who took forever to get here, finally, perfectly tangled.

I love her—God, I love her—and this isn’t the end of our story, I realise. Shit, it’s not even the beginning of the end.

But it might just be the end of the beginning.
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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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