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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

I park in my usual spot the next day, heart already thudding harder than it should as I grab my bag and head inside. The lobby is empty again, and the elevator ride feels eternal—but I’ve made my decision now, and I’m not going back on it. If Alysha can do this, so can I. Fair’s fair.

Men’s bathroom. Lock the stall. Shirt off, jeans off, everything off. I fold it all neatly into my bag like I’m packing for a trip instead of stripping for work. The mirror shows me what they’ll see: shoulders tensed but broad enough, chest decently defined from weekend runs, cock hanging thick and heavy between my legs. I run a hand through my hair, take one steadying breath, and walk out.

The floor door hisses open.

Chloe and Alysha are at their desks, both gloriously naked—Alysha’s golden skin catching the light, Chloe’s pale curves softer, blonde hair loose around her shoulders. Dev’s hoodie is pulled so far forward he looks like a monk.

The second I step through, Chloe spots me; her eyes go wide, then she lets out a piercing wolf-whistle that echoes off the glass walls. Alysha joins in a half-beat later, low and wicked, and then they’re both clapping—slow, exaggerated, genuine applause that rings through the open space.

Heat floods my face, but I can’t stop the grin. I give a little bow, cock swinging with the motion, and stride to my desk like I own the place. The carpet is cool under my bare feet. Every step feels electric.

I drop into the chair beside Alysha. She’s leaning back, arms crossed under her breasts, lifting them just enough to make my mouth go dry. Her smirk is slow and lethal.

“This permanent now, partner?” she asks, voice low and teasing.

I shrug, spinning my chair to face her. “Like you said—if you do it, I will.”

Her eyes flick down my body—chest, stomach, cock—then back up, something warm and unreadable in her gaze. “Careful. I might hold you to that.”

The morning slides into work with surprising ease. No Natalie—her station stays dark past ten, and a quiet guilt gnaws at me. Policy says I should ping Jenna about absences. But fuck that. I’m not a snitch, and Natalie’s hurt is at least partly on me. Selective blindness feels like the least I owe her.

The five of us settle into a rhythm that’s almost normal. Code flows. Pull requests merge clean. Dev even manages a full sentence about the neural handshake without staring at the floor. Samantha keeps her eyes resolutely above the neck, but she’s smiling more than usual.

Mid-morning, I head to the kitchenette for water. Samantha’s there, eating a kiwi fruit with a spoon. She startles when I walk in—naked, obviously—but recovers fast, cheeks going pink.

“Uh—hi,” she says, eyes fixed somewhere around my collarbone.

“Hey,” I answer, filling a glass at the sink. The cool water feels good going down. “True story—I once ate one of those whole. Fuzzy skin and all. Paid for it with a rash that lasted three days.”

She laughs, soft and surprised, finally glancing up to meet my eyes for a second. “That sounds… educational. I’ll remember that if I’m ever feeling reckless. And spoonless, I suppose.”

We chat—easy, light stuff about the build, the upcoming Lysander visit, whether the new movement patch will hold under load. She still struggles to look below my neck, gaze darting away every time it drifts, but there’s no judgment in it. Just shy fascination.

I don’t mind. Honestly, it’s flattering as hell. The way Chloe’s eyes linger when she thinks I’m not looking, the way Alysha’s gaze traces my arms when we lean over the same screen—it’s the same rush I get watching them. Doesn’t matter the size or shape; seeing your pretty colleagues’ breasts out in the open, nipples tightening when the AC kicks on, is just… fucking awesome. A gift. And now they’re getting the male equivalent. My cock isn’t porn-star huge, but it’s thick, responds eagerly to attention, and the little appreciative glances I catch feel like winning a secret jackpot.

By lunchtime we’re ahead of schedule. I push the final commit, lean back, and stretch—slow, deliberate, letting my chest expand, abs tighten. Chloe whistles again from her corner. Alysha just smirks and kicks my chair lightly with her bare foot.

The day feels good. Productive. Charged with something new and bright.

But Natalie’s empty desk sits there like a quiet accusation, and Friday—Lysander, dinner, whatever comes next—looms just over the horizon.

I have no idea what tomorrow will look like.

But right now, naked beside Alysha, skin warm in the office light, the world feels wide open.

∆∆∆

Friday dawns bright and merciless, the sun slicing through the blinds of the men’s bathroom like it’s personally invested in my decision. I stand there in nothing but my shorts, hands hooked in the waistband, thumbs tracing the elastic. The tile is cold under my bare feet. My clothes are already folded in my bag—a smart button-down and slacks I brought for tonight’s dinner. Easy to pull back on. Easy to walk out clothed, pretend yesterday was a fluke, blame it on holiday fever.

I could sign nothing. Walk in dressed. Only Chloe and Alysha would know I backed out, and they’d get over it.

But the thought of Alysha’s face—of that tiny flicker of disappointment—twists hard in my chest. Worse, she might take it as permission to quit her own trial. Pull the sports bra back on. Cover up. And the idea of that—of losing the sight of her golden skin, the swing of her breasts when she laughs, the way her navel ring catches the light—hits me like a gut punch. I don’t want it to end. Not yet.

Besides, Lysander believes in this. Really believes. If the rumors are true, the man meditates naked on frozen lakes for fun. Seeing his new American team actually embracing the philosophy might genuinely thrill him.

I exhale, shove the shorts down, and stuff them into the bag next to my dinner clothes. Naked it is.

The floor door hisses open.

Jenna’s already in her office, tapping away, looking like she’s been here for hours. Chloe and Alysha are at their desks—both still gloriously bare, Chloe’s small breasts catching the light as she stretches, Alysha leaning back with one leg crossed over the other. Dev is hunched over his keyboard, not looking at anyone. Samantha gives me a quick, nervous smile that lingers half a second longer than yesterday.

Natalie is back at her station, braids pulled back, glasses glinting, but she doesn’t look up as I pass. Not even a flick of her eyes. The cold shoulder is arctic.

Jenna walks out as I reach my desk, taking in my lack of clothes without a single blink. Professional as ever. “Morning, Matt. Forms are ready when you are.”

I nod, drop my bag, and follow her into her office. The glass door seals behind us with that soft pneumatic hiss.

She slides the slim black folder across the table. “Three-day trial, same as the others. Opt-in, no pressure, fully reversible.” Her voice is crisp, but as I flip to the signature page, her guard slips just a fraction. She leans one hip against the table, arms loosely folded, red hair catching the light.

“I have to say,” she admits, a small, wry smile tugging at her mouth, “I’m impressed. And surprised. Half my team going for this in week one of the new regime? Didn’t see that coming.”

I laugh, a little sheepish, pen hovering over the line. “Yeah, well… Chloe made it look like fun, I guess.”

She tilts her head, green eyes sharp but curious. “How does it feel?”

I pause, considering. The cool air on my skin. The way my cock hangs heavy and aware between my legs. The constant low hum of exposure—of being seen, really seen—by people I trust. By Alysha.

“Honest,” I say finally. “Like there’s nowhere to hide. But also… lighter? I thought it’d be awkward as hell, but mostly it’s just… freeing.”

Jenna nods slowly, like she’s filing that away. “Good to know.” A beat. “Might even give it a try myself one of these days.”

The image flashes unbidden—Jenna stripping off that blazer, red hair spilling over pale shoulders—and I clear my throat, signing my name with a quick flourish before my brain can go anywhere dangerous.

She takes the folder back, expression sliding smoothly into boss mode again. “All looks good to me. We’re expecting the Swedes just before lunch. Try not to let Lysander scare you. He’s intense, but he loves our game.”

I stand, naked and oddly steady. “Looking forward to it.”

Back at my desk, Alysha glances over—eyes flicking down my body once, quick and warm—then nods toward the screen. “Ready to ship the final build before the big man arrives?”

I sink into my chair beside her, skin against leather, cock resting thick against my thigh.

“Born ready,” I say.

And for the first time all week, I believe it.

∆∆∆

We ship the patch at 11:47 a.m.—clean build, no criticals, live servers humming like they’re happy to be alive. Alysha leans back in her chair, bare breasts lifting with a satisfied sigh, and bumps my shoulder with hers.

“Boom,” she says, voice low and smug. “Told you we’d crush it.”

I grin, the rush of a good deploy still buzzing in my veins. “You did. I guess you get to be right occasionally.”

She rolls her eyes, but the smile tugging at her lips is real, warm, the kind that’s always made my chest do stupid things. For a moment the office feels almost normal again—just us, naked and triumphant, the air between us humming with something unspoken but not uncomfortable.

Then there’s a sharp knock on the glass.

We all turn at once.

Lysander Larsson is impossible to miss. Six-two easy, barrel-chested like a Viking, silver-streaked beard thick and wild. His skin is tanned and weathered, body powerful even at rest. And yeah—his cock hangs soft between his thighs, thick but not intimidating. Roughly the same size as mine, maybe a touch longer, but nothing that makes me feel suddenly inadequate. A quiet, ridiculous relief flickers through me.

But the woman beside him steals every ounce of oxygen from the room.

She’s willowy Nordic perfection—shoulder-length blonde hair lightly curled, ice-blue eyes that seem to cut straight through the glass. Her body is obscene in the best way, like a supermodel’s: long, elegant lines, firm little tits high and proud, nipples pale rose against flawless skin, stomach gently concave above narrow hips. A neat, confident blonde landing strip points down to smooth pink lips that look soft and inviting even from here. She stands like she knows exactly how devastating she is—chin high, shoulders back, one hip cocked just enough to make the pose look effortless.

I hear Alysha’s sharp inhale beside me, feel Chloe shift in her seat. The envy radiating off both of them is so palpable it’s almost funny. I bite the inside of my cheek to keep from grinning.

There’s another man with them—tall, dark-haired, dressed in slacks and a button-down. Clothed. Loser, my brain supplies smugly before I can stop it.

And then there’s the fourth visitor: a pretty Japanese woman with straight black bangs framing a heart-shaped face, big dark eyes, and a shy half-smile. She’s wearing nothing but snug black panties that hug her hips like they were painted on. The contrast is lethal—bare rose-brown nipples tight and crinkled against pale skin, small breasts sweet and perfect, the panties drawing every eye to what they’re barely concealing. It’s almost more erotic than full nudity.

Jenna swipes her badge and ushers them in with brisk efficiency, voice calm as ever. “Everyone, conference room. Now.”

We file in—Alysha beside me, Chloe a step behind, Dev and Samantha bringing up the rear. Natalie trails last, silent and stiff. I catch reflections in the glass walls as we move: the Nordic blonde’s long legs, the Japanese woman’s panties riding low on her hips, the subtle sway of bare breasts all around me. My cock gives an interested twitch despite the nerves.

I keep my eyes forward. Mostly.

Alysha elbows me lightly as we sit—sharp enough to sting, playful enough to make me grin. “Eyes up, partner,” she murmurs, voice pitched for my ears only. “Subtlety isn’t your strong suit.”

I lean in, just close enough that my bare arm brushes hers. “Can you blame me? I saw you checking out the blonde, by the way. You’re not that subtle either.”

We take our seats around the long glass table—naked bodies on cool leather, the newcomers settling opposite. Lysander’s presence fills the room like a warm hearth fire: big, unapologetic, oddly comforting. The blonde—who introduces herself as Freja, lead experience designer—sits with perfect posture, ice-blue eyes scanning us with open interest. The clothed man is Viktor, head of infrastructure. The woman in panties is Kaori, neural calibration specialist, voice soft and melodic when she says hello.

Jenna stands at the head, all business. “Lysander wanted to meet the team that’s been carrying his favorite game on its back. I think I’ve mentioned how big a fan he is.”

Lysander’s laugh booms, warm and genuine. “And I see some of you are embracing my personal philosophy already. Brave. Beautiful. I approve.”

His gaze sweeps the table—lingering appreciatively, but not leering—on Chloe’s small breasts, Alysha’s freckled chest, my own bare torso. Chloe’s cheeks pinken, but she doesn’t hide; I sit a little straighter.

Jenna gestures toward the projector with her usual crisp efficiency. “We’ve both got presentations to unveil. Would our visitors like to go first?”

Freja rises in one fluid motion, long limbs unfolding like something out of a fashion spread that forgot to include clothes. The light catches the gentle curve of her hip, the high, firm lift of her breasts, and I have to force my eyes up to her face before anyone notices. Her smile is warm, professional, and just a little amused, as if she’s used to the effect she has on rooms full of people.

“I would be delighted,” she says, the Swedish lilt in her voice turning every syllable into something melodic and inviting.

The first ten minutes are exactly what you’d expect from a corporate powerhouse: sleek slides, impressive revenue graphs, the polished story of Lysande’s journey from scrappy digital storefront to global behemoth. Lysander sits at the head of the table like a benevolent giant, beard brushing his chest, nodding along with quiet pride. Kaori sits demurely, black panties snug against her hips, hands folded in her lap, rose-brown nipples sweetly crinkled in the cool air.

Then Freja clicks to a new slide.

The brochure photo fills the screen: bright Stockholm office, laughing twenty-somethings around a ping-pong table, every single one of them naked, bodies relaxed and unselfconscious. The tall blonde in the corner—Freja herself, I realise with a start—draws my eye again, same as she did the first time. It’s hard not to stare at those champagne-pink nipples, high and proud on her pert little tits.

Freja’s voice stays smooth and confident. “Lysande’s workplace nudity program is unorthodox, yes, but deeply effective. It began as a personal practice of our founder”—she inclines her head toward Lysander, who gives a small, regal nod—”and the profound benefits he discovered over decades of living as a nudist. What began as private conviction became company culture when the data proved undeniable: stronger interpersonal trust, reduced hierarchy, heightened creativity, measurable gains in productivity and employee satisfaction.”

She pauses, letting the numbers on the next slide sink in—18% productivity lift, 35% satisfaction increase, voluntary overtime up 2.3 hours per week.

“Initial hesitance,” she continues, “is natural. Yet most who try it report surprised acceptance—often enthusiasm. The body ceases to be a distraction and becomes simply… human. Shared vulnerability forges connection.”

Her gaze sweeps the table, lingering for a deliberate, approving second on me. Heat rushes to my face—and lower—as her ice-blue eyes trace my chest, my stomach, the heavy line of my cock resting against my thigh. I shift in the leather chair, skin sticking slightly, and try not to look too pleased.

Freja’s smile widens, soft and genuine. “We are delighted to see some of our new colleagues already embracing the custom so enthusiastically.” Her attention flicks warmly to Chloe’s small, high breasts, then to Alysha’s freckled curves, before returning to me. “But there are many paths to the same destination. Lysande supports every employee at whatever degree of comfort feels right.”

She turns, graceful as ever, and nods toward Kaori. “For example, Kaori has long been persuaded of the benefits of nudism. Yet as a gesture of respect and deference to her husband’s preferences, she chooses to remain clothed beneath the waist.”

Kaori ducks her head, cheeks pink, but her smile is shy and proud. The black fabric hugs her hips like a secret, drawing every eye to the soft swell it barely conceals.

Lysander leans forward, beard brushing the table, voice deep and rumbling like distant thunder. “Freedom is the goal. Not uniformity. Wear what serves you—nothing, something, whatever allows your mind to be most present. We ask only openness.”

Freja clicks to the final slide—a simple white background with the Lysande logo and the words TOGETHER, UNBURDENED.

She sits, crossing those endless legs, and looks to Jenna. “Your turn.”

Jenna stands, blazer impeccable. “Thank you, Freja. We have a few slides of our own.”

Our presentation is mercifully short—ten minutes of pure polish. Jenna dims the lights just enough for the cinematic trailer to explode across the screen: sweeping camera pans over neon-lit arenas, slow-motion impacts that make the Widow’s new snapkick look lethal and elegant, the bass-heavy score Chloe layered in thumping through the conference room speakers. Lysander leans forward, elbows on the glass table, beard brushing his chest, eyes bright with genuine excitement. When the trailer ends on our new animation—the Widow’s leg extending in perfect, vicious grace, heel connecting with an enemy’s jaw in crystalline slow-motion—Alysha straightens beside me, spine tall, a proud little smile tugging at her lips. I feel it like a spark along my skin.

The teaser gameplay clips follow: unreleased finishers, the new glide mechanics in action, a glimpse of the season finale boss that has Chloe bouncing subtly in her seat. Freja watches with cool appreciation; Kaori’s dark eyes widen at the neural-link fidelity demo; even Viktor, still tragically clothed, nods along.

When the lights come up, Lysander claps his massive hands together once—sharp, delighted, the sound echoing like a starting gun.

“Magnificent,” he declares, voice booming with that warm Scandinavian rumble. “I am impressed. And—forgive my enthusiasm—desperate to play with my new toy.” His grin is boyish beneath the Viking beard. “I have questions. Many questions for the geniuses behind my favorite game.”

He looks to Jenna expectantly.

She nods toward us without hesitation. “Matt and Alysha are our leads on Fury Forge.”

Lysander rises—slow, powerful—and extends a hand across the table. I stand, grip firm, his palm warm and calloused. “Matt,” he says, eyes crinkling. “A pleasure.”

Then he turns to Alysha.

She offers her hand, graceful as always, and instead of shaking it, he lifts it to his lips—brief, gallant, the brush of his beard against her knuckles. “Charmed,” he murmurs, voice low and genuine.

A hot, possessive surge flares in my chest before I can stop it. For fuck’s sake. He’s her boss. The owner. He’s not Ryan. He’s not even flirting, not really—it’s just old-world courtesy.

But the sight of his mouth on her skin, even for a second, lights something primal in me.

Alysha’s cheeks pinken faintly, but she smiles—warm, professional, the one she uses when she’s trying to make a good impression. “Thank you, Mr. Larsson. We’re really glad you like our game so much.”

“Lysander, please,” he insists, releasing her hand with obvious reluctance. “And I more than like your game. Especially the Widow—Jenna says she is your special creation?” His face creases into a broad smile. “If you ask me, she is perfection.”

I force a smile, sit back down, and try to ignore the jealous heat still simmering under my ribs. Bad enough I’ve spent years quietly envious of Ryan. Now I’m jealous of a billionaire fanboy old enough to be her father?

Get a grip, Matt.

And then it hits me, inconvenient but true: I should be thanking him.

Without Lysander and his naked ping-pong philosophy, without that brochure and its opt-in incentives, Alysha would still be in hoodies and sports bras. I’d never have seen the freckles across her breasts, the silver stretch mark on her thigh, the way her nipples tighten when she’s turned on. I’d never have watched her come yesterday, shaking and beautiful and completely undone.

So yeah. Thanks, Lysander.

Even if he just kissed her hand.

∆∆∆

The conference room empties in a shuffle of chairs and murmured thanks, Jenna herding the group toward the playtest space for the promised demo matches. Lysander lingers, though, clapping a massive hand on my shoulder as we spill back into the main floor—his palm warm, grip firm enough to remind me he’s built like a goddamn longship captain.

“Matt, Alysha,” he rumbles, voice rich with that rolling Swedish accent. “Walk with me?”

We do, falling into step beside him, our bare feet silent on the carpet. Alysha’s thigh brushes mine—accidental, maybe, or maybe not—and I catch the faint citrus of her skin. Lysander doesn’t pull a chair; he grabs one from the breakout cluster, spins it around with easy strength, and plants himself right between our desks like he owns the place. Which, technically, he does.

His cock rests heavy against one tree-trunk thigh, unselfconscious as the rest of him. Freja and Kaori hover nearby, chatting with Chloe; Viktor’s off with Jenna somewhere. Lysander leans forward, elbows on knees, beard framing a grin that’s all boyish excitement under the Viking bluster.

“Tell me about the glide,” he says, no preamble, eyes locking on Alysha first. “That new arc—the way she chains it into the snapkick. Genius. But the recovery frame… it feels off. Too generous?”

Alysha’s eyes light up like someone flipped a switch. She spins her chair to face him fully, breasts shifting with the motion, nipples tightening just a touch in the recycled air. “Finally, someone gets it. Yeah—the recovery’s at 12 frames right now. Matt fought me tooth and nail on it.”

I snort, dropping into my own chair, cock settling thick against my thigh as I cross one ankle over my knee. “Because 12 is right. Any tighter and she clips the ground on uneven terrain. We tested it.”

Lysander chuckles, deep and rolling, waving a hand like he’s swatting away smoke. “Tested, yes. But feel it. Play it.” His gaze flicks to the monitors, then back to Alysha, lingering on the freckles dusting her collarbones. “She’s the Jade Widow. Grace incarnate. That pause—it pulls her out of the dance.”

Alysha leans in, mirroring him, her knee nudging his now. “Exactly. I wanted 6 frames. Matt vetoed. Said it’d feel too fast.”

“Yeah, and I was right,” I counter, but there’s no heat in it. This is fun—more fun than I expected. The guy’s got 355 hours logged; he’s not some exec playing tourist. He knows the meta, the frame data, the pixel-perfect bullshit we sweat over. “Run the loop. See for yourself.”

She pulls it up, the Widow’s glide-snapkick cycling in front of us: leg extending like a whipcrack, heel slamming home, recovery stutter just visible if you know to look. Lysander watches, silent, then shakes his head.

“No. Here—” He reaches past her, massive hand engulfing the mouse, pausing the frame. “See this? The landing frame. She dips. It’s not grace—it’s hesitation. Trim to 9, tighten the spline on the upswing. She’ll feel like water.”

I open my mouth to argue—because I’ve had this exact fight with her three times already, stubborn as she is—but Alysha already nodding, ponytail sliding over one bare shoulder. “I know, that’s what I’m saying. Tell Matt, not me.”

“Try it,” Lysander urges, turning to fix me with that intense gaze. “For science?”

I laugh and turn back to the display, tweaking the values live. The animation reruns: smoother, deadlier, the Widow flowing like silk over steel.

“Fuck.” I hate to admit it, but it looks better. “You’re right… 9 frames is perfect.”

Lysander’s grin widens. “I am just a man with too much time on his hands. You are the real magicians, both of you. This game… it sings.”

We dive in, the three of us huddled over screens, questions flying thick and fast. Hitbox timings bleed into latency spikes, glide chains into combo breakers. It’s electric—passion meeting passion, ideas bouncing like live rounds. Alysha’s in her element, gesturing wildly, freckled breasts swaying. Lysander matches her energy, beard quivering with every emphatic point.

I chime in where I can, but mostly I just watch them—her fire, his enthusiasm, the easy spark between them. He wins every argument, of course, but it’s the good kind of losing: the kind that pushes you higher. And yeah, there’s flirtation woven in—his eyes lingering on her lips when she laughs—but it’s light, harmless, the charm of a man who loves what she’s built.

Still, every time his hand brushes hers over the mouse, I feel that possessive tug. Ryan’s the one who gets her at night. But I’m the one who sat naked beside her yesterday, watching her come undone.

For now, that’s got to be enough.

Lysander claps my shoulder again as he stands, finally. “Dinner tonight. We celebrate properly. And Matt—thank you. For all of it.”

He nods at the screen—the Widow, frozen mid-glide—and strides off toward the rigs, Freja falling in beside him like she was born to match his stride.

Alysha exhales, spinning toward me, eyes bright. “He’s intense.”

“Yeah,” I say, voice low and amused. “But I guess he’s right. 9 frames it is.”

She smirks, leaning closer, breath warm on my ear. “Yeah, well. Who said I only get to be right occasionally?”

My cock twitches. “Shut up or I’m changing it back.”

∆∆∆

We pile into separate cars outside the office, the air sharp enough to raise goosebumps on skin that’s spent the day bare. Suits and dresses emerge from bags like magic tricks—everyone transformed back into polished professionals for the evening. I end up in a sleek black driverless SUV next to Lysander, both of us in crisp shirts and slacks now, Dev sandwiched awkwardly on my other side, hoodie swapped for a button-down that still looks like it’s trying too hard to be casual.

The girls take longer, of course—hair, makeup, all the rest of it. We wait in comfortable silence at first, sat across from each other in the back.

Lysander nudges me with one massive elbow, voice low and grave. “She is a vision of beauty, your co-worker.”

The words hit like a punch. My stomach knots instantly, a hot, sharp twist. Alysha. Of course he means Alysha.

“She’s engaged,” I say shortly, staring out the window so he won’t see whatever’s flashing across my face.

He turns toward me, silver-streaked beard brushing his collar, genuine surprise in his eyes. “Really? I saw no ring.”

I frown, confused, turning back to him. “What are you talking about? It’s right there—”

Dev leans forward from my other side, helpful as ever. “Who are you talking about?”

Lysander shrugs one broad shoulder, gaze drifting toward the office doors where the women will emerge any minute. “The beautiful goddess with the braids.”

Relief crashes over me so hard I nearly laugh out loud. Natalie. He means Natalie.

“No, sorry,” I say quickly, rubbing the back of my neck. “I thought you meant… well, someone else.”

Lysander studies me for a long moment, faint amusement dancing in those sharp blue eyes, like he’s reading every jealous thought in my head. “No,” he says, voice warm and deliberate. “My tastes are very particular. The beauty who inspired the Widow is also a vision, yes—but I find myself drawn to your Natalie.” He pauses, tilting his head. “And you say she is not engaged?”

I shake my head, a grin tugging at my mouth despite myself. “Not even dating anyone, far as I know.”

His laugh rumbles low, rich, delighted. “Then perhaps fate smiles tonight.”

“We’ll figure out a way for you to sit next to her at dinner,” I promise.

“That would be most appreciated,” he says, clapping my shoulder with a hand that could probably palm a basketball.

The doors open then, and the women spill out—Alysha first, in a sleek black dress that hugs every curve I’ve spent days memorizing, hair loose and shining, heels making her legs look endless. Chloe follows in deep green that sets off her eyes, laughing at something Freja says. Kaori’s in a soft cream sheath that makes her look ethereal. And Natalie—Natalie steps out last, braids swept over one shoulder, in a deep wine-red dress that clings to her dark skin like it was poured on, fierce and stunning.

Lysander’s gaze locks on her instantly, soft and hungry all at once.

I nudge him back. “Good luck, old man.”

He chuckles, low and pleased. “Luck is for the unprepared, my friend.”

∆∆∆

The restaurant is all low amber lighting and velvet banquettes, the kind of place that smells faintly of vinaigrette and money. I end up next to Alysha because of course I do—no one else manages to get a word in once we start talking, and I’m not complaining. Her neckline dips just enough to tease the freckles I’ve memorized, but not enough to show anything I’ve spent the week staring at openly.

It’s strange, almost nostalgic, to sit beside her fully clothed. No bare thighs brushing mine under the table, no nipples tightening when the air-conditioning kicks on. Just fabric and warmth and the faint citrus of her perfume.

In some ways it’s easier to think, at least. And harder, all at once.

Because without the constant distraction of her perfect tits, I’m left with the full force of her—Alysha laughing at something Chloe says across the table, quick and bright; Alysha leaning in to murmur a sarcastic aside about the wine list; Alysha warm and witty and alive in a way that twists something deep in my chest. I’ve always liked her company. Loved it, even. But tonight, with the nudity on pause and the alcohol loosening the edges, I feel it even more sharply: how much I genuinely adore this woman. How easy it is to be around her. How much I want to be around her all the time.

Across the table, Lysander is making steady, impressive progress with Natalie. She started the evening guarded—arms crossed, answers short, that familiar wariness she wears around new people. But he’s persistent in the best way: asking real questions about her concept art process, listening like every word matters, drawing her out with stories of his own early days sketching ideas on napkins in Stockholm cafés. I catch the exact moment she softens—a surprised laugh that lights up her whole face, dark eyes sparkling behind her glasses as he compares one of her boss designs to a Norse frost giant.

When he reaches across to trace the back of her hand with his thumb—slow, deliberate, asking permission without words—she doesn’t pull away. Her fingers uncurl slightly, letting him stay.

Alysha notices too. She leans in, voice low against my ear, warm breath sending a shiver down my spine. “That’s like second base for Natalie. New boss better watch himself… she’d probably fuck him if he keeps that up.”

I hide a grin behind my wineglass. “Good for her. And good for him. Nat could use the release. Who knows—might even convince her to join the naked club.”

Alysha’s quiet laugh vibrates against my shoulder as she bumps it with hers. “Fucking perv. Me, Chloe, Freja, and Kaori not enough for you? I saw how you looked at Freja earlier. Like the landing strip, do we?”

Heat floods my face, but I don’t bother denying it. “I’ve always had a thing for them. Sexier than a full bush—or nothing at all. Best of both worlds.”

She huffs, a soft exhale that stirs the fine hairs at my temple. “Didn’t know you felt so strongly about pubic grooming preferences.”

I realize a beat too late—she’s waxed bare, has been all week. My mouth goes dry. “Well, hey,” I say, scrambling for recovery, “naked girls are like pizza. Even when it’s bad, it’s good, no matter the toppings.”

She elbows me—sharp enough to sting, gentle enough to feel like affection. “You’re a fucking idiot, Matt.”

“Yeah,” I murmur, bumping her back, letting my shoulder linger against hers. “Sorry. It’s true, though.”

Her smile softens, something quieter flickering in her eyes before she turns back to her plate.

The knife in my chest twists anyway.

Because she’s warm and funny and brilliant, and tonight her company is mine—her laughs, her teasing, the brush of her arm against mine.

So I’ll take what I can get.

And try not to think about how much more I want.

∆∆∆

I slip away from the table an hour later, the wine hitting my bladder like a polite but insistent knock. The restaurant’s hallway is dim and quiet, a respite from the laughter and clinking glasses. I push through the men’s room door and stop short.

Dev’s already there, standing at the sinks, staring into the mirror like he’s trying to solve a particularly vicious bug. His hair—usually neatly combed—is sticking up in odd tufts, as if he’s been running his hands through it. His shoulders are rigid, fists resting on the marble counter, knuckles pale. He looks… angry. Or maybe just lost.

He doesn’t notice me at first. I step to the urinal, take care of business, zip up, and approach the sinks beside him. The mirror reflects us both: me, flushed from wine and the lingering heat of Alysha’s thigh against mine under the table; him, pale and tense, eyes bloodshot.

“Hey, buddy,” I say quietly, turning on the tap. “You all right?”

He startles, meets my eyes in the mirror, then looks away fast. “Yeah. Fine.” His voice is thick, a little slurred. He’s definitely drunker than me—Dev doesn’t drink much, usually nursing one beer before inventing an early exit. Tonight he must have matched the table round for round.

I pump soap into my palms, watching him in the reflection. “You don’t look fine.”

He exhales sharply through his nose, grips the counter harder. For a long moment he says nothing, just stares at his own distorted face in the polished faucet. Then the words tumble out, low and halting, like he’s been holding them behind his teeth all night.

“It’s just—Chloe. I’ve liked her for… pretty much the whole year. Since she started. She’s smart and funny and she gets the neural stuff without me having to explain it three times, and she’s just—she’s really kind, you know? Like actually nice, not fake nice.” He swallows hard. “But I was too fucking scared to say anything, and now… now…”

I rinse my hands slowly, letting him work his way through it.

“And now she’s naked,” he continues, voice cracking. “Just… walking around like that. And I get to see her, which is insane, but so does everyone else. Everyone gets to look at her tits and her… everything. And then suddenly she’s with you.” His fists clench tighter, knuckles whitening. “She’s with you.”

He’s not going to swing—I know that. Dev’s not the violent type. But the pain in his voice is raw, sharp enough to cut.

I dry my hands, turn to face him fully. “Dev. I’m sorry, man. I didn’t know.”

He shakes his head, eyes fixed on the sink. “How could you? I never said anything. I’m such a fucking loser.”

I lean against the counter, searching for the right words. The wine helps loosen them, even if it blurs the edges a little.

“Listen. Girls like confidence. Hate to say it, but that’s just how it is. They’re not gonna ask you out first—not usually. You’ve gotta make the move. Take the risk. Because yeah, it might crash and burn, but at least you’ll know.”

He scoffs, bitter. “Easy for you to say. You’re… you. And she’s with you now.”

I hesitate, choosing my words carefully. “Chloe and I… we’re casual. Really casual. Friends-with-benefits, maybe. Nothing official. I’m pretty sure if she met someone she actually wanted to date—someone nice, steady—she’d pump the brakes on us in a heartbeat. She’s sweet like that.”

Dev looks up then, eyes searching my face, hope and skepticism warring. “You’re serious?”

“Yeah. And look—maybe she does like you. You won’t know until you try. Girls drop hints, man. Little ones. But you’ve gotta be brave enough to see them. And have at least enough confidence to believe they might be interested.”

He laughs, short and hollow. “If she’d ever given me a sign…”

“Maybe she has and you missed it,” I say gently. “We’re all shit at reading signals sometimes. Takes confidence to believe a girl might actually want you. Most of us don’t have enough.”

He’s quiet for a long moment, staring at his reflection again. Then: “What if I ask and she laughs? Or it gets weird at work? I see her every day.”

“Then it gets weird for a bit and we all move on,” I say. “But if you don’t ask, you’ll always wonder.”

He rubs a hand over his face. “I hate this.”

“I know.”

Then I get the idea.

“You know Alysha and Chloe are tight, right? I could… ask Alysha to feel things out. Casual questions. Nothing obvious. Just see if it’s a hard no or a maybe.”

His head snaps toward me, eyes wide. “You’d do that?”

“Yeah. Of course. You’re my friend, man.”

He looks torn—tempted, terrified. “I don’t want to make it weird. Or put you in a bad spot.”

“You won’t. Let me try. Worst case, she says no and we never mention it again.”

He exhales shakily, nods once. “Okay. Yeah. Thanks, Matt.”

I clap him on the shoulder—firm, reassuring. “Anytime.”

We wash our hands in silence after that, the tension easing just a fraction. When we head back out, I’m already plotting how to drop this bomb on Alysha. I can’t wait to see the look on her face when I tell her Dev’s been pining for Chloe all year.

She’s going to lose her mind.

In the best way.

∆∆∆

I slide back into the restaurant’s bar area, the low hum of conversation and clinking glasses wrapping around me. Alysha’s perched on a stool, one leg crossed over the other, the black dress riding just high enough to show a teasing expanse of thigh. She’s leaning forward, elbows on the polished wood, laughing at something the bartender said—some poor guy who’s clearly trying not to stare too hard at the way the fabric clings to her curves.

Perfect timing.

I slip in beside her, close enough that my hip brushes hers, and let my hand settle lightly on her bare arm—warm skin, faint goosebumps rising under my fingertips. The bartender’s eyes flick to the contact, a flash of envy crossing his face before he busies himself with a glass. I don’t bother hiding my smirk.

“Hey,” I murmur, leaning in so my breath stirs the loose strands of hair at her temple. “Got some shit you will not believe.”

Alysha’s eyes light up instantly—she’s always been a sucker for good gossip. She twists toward me, wineglass dangling from her fingers, lips curving in that wicked little smile that’s been killing me all week.

“Oh my God, spill.”

I keep my voice low, just for her. “Dev. In the bathroom. Drunk as hell. Confessed he’s been into Chloe all year. Like, full-on pining. Thinks she’s smart and kind and funny and—his words—’actually nice, not fake nice.’ Couldn’t say anything because he was terrified she’d laugh.”

Alysha’s mouth forms a perfect O of delight, no shock, just pure, gleeful fascination. “He likes her?” she demands, voice pitched high with excitement. “Seriously?”

“Dead serious. Been rehearsing asking her out in his head for months. Classic Dev—overthinks everything.”

Her brow furrows, something softer creeping in behind the glee. She sets her glass down, turns fully toward me, knee pressing between mine under the bar. “And how do you feel about that?”

The question lands gentle but direct. I shrug, trying for casual, even as my chest tightens. Giving up that flicker of jealousy I’ve caught in her eyes this week—the one that made me feel, stupidly, like I mattered—stings more than I want to admit. But Chloe’s my friend. More than that, now. I care too much to play games with her heart.

“Fine,” I say, honest. “We’re friends with benefits. That’s it. If she likes him back, I’d be happy for her. She deserves someone who’s all in.”

Alysha studies me for a second, eyes searching, then slips her fingers through mine on the bar—slow, deliberate, her palm warm and soft against mine. She’s a little drunk; the wine has loosened her edges, made her bolder. Holding hands is innocent enough, but the way her thumb traces my knuckles feels anything but. Intimate. More than she’d usually allow in public.

“Okay,” she says, voice dropping, leaning in until her breath brushes my ear, sweet with red wine. “I’m going to tell you something, but you have to promise it stays between us. Like, bury-it-in-the-backyard, never-speak-of-it-again promise.”

I nod, throat tight, pulse kicking up at her closeness. “Swear.”

She glances around—no one close enough to hear—then leans even nearer, lips almost grazing my skin.

“Chloe likes him too.”

The words hit like a shot of whiskey—warm, surprising, burning straight through me.

I pull back just enough to meet her eyes. “Seriously?”

Alysha’s grin is slow, triumphant, a little tipsy. “Dead serious. Told me last night. She thinks he’s sweet, smart, blushes in this adorable way. Said he feels ‘real.’ That you’re too pretty for her—oh, don’t look so fucking smug.”

I bark a quiet laugh, shaking my head. “Too pretty? Cheers, Chloe. I mean, she’s not wrong.”

“You’re a jackass,” she replies, squeezing my hand. “But yeah… our Chloe’s got a type. Nerds who listen when she talks about sound design for twenty minutes straight.”

I exhale, something settling in my chest—relief for Dev, yeah, but also a quiet ache I don’t examine too closely. Chloe’s great. Incredible. But if she’s been carrying a torch for Dev all this time… maybe what happened between us really was just heat and timing. Friends with benefits. Nothing more.

Alysha’s thumb keeps stroking my knuckles, soft and steady. “You okay?”

“Yeah,” I say, and mean it. “Good for them. If it works out.”

She watches me a second longer, eyes soft in the low light, then bumps my shoulder with hers. “You’re a good guy, Matt.”

The words land warm, dangerous. I squeeze her hand back, let my fingers lace tighter with hers.

“Don’t tell anyone,” I murmur. “Ruins my reputation.”

Her laugh is low, throaty, the one that always undoes me. “Your secret’s safe with me.”

We stay like that—hands linked on the bar, shoulders touching, wine forgotten—for a quiet minute that feels like stealing time.

Across the room, Lysander’s deep laugh rumbles as Natalie leans in to say something, her smile genuine now.

Maybe tonight’s full of possibilities after all.

For all of us.

∆∆∆

Alysha excuses herself to the bathroom a little while later, weaving through the tables with that effortless grace that makes heads turn even when she’s fully clothed. I watch her go, the black dress clinging just right, and feel that familiar tug in my chest—warm, sharp, impossible to ignore.

The bar’s starting to feel a little too loud, too crowded with laughter and clinking glasses, so I slip outside into the garden patio for some air. It’s colder than I expected—the air biting through my shirt despite the wine buzzing in my veins. The deck is empty despite the orange glow of the heat lamps; no sign of the others. Too chilly for lingering, I guess.

I’m about to head back inside when a flash of red hair catches my eye further down the garden, half-hidden in the shadows.

“Jenna?”

She turns, wineglass in hand, cheeks flushed from the cold or the alcohol or both. Her blazer’s unbuttoned for once, red hair loose around her shoulders instead of its usual severe twist. She looks… softer. Younger. More human than the unflappable boss who’s steered us through crunch after crunch.

“Hey,” she says, smiling in a way that’s looser than I’m used to—easy, unguarded. “Needed a breather. The Swedes can drink.”

I laugh, stepping closer, hands in my pockets against the chill. “Yeah, I noticed. You holding up?”

She shrugs, takes a sip of her wine. “I am now. The cold’s doing a good job of sobering me up, to be honest.”

We fall into casual talk—easy, comfortable. I ask what it’s like managing a team that’s suddenly half-naked. She snorts, diplomatic as ever.

“A learning experience,” she says dryly. Then her mouth curves into a sudden, very un-Jenna-like grin—mischievous, warm. “Not an unpleasant one, though.”

The words hang there, playful. I raise an eyebrow. “Yeah? Enjoying the view, boss?”

She doesn’t deny it. Just meets my eyes, green and sharp even in the low light. “Lysander was right about one thing,” she says slowly, voice softer now. “The human body is a work of art. Those girls are gorgeous.”

I nod, not sure where this is going. Is she gay? Jenna’s always been attractive—sharp, redheaded, the kind of charisma that commands a room without trying—but I’ve never let myself think about her like that. She’s the boss. Off-limits by default.

She misreads my silence, eyes flicking away for a second. “And you, obviously,” she adds quickly, like she’s worried she offended me. “You’re clearly very attractive.”

The compliment lands warm, unexpected. The beat stretches—a little too long, charged with the wine and the cold and the strange intimacy of the empty patio.

My gaze drops to her lips—full, soft, curved in that half-smile. Hers drop to mine at the same moment.

She lets out a soft, almost surprised laugh. “God, this is such a bad idea.”

“Yeah,” I murmur, voice rougher than I expect. “Terrible.”

Neither of us moves back.

Her breath catches, quick, decisive. Then she whispers, “Oh, fuck it,” and we meet in the middle.

The kiss is messy, clumsy with surprise and alcohol—lips crashing, teeth clicking for a second before we find the rhythm. Her mouth is warm, tasting of red wine and something sharper, her hand coming up to cup my jaw, fingers cool from the night air. I slide mine to her waist, pulling her closer, feeling the heat of her body through the thin fabric of her dress.

It lasts only a moment or two—long enough for heat to flare low in my gut, for her breath to hitch against my lips—but then she pulls back, eyes wide, cheeks flushed darker than the cold can account for.

We stare at each other, breathing hard in the quiet.

Jenna straightens first, smoothing her hair with a composure that’s almost unfair given how swollen her lips are, how flushed her cheeks. She exhales once, steady and deliberate.

“I’m your boss,” she says—calm, commendably steady, like she’s reciting a line she rehearsed in the mirror. “So I’m going to have to be blunter than I’d prefer. This—whatever’s about to happen—can’t be a relationship. One of us would have to move departments, and anyway…” She meets my eyes, direct and unflinching. “I don’t think you want a relationship with me. And I don’t want one with you.”

The honesty stings, clean and sharp. I wince, but it’s true. This is pure lust—raw, sudden, wine-fueled want. Nothing deeper. Nothing that could survive Monday morning stand-up.

“Yeah,” I say, voice rough. “All I want is one glorious night.”

Jenna’s smile is small, crooked, surprisingly soft. “A night might be pushing it.” She glances toward the glass doors, then back at me, eyes darkening. “But I’m horny now, and there’s no one else out here. Tree cover’s good. We’ll hear the doors if anyone comes. You up for a little public indiscretion?”

My eyes widen before I can school my face. Jenna—cool, controlled, redheaded Jenna—is way kinkier than I ever imagined. The thought sends a fresh surge of heat straight to my cock.

I swallow, manage to keep my voice level. “I am if you are. Riskier for you, anyway. Not like it’d tank my reputation.”

She steps closer, rises on her toes, and kisses me again—lighter this time, teasing, a promise instead of a collision. “Okay,” she whispers against my mouth. “Also, just for the record… no matter how good, bad, or otherwise this turns out, I’m still your boss on Monday. Zero favoritism. Zero antagonism. We’re professionals. Plain and simple. If that’s not cool with you, we walk back inside right now.”

I slide a hand to the small of her back, pull her flush against me, feel the heat of her through the thin fabric. “One hundred percent cool,” I murmur, then let my voice drop, rough and commanding. “Now get on your knees, Jenna. I’ve always wanted to say that.”

Her breath catches—sharp, delighted. For a heartbeat she just looks at me, green eyes wide and glittering in the low light. Then she smiles, slow and wicked, and sinks down gracefully, knees brushing the cold stone patio as she settles between my feet.

The night air bites at my skin, but her hands are warm when they reach for my belt.

“I like you dominant,” Jenna breathes, her teeth grazing me with a teasing nip that sends heat arrowing straight to my cock. “Didn’t think you had it in you, Matt. Or am I going to have to take charge later?”

The words are a challenge, husky and playful. I haul her up by the waist—firm, sudden, a little rough—and she gasps, surprise and arousal flashing across her face as her feet leave the ground for a second. I set her down facing me, close enough that her breasts brush my chest through her dress.

“Changed my mind,” I say, voice low and steady, letting the command settle between us. “I want to see you naked first. Clothes off, Jenna.”

She pouts, full lips curving in mock protest, green eyes glittering in the low light. “It’s fucking freezing out here,” she objects, but there’s no real complaint in it—only anticipation, the way her nipples are already tight against the fabric of her dress.

She’s got a point. The air bites sharp, raising goosebumps on my arms even through the wine buzz.

“Stay here,” I tell her, enjoying the reversal—the way her eyes widen just a fraction at the order, the subtle flush climbing her throat.

I stride back to the deck, grab one of the standalone heat lamps and haul it over. The base scrapes softly across the patio stones as I position it at the edge of the tree line, angling the glowing orange element toward us. Warmth blooms immediately, chasing the chill from the air in a small, private circle.

Jenna’s laughing when I turn back—soft, delighted, a little breathless. “Way not to make it obvious we’re out here.”

I shrug, stepping close again, crowding her into the heat. “We’re far enough away. Like you said—we’ll hear the doors first.” I let my voice drop, rough and teasing. “Unless you’re too scared of getting caught naked?”

Her eyes flash, bright and defiant. “Maybe I like that idea,” she retorts, and shrugs off her blazer in one smooth motion, letting it fall to the frosty grass.

My pulse kicks hard.

She’s really doing this. My boss—sharp, untouchable Jenna—is stripping for me in the restaurant garden, red hair glowing like fire under the heat lamp, green eyes locked on mine.

She reaches behind her neck, fingers finding the zipper of her dress, and pulls it down slow—deliberate, teasing. The fabric parts, revealing pale skin inch by inch, the soft curve of her spine, the clasp of a black lace bra. The dress slides off her shoulders, down her arms, pooling at her feet. She steps out of it, kicks it aside with one heel.

And there she is.

Freckles dust her shoulders and chest like cinnamon on cream, spilling down over the swell of her breasts—full, high, cupped in sheer black lace that does nothing to hide the tight, dusky pink of her nipples. Her stomach is soft and toned, a gentle curve leading to narrow hips and the matching black lace panties clinging low. Long legs, pale and smooth, ending in heels that make her calves flex.

She’s breathtaking.

I’ve imagined this occasionally—late nights, quick guilty fantasies—but the reality is better. Freckled, flushed, a little breathless in the cold-turned-warm air, my sexy boss is standing half-naked in the shadows like a secret I’m finally allowed to touch.

“Jesus, Jenna,” I mutter, stepping close, hands settling on her waist, thumbs tracing the edge of her ribs. “You’re fucking gorgeous.”

She smiles—small, wicked, pleased—and arches into my touch. “Your turn to make it fair,” she whispers, fingers already tugging at my belt.

“Nope,” I say, stepping back just far enough to let the heat lamp’s glow paint her skin in warm amber. My voice is low, steady, the command wrapped in a smile so she knows I mean it but I’m not cruel. “I said naked, Jenna. You’re still wearing panties.”

She blushes—actually blushes—a soft rose climbing her freckled cheeks, visible even in the low light. “You’re serious.”

“Deadly.” I soften it with a crooked grin, eyes locked on hers. “I want to see my boss’s pussy, Jenna. In particular, I want to see if the carpets match the drapes.”

She hisses a laugh—half scandalized, half delighted—and hooks her thumbs into the black lace. The panties slide down slowly, deliberately, over the gentle curve of her hips, catching for a teasing second on the swell of her ass before she lets them drop.

Her pussy is breathtaking—neatly trimmed, a delicate fiery spray of red curls dusting the top of her mound like embers against pale skin. The curls are soft, fine, shaped into a perfect little triangle that draws the eye downward to where her lips part, already swollen and glistening with arousal. Pink, flushed deeper at the center, slick and inviting, the inner folds peeking out just enough to make my mouth water. 

Her clit is a sweet, tight pearl, hooded but visibly throbbing under my gaze. A single bead of wetness clings to the bottom of her slit, catching the light before it slips lower.

She’s perfect—elegant even here, the red curls a vivid contrast to the smooth, creamy skin of her thighs, the gentle swell of her lower belly. I drop to my knees without thinking, the cold stone biting through my slacks, but I don’t care.

“Change of plan,” I murmur, looking up at her, hands settling on her hips to pull her closer. “I’m going to eat you out first.”

Jenna’s breath catches, but she doesn’t hesitate. She threads her fingers into my hair, guiding me in with a soft, eager tug until my mouth meets her heat.

The first taste of her is electric—warm, salty-sweet, new and delicious. I groan against her, tongue flattening to lick a slow, deliberate stripe from her entrance to her clit. She’s soaked already, slick coating my lips, and she rocks forward instinctively, rubbing herself on my face with shameless need.

“God, Matthew,” she gasps, voice precise even through the haze of lust. “Look at you—so eager to shove your face in your boss’s wet cunt. Filthy boy.”

I hum against her clit, sucking gently, and she shudders, thighs trembling around my ears. Her fingers tighten in my hair, pulling me closer, grinding slow circles that smear her arousal across my mouth, my chin.

“That’s it,” she breathes, hips rolling in a steady, demanding rhythm. “Lick me clean. Taste how dripping I am for your tongue… legs spread in a public garden while you devour me like a starving man.”

I slide two fingers inside her—tight, hot, velvet walls clenching greedily—and curl them just right. She moans, low and broken, the sound vibrating through her body into mine.

“Such a greedy little pussy,” I growl against her clit, voice muffled, rough. “Sucking my fingers in while I tongue-fuck you. You love this, don’t you? Love knowing anyone could walk out and see my boss riding my face like a desperate slut.”

She whimpers—sharp, needy—and grinds harder, slick coating my cheeks, my jaw. “Yes—fuck—yes. Keep talking. Tell me how wet I am for you. Tell me how much you love eating your superior’s cunt in the dark like a dirty secret.”

I oblige, words hot and filthy between long, slow licks, sucking her clit until her thighs quake. She’s close already—breath hitching, hips stuttering, fingers pulling my hair hard enough to sting.

“Come on my tongue, Jenna,” I command, curling my fingers faster, pressing that spot inside her that makes her gasp my name. “Show me how hard your pretty pussy comes when I tongue you just right.”

She breaks with a sharp, elegant cry—body arching, thighs clamping around my head, walls pulsing around my fingers as she floods my mouth with her release. I lick her through it, gentle now, savoring every tremor, every soft, broken sound she makes.

When she finally sags, breathless and glowing, I pull back just enough to look up at her—lips slick, chin wet, grinning like a man who just won the lottery.

“Your turn to kneel, boss?” I ask, voice rough with want.

Jenna’s smile is slow, wicked, utterly in control again.

“Gladly,” she whispers.

And sinks to her knees in the frost-kissed grass.

“Fuck, look at you,” I growl, threading my fingers into her red hair, tugging just hard enough to tilt her head back. “On your knees in the dirt, about to suck my cock like a desperate little slut. You want this bad, don’t you? Been wet all night thinking about wrapping those pretty lips around your employee’s dick.”

She moans softly, the sound vibrating against my skin as she nuzzles the bulge straining my zipper. “Yes,” she breathes, voice precise even in lust, elegant vowels turning filthy. “I want to choke on it. Want to feel you throbbing in my throat while I finger my dripping cunt, knowing anyone could walk out and see me reduced to a cock-hungry whore.”

Her fingers work my belt open, zipper down, and she frees me—hot, heavy length springing into her waiting palm. She strokes once, slow and firm, thumb smearing pre-cum over the head.

“God, you’re thick,” she whispers, eyes dark with hunger. “Going to stretch my mouth so good. Fuck my face, Matt. Use me. Make me gag on every inch until tears run down my cheeks and mascara smears like the dirty girl I am tonight.”

I groan, hips bucking into her grip. “That’s right. Open wide, boss. Show me how bad you need this cock down your throat. Swallow me until your lips kiss my balls, then beg me to come all over that pretty freckled face.”

She obeys instantly—mouth hot and wet, tongue swirling around the head before she takes me deep in one smooth slide. The heat of her is overwhelming, throat fluttering as she pushes further, gagging softly but not stopping, eyes watering as she looks up at me.

“That’s it,” I rasp, watching tears gather at the corners of her eyes as she gags softly, mascara already starting to smudge. “Choke on your employee’s cock like the filthy little boss-slut you are. You love this, don’t you? Love being on your knees out here, throat full, pussy dripping because I told you to strip and suck.”

Jenna moans around me—deep, desperate—the vibration shooting straight to my balls. Her hands grip my thighs, nails digging in, but she doesn’t fight the rhythm. She takes it. Takes me. Exactly how I give it.

I pull out suddenly, letting her gasp for air, strings of spit connecting her swollen lips to my glistening shaft. “Hands behind your back,” I command. “Don’t touch. Just open that pretty mouth and let me fuck it.”

She clasps her wrists at the small of her back without hesitation, breasts thrust forward, nipples begging for attention I deny her. I slide back in—deeper this time—until her nose presses against my stomach, throat fluttering around me as she struggles to breathe through it. Tears streak her cheeks now, black trails down freckled skin, and the sight nearly undoes me.

“Good girl,” I praise, voice rough with possession. “My perfect little executive cocksleeve. Taking orders so beautifully. You’re going to swallow every drop when I come, aren’t you? Going to thank me for using your mouth like the obedient toy you are tonight.”

She whimpers—high, broken—eyes locked on mine, pleading and proud all at once. Her hips rock subtly, thighs slick and shining, pussy clenching on nothing as she grinds against the air.

I thrust faster, deeper, chasing the edge. “Come for me again,” I order, reaching down to pinch one nipple hard. “Come just from sucking my cock like a desperate whore. Show me how much you love being owned out here where anyone could see.”

The command tips her over. She cries out around me—muffled, frantic—body shaking as her orgasm crashes through her, pussy pulsing visibly, wetness dripping down her thighs in the heat lamp’s glow.

When I finally release her hair, she stays on her knees a moment longer—breathless, ruined, radiant.

Then she smiles up at me, slow and wicked, voice hoarse.

“My turn,” she says, voice velvet-wrapped steel. “On your knees, Matthew. Now.”

The command lands hard, a direct order from the woman who signs my reviews, who’s spent years telling me what to do in meetings and stand-ups. My cock—still half-hard, slick from her mouth—jerks at the authority in her tone. I drop without hesitation, knees hitting the cold stone, hands settling on her thighs as she steps close.

She threads fingers into my hair, tugging sharply until my face tilts up to hers. “Lick my pussy again. Get that tongue deep inside your boss’s cunt and don’t you dare stop until I come one more time all over your face.”

I groan, low and helpless, mouth already watering. She spreads her legs wider, guiding me in until my lips brush the fiery red curls, the swollen heat of her. She’s dripping—slick coating her inner thighs, scent sharp and intoxicating in the cold air.

“Start slow,” she orders, voice precise, filthy, every syllable dripping control. “Tease my clit with that eager tongue. Show me how desperate you are to please the woman who tells you what to do every day.”

I obey—flattening my tongue to lick a long, deliberate stripe from her entrance to her clit, tasting her fresh arousal mixed with the faint salt of her earlier release. She shudders, fingers tightening in my hair, pulling me closer.

“Fuck, yes—just like that. Worship it. Suck my clit. And imagine next week, me in my blazer, you at your desk, knowing I made you kneel in the dirt and eat my pussy until I soaked your chin.”

Her words are viciously hot, each one a lash that makes my cock throb painfully against my thigh. I suck her clit gently, then harder, flicking the tip of my tongue in quick, relentless circles. She rocks against my face, grinding slow and deliberate, smearing her wetness across my lips, my cheeks.

“Deeper,” she demands, voice dropping to a husky growl. “Tongue-fuck me. Pretend it’s your cock—show me how you’d beg to be inside your superior if I ever let you. But you don’t get that tonight, do you? No—you get to be my toy. My filthy, kneeling toy with his face buried in his  boss’s dripping cunt.”

I plunge my tongue inside her, curling, thrusting, lapping at her walls as she rides my mouth harder. Her thighs tremble around my ears, slick coating my chin, dripping down my neck. I slide two fingers in alongside my tongue, curling them to stroke that spot that makes her gasp—sharp, commanding even in pleasure.

“That’s it,” she hisses, hips snapping forward. “Finger-fuck me while you suck my clit. Make me come all over your face like the desperate little subordinate you are. I want to feel you swallow every drop—knowing I own this mouth, this tongue, this pretty cock that’s leaking for me on the ground.”

Her dirty talk is surgical—precise, elegant, devastating. Every word reminds me who she is: my boss, in control, using me exactly how she wants. And I love it—love the surrender, the way she grinds against my face like she’s claiming ownership.

She’s close now—breath hitching, thighs clamping around my head, fingers yanking my hair hard enough to sting.

“Come for me,” I growl against her clit, voice muffled and rough. “Come on your employee’s tongue, Jenna. Soak me. Show me how hard you come when you’re riding the face of the man who takes your orders all week.”

She breaks with a sharp, elegant cry—”Fuck—yes—right there—” body arching, pussy pulsing around my fingers and tongue as she floods my mouth again, hot and sweet and endless. I lick her through every shudder, every aftershock, until she’s trembling, oversensitive, pushing my head away with a breathless laugh.

When I pull back, chin dripping, lips swollen, she looks down at me—hair wild, cheeks flushed, eyes dark with satisfaction.

“Good boy,” she murmurs, thumb brushing my wet lower lip. “Now it’s time you got to come, I think. Stand up and fuck me properly. Your boss isn’t done with you yet.”

I rise, cock aching, and pin Jenna against the rough bark of the nearest tree, the heat lamp forgotten behind us, its glow casting long shadows that dance across her naked skin. Her back arches as I press her there—gentle enough not to hurt, firm enough that she feels every inch of my control.

My cock—hard, aching, slick from her mouth—nudges her entrance, sliding through the fiery red curls that dust her mound. I pause there, teasing, letting the head part her swollen lips, coating myself in her wetness.

“First redhead pussy I’ve ever been inside,” I growl against her ear, voice low and rough, thrusting shallowly just enough to make her gasp. “And it’s my boss’s. Tight, wet, perfect little cunt gripping me already.”

Jenna laughs—sharp, breathless, the sound vibrating through her chest into mine. “Arrogant prick,” she hisses, but her nails rake down my back, pulling me closer. She clenches deliberately around the tip of my cock, walls fluttering like a vice. “I’ll be the best you’ll ever have, too. This ginger cunt is going to ruin you for anyone else.”

The words hit like fire. I drive into her in one hard thrust, burying myself to the hilt. She cries out—sharp, elegant even in ecstasy—head falling back against the tree, red hair spilling wild over bark and shoulders. Her pussy is molten, velvet heat clamping down, those soft red curls tickling my skin where our bodies meet. I pull back slow, savoring every inch, then slam home again, setting a punishing rhythm.

“Fuck, yes,” I groan, one hand fisting her hair, tilting her head so I can claim her mouth in a messy, bruising kiss. “Take it. Take every inch of this cock like the greedy little slut you are. Feel how deep I am? Stretching this pretty redhead pussy wide.”

She moans into my mouth, legs locking tighter around my waist, heels digging into my ass to pull me deeper. “Harder,” she demands, voice breaking on the word. “Fuck me harder. Ruin me against this tree. Make me feel it when I’m sitting at my desk, signing your reviews, remembering how you pounded my cunt raw.”

I oblige—thrusting brutal and deep, hips snapping, the slap of skin on skin echoing in the quiet garden. My free hand slides between us, fingers threading through those fiery curls, tugging gently just to feel her clench in response. They’re soft, damp with her arousal, a perfect little patch that frames her clit like an invitation. I circle it with my thumb, rough and relentless, while I pound into her.

“You love this,” I rasp, biting her neck, leaving marks she’ll have to hide under that blazer come Monday. “Love getting fucked like a dirty secret in a public place. This pussy’s mine tonight—clenching, dripping, begging for more.”

Jenna’s nails score my shoulders, her body arching, breasts crushing against my chest. “Yes—God, yes—own it. Fuck your boss’s greedy hole until I scream. Make me come on this thick cock, Matthew. Fill me up, take me right here where anyone could see.”

Her words unravel me. I drive harder, faster, the tree bark scraping her back as I pin her there, claiming every inch. She’s close—I feel it in the way her walls flutter, tighten, milk me with every thrust. Her breath comes in sharp, elegant gasps, turning filthy.

“Come for me,” I command, thumb grinding her clit, fingers tangled in those red curls. “Come all over my cock, Jenna. Soak me. Show me how hard my pretty little boss comes when she’s getting railed like a desperate whore.”

She shatters.

Her orgasm crashes through her—violent, beautiful—pussy clamping down like a fist, pulsing around my length in hot, rhythmic waves. She cries out—my name, broken and raw—body shaking, thighs quaking around my hips, nails dragging down my back. I fuck her through it, relentless, drawing out every tremor, every gush of wetness that coats my cock, drips down my balls.

“Don’t stop,” she gasps, oversensitive and greedy. “Keep fucking me—harder—make it hurt so good.”

I do—pounding deeper, chasing my own edge now, her aftershocks milking me mercilessly. The tree creaks softly behind her, leaves rustling overhead like applause.

“I’m close,” I groan, thrusts turning erratic, balls drawing tight. “Gonna come—”

Jenna shoves me back suddenly, dropping to her knees in the grass before I can finish inside her. Her hands shove her freckled breasts together—full, heaving, nipples dark and begging—creating a perfect, lewd channel.

“Come on my tits,” she demands, voice hoarse and filthy, green eyes locked on mine. “Cover your boss’s pretty freckled tits in your hot spunk. Paint them white—mark me like the dirty little cumslut I am tonight. I’ve seen you staring down my shirt in meetings, don’t deny it—now drown me in your cum, Matthew. Shoot every thick rope across my bare tits so I can rub it in and feel you on me all night.”

The words—vicious, precise, utterly depraved—rip my control away.

I explode.

The first jet hits high, splattering across her collarbones, streaking down over freckled skin. The second coats her left breast, thick and pearly, dripping from her nipple. I stroke myself hard, aiming—third across the valley between her tits, fourth striping the right one, fifth and sixth pooling in the cleavage she holds so perfectly for me. It’s overpowering—wave after wave crashing through me, pleasure so intense my vision whites out, knees nearly buckling as I empty myself onto her in long, shuddering pulses.

Jenna moans through it, eyes fluttering, rubbing the head of my cock through the mess, smearing it over her skin, fingers circling her nipples to work it in like lotion. “So much,” she whispers, reverent and filthy. “Look at you—covering your boss’s tits like a good boy. Marking me. Owning me.”

When the last drop spills, I sag, breathless, hands bracing on the tree behind her. She looks up—freckles glistening under ropes of my cum, lips curved in a sated, wicked smile. Then she scoops a thick streak from her breast with two fingers, eyes locked on mine as she brings it to her mouth and licks it clean—slow, deliberate, tongue swirling like she’s savoring every drop.

I watch, transfixed, as Jenna reaches for her discarded panties. She wipes the mess from her skin—dragging the fabric through the sticky trails on her collarbones, down the soft slope of each breast, circling her nipples until they’re shiny and clean. The lace darkens, soaked with me, clinging obscenely to her fingers.

“Fuck, that’s filthy,” I rasp, voice hoarse, cock giving a tired but interested twitch at the sight.

Jenna arches a brow, utterly unashamed. “Practical,” she counters, voice low and amused. “They’re the only thing no one will see under the dress.” She finishes with a final swipe between her breasts, then—without breaking eye contact—wraps the soaked lace around my softening cock.

The fabric is warm, slick with both of us, and the gentle friction makes me hiss, oversensitive nerves sparking. She gives a few slow, teasing strokes—lazy pumps that milk the last drops from me, her thumb rubbing the head through the lace until I’m jerking limply in her grip, pleasure edged with too-much.

“Good boy,” she murmurs, wicked and fond, before letting go. She tucks the ruined panties into my pocket casually, then reaches for her dress.

We dress in near silence, the cold air raising goosebumps as fabric slides back over skin that still hums with what we’ve done. She zips me up when my fingers fumble, I fasten her bra with steady hands, brushing her nipples one last time just to hear her soft inhale. The blazer goes on last, armor restored.

Jenna smooths her hair, checks her reflection in her phone screen—lipstick miraculously intact, mascara only slightly smudged in a way that looks deliberate. She turns to me, eyes bright, cheeks still flushed.

“Ready?” she asks, teasing, like we’re heading to a meeting instead of back to a table full of colleagues who have no idea their boss just got fucked senseless against a tree.

I nod, still dazed, cock tender and sated under my slacks. “Hopefully they’ll think we’re just drunk.”

She laughs—low, delighted, the sound wrapping around me like a secret—and squeezes my arm for a second, just long enough to steady us both. “I’m not drunk. Are you?”

I shake my head; it’s true. The cold air has sobered us both up. “Couldn’t have fucked you like that if I was.”

Jenna’s laugh is low and throaty. “Neither could I. Good to know neither of us have any regrets, Matthew.”

Then she leads the way back inside, hips swaying, utterly composed.

I follow, heart pounding, the taste of her still on my tongue, the memory of her body branded on my skin.

Come Monday, she’ll be my boss again: sharp, professional, untouchable. I’ll take her orders, push code, sit in stand-ups without a flicker of anything more. That’s how we both want it—clean lines, no mess, no complications.

But I’ll carry this with me always: the knowledge of what she looks like naked, freckles scattered like stars across pale skin, red curls framing that slick, eager pussy, the way she came undone under my tongue and around my cock.

Even better, we managed to walk away without screwing anything up. No drama. No fallout. Just a secret shared in the dark, warm and glowing between us, like a pair of wet panties stuffed into my pocket.

Life is fucking awesome.


swear on my left tit


Alysha & Chloe 
January 18, 2029 – 11:25 AM

Alysha: okay rockstar

brace yourself

i have tea that will melt your tiny brain

Chloe: oh god

hit me

i’m still in bed hanging out my ass

need something to wake me up

Alysha: dev

likes

you

Chloe: …

you are shitting me

Alysha: i am not

it’s not a new thing either

our sweet awkward turtle dev has been into you ALL YEAR

Chloe: no

no way

you’re messing with me

this is revenge for something

what did i do

was it the wolf whistle yesterday morning

Alysha: swear on my left tit

not messing with you

he spilled his guts to matt in the guys’ bathroom last night

apparently he’s been pining for ages

rehearsing asking you out in his head for months

thought it was hopeless because you’re “actually nice, not fake nice”

and now you’re naked and he’s dying about it

and THEN you started hooking up with matt and he’s basically imploding

Chloe: wait wait wait

back up

how does MATT know this

did dev just randomly confess to him over the urinals??

Alysha: pretty much

matt said he looked like he was about to punch the mirror

so matt asked if he was okay

and dev just… unloaded

full drunk ramble

“she’s smart and funny and kind and i can’t even look at her without combusting”

classic turtle dev monologue

Chloe: oh my god

oh my GOD

this is

i don’t even know

romantic as fuck??

Alysha: romantic??

not creepy??

okay girl

you’ve been reading too many slow-burn fanfics

Chloe: it’s not creepy!!

it’s sweet

he’s been quietly adoring me from his hoodie fortress all year

and never said anything because he didn’t want to make it weird

that’s like

peak gentle nerd energy

i’m kind of melting

Alysha: you’re melting

i’m cackling

turtle dev has a CRUSH

and it’s mutual

Chloe: i mean

i’ve always thought he was cute

in that shy genius way

he listens when i ramble about sound design

actually listens

and blushes when i tease him

it’s adorable

but i figured he wasn’t interested

he barely makes eye contact even when i’m CLOTHED

Alysha: babe he makes eye contact with no one

i told you that’s just his default setting

but apparently you’re the one who turns him into a tomato

Chloe: stop i’m blushing now

okay but real talk

what about matt

he’s literally the one who heard this confession

is he cool with it??

Alysha: he’s more than cool

he told me himself at the bar

offered to help play wingman

said if you like dev he’d be happy for you

like genuinely happy

no weirdness

Chloe: he said that??

Alysha: direct quote: “if she met someone i’d be happy for her, she deserves it”

he’s a good one, that boy

too good sometimes

Chloe: yeah

he really is

the sex was great and he’s sweet as hell

but if dev actually likes me…

i think i’d rather try that

see where it goes

matt and i can stay friends

friends who occasionally fuck if the world ends or whatever

but dev feels… different

quieter

real

Alysha: look at you getting all soft

turtle dev’s gonna faint when he finds out

should i tell matt to set up the ambush

or do you wanna woman up and ask him yourself

Chloe: oh god no

i’ll die

i can’t just walk up and be like “hey i heard you’ve been pining, wanna grab coffee”

Alysha: fine fine

i’ll get matt to help out

feel out if dev’s still breathing after last night’s bathroom confession

then we plot phase two

operation: get the turtle out of his shell

Chloe: thank you thank you thank you

i owe you

like a million coffees

or one really fancy dinner

or my firstborn child

Alysha: i’ll take the fancy dinner

and naming rights on the child

call him turtle jr

Chloe: EVIL

but okay deal

now i’m gonna go stare at my ceiling and overthink this for the next six hours

love you babe

Alysha: love you more rockstar

go forth and fuck that nerd

report back with all the blushing details

muah

Chloe: xxx


The story continues... 

in the next episode of The Nudist Office!

Turn the page to see the next instalment, or binge the whole series as a bundle on Amazon...


The Nudist Office

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.


Books By This Author

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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