
        
            
                
            
        

    
The Nudist Office

Season One

Episode Two: Alysha & Chloe

Juliette Jaysen


Copyright © 2026 Juliette Jaysen

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Contents

Title Page

Copyright

Reader Discretion Advised

CHLOE

matt’s apparently magical dick


ALYSHA

sexy turtle

The story continues... 

The Nudist Office

Books By This Author


Reader Discretion Advised

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

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

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


CHLOE

The ice cream place is a tiny hole-in-the-wall in the Mission, all pastel tiles and handwritten chalkboard menus, somewhere Alysha discovered on one of her weekend runs and claimed as hers forever. She marches us straight to the counter like she owns the place, orders a double scoop of chocolate chip cookie dough in a waffle cone for herself, something salted caramel for Chloe, and a raspberry sorbet for me without even asking. I don’t complain. She’s usually right about dessert.

We sit outside on the little iron chairs, sun warm on our faces. Alysha licks her cone with slow, deliberate swirls of her tongue, eyes half-closed in bliss, and I have to look away because the memory of her naked this morning is still raw and throbbing under my skin. Chloe chats about the last time she had ice cream, her voice soft, a little husky from laughing, and every time she gestures the oversized sweater slips off one shoulder, revealing the strap of the bra she threw on in the bathroom. I try not to picture what’s under it. I fail.

By the time the cones are gone, Alysha’s cheeks are flushed from sugar and sunshine. She stands, stretches her arms overhead—hoodie riding up to flash that silver navel ring I’ve seen a hundred times and now can’t unsee without clothes—and declares, “That was the appetizer. Cocktails. Now.”

Chloe laughs, delighted, and I’m already too far gone on the high of the day to protest. We walk the three blocks to her favorite bar, a dim, velvet-booth place with low amber lighting and a bartender who knows her by name. We slide into a curved booth in the back. Alysha claims the middle, Chloe on one side, me on the other. Our thighs touch—Alysha’s warm through her leggings, Chloe’s softer under the loose drape of her sweater. The contact is casual, accidental, constant. I order a water to start. Alysha snorts.

“Three Strawberry Fields, extra basil,” she tells the server with that bright, confident smile that always gets her what she wants. “And keep them coming until we say stop.”

The drinks arrive tall and pink, garnished with fresh berries and a sprig of basil that smells like summer. One sip and the sweetness hits first, then the gin sneaks up behind it, smooth and dangerous. The edge I’ve been carrying all day softens, just a little. My shoulders drop. Round two arrives before I finish round one.

The conversation flows easily, our tongues loosened by the alcohol. Alysha reenacts Natalie’s face this morning when they walked out naked, complete with exaggerated eyebrow arch. Chloe counters with Dev’s impression of a startled turtle. I manage to contribute a half-decent impression of Jenna in her office, acting like everything is perfectly normal, and both of them lose it, heads thrown back, laughter bright and unguarded.

Drink number three settles warm in my stomach, then spreads outward, loosening knots I didn’t know were there. My thigh stays pressed against Alysha’s. She doesn’t move away. Chloe’s foot brushes mine under the table—once, twice—then stays there, bare ankle against my jeans. I tell myself it’s the cramped booth. I tell myself a lot of things.

Round four.

The lighting feels softer now, the music slower. Alysha’s cheeks are flushed, eyes bright. She’s radiant like this—bold and reckless and alive in a way that makes the air around her hum. Being naked all day didn’t dim her energy; it supercharged her. Every story she tells is louder, funnier, her hands moving in wild arcs. Chloe matches her drink for drink, quieter but glowing, sweater slipping off one shoulder to reveal the delicate line of a collarbone I spent all morning trying not to stare at.

I notice things I’ve never let myself notice before.

Chloe’s mouth is soft and sweet, the lower lip a little fuller than the top. When she laughs, her nose crinkles. Her eyes are hazel up close, flecked with gold that catches the fairy lights. She tucks her hair behind her ear when she’s thinking, the same gesture she used naked at her desk this morning, and the realization slams into me so hard I have to shift in my seat.

She’s single. No ring. No boyfriend stories. No constant texts lighting up her phone. And she’s been naked in front of me all day—small perfect breasts, tight pink nipples, that neat blonde bush doing nothing to hide how pretty she is down there. The knowledge sits heavy and hot in my gut.

Alysha’s still talking, something about Lysander Larsson’s rumored naked meditation habits, but the words blur. I’m watching Chloe’s mouth shape around her straw, the way her throat moves when she swallows. I’m watching the way her sweater gapes when she leans forward, offering a shadowed glimpse of the curve I now know by heart.

She catches me looking.

Her laughter falters mid-note. Color rises in her cheeks—soft rose, spreading down her neck, disappearing under the sweater. She doesn’t look away. Her tongue darts out, wets her lower lip, a small unconscious gesture that punches straight to my cock. Her eyes drop to my mouth and stay there.

The booth feels smaller. The air thicker.

She’s as tipsy as I am. I can see it in the looseness of her shoulders, the way her sweater keeps slipping, the glassy shine in her eyes. And God, it’s probably been forever for her too. Shy Chloe, headphones on, head down, composing boss themes at 2 a.m.—I can’t picture her swiping right on anyone, can’t picture her letting some stranger peel that sweater off and discover what I already know is underneath.

I haven’t had sex in months. Crunch after crunch, deadline after deadline, the only beautiful woman in my daily orbit the one sitting across from me wearing a ring and teasing me mercilessly like it’s her favorite hobby. Alysha asks about my love life every few weeks—always casual, always curious, always with that same little tilt of her head. I deflect. I joke. I change the subject. Because how do you tell your best friend that every woman you meet gets measured against her and comes up short? That the bar is set at long blonde legs and wicked blue eyes and a laugh that punches me in the chest every time?

But Chloe… Chloe is right here. Chloe is pretty and sweet and tipsy and looking at my mouth like she’s wondering what it would feel like.

The rational part of my brain—the part that remembers tomorrow we’ll be back at our desks, that remembers Alysha is right there, that remembers we’re all coworkers—screams that this is a terrible idea.

I can’t bring myself to care.

Alysha is mid-sentence, gesturing with her glass, when I lean across the small space and kiss Chloe.

It’s clumsy at first—too much gin, too much pent-up want. My mouth lands a little off-center, catches the corner of hers. She freezes for half a heartbeat, breath catching. Then she sighs against me, soft and startled, and tilts her head to fit us together properly.

Her lips are warm, sweeter than the drink, tasting like strawberry and basil and something that’s just her. She makes a small sound in her throat—surprised, needy—and her hand comes up to curl at my neck, fingers threading through the short hair at my nape. I angle deeper, tongue sliding along her lower lip until she opens for me, soft and eager. She kisses like someone who’s been lonely too, like someone who’s been waiting for permission.

The world narrows to the wet slide of her tongue against mine, the little gasp she gives when I suck gently on her lower lip, the way her body leans into me across the booth.

Alysha’s voice cuts off abruptly.

I feel the shift in the air before I hear her—the sudden stillness, the weight of her gaze. Chloe feels it too; she pulls back an inch, lips swollen, eyes wide and dazed. We both turn to look.

Alysha is frozen, glass suspended halfway to her lips, eyes fixed on us. The fairy lights catch in them, turning the blue into something colder, harder. For a long beat the booth is silent except for the low throb of music and the distant clink of glasses.

Then she lowers her drink with deliberate care, sets it down without a sound. Her smile comes back—too wide, too bright, the kind she uses when she’s presenting to execs and wants them to think everything’s awesome.

“Well,” she says, voice pitched high and breezy, “that escalated quickly.”

The words land wrong. Too loud. Too cheerful. Chloe’s hand slips from my neck, falling to the table like it suddenly weighs too much.

Alysha flags the server without looking at either of us, fingers snapping in the air like this is all part of the plan. “Another round, please. Same as before. And maybe some of those truffle fries? I’m starving.”

The server nods and disappears. Alysha leans back against the velvet booth, crossing her arms under her breasts, hoodie stretching tight. Her smile doesn’t waver, but her eyes are glassy, fixed somewhere over my shoulder.

“Having fun, you two?” she asks brightly. “Don’t stop on my account. I was enjoying the show.”

Chloe makes a small, uncertain sound. “Alysha—”

“It’s fine,” Alysha cuts in, laughing too sharply. “Really. It’s cute. You’re both adorable.” She reaches for her nearly empty glass, drains the last inch in one swallow. “God, these drinks are strong. No wonder everyone’s making out.”

I open my mouth, not sure what’s going to come out—sorry, maybe, or an explanation that doesn’t exist. But the alcohol is thick in my blood now, warm and reckless, and Chloe’s thigh is still pressed against mine under the table, her foot hooked around my ankle like she’s afraid I’ll bolt. My cock is throbbing, has been since the kiss, and the haze in my head whispers that stopping now would be the real crime.

Chloe finds her voice first, soft and slurred. “You could… you could text Ryan. Invite him down? Make it a double date or something?”

The suggestion hangs in the air like smoke.

Alysha’s smile cracks—just a hairline fracture around the edges, gone almost before I see it. Her fingers tighten around the empty glass.

“Yeah,” she says, voice suddenly very even. “I could do that.”

She doesn’t move for her phone.

The server returns with fresh drinks, pink and sweating in the low light. Alysha thanks him with exaggerated warmth, slides one glass toward Chloe, one toward me.

“To bad ideas,” she toasts, clinking her glass against ours harder than necessary. “And to tomorrow’s hangover.”

We drink. The gin burns sweet down my throat. Chloe’s knee presses harder against mine. I can feel her pulse through the thin fabric of her leggings, quick and unsteady. She’s watching Alysha with wide, worried eyes, but her body is angled toward me, like gravity’s already decided.

Alysha sets her glass down, wipes her mouth with the back of her hand. “You know what?” she says, still in that voice that doesn’t sound like her. “I think I’m going to head home soon. Early start tomorrow. Someone has to be the responsible one.”

She stands, slings her bag over her shoulder. The movement is smooth, practiced, but her knuckles are white on the strap.

“You two stay,” she adds, smiling at us both like it hurts. “Finish the fries. On me.”

“Alysha, wait—” I start.

She’s already walking away, ponytail swinging, back straight. She doesn’t look back.

Chloe and I sit in the sudden quiet, the space where Alysha was feeling huge and cold. Chloe’s hand finds mine under the table, fingers threading through mine, squeezing once.

“She’s upset,” Chloe whispers, like it’s a secret.

“Yeah,” I say, voice rough.

Chloe’s thumb strokes over my knuckles. Her eyes are dark, pupils blown wide. “We could… go after her.”

We could.

But neither of us moves.

The new drinks sweat on the table between us, untouched now. The music feels louder. Chloe’s thigh is warm against mine. Her lips are still swollen from the kiss.

I look at Chloe—really look at her. Her cheeks are flushed rose, sweater slipping off one shoulder again. She’s breathing fast, small chest rising and falling under the soft knit. And she’s looking at me like she’s waiting for me to decide what happens next.

So I decide.

I lean in and kiss her again, harder this time, no clumsy hesitation. My mouth claims hers, open and hungry, tongue sliding deep the second she parts for me. She makes a soft, startled sound that turns into a moan, hands flying up to fist in my hair, pulling me closer like she’s afraid I’ll vanish if she lets go. She tastes like strawberry gin and desperate want, and I drink her down.

The guilt about Alysha is still there, a dull throb behind my ribs, but I shove it deep and bury it under the heat of Chloe’s mouth. Alysha walked away. Alysha left. Right now there’s only this—Chloe arching toward me, thighs pressing together under the table, kissing me back with raw, unpolished enthusiasm.

“Matt,” she breathes against my lips, nervous and giggly and turned on all at once. “I—God—I’ve always thought you were really cute. Like… embarrassingly cute. You’re the office hottie, you know that?”

I pull back just enough to look at her. My face is warm, a stupid, pleased grin tugging at my mouth despite everything. “There are literally only two guys on the floor,” I mutter, trying for self-deprecating. “That just means you fancy me more than Dev.”

She laughs—soft, tipsy, delighted—and surges forward to kiss me again, fierce and messy. Her tongue strokes mine, demanding. “Take the fucking compliment,” she whispers right into my open mouth, the words vibrating against my lips.

∆∆∆

The Uber ride to Chloe’s place is a blur of heated whispers and stolen touches—her hand high on my thigh, my fingers tracing the inside of her wrist, both of us pretending the driver isn’t there. By the time we stumble out onto her quiet tree-lined street, the air is sharp enough to sober us a fraction, but not nearly enough. She fumbles her keys twice, laughing into my neck, and the second the door swings open I’m backing her inside, mouth on hers, hands already dragging that oversized sweater up and over her head.

It lands somewhere in the entryway with a soft thud. The apartment smells faintly of vanilla and rosin—violins on stands, a keyboard half-buried under sheet music, faded gig posters curling at the edges. I barely register any of it. My eyes are locked on the pale blue bra now exposed, delicate lace cups barely containing her small, perfect breasts. The color makes her skin look even creamier.

Chloe reaches behind her back with one practiced flick and unhooks it. The straps slide down her arms and the bra follows the sweater to the floor.

“Now you can finally touch them,” she says, voice breathless and giggling, grabbing my wrist and slapping my palm straight onto her left breast like she’s been waiting months for this exact moment.

I groan at the contact—warm, soft, the nipple already a tight little bead against my lifeline. I cup her fully, thumb stroking over the peak, and she arches into me with a shaky exhale. Her hands are at my belt before I can even think, tugging impatiently. I help her shove my jeans and boxers down in one clumsy motion, and my cock springs free, hard and aching and finally, finally out in the open.

Chloe’s eyes drop and widen. She bites her lip—half nervous, half delighted—and wraps her fingers around me without asking. Her touch is tentative at first, exploring, then firmer when I hiss out a breath.

“Jesus, Matt,” she whispers, stroking once, twice, slow and wondering. “You’re… big.”

I’m not really—only a little above average—the way she’s staring, wide-eyed and reverent, you’d think I was wielding a weapon. “Biggest you’ve had?” I ask, voice rough, stepping closer until the head of my cock nudges her stomach.

She flushes dark pink, bites her lip, nods once. “Yeah. By… a lot.”

The confession goes straight to my balls. I cup her face, kiss her hard, dirty, tongue fucking into her mouth. She moans, hands wrapping around my shaft, stroking clumsy but eager, thumb swiping over the tip and spreading the pre-cum there.

I walk her backward until her knees hit the couch. She sinks down, pulling me with her, and I follow, kneeling between her thighs. I mouth my way down her throat, over her collarbone, finally—finally—closing my lips around one tight nipple. She cries out, back arching, fingers threading through my hair to hold me there.

I suck hard, flick my tongue, graze with teeth until she’s writhing. Then I switch to the other breast, giving it the same treatment while my hand slides down her stomach, under the waistband of those blue panties. She’s soaked, slick coating my fingers the second I part her folds.

“Chloe,” I growl against her skin, circling her clit slow and firm. “You’re dripping for me.”

She whimpers, hips bucking. “Been wet since this morning. Every time you looked at me. Every time I caught you staring at my tits or my—”

I push two fingers inside her without warning. She’s tight, hot, clenching around me like she’s trying to pull me deeper. Her head falls back against the couch, mouth open on a silent gasp.

“That’s it,” I murmur, pumping slow, curling to find the spot that makes her thighs shake. “Let me feel how much you wanted this. Little office tease, walking around naked, knowing I was dying to touch you.”

She nods frantically, nails digging into my shoulders. “Wanted you to bend me over my desk,” she confesses in a rush. “Wanted you to fuck me while everyone watched.”

The image hits me like a punch. I groan, thrust my fingers faster, thumb grinding her clit. “Soon,” I promise darkly. “But tonight you’re all mine.”

She nods frantically, grabs my wrist to keep my fingers inside her, and starts walking backward down the short hallway, pulling me with her. We leave a trail of clothes and giggles and half-stumbled steps. By the time we reach her bed—unmade, sheets soft and rumpled—she’s trembling with it.

I push her down gently, follow her onto the mattress, settling between her thighs. My cock drags heavy against her stomach, leaving a wet trail. She reaches for it again, stroking with both hands now, eyes dark and hungry.

“Want you inside me,” she whispers. “Been thinking about it since you kissed me in the booth.”

I lean down, kiss her slow and filthy, tongue stroking hers until she’s writhing. “Condom?”

“Nightstand. Top drawer.”

I stretch over her, grab one, rip it open while she watches, biting her lip. She helps roll it down—hands shaking, breath hitching when her fingers brush the base. When I’m covered, I nudge her thighs wider, line up, and push in slow.

She’s impossibly tight, hot silk gripping every inch. Her back bows off the bed, a soft cry spilling from her lips.

“God—Matt—”

I bottom out and hold still, forehead pressed to hers, letting her adjust. Her nails dig into my shoulders.

“You okay?” I ask, voice strained.

She nods, legs wrapping around my waist. “So good. So full. Move—please move.”

I do.

Slow at first, long strokes that drag over every sensitive spot inside her until she’s gasping my name on every thrust. Then faster, harder, the headboard tapping a steady rhythm against the wall. Her small breasts bounce with every snap of my hips, nipples grazing my chest. I pin her wrists above her head with one hand—light, possessive—and she moans louder, clenching around me like she loves the restraint.

“Been thinking about this all day,” I growl. “Watching you walk around the office naked. Those pretty little tits bouncing every time you moved. That cute blonde bush barely hiding your cunt. Everyone saw it, Chloe. Everyone saw how wet you got just from being looked at.”

“Matt—please—” She’s writhing now, hands clutching my shoulders, nails digging in.

“Tomorrow,” I continue, voice low and filthy, “I’m gonna watch you again. Every day for the rest of the year. Gonna sit at my desk and stare at this perfect little pussy while you try to work. Gonna remember how tight you feel around my cock every time you blush.”

We find a rhythm fast and desperate, drunk on each other. Sweat slicks our skin. Her moans get higher, breathier. I slide a hand between us, thumb finding her clit, rubbing tight circles.

She’s close—I can feel it in the way she flutters around me, the way her thighs start to shake.

Suddenly her voice breaks, small and vulnerable beneath the pleasure.

“Matt—do you think I’m as pretty as Alysha?”

The question punches the air out of me. I still for a heartbeat, buried deep, looking down at her. Her eyes are wide, glassy with alcohol and something rawer—need, maybe fear. She bites her lip, cheeks flushed darker.

“I know you like her,” she whispers, voice trembling. “It’s obvious. But… right now… are you thinking about me? Or her?”

I cup her face, thumb stroking her cheekbone. My hips start moving again, slow and deliberate, every thrust dragging over that spot inside her that makes her gasp.

“Chloe,” I say, voice rough but steady. “Look at me.”

She does, eyes locked on mine.

“I’m inside you,” I tell her, punctuating each word with a deep thrust. “Feeling you clench around my cock. Watching these perfect little tits bounce every time I fuck you. Listening to you moan my name. I’m not thinking about anyone else. Just you. Just how gorgeous you are. How brave you were today. How wet you got letting me look. How tight you feel right now.”

Her breath hitches, eyes fluttering.

“You’re beautiful,” I growl, speeding up, thumb pressing harder on her clit. “Prettier than anyone when you come. And you’re going to come for me now, aren’t you? Gonna milk my cock with this pretty little cunt while I watch.”

She cries out, back arching, walls clamping down hard. I fuck her through it, relentless, drawing it out until she’s shaking, oversensitive and gasping.

Only then do I let go, burying myself deep and coming with a groan, pulsing inside her, filling her up.

We collapse together, sweaty and spent, my weight braced on my elbows so I don’t crush her. Her arms wrap around my neck, holding tight.

“Thank you,” she whispers against my shoulder, voice small and sated.

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

“You’re perfect,” I murmur. “Don’t ever doubt it.”

She smiles against my mouth, sleepy and sweet.

And for tonight, at least, I mean every word.


matt’s apparently magical dick


Alysha & Chloe 
January 15, 2029 – 7:21 AM

Alysha: morning menace

still alive after last night?

or did matt finally fuck the sound design out of you

Chloe: oh my god

good morning to you too

yes i’m alive

barely

how are you??

are we okay??

Alysha: we’re great babe

why wouldn’t we be

you finally got the office hottie’s dick

i’m proud of you

living the dream

Chloe: alysha

i’m so sorry

i know that was shitty

i could tell you were upset when you left

and i get it

i know you’ve had a little thing for matt forever

it wasn’t cool of us to just… go for it right in front of you

Alysha: lol what

no

i don’t have a “thing” for matt

i’m literally engaged??

ring and everything??

he’s just my work husband

we banter

that’s it

i don’t give a single fuck who he sticks his dick in

honestly i’m thrilled for you

finally some action in this studio that isn’t pixel-related

Chloe: …

you sure?

because you looked like you wanted to throw your drink at us

and then you left super fast

i felt awful

even if it was just a silly little work crush

i never wanted to hurt you

i’m really sorry

Alysha: chloe

stop

there was no crush

silly or otherwise

i was just drunk and tired and had an early alarm this morning

that’s all

i’m happy for you

seriously

tell me everything

was he good?

Chloe: he was… incredible

gentle and bossy at the same time

kept talking about how pretty i was naked at my desk all day

which was mortifying and so hot

i came twice

maybe three times

i lost count

Alysha: wow

well, good

you deserve it

tiny-tit terror finally gets terrorized properly

i’m genuinely happy for you

no weirdness

promise

Chloe: okay

if you say so

i just… really don’t want to lose you over this

you’re my favorite person here

Alysha: oh my god shut up

i love you too, nothing’s gonna change that

not even matt’s apparently magical dick

speaking of life-altering shit though

random overshare incoming

i finally talked to ryan about kids last night

like properly brought it up

Chloe: wait WHAT

like right now kids??

or someday kids??

Alysha: god no not right now

just… someday

maybe

i’ve always kind of pictured a little girl i could dress up and teach how to code

or a little dude who’d let me beat him at kart racing

someone to take care of me when i’m old and peeing myself in a home

you know

normal delusional shit

Chloe: that’s actually really sweet

what did he say??

Alysha: at first he was all “we’re good as we are” and “not in any hurry”

so i pushed

and eventually he just said it

he doesn’t really want kids

like

at all

Chloe: …holy shit

aly

had you guys seriously never talked about this before??

like before the ring and everything??

Alysha: i know

it’s so fucking stupid

but i just assumed

he’s so good with his nieces and nephews

always down on the floor playing with them

making them laugh

i’d watch him and get these dumb proud-momma vibes

like yeah

that man is gonna love our babies so hard

i thought he’d want mine too

Chloe: babe

stop

you’re breaking my heart

i’m so sorry

Alysha: it’s fine

i’m fine

at least i know now

he was honest

didn’t string me along

and honestly

i don’t need kids to be happy

i’ve got an incredible job

amazing friends

a fiancé who loves me

i’m already winning

tons of people build beautiful lives without kids

Chloe: are you sure you’re actually okay with this though?

like deep down okay?

Alysha: what choice do i have

i love him

he’s my person

so yeah

i’ll be okay

Chloe: alysha

there’s always a choice

you don’t have to just settle

Alysha: chloe

please

stop

i’m good

let’s change the subject okay?

how’s the boss theme coming

Chloe: it’s coming along

but if you need to talk more i’m right here

anytime

Alysha: i know

thanks rockstar

chaos girlies forever

even when we’re making terrible life decisions

Chloe: forever

love you

Alysha: love you too

now go drink water and take advil

the big boss lands soon and i refuse to let him see me puffy-eyed over hypothetical babies

Chloe: will do

talk later okay?

Alysha: later babe

and thanks xxxx


ALYSHA

I walk Chloe to work the next morning, our breath fogging in the crisp air, hands brushing every few steps like we’re testing if last night was real. It’s sweet—her laughing softly when I steal her coffee for a sip, me teasing her about the little hickey I left just below her ear that she’s trying to hide with her hair. But the gin has burned off, leaving a thin layer of awkwardness between us, like frost on a window. We both keep circling the same unspoken worry: Alysha.

“She texted me this morning,” Chloe says quietly as we cross the street toward the office building. “Said she’s fine. Happy for us.”

I nod, throat tight. “Yeah. She’s good at saying that.”

Chloe glances up at me, hazel eyes soft and searching. “You think she’s not?”

“I think Alysha’s good at a lot of things.”

We don’t say anything else.

Inside, the lobby is quiet; the elevator even more so. Chloe squeezes my hand once, quick and reassuring, then slips into the women’s bathroom to strip. I linger in the hall for a moment, staring at the men’s room door. The thought flickers: I could do it. Walk out naked. Level the field. Show Alysha I’m not scared of this new weirdness.

But the idea of her looking at me—really looking—and seeing dislike in those blue eyes while I’ve got nothing to hide behind… yeah. No. Not today.

I head to my desk instead, boot up, try to lose myself in the build monitor. The floor fills slowly. Dev arrives first, gives me a shy nod. Samantha waves with her tablet. Natalie stalks in last, sketchbook under her arm like armor.

Then the door hisses open again.

Alysha steps through, bare as yesterday, blonde hair loose and shining, skin golden under the lights. My eyes skip straight past the sway of her breasts, the smooth line of her hips, the bare pink between her thighs, and land on her face.

She looks… fine. Smile in place, chin up, ponytail swinging again. Same effortless confidence as always.

“Morning, dipshit,” she says, dropping into the chair beside me like nothing’s changed.

“Morning,” I manage.

We work. Or try to. The code blurs. And maybe it’s my imagination, but I feel like today there’s an edge in her voice. Sharper. Mocking where it used to be playful. The teasing feels like tiny cuts.

I keep waiting for an opening to apologize, to say something about last night, but every time I open my mouth my pride surges up hot and angry. She’s engaged. She’s made that clear a hundred times. Chloe’s single, sweet, and last night she came apart under me like she’d been waiting months for it. Why the hell should I feel guilty?

Still. The air between us crackles.

Chloe emerges from the bathroom a few minutes later, bare and blushing but steadier than yesterday. She pads past our desks on her way to the corner, pauses behind my chair, and—without warning—leans down to press a soft kiss to the top of my head.

“Morning,” she whispers, just for me.

Across the aisle, Natalie’s head snaps up. Her eyes narrow, flicking from Chloe’s retreating bare ass to me to Alysha and back again. She doesn’t say anything, but the judgment is loud.

Alysha’s fingers pause on her keyboard. For half a second her jaw tightens. Then she’s typing again, faster.

The morning drags.

Just before lunch, Jenna calls us into the conference room. “Quick update,” she says, arms folded. “I’m being pulled upstairs for the rest of the week—plans and prep for our Swedish visitors. So you’re on your own until then. Try not to let the place descend into complete chaos while I’m gone.”

Her gaze sweeps the room, lingering half a beat on the two naked girls. Her mouth twitches with what might be dry amusement.

“We’ll manage,” Alysha says, voice bright.

Jenna nods, grabs her tablet, and heads for the elevator. The doors close behind her with a soft chime.

∆∆∆

Ten minutes later, the break room erupts.

Raised voices—sharp, angry, unmistakable. Chloe’s softer tone first, pleading almost, then Natalie’s cutting through like a blade.

Alysha and I look at each other at the same moment.

The rest of the floor goes still. Dev freezes mid-sip of coffee. Samantha’s eyes go wide behind her glasses.

Alysha’s chair rolls back an inch. Mine does too.

But before we can even stand up, the door to the break room flies open with a bang that echoes like a gunshot in the quiet office. Chloe stumbles out, cheeks streaked with tears that she doesn’t bother wiping away. She doesn’t look at me, doesn’t look at anyone—just beelines for the main door, shoulders hunched and miserable.

Alysha’s already on her feet, bag slung over one bare shoulder, expression tight.

“I’ll go,” she says quietly, voice stripped of its usual bite. “Better me than you getting caught in the ladies with a naked girl.” She pauses, blue eyes meeting mine for a beat that’s too short, too loaded. “You’re closer with Natalie anyway. Do some recon? Figure out what the hell’s going on?”

I nod, throat dry. I’m pretty sure I already know—Natalie’s glare earlier when Chloe kissed my head was a dead giveaway—but I stand anyway. Alysha gives me a quick, strained smile and heads after Chloe, ponytail swinging against her bare back as she disappears through the door.

The break room smells like stale coffee and microwave popcorn when I push inside. Natalie’s standing by the sink, arms crossed tight under her breasts, glaring at the wall. Her long braids spill down her back, catching the light in dark, glossy ropes. The overhead light catches on her designer glasses, turning the lenses opaque so I can’t read her eyes. Her shoulders are trembling—just slightly, but enough.

She doesn’t look at me when I step in. Doesn’t speak.

I close the door behind me with a soft click. The room feels smaller with just the two of us in it.

“Hey,” I say, keeping my voice low. “You okay?”

Natalie snorts. It’s not a happy sound. “Peachy.”

I lean against the counter a few feet away, giving her space. “Want to talk about it?”

“Not really.”

Fair. I nod anyway, like silence is an acceptable answer. We stand there for a long beat, the hum of the fridge the only noise.

I’ve always liked Natalie. She’s sharp—cuts through bullshit faster than anyone I know—and when she laughs, really laughs, it’s this bright, surprised thing that makes you feel like you earned it. She’s gorgeous too: dark chocolate skin, high cheekbones, an acerbic smile that could slice you open or pull you in, depending on her mood. Back when she started, before Alysha transferred in, we used to grab coffee together, trade sarcastic comments about crunch culture, flirt in that safe, deniable way coworkers do. I thought, once or twice, that it might go somewhere.

Then Alysha arrived—funny and fearless and warm like sunlight—and everything shifted. Not because Natalie wasn’t enough. Just because Alysha felt like gravity. Natalie noticed. She pulled back first, walls up, spikes out. I let her. I told myself it was professional: Alysha was my co-lead. We had to spend more time together.

But the truth is simpler and shittier: I wanted to be around Alysha more. Still do. Natalie’s edges are sharper, her walls higher, like life’s kicked her one too many times and she’s learned to kick back first.

I try again. “Nat. Whatever you said… she’s pretty upset.”

Natalie’s jaw flexes. “Good.”

The word cracks like a whip. I raise an eyebrow.

She finally turns to look at me. Her eyes are shiny behind the glasses, but the glare is pure fire. “Don’t give me that look, Matt. You know exactly what this is about.”

Irritation flares despite my best efforts. “Enlighten me.”

A bitter laugh escapes her. “What happened is your little girlfriend threw a tantrum because I told her the truth.”

I wince. “Chloe’s not—”

“Don’t.” She spins then, dark eyes flashing behind her glasses. “Don’t defend her. She’s parading around here naked like we should all be impressed by it, and the second anyone calls it what it is—attention-seeking—she bursts into tears and runs off. Classic.”

Her voice is sharp, but it cracks on the last word. She’s hurt. More than angry. And underneath the hurt, something rawer.

I take a careful step closer. “You think that’s what this is about? Attention?”

Natalie folds her arms tight across her chest, like she’s holding herself together. “I think she’s embarrassing herself. And I think you wasted no time moving in the second she made it easy.” Her gaze flicks over me, scornful. “Real classy, Matt. Zero to fucking in—what—twenty-four hours?”

The accusation stings because there’s a grain of truth in it, and because it’s coming from her.

“We didn’t plan it,” I say, quieter. “It just… happened.”

“Yeah. Things always ‘just happen’ around pretty girls who take their clothes off.” She looks away, jaw working. “You never looked at her once before this week. Not once. But the second she drops her clothes, suddenly she’s irresistible.”

The words hit harder than I expect. Heat crawls up my neck.

“That’s not—” I start, then stop. Because part of it is fair, and we both know it.

Natalie’s mouth twists. “Don’t bullshit me, Matt. I’ve got eyes. You’ve been panting after Alysha since the day she walked in. Everyone knows it. And Chloe’s sweet, okay? She’s actually sweet. She doesn’t deserve to be your rebound just because Alysha’s got a ring on her finger and you finally noticed someone else is available.”

I flinch. “It wasn’t like that.”

“Wasn’t it?” Her voice rises, then cracks again. She turns away, arms wrapping tighter around herself. “God, it’s so stupid. I told her it was embarrassing. That we’re professionals, not some Swedish free-love commune. That flashing your tits at the office doesn’t make you brave, it just makes you… easy. And she started crying and said I was shaming her and that I was just jealous because I’m too scared to do it myself.”

The room goes quiet except for the hum of the fridge.

I take a careful step closer. “Are you?”

She doesn’t answer right away. Her shoulders rise and fall once, sharp.

“Maybe,” she mutters finally, so low I almost miss it. “Maybe I’m jealous. Not of the naked thing. Of… you looking at her like that. Like she’s the only person in the room.” A bitter laugh. “Which is insane, because you never looked at me like that either. Not even before Alysha showed up and stole all your attention.”

The confession hangs between us, raw and unexpected.

I swallow. “Nat—”

“Don’t.” She holds up a hand, still not facing me. “Don’t do the pity thing. I’m not saying I liked you that way or whatever. I just… I thought we were friends. Real friends. And then Alysha came along and suddenly it’s the Matt-and-Alysha show twenty-four seven. And now Chloe’s crying in the bathroom because I was a bitch, and you’re probably about to go comfort her and fuck her again, and somehow I’m the bad guy for pointing out this whole thing is a mess.”

Her voice wavers on the last word. She swipes angrily at her cheek.

I close the distance, slow, and rest a hand on her shoulder. She tenses but doesn’t pull away.

“You’re not the bad guy,” I say quietly. “You’re allowed to have feelings about this. All of it. The naked thing, me and Chloe, whatever history we’ve got. None of it’s simple.”

She lets out a shaky breath. “It feels pretty simple from here. Everyone’s getting what they want except me.”

I squeeze gently. “That’s not true.”

“Isn’t it?”

I don’t have an answer. Because she’s right about too much of it.

After a long moment, she steps away, out of my reach. “Tell Chloe I’m sorry. For making her cry. Not for what I said. But… sorry anyway.”

She brushes past me toward the door, braids swinging.

“Natalie—”

She pauses, hand on the frame.

“I’m still your friend,” I say. “That hasn’t changed.”

Her shoulders lift in a shrug that doesn’t quite hide the hurt. “Yeah. Sure.”

Then she’s gone.

I stand there alone in the empty break room, the silence louder than the fight ever was.

∆∆∆

I try to work. I really do. The build monitor stares back at me, green and smug, but the numbers blur into meaningless shapes. My fingers hover over the keyboard, typing crappy code that I delete after a few seconds. The office feels too quiet, too charged, like the air before a thunderstorm. Alysha and Chloe are still gone, and the echo of Natalie’s angry words keeps looping in my head. Pathetic. Desperate. Easy.

When I finally drag myself out of the break room, Natalie’s station is empty. Bag gone. Sketchbook missing. I feel a fresh twist of guilt, sharp and familiar. I did let things drift with her, after letting her get close. Too close, maybe. That one’s on me.

Ten minutes crawl by like hours. Then the door hisses open.

Alysha walks in first, still gloriously naked, skin glowing under the lights, but her posture is careful now, protective. She has one arm looped loosely around Chloe’s shoulders, steering her toward the playtest area in the corner—the cluster of padded chairs we use for neural longplay sessions, soft and sunken and private.

Chloe is dressed again.

Fully dressed. Oversized gray sweater swallowing her frame, leggings hugging her legs, sneakers on her feet. No bare shoulders, no freckled skin, no little blonde bush peeking out. Just bundled up like she’s cold, even though the office is warm. Her eyes are red-rimmed, lashes clumped from tears she tried to wipe away. She looks smaller somehow, folded in on herself, and a wave of sadness hits me so hard it steals my breath.

I get it. Completely. Being naked must amplify everything—every stare, every word, every hurt. Even the idea of Alysha being mad at me was enough to keep my clothes firmly on this morning. For Chloe, after whatever Natalie unloaded… yeah. I get it.

Alysha catches my eye over Chloe’s bowed head, and tilts her chin toward the playtest area—a wordless summons. I push back from my desk and join them, sinking into the chair opposite Chloe. Alysha settles beside her, bare thigh pressing against Chloe’s legging-clad one, hand rubbing slow circles on her friend’s back.

Chloe won’t look up at first. She’s picking at a loose thread on her sleeve, shoulders curved inward.

“Hey,” I say softly, leaning forward, elbows on my knees. “You okay?”

She sniffs, gives a tiny shake of her head. “Natalie thinks I’m pathetic. Desperate for attention. That I only got naked to… to throw myself at you.” Her voice cracks on the last word. “And maybe she’s right. I don’t know anymore.”

Alysha makes a low, angry sound. “She’s not right. She’s hurt and lashing out. And she owes you an apology.”

But Chloe just hunches further. “We were friends. Like, actual friends. We’d eat lunch together every day, talk about stuff—I’ve been to her place. And now she thinks I’m some… exhibitionist slut.”

The word hangs ugly in the air. My chest tightens. “Chloe, listen. Natalie’s… complicated. She’s got her own stuff going on. That doesn’t make what she said okay, but it might not be all about you.”

She looks up at me doubtfully. “Then what is it about?”

I hesitate, glance at Alysha. She’s watching me, expression unreadable, but her hand stills on Chloe’s back for a second. I exhale. “Part of it’s on me. I… let things drift with her. We used to be tighter—then Alysha joined, and we clicked as co-leads, and… I don’t know. I spent more time with her. Natalie probably feels like I ditched her. And now, seeing me with you… yeah. She’s pissed. Hurt. Taking it out on the wrong person.”

Chloe bites her lip, nods slowly. “Well, that fucking sucks.”

“Yeah,” I say, reaching out to squeeze her knee through the sweater. “It does.”

Alysha shifts, crossing her legs, the motion drawing my eye for a split second before I yank it back to her face. She’s trying—really trying—to be here for Chloe, I can tell. I can see the effort in the set of her shoulders, the way her smile doesn’t quite reach her eyes when she glances at me.

She’s shelving whatever she’s feeling about last night, about me and Chloe, to be here for her friend. And we still haven’t talked about it. Not really. Everything feels tilted, off-balance.

After a while, footsteps approach. Dev and Samantha hover at the edge of the playtest area, looking awkward as hell.

“Uh,” Dev starts, pushing his hoodie sleeves up his arms. “We’re gonna head out? Work from home for the rest of the day. Give you guys some… space?”

Samantha nods, clutching her tablet like a shield. “Yeah. If that’s cool?”

It takes me a second to realize—with Jenna gone—I’m technically the ranking dev here. I nod. “Yeah. Go. We’ll hold the fort.”

They mumble thanks and slip out, the door hissing shut behind them.

The office goes truly quiet. Just the low hum of servers and our breathing.

Alysha tries to lighten it. “Well,” she says, forcing a grin, “Jenna wasn’t kidding. Two hours without her and the place falls apart. Complete chaos.”

Chloe doesn’t smile. She stares at the floor, then toward Jenna’s empty office. Slowly, she starts to stand.

“I’m going to tear up the form,” she says, voice flat. “This was stupid. I just want it over.”

Alysha’s face falls. She looks down at her own bare body, then back up. “Yeah. Maybe I should too.”

Something snaps in my chest—sharp, painful, unbearable.

I hate this. Hate seeing Chloe like this, the playful, brave girl from last night shoved back into a box, replaced by this sad, small creature. Hate the way Alysha’s shoulders slump, like she’s ready to give up too.

I stand. “Hold on. You’re seriously going to let Natalie win? After everything?”

Chloe pauses, confused.

“Plus I got to see you naked for two days,” I say, stepping closer. “Fair’s fair. I swore—if Alysha did it, I would too. And right now?” I gesture around the deserted floor. “It’s literally just us. Perfect timing.”

Chloe blinks, sniffles, but the corner of her mouth lifts the tiniest fraction.

Alysha’s watching me, something warm and surprised flickering in her eyes.

“If you’re only doing this to make me feel better…” Chloe warns, voice wobbly.

“Then that’s a great fucking reason,” Alysha finishes for her, soft and fond. She turns that look on me—full, unguarded, proud. “Come on then, goofball. Show us your magic penis. Chloe’s been raving about it all morning.”

Chloe squeaks, horrified, and buries her burning face in the sleeve of her sweater.

I can’t help it—I grin wide, heat rushing south already. “Magic penis, huh?”

Alysha’s laugh is low, wicked, the first real one I’ve heard from her today. “Knew I’d regret telling you that.”

Chloe peeks out from her sweater, eyes bright with reluctant amusement. “You don’t have to—”

“I want to,” I say, and mean it. For her. For the weird, fragile balance between the three of us. For the way Alysha’s looking at me right now like I just handed her something precious.

I reach for my belt.

The girls settle back into their chairs, watching.

And for the first time all day, the air feels a little lighter.

∆∆∆

The buckle clinks—too loud in the quiet—and I slide it free, letting it drop to the carpet with a soft thud. My jeans follow, shoved down along with my boxers in one motion. I step out of them, socks last, until there’s nothing left. Just me. Naked in the office, cock hanging heavy between my legs, not fully hard but definitely not soft either—thick, half-swollen, betraying every filthy thought that’s been looping in my head since yesterday morning.

Cool air kisses my skin. My chest, my stomach, the backs of my thighs. Standing here under their gazes, I’m hyper-aware of every detail: the faint scar on my left knee, the trail of dark hair leading down from my navel, the way my cock twitches under the weight of their attention.

Alysha’s eyes flick over me, slow and deliberate, but she keeps her expression carefully neutral, like she’s admiring a new build rather than a naked man. Her lips curve in a small, approving smile. “Not bad, partner,” she says, voice light. “You’ve been hiding that under hoodies this whole time?”

Chloe’s reaction is less guarded. Her eyes go wide, lips parting on a soft exhale. She’s still dressed, curled into the corner of the couch, but the sadness has eased from her face, replaced by something warmer, brighter. “See?” she says, turning to Alysha with a teasing lilt. “I told you he was hot.”

My brows lift. They talked about me. The thought sends a fresh rush of blood south, my cock thickening further despite the nerves twisting in my stomach.

Alysha rolls her eyes, but there’s a faint flush on her cheeks she can’t quite hide. “Yeah, yeah. He scrubs up okay.” She tugs gently at the hem of Chloe’s sweater, distracting us both. “Come on, girl. You’re the odd one out now. Strip.”

Chloe hesitates, fingers curling into the soft knit. Then she nods, small but determined, and stands.

I sink into the chair opposite Alysha, trying to look casual—like I’m not completely naked in the office with my cock steadily hardening under their gazes. Alysha lounges back, one leg crossed over the other, navel ring glinting every time she breathes. The sight alone is enough to keep me from going soft.

Chloe starts with the sweater.

She grabs the hem and pulls it up slow, revealing inch after inch of pale stomach, the gentle curve of her waist, the underside of her small breasts in that cute blue bra from last night. The fabric catches before it comes free, hair tumbling loose around her cheeks. She drops the sweater to the floor, standing there in just bra and leggings, nipples already tight against the lace.

My cock gives an interested twitch.

She reaches behind her back—same smooth motion as last night—and the bra unhooks. It slides down her arms, revealing those perfect little breasts, high and pink-tipped, bouncing just slightly as they settle. She lets the bra fall, then slides her thumbs into the waistband of her leggings.

This feels different.

Last night was drunk and frantic, clothes coming off in a heated rush in her apartment. Yesterday and this morning, she walked in already naked—brave, confident, strutting past us like she owned the vulnerability. But this—stripping slowly in the office, with Alysha lounging naked between us and me watching every second—is something else entirely. It’s deliberate. Intimate. Forbidden.

She bends forward to push the leggings down, ass toward me, the fabric peeling away from her thighs inch by inch. Her panties come into view—blue, matching the bra, already damp at the crotch. She steps out of the leggings, straightens, and pauses with her fingers in her panties, looking between us.

Alysha raises an eyebrow. “All of it, babe. Fair’s fair.”

Chloe bites her lip, then slides the panties down.

Slowly.

The fabric clings to her hips, then slips lower, revealing the neat blonde triangle, then the soft pink lips beneath—already glistening, swollen from arousal or nerves or both. She steps out of them, kicks them aside, and stands there completely bare in the middle of the office, skin flushed rose from collarbones to thighs.

My cock surges to full hardness, thick and heavy against my stomach, a bead of pre-cum already pearling at the tip.

Alysha’s eyes flick down to it—just a second, quick and involuntary—then back up to my face. For that brief moment, something uncertain flickers in her gaze, something almost scared. A crack in that invincible confidence. Like she’s seeing me—really seeing me—and it terrifies her as much as it thrills her.

Then it’s gone, masked again behind that playful smile.

Chloe notices too. She giggles, soft and wicked, and crosses the space between us in three quick steps. Before I can react, she’s straddling my lap, lowering herself until her bare ass settles against my thighs and my cock fits neatly—hot, hard, throbbing—between her cheeks.

“There,” she says, wrapping her arms around my neck, pressing her small breasts to my chest. “Blushes spared.”

I groan low, hands automatically settling on her hips, fingers digging into soft skin. She’s warm, slick already where her pussy brushes my shaft.

“What do you think Jenna would say,” Chloe murmurs, rocking just slightly—enough to make me hiss—”if she walked in right now?”

Alysha leans forward, elbows on her knees, breasts hanging beautifully, navel ring glinting. “Matt’s in charge today,” she says, voice husky. “His call. Is this appropriate workplace behavior, boss?”

I shake my head, unable to stop the smirk even as my hips flex up involuntarily, sliding my cock along the seam of Chloe’s ass. “Definitely not.”

“Then nobody tell HR,” Alysha says, eyes locked on mine, something dark and daring flickering there again.

Chloe laughs softly, breath warm against my ear, and rocks again—slower this time, deliberate.

The office is empty.

And suddenly, the only thing that matters is the heat of her skin against mine, the way Alysha’s watching us like she’s torn between joining and running, and the fact that—for the first time all day—none of us are hiding anymore.

∆∆∆

Chloe wiggles in my lap, deliberate now, her bare ass cheeks clenching just enough to trap my cock tighter between them. The friction is electric—hot skin on skin, her warmth seeping into me like a promise. She tilts her head back against my shoulder, blonde hair spilling over my chest, and lets out a soft, breathy laugh that vibrates straight down to where I’m throbbing against her.

“Look at you,” she murmurs, voice low and teasing, her fingers tracing lazy circles on my thigh. “All hard and ready. Been like this since yesterday?”

I growl low in my throat, hands sliding up her hips to grip her waist, holding her still for a second. “Longer than that, Chloe. Watching you strut around naked all day? That little bare ass teasing me every time you bent over your desk? Yeah. This is your fault.”

She giggles again, twisting in my lap to face me more, her small breasts brushing my chest. One hand drifts lower, nails scraping lightly down my stomach, sending sparks through my gut. “Poor thing. All pent up. Want me to help with that?”

Her hand drifts lower, fingers curling like she’s about to wrap around me, stroke me properly. My cock throbs in anticipation, pre-cum leaking freely now, smearing between us.

But then she stops.

Her fingers freeze inches away, and she turns her head, eyes flicking to Alysha. Uncertainty floods her gaze—wide, turned on but scared, like she’s just remembered we’re not alone. Like the heat of the moment cracked open and let reality pour in.

“Alysha?” Chloe’s voice is small, breathless. “Is this… okay? Can we really do this? In front of you?”

The air thickens, heavy with the question. Alysha’s been watching us the whole time, lounging in her chair like a queen on her throne—legs crossed at the knee, one foot dangling, breasts rising and falling with steady breaths, navel ring catching the light every time she shifts. Her nipples are tight, darker than before, and there’s a faint flush creeping up her chest, but her expression is careful, considering.

She uncrosses her legs slowly, thighs parting just enough to make my mouth go dry. The smooth, bare lips of her pussy glisten faintly—she’s wet, even if she’s trying to play it cool. Her eyes meet mine for a beat, then slide to Chloe.

“It’s like porn,” she says eventually, voice low and even, like she’s reasoning it out for herself as much as us. “Neural porn.”

Chloe tilts her head, still perched in my lap, my cock nestled hot and insistent between her ass cheeks. “What?”

Alysha leans forward, elbows on her bare knees, breasts shifting with the motion. The navel ring catches the light again, silver flashing. “I’m a cool girlfriend,” she continues, almost conversational. “I let Ryan watch it at home. Even let him borrow my work bud sometimes—ours are higher fidelity than the consumer ones. Better refresh rate, tighter sync.” A tiny, rueful smile. “He says it’s like the girls are actually in the room with him.”

I swallow hard. My cock pulses against Chloe’s skin, traitorous and obvious.

Alysha’s eyes drop to it for a second, then away. “I tried one once. Just curious. And yeah, it’s insane—feels like the girls are right there, breathing on your skin, whispering in your ear. Crazy immersive.”

She straightens, eyes flicking between us. “But it’s not cheating. It’s just watching. Just masturbating with better graphics. I don’t see how this is any different.”

It’s a lot different.

The words thunder through my head, unspoken, even as my cock twitches against Chloe’s ass. I’ve tried the neural porn—hell, every guy in immersive gaming has. Stick the bud on, sync your brainwaves, and suddenly you’re in the scene, feeling every touch, every gasp, like it’s real. It kicks the shit out of flatscreen videos, no question. But those girls? They’re strangers—beautiful, eager, scripted. You don’t know them; you don’t work with them. You don’t laugh with them over bad code or share late-night takeout during crunch.

You don’t love one of them so much it hurts.

The protest thunders through my head, loud and useless.

Because Alysha’s thighs are uncrossing now, slow and deliberate. Her hand drifts to her stomach, fingers tracing idle circles just above that glittering navel ring. Her nipples are tight, flushed dark, and the smooth lips between her legs are visibly swollen, a faint sheen of arousal catching the light.

If there’s even the smallest chance she’s going to touch herself while she watches us—while she watches me—I’m not stopping this.

Obviously.

Chloe searches Alysha’s face for another beat, uncertain. Then Alysha gives her a small nod—permission, or absolution, or both.

Chloe’s fingers finally close around my cock.

She strokes once, slow and firm, base to tip, thumb swirling over the head to spread the slickness. I groan, hips jerking up into her grip. She does it again, tighter, twisting just right, and my head falls back against the chair.

“Fuck, Chloe—”

“Good boy,” she whispers, wicked and sweet, leaning in to nip my earlobe. “Let her watch how hard you get for me.”

I try—God, I try—to keep my eyes locked on Chloe. On the soft flush creeping down her neck, the way her small breasts rise and fall with every quick breath, the mischievous sparkle in her hazel eyes as she strokes me slow and deliberate. Her hand is perfect—warm, slick from my pre-cum, fingers wrapping tight around my shaft and twisting just right on every upstroke. She’s talented, no question. Pianist hands, I guess. Precise, rhythmic, driving me insane.

But there’s not a lot of blood making it to my brain right now. Most of it’s throbbing between my legs, making my cock swell even harder in her grip. My gaze drifts—traitorous, inevitable—to Alysha.

She’s lounging back in her chair like a goddess who knows exactly how devastating she is. Legs parted just enough to show the smooth, glistening seam of her pussy, one hand resting casually on her thigh, the other idly tracing the curve of her breast. Her nipple is dark and tight under her fingertip, navel ring catching the light every time she breathes. She’s watching us with half-lidded eyes, lips curved in that lazy, knowing smile that’s haunted me for years.

Chloe notices—of course she does. She leans in, presses a soft kiss to my cheek, her breath warm against my ear. “It’s okay if you look at her,” she whispers fondly, giving my cock an extra-slow stroke that makes my hips jerk. “We’re both looking at you. And let’s face it, she’s fucking hot.”

I groan, low and helpless, head falling back against the chair. Chloe’s hand speeds up, slick sounds filling the quiet office, her thumb swiping over the head on every pass, spreading the wetness down my length. I force my eyes open, look at Alysha—really look—searching her face for permission, for any sign this is too much. “Is this okay?” I pant.

She meets my gaze, smiles slow and lazy, fingertip circling her nipple in a deliberate, teasing spiral. “I think that ship might have sailed, Matt,” she says, voice husky and amused. “It’s not exactly like you were doing a great job of not looking at my tits before. Or since I started.”

Heat floods my face, but I manage a breathless laugh, thrusting shallowly into Chloe’s fist. “Yeah, well, if you ever wore an actual shirt instead of just a fucking sports bra, it might be easier to keep my eyes above the neck.”

Alysha’s laugh is low, wicked, the one that always makes my stomach flip. “Oh please. You have zero self-control. I could wear a turtleneck and you’d still be imagining what’s underneath. Don’t blame my wardrobe for your dirty mind.”

“Guilty,” I admit, grinning even as Chloe’s hand tightens, stroking faster, making coherent thought impossible. It’s our usual banter—sharp, playful, familiar—and somehow it keeps the moment from tipping too far into dangerous territory. Friendly. Teasing. Not sexual.

Except it is. So fucking sexual. Chloe’s jerking me off in the middle of the office, my cock slick and throbbing in her grip, and Alysha’s watching like she’s enjoying the show, nipple pinched between her fingers now, thighs spreading wider.

I feel a pang of guilt—drooling over Alysha while Chloe’s the one actually touching me—and drag my attention back to the girl in my lap. I cup her face, pull her in for a deep, grateful kiss, then trail my mouth down her neck, nipping at her collarbone, sucking gently at the curve of her breast until she gasps. Thank-you kisses—slow, worshipful—until she’s giggling into my hair, body melting against mine.

“You’re sweet,” she whispers, nuzzling closer, her hand never stopping its perfect rhythm on my cock. “But don’t stop looking at her if you want to. We’re all friends here.”

I squeeze her breast affectionately, thumb flicking over her nipple until she arches with a soft moan. My eyes drift back to Alysha—just in time to see her give her own breast a slow, deliberate squeeze, fingers rolling the nipple exactly the way I’m doing to Chloe.

My cock jerks hard in Chloe’s hand.

Coincidence, I tell myself fiercely. Just coincidence. She’s not picturing herself in Chloe’s place. She’s not imagining my hands on her, my mouth on her skin, my cock sliding between her thighs instead.

She’s engaged. She’s masturbating. That’s all.

But her thighs are parted wider now, one hand drifting lower, fingertips brushing the inside of her thigh, inches from where she’s clearly wet and aching. Her eyes are dark, fixed on us—on me—pupils blown wide.

Chloe notices too. She slows her strokes, twisting her wrist just right on the head, making me groan. “She’s really into this,” she murmurs against my ear, voice breathy and delighted. “Look at her. Touching herself because of us.”

I can’t look away.

Alysha’s fingertip traces higher, grazing the edge of her smooth lips, and my hips buck helplessly into Chloe’s fist.

The office is empty.

And the line we’re all dancing on is getting thinner by the second.

Alysha’s voice cuts through the haze, low and wicked. “Are you actually gonna come already? Because we’re gonna have to wipe down that chair if you do. Company property and all.”

I open my mouth for a retort—something clever, something that keeps the banter alive and the world from tilting too far—but the words die in my throat. Chloe’s hand is relentless now, stroking me fast and tight, twisting over the head on every upstroke, thumb pressing just under the ridge in a way that makes my hips jerk helplessly. Her small body is flushed hot against mine, thighs trembling, breath coming in quick little pants against my neck. She’s going for it, really going for it, turned on by the idea of making me lose control right here, right in front of Alysha.

And fuck if the thought doesn’t burn through me too.

My world narrows to the slick glide of Chloe’s fist, the wet sounds filling the empty office, the bead of sweat sliding down Alysha’s collarbone and disappearing between her breasts. Alysha, naked and golden and untouchable, lounging there like she owns the moment. Her navel ring glints every time she breathes, a tiny silver beacon drawing my eyes down, down, to where her thighs are parted wider now.

Her hand finally slips between them.

She doesn’t spread herself open—no, she’s still Alysha, still in control. Her palm cups her pussy, fingers hidden, shielding the details from view. But I can see the subtle movement, the slow roll of her wrist, the way her fingers must be circling her clit in tight, deliberate strokes. Her head tips back slightly, blonde hair spilling over the chair, lips parting on a soft exhale that I feel in my balls.

It’s the most intimate thing I’ve ever seen her do.

I’ve watched her strut around naked for two straight days—breasts bouncing when she laughed, hips swaying when she walked to the printer, that smooth bare cunt flashing every time she crossed her legs. I’ve memorized the freckles on her tits, the tiny scar under her ribs, the way her nipples tighten when the AC kicks on. But this—this is different. Private. Sacred, almost. Something she does alone in her bed, not in front of me.

Not here in our shared office. Not while Chloe’s hand flies over my cock, milking me with eager, rhythmic strokes, her own arousal slick on my thigh where she’s grinding subtly against me.

Alysha’s eyes flutter shut, lashes dark against her cheeks, and a soft, almost inaudible sigh escapes her. Her fingers move faster, the subtle flex of her forearm giving her away, her thighs tensing as pleasure builds.

That sigh—that tiny, helpless sound—hits me like a freight train.

I never really believed I’d get to see this. Anything like this. Late-night fantasies, sure: a drunken kiss at the Christmas party, her laughing against my mouth, maybe a flash of tit when she bent over. But I was content—mostly—to be friends. To keep the line drawn. She’s engaged. Happy. Ring on her finger, future planned out with someone else.

This isn’t friends anymore.

Not with Chloe’s fist pumping me hard and fast, her breath hitching as she whispers filthy encouragement in my ear—”Come for us, Matt. Let her see how hard you get watching her touch that pretty pussy”—not with Alysha’s hand working between her legs, palm grinding against her clit, hips lifting just a fraction off the chair.

The pressure coils tight, unbearable, surging right through my balls.

Alysha’s eyes open again, locking on mine—dark, heavy-lidded, lips parted—and I explode.

The first rope of cum shoots high, splattering across Chloe’s stomach, warm and thick. She gasps, delighted, hand never slowing as the second pulse hits her breasts, streaking over one pink nipple. I groan deep and ragged, hips bucking, spilling again and again—over her fingers, her thighs, dripping down onto my lap and the chair beneath us. Pleasure crashes through me in hot, blinding waves, every muscle locking as I empty myself in long, shuddering pulses.

Chloe milks me through it, gentle now, squeezing from base to tip until I’m spent and trembling. She leans in, kisses my jaw, my neck, whispering soft praise against my skin.

When the haze clears, I look at Alysha.

She’s still touching herself, slower now, eyes fixed on the mess I’ve made of Chloe—on the cum glistening on her pale skin, the way Chloe’s hand is still wrapped loosely around my softening cock. Alysha’s chest rises and falls faster, her own arousal plain in the flush riding high on her cheeks, the subtle rock of her hips chasing her fingers.

Our eyes meet.

For a heartbeat, the banter is gone. The teasing. The careful distance.

There’s just heat. Want. Something raw and unspoken hanging between us like smoke.

Then Chloe giggles softly, breaking the spell. She tilts her head, blonde hair tickling my shoulder, and looks across at Alysha with bright, mischievous eyes.

“Did you come?” she asks, voice husky but curious, like she’s checking the score.

Alysha’s hand is still between her legs, palm cupped protectively over her pussy, fingers moving in slow, hidden circles. Her chest rises and falls faster now, nipples tight and dark, a faint sheen of sweat glistening along her collarbones. She shakes her head once, short and sharp, lips parted on a breath that’s almost a laugh.

“Not yet.”

Chloe’s grin is pure delighted chaos. She sits up straighter in my lap, my cock sliding wetly along the seam of her ass as she moves. “We should fix that. What do you need? Tell us how to help.”

Alysha’s eyes narrow in warning, but there’s no real heat behind it—just a flicker of nerves, quickly masked. “Chloe.”

“What?” Chloe’s unrepentant, shoulders lifting in an innocent shrug that makes her nipples graze my skin again. “Matt’s been getting a free show for two whole days. Uninterrupted. Front-row seat to all this.” She waves a hand up and down Alysha’s golden skin, lingering on the curve of her breast, the dip of her waist, the hand still working between her thighs. “Least he can do is repay the favor.”

I open my mouth to object, but the words stall. Because Chloe has a point. A damn good one. And the idea of performing for Alysha, of being the thing that finally tips her over, sends a fresh surge of heat straight to my spent cock.

I turn to Alysha instead, voice low and teasing. “What do you say, partner? Want a Magic Mike show? I could stand up, give you the full routine. Shake what my mama gave me.”

Alysha huffs a breathless laugh, head falling back against the chair for a second. Her fingers don’t stop moving—faster now, the subtle flex of her forearm giving her away. “Shut up,” she breathes, eyes fluttering open again, locking on mine. “And just… let me look at your chest.”

The words land soft but electric, confirmation finally spoken aloud: she likes looking. She finds me attractive. Me. Her co-lead, her work husband, her best friend who’s spent years pretending not to stare.

Delight surges through me, warm and dizzying. I flex just a little—nothing obvious, just enough to make the muscles shift under my skin—and watch her pupils blow wider.

“My chest, huh?” I say, leaning back in the chair, arms spreading along the rests to give her the full view. “All this time I thought you were just admiring my commit messages. Turns out you’ve been objectifying me. I’m wounded.”

Alysha snorts, but it comes out ragged, her fingers moving faster now. “Please. Like your ego needs the boost.”

“Harsh,” I say, grinning wide. “But if I’d known all it took was getting naked to earn a compliment, I’d have stripped ages ago. Saved us both the trouble.”

Chloe giggles into my neck, her hand sliding up to rest over my heart, feeling it hammer. She’s watching Alysha too, eyes bright, turned on by the whole exchange.

Alysha’s breathing is definitely ragged now—short, sharp inhales, her free hand gripping the armrest. “God, you’re insufferable,” she manages, but there’s affection in it, warmth threading through the insult like always.

“And you’ve always been a sore loser,” I shoot back, flexing my chest just to watch her eyes darken. “Though I guess right now you’re losing at something else entirely.”

She groans—half laugh, half moan—head tipping back again. “Shut up, Matt.”

“Make me,” I say softly, and the banter hangs there, familiar and safe, even as her fingers move faster, even as Chloe’s nails dig lightly into my skin, even as the office air thickens with the scent of sex and want.

It’s still us—trading playful jabs like we have for years, the heart and soul of our friendship. But underneath it, the world has tilted hard off its axis. Because Alysha’s touching herself to the sight of me, to our words, to the easy rhythm we’ve always had. And I’m letting her. Encouraging her.

Chloe’s fingers dig into my shoulder, her own breath quickening against my neck as she watches Alysha unravel. She’s silent now, just holding on, letting the moment belong to us.

Alysha’s thighs tense hard, trembling. Her free hand grips the armrest until her knuckles pale. The hand between her legs presses firmer, palm grinding in tight circles, and then her eyes squeeze shut—lashes dark against flushed cheeks, brows drawn together in helpless pleasure.

She comes apart.

It’s slow at first—a soft, shuddering exhale, her whole body going rigid. Then the waves hit her fully: hips lifting off the chair, back arching in a perfect bow, breasts thrusting forward as her nipples tighten impossibly harder. A low, broken moan tears from her throat, raw and unguarded, the kind of sound I shouldn’t get to hear.

Her legs quake, muscles flexing under golden skin, the hand between them moving in frantic little pulses as she rides it out. Sweat beads along her hairline, a single drop sliding down her temple; her navel ring glints with every sharp inhale. Her lips part wide, trembling, no words—just breath, just surrender.

It’s the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen.

Not just the body I’ve memorized over two days—the freckles, the curves, the smooth bare skin—but the vulnerability she can’t hide. Alysha, always so confident, always bulletproof, completely undone. Open. Shaking. Trusting us enough to let go like this.

Chloe’s arms tighten around my neck, her own soft gasp warm against my ear. She’s watching too, transfixed, lips parted in quiet awe.

Alysha’s orgasm rolls through her in long, shuddering waves, each one drawing another helpless sound from her throat—soft whimpers that fade into breathless sighs. Her hips rock once, twice more, chasing the last sparks, and then she slumps back into the chair, chest heaving, skin glowing with a fine sheen of sweat. Her hand slips away from between her thighs, fingers glistening, and she covers her face with both arms for a second, like she’s hiding from the afterglow.

The office is silent except for our breathing.

When she finally lowers her arms, her eyes are glassy, cheeks flushed deep rose. She looks at me—really looks—and for a heartbeat there’s no mask, no banter. Just raw, unguarded Alysha.

Then the spell cracks.

I clear my throat, voice rough but teasing. “Guess we’re wiping down your chair too, huh? Fair’s fair.”

Alysha groans, half-laugh, half-embarrassed, casting around for something to throw. There’s nothing within reach—just empty air and the low hum of the servers. She settles for flipping me off with a shaky hand, then reaches out and tugs Chloe off my lap in one smooth motion.

“Come here, trouble,” she murmurs, voice still husky from her climax.

Chloe goes willingly, giggling softly as Alysha pulls her into the neighboring chair, arranging her so they’re curled together—Chloe’s smaller body tucked against Alysha’s side, head on her shoulder, legs tangled. Alysha wraps an arm around her, palm stroking slow circles on Chloe’s bare back, the other hand idly playing with her hair.

It’s sweet. Intimate. Post-coital in the softest way—girls sharing warmth, comfort, the glow of what just happened.

I sulk, just a little.

Not just because Chloe’s softness is suddenly gone from my lap, leaving me cold and sticky and alone in the chair. But because part of me—petty, jealous, aching—is envious of Chloe getting to press against those perfect breasts, to feel Alysha’s heartbeat slowing under her cheek, to be held like that. Even if it’s not sexual for them. Even if it’s just friendship, just comfort.

I want that too. I want her arms around me, her skin against mine, her breath in my hair.

Alysha catches my expression and smirks, lazy and sated. “Don’t pout, dipshit. You got your show.”

“Yeah,” I mutter, crossing my arms over my chest. “But I didn’t get a cuddle.”

Chloe laughs softly into Alysha’s neck. Alysha just smiles—warm, fond, a little wicked—and tightens her hold on Chloe.

∆∆∆

The video call chime slices through the haze like a fire alarm. My heart lurches; Chloe yelps and snatches my discarded t-shirt from the floor, hurling it at me with impressive accuracy. 

I catch it one-handed, yank it over my head in a tangle of limbs while the girls scramble behind my chair, staying just out of webcam range. Alysha’s bare shoulder brushes my back as she ducks low; Chloe presses in on the other side, both of them stifling breathless giggles that feel dangerously close to hysteria.

I hit accept.

Jenna’s face fills the screen, crisp and unflappable as ever. “Just checking in,” she says without preamble. “Is the office on fire yet?”

I laugh—unsteady, a little too loud. “We’re all still in one piece, Jen. For the most part.”

Behind me, Alysha makes the tiniest strangled sound. I don’t dare look.

Jenna’s eyebrow arches, but she lets it go. “Good. Quick reminder—Lysander lands Friday morning. He wants to take the whole team out for dinner that night. No excuses.” 

I nod, trying hard to look casual. Jenna’s still talking. “Dress code is whatever makes you comfortable, but probably not pajamas—and save the nudity for the office. So if the girls are coming in naked that day, tell them to bring a dress for later.” Her gaze sharpens. “And I need that hotfix live before any of you leave tonight. Understood?”

“Crystal,” I manage.

She nods, already reaching to end the call. “Don’t burn the place down.”

The window blinks out.

Silence rushes back in, thick and humming.

Alysha groans, low and pained, forehead thunking gently against my shoulder blade. “Friday night is date night. Which I have already bailed on the last two weeks running because of that fucking item-dupe glitch.”

It’s true. I remember those late nights vividly, her hunched over her keyboard, ponytail bouncing as she muttered curses at the code. I’d told her to go home, that I’d handle it. She’d ignored me both times, stubborn as hell, her focus laser-sharp until we finally squashed the bug at 2 a.m. I remember thinking then—staring at her profile in the glow of the monitors, the way her sports bra hugged her curves under the unzipped hoodie—that I’d be pretty pissed if I were Ryan. Waiting at home while she poured herself into work, into us.

Chloe bites her lip, hovering at the edge of the playtest area. “It’s our big new boss. He’ll understand if you explain.”

Alysha straightens, raking a hand through her hair. “Yeah. Maybe.” She doesn’t sound convinced. The platinum ring catches the light again, a quiet accusation.

She exhales, squares her shoulders, and points a finger at me. “You promised Jenna a commit. We’d better get to it.”

Chloe nods, casting me a quick, soft smile before disappearing toward the break room. “I’ll make the coffee,” she calls over her shoulder, her bare feet padding softly on the carpet.

That leaves just me and Alysha.

Next to each other at the desks we’ve shared for two years—bickered over merge conflicts, hung out during lunch breaks, celebrated late-night wins with high-fives and stupid in-jokes. It shouldn’t feel weird. It should feel normal, like slipping into a favorite hoodie.

But we’re both still naked.

My shirt’s the only concession I made to the call, and even that’s rumpled, half-stuck to my skin. Alysha’s bare breasts rise and fall with her breath, freckles scattered like secrets across her chest, her smooth pussy still faintly flushed from her orgasm. And I just watched her come—eyes screwed shut, body shaking, that raw vulnerability cracking her open in front of me. She watched me too, spilling over Chloe like I couldn’t hold back.

For once, neither of us knows what to say.

I boot up my IDE. Alysha does the same. Our elbows almost brush when we reach for our mice, and we both flinch back like we’ve been shocked. She clears her throat. I pretend to be fascinated by the build log.

The quiet is almost painful, but it’s productive. No banter, no distractions—just the steady clack of keys and the soft whir of fans. We fall into the old rhythm without words: I chase down the race condition, she refactors the movement spline, we ping changes back and forth in silence. It’s the most focused either of us has been all week.

An hour later the tests go green. I push the commit. The live server pings success.

Alysha leans back, stretches—slow, catlike, breasts lifting with the motion—and finally breaks the silence.

“Shipped,” she says, voice soft, almost wondering.

“Yeah,” I answer, just as quiet. “We did it.”

She turns her chair toward me. I turn mine toward her. We’re close enough that our bare knees almost touch. The ring glints again between us.

Neither of us speaks.

I have no idea what tomorrow is going to bring. But right now, in the hush of an empty office, with Alysha naked beside me and the echo of her orgasm still ringing in my ears, I know one thing for certain:

Whatever comes next, we’re already too far over the edge to go back.


sexy turtle

Alysha & Chloe 
January 15, 2029 – 9:53 PM

Chloe: hey babe

you okay??

that was… pretty intense today

just checking in

Alysha: bitch please i’m fine

you’re the one who got blue-balled by a video call

how are YOU holding up

Chloe: lmao fair

but seriously tho

you sure?

it got kinda real at the end there

Alysha: i’m sure

it was hot

we’re adults

no weirdness

promise

and we all got off

(well, almost all)

Chloe: meanie

okay i’ll drop it

but also

matt’s dick tho

like

respectfully

wow

Alysha: right??

thicker than i expected

for such a lanky code monkey

and that curve

poor boy’s been suffering in jeans for two days lol

no wonder he exploded like a firehose

Chloe: hahaa poor matt

thanks for the cuddle after btw, was so nice

girls are so much softer than guys

your boobs are criminal

might be considering switching teams

Alysha: stopppp

though same

you fit against me perfectly

might actually be bi now

ryan’s gonna be thrilled

Chloe: lmao

tell him i said hi

speaking of

have you talked any more about

you know what

Alysha: i do not know what

Chloe: babe

you seriously haven’t talked about it?

kids are a big deal

Alysha: nope

nuthin more to say, is there?

Chloe: aly

Alysha: chloe

Chloe: …fine

you did tell him about friday though?

the dinner thing

Alysha: also nope

waiting for the right moment

he’s cooking carbonara rn

bad time to drop “hey babe gotta bail on date night for the third week running”

Chloe: the longer you leave it the worse it’ll be tho

he’s sweet

he’ll understand it’s the big boss

but still

Alysha: yeah yeah

i know

i’ll tell him after dinner

changing subject

so

you and matt

what’s the vibe now

serious?

casual?

office romance incoming?

Chloe: honestly…

he’s cute as fuck

still the office hottie

but

if i tell you something

triple swear it goes nowhere??

Alysha: swear on my left tit

it’s bigger

Chloe: lol fuck off your tits are perfect

anyway

i always thought matt was hot

but like

surface level hot

i never really pictured more

and i think he was just as surprised as me when we kissed

the sex was GREAT

like sorely needed

it’s been FOREVER

but there are two reasons i think we should keep it casual

just friends

maybe friends who fuck occasionally

he IS hot

Alysha: okayyy

hit me with the reasons

Chloe: reason #1

when i actually think about guys in the office while i’m… you know

enjoying my alone time

it’s dev who pops into my head

Alysha: …

dev??

like

our dev??

hoodie dev??

turtle dev??

Chloe: shut UP

yeah

i like nerds

always have

he’s sweet

awkward in that cute way

and he knows all this obscure neural stuff that’s actually fascinating

Alysha: you are shitting me

Chloe: i am not

matt’s great but he’s… too pretty

i like my guys a little dorky

Alysha: this is the cutest thing i’ve ever heard

you should just ask him out already

he’s terrified of you but in a good way

Chloe: he literally can’t look at me anymore

i think i scared him off with the whole tits and ass thing

he spins his chair every time i walk past

Alysha: babe that’s his default setting

he does it to everyone

no change there

and reason two??

Chloe: don’t get mad

Alysha: …now i’m fckn nervous

Chloe: matt obviously has a thing for you

and you kinda obviously have a thing back

like

if you weren’t engaged

you two would be dating

right??

Alysha: that’s a pointless question

if my mama had wheels she’d be a bike

Chloe: yeah yeah

but today??

i was literally jerking him off

and he was still looking at you

Alysha: because you TOLD him to!!

Chloe: i know! and i don’t mind

it was hot actually

but it means he’s got it bad

and i’m not gonna set myself up to be the placeholder

better as friends

occasional benefits maybe

but just friends

Alysha: babe

have i not said this enough

me and matt are just friends too

seriously

Chloe: mhm

and what if he comes in naked again tomorrow?

Alysha: what if he does?

Chloe: you really think you two can work side by side bare-ass all day and not catch feelings

be real

Alysha: ffs

i’m engaged chloe

i love ryan

matt and i are friends

that’s it

Chloe: okay okay

i’m dropping it

just… be careful babe

you’re my favorite

don’t want you hurt

Alysha: i knowww

sorry i snapped

i love you too girl

no one’s getting hurt

we’re all adults

now go to sleep

you’ve got a sexy turtle to seduce tomorrow

Chloe: i hate you

night babe

don’t forget to talk to ryan

Alysha: yeah okay mom

i’ll talk to him

promise

sweet dreams of dev’s hoodie collection xx

Chloe: MEAN

xxx

∆∆∆

Chloe: okay i can’t sleep

Alysha: lol

me either

ryan passed out early, i’m lying here bored and ignored

Chloe: baby!! 

okay we’ve got to get you off 

(and if we get me off too, bonus)

Alysha: lmao you horny bitch

fine

what exactly did you have in mind

i can't take nudes tho, i'll wake him up

Chloe: that's cool, we can swap fantasies? 

i have one that’s… next level 

don’t judge me too hard

or do

i kinda like when you do

Alysha: hit me

i’m ready

how bad can it be

Chloe: group fantasy

but like

stupid big

over a hundred guys

all lined up

taking turns

covering me

face

tits

hair

everywhere

until i’m just dripping

glazed

can’t even open my eyes

just kneeling there

used

owned by the sheer number of them

Alysha: …

holy fuck chloe

you sweet little angel-faced composer

you want a hundred loads painted on you like a cum canvas

that’s the filthiest thing i’ve heard all year

and it’s literally day one

Chloe: i know

i’m disgusting

i’m going to hell with you

first class ticket

but god it turns me on

just imagining being that overwhelmed

that desired

that much of a slut

Alysha: oh you’re a slut alright

my tiny-tit office slut with the cute blonde bush

dreaming of being a human cum dump for an entire army

look at you

probably touching yourself right now thinking about it

aren’t you

Chloe: …yes

fingers already there

slow circles

tell me i’m bad

Alysha: you’re so bad

such a greedy little cumslut

a hundred guys isn’t even enough for you, is it

you’d stay on your knees till your jaw locked

till your skin was sticky and shining

till you were drowning in it

my filthy girl

Chloe: fuck

yes

keep going

please

Alysha: mmm

but tell me something

in this big nasty fantasy of yours

am i there

warming them up for you

letting them rest their cocks inside me while they wait their turn

keeping them hard

letting them fuck me slow

use my pussy like a holding pen

so when they finally pull out and step up to you

they’re ready to cover that pretty face

Chloe: oh my god

aly

yes

i didn’t even know i needed that until you said it

you on your back beside me

legs spread

taking them one after another

moaning

telling them how good they feel

how you’re just getting them ready for me

your perfect body all slick with sweat

tits bouncing

while i kneel there waiting

watching

dripping already

Alysha: that’s right baby

i’d hold your hand the whole time

whisper what a good little slut you are

how pretty you look with come in your hair

how proud i am of you for taking every single one

and when they’re done with you

when you’re absolutely drenched

i’d pull you close

lick some off your cheek

kiss you deep

share it

because you’re mine too

even covered in a hundred strangers

Chloe: i’m coming

fuck

aly

coming so hard

shaking

your fault

all your fault

Alysha: good girl

come thinking about it

thinking about me feeding you every cock

holding you while they paint you

my perfect filthy partner

i’m right behind you

rubbing fast

imagining your face dripping

your little tits glazed

fuck

coming

yes

Chloe: we’re so fucked

in the best way

i love you

chaos queen 

now get some sleep okay?

Alysha: haha i’m basically already drifting

love you more

cumslut composer

night baby

dream of being covered

i’ll dream of helping 

Chloe: haha it’s a date

night gorgeous 

that was so much fun 

sweet dreams

xxx
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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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