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Tricked Into Being the Only One Naked at the Office on April Fools' Day

Olivia cursed the minute tremble she noticed in her fingers as she straightened the collar of her crisp white blouse for the third time that morning. The reflection in the elevator's polished doors showed a young woman trying desperately to project a confidence she didn't possess. Twenty-two years old, fresh business degree in hand, and somehow—miraculously—employed at Thornfield Acquisitions, one of the most prestigious firms in the city. The kind of place where careers were made. Or broken.

The elevator climbed higher, numbers illuminating in sequence, each one bringing her closer to the forty-second floor where she'd spend her day trying not to disappoint anyone. Especially Leo.

Leo Thornfield. The name alone sent a flutter through her stomach that she refused to acknowledge. Son of the company's founder, rising executive at thirty, and—most impossibly—the man who'd recommended her for this position. He was her sister's friend from university days, but to Olivia, he had always been something more ethereal. A handsome spectre who appeared at family gatherings, whose laugh could fill a room, whose eyes sometimes lingered on her in ways that made her cheeks burn.

"Just be yourself," her sister had advised. Easy for her to say. Her sister had never stammered when Leo asked her a direct question. Her sister didn't blush crimson when he stood too close.

The elevator doors parted with a soft chime, revealing the gleaming expanse of Thornfield's reception area. Glass and steel and important people moving with purpose. Olivia clutched her leather portfolio tighter as she stepped into the controlled chaos, feeling like an imposter in her H&M suit amidst designer labels.

"There she is." Leo's voice, warm and commanding, cut through the ambient noise of the office. He strode toward her, impeccably dressed in a charcoal suit that must have cost more than her monthly rent. His smile was dazzling, confident—the smile of a man who had never questioned his place in the world.

"Good morning, Mr. Thornfield," she managed, her voice smaller than she’d intended.

"Come on now, Liv. Just Leo," he corrected, his hand finding the small of her back as he guided her past curious onlookers. "We've known each other too long for formalities."

The heat of his palm burned through the thin fabric of her blouse. No one called her Liv except him—a liberty he'd taken years ago that she'd never seen fit to correct.

"Today's special," he continued, steering her not toward her tiny cubicle but toward the executive wing. "Board presentation. I want you to sit in."

"Me?" Alarm shot through her. "But I'm just a trainee. I don't have clearance for—"

"You have whatever clearance I say you have." His voice remained light, but there was no mistaking the steel beneath. Leo Thornfield was accustomed to getting what he wanted. "Besides, you'll learn more from an hour in that room than a month in the bullpen."

Olivia pondered his words, her mind racing with the implications. A board presentation. The thought alone made her stomach clench with anxiety. The boardroom was sacred ground at Thornfield Acquisitions—a place where million-dollar decisions were made, where careers were launched into the stratosphere or crashed in spectacular failure.

Three weeks. She had only been at the firm for three weeks. The glossy employee handbook had made it abundantly clear: the first month was merely a traineeship, a test period during which the company evaluated whether she was truly Thornfield material. Even if she passed this initial scrutiny, she'd face another six months of probation. The weight of her precarious position pressed down on her shoulders daily, making her second-guess every email, every spreadsheet, every bloody coffee order.

"You're overthinking again," Leo murmured, close enough that she could smell his cologne—something expensive and subtle that reminded her of cedar and amber. "I can practically hear the gears turning."

"I just don't want to embarrass myself," she admitted, her voice barely audible above the clicking of keyboards and hushed phone conversations as they passed through the open-plan office.

The office where no one spoke to her unless absolutely necessary. Where smiles disappeared when she approached the communal kitchen. Where whispers followed her like persistent shadows: "Thornfield's charity case," they called her. Or worse, "Thornfield's newest plaything."

The other trainees formed tight-knit lunch groups that somehow never had room for one more. Three weeks in, and Olivia still ate alone, pretending to be absorbed in work emails while picking at her salad in solitude. She'd tried—awkward attempts at small talk by the printer, a homemade cake brought in for no special occasion—but the polite wall of indifference remained unbreached.

Leo was her only ally in this gleaming fortress of ambition. His friendly nods across the office floor, the occasional coffee he'd place on her desk without comment, the way he'd casually include her in conversations when others seemed determined to look through her—these small kindnesses were life rafts in a sea of isolation.

"You won't embarrass yourself," Leo assured her now, guiding her around a corner. "You have the best analytical mind of any trainee I've seen."

That was another thing about Leo. He seemed to genuinely believe in her abilities, even when she didn't—perhaps especially when she didn’t. It was more than just the job offer—a position hundreds of qualified graduates had applied for. It was the daily affirmations, the challenging assignments he slipped her way instead of the mundane filing tasks the other trainees received.

Olivia stole a glance at his profile as they walked—the strong jawline, the perfect wave in his dark hair, the confident set of his shoulders. She remembered the first time she'd seen him, eighteen years old and still awkward—not yet making her own way in the world—hiding behind her hair as he'd arrived for her sister's birthday dinner. Only a few years older than her, but even then already looking like such a… man. She felt oddly similar now as she followed his lead, his mere presence emphasising her own inexperience.

"I—I haven't prepared anything," she whispered as they approached the imposing double doors of the conference room. Through the glass walls, she could see several executives already seated around the massive walnut table, leather portfolios open, tablets glowing with data she'd never been privy to.

"Relax, Liv. You're not presenting," Leo said, his breath warm against her ear. "You're observing. Learning. Absorbing." His hand slid fractionally lower on her back, resting just above the curve of her bottom. "Trust me."

That touch—casual to him, perhaps, but electric to her—made coherent thought nearly impossible. Olivia swallowed hard, nodding as he guided her through the doors.

Conversations hushed as they entered. Eight pairs of eyes tracked their movement—curious, evaluating, some openly disapproving. Olivia recognised several faces from the company website; the CFO whose stern portrait had intimidated her during her research, the head of legal whose reputation for ruthlessness preceded her, two board members whose combined net worth could probably purchase a small country.

"Everyone, this is Olivia Bennett, one of our promising new trainees," Leo announced, his voice carrying effortlessly across the room. "She'll be observing today."

A silver-haired man at the far end frowned. "Is that standard protocol now, Leo? Bringing trainees to board presentations?"

Leo's smile never faltered. "Miss Bennett comes highly recommended. I'm personally mentoring her."

The weight of his words—the implication, the protection they offered—settled over Olivia like a mantle. She was being marked as his in some professional way she didn't fully understand, but the room's dynamics shifted instantly. Nods replaced frowns. Curiosity replaced disapproval.

"Take a seat," Leo murmured, guiding her to a chair beside his at the large table. Not against the wall, where assistants usually sat, but at the table itself.

Olivia sank into the leather chair, hyperaware of its softness against her thighs, the way it cradled her in a luxurious comfort that her own cubicle’s chair could never hope to provide. Her portfolio lay before her, closed and untouched, while everyone else's were splayed open, pages marked with colourful tabs and notations. She felt like a child who'd wandered into an adult conversation, unsure of the rules or expectations.

Leo, by contrast, settled beside her with the easy confidence of a man who belonged exactly where he was. He unbuttoned his suit jacket with a practiced flick of his wrist, revealing a waistcoat that hugged his trim torso. As he reached for a tablet passed to him by an assistant, Olivia caught the glint of his platinum cufflinks—subtle, but undoubtably expensive, engraved with what looked like to be a coat of arms.

"Shall we begin?" Leo's voice commanded attention without raising in volume. "The Westbrook acquisition analysis, I believe, is first on our agenda."

The CFO—a severe woman named Marissa whose steel-grey bob matched her demeanour—began a detailed presentation about profit margins and market share. Olivia tried to follow along, but her attention kept drifting to Leo beside her. The way he leaned forward slightly when someone made a point he found interesting. The slight narrowing of his eyes when he disagreed with something, even before he voiced his objection. The casual way he'd roll his Mont Blanc pen between his fingers when contemplating a response.

"These projections seem optimistic," Leo interrupted at one point, gesturing toward the screen on which the relevant graph was displayed. "Westbrook's infrastructure is ageing. Their last quarterly report glossed over maintenance costs, but I've toured their facilities. They'll need significant capital investment within eighteen months."

Olivia watched as the room absorbed his assessment. No one challenged him. Instead, the CFO nodded thoughtfully.

"That's… not reflected in their disclosures," she conceded.

"It wouldn't be," Leo responded, a hint of amusement in his tone. "Their CEO is fishing for buyers. He's incentivised to minimise apparent costs."

With a few sentences, he'd changed the entire trajectory of the discussion. Olivia marvelled at how he'd done it—not with aggression or power plays, but with calm certainty and firsthand knowledge. He hadn't just read the reports; he'd walked the factory floors, seen what others had missed.

As the meeting progressed, she witnessed this pattern repeat. Leo knew things—about competitors, about market trends, about the personal motivations of key players. He spoke of CEOs and board chairs of other companies with casual familiarity, dropping insights that could only come from private conversations.

"Harrison won't sell to us directly," he said of one potential acquisition. "Not after what happened with his father and mine in '98. But his sister holds thirty percent of voting shares, and she's looking for liquidity for her foundation…”

As the meeting stretched on, Leo continued to command the room with an effortless authority that left Olivia both envious and enraptured. While the other executives consulted notes or checked figures on their tablets, Leo rarely referenced anything beyond what seemed contained in his formidable memory. Occasionally, his knee would brush against hers beneath the table—fleeting touches that sent jolts of electricity up her thigh and scattered her thoughts like startled birds. Each time, she'd wonder if the contact was deliberate or accidental, and each time, she'd scold herself for even considering the former.

After nearly three hours, the boardroom had transformed from a sterile corporate environment into something more akin to a war room. Digital presentations gave way to spirited debate, pristine notepads became battlefields of hastily scrawled calculations, and Olivia's initial terror had mellowed into a sort of wide-eyed fascination. She'd even ventured to open her portfolio, jotting down observations and questions that occurred to her, though she didn’t once dare voice them.

The meeting finally concluded with a decisive nod from Leo, who had somehow managed to guide the entire discussion without ever appearing to commandeer it. "I think we've covered sufficient ground for today," he announced, his voice carrying the subtle authority that seemed as natural to him as breathing. "Marissa, I'd like those revised projections by tomorrow afternoon. James, connect with legal about the regulatory concerns—I want to know exactly what we're facing before we move forward."

As executives gathered their belongings, conversations splintered into smaller discussions about weekend plans and family updates. The transformation was immediate—these titans of industry suddenly discussing their children's soccer matches and recommendations for anniversary dinners. Olivia began to collect her notes, carefully aligning the edges of her papers before slipping them back into her portfolio. She couldn’t help but note the childish neatness of her handwriting compared to the confident scrawls she'd glimpsed on the others’ notepads.

"Miss Bennett, a moment please." Leo's voice cut through her thoughts. He hadn't turned to look at her, busy shaking hands with the departing board members, but the instruction was unmistakable.

Olivia froze, halfway out of her chair. "Of course," she murmured, sinking back down. Had she done something wrong? Perhaps taking notes had been presumptuous. Or maybe someone had noticed her bewildered expression during discussions of leverage ratios and synergy projections.

One by one, the executives filtered out, some nodding politely in her direction, others barely acknowledging her presence. The silver-haired man who had initially questioned her attendance lingered longest, engaging Leo in a hushed conversation near the door. Olivia watched Leo's expression—attentive, respectful, but unyielding. Whatever the older man was suggesting, Leo wasn't conceding ground.

Finally, with a paternal clap on Leo's shoulder, the man departed, leaving them alone in the vast boardroom. The silence felt suddenly oppressive. Through the glass walls, Olivia could see the office continuing its rhythm—people hurrying between meetings, answering phones, life proceeding as normal while her heart hammered against her ribs.

Leo turned to her, loosening his tie with one hand as he approached. "So," he said, dropping into the chair beside her and swivelling to face her directly. "What did you think?"

The question caught her off guard. "About… the meeting?"

"No, about the weather," he teased, the corner of his mouth lifting in that half-smile that always made her stomach flip. "Yes, about the meeting. The Westbrook acquisition. The strategy. What did you observe?"

Olivia's mouth went dry. This felt like a test—one she hadn't studied for. Her mind raced through the notes she'd taken, searching for something intelligent to say, something that would justify her presence in that room.

"I think…" she began hesitantly, then paused to gather her thoughts. "I think the numbers they presented didn't account for the human element."

Leo's eyebrows rose slightly, his interest visibly piqued. "Go on."

Emboldened by his reaction, she continued, "The projections focused on equipment depreciation and market share, but not on workforce integration. From what I gathered, Westbrook has a much more traditional corporate culture than Thornfield. There would be… resistance." Her voice grew steadier as she spoke. "That could impact productivity during transition, possibly for months. None of the financial models seemed to factor that in."

Leo leaned back in his chair, studying her with an intensity that made her skin tingle. For a moment, she worried she'd overstepped, offering critique when she should have remained silent. But then his face broke into a genuine smile—not the polished one he wore for clients and colleagues, but something rarer and more authentic.

"Exactly what I was thinking," he said, his voice warm with approval. "Everyone's so focused on the balance sheets they forget businesses are made of people. People with habits, loyalties, their own ways of doing things." He tapped his fingers thoughtfully on the table. "That's precisely why I wanted you in that room, Liv. You see what I see."

Relief washed over her, followed immediately by a flutter of pride. She'd said something right—something that had impressed Leo Thornfield. She tucked a strand of hair behind her ear, fighting the blush threatening to creep up her neck.

"And on that very point, I have something important to discuss with you," Leo said, taking on a somewhat more serious tone. "I need your assistance with a matter tomorrow."

"My assistance?" Olivia echoed, unable to hide her surprise. New recruits at Thornfield were typically relegated to spreadsheets and coffee runs for months before being trusted with anything of consequence.

Leo nodded, his expression thoughtful as he studied her. "We have a significant acquisition opportunity with Bergmann Industries. German company, family-owned for generations, specialised manufacturing. Old money, but innovative technology." He leaned forward slightly. "They've refused offers from three other firms already. Tomorrow is our shot."

Olivia's mind raced with questions. What could she possibly contribute to such a high-stakes negotiation? She had no expertise in manufacturing, knew nothing about German business customs, and couldn't fathom why Leo would want her—of all people—involved.

"I… don't understand," she admitted, her voice small in the cavernous boardroom. "I don't have any experience with international acquisitions."

Leo's lips curved into that knowing smile—the one that made her feel as though he was privy to a secret she couldn't begin to comprehend.

"Sometimes business isn't about experience. It's about connection. It’s about people." He tapped his fingers rhythmically against the polished table. "The Bergmanns are… particular. They operate differently than most corporate entities we deal with."

"Different how?" Olivia asked, curiosity overcoming her timidity.

Leo loosened his tie further, unbuttoning his collar as he leaned back in his chair. The casual gesture seemed somehow intimate in the otherwise formal setting. "They're adherents to what they call FKK—Freikörperkultur. Are you familiar with the term?"

Olivia shook her head. She’d taken French in school, not German. But the phrase seemed to trip off Leo’s tongue easily enough.

"Literally, it means ‘free body culture’," Leo explained, watching her closely. "In plain English, it’s naturism, essentially. It’s more popular in Germany than you might imagine. And the Bergmann family has practiced it for at least the last three generations. They own several private resorts throughout Europe dedicated to the lifestyle."

The implications of his words took a moment to register. When they did, heat bloomed across Olivia's cheeks, spreading down her neck in a wash of crimson. "Naturism," she repeated carefully. "You mean…"

"They prefer to conduct business without the constraints of clothing," Leo confirmed, his tone matter-of-fact, as if discussing weather patterns or market fluctuations rather than naked business negotiations. "At least for initial meetings. They believe it strips away pretence, creates equality among participants. No status symbols, no power suits. Just people, honest and unadorned."

Olivia's mouth went dry. Surely he couldn't be suggesting what she thought he was suggesting. She stared at him, waiting for the punchline, for some indication that this was an elaborate joke at the new trainee's expense.

But none came. Leo's expression remained earnest.

"The other firms balked," Leo continued, rising from his chair to pace the length of the gleaming boardroom table. "Addison Global walked away immediately. Mercer & Hayes tried to negotiate alternative arrangements but ultimately withdrew. Sterling Partners made it as far as the meeting itself before their CEO refused to comply and stormed out." He shook his head. "Three of the most aggressive acquisition firms in Europe, and none of them could see past their own discomfort to recognise the opportunity."

Olivia sat perfectly still, her fingers pressed against the cool leather of her portfolio as if anchoring herself to something solid while her mind spun with implications. The thought of conducting business in such a state of… vulnerability was beyond comprehension. And yet, Leo spoke of it with such casual confidence.

"You want to… accede to their request?" she finally managed, her voice barely above a whisper.

Leo turned to face her, leaning against the edge of the table. "I want to respect their corporate culture," he corrected. "Just as I would if we were negotiating with partners from Japan or Saudi Arabia or any place with distinct customs. The Bergmanns aren't being deliberately provocative—this is genuinely how they've conducted business within their trusted circles for decades."

He crossed his arms, the fabric of his expensive suit pulling taut across his shoulders. "Their manufacturing process would integrate perfectly with our Scandinavian operations. The potential synergies are…" he paused, a rare flash of genuine excitement crossing his features, "…extraordinary. We're talking about a thirty percent increase in production efficiency across our entire European division."

Olivia nodded automatically, her business education providing enough context to understand the magnitude of such an improvement. But the academic part of her brain was currently being drowned out by more immediate concerns.

"The only problem," Leo continued, "is assembling our team. Legal have already cleared the arrangement. But finding the right people…" He sighed, running a hand through his perfectly styled hair in a rare display of frustration. "Most of our senior executives have flatly refused. Too conservative, too concerned about hierarchy, too worried about what others might think."

Olivia swallowed hard, her throat suddenly parched. "And you're asking me because…?"

Leo's expression softened as he moved back to sit beside her, turning his chair to face her directly. His knee brushed against hers under the table—this time, unmistakably deliberate.

"I'm asking you because you understand what I was saying earlier. About the human element in business." His eyes held hers, intense and unwavering. "You see past spreadsheets and market projections to the people behind them. You recognised immediately that the Westbrook acquisition wasn't just about machinery and profit margins—it was about corporate cultures and human integration."

He leaned forward, close enough that she could detect the subtle notes of his cologne. "That's rare, Liv. Especially in someone so new to this world."

The compliment hung in the air between them, weaving itself into something tangible that Olivia could almost reach out and touch. No one at Thornfield had ever suggested she possessed any special insight. Quite the opposite—she'd been treated as decorative at best, an inconvenience at worst. Yet here was Leo Thornfield, the golden prince of the company, claiming she had a gift that even seasoned executives lacked.

"I…" she began, then faltered. Too many conflicting thoughts, conflicting emotions, were competing for attention. A curious warmth bloomed in her chest despite the anxiety churning in her stomach. Pride. It was pride she felt beneath the nervousness—a foreign, fragile thing she barely recognised.

Leo waited, patient in a way she'd never seen him with others. In meetings, he was all rapid-fire questions and swift decisions. But now, he simply watched her, allowing her the space to process what he was truly asking.

"You want me to attend this meeting," she finally managed, her voice steadier than she felt. "With the Bergmanns. Where everyone will be…" She couldn't bring herself to say the word, though the image flashed unbidden in her mind—herself, Leo, strangers, all without a stitch of clothing, discussing profit margins and market share as if it were the most normal thing in the world.

"Yes," Leo confirmed, his tone gentle but unwavering. "Tomorrow. In this very room. With the window frosting switched on, of course."

Olivia's fingers twisted in her lap, creasing the fabric of her skirt. She stared down at her hands, focusing on the tiny chip in her carefully applied nude nail polish rather than meeting his gaze. The sight pushed the word itself to the front of her mind, as if she were being forced to confront it. Nude. "I'm not… I've never…" The words stuck in her throat like honey, too thick to push out.

"I know," Leo said softly, and something in his tone made her look up. The usual mask of corporate confidence had slipped, revealing something more genuine beneath—understanding, perhaps, or even vulnerability. "This isn't standard procedure, Liv. Not even close. If you say no, I completely understand. Your position here won't be affected."

She believed him, oddly enough. Despite the whispers that followed her through the office corridors—the insinuations about how she'd really gotten this job—she knew that Leo respected her mind. He'd demonstrated that consistently, in ways big and small, since her first day.

"Why me, though?" she pressed, needing to understand. "There must be someone more experienced, more... qualified." Someone less shy. Someone who didn't blush crimson at the mere thought of disrobing in front of others, let alone in front of Leo himself.

Leo exhaled slowly, leaning back in his chair. For the first time since she'd known him, he seemed to be choosing his words with unusual care. "The Bergmanns value authenticity above all else. That's the entire point of their unusual approach—to strip away pretence." A faint smile tugged at his lips. "Most of our executives couldn't be authentic if their lives depended on it. They're too practiced, too polished, too accustomed to wielding their position as armour." His eyes never left hers. "You haven't learned those habits yet. You're still real."

The word carried more weight than its single syllable should have been able to bear. Olivia's heart fluttered against her ribs like a captive bird. She understood what he meant, even if she couldn't quite articulate it herself. The corporate world was a performance, a carefully choreographed dance of power and submission disguised as professionalism. She hadn't mastered it yet—couldn't hide her emotions behind vacant smiles or corporate jargon. But she did understand it.

"And the Bergmanns would see that," she murmured, thinking aloud rather than speaking to him directly.

"Exactly." Leo's voice softened with approval. "They'd see you, not just another corporate drone. That authenticity is worth more than twenty years of negotiation experience." He leaned forward again, his knee pressing more firmly against hers. "Besides, you understand financials better than half our senior team. I've seen your work, remember? I know what you're capable of."

Olivia felt dizzy with conflicting emotions—fear and flattery, anxiety and anticipation swirling together into a heady cocktail. The rational part of her brain screamed that this was madness. She should politely decline, retreat to her cubicle, continue with spreadsheets and market analyses and all the safe, clothed activities that normal trainees engaged in.

But another part of her—a part she rarely acknowledged—whispered something else entirely. This was an opportunity. Not just professionally, though that was certainly true. Leo was offering her a chance to be seen—truly seen—by him. The thought sent another rush of heat through her body that had nothing at all to do with embarrassment.

"There would be no record of it," Leo added, seeming to sense her internal struggle. "No photographs, no video. Just five people in a room, having a conversation that could change the trajectory of this company." His hand moved to cover hers where it rested on the table, his palm warm and dry against her skin. "That could change your trajectory here."

His touch sent a jolt of electricity up her arm. In three weeks at Thornfield, he'd never initiated contact this deliberate, this intimate. The small of her back as he guided her through doorways, the occasional brush of shoulders in the elevator—those had been professional courtesies, easily dismissed. This was different. This was intentional.

"I don't know if I can," she whispered, her voice catching. But she didn't pull her hand away.

"You can," he assured her, his thumb tracing a small circle against her wrist. "I'll be right there with you. We'll face it together."

Together. The word echoed in her mind, conjuring images she immediately tried to suppress—herself and Leo, without barriers of fabric or formality between them. His lean form, which even his tailored suits couldn't completely disguise, revealed to her gaze. And worse, her own body, with all its imperfections, exposed to his critical eye.

"I think I need time to…" Olivia trailed off, not entirely sure what she needed time for. To consider? To panic? To resign?

"Of course." Leo's thumb continued its maddening circles against her pulse point, surely feeling the rapid flutter beneath her skin. "I understand if it's too much," Leo said, his voice dipping lower, becoming almost intimate in the vast emptiness of the boardroom. "Most people here wouldn't have the courage to even consider it."

There was something in his tone—not manipulation, exactly, but a subtle challenge. He was appealing to something in her that she rarely acknowledged, a desire to prove herself, to be exceptional rather than ordinary. She recognised the tactic even as she felt herself responding to it.

"Who else would be there?" she asked, surprising herself with the question. It wasn't a yes, but it wasn't a refusal either.

Leo's expression brightened almost imperceptibly. "Just five of us in total. You and me. Dieter Bergmann—he's the grandson of the founder, current CEO. And his own sons, both Directors." He squeezed her hand gently. "A small group. Intimate, but not overwhelming."

Intimate. The word hung between them, charged with unspoken implications.

"The Bergmanns are good people," Leo continued. "Brilliant innovators, environmentalists, philanthropists. They've been practicing naturism their entire lives—it's not sexual or provocative to them. It's philosophical." His gaze never wavered from hers. "This won't be some leering, uncomfortable experience. It's just… business, conducted honestly."

Business conducted honestly. As if the removal of clothing somehow guaranteed the removal of deception. It was naive, perhaps—but Olivia couldn't deny a certain logic to it. How many times had she sat in meetings watching executives hide behind their expensive suits and rehearsed personas? How many decisions were influenced by perceptions of power and status rather than genuine merit? Maybe the Bergmanns, in their unconventional approach, had stumbled upon a truth that the corporate world desperately needed.

Leo must have sensed her wavering, because his hand tightened fractionally around hers. "I wouldn't ask this of you if I didn't think you could handle it," he said, his voice dropping to a near-whisper. "Or if I didn't believe it was important."

Olivia stared at their joined hands, at the contrast between Leo's manicured nails and her own slightly chipped polish. Such a small detail, yet it encapsulated everything—his polished perfection against her earnest imperfection. Tomorrow, even those small barriers would be stripped away.

"Is this…" she began, her voice barely audible, "is this why you hired me? For this meeting?"

The question had been lurking in the darkest corners of her mind since the rumours had started, since she’d heard the first whispers following her through the office corridors, ‘Thornfield's plaything’. Was this the culmination of some elaborate plan? Had her entire position been engineered for this moment?

Leo's expression shifted, a flash of what looked like genuine hurt crossing his features before his composure returned. "No, Liv. I hired you because you graduated top of your class. Because your analysis of market trends in your interview was more insightful than anything I'd heard from candidates with ten years' experience." His thumb stopped its circles against her wrist. "I hired you because you deserve to be here."

She searched his face, looking for any hint of deception, any crack in his perfect veneer that might reveal ulterior motives. But all she found was that rare, unguarded expression—the one he wore when he thought no one was watching. The one she'd glimpsed across crowded family gatherings years ago, when he'd look at her and see not just his friend's little sister, but someone worth noticing.

"Okay," Olivia heard herself say, the word escaping before she could fully consider its implications. "I'll do it."

Leo's eyes widened almost imperceptibly, as if he'd been preparing himself for rejection. "You will?"

"Yes." Her voice sounded steadier than she felt, but something about making the decision aloud had crystallised her resolve. "For the company. For the acquisition."

A slow smile spread across Leo's face—not the practiced, corporate smile he deployed in meetings, but something more genuine that reached his eyes and softened the sharp angles of his features.

"You're remarkable, you know that?" he said softly, giving her hand a final squeeze before releasing it. "Most people in this building wouldn't have the courage." Leo stood, buttoning his suit jacket reflexively. "I think this calls for some preparation time," he announced, moving toward the expansive windows that overlooked the city. "I'm giving you the rest of the day off."

"The rest of the day?" Olivia echoed, her portfolio forgotten on the table as she watched him pace the perimeter of the room.

"I want you focused and confident tomorrow. That won't happen if you're sitting at your desk overthinking things while trying to complete quarterly projections."

He was right, of course. The thought of returning to her cubicle, of attempting to concentrate on spreadsheets while her mind raced with images of tomorrow's meeting, was absurd. She'd accomplish nothing but an advanced state of panic.

"I should probably go, then," she said, gathering her portfolio with trembling fingers. "To… prepare."

"Yes," Leo agreed, though he made no move toward the door. Instead, he stood watching her with an intensity that made her skin prickle. "Liv," he added, as she rose unsteadily to her feet, "I want you to know something."

She paused, clutching her portfolio against her chest like a shield. "Yes?"

"I've participated in meetings like this before. With the Bergmanns and others." His voice took on a gentler quality, almost tender in its reassurance. "The first few minutes are... challenging. But then something remarkable happens. You forget."

"Forget?" she echoed, unable to imagine forgetting such an extraordinary circumstance.

"Your body becomes secondary," he explained. "Your mind takes over. The conversation becomes the only thing that matters." His eyes held hers with unwavering certainty. "Trust me on this. By fifteen minutes in, you'll be so focused on the acquisition details that you'll barely remember you're not wearing clothes."

With a nod of understanding—feigned or genuine, she wasn’t quite sure—she exited the boardroom. She made her way back through the open-plan office as swiftly as possible, as if to avoid her mind being read by the other employees as she passed them. And soon, she was in the elevator, and on her way back to her own small city apartment, to spend the night alone with her thoughts, her worries, her preparation.

∞∞∞

Olivia's apartment door closed behind her with a soft click that seemed to echo in the stillness. The familiar confines of her modest one-bedroom—usually a sanctuary after long days at Thornfield—felt different somehow. Smaller. More confining. As if the walls themselves were pressing in, demanding answers to questions she wasn't ready to face.

What had she just agreed to?

She dropped her keys into the ceramic dish by the door (a housewarming gift from her sister) and moved to the kitchen on autopilot, filling the kettle and setting it to boil. The ordinary gesture was comforting in its banality—a stark contrast to the extraordinary circumstances she now found herself contemplating.

"Just business conducted honestly," she murmured to herself, echoing Leo's words as she reached for a mug from the cabinet. But the phrase took on a different weight in the solitude of her apartment, stripped of Leo's confident delivery and persuasive presence. Without him there, the reality seemed both more absurd and more terrifying.

Tomorrow, she would sit in a meeting. Naked. With her boss. Naked. And strangers. Also naked.

The kettle clicked, startling her from her thoughts. Tea. She would make tea, and everything would seem more manageable with tea. That's what her mother always said. But as she dunked the teabag into the steaming water, watching the amber colour bloom and spread, she couldn't help but think this situation was well beyond the soothing capabilities of even the finest Earl Grey.

Olivia carried her mug to the bathroom, setting it down on the edge of the sink as she switched on the harsh fluorescent light. The mirror above the sink offered no comfort—only a reflection of her wide, anxious eyes and the flush that had seemingly taken up permanent residence on her cheeks since Leo's proposition.

Slowly, deliberately, she unbuttoned her blouse, revealing the simple white bra beneath. Not a fancy one—just practical cotton with a small bow between the cups. She continued, letting the blouse fall to the floor, then unzipped her skirt and stepped out of it. Standing in her underwear, she forced herself to look—really look—at her reflection.

Her body was… fine, she thought. Not spectacular, not terrible. Just… average. Slim but not particularly toned, with soft curves at her hips and thighs that spoke of her fondness for chocolate and aversion to gyms. Her breasts were proportionate to her frame, neither particularly large nor small. Her legs were long but not modelesque, with a small birthmark on her left thigh that she'd always been self-conscious about.

Was this a body she wanted Leo Thornfield to see? The question burned in her mind as she turned sideways, critically examining her profile. She'd had crushes before, of course. College boyfriends who had seen her naked in darkened bedrooms, but this was different. Those encounters had been intimate, private—shrouded in darkness and wrapped in the haze of mutual desire. Tomorrow would be clinical. Fluorescent. Professional.

With trembling fingers, she unhooked her bra, letting it join her discarded clothing on the bathroom floor. Her nipples pebbled instantly in the cool air, and she fought the urge to cross her arms over her chest. This was what Leo would see tomorrow. These small, pale breasts with their rosy peaks. Would he find them lacking? Would he compare them to the breasts of the women he’d surely dated—sophisticated, glamorous women who probably wore expensive lingerie and had personal trainers?

Olivia hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her cotton underwear, hesitated, then pushed them down her legs in one swift motion. Now completely naked, she forced herself to maintain eye contact with her reflection, to really see what others would see tomorrow.

A small triangle of neatly trimmed brown hair. The slight curve of her stomach that no amount of sporadic sit-ups had managed to completely flatten. The faint stretch marks on her hips—silvery reminders of an adolescent growth spurt. The birthmark on her thigh—a pale pink splotch roughly the shape of Australia.

"This is ridiculous," she whispered to her reflection, but didn't look away. "It's just business."

But even as she said it, she knew it wasn't true. Not entirely. Because while the Bergmanns might view nudity as philosophical rather than sexual, she couldn't guarantee her own response would be so enlightened. Not when Leo would be there. Not when she'd spent years stealing glances at him across dinner tables and holiday gatherings, wondering what lay beneath his perfectly tailored suits.

The thought sent a renewed rush of heat through her, a flush of desire mingling with the now seemingly ever-present flush of embarrassment. She'd never admitted it to anyone—barely even to herself—but her fascination with Leo had long ago crossed the line from professional admiration to something far more complicated. Something that made her heart race when he stood too close. Something that made her imagine his hands on her body in moments of private weakness.

And tomorrow, she would see him. All of him.

The realisation hit her with such force that she had to grip the edge of the sink to steady herself. She would see Leo Thornfield naked. The man whose mere presence made her tongue-tied and clumsy would be revealed to her. Completely. The broad shoulders she'd admired from afar, the chest she'd imagined pressing against, the—

"Stop it," she hissed aloud to herself, splashing cold water on her flushed face. "It’s a bloody business meeting. A professional opportunity." She couldn't afford to think of it any other way. Not if she wanted to maintain her composure tomorrow.

But as she reached for her robe, her mind rebelliously conjured images of what tomorrow might hold. Leo's body, freed from the constraints of his expensive suits. Would he be as perfect as she imagined? Would there be unexpected flaws that made him more human, more attainable? The thought sent an excited shiver down her spine.

She slipped her robe on, cinching it tightly at her waist as if the physical act could similarly contain her wayward thoughts. But they persisted, images flickering through her mind like scenes from a film she couldn't stop watching. Leo, standing confidently before the Bergmanns, completely at ease in his nakedness. Leo, his eyes finding hers across the boardroom table, some unspoken understanding passing between them. Leo, his hand brushing against her shoulder as they reviewed documents together, skin against skin with no fabric to buffer the contact.

"This is insane," she muttered, but couldn't deny the strange, fluttering excitement building beneath her embarrassment. An excitement she'd tried to ignore for years.

She remembered the first time she'd felt it—a family dinner celebrating her sister's graduation. Leo had arrived late, rain-soaked and laughing, his white shirt clinging to his shoulders and chest. She'd still been eighteen then, still awkward and shy, but something about the way he'd looked at her—really looked at her, not through her as most of her sister's friends did—had awakened something primal and unfamiliar in her belly. He'd asked about her plans after university, listened with genuine interest to her stumbling answers, and for days afterward, she'd replayed their brief conversation in her mind, embellishing and extending it in ways that made her blush in the privacy of her bedroom.

In the years that followed, their paths had crossed sporadically at holidays and family events. Each time, she'd felt that same flutter, that same heightened awareness of his presence in a room. The way he moved, the timbre of his laugh, the casual grace with which he occupied space—all of it fascinated her in ways she couldn't articulate. But she'd dismissed it as a schoolgirl crush, something she'd outgrow with time and experience.

Yet here she was, twenty-two years old with a business degree and a professional position, still feeling her heart race at the mere thought of him. Still daydreaming about what might lie beneath his carefully constructed exterior. And tomorrow, she would know. Tomorrow, there would be no barriers between them—literal or figurative.

It should have terrified her. And it did, in part. But beneath the terror lurked something else—something wilder and more primal that she rarely acknowledged. Desire. Not just for his body, but for his attention. His approval. His recognition of her as a woman, not just his friend's little sister or his newest employee.

Olivia moved from the bathroom to her bedroom, the plush carpet soft beneath her bare feet. She opened her closet, staring at the row of sensible business attire she'd carefully curated for her new position at Thornfield. Pencil skirts and button-up blouses, modest dresses in muted colours, sensible pumps that pinched her toes but looked appropriately professional. She ran her fingers along the sleeve of the navy suit she'd purchased specifically for her interview—the most expensive item she owned, chosen for its ability to project competence and seriousness.

How pointless it all seemed now. Tomorrow, no carefully selected outfit would shield her from scrutiny. No power suit would lend her confidence. She would be, quite literally, laid bare.

With a sigh, she closed the closet door and moved to her bed, straightening the already-neat covers before retrieving her forgotten tea from the bathroom. The liquid had cooled to a drinkable temperature, and she sipped it slowly as she settled against her pillows, drawing her knees up to her chest beneath her robe.

"Just a business meeting," she reminded herself again, though the words sounded hollow even to her own ears. "Just a… unique corporate culture."

She reached for her phone, briefly considering calling her sister. But what would she say? "Hey, remember Leo Thornfield? Well, I'm going to see him naked tomorrow at work." The absurdity of it almost made her laugh aloud. Besides, her sister would either think she was joking or, worse, believe her and demand explanations Olivia wasn't prepared to give.

Instead, she opened her laptop, determined to research this "free body culture" Leo had mentioned. Perhaps understanding the philosophy behind it would help settle her nerves. But as she typed "FKK German naturism" into the search bar, she hesitated before pressing enter. Did she really want her search history to reflect this particular inquiry? What if someone borrowed her laptop? What if IT at Thornfield somehow monitored her home internet usage?

You're being paranoid, she thought, hitting enter with more force than necessary. The search results populated her screen—academic articles on the history of German naturism, travel blogs about FKK resorts, philosophical discussions about the relationship between clothing and societal hierarchies. Nothing salacious or pornographic, to her relief.

She clicked on an article from a respected cultural journal, scanning paragraphs about how the movement began in the early twentieth century as a reaction against industrialization and urban constraints. How it emphasized health, community, and a return to nature. How, for many Germans, nudity wasn't inherently sexual but rather a state of authenticity and freedom.

"Authenticity," she murmured, remembering Leo's words. "That's what the Bergmanns value."

As she continued reading, she found herself drawn into the philosophy more deeply than she'd expected. There was something appealing about the idea of shedding societal constraints, of being accepted for one's true self rather than the carefully constructed image most people projected. Wasn't that what she'd been struggling with since joining Thornfield? The constant pressure to appear more confident, more polished, more deserving of her position than she felt?

Eventually, Olivia set her laptop aside, her tea long finished, the mug cold in her hands. She placed it on her nightstand and settled deeper into her pillows, pulling the duvet up around her even though her robe provided ample warmth. The soft weight was comforting, like an embrace.

Her mind drifted inevitably back to Leo. To tomorrow. To what awaited her in that boardroom.

She closed her eyes, imagining the scene with a vividness that surprised her. The polished table. The frosted windows. The Bergmanns—faceless in her imagination, merely presences on the other side of the table. And Leo. Leo standing confidently, his suit discarded, his body revealed.

What would he look like? The question had haunted her for years, lurking in the corners of her mind during family gatherings when he'd roll up his shirtsleeves or loosen his tie after dinner. She'd caught glimpses—his forearms, strong and lightly dusted with dark hair; the column of his throat when he'd tip his head back in laughter; the breadth of his shoulders beneath his tailored shirts. But the rest remained a mystery, one her imagination had filled in with increasingly elaborate detail over time.

Would his chest be broad and muscular, or lean and wiry? Would there be a trail of hair leading down his stomach, or would he be smooth? Would his legs be as powerful as she imagined, his thighs strong from the running he mentioned occasionally?

And the rest of him. Would he be… impressive?

Olivia shifted beneath her duvet, suddenly aware of a different kind of warmth building low in her belly. A familiar ache that she usually ignored, especially when it was triggered by thoughts of Leo. It seemed inappropriate somehow—disrespectful to fantasise about her boss, her sister's friend, a man who had shown her nothing but professional courtesy.

But tomorrow, the boundaries between them would dissolve. Tomorrow, there would be no suits or titles or professional distance to maintain the illusion that they were merely colleagues. They would be naked together—literally, physically naked.

Her hand drifted beneath the duvet, sliding between the folds of her robe to rest on her bare stomach. The touch was innocent enough, but she knew where it might lead if she allowed it. Where it had led before on nights when loneliness pressed too heavily or when memories of Leo's smile or the brief touch of his hand against hers had lingered too vividly in her mind.

Tonight, those memories were fresher than ever. The warmth of his palm covering hers in the boardroom, and so low on her back before that. The intensity in his eyes as he'd watched her consider his proposition. The way his voice had dropped to that intimate register when he'd called her remarkable.

"This is wrong," she whispered to the empty room, but her fingers betrayed her, tracing slow circles on her skin, drifting lower with each revolution. She should be preparing mentally for tomorrow's meeting. Reviewing acquisition strategies. Memorising Bergmann Industries' financial reports. Anything but this.

Yet her hand continued its downward journey, pushing past the loosened belt of her robe, seeking the warmth between her thighs. Her eyes fluttered closed as her fingers found their destination, already slick with evidence of her arousal. The shock of it—how ready she was, how eager—drew a small gasp from her lips.

She began to move her fingers in practiced motions, slow circles around the sensitive bundle of nerves that sent sparks of pleasure radiating through her body. In her mind, the hand was no longer her own but Leo's—his strong, elegant fingers exploring her with the same confidence he displayed in everything else.

The fantasy unfolded behind her closed eyelids in vivid detail. No longer was she in her modest apartment but back in that boardroom, the table cool against her bare skin as Leo laid her down upon it. In this imagined scenario, the Bergmanns were absent—it was just the two of them, alone in that vast glass room with the city sprawled beneath them.

"I've wanted this for so long," dream-Leo murmured against her neck, his body hovering over hers, all lean muscle and masculine heat. "Since that first dinner at your parents' house. You were so young then, so innocent. But now…"

Her fingers moved faster, her breath coming in shallow pants as the fantasy took firmer hold. She imagined Leo's weight settling between her thighs, his skin hot against hers, no barriers between them. The way his eyes would darken as he looked down at her, taking in every inch of her exposed body. Would he find her beautiful? Would he want her as desperately as she wanted him?

In her mind, the answer was an emphatic yes. Dream-Leo worshipped her body with his hands and mouth, finding beauty in the very imperfections she'd scrutinised in the bathroom mirror. The birthmark on her thigh became not a flaw but a target for his lips. The soft curve of her thighs drew appreciative murmurs as his fingers traced their contours.

"Perfect," dream-Leo whispered against her skin, his breath hot and tantalising. "You're perfect, Liv."

Olivia's fingers moved with increasing urgency as the fantasy deepened. Leo's hands were everywhere—caressing her breasts, cupping her face, sliding down her sides to grip her hips with possessive intensity. She imagined him lowering his head, those perfect lips trailing kisses down her neck, across her collarbone, lower still until they closed around one aching nipple.

"I've thought about this," her fantasy Leo confessed between kisses, his voice rough with desire. "In meetings, watching you take notes. During conference calls, when you'd bite your lip in concentration. Every time you'd blush when I looked at you too long."

Her back arched off the bed as her fingers quickened their pace, her other hand moving to her breast, mimicking the touch she imagined from him. The combination of sensations sent shockwaves of pleasure coursing through her body, a building tension coiling tighter and tighter low in her belly.

Her vision of Leo was relentless, his mouth hot against her skin as it travelled lower, past her navel, hovering just above where she needed him most. His eyes locked with hers, seeking permission, though in this realm of fantasy, permission had been granted long ago.

"Let me taste you," dream-Leo murmured, his voice a caress itself. "Let me show you how much I want you."

Olivia's breathing grew ragged, her fingers moving in tight, desperate circles as the fantasy carried her further from reality. She could almost feel the heat of his mouth against her most intimate place, the gentle pressure of his tongue, the vibration of his appreciative groan against her sensitive flesh.

The tension built higher, a crescendo approaching with each stroke of her fingers. Leo was no longer gentle but urgent, driven by the same desperate need that had her writhing against her own hand. She imagined his fingers replacing his tongue, pushing inside her with careful precision while his lips found hers in a bruising kiss.

"Come for me, Liv," fantasy-Leo commanded against her mouth, his fingers curling inside her, finding the spot that made stars explode behind her eyelids. "Let me see you."

The command—even imagined—was her undoing. The tension snapped, pleasure crashing over her in waves so intense she had to bite her lip to stifle her cry. Her body arched, trembled, then collapsed back against the mattress as the orgasm washed through her, leaving her breathless and boneless in its wake.

As reality slowly reasserted itself, Olivia's eyes fluttered open to find her darkened bedroom ceiling staring back at her. The fantasy dissolved, leaving only the aftermath—her racing heart, her flushed skin, the dampness between her thighs, and the profound sense of loneliness that always followed these solitary moments of release.

She withdrew her hand slowly, adjusting her robe with trembling fingers, the ghost of her fantasy still lingering in the corners of her mind. Shame and satisfaction mingled in equal measure as her breathing gradually returned to normal.

"What am I doing?" she whispered to the empty room, her voice small in the darkness.

Tomorrow loomed before her, simultaneously terrifying and thrilling. Tomorrow, she would see the real Leo—not this fabricated version her desperate mind had conjured, but the actual man. Her boss. Her sister's friend. The architect of her professional opportunity and now, somehow, the catalyst for this most unusual situation.

Her body felt heavy, limbs weighted with post-orgasmic languor. Despite the anxiety still humming beneath her skin, a profound physical relaxation had settled over her, muscles loosening in ways that weeks of tension had prevented.

Outside her window, the city continued its oblivious symphony—distant sirens, the occasional honk of a taxi, the steady drone of traffic that never fully ceased, even in the small hours. The familiar soundtrack was oddly comforting, a reminder that beyond the walls of her apartment, life continued in its ordinary rhythms. People went to work, fell in love, made decisions both monumental and mundane. Her situation, as extraordinary as it felt, was just one thread in this vast tapestry.

Perhaps, she thought drowsily, that was the point of the Bergmanns' philosophy. Without clothes—without the artificial barriers humans had created to separate themselves from one another—wasn't everyone essentially the same? Just bodies housing souls, all with the same fundamental needs and vulnerabilities?

The thought was strangely comforting. Tomorrow, she would be exposed—but so would everyone else in that room. Leo would be as naked as she was, as vulnerable in that most basic human way. The Bergmanns too. All of them, stripped of the armour modern society had constructed, meeting—quite simply—as people.

As sleep began to claim her, Olivia's thoughts drifted like leaves on a gentle current. She imagined standing before the mirror again, but this time without the harsh self-criticism. She saw herself through kinder eyes—not perfect, but real. Authentic, as Leo had said. The birthmark on her thigh wasn't a flaw but a unique part of her. Her curves weren’t a failure but evidence of a life enjoyed, of food and wine savoured and shared with friends.

Her eyelids grew heavier, the room around her softening at the edges as consciousness began to slip away. Images floated through her mind—disconnected fragments of memory and imagination. Leo's smile across a crowded room. The warmth of his hand on hers. The boardroom bathed in late morning light. These images melded and shifted as Olivia drifted deeper toward sleep, her breathing growing steady and even.

As she continued to imagined tomorrow—not with anxiety now, but with a strange, dreamlike acceptance—sleep finally took her.

∞∞∞

Olivia woke with a violent start, her body jerking upright before her mind had fully surfaced from the depths of sleep. Disoriented, she blinked at the golden light flooding her bedroom, her thoughts still foggy with lingering dreams. Something was wrong. The quality of light was all wrong for her usual pre-dawn alarm. It was too bright, too established—not the timid grey of early morning but the confident brilliance of—

"No, no, no," she gasped, lunging for her phone on the nightstand and knocking her empty teacup to the floor, where it landed with a dull thud against the carpet. The screen illuminated beneath her shaky fingers: 08:47 AM.

"Oh God," she whispered, horror washing over her in an icy wave. Her alarm—she hadn't set her alarm. After her moment of private weakness, she'd drifted off without completing any of her preparations. No review of Bergmann Industries' financial reports. No careful selection of an outfit that would be easy to remove gracefully. No practiced breathing exercises to calm her nerves. Nothing.

She scrambled out of bed, her robe tangling around her legs and nearly sending her sprawling across the floor. The meeting with the Bergmanns was scheduled for eleven o'clock, but she was expected at the office by nine-thirty. Every morning. Without exception. Leo had given her the afternoon off to prepare, not the morning.

"Stupid, stupid, stupid," she muttered, racing to the bathroom. Her reflection in the mirror was a horror show—hair tangled from restless sleep, pillow creases etched into her cheek, remnants of yesterday's mascara smudged beneath her eyes. Was this the face that would greet Leo Thornfield today? The body that would be revealed to him mere hours from now?

The thought sent a fresh jolt of panic through her system. The meeting. The naked meeting. In her exhaustion-induced sleep, she'd managed to temporarily forget the looming reality of what she'd agreed to. But now, in the harsh morning light, the full weight of it crashed down upon her with suffocating force.

She was going to be naked. In front of Leo. In front of strangers. In the place where she worked.

"I can't do this," she whispered to her reflection, gripping the edge of the sink as the room seemed to tilt around her. "I absolutely cannot do this."

But even as the words left her lips, she knew she would. Because disappointing Leo seemed somehow worse than enduring the acute embarrassment that awaited her. Because she'd given her word. Because deep down, beneath the terror and mortification, lurked that same wild curiosity that had haunted her dreams.

She would see Leo today. All of him. And he would see all of her.

The thought propelled her into frantic motion. She stripped off her robe and stepped into the shower, turning the water as hot as she could bear it. No time for her usual leisurely morning ritual. The water sluiced away the evidence of last night's activities, but not the memory. As she lathered shampoo through her hair, images from her fantasy flickered unbidden through her mind. Leo's hands. Leo's mouth. Leo's body pressed against hers.

"Stop it," she hissed aloud, ducking her head under the spray to rinse away both suds and inappropriate thoughts. "Professional. This is professional."

She stumbled out of the shower, nearly slipping on the tile in her haste. The towel she grabbed was yesterday's, still slightly damp, but there was no time to retrieve a fresh one from the linen closet. She wrapped it around her and faced the mirror once more.

She wiped a clear circle into the fogged glass with her palm and leaned forward to assess the damage. The dark circles under her eyes weren't as bad as she'd feared, but the panic in them was unmistakable. She looked like prey—a rabbit that had spotted the fox and was calculating its chances of escape.

"You can do this," she told her reflection, trying to channel Leo's confidence, his unwavering certainty. "It's just a meeting. Just bodies. Everyone has one."

The words rang hollow in the small bathroom, but she repeated them like a mantra as she applied moisturiser to her face, dabbed concealer under her eyes, and swept mascara onto her lashes. No time for frills—just the essentials to look alive and reasonably put-together.

She blow-dried and straightened her hair in record time, the heat making her freshly showered skin prickle with renewed perspiration. Back in her bedroom, she flung open her closet doors and stared at the rows of carefully curated workwear. What did one wear to an office when one would soon be wearing nothing at all?

The question was so absurd she almost laughed aloud—a slightly hysterical sound that caught in her throat.

Practicality, she decided. Something easy to remove. Something that wouldn't leave lines on her skin. Something that made her feel as confident as possible, under the circumstances. She grabbed a simple wrap dress in deep burgundy—one fluid motion to untie, one smooth movement to slip off. No complicated buttons or zippers that might frustrate nervous fingers. The soft jersey fabric wouldn't leave marks on her skin the way tighter clothing might. And the colour brought warmth to her complexion, making her look less like the terrified ghost she felt herself becoming.

Underwear was another consideration entirely. She hesitated before her drawer of practical cotton briefs and simple bras. Should she wear her nicest set? The black lace she'd splurged on during a rare shopping trip with her sister? But no—those would leave patterns pressed into her skin, telltale evidence of vanity when the moment came to disrobe.

"Nothing fancy," she murmured, selecting instead her softest, most comfortable cotton underwear. Plain beige. Invisible under the dress. The kind no one would look twice at, which was precisely the point. This wasn't a seduction; it was a business meeting. The less remarkable her undergarments, the less it would seem she'd overthought this aspect of the day.

A glance at her phone—09:14 AM—sent another jolt of panic through her. She grabbed a pair of low heels from the closet floor, slipped them on while simultaneously checking her purse for essentials, and dashed toward the door. She was going to be late. But, with luck, not notably late.

∞∞∞

"Calm," she whispered to herself, smoothing invisible wrinkles from her dress as the elevator climbed. "Professional. Normal."

But there was nothing normal about today. Nothing professional about what would happen in just over an hour. The thought made her stomach clench painfully, a physical manifestation of the dread and anticipation warring within her.

The elevator chimed softly as it reached the forty-second floor. Olivia took one final, steadying breath before the doors parted, revealing the familiar landscape of Thornfield's reception area. She'd hoped to slip in unnoticed, to reach her cubicle without drawing attention. But as she stepped into the open-plan office, a familiar voice halted her in her tracks.

"Well, good morning, Liv." Leo's voice, warm and amused, chimed over a background din of keyboards and hushed conversations. "I was beginning to think you'd had second thoughts."

She was, it transpired, quite literally notably late.

Leo was leaning against the edge of a nearby desk, arms crossed casually over his chest, looking for all the world as if he'd been waiting specifically for her arrival. The sight of him—impeccably dressed in a navy suit that emphasised the breadth of his shoulders, his dark hair perfectly styled, his expression one of mild amusement—sent a fresh wave of heat coursing through her body.

This was the man she was about to see naked. The man who would see her naked in return. The man who had been the object of shameful fantasy.

"I'm so sorry," she stammered. "My alarm—I didn't—the traffic was terrible—"

"Breathe, Liv," Leo interrupted, his smile widening as he pushed himself away from the desk and moved toward her. "It's fine. I assumed you were taking the extra time to prepare."

There was something in his tone—a subtle undercurrent that made her wonder whether he somehow knew exactly how she'd "prepared" last night. The mere thought rouged her cheeks, and she ducked her head, unable to meet his gaze.

"I should get to my desk," she murmured, making herself small. "Review some notes before the meeting."

"Actually," Leo said, his hand finding that familiar spot on the small of her back, "I thought we might have coffee first. In my office." His voice dropped lower, meant for her ears alone. "We should discuss strategy before the Bergmanns arrive."

Strategy. As if there could be a strategy for what they were about to do. As if all the business degrees in the world could prepare her for sitting naked across from her boss and three German industrialists. But Olivia nodded mutely, allowing him to guide her past curious onlookers toward the executive wing.

"Everyone's staring," she whispered, hyperaware of the eyes tracking their progress across the office floor.

"Let them," Leo replied, his thumb moving in small arcs against her back through the thin fabric of her dress. "They're just jealous."

"Of what?" The question escaped before she could contain it.

Leo glanced down at her, his expression softening into something more genuine than his usual corporate mask. "Of you. Working directly with me on the Bergmann acquisition." His eyes held hers for a beat too long. "And of me. Working with the most promising new talent in the building."

The compliment wrapped around her, warm and enveloping. She wanted to believe him—that her colleagues' sideways glances stemmed from professional envy rather than speculation about what other services she might be providing to the boss. But before she could formulate a response, they reached Leo's office.

Unlike the glass-walled cubicles that housed most executives, Leo's office was a corner sanctuary with actual walls and a door that closed. Floor-to-ceiling windows offered panoramic views of the city, while sleek furnishings in leather and chrome spoke of expensive taste exercised with restraint.

"Have a seat," Leo said, gesturing toward a small sitting area near the windows—a modern sofa and two matching armchairs arranged around a glass coffee table. As Olivia perched on the edge of the sofa, Leo moved to a credenza where a high-end espresso machine hummed quietly. "Cappuccino? Espresso?"

"Just black coffee, please," she answered, her voice steadier than she felt. Her gaze drifted to the wall of windows, to the city sprawled beneath them like a living map. From this height, people were mere specks, cars just colourful dots moving along predetermined paths. How strange to think that all those tiny figures were living their ordinary Tuesday mornings whilst here she sat, about to embark on the most extraordinary turn of events.

"Here you are," Leo said, interrupting her thoughts as he placed a steaming mug on the glass table before her. Rather than taking one of the armchairs, he settled beside her on the sofa, close enough that she could detect the subtle notes of his cologne—something woody and expensive that made her think of mountain air and leather-bound books.

"Nervous?" he asked, his own coffee cradled between his palms.

Olivia considered lying, projecting the confidence he seemed to value so highly. But the tremor in her hands as she reached for her mug would have betrayed her anyway. "Terrified," she admitted softly, wrapping her fingers around the warm ceramic. "I've never done anything like this before."

Leo nodded, his expression thoughtful rather than dismissive. "I'd be concerned if you weren't nervous, to be honest. It's natural." He took a sip of his coffee, his eyes never leaving her face. "But I meant what I said yesterday. After the first few minutes, it becomes… secondary. The mind adapts remarkably quickly to new circumstances."

"Does it?" Olivia couldn't imagine ever feeling at ease in such a vulnerable state. The mere thought of removing her clothes in this building sent waves of heat cascading down her neck and chest.

"It does," Leo confirmed. "The human brain is extraordinary that way." He set his mug down and turned to face her more directly, his knee brushing against hers in the process. "Think about it—when you first started here, you were probably acutely aware of every detail. The sound of the elevator chime, the pattern of the carpet, the way light filters through the windows at different times of day."

Olivia nodded, remembering her first week at Thornfield—how overwhelming it had all seemed, how she'd noticed every architectural detail, every subtle interaction between colleagues.

"But now?" Leo continued. "Three weeks in, and I bet you barely register most of it. Your brain has filed it all under 'familiar' and moved on to more important matters." His hand moved to rest lightly on her knee, the heat of his palm seeping through the thin fabric of her dress. "It's the same with this. The initial shock fades more quickly than you'd expect."

The gentle pressure of his hand made coherent thought difficult. All she could focus on was the point of contact between them—how large his hand seemed against her leg, how the weight of it anchored her somehow.

"I should explain the logistics," Leo said, his voice shifting into a more businesslike register though his hand remained where it was. "The meeting is at eleven sharp in the main boardroom. I've already informed security and reception that the Bergmanns are expected and should be escorted directly there upon arrival." He gestured vaguely toward the windows. "The privacy glass has been activated. No one outside the room will be able to see in."

"And the preparation?" Olivia asked, the word sticking slightly in her throat. "Where do we… I mean…”

Leo's expression softened with understanding. "Ah, the practical matters," he said, giving her knee a reassuring squeeze before finally withdrawing his hand. The absence of his touch left a phantom warmth that lingered on her skin. "You'll use my office to prepare. It's private, comfortable, and directly across from the boardroom. The executive bathroom is through that door—" he gestured to a sleek panel in the far wall that Olivia had mistaken for a closet "—with everything you might need. Fresh towels, toiletries, even a shower if you want it."

The thoughtfulness of these arrangements caught Olivia off guard. She'd imagined some hurried disrobing in a cramped bathroom stall, fumbling with buttons and zippers while balanced precariously on the edge of a toilet seat. Instead, Leo was offering her the sanctuary of his personal space—a courtesy she suspected wasn't extended to many.

"And you?" she asked tentatively.

"I'll use the executive lounge down the hall," Leo replied, his tone matter-of-fact, as if discussing where they might take their lunch break. "It has private changing facilities. The Bergmanns will have already prepared before arriving—they're staying at The Ashcroft, where they have a suite with a private entrance to accommodate their preferences."

Of course they did. The Ashcroft was the most exclusive hotel in the city, where rooms started at four figures per night and the penthouse suites were rumoured to cost more than Olivia's annual salary. A place where rich eccentrics could indulge their unusual proclivities without fear of judgment or exposure.

"All right," Olivia nodded, trying to project a confidence she didn't feel. "And then we just… walk into the boardroom? Like that?"

Leo's lips quirked into a half-smile. "Not quite. You should aim to be in the boardroom at eleven sharp—not before, not after. The Bergmanns value punctuality as much as they value authenticity." He reached for his coffee again, taking a thoughtful sip before continuing. "The windows facing the common areas will be frosted, as I mentioned yesterday. The door locks automatically once closed. No one will interrupt us."

The certainty in his voice was both reassuring and terrifying. This was really happening. And in less than an hour.

"What about notes?" she asked suddenly, her mind latching onto the practical details as a distraction from the looming reality. "Should I bring my portfolio? Or would that seem too… formal?"

Leo considered this for a moment, his brow furrowing slightly. "Bring a legal pad and pen. The Bergmanns aren't opposed to tools of business—just the artifice of clothing. There’ll be tablets available if we need to reference specific data."

He glanced at his watch. "It's nearly ten-thirty," he said, rising smoothly to his feet. "I need to make a few calls before the meeting, and you should have some time to yourself." He extended a hand to help her up from the sofa, the gesture both courtly and oddly intimate. "Use my office. Make yourself comfortable. I'll see you in the boardroom at precisely eleven o’clock. And remember, just be yourself."

Olivia allowed him to pull her to her feet, acutely aware of how small her hand felt, engulfed as it was in his. "Thank you," she murmured, though for what exactly, she wasn't entirely sure. For his guidance? His reassurance? For offering her this extraordinary opportunity that was simultaneously the most terrifying and—in some strange way—the most exhilarating experience of her professional life?

"No need for thanks," Leo replied, his smile warming his entire face. “Of that, you can be assured.”

With that odd final addition hanging in the air between them, Leo turned and strode toward the door, pausing with his hand on the handle. "Eleven o'clock," he reminded her softly. "Not a minute before, not a minute after." And then he was gone, the door closing behind him with a gentle click that seemed to echo in the sudden silence of the vast office.

Alone in Leo Thornfield's private sanctuary, Olivia exhaled a breath she hadn't realised she'd been holding. The tension that had coiled within her since waking this morning loosened fractionally, allowing her to take in her surroundings with greater awareness. Leo's office was like the man himself—elegant, understated, yet unmistakably powerful. The furniture was modern but not aggressively so, the art on the walls original but not ostentatious. Everything spoke of careful selection rather than hasty acquisition.

She moved to the windows, drawn by the spectacular view of the city sprawled beneath her. From this height, the urban landscape took on an almost abstract quality—a patchwork of glass and steel, interspersed with the occasional green of a park or the blue glint of the river winding its way through concrete corridors.

Her reflection ghosted in the glass—a slender figure in a burgundy dress, dark hair framing a face that looked more composed than she felt. But the illusion of calm was belied by the rapid rise and fall of her chest, the nervous way her fingers twisted together at her waist.

"Just be yourself," she whispered, echoing Leo's words. But who was that, exactly? The shy girl who'd stammered through her interview? The dedicated professional who stayed late perfecting spreadsheets? The woman who'd touched herself to fantasies of her boss just last night? All were facets of her, pieces of a whole she was still discovering.

The antique clock on Leo's desk—an incongruously traditional touch in the otherwise modern office—ticked steadily onward. Ten thirty-five. Twenty-five minutes until the most unusual business meeting of her life. Twenty-five minutes to prepare not just her mind but her body for unprecedented exposure.

Olivia's gaze drifted to the door Leo had indicated—the executive bathroom that adjoined his office. Her legs carried her toward it almost of their own volition, her hand reaching for the handle before she could second-guess herself. The door swung open silently, revealing a space that bore little resemblance to any office bathroom she'd ever encountered.

This wasn't the sterile, fluorescent-lit utilitarian space she'd expected. Instead, she found herself stepping into what could easily have been a luxury spa. Cream marble tiles covered the floors and walls, warm under-lighting casting a gentle glow that flattered rather than exposed. A spacious glass-walled shower occupied one corner, its multiple showerheads promising a level of indulgence entirely foreign to Olivia's quick morning rinses under her apartment's temperamental plumbing.

A freestanding vanity with a large, perfectly lit mirror dominated the opposite wall, its marble countertop arranged with an array of high-end toiletries—she knew the brands, but they were ones she'd never dared splurge on. Plush monogrammed towels were stacked neatly on floating shelves, their pristine whiteness almost luminous against the warm tones of the marble.

"Of course," Olivia murmured, a slightly hysterical laugh bubbling up in her throat. Even Leo Thornfield's bathroom exuded the same effortless luxury as the man himself. She couldn't imagine him doing anything so mundane as washing his hands in the common facilities used by regular employees. No, Leo would have this private sanctuary, this temple to personal comfort disguised as a mere bathroom.

She moved to the vanity, her low heels clicking softly against the marble floor. The mirror reflected her image back with unforgiving clarity—the slight flush that had taken up residence on her cheeks since yesterday, the barely perceptible tremor in her hands as she set her bag down on the counter. A glance at her watch confirmed what the steady ticking of Leo's clock had already told her. Twenty minutes until eleven. Twenty minutes until everything changed.

Olivia drew a deep breath, steadying herself against the edge of the vanity. This was it. The moment of decision. She could walk out now, make her excuses, preserve the status quo. Return to her cubicle and the safety of spreadsheets and quarterly projections. Leo would be disappointed, certainly, but he'd said her position wouldn't be affected. She could still have a career at Thornfield, albeit perhaps a more conventional one than what he seemed to be offering.

Or she could stay. Could shed not just her clothing but the careful artifice she'd constructed around herself since starting her interview. Could step into that boardroom as nothing more or less than herself—literally stripped of pretence.

"Be yourself," she whispered to her reflection, recalling Leo's words once more. The woman in the mirror stared back, her eyes wide with a mixture of fear and something else—something that looked surprisingly like a determination she didn't quite feel.

With more than a hint of hesitation, Olivia reached for the tie at her waist that secured her wrap dress. The soft fabric yielded easily, the knot coming undone with a whisper of surrender. The burgundy material parted, revealing a slice of pale skin from throat to knee. She hesitated, fingers clutching the edges of the dress closed as if it were armour rather than mere cloth.

"You can do this," she murmured, forcing her hands to release their death grip on the fabric. The dress slipped from her shoulders with fluid grace, pooling around her feet in a wine-dark puddle. She stepped carefully out of it, bending to retrieve the garment before draping it over a nearby hook with unwarranted precision. Then she took off her shoes and placed them equally neatly beneath her hanging dress. Every movement felt deliberate, almost ritualistic—as if by focusing on these mundane actions, she could postpone the moment when she'd have to truly confront what was happening.

Standing in just her plain beige underwear, Olivia turned back to face the mirror. The lighting cast a warm, forgiving glow that softened the edges of her reflection. Even so, she found herself cataloguing perceived flaws with the kind of ruthless efficiency that seemed unique to women scrutinising their own bodies.

The slight softness at her lower belly that no amount of sporadic crunches had managed to eliminate. The barely-there stretch marks on her hips—silvery echoes of an adolescent growth spurt. The birthmark on her left thigh that resembled Australia if you squinted. Ordinary imperfections that, in the harsh light of her apartment bathroom, had seemed magnified beyond reason.

But here, under this gentle illumination, in this marble sanctuary, they seemed… less significant somehow. Less damning.

She reached behind herself, unhooking her bra with a deft twist of her fingers. The straps slid down her arms as she removed it, setting it carefully beside her folded dress. Her breasts, freed from their modest constraint, settled naturally against her ribcage—not large, not small, just… hers. Her nipples hardened instantly in the cool air. Just a response to the cold air, she told herself, trying not to read meaning into it.

Only her underwear remained now, that final barrier between modesty and complete vulnerability. She hooked her thumbs into the waistband, drew a steadying breath, and pushed the plain beige cotton down her legs in one swift motion. Stepping out of them, she added them to the small pile of discarded garments, then straightened to face herself fully.

Naked. Completely, utterly naked.

The woman in the mirror stared back at Olivia with wide eyes, her chest rising and falling with rapid breaths that betrayed her nervousness. She looked… vulnerable. Young. So much younger than the professional image she tried to project in her carefully selected office attire. Without the structure of her clothing—the modest necklines and appropriate hemlines, the sensible heels and subtle makeup—she was just… herself. Stripped of artifice in the most literal sense possible.

A new wave of anxiety washed over her as her thoughts turned inevitably to Leo. In less than fifteen minutes, he would see her exactly like this. The ever-present heat in her cheeks flared further. What would he think when he saw her? Would his expression remain professionally neutral, or would there be some flicker of… something else in those dark eyes?

Her gaze dropped lower, to the neat triangle between her thighs. She'd always kept things… tidy down there—not for any particular reason, certainly not for anyone else, just personal preference. But now she found herself wondering if Leo would notice. If he would look. If he would… approve. The thought should have mortified her, but instead, it sent an unexpected thrill coursing through her veins.

Would his gaze drop? Would he allow himself that momentary assessment before snapping back to business mode? Or would he be too well-practiced in these situations to betray any interest at all?

"Stop it," she whispered harshly to her reflection. "This isn't about that."

But even as she admonished herself, another thought bloomed, unbidden and impossible to suppress. In fifteen minutes, she would see Leo too. All of him. The realisation hit her with such force that she had to grip the edge of the vanity for support. She was going to see… it—the part of Leo Thornfield she'd shamefully imagined more times than she cared to admit. Not just in last night's desperate fantasy, but in countless moments over the years. Idle daydreams during boring lectures. Fleeting thoughts as she'd watched him laughing with her sister across dinner tables. Elaborate scenarios constructed in the privacy of her bedroom, when loneliness pressed too heavily against her chest. The thing that was so present in her mind the last time she’d touched herself… The thing that was so present in her mind the first time she’d touched herself.

Would she stare? Could she possibly avoid staring? What was the protocol for maintaining eye contact when everyone in the room was naked? Surely there must be some unspoken etiquette, some guideline for navigating such an unusual situation with grace rather than awkward gawking.

But the truth, which she barely dared acknowledge even to herself, was that she wanted to look. Wanted to see if reality matched the image she'd constructed in her mind over years of furtive glances and forbidden fantasies. She wanted to see Leo Thornfield—all of him—with an intensity that shocked her. The part of him she'd never seen, never touched, but had imagined countless times in the darkness of her bedroom. His penis. The thought of the word itself sent a flutter through her belly that was equal parts embarrassment and arousal.

She'd spent years imagining what it might look like. Would it be proportional to his tall frame? Would it be as perfectly formed as the rest of him seemed to be? The curiosity had lingered at the edges of her consciousness for so long that it had become almost a physical ache—a need to know, to see, to confirm or dispel the image she'd constructed in her most private moments.

Olivia blinked at her reflection, suddenly aware of how long she'd been standing there, lost in thoughts so inappropriate she could feel heat radiating from her skin. A glance down at her phone on the counter sent a jolt of panic through her system. 10:58. Two minutes until eleven. Two minutes until she was expected in that boardroom.

"Oh God," she whispered, frantically reaching for a hand towel to blot the perspiration that had beaded along her hairline. There was no time for the careful preparation she'd imagined—no time to moisturise her skin or touch up her makeup or any of the dozen small rituals she might have performed to boost her confidence. There was only time to breathe, to centre herself, to somehow find the courage to walk across that hallway. Completely naked.

She straightened her shoulders, lifted her chin, and took one final look at herself. This was who she was—not perfect, not flawless, but real. Authentic, as Leo had said. Whatever happened in that boardroom, she would face it as herself.

Her hands shaking, she gathered her keycard and a legal pad and pen from her bag—small talismans of professionalism to clutch against her bare chest like shields. Then, drawing one last steadying breath, she turned away from the mirror and moved toward the door that would lead her back into Leo's office, and from there, across the hall to the boardroom.

The cool air of the office raised goosebumps along her arms and legs as she crossed the plush carpet, her bare feet sinking into its softness with each step. The vast windows that had earlier offered such a spectacular view now made her feel exposed, despite knowing intellectually that no one could see in from so far below. She eyed the antique clock as it ticked away the remaining seconds. 10:59. Each breath felt shallow, insufficient, as if her lungs had forgotten their basic function. The clock's minute hand jerked forward with mechanical precision. Thirty seconds to eleven now. Thirty seconds until she was expected in that boardroom.

"You can do this," she whispered to herself, the words barely audible even in the silence of the empty office. "It's just a body. Everyone has one."

Twenty seconds. She moved toward the door, her heart hammering so violently she could feel it in her throat, her fingertips, her temples. The keycard felt slippery in her damp palm.

Ten seconds. Her hand reached for the door handle, hesitated, then gripped it with sudden resolve.

Five seconds. She drew one final breath, as if preparing to plunge underwater.

Three, two, one…

Olivia yanked the door open and stepped into the hallway, the sudden exposure sending a jolt of adrenaline through her system. The corridor stretched before her—mercifully empty, but terrifyingly open. Clutching the legal pad tighter against her chest, she darted across the hallway, her bare feet silent against the cold marble floor.

The boardroom door loomed ahead, its sleek surface reflecting her approaching form in distorted fragments. She fumbled with her keycard, nearly dropping it in her haste, then swiped it through the reader with trembling fingers. The lock disengaged with a soft click that seemed thunderous in the silent corridor.

Without allowing herself a moment to reconsider, Olivia pushed through the door and slipped inside, letting it swing shut behind her with a gentle thud. Only then, with the barrier firmly between her and the outside world, did she allow herself to lift her gaze from the floor.

What she saw when she did caused time to stop.

There were no naked Germans. There were no Germans at all. And there was no Leo.

Instead, seated around the vast walnut table was a collection of mid-level executives engaged in what appeared to be an ordinary budget meeting. All were fully clothed. And all were men.

Spreadsheets were projected on one wall, coffee cups steamed before attentive faces, and leather portfolios lay open with colour-coded tabs marking important pages. A dozen pairs of eyes swivelled toward her in perfect unison as the door clicked shut behind her.

For one surreal moment, Olivia wondered if she'd somehow entered the wrong room—if there was another boardroom, identical to this one, where the Bergmanns waited in their natural state. But no—this was unmistakably the main conference room, with its panoramic views and state-of-the-art technology. The room Leo had specified.

The room where she now stood completely, utterly naked.

Time crystallised around her. The horror dawned in slow motion, each millisecond stretching into an eternity of mortification. She watched understanding bloom across the faces before her—confusion giving way to shock, shock melting into disbelief, disbelief hardening into something worse. Something hungry.

She caught her reflection in the darkened screen at the far end of the room—her wide eyes, her parted lips, her naked form illuminated by the merciless overhead lighting. The image burned itself into her consciousness with photographic clarity—her breasts exposed, her most intimate parts on display, not a stitch of clothing to shield her from the dozen pairs of eyes now roving over every inch of her trembling body.

The legal pad, her pen, her keycard, all clattered to the floor as her arms flew to cover herself—one arm across her breasts, the other hand darting between her thighs, one leg raised instinctively as if the slight change in posture could somehow shield her vulnerability. She became the living embodiment of embarrassment, the classical statue of feminine mortification.

"I—I'm sorry," she gasped, her voice a strangled whisper in the cavernous room. "There's been a terrible mistake."

The silence that greeted her apology was absolute. Not a single breath, not a shuffling paper, not a clearing throat disturbed the perfect stillness that had descended upon the room. It was as if time itself had paused to fully appreciate the magnitude of her humiliation.

Then, from the head of the table, a throat cleared. Richard Hargreaves—VP of Regional Operations, a man she'd seen only in passing, never spoken to—stood slowly, his expression a mask of professional concern that couldn't quite disguise the predatory gleam in his eyes.

"Miss Bennett, isn't it?" he said, his voice unnaturally calm. "Perhaps you've confused your schedule."

A titter of nervous laughter rippled through the room, quickly suppressed as Hargreaves shot a quelling glance at his subordinates.

"I… I was… supposed to meet… Leo Thornfield," she stammered, her voice barely audible even in the tomb-like silence of the boardroom, each fragment emerging more breathless than the last, her lungs constricting with panic.

"I'm sure you were," Hargreaves replied, his tone dripping with insinuation. The words hung in the air for a moment before a fresh wave of laughter—less restrained this time—rippled through the room. The sound washed over her like acid, burning away what little dignity she was scrambling to preserve.

She caught the exchange of knowing glances between the men, the nudges and smirks that communicated volumes. In their eyes, she wasn't Olivia Bennett, business graduate with honours, newest member of the analytical team. She was something else entirely—something less. A joke. A conquest. A piece of flesh to be leered at and later discussed in hushed, lascivious tones over after-work drinks.

The realisation was a physical blow. These men—colleagues, superiors—would never see her the same way again. Her professional identity had evaporated the moment she'd stepped through that door, replaced by this naked, trembling creature they now devoured with their eyes.

"Miss Bennett," Hargreaves continued, taking a step toward her, "perhaps you'd like me to call someone to… assist you?" The pause before the final word was deliberate, laden with meaning that made her stomach clench.

"No!" The word exploded from her with unexpected force. "No, thank you. I'll just—" She spun toward the door, desperate to escape, to find some sanctuary where she could process the magnitude of what had just happened.

As she turned, a fresh wave of mortification crashed over her. She was now presenting her back—and more specifically, her bare buttocks—to the entire room. The knowledge that she was exposing the only part of her they hadn't yet thoroughly examined sent a fresh surge of heat blazing across her skin, from her cheeks down her neck and across her shoulders. She imagined her entire body must be glowing red, a beacon of her embarrassment, a further sign of weakness.

Her shaking fingers grasped the door handle, twisting frantically—but it didn't yield. The mechanism remained firmly locked, trapping her in this nightmare. She yanked harder, rattling the handle with increasing desperation, but the door remained stubbornly shut.

"No, no, no," she whispered, the words a frantic prayer. She remembered Leo's words with horrifying clarity: "The door locks automatically once closed." A security feature designed to ensure privacy during sensitive negotiations had now become her prison gate.

Her keycard. She needed her keycard to unlock the door. The same keycard that now lay on the floor where she'd dropped it in her initial shock.

Drawing a shaky breath, Olivia bent her knees slightly—a compromise between dignity and practicality—and reached for the keycard. Her fingers had just brushed against its smooth plastic surface when a sharp, piercing whistle cut through the silence of the boardroom.

The sound—predatory, appreciative, unmistakably sexual—paralysed her in position. Bent over, balanced precariously, her rear end presented to the room like some obscene offering. The wolf whistle hung in the air, its echo seeming to reverberate off the glass walls, amplifying her humiliation to unbearable levels.

Frozen in that moment, Olivia became fully aware of exactly what view she was presenting to the roomful of men. Her buttocks, raised and exposed. The shadowy cleft between them. The glimpse they would now have of her most intimate parts from behind—pink and vulnerable. It was a position she'd only ever assumed in the privacy of her bedroom, with a trusted partner, and in darkness. Now she was displaying herself this way beneath harsh fluorescent lights to a dozen men who had previously known her only as the quiet new girl in analytics.

She snatched the keycard and straightened so quickly that spots danced before her eyes, her free arm wrapping protectively across her breasts once more.

"Jenkins," Hargreaves chided, but his voice carried no real rebuke, just a thin veneer of professional disapproval barely masking his own amusement. "That's hardly appropriate."

The reprimand—if it could even be called that—was so half-hearted that it only compounded Olivia's humiliation. Hargreaves wasn't truly objecting to Jenkins's crude appreciation. He was simply maintaining the barest pretence of professional decorum while allowing, even encouraging, the objectification to continue.

Jenkins—a ruddy-faced man in his forties whom Olivia recognised from the finance department—offered no apology, merely a lopsided grin that made her skin crawl. "Just appreciating the view," he drawled, his eyes never rising above her neckline. "No harm in that."

Olivia's hands trembled so violently she could barely align the keycard with the reader. Once, twice, three times she tried, the plastic card slipping in her sweat-slicked fingers. Behind her, the murmurs grew louder, bolder. Someone made a crude comment about "assets" that drew snickers from around the table. Another voice suggested she might as well stay since she'd "brightened up an otherwise boring meeting."

On the fourth attempt, the reader finally beeped its acceptance. The lock disengaged with a soft click that sounded like salvation to Olivia's ears. She yanked the door open with such force she nearly lost her balance, then flung herself into the hallway, desperate to escape the crushing weight of those predatory stares… and collided directly into Leo Thornfield.

The impact knocked the breath from her lungs. His hands shot out instinctively, catching her bare shoulders to steady her. For one dizzying moment, they stood frozen in tableau—her naked form pressed against him, his hands gripping her bare skin, her wide eyes locked with his.

"Leo?" His name escaped her lips in a strangled whisper, her mind unable to process the sudden shift from one nightmare to another. He was fully clothed—impeccably dressed in his tailored suit, not a hair out of place, his expression a curious mixture of surprise and something darker, more primal.

Awareness crashed over her in violent waves—her nakedness against his pristine suit, his hands on her bare shoulders, the heat radiating between them, and the unmistakable hunger in his eyes as they travelled—just for a moment, just the briefest flicker—down the length of her naked body.

Behind her, voices spilled from the boardroom—male laughter, crude comments, the scraping of chairs as men rose from their seats, perhaps intending to follow her into the hallway for a continuation of the spectacle.

"Get in here," Leo commanded, his voice low and urgent. Before she could respond, he'd pulled her roughly across the threshold of his office, kicking the door shut behind them with a decisive thud.

The sudden movement sent her stumbling forward, her arms flying outward instinctively to maintain balance—momentarily abandoning their protective coverage of her most intimate parts. She caught herself against the edge of his desk, the polished wood cool against her palms, her body bent forward in an unintentionally provocative pose.

When she straightened and spun to face him, she found Leo leaning against the closed door, arms crossed over his chest, his expression unreadable. No—not unreadable. Amused. The corner of his mouth twitched upward in what could only be described as barely suppressed mirth.

And it hit her. He wasn't shocked. He wasn't concerned. He was entertained.

"What the hell is going on?" The words exploded from her with unexpected force, her voice shrill with hysteria. "The Bergmanns? The meeting? You told me—" She broke off, the full horror of the situation finally crystallising in her mind. "You told me to be there at exactly eleven. In that boardroom. Without clothes."

Leo's smile widened, transforming his face into a mask of boyish charm that might have been captivating under any other circumstances. "And you were. Precisely on time, I might add."

The casual response ignited something within her—a white-hot rage that momentarily eclipsed even her mortification. "I was naked! In front of twelve men from finance! They saw everything!" Each emphasised word was punctuated by her arms gesticulating wildly, her body's natural modesty temporarily forgotten in the surge of fury.

Only when Leo's gaze dropped deliberately to her exposed breasts did she remember her nakedness. She crossed her arms over her chest with a gasp, backing away until her bare buttocks pressed against the edge of his desk. The cool surface against her heated skin sent a fresh jolt of awareness through her body—a stark reminder of her complete vulnerability in this moment.

"They saw everything," she repeated, her voice dropping to a horrified whisper. "Richard Hargreaves saw me. Jenkins whistled at me. They were all staring at me… down there." Her voice cracked on the last words, tears welling in her eyes despite her desperate attempts to maintain composure.

Leo pushed himself away from the door, moving toward her with the fluid grace of a predator. Each step closed the distance between them—between his impeccable suit and her naked form—until he stood directly before her, close enough that she could feel the heat radiating from his body, could detect the subtle notes of his cologne mingling with something more primal.

"Liv," he said, his voice dropping to that intimate register that had always made her heart race, "it's not as bad as you think."

"Not as bad?" She stared up at him in disbelief, a single tear escaping to trace a hot path down her flushed cheek. "How could it possibly be worse? I was naked! In front of my colleagues! They'll never respect me now. They'll never see me as anything but… but—" She couldn't bring herself to finish the sentence, to articulate exactly what she'd become in their eyes.

Leo's hand moved to cup her cheek, his thumb gently brushing away the tear with a tenderness that seemed at odds with the situation. "These things happen," he said, his tone almost soothing. "Everyone has embarrassing moments at work."

"Embarrassing moments?" Olivia echoed, incredulous. "Spilling coffee on your shirt is embarrassing. Calling someone by the wrong name is embarrassing. What just happened was… was… catastrophic!"

A chuckle escaped him then, rich and warm and utterly inappropriate given the circumstances. "You're being melodramatic, Liv. It's just a body. Everyone has one."

The casual repetition of her own earlier mantra struck her like a physical blow. She jerked away from his touch, anger flaring once more through her veins. "You think this is funny? You have no idea what it feels like to be—to be exposed like that. To be looked at like—like I'm not even a person, just a collection of parts to be ogled and commented on."

Something shifted in Leo's expression then—a flash of genuine concern breaking through his amusement. He reached for her again, his hands settling on her bare shoulders. The contact sent an involuntary shiver down her spine.

"Listen to me," he said, his voice gentler now. "What happened in there—it's not the end of the world. It's not even the end of your career." His thumbs traced small circles against her skin, the gesture oddly calming despite her fury. "In fact," Leo continued, his tone shifting, becoming more deliberate, "you've just survived something of an initiation."

"A what?" Olivia stared at him, confusion momentarily eclipsing her humiliation.

Leo's hands remained on her bare shoulders, his thumbs continuing their maddening circles against her skin. The touch was distracting, making it difficult to focus on his words rather than the points of contact between them—his warm palms against her naked flesh, his body still fully clothed while she stood exposed before him.

"Initiation," he repeated, a smile playing at the corners of his mouth. "Every new hire goes through something similar. It's tradition."

"Tradition?" The word came out as barely more than a whisper, her mind struggling to process what he was suggesting. "You mean… this was intentional? All of this?"

Leo's smile widened, transforming his face into that picture of boyish charm that had always made her heart skip. "Happy April Fools' Day, Liv."

The words hung in the air between them, their meaning slowly penetrating the fog of humiliation that had enveloped her mind. April 1st… How had she not realised the date, when all of this had seemed so absurd?

"This was… a prank?" Olivia's voice trembled with a complex mixture of emotions—relief warring with lingering mortification, anger bubbling beneath dawning understanding.

"Every intern gets pranked their first year," Leo explained, releasing her shoulders to lean casually against his desk, his posture relaxed as if they were discussing quarterly projections rather than her complete humiliation. "It's a rite of passage at Thornfield. The senior staff plans something unique for each new hire—something memorable."

"Memorable," Olivia echoed hollowly. The word seemed woefully inadequate to describe what had just transpired. "You call what just happened 'memorable'?"

"Unforgettable might be more accurate," Leo conceded, having the grace to look at least slightly apologetic. "Though I'll admit, the execution was perhaps more… thorough than I'd intended."

Olivia wrapped her arms tighter around her torso, acutely aware that while they discussed the philosophical implications of practical jokes, she remained completely naked. "The Bergmanns," she said slowly, the pieces finally clicking into place. "There is no meeting. No acquisition. No German naturists."

"The Bergmanns exist," Leo corrected. "They're a legitimate manufacturing firm in Bavaria. But no, they're not naturists, and they're not interested in being acquired."

"So you lied to me." Each word emerged precise and cold, a stark contrast to the heat radiating from her flushed skin. "You manipulated me. You humiliated me. And now you're standing there telling me it was all some… company tradition?" Her voice rose with each accusation, the professional filter she'd always maintained around Leo disintegrating under the weight of her rage.

Leo held up his hands in a placating gesture. "Look, I know how it sounds—"

"No," Olivia cut him off, her fury hardening into something sharp and dangerous. "I don't think you do. I don't think you have the faintest idea what it feels like to be standing here like this—" she gestured at her naked form with one hand while maintaining her protective arm across her chest, "—knowing that a dozen men just saw every inch of me. Men I have to face in meetings. Men I’ll have to email about quarterly projections. Men who will never, ever look at me the same way again."

A flicker of genuine remorse crossed Leo's features. "Liv, listen—"

"Don't call me that," she snapped. "Don't you dare call me that right now."

Leo exhaled slowly, straightening from his more casual position. "Olivia, then. I need you to understand something. What happened in there—it's not what you think."

"Enlighten me," she said, her tone brittle with sarcasm. "Please, explain how being tricked into walking naked into a room full of men who then proceeded to whistle and leer at me is somehow not exactly what I think it is."

"Because they knew," Leo said quietly.

Olivia blinked, momentarily thrown off her furious trajectory. "What?"

"They knew it was a prank," Leo explained, his voice taking on a gentler tone. "Hargreaves, Jenkins, all of them—they were part of it. The whole thing was orchestrated."

"They... knew?"

"Of course they knew. Did you think I'd actually subject you to genuine sexual harassment?" Leo looked almost offended at the suggestion. "Everyone in that room was briefed beforehand. They knew exactly what was going to happen and how to react. It was theatre, Olivia. Bad theatre, perhaps, but theatre nonetheless."

Her mind raced, replaying the scene in the boardroom through this new lens. The perfectly timed reactions. The immediate recognition of her name by Hargreaves. The way the door had conveniently failed to open until Leo was positioned outside. It had all been choreographed.

"That doesn't make it better," she said finally, though some of the volcanic heat had drained from her anger, leaving behind a smouldering resentment. "If anything, it makes it worse. All of you—plotting together, laughing at my expense, watching me humiliate myself for your entertainment."

"Not entertainment," Leo countered, his voice softening. "Initiation. There's a difference." He ran a hand through his perfectly styled hair, dishevelling it slightly in a way that made him look younger, more approachable. "The prank is always tailored to the person, designed to test them in ways specific to their role. Jenkins had to present an entire quarterly report with his fly down and toilet paper stuck to his shoe. Hargreaves had to take a call from a 'client' who was actually an actor reciting increasingly bizarre requests while the entire executive team listened in."

Olivia remained unconvinced, her arms still crossed protectively over her chest. "And mine just happened to involve complete nudity? How convenient."

Leo had the decency to look slightly abashed. "I didn't actually expect you to go through with it," he admitted. "Most people would have refused outright. The fact that you were willing to do something so far outside your comfort zone—it showed extraordinary commitment."

"Commitment?" Olivia echoed incredulously. "Or gullibility?"

"Conviction," Leo corrected firmly. "Courage. The willingness to embrace vulnerability in service of a greater goal. Those are exactly the qualities we look for in people we're grooming for leadership."

Something in his tone caught her attention. "Leadership?"

Leo nodded, taking a step closer. "Why do you think I personally oversaw your prank instead of delegating it to HR like usual? Because I see potential in you, Liv—Olivia," he quickly amended. "Potential that goes far beyond your current position."

She wanted to dismiss his words as manipulation, as another layer of the elaborate deception he'd already perpetrated. But there was something in his expression—an earnestness that seemed at odds with the calculated charm he usually projected.

"Everyone at the company understands what happened today," he continued. "No one will think less of you for it—quite the opposite. They'll respect you for handling it with dignity, for not immediately quitting or threatening legal action."

"Dignity?" she repeated, gesturing to her naked form with her free hand. "There wasn't much dignity in what just happened."

"There is enormous dignity in how you're handling it now," Leo insisted. "Most people would be hysterical, hurling accusations, possibly objects." His lips curved into a smile. "You're standing here, having a rational conversation, despite your justified anger."

Olivia felt a strange warmth unfurling beneath her indignation. A part of her—a part she wasn't entirely proud of—was responding to his praise, to the approval in his voice. She'd always sought validation, had built her academic and early professional career around earning it. And here was Leo Thornfield, the object of her most inappropriate thoughts, telling her she had impressed him.

"And honestly," Leo added, his voice dropping to a more intimate register, "wasn't there a part of you that found the experience… invigorating?"

Invigorating. The word was loaded with meaning she wasn't ready to acknowledge. But as Olivia stood there, still naked, still vulnerable, she felt something shifting inside her. The humiliation remained, a hot coal in her stomach, but alongside it bloomed something unexpected—a strange, rebellious pride. She had walked into that room, believing it was what needed to be done. She had faced her deepest insecurities, had been willing to expose herself completely, all in service of what she thought was a professional opportunity.

"Maybe," she admitted reluctantly, her voice still quavering with an anger not yet fully dissipated. "Maybe there was… something liberating about it. In a twisted way."

Leo's smile widened, warming his eyes. "That's what the pranks are designed to do, Liv. Push you past what you think you can handle, show you that you're stronger than your fears." He took another step closer. "And you were magnificent."

The compliment washed over her like warm honey, sweet and intoxicating. She wanted to resist it, to maintain her righteous anger, but something in his expression—a genuine admiration that seemed to go beyond the professional—made her defences waver.

"I still can't believe you did this to me," she said, but the venom had largely drained from her words, replaced by a reluctant acknowledgment of the bizarre logic behind it all.

"For you," Leo corrected gently. "Not to you. There's a difference."

Olivia shook her head, but couldn't fully suppress the smile tugging at the corners of her mouth. "That's semantics, and you know it."

Leo's gaze travelled over her face, lingering on her lips for a moment before meeting her eyes again. "Perhaps. But the distinction matters to me." His voice had dropped lower, taking on that intimate quality that always made her stomach flutter. "I wouldn't have put you through this if I didn't believe in you completely."

The sincerity in his tone made something warm unfurl in her chest. But a question formed in her mind, one that burned brighter than her lingering embarrassment. "So," she asked, her voice barely above a whisper, "the only reason I'm standing here naked right now is to test my boundaries? To initiate me into some corporate tradition?"

Leo's eyes darkened, his expression shifting subtly. The playful amusement that had animated his features moments ago transformed into something more intense, more deliberate. He took another step toward her, close enough now that she could feel the warmth radiating from his body.

"Not… the only reason," he admitted, his voice dropping to a register she'd never heard from him before—raw, honest, stripped of professional veneer. "There was an element of selfishness involved."

Olivia's breath caught in her throat. "Selfishness?"

Leo's gaze travelled slowly down her body—not the quick, furtive glance from before, but a deliberate assessment that made her skin prickle with awareness. "I did… want to see you like this," he confessed, his eyes returning to meet hers with an intensity that made her knees weaken. "I've wanted to see you like this for a long time."

The admission filled the diminishing gap between them, charged with implications she scarcely dared contemplate.

"How long?" The question escaped her lips before she could consider its wisdom.

Leo's mouth curved into a slow, dangerous smile. "Since I first met you," he said simply. "That dinner at your parents' house. Your sister's graduation. You wore a blue dress that made your eyes look like the ocean at dawn."

The specificity of the memory stole her breath. She remembered that dress—a simple cotton sundress she'd bought on sale, nothing special. She'd been eighteen then, awkward and shy, painfully aware of Leo's presence across the dinner table. He'd already been working at Thornfield, already exuding that casual confidence that had made her stomach flutter whenever he glanced her way.

"You remember what I was wearing?" she whispered, disbelief colouring her words.

"I remember everything about that night," Leo replied, his voice low and intimate. "The way you blushed when I asked about your plans after university. The strand of hair that kept falling across your eyes. How your hands trembled slightly when you passed me the salt."

The confession was almost more than she could handle. All this time—all these years—while she'd been nurturing her inappropriate crush, stealing glances when she thought he wasn't looking, he'd… been doing the same. A rush of heat pervaded her body—a heat that had nothing to do with her embarrassment.

"You never said anything," she managed, acutely aware that she was still standing naked before him while he remained fully clothed—a power imbalance that should have made her feel vulnerable but instead now sent a strange thrill coursing through her veins. She should have been outraged, horrified that this elaborate humiliation had been partly motivated by his desire to see her naked. But… she wasn't. Instead, she felt something dangerously close to validation—a heady, intoxicating sense that her own forbidden desires hadn't been one-sided after all.

"I couldn't," Leo said, closing the final distance between them until mere inches separated his clothed body from her nakedness. "You were my friend's little sister. And then you were my intern. There were boundaries I couldn't cross." His eyes held hers with an intensity that made her breath catch. "Professional boundaries. Ethical boundaries."

"And now?" Her tone was innocent. Her implication was anything but.

Leo's hand rose to cup her cheek, his thumb tracing the curve of her lower lip with exquisite gentleness. "Now," he murmured, "you've proven yourself. Not just with this—though your courage today was remarkable—but with everything you've done since joining Thornfield. Your intelligence. Your dedication. Your willingness to go beyond what's expected." His thumb continued its maddening exploration of her lip. "You're not just 'Sarah's little sister' anymore."

The professional compliment, delivered while she stood completely naked before him, created a cognitive dissonance that made her head spin. She was simultaneously the consummate professional he admired and the vulnerable woman he desired. The contradiction should have been uncomfortable, but instead, it felt like the most honest interaction they'd ever had.

"Leo," she whispered, his name a question and an invitation at the same time.

His other hand moved to her waist, his fingers splaying across her bare skin with possessive heat. "I need to know, Liv," he said, his voice rough with barely restrained desire, "was it only the professional opportunity that made you agree to my proposal yesterday? Or was there something else?" His eyes searched hers, seeking a truth she'd kept hidden for years. "Something you wanted too?"

The directness of the question stripped away any possibility of prevarication. Standing naked before him—physically, emotionally exposed—Olivia found herself unable to maintain the careful walls she'd constructed around her feelings.

After a long silence, she simply admitted to it. "Yes," she said, the single syllable emerging breathless and raw. "I wanted to see you too. I've wanted that for… well, as long as you have."

Something shifted in Leo's expression—relief mingled with triumph, desire darkened by possession. His hand tightened on her waist, drawing her flush against him. The sensation of her naked body pressed against his fully clothed form sent shock waves of arousal coursing through her, a delicious friction of rough suit against bare skin.

"You know," he murmured, his lips hovering tantalisingly close to hers, "the meeting wasn’t real, but the concept wasn't entirely fabricated. There is a genuine philosophy behind it. About authenticity. About seeing past the artificial barriers we create." His eyes held hers with unwavering intensity. "Would you like to experience that? For real this time?"

The implication in his words sent a ripple of electricity down Olivia's spine. Her pulse quickened, a flush spreading across her already-heated skin.

"What… What exactly are you proposing?" she asked.

Leo's smile was slow, predatory, confident. His hand slid from her waist to the small of her back, pressing her more firmly against him. The rough texture of his suit against her sensitive nipples drew an involuntary gasp from her lips.

"A fair exchange," he murmured, his breath warm against her ear. "You've shown me everything. Shouldn't I return the courtesy?"

A tremor ran through her body at his words. This was it—the moment that had haunted her dreams and fantasies for years. The opportunity to see Leo Thornfield—all of him—was once again suddenly, tantalisingly real.

"I thought you said there was no meeting," she managed, her attempt at playfulness undermined by the breathless quality of her voice.

Leo chuckled, the sound vibrating through his chest against her bare breasts. "The meeting is cancelled," he confirmed, his free hand moving to trace the curve of her shoulder, fingers trailing down her arm with deliberate slowness. "But the principle remains valid. Authenticity. Vulnerability." His fingertips reached her wrist, circled it gently. "Equal footing."

"You did promise I'd see the Bergmanns' approach demonstrated," Olivia reminded him, finding unexpected courage in her nakedness. Perhaps having already endured the worst of her embarrassment, she had nothing left to lose. Or perhaps it was the unmistakable desire in Leo's eyes that emboldened her—the knowledge that he wanted her as desperately as she wanted him.

"I did," Leo agreed, his fingers toying with the inside of her wrist. "And I'm a man of my word."

He stepped back slightly, creating a small space between them that felt both like a relief and a loss. His hands moved to his tie, loosening the perfect Windsor knot with practiced ease.

"I noticed," he said, his voice dropping again to that intimate register that made her stomach flutter, "how you looked at me yesterday when I mentioned being naked. There was something in your eyes—something more than shock or professional interest." The tie slipped free, dangling from his fingers before he draped it carefully over the back of a nearby chair. "You were curious. Weren't you, Liv?"

Olivia swallowed hard, unable to deny the truth of his observation. ""Curious doesn't begin to cover it," she admitted, her eyes following his fingers as they moved to the buttons of his suit jacket, as she watched him shrug off his jacket with fluid grace. The expensive garment joined his tie on the chair, a casual dismissal of propriety that made her heart race.

Leo's fingers moved to his shirt buttons next, methodically unfastening each one with deliberate slowness. This wasn't the hasty undressing of passion but something more calculated—a performance designed to build anticipation. With each button released, a new slice of skin was revealed: first the hollow of his throat, then the defined ridge of his collarbone, then a tantalising glimpse of chest.

"I've imagined this," he admitted, his voice a low rumble that seemed to vibrate through the air between them. "You, watching me undress. Your eyes, following my movements. The way you're looking at me right now—hungry, impatient."

Olivia felt herself flush at his accurate assessment. She was hungry, desperate even, her eyes devouring each new inch of skin he revealed with the same intensity he'd shown while observing her. The power dynamic had shifted—she was still naked, still vulnerable, but now she held a different kind of power. The power of the observer. The power of desire reflected and returned.

Leo pulled his shirt free from his trousers, unbuttoning the final few buttons before letting the crisp white fabric fall open. What it revealed made Olivia's breath catch in her throat. His chest was broader than she'd imagined, leanly muscled with a light dusting of dark hair that narrowed as it travelled down his flat stomach. A runner's physique—strong without being bulky, defined without being showy.

"See something you like?" he asked, his tone gently teasing as he shrugged the shirt from his shoulders.

"Everything," Olivia admitted, past the point of embarrassment now. She'd already exposed everything to him—not just her body but her long-held desire. What would be the point of pretence now?

Leo's smile widened at her honesty. He draped the shirt over his jacket, then reached for his belt. The soft hiss of leather sliding through belt loops seemed unnaturally loud in the quiet office, a sensual counterpoint to their accelerated breathing.

"You know," he said conversationally, as if it were the most normal thing in the world, "I've often wondered what you thought about me. Whether you saw me just as your sister's friend. Or your boss." The belt came free, joining the growing pile of discarded clothing. "Or something else entirely."

His shoes came next, quickly followed by his socks, all deposited by the chair. And then his fingers were on the button of his trousers, hesitating there as if awaiting permission. The gesture—this momentary pause at the threshold of complete exposure—felt more intimate than anything that had preceded it. He was offering her a chance to stop this, to retreat.

"Yes," she whispered, giving him the permission he sought.

This is really happening, she thought. She was really, finally going to see the man she'd been lusting over for four years. The only man she'd obsessed over for her entire adult life.

Leo unbuttoned his trousers, the soft sound of his zipper sliding down raised goosebumps along her arms. He hooked his thumbs into the waistband of both his trousers and underwear, and in one fluid motion, pushed them down his legs and stepped out of them.

Time seemed to stop as Olivia took in the sight before her. Leo stood confidently, making no attempt to cover himself, allowing her gaze to travel freely over his body. The lean muscles of his thighs, the narrow hips, and there—the part of him she'd imagined countless times in the privacy of her bedroom.

He was already half-hard, his arousal evident and growing under her gaze. He was every bit as large as she'd imagined, perfectly proportioned to his tall frame, and the sight of him sent a rush of heat pooling low in her belly.

"Your turn to stare," he said softly, a hint of vulnerability in his voice that she'd never heard before.

And so she did stare. His cock was imposing. And enticing. She yearned for it. She wanted it. She wanted him. Olivia took a step forward, her eyes never leaving his member, watching as it grows harder under her gaze. She felt an empowerment in their newly-found equality, in the effect that she could see she was having on him.

"I've wanted this since I was eighteen," she confessed, her voice barely above a whisper. "That night at my parents' house. That blue dress you remember? I went to my room after dinner and…" She swallowed, summoning courage from some untapped reserve. "I touched myself thinking about you. Imagining what you looked like under your clothes. Imagining your hands on me instead of my own."

Leo's eyes darkened at her confession, his pupils dilating with unmistakable desire. "And now?" he asked, his voice rough with want. "Now that you see the reality instead of the fantasy?"

"Better," she breathed. "So much better than I imagined."

"Touch me," he commanded softly. "I've waited four years to feel your hands on me."

Her heart hammering against her ribs, Olivia reached out. She hesitated just a moment—hovering centimetres from his skin—before wrapping her hand around his length. The contact drew twin gasps from them both. Leo was velvet over steel in her palm, impossibly smooth and burning hot. She marvelled at the contradiction of it—how something so hard could feel so silken against her skin.

His sharp intake of breath emboldened her. She stroked experimentally, thrilling as his cock responded to her touch, hardening further, growing even more impressive before her eyes.

"Is this what you imagined?" he asked, his voice strained with the effort of maintaining control. "When you touched yourself that night?"

Olivia looked up at him through her lashes, newfound confidence surging through her veins. "Not all of it," she admitted, her tone deliberately coy.

"Show me," he said, part command, part plea. "Show me what else you were thinking about when you played with yourself."

Without breaking eye contact, Olivia slowly sank to her knees before him. The plush carpet cushioned her descent, soft against her bare skin. His cock came to eye level, magnificent and intimidating. She leaned forward, her breath ghosting over his heated flesh, watching in fascination as it twitched in response to her proximity alone.

"I thought about this," she whispered, then extended her tongue to trace a delicate path along the underside of his shaft. The taste of him—clean skin with a hint of salt—sent a jolt of arousal straight to her core. Above her, Leo's breathing became ragged, his hand moving to tangle gently in her hair.

"Christ, Liv," he groaned.

She couldn't contain herself any longer. Because this really was what she had imagined as she had brought herself to completion that first time—the thought of him in her mouth, the thought of pleasuring him. And now it was real. The fantasy that had sustained her through lonely nights, through other men's embraces, through years of watching him from afar—it was manifesting before her, around her, within her.

With slow, deliberate care, her lips closed around the head of his cock, drawing a hiss of pleasure from him as she took him deeper into the wet heat of her mouth. His hand in her hair tightened, not guiding but anchoring himself as she began to move.

The power she felt in this moment was intoxicating—on her knees yet somehow in complete control. Leo Thornfield, who commanded boardrooms with casual authority, who had orchestrated her most mortifying experience with calculated precision, was now at her mercy. His breathing grew increasingly ragged as she worked him with growing confidence, her initial hesitation melting away with each appreciative sound he made.

"Look at me," he commanded, his voice strained. "I want to see your eyes while you do this."

Olivia raised her gaze, meeting his. The intensity she found there nearly undid her—desire, yes, but something deeper, something that made her heart stutter in her chest. He watched her with such focus, such singular attention, as if nothing else in the world existed beyond this moment, beyond her lips around him.

She hollowed her cheeks, applying gentle suction as she withdrew, then took him deeper on the downstroke, pushing beyond her comfort zone in a way that mirrored everything that had happened between them today. Boundaries crossed. Comfort abandoned. Vulnerability embraced.

"Perfect," Leo murmured, his free hand moving to caress her cheek, his thumb tracing the outline of her lips where they stretched around him. "So perfect, Liv."

The praise washed over her like liquid warmth, spurring her to greater efforts. She established a rhythm, alternating between long, slow strokes that took him deep and quicker, more focused attention to the sensitive head. The taste of him—the slight saltiness of pre-cum mixing with the clean flavour of his skin—was heady, addictive. She moaned softly around him, the vibration drawing a shuddering breath from above.

"That's it," Leo encouraged, his voice dropping again to that register that seemed reserved just for her. "Show me how much you want this. How long you've thought about it."

And she did, pouring years of pent-up desire into every movement. Her hands joined the effort—one wrapping around the base of his shaft where her mouth couldn't reach, the other caressing his thigh, feeling the muscles tense beneath her touch. She was lost in the sensuality of it, in the heady knowledge that this wasn't fantasy anymore but exquisite reality.

Leo's control was visibly slipping, his hips beginning to move in small, aborted thrusts that he clearly tried to restrain. "So good," he murmured, the words falling like caresses. "You have no idea how many times I've imagined this. Your beautiful mouth. Those eyes looking up at me."

His confession sent a fresh wave of arousal coursing through her. She increased her pace, she took him deep, extending her tongue to lap at his balls, almost gagging. Just when she thought she was about to push him over the edge, he stopped her. Staring down at her, his cock still inside her now stilled mouth, he said "I bet you've imagined more than this. I know I have."

With gentle pressure, Leo withdrew from her mouth, his cock slipping past her lips with a soft, wet sound that sent shivers down her spine and saliva spilling past her lips. His hand remained tangled in her hair, tilting her face up to meet his gaze. The look in his eyes—dark, hungry, possessive—made her breath catch in her throat.

"Stand up," he said softly, helping her to her feet with surprising tenderness. Her knees were slightly stiff from the carpet, her lips swollen and sensitive. She felt dishevelled, wanton, completely unlike the polished professional who had entered this building hours earlier.

"What else have you imagined?" she asked, her voice husky from her recent activities.

Leo's smile was slow, predatory. "Everything, Liv. I've imagined everything with you." His hands moved to her waist, fingers splaying possessively against her bare skin. "The first time I saw you, I wanted to bend you over your father's dining table. Every time you've walked into my office, I've thought about taking you against the windows while the city watches, not knowing what they're seeing." His grip tightened slightly. "But what I want right now is to see you spread across my desk."

The crude honesty of his words should have shocked her, but instead, they sent a flood of heat between her thighs. This was Leo stripped of professional veneer, of careful restraint—this was the man beneath the tailored suits and measured words. Raw. Honest. Wanting.

Without waiting for her response, he backed her against his desk, his hands lifting her easily to sit on its polished surface. Papers scattered, pens rolled to the floor, but neither paid any attention to the small disruptions. Leo stepped between her thighs, spreading them wider with gentle pressure.

"Do you have any idea," he murmured, leaning down until his lips brushed against her ear, "how many meetings I've sat through at this very desk, imagining you exactly like this? Naked. Open. Waiting for me."

Olivia shivered at his words, at the hot brush of his breath against her sensitive skin. "Show me," she whispered, surprising herself with her boldness. "Show me what you've imagined."

Leo's hand slid up her inner thigh, his touch feather-light yet electric. When his fingers finally reached her centre, they both gasped—she at the exquisite contact, he at the slick evidence of her arousal.

"So wet," he murmured appreciatively, his fingers exploring her with gentle curiosity. "Is this all for me, Liv? All these years of anticipation?"

She couldn't form coherent words, only a breathless "Yes" as his fingers continued their exploration, circling, teasing, discovering exactly how she responded to each touch. Her head fell back, exposing the long column of her throat as pleasure coursed through her veins.

"Look at you," Leo murmured, his free hand cupping her face, tilting it back toward him. "So beautiful like this. So open." His thumb brushed across her lower lip, still swollen from her earlier attentions to him. "I want to watch your face while I make you come."

With expert precision, he found the sensitive bundle of nerves at her centre, circling it with deliberate pressure that made her gasp. Her hips bucked involuntarily against his hand, seeking more contact, more friction, more of everything he was offering.

"That's it," he encouraged, his voice a velvet caress. "Show me what you need."

Olivia clutched at his shoulders, her nails digging crescents into his skin as the tension built within her. The dual sensations of his skilled fingers and his intense gaze were overwhelming, driving her toward an edge she could feel approaching with dizzying speed.

"I've dreamed of this," Leo confessed, increasing the pace of his movements. "Watching you fall apart. Knowing I'm the one making you feel this way."

His words, combined with the relentless circling of his fingers, pushed her closer to the precipice. She was trembling now, her breath coming in short, desperate pants, her body coiling tighter with each passing second.

"Leo," she gasped, his name a plea and a prayer. "Please—"

"Please what?" he asked, his voice primal. "Tell me what you want, Liv."

"I want—" she began, then broke off as he slipped a finger inside her, the sudden intrusion sending a jolt of pleasure up her spine. "Oh God."

"You want God?" Leo teased, adding a second finger, stretching her deliciously as his thumb continued to work her clit. "I'm afraid I can't help with that. But I can give you everything else."

"You!" she managed, finding her voice despite the building pressure threatening to overwhelm her. "I want you. Inside me. Now."

The naked hunger that flashed across Leo's face at her words was almost enough to send her over the edge. He withdrew his fingers, leaving her aching and empty, only to replace them with the blunt head of his cock pressing against her entrance.

"Are you sure?" he asked, hesitating despite the tension evident in every line of his body. "Once we do this, everything changes."

Olivia reached between them, wrapping her fingers around his length and guiding him more firmly against her. "Everything already has," she whispered. "Please, Leo. I've wanted this for so long."

With a groan that seemed torn from the depths of his soul, Leo pushed forward, entering her in one slow, deliberate thrust that filled her completely. Olivia gasped, her body arching against his, her legs wrapping instinctively around his waist as she adjusted to the exquisite fullness.

"Liv," Leo muttered against her neck, his voice strained with the effort of restraint. "You feel incredible. Better than anything I've imagined."

For a moment, they remained perfectly still, joined in the most intimate way possible, savouring the sensation of finally—after years of fantasies and stolen glances—being physically connected. Olivia's hands roamed across the taut muscles of his back, feeling them quiver beneath her touch as he fought to maintain control.

"Fuck me, Leo," she whispered, rolling her hips experimentally, drawing a sharp hiss from between his clenched teeth.

He required no further encouragement. Withdrawing almost completely, he thrust back in with careful precision, establishing a rhythm that started slowly but quickly built in intensity. Each thrust pushed Olivia further back on the desk, scattering reports and sending a crystal paperweight tumbling to the carpet with a dull thud that neither of them registered.

Leo's hands were everywhere—cupping her breasts, gripping her hips, tangling in her hair—as if he couldn't get enough of touching her now that the barriers between them had finally fallen. His mouth found hers in a bruising kiss that mirrored the increasingly urgent pace of his hips, his tongue mimicking the rhythm of their bodies.

"Look at us," he growled, breaking the kiss to gesture toward the darkened windows that lined one wall of his office. The glass, reflective in the afternoon light, offered a perfect mirror of their entwined bodies—Leo standing between her spread thighs, his back rippling with muscle as he drove into her again and again; Olivia splayed across his desk, her hair a dark halo against the polished wood, her legs wrapped tightly around his waist.

The sight was undeniably erotic—primal and raw, a tableau of pure desire made manifest. Olivia couldn't tear her eyes away from their reflection, mesmerised by the visual evidence of what she was feeling—the way her body yielded to his, the perfect counterpoint of their movements, the unmistakable pleasure etched across both their faces.

"See how perfect we are together?" Leo's voice was rough with exertion, his breath hot against her neck as he leaned forward, changing the angle of his thrusts to hit a spot deep inside her that made stars explode behind her eyelids, just as they had in her fantasy last night. "I knew we would be. I've always known."

The new position brought his chest flush against hers, her sensitive nipples dragging against the light dusting of hair on his torso with each movement. The added stimulation, combined with the relentless pressure of his pelvis against her clit, pushed Olivia closer to the edge with each thrust. She was trembling now, her body tightening around him as the familiar tension built at her core—but this was different from her solitary experiences, more intense, more overwhelming. This wasn't just physical release; it was the culmination of years of longing.

"Let go," Leo urged, his voice a seductive command against her ear. "Let me see you come. I've waited so long to watch you fall apart."

His words were the final push she needed. Olivia shattered, her release crashing over her in waves that seemed to ripple endlessly through her body. She cried out, not caring if anyone beyond the office walls could hear, not caring about anything except the exquisite pleasure radiating from her core to the tips of her fingers and toes.

Leo's rhythm faltered as her inner walls clenched around him, his control visibly slipping. "Liv," he groaned, his voice ragged. "I'm close. So close."

"Don't stop," she urged, her voice breathless as aftershocks of pleasure continued to pulse through her. "Inside,” she breathed, “I want to feel you come inside me."

With a guttural sound that was barely human, Leo drove into her one final time, his body going rigid as he found his release. The sensation of him pulsing inside her triggered a secondary wave of pleasure that had Olivia gasping, her nails scoring red lines down his back as they clung to each other, riding out their shared ecstasy.

For several long moments, the only sound in the office was their ragged breathing gradually slowing, their heartbeats returning to normal rhythm. Leo remained buried inside her, his forehead resting against hers, their sweat-slicked skin cooling in the ambient air of the office.

"Well," he finally murmured, a smile evident in his voice even before he lifted his head to reveal it, "that wasn't in the employee handbook."

Olivia couldn't help the laugh that bubbled up from her chest, the absurdity of their situation suddenly striking her. Naked on Leo Thornfield's desk, papers scattered around them, the afternoon sun filtering through the windows as if this were just another Tuesday at Thornfield Industries.

"I think we may have skipped a few chapters in the professional development manual," she agreed, her fingers tracing idle patterns across his shoulders.

Leo's smile softened, his eyes searching hers with unexpected vulnerability. "Any regrets?" he asked quietly.

Olivia considered the question seriously. She'd just crossed a line that could never be uncrossed. She'd slept with—no, fucked—her boss, the man who had orchestrated her most humiliating experience, who had manipulated her into exposing herself both physically and emotionally. By any rational standard, she should be filled with regret, with shame, with professional anxiety.

But as she looked up at Leo—at the genuine concern in his eyes, at the way he was still holding her as if she were something precious, something to be cherished rather than used—she found herself unable to summon those expected emotions. Instead, she felt something dangerously close to happiness.

"No," she admitted softly. "No regrets." Her hand rose to his cheek, a gesture of unexpected tenderness amid the aftermath of their passion. "Though I may need to revise my five-year career plan."

Leo laughed, the sound vibrating through him where they were still connected. "I imagine 'naked on the boss's desk' wasn't part of your projected trajectory."

"Surprisingly, no," Olivia agreed with a smile. "HR might have some questions about that particular career milestone."

A comfortable silence settled between them, a moment of shared understanding that required no words. Leo finally withdrew from her, both of them wincing slightly at the sensitivity. With surprising thoughtfulness, he retrieved tissues from his desk drawer, cleaning them both with gentle care before helping her sit up.

The reality of their situation began to filter back as Olivia took in the chaos they'd created—papers and other detritus strewn across the floor. The professional space had been thoroughly, irrevocably transformed by their actions.

"So," she ventured, suddenly feeling vulnerable again despite the intimacy they'd just shared, "what happens now?"

Leo considered her question as he began gathering his clothing. "Well," he said, his tone deliberately casual, "officially, you've just completed your initiation into Thornfield Industries. So, congratulations are in order. Unofficially… that depends on you."

Olivia considered retrieving her own clothes from where they still hung in the bathroom. But after everything they'd shared, the idea of rushing off to covering herself now, even as Leo dressed, seemed almost dishonest. "On me?"

Leo nodded, stepping into his boxer briefs with fluid grace. "This—" he gestured between them, "—wasn't planned. At least, not consciously." He paused, his expression turning more serious. "But I'd be lying if I said I didn't want it to happen again."

The admission sent a flutter through Olivia's stomach. "But you're my boss," she pointed out, the practical concern finally asserting itself now that the haze of desire had cleared somewhat.

"I am," Leo acknowledged, pulling on his trousers. "Which makes this complicated, but not impossible." He buttoned his shirt efficiency, though he left the top buttons undone, giving him a more relaxed appearance than his usual pristine presentation. "There are protocols for this sort of situation. Disclosure forms. Alternative reporting structures that can be implemented."

"You've looked into this," Olivia observed, surprised by his preparedness.

A slight flush coloured Leo's cheeks—the first sign of embarrassment she'd seen from him. "Let's just say I like to be thorough," he replied, a hint of his usual confidence returning. "And I may have had HR review the policies a few weeks ago."

Olivia raised an eyebrow, a smile tugging at her lips. "A few weeks ago? That's… interesting timing."

Leo left his shirt untucked as he moved toward her. "I told you, Liv. This isn't new for me." His hand reached out to brush a strand of hair behind her ear. "The question is, what do you want?"

The bluntness of his question caught her off guard. What did she want? The professional in her knew the sensible answer—maintain boundaries, focus on her career, avoid complications. But the woman who had just experienced the most intense pleasure of her life, who had finally tasted the reality of a years-long fantasy, wanted something else entirely.

"I want…" she began, then hesitated, gathering her courage. "I want to see where this goes. Whatever this is."

Leo's smile was slow and genuine, reaching his eyes in a way his professional smiles rarely did. "Good," he said simply. "Because I'm not ready to let you go now that I've finally had you."

The possessiveness in his tone sent a fresh ripple of arousal through her, despite their recent activities. "So what's the protocol here? Do we fill out forms declaring our… involvement?"

"Eventually," Leo nodded, retrieving her dress from the bathroom and bringing it to her. "But first, I think we deserve a proper date. Dinner? Tonight? Somewhere private where we can discuss this like adults, fully clothed." His eyes sparkled with mischief. "At least initially."

Olivia accepted the dress, wrapping it around her in the moment without a thought of underwear. The soft fabric settled against her still-sensitive skin, a pleasant contrast to the cool surface of the desk she'd been perched on. "I'd like that," she admitted, smoothing the material over her hips.

Leo watched her dress with undisguised appreciation. "You know," he said conversationally, "most people who go through the initiation prank end up with a funny story to tell at company parties. Something embarrassing but ultimately harmless." He moved closer, his fingers finding the tie of her wrap dress, securing it with surprising deftness. "I think you've ended up with something rather more… significant."

"I'd say so," Olivia agreed, her hands coming to rest against his chest. "Though I'm still reserving the right to be annoyed about the prank itself."

Leo laughed, the sound warm and genuine. "Fair enough. I'll make it up to you tonight." His expression sobered slightly. "And Liv? For what it's worth, I am sorry about the embarrassment. Though not," he added with characteristic honesty, "about where it's led us."

"No," she agreed softly, a strange lightness in her chest, as if some burden she'd carried for years had finally been lifted. "I can’t say I’m sorry about that either.”
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