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Mei stretches her arm as she steps out of her car. Another delivery done and a nice tip to add to her pockets. Her car’s pizza topper glows with a faint reddish-orange hue over the car’s roof. The words “Prim & Pretty’s Pizzeria” shine in the evening light before gently dimming. More than once she’s wanted to give the sign some googly eyes, but corporate wouldn’t approve. Their loss. Mei shakes her head in disgruntled disappointment. What she wouldn’t do for some excitement around here!

She swipes her keycard at the employee back entrance and pushes into the kitchen. The air conditioning rustles her hair while heat billows from the ovens. Two co-workers are already topping the next pizza while Deborah operates the front desk, hand pressed on her headset while taking a call.

“Anything interesting?” Mei asks as she strolls over to the front.

“You could say that,” Deborah groans, her tone anything but excited as she taps the mute button on her headset. “I’ve got a woman on Clayton Street trying to order three large pizzas and a stack of breadsticks for some sort of clothing-optional party. It’s one of those sorority party houses. I’m not sending anyone into that mess. Looks like I gotta cancel the order.”

Mei’s eyes widen, and she lunges forward. “Don’t you dare!”

Deborah looks over. “Mei, you can't seriously be considering taking the delivery.”

“Why not? It sounds fun, and think of the tip!” Mei says, but money is the last thing on her mind. Her heart pounds and a reckless smile curls on her lips. It’s not every day she gets invited to a party, especially one so wild!

“If you say so.” Deborah rolls her eyes. “Don’t think it’s worth it even with a tip. But if you’re okay with delivering to a house full of half-naked women, I’ll confirm their order.”

“Confirm it!” Mei flashes a thumbs-up, smirking as Deborah fumbles with her headset and clicks back onto the call.

“Ugh.” Deborah rubs her forehead, her soured frown deepening. “Mei, are you sure about this? Now they’re asking what you’ll be wearing.”

“Tell them I’ll be naked.” Mei grins, even considering it.

“Mei! Be serious,” Deborah squeaks, cupping her hand over her microphone.

“Then tell them to use their imagination. I don’t care what they think.” Mei shrugs, feigning indifference even as her heart drums against her ribs. 

“Fine. Better you than me.” Deborah shakes her head, taking a deep fortifying breath.

Mei leans against the wall, watching with a predatory glee. Deborah’s features smooth into neutral professionalism as she speaks into her headset’s microphone. 

“That’s three large pizzas. One pepperoni, one cheese, and one supreme. Plus two orders of cheesy breadsticks. Anything else?” Deborah pauses, coughs, then taps her headset. A slow deep crimson hue creeps up her neck. “Um... I don’t think we do that here, Ma’am.” 

Deborah cups a hand around her mic and whispers to Mei. “You sure you don’t want me to cancel? I can tell them to get their pizza elsewhere. Seriously.”

“Nah,” Mei says. “I’m fine. What did she want to add?”

“Um...” Deborah swallows hard. “She wanted to know if the delivery guy would enjoy a... flash tease.”

With a playful grin, Mei saunters forward and taps Deborah’s shoulder. “Tell her that her delivery girl appreciates the attempt, but she prefers something a little more sophisticated.”

“Oh, thank god. I thought you were going to say yes!”

“Who says I won’t?” Mei brushes her hair away from her shoulders, her smile widening as she watches Deborah’s brain short-circuit.

Deborah’s mouth is slack-jawed. Her fingers tighten around the microphone. A long pause follows, and Mei lets out a sharp laugh.

“Did you forget you still have a call on the line?” Mei cheekily taps Deborah’s arms. 

The look on Deborah’s expression is priceless. She scrambles into action, fumbling with the headset buttons like they were live grenades. “Ahem. Sorry about the wait, ma’am. I’ll be confirming your order. Your total comes to eighty-one dollars and seventy-two cents. May I have your credit card number...”

When the business side of things takes over, Mei retreats to a nearby chair. She sits cross-legged and traces an index finger across her lips. She shifts in her seat, trying to get comfortable, but her “Prim and Pretty” uniform digs into her thighs and shoulders, a stiff and itchy reminder of how restrictive and stringent corporate is.

Is she actually going to deliver naked? She wants to deny it, but the more she thinks about it, the more she squirms. It’s not fair they get to wear whatever they want while she’s trapped in a boring old uniform! A party like that is practically begging for a response. 

For the first time ever, she could strip out of her tacky outfit. It’s crazy to even consider it! But if the entire house is clothing-optional, why shouldn’t the delivery girl be too?

Mei swallows a heated breath, her heart drumming against her ribs with nervous excitement.

“Order twenty-three. That’s you, Mei!” Deborah calls out over the bustling noise of the kitchen, holding three large pizza boxes and two smaller boxes balanced on top. 

“On it!” Mei stands from her seat and grabs a large heat-preserving bag from a storage rack. “No drinks?” Mei asks while she stuffs the pizza boxes inside.

Deborah hesitates, her eyes searching Mei’s face. “Everything’s here. Are you... Uh... Are you really going to deliver naked?”

“Any particular reason you’re asking?” Mei looks up, forcing her expression into a mask of stoic professionalism while her heart drums.

“N-No reason. You teased about it, so I was wondering...” Deborah waves her hands, her cheeks glowing deep red.

“Uh-huh.” Mei narrows her eyes, letting the silence hang for just a second too long.

“Well... Good luck,” Deborah says, propping open the heavy back door. The cool afternoon air rushes in to meet the kitchen’s heat.

Mei nods. “I’ll let you know how it goes. Might take longer than usual. You know what these parties are like. They might not even hear me ring the doorbell.”

A sly grin decorates Mei’s expression as she steps outside, hauling the thermal bag to her car.

“Wait... I know that look. You’re actually considering it!” Deborah’s voice rises in pitch. “Y-You could get into trouble!”

“Maybe!” Mei pops open a door and slides the bag onto the passenger seat. “See you soon.”

“W-What do you mean by maybe?”

“I’ll tell you after!” Mei doesn’t say anything further, just slips inside her car and lets the engine roar, fueling the raw excitement beating in her heart.
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Mei presses on the brakes as she drifts into the curb, her heart pounding with indecision.

The sorority party house is surprisingly large, two-stories tall, with rich green hedges, and a surrounding privacy fence. Blaring music spills from an open balcony door, and shadows dance against the window blinds. With cars packed in the driveway, the entire house thrums with energy.

She cuts her car’s engine. But before she grabs her delivery bag, she pauses. A single sign stands out in front, decorated in bright reflective letters and a stark announcement: “Clothing optional beyond this point".

Could she really do it? She’s delivered to plenty of people who hadn't bothered with a robe. But delivering naked? It would be crazy! However, she’s never let crazy stop her before.

Mei scans the house, the windows, and the shadowy dancing. Her thoughts run wild. She’s sure she’s spotted at least a few scantily dressed people behind the window blinds. Thrills travel to her chest as she tugs at the hem of her shirt. Well, if they're optional... 

In one swoop of motion, she pulls her shirt off. Her heart beats skyrockets. Sunlight pours through the windshield, bathing her skin in a faint, warm glow. Mei gasps, shocked by the sudden rush of vulnerability, but it’s also an encouraging concoction. The heat that billows inside her pushes her to continue.

If only Deborah could see her now. Mei muses. 

She kicks off her shoes and wiggles out of her socks. The music from the house grows louder, matching the beating of her heart. She’s actually doing this! The taste of her forbidden act is intoxicating. 

As she slides her pants down her legs, her bare thighs squeak against the leather seat, loud and jarring even against the musical backdrop of the party, painting her cheeks a warm red despite the defiant grin on her face. A sense of knowingness surrounds her. She could stop right now. But prancing around in her underwear isn’t going to cut it.

She wants to bare it all. 

With excitement coursing through her, she reaches back and unclasps her lacy red bra, then slips off her panties, tossing them into the footwell with a flick of her toes.

It’s freeing and perverse. She’s sitting in her car wearing nothing at all, out of uniform, and basking in electrifying bliss.

The warm leather seat squeaks against her flesh, the sensation sharp enough to make her gasp. Her outfit is crazy. Naked out in broad daylight? Who does that? She’s not even wearing socks!

But being entirely naked isn’t what Mei has in mind. No, that won’t do. With her heart drumming, Mei adds the finishing touches. She slips on a bright green hat; “Prim and Pretty Pizzeria” is printed in swirling reds, yellows, and whites. Cute, sexy, and just the look she wants.

This is it. Mei decides, wearing nothing but her hat, skipping even shoes
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