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I love my boss
by MangaBitch

Summary

Reader works for multiple nations as a secretary, helping them with all of their
responsibilities as a country. But they can't help but fall for them despite the taboo that comes
with falling for your boss. No matter how hard you try to fight your feelings, you just fall
deeper in love.

Notes

I can't say how often I will update, no specific order of chapters. I hope you like the story

http://archiveofourown.org/users/MangaBitch/pseuds/MangaBitch


Always a lady

Olivia was on her way to another world meeting, the yearly meeting that allowed everyone to
get up to date with the situation of their nations and strengthen their alliances. As always, she
had made sure to be prepared and leave a good example towards other nations.  She had
never liked to be tardy as it made her look improper and unprofessional. By not being on time
she would cause problems for other nations and keep people behind, ruining their schedule.
As well as work, people would have plans and other business to attend to when this was all
over. She would hate to get in the way of someone else's schedule, she would feel just terrible
about causing problems for others. By showing up early she could bond with her allies and
get up to date on more personal matters as well as with work. She had friends amongst other
nations, not just ones who were purely business based.

However, that did not mean she could not be kind and check up to make sure they were well.
There may be one of her allies or another nation having a bad day, by speaking to them she
may leave them in a good mood or help vent whatever issues they were having. That would
leave her in a good mood all day, knowing she had done some good and made the world a
better place. Part of building allied relationships was being able to find mutual ways to bond
and showing you cared.

As such, she had to make a good impression to said allies by looking her best. She had to
keep up her ladylike image as to not make herself look bad towards her allies. Her boss
always told her to never let the side down and to never allow any form of mistakes and that
included appearances. So she always put in work to make sure she looked proper when
greeting her companions, having prepared the day before. She was wearing a peach pink
blazer and a matching pencil skirt, with a modest slit in the side. She was also wearing a
white blouse shirt and a blue necktie bow around her neck. Her strawberry blonde hair styled
back into bunches with pale blue bows and matching pink heels.

She had tidied herself up especially for the meeting, getting up early as to have plenty of time
to shower, get in a taxi and leave for the meeting. he was only grateful she was the host of the
meeting this time, as it meant less stress at the airport. Though she was never one to
complain, only worry; sometimes everything did become a bit much. But it made her grateful
to have a helper that made such matters so much easier than they had been before. 

She hummed happily to herself, a spring in her step “Oh, its so good to be organized. Time
for another meeting, the early bird catches the worm after all” she said proudly. She was
bright eyed and bushy tailed, eager to have another productive day. She only wished Simone
would be as productive and less lazy, it wasn't ladylike to show up to a meeting un-
enthusiastically or late, it really let the side down for everyone else and was very thoughtless
of her. 

“Yes ma’am” (Y/N) replied quickly, gripping your briefcase tightly in your grasp. If not for
(Tea/coffee) in your system, there was no way in hell you would be able to function this
early. It was way too early for this kind of shit. Times like this you were relieved to be so
talented at multitasking. Carrying her tea in one hand and a bag of pastries in the other. So,



your boss could have breakfast on the way to the meeting. Despite the inner frustrations you
were having, you could vent about it later on your break.

You were hungry, tired, stressed and frustrated, despite having everything organized you
never understood why she needed to get up so early. There was a lot of time to waste and
everyone would not be arriving for some time, which would leave everything rather quiet for
a while. Not that you minded being alone with your boss, but given your mood and a lack of
distractions, it would only make your mental state worse. And you would have to restrain
yourself as to not have a mental breakdown. 

Olivia turned to face you with a bright smile that made your heart melt like warm butter.
Spinning quickly on her heels to face you like she was dancing on a feather, her long red hair
flowing over her shoulder. “Do you have everything?” she asked curiously. Her big blue eyes
beaming at you with hope and happiness. You could never stay mad at your boss when you
looked at you like that, it just ate away at you. Damn your weakness for cute things. 

(Y/N) blushed, but you attempted to hide your flustered attitude given how inappropriate it
would be. “Yes ma’am” you replied quickly. She really was cute, her pretty heart shaped face,
soft skin, pale complexion, small but lovely figure and soft red hair. You had never expected
that you would ever fall for your boss, but here you were. Trying to hide how heavily you
were crushing on your boss. Though such things did happen in the work place, it was not
appropriate with your employer.

Olivia then smiled at you sweetly, causing you to internally scream at how cute she looked
right now. How one girl was so attractive you would never know, but you were grateful to
have her as your boss, allowing you to appreciate her every day. “Thank you pet, you really
are such a big help” she replied gratefully. You were so polite, helpful and kind, such a nice
girl. She then checked her watch and hummed, making sure of the time. She was relieved to
know you had plenty of time, meaning you could take things easy for a while. 

She then sat at a table with you to enjoy her breakfast, even carrying a napkin and everything.
She was always so prepared and made sure to not make a mess when she ate. Being self
aware and keeping things handy always paid off in any situation. You never know what small
trinkets you kept on your person could help you in any given situation. Though many nations
like France and her ex ward America called it clutter, she always found some use for them. 

Though you were sleepy, you smiled at her fondly. Honestly, your boss was so adorable it
hurt. Those freckles that kissed her cheeks, partially her arms and body, utterly angelic. The
best part about your employer was how reasonable she was, rarely ever getting upset or angry
about anything. In fact, she had a tendency to baby you. Sometimes you worried about her
attitude towards you that people would get the wrong idea, as it may cause rumours and
people to speak badly of her.

You could handle rumours and harassment about yourself, it came with the job. But you
would never accept slander towards your boss, she always made sure to take care of you and
respect you. You were lucky to have such an understanding boss, but not everyone could be
as lucky. So you were always sure to never arouse the wrong impression from others or cause
any misunderstandings that may threaten your bosses reputation or your own employment. 



Olivia then spotted at how tired you looked, though she was glad you were taking your job
seriously, there was a lot of time before the meeting would start. After all, she would wake
you when the time came. “(Y/N), poppet, would you like to take a nap?” she offered kindly.
You needed to be your best for the meeting and it would look sloppy if you were yawning the
whole time. What would happen if you got so tired and overworked that you passed out?

She had noticed how tired you were on the way, using caffeine boosts to keep up your energy
and allow you to keep working. But that was not healthy as it would mess with your sleep
pattern and only cause you to burn yourself out later on. As your boss it was her job to take
care of you and make sure you were always at your best. You were not just her employee but
also her responsibility and a person for that matter. If something happened to you she would
feel just awful.  

You blushed, in this line of work you were used to the early mornings and business by now.
Yes, you weren’t much of an early bird but sometimes you just had to adapt somehow. “B…
but Miss Kirkland, I can’t. I’m on duty” you protested. Though being close to her made you
happy, it was best to think about her intimately inside your head. You knew if you got close
to her, your thoughts would only run wild and your feelings would get the better of you.
Which would only lead to making a fool of yourself which you could not allow. 

Olivia frowned making you worry, Olivia getting angry was never a good thing. Though she
was usually a happy go lucky kind of person, when she was serious there was no messing
with her. You knew from personal experience after witnessing her arguments with France or
even breaking up fights how frightening her temper could be. Thus you tried your hardest to
remain on her good side. “We have at least an hour before the meeting. A few winks won’t
hurt, now pet. Take a nap” she scolded firmly.

There was no shame in resting when you had the opportunity, it left you feeling refreshed and
better able to return to work. She knew this morning had taken a lot out of you and getting
some rest would be of great benefit to you. You hadn't eaten either which also worried her, so
she decided she would leave you a pastry so you could be able to have some sugar intake to
keep you going through some of the meeting until break. 

You pouted, you couldn’t argue with her when she scolded you. You had seen how stern she
could be with other nations, including her ex wards. Though you hated being a bother to your
boss as taking care of her and helping her with work was part of your job. You then moved
your chair closer to her awkwardly, trying to avoid eye contact. Before looking around, you
slowly leaned against her shoulder. “Pardon me ma’am” you apologized. She smelled like
roses and baking, a sweet and alluring scent. 

She then smiled sweetly, glad you were finally being compliant and thinking about yourself.
It wasn’t good that you worried over your job so much and neglected your well-being. Being
self aware while on the job avoided accidents and making yourself ill. Though she was happy
you took your job seriously, remembering when to take a step back and reflect was always
important. “Sweet dreams poppet” she cooed. You were always such a hard worker and a
good girl. It made her heart swell with pride. 

Having you around always made things so much happier. She didn't often say it, but because
France didn't always want to talk to her and her ex wards tended to do their own thing; she



got very lonely. But now that she had you around, the emptiness she used to feel was now
fading. But if only you would see how worried she got when you overworked yourself. But at
least now you were able to get some rest to ease her nerves.



Blowing off steam

Chapter Summary

Lovina is once again in a bad mood because of other nations, accidentally taking it out
on you. But things work out

Chapter Notes

new update, hope you like it

Lovina stormed down the hallway in frustration, her heels clacking on the paved floor
cursing in Italian under her breath. Today had been going so well until some of the others had
started to tease Lovina again, leading to your current situation. Given her short temper and
stubborn nature, Lovina would be stewing over this for a while. She had a tendency to hold
grudges on people who hurt her feelings. She was more than used to people not taking her
seriously by now or using her for their own advantage. Very few of the other nations she had
allies with, she even considered friends. But because of the jerks who had decided to tease
her, she was in such a bad mood she couldn't even think of facing her friends as she would
only be in a bad mood. 

Today was just falling apart slowly, first they ran out of coffee this morning which left her in
a bad mood. Her sister caused a scene and then started to annoy the hell out of her, to which
Spain followed suit. When she tried to make conversation with other nations someone
interrupted her, she couldn't concentrate because of the loud noise. Then everyone started to
ask patronizing and personal questions that were really none of their business. Causing her to
wonder how things could get any worse from there.

Rather than stick around, she had left without so much as a word. Wanting to avoid all forms
of interaction from there in hopes of avoiding any more trouble, having had her fill of human
interaction for the rest of the afternoon. Sometimes she really wondered why she even
bothered to show up to these things, she was only forgotten about or teased relentlessly. Now
she knew how Canada felt when she was ignored, the feeling really did suck. Either not being
taken seriously or forgotten she existed at all. However, in the rush she had forgotten about
someone very important.

Having blocked out everything else around her, she forgot she was being followed at all. That
someone very important was trying their hardest to keep up and trying to speak up, but was
having trouble being able to communicate due to their slowly growing anxiety.  You were
following Lovina closely behind as fast as your feet could carry you. Which was not an easy



feat, given you were carrying heavy paperwork in a satchel close to your chest and running in
heels of all things. Praying you didn't fall over or drop anything at some point as that would
only make things worse for both of you. Just more fuel on the fire to worsen the mood and
situation. Some of the other nations had pissed off Lovina during the meeting by teasing and
patronizing her again. Now instead of catching up with some of her friends, all she wanted to
do was go back to her hotel room for some peace and quiet.

She had been so happy to see Canada, England and Japan again after such a long time. But
before she could get two words in she had been bombarded by Spain, Prussia and France
only annoying the hell out of her. She wouldn't have minded so much if not for Prussia asking
her if she wanted to hang out with her awesome self, or France hitting on her shamelessly.
Did they ever want to do anything but brag or try to get into her pants? It hurt to think that
they only wanted her for her body and nothing else. After her fuse was cut short, she decided
to make a quick exit before she snapped and ended up making a bigger scene. 

(Y/N) really felt the need to speak up and try to comfort your boss, but you were too scared
to speak. You knew the short fuse that Lovina got when she was mad, rather wanting to avoid
it being vented at you. However, you couldn't leave until you had seen her to her hotel room,
passed on the paperwork and seen that she was in a good state. Her boss would only get mad
at you if she did, you didn't need more stress on top of this. The reason you were trying to
keep a sight distance, was the radiating cloud of rage you could feel flowing from her like
smoke. Her outbursts were not known to be pretty and it was a ticking time bomb until she
fully exploded. The last thing you wanted was to be the one whom she directed her anger at,
you wouldn't be able to cope. You had never been good at confrontations.

"Stupid Spain, treating me like a baby" she growled under her breath. Even though she was
an independent nation, a fully grown woman, Spain still continued to treat her like a baby and
embarrassed her in front of everyone. She was sick of being undermined, of not being taken
seriously. She even embarrassed her in front of (Y/N), was it too much to ask for some damn
respect from everyone? It was bad enough she was forgotten about or compared to her
younger and more talented sister. She loved Spain, she really did. After her grandmother had
died, she was the only thing she could call family after being separated from her younger
sister. But the fact that she couldn't seem to look past the fact she had grown up and was no
longer a child anymore got really frustrating. 

Suddenly, you tripped over your own feet, falling forwards abruptly and bumping into
Lovina's back. Hurting your face at the sudden fall and crash into her shoulder-blades.
Causing you to panic at your own actions, worried about being yelled at. She was in a bad
enough mood as it was, which you had more than likely made ten times worse with your act
of clumsiness. If only you had been paying attention and not worrying so much, then this
could have been avoided. After this morning, the last thing you wanted was to find yourself
in more trouble, but trouble obviously had other ideas indeed.

Lovina stopped in her tracks, silence falling upon her as quickly as you had tripped into her.
Turning to face you with her gleaming green eyes, a confused look on her face as she peered
down at you. However, from your point of view she still looked really annoyed which made
you only panic. Realizing how much you had fucked up here, mentally wishing you could go



back and stop yourself from annoying your boss. Why did life hate you? Why was it always
pulling you into unfortunate circumstances. 

You straightened up immediately and scrambled backwards still shaking a little, your head
glued to the floor with shame. You looked like a child that had just been caught with their
hand in the cookie jar before dinner by their mother. "Mi dispiace, you were walking really
fast and I couldn't keep up" you babbled in apology. Gripping the satchel to your chest for
dear life, acting as your only source of comfort. Silently waiting for her to get mad at you
too.

Lovina softened, taking in how scared you looked. Cowering away like a small and
frightened animal, all because of her being so stupid and childish. She had made you feel like
it was your fault, caused you to worry about further angering her because of other nations
making fun of her. Though none of what happened had anything to do with you whatsoever.
She felt bad for being such a brat, having been mad at Spain not you. No wonder the other
nations teased her so much. She sighed heavily, angry at herself and knowing what a fool she
had been. (Y/N) don't apologize. I'm the one acting like una cagna. I had no right to make
you feel bad about any of it" she apologized. You were only doing your job, but the fact that
you genuinely cared about her meant the world. You had such a big heart , even now
worrying about upsetting her when you were not in the wrong whatsoever.

You blushed, shifting awkwardly. You actually had been harbouring a crush on Lovina for the
longest time, working beside her having allowed you to understand her better. You nervously
attempted to make yourself look a bit more presentable again. Tidying your hair up, your face
slowly reddening to the colour of the tomatoes that Lovina loved to eat as a snack. "Its ok,
your under a lot of pressure and I know you don't mean it. But you know... Spain does care a
lot about you" you replied shyly. You had actually considered asking her to get dinner and
drinks with you later, but after what had happened part of you felt like it was a bad idea. Not
being the best of times to ask your boss on a date of all things. 

Lovina felt as though her heart was being squeezed, god why did you have to be so cute? She
never thought getting a secretary would be a good idea at first, but her boss had insisted to
make things easier. But she had really warmed up to you as time had passed. She ran a hand
through her brown waves, still blushing profusely. "I.... your a great help. I... I know my
temper is a lot to handle. But your really sweet, helpful and cu.. cool" she replied nervously,
averting the last sentence quickly. Having almost revealed her feelings for you.

You went into shock, realizing what she was about to say to you. Slowly clicking onto the
fact that your feelings for each other were mutual. Suddenly, all of the problems from earlier,
her sulking, your anxiety. None of that seemed to matter anymore, fading away into smoke.
You felt a shy smile creep up onto your face "You want to get dinner later?" you asked
bravely. The two of you could go over the work together and relax after this very long and
stressful day.

Lovina's face darkened, a look of shock on her face. She was rather taken aback by how
casual and forward your statement just was. She had never expected you to be so bold and
honest about such things, but that only made her like you more. This unexpected side of
yourself being rather interesting, proving looks could be deceiving after all.



Upon realizing what you had just said, to your boss of all people. You felt yourself starting to
panic, grabbing your satchel and holding it in front of you. Hoping to explain yourself "I... I..
um, I meant, the paperwork" you stammered. It would be a calm and comfortable setting
which would allow you to get things done without freaking out too much. A soothing ending
to an otherwise crappy day.

Lovina bit her lip, trying hard not to laugh at how adorably awkward you were "Questa
ragazza" she mumbled. Who knew such an awkward and shy girl could be so cute, being
nowhere as stubborn as she was. But in fact sweet and slightly clumsy. But she found that
endearing, how you wore your heart on your sleeve but tried so badly to hide it. She only
hoped one day she would be brave enough to tell you how she felt properly.

Una cagna-A bitch

Questa ragazza-This girl

 



My sunflower

Chapter Summary

Everyone was surprised that you had Russia of all people for a boss, given her
reputation for being scary and childishly cruel. But you know better, but that didn't mean
she wasn't prone to being possessive now and again.

Chapter Notes

Jealous Nyo Russia

(Y/N) followed Anya obediently down the hall, trying hard not to stumble over your own feet
as you attempted to keep up. Though somewhere along the way you had finally managed to
get your shit together, compared to what you called a disaster during the first couple of weeks
under her employment. It was fair to say you had improved, but you still had a long way to
go in your own eyes. No matter how much your boss reassured you that you were doing a
good job. You just wanted to make sure nothing went wrong is all, trying to keep up
professional airs.

You were skimming through the paperwork you had gathered from her boss to prepare for
today's meeting. Preparing her of what was to come and building on relations with her current
allies, topics of discussion etc. Just the basics of any meeting, it was crucial to know what
you were talking about after all. It was your job to make this easier for everyone, given how
stressful this would be on her too. As composed as she always looked, you knew better. The
strains of how work and keeping up appearances wore her out.

She was a professional and hard working person, when she wasn't being her usual childish
self. She didn't like unnecessary trouble and it often frustrated her, an ominous appearance
always surrounding her when pressure or avoidable troubles seemed to block her path. You
had seen how angry she looked when faced with incompetence, trying to avoid her wrath
from ever being directed at you. So to make things easier for her and prove your capabilities,
you strided to prove your lack of inconvenience. That you took your job just as seriously and
knew the impact of your own actions, how they reflected on her.

You were no fool to her reputation, you were bombed with harassment and warnings upon
coming into her employment. There were many nations who were scared of your boss,
avoiding her as much as possible, thinking her to be a cruel and sadistic individual. But of
course, you knew otherwise. She was honest in her opinion, sometimes lacking a filter but
not intentionally. She was just bad at reading a situation most times so you had to explain to



her. She was indeed childishly cruel, sometimes mischievous too; though was not always
aware of her actions. Unable to see how wrong her actions were, due to her naive innocence.
Like a child burning ants under a magnifying glass. You could never see how her actions
were cruel. She was socially awkward, having lived alone for most her life after her siblings
gained independence from her. She was often overwhelmed by others, finding it hard to
connect. The only reason she pushed herself to build friendships was because her boss
insisted and shoved her into the situation without warning. Though her bonding ability was
improving, there were times when she still enjoyed her own solitude. You being one of the
few people she actually spent the most time around, showing her trust of you.

It was your job to help her, do whatever you could to make her work load easier and relieve
strain from her shoulders. Helping her when she needed aid with the documents she had to go
through. Editing the works they were given to make them better, researching for meetings,
etc. But it could of course be tiring for you, lack of sleep, on your feet all day, often
exhausted, having to eat snacks when you missed lunch etc. You remembered days when you
were so tired you collapsed on a bed and fell asleep on the spot, being reminded of how much
rest you were being neglected of.

Anya then abruptly stopped, taking you by surprise to which you halted attempting to not
bump into her or fall over. Having been so busy with the documents your attention had been
elsewhere, which luckily had not ended in an embarrassing disaster. She then took a deep
breath, turning to you with one of her signature smiles than had sent chills down many a
spine. But it never really bothered you, being able to tell between anger and her genuine
smiles. "(Y/N) I should be able to manage the meeting alone. You take break now, da?" she
suggested sternly.

You had been working hard all morning, running back and forth on your feet non stop.
Though she was pleased to know how much effort you were putting in, she was worried that
the neglect you were placing on yourself. She was well aware you had not eaten breakfast
yet, running on fumes and anxiety, as much as you tried to hide it she could hear your
stomach gurgling. Aching to be filled with something delicious to restore your energy. She
did not want you to get sick from over exertion and lack of food. Your health was very
important, regardless of work.

(Y/N) felt her cheeks heat with the blood that coloured her face, only you and her siblings
were aware of the kindness Russia was capable of showing. That she wasn't the scary
monster whom everyone believed her to be, that in fact she was just lonely, seeking company.
She was honest, but she was usually unaware of the impact her words had when she shared
her opinion with others. But thanks to you, she was learning to think before she spoke.
"Spasibo, Miss Braginska" you thanked her gratefully. You could now grab (Tea/Coffee) and
some much needed breakfast. You had been so busy all morning that the memory of breakfast
had been lost on you. It would have been very problematic if you had fainted during the
meeting due to hunger, leaving a bad impression on your boss and making you look
incompetent. 

Anya then reached out slowly, patting your head affectionately. Her violet eyes gentle and
full of affection, causing your face to redden into a darker colour. She was always so gentle
with you, how could you not fall for her? Though, you were keeping your affections for her



guarded for now. Unaware if she felt the same way, but also how inappropriate it would seem
to be dating your boss. "I will call when the meeting is over, now run along sunflower" she
replied softly. She could text you when the meeting was coming to an end, right now food
was a necessity for you. 

As (Y/N) turned to leave, America who had been lingering in the background, overhearing
the whole conversation. Strolled up to Russia, a playful grin on her face. Who knew she was
capable of showing such a soft spot for someone, she was rather jealous. "Yo Russia, your
secretary is pretty cute" she teased. You were such a sweetheart, so docile and hardworking.
She wondered how Russia got so lucky as to gain someone as cute as you. She was tempted
to steal you away.

Russia slowly turned to face America, her gentle aura now turning sour. The room growing
cold and a dark cloud surrounding her out of nowhere, this was not a funny joke on America's
behalf. Glaring at the blonde with a wicked smile (if looks could kill), "Prosti, but (Y/N) is
my secretary America" she warned darkly. Cute little (Y/N) belonged to her, the beloved
sunflower she had been yearning for her whole life. Like hell she was going to let the
obnoxious blonde ally take her away. It was something she would never allow.

America pouted, resting her arms behind her head as she watched you walk away. Russia was
so stingy, never wanting to share anything, like a small child who had been given a new toy.
But she knew better than to mess with Russia, aware of what she was capable of. Still, she
wondered what a girl like you saw in someone as creepy and childish as her. 



I want you

Chapter Summary

2p Nyo france catches reader drinking at meeting and decides to apologize in her own
way, realizing she has a crush on you

Chapter Notes

reviews are appreciated :)

Simone sat at the meeting table in silence, gazing into the oblivion as she blocked out the
irritable sound of her fellow debating allies. Honestly, she hated these world meetings with a
passion but she showed up anyway as a sign of loyalty to her nation. She sipped her tea
gratuitously, having slipped in some whiskey beforehand in order to make this meeting more
bearable. She hated being here anyway, so why hide the fact she was drinking to make the
time pass faster.

She kept averting her gaze to the clock, watching the hands slowly tick waiting for the time
to pass until she could leave. Her freedom being returned to her after being forced to endure
this boredom for hours. She would never get that time of her life back, but hell she was
immortal so she had plenty of his for crying out loud. But she certainly had better things to
do than to sit through this. Sometimes she wondered if other nations simply enjoyed the
sound of their own voice and wanted her to sit through this to appease their own vanity.

She found England's voice to be irritating, she hated how girly and squeaky her voice was, if
not for how cute she was she would never really hang out with the nation. Jessie and Maddie
were arguing as per usual, though surprisingly hadn't started a fist fight yet meaning they
were trying to behave. Those two could rarely be in the same room as each other and not
come out black and blue. But at least she was proud to say that Canada's living in the woods
had taught her to look after herself. Truth be told her drinking was also an attempt to block
out the rowdy noise of everyone else to make it better.

She had developed many coping mechanisms for her problems over the years, I mean, they
worked despite the fact people harassed on her on finding something healthier. This was her
life and her business so who were they to get involved. She couldn't live with regrets and
simply saw the world for what it was, a depressing place full of pain, suffering and ugliness,
so why not simply reflect what the world really was even if nobody wanted to accept that?



She was growling and muttering in french under her breath, a cold expression on her face as
she did so. Unless it was about official business, nobody dared speak to her. Everyone knew
the temper Simone had on her and that she was not someone to get on the wrong side of.
Compared to her 1P persona, she was anything but sunshine and joy, in fact she loved a bit of
trouble and cared not for getting blood on her clothes. If it meant proving a point to someone
else. That is if she could be bothered getting involved in the affairs of others.

How someone chose to live their life, make their own choices, fuck up their lives, what did
she care? She simply longed for the simple things in life, to drink until she couldn't feel,
smoke to ease her nerves and sleep with as many people as she wanted. She had never
believed in the delusion of love, simply seeing it a momentary lapse in judgement due to
sexual repression and internal frustration. It made her sick to watch love sick couples cling to
each other, they were moulded into one person and never owning any self identity away from
each other. 

Meanwhile (Y/N) lingered in the background uncomfortably, taking notes of the meeting
knowing full well that your boss wouldn't be. She never really gave a shit about these
meetings at all, seeing them as a waste of time but knowing her boss would chew her out if
she didn't attend. Thus she was forced against her will to be in a place she hated, coping using
the only way she knew how, by drinking. But you knew better than you try and stop her, it
never worked. You could feel her rage from here. it was like a wall of pure hatred, making
you feel sick. Hell, if you had a knife you could probably slice through it like cake.

You hated feeling like this, the negative energy ready to swallow you up as if you were
drowning in an ocean. Unable to see anything for the miserable feeling that surrounded you,
wishing you could be anywhere else. You were generally a resilient person who could bounce
back from nearly anything. But this was too much even for you, dealing with this shit day
after day, week after week, you really got the short straw when it came to employment. You'd
quit if you weren't such a thorough person when it came to your job. 

You peered around the meeting room cautiously, making sure nobody was looking at you. I
mean you had to keep up appearances and all, given Simone had little to know interest in
doing such a thing. You then pulled out a small bottle of (favourite alcohol) and took a long
sip. You knew drinking at work was prohibited but what the hell? The meeting was so crappy,
a total mess and nobody would care. Hell, half of them weren't even debating, just venting
out their tensions with each other.

Simone was the most apathetic person you knew, she didn't care about anything or anyone.
She only came to these meetings because her boss made her, if she had it her way she would
never attend at all. She lounged about these events drinking or smoking, which wasn't so
different when she was at home either. The amount of times you had visited her home and
found a random woman leaving from another one of her hookups was endless, she was
unhelpful when it came to her work and was even snappy with you at times.

So why? Why did you care so much about her when it was none of your business anyway?
Why were you so upset when she didn't take care of herself or slept around with the first
pretty girl she saw? Why of all people did you have to fall for a woman like her? An
apathetic, alcoholic chain smoking womanizer? You had really scraped the bottom of the



barrell here, falling for the worst kind of woman possible. It was so pitiful you were drinking
here at work to cope with your feelings and general frustration at your job.

Simone peered at you from her seat, catching you taking a swig from what was obviously
liquor. However, she said nothing as she had no right to judge anyone about drinking. But she
never saw you as that kind of girl, you had such a strong will that she never saw you as ever
capable of such a thing. Wondering what other secrets you were hiding from her. Seeing you
look so unhappy struck a chord in her, seeing your face make such an expression brought out
an emotion she hadn't felt in a long time, sadness. 

You waited impatiently outside the meeting room, tapping your foot on the floor. You just
wanted to give Simone your paperwork and leave, you had already tolerated enough poison
for today and just wanted to get out of here. You needed to breathe some fresh air and clear
your head, being around this place always left you feeling like crap afterwards. So why did
you keep coming back? Eventually, Simone appeared with a calm yet irritated expression on
her face, having untied her hair from its usual top bun so it fell around her shoulders in wild
waves, which was unfairly sexy.

Her feline like violet eyes, long black lashes, perfect kissable lips and that figure.... nope you
would not let yourself go there. You wouldn't risk losing your job over some shitty crush or
was it more the tension was so strong sex felt like the only way to deal with your anger?
Either way whatever you were feeling didn't seem healthy and you would not allow yourself
to stoop that low. You just needed to focus on your work and get yourself a date to make
yourself happier. You just missed having someone to love, that had to be it, get yourself out
of the single life!

You then handed her the paperwork, nearly shoving at her due to how angry you were. "I
don't expect you to, but please go over it. At least attempt to read some of it as my job is on
the line too" you replied coldly. You went to all the trouble of taking notes, preparing
everything and doing advanced research beforehand, yet she never even glossed over it or
even cared. She just tossed it aside and ignored it like always, why did you even bother? You
went to all the trouble of trying to do your job when she did nothing but go out of her way to
make everything an inconvenience for you. 

She was lazy, sometimes arrogant, caring little for the feelings of others, she acted on whim
and instinct alone, she cared little for herself or others and carried no conscience. Yet
somehow her sadness, internal hatred and self destructive ways drew you to her like a moth
to flame. No this wasn't a case of heroine complex where you felt you could change her, you
weren't that pathetic. But somehow part of you felt she could be better, that she was more
than the depressed person she portrayed herself as. Though you scolded yourself for having
such foolish thoughts. 

Not wanting to wait around here a second longer, you turned on your heels and started to
head home for the day, eager to get out of her presence and relax. You had barely contained
your anger and frustration all day, if not for the cheeky nip you would have exploded right
there in the meeting. You swore you had the patience of a saint working for her as your damn



boss. The irony being that things would probably improve out of pure hate sex, but you
would never allow yourself to stoop so low...yet.

One day, you would be that drunken angry girl who confronted her on all her flaws. Vented
on everything you hated about her before kissing her out of nowhere. One day you would end
up in that regrettable situation you knew that all too well. But you would fight that urge and
that situation for as long as possible before your walls caved and you finally said fuck it. You
refused to allow yourself to end up with someone who would only lead you into a toxic life
that would only end with you being unhappier. 

Simone sighed, it was now or never. She knew you were in a shitty mood so hopefully this
would make things better, she was never good at this sort of thing. "Desole, I know I'm a
shitty boss. But you are a help to me" she replied hesitantly her tone strained. Truth be told
she found your attitude rather cute, you were the first person to call her out on being a pain in
the ass. She knew Olivia would tease her relentlessly about this afterwards, but she could
deal with that later. She owed you this much for all she put you through.

How many times had you run after her, saved her ass and got her out of trouble. Walking in
on her with a one night stand, arriving at her messy apartment with work in tow. Always
wearing an unhappy face when you were around her. Trying your hardest to act like you
didn't care and that it was none of your business despite wearing your heart on your sleeve.
Knowing she had been the one to make you feel this way. Yes, she was not a good person and
knew she was a trainwreck as a human being, but she could at least apologize for dragging
you into her bad habits. That much she could do. 

You blushed, did she just apologize to you? This had to be a dream, the alcohol must have
just gone to your head way too fast is all. She was usually so grumpy and never apologized
for anything, simply whining and complaining about it. You slowly turned to look at her,
staring at her with a look of visible shock on your face. For once unable to say anything due
to trying to process that this was really happening. I mean how were you supposed to answer
to that?

You had to admit, a stubborn, blushing and awkward Simone was rather cute. Wasn't this
what 2p Japan referred to as a tsundere? Someone who actually cared about another human
being but refused to admit that to themselves or anyone else out of fear of looking too soft?
That sounded about right when it came to your boss, she did everything she could to make it
look like she didn't care, when at times she really did. She just hated admitting she was
capable of emotions. 

Simone sighed heavily and growled under her breath, a light dusted blush colouring her
cheeks. Averting her gaze from you ever so slightly, she utterly hated this awkward and
mushy stuff but it needed to be said. "Olivia (England) is a pain, that girl can never shut up.
Jessie (America) is a troublemaker and god knows Olivia spoiling that girl doesn't help
matters. I don't even know where to start with Maddie (Canada). But your strong willed,
blunt and level headed. I like that" she explained. You took shit from nobody not even her,
you got through enough meetings without complaining once, no matter how bad it got. You
still did all the work that was thrown at you, but this was the first time she had ever seen you



drink at work. The first time she had ever seen you crack and use something as a coping
mechanism. Truth be told she actually had a crush on you as hard as that was for her to admit.

You sighed heavily, relenting at her words. In her own way you knew she was trying to make
amends as bad as she was with words "Simone, I know you aren't a people person. Just try
and keep your personal and work life separate. I admit it's hard work, but I like a challenge"
you replied with a small smirk at the last part. You then walked off, your mood improved but
still eager to leave work behind and relax back home. You needed time to process this and
where it left your relationship with your boss. 

Simone watched you leave in silence, lighting a cigarette as her gaze fell upon you. Her
violet eyes darkening with a cloud of lust, allowing her eyes to roam over your form a little.
Nice legs, nice ass and a very pretty face, just her type in fact, that was painfully clear.
"Baiser" she muttered under her breath. She had unwillingly developed a crush on you, she
was aware of these feelings for a while but repressed them on feeling like she was simply
pent up. But now she was aware these feelings were indeed clearly love. It would be indeed
hard to hide feelings for you given your last statement, but maybe she could turn it into a
game.

Baiser-Fuck 

 

 

 



A heroine's duty

Chapter Summary

Reader follows America to a meeting but is almost left behind by mistake, but Amelia
proudly shows off how cute her new secretary is

Chapter Notes

I'm sorry for not updating this story in a while, I've been rather busy in my personal life.
I tried to think of a style of suit that would match 1p male America's suit

America burst through the door of the meeting loudly, the wooden frames slamming against
the wall. Causing the object to rattle loudly with vibrations upon the sudden force of contact
of her strength. An air of energy and excitement radiating from her in waves. A beaming
smile of joy spread across her face, her blue eyes shining bright like stars. Making her
entrance known to all the other nations whom had already arrived. "Sup people, the heroine
has arrived" she yelled eagerly. As she loudly announced her arrival with pride, a few of the
other nations groaned quietly in annoyance. Whatever peace and quiet they had once revelled
in was now over thanks to America finally making it to the world meeting. Though she had a
good heart, America was not the kind of person who knew of personal space or whom just
wanted to speak amongst themselves. She always wanted to be involved even if the situation
was not appropriate. 

She loved to share things, be it videos or pictures from her Youtube or instagram story, she
loved to boast about situations that happened. She loved pranks and sharing awkward or
funny stories. She loved to be the centre of attention and always wanted people to know
about all the awesome stuff that was happening in her life. However, should the tables be
turned and she became the joke or the centre of a prank. She would get sulky and call people
jerks. But she was starting to learn to take jokes nowadays instead of being childish about it.

She was learning to be more mature, self aware and reasonable. Her boss had chewed her out
on her behaviour and how she needed to behave better at work. About how she didn't really
get all her work done and needed to act more responsible. She had of course complained
saying how work was boring and how she just wanted to have some fun every now and again.
Which had led to him deciding she needed an assistant to help her with her duties to make
things easier for her. Which led to the situation she now found herself in.

Things had been annoying at first, setting alarms on her phone, having to prepare things in
advance to be more capable. To focus more on her work, to keep healthier snacks on her



person for blood sugar and not snack so much in between her paperwork. She had found
herself tired and achy, but over time she found herself more motivated in her work and
actually managing to get more documents done. What at first had seemed like a bad idea
ended up being really helpful to her. It seemed like her boss had made a good decision for her
in the long term after all.

Japan peered at the American closely, noticing that there was something very different about
her for once. Her attire had changed from that of what she always wore. She was known for
her casual clothes and lack of dressing down, always wearing attire that one would wear to
the beach or during the summer months; probably because her nation was known for the
hotter seasons. She was very expressive in her clothes, often wearing shorts or skirts. Light
clothes. She still had on her usual bomber jacket, but she was now wearing a long sleeved
white blouse, a beige suit jacket, a matching knee length pencil skirt with a small slit, black
heels and a black necktie. The only other familiar accessory being her necklace. For once she
actually appeared professional.

Though she did admire the personal confidence of the younger nation, her methods were
often hard to understand. Her mentality could be rather exhausting but she was nonetheless  a
good person at heart. She did enjoy her company occasionally, but often had to awkwardly
turn down America when she wanted to bond, as she did not have the endless free time that
the American seemed to have. Sometimes it was solely on needing personal space or wanting
to spend her time with their mutual ally and her lover England. However, America was wary
of the temper that Japan seemed to have when pushed hard enough.

Sensing the tension, France was the first person to speak up and reveal the thought that was
plaguing everyone's mind. "Um, l'Amerique, what are you wearing?" she asked curiously.
She did look nice, it was good to know she was taking a page out of her book for once. Now
she and her sister Maddie would finally match somewhat in terms of attire. But this sort of
style was not like her at all. She had expected her to show up to work in a trouser suit and tie,
not a skirt.

She admired that America had grown into a strong and capable woman since her days of
being one of her brief colonies before losing her to England. She was a longtime ally she was
most proud of when it came to growth. But she was often weary that America could be
clueless, stubborn and often careless. Having to help her out of trouble when she relented in
running to her or someone else when she needed help after once again not listening to advice.
But from what she could assume of her attire today, she had started to take her words to heart
and was growing up a little.

There was a long silence of awkwardness, the reality of the situation hitting America like a
brick. She had sensed some nations were looking at her odd, whispering and some even
double glancing to wonder if this was a prank. Truth be told before arriving she had
questioned with her boss if this was even a good idea, I mean looking smart was cool but she
felt a bit off. She wasn't used to such smart or tight clothing, she preferred more comfortable
clothes. But she wanted to prove she had been listening and taken her bosses words to heart,
that she was trying to make positive changes. 



America blinked in confusion, before sighing heavily in relent. Rubbing the back of her head
awkwardly. She didn't think anyone would really notice or care much, but it was an unusual
change for her. "Yeah, my boss asked me to dress more professionally at work. To make sure
other nations took me seriously" she groaned. She wasn't unaware of the fact some nations
called her childish or mocked her outfits, so she had decided change was a good thing.
Besides, her legs looked great in this skirt. I mean she had been aware of the stares she had
gotten on the way to work from passersby which had been rather uncomfortable.

I mean she was 19 after all, inheriting England's baby face, which only made her feel more
insecure about this outfit. But she wouldn't let that get her down, she would prove she was
capable to her boss. Hell, maybe with some persuasion she would be able to wear black
instead. I mean, she had been eager to wear a men in black attire with the american flag
pinned to her jacket, but he wouldn't let her. Saying she would just use it for fun, pretending
to be a spy. Though she tried to deny it, she had relented admitting she just wanted to have
some fun. But wasn't that accepted and expected every now and again, being serious all the
time was boring. 

England sighed in relief, she had always hoped that America would take a page out of her
book. While she would always be proud of Amelia, she did hope that sometimes she would
be more self aware. "About bloody time, honestly. While I am glad you are proud of your
body, please know public indecency in the workplace is impolite" she scolded sharply.
Wearing a suit to work showed professionalism, that you took your work seriously. Nobody
liked dressing that way all the time, but it was company policy. She wasn't unaware of other
nations staring at America's chest when she was speaking, staring at her chest instead of her
face. She just wanted America to be careful of creeps who would take advantage of her. She
had raised her after all.

America pouted, puffing out her cheeks a little. She never knew why England always had to
be the killjoy and such a bossy boots, hell, she was probably loving this moment. She had
been giving her crap for centuries about acting more like a proper young lady. How she
needed to make a better impression on people if she wanted to make allies. She wanted to
argue but knew she would just get into trouble for it later on so she gave up. Suddenly, there
were footsteps heard approaching in the distance. Fast footed steps that sounded almost like
running from afar. She realized she had nearly forgotten all about you. 

Panting and heaving was heard, before a figure came closer to the meeting room. Eventually
(Y/N) appeared, looking worn out and relieved to see America. She was wearing a matching
beige suit like America, carrying a cup of coffee and a bag of doughnuts in her hand. She had
been running as fast as her legs could carry her towards the meeting, due to how fast she was
you never thought you would catch up at all. After finally catching your breath, you managed
to get out your words. "M... Miss Amelia, your coffee and doughnuts" you panted heavily. As
you entered the room, a few nations heads turned in your direction, some blushing as they
stared at your figure. Your lovely curves, legs and soft (H/C) hair and bright (E/C) eyes. You
were a really cute girl. How the hell did America meet a girl like you? 

You had really had to fight for the position to work with America, promising to get her
organised. Though you had to be stern with her, you were now proud to say Amelia was far
more work oriented than her previously semi slacker habits in the past. I mean for a while it



took a lot of bribing before she knew you would get into trouble too if she didn't start pulling
her weight. Now you had to admit working alongside her could be fun sometimes, when she
wasn't getting into trouble. 

Japan blinked, she knew America had a few friends she had never really spoken much to. But
she didn't recall ever having met you before today. "Um... Amelia-san, who is this?" she
asked hesitantly. She did not want to seem impolite but this was a very important meeting and
she could not just bring anyone she liked. They had serious matters to speak about. 

America's smile returned to her face, reaching out her arm to place it comfortably in a semi
tight grip on your shoulder. She had nearly forgotten about you in her panic of today,
remembering all the supportive words you had given her on the ride here. She didn't know
what she would do without you "This is (Y/N), my new secretary. She's here to make my job
less of a pain in the butt. Be nice, or the heroine will have to kick some bully butt" she
warned. She hadn't really known you that long, but she had already become rather fond of
you. You had done so much for her despite her anxieties caused by her bosses pressure to
better herself. 

You blush, honestly Amelia could be such a handful sometimes, but you knew she meant
well. But her genuine concern for your well being did mean a lot to you. While she was a
rambunctious individual, she was a very kind person. She meant well but had a hard time
reading social situations, but she was getting better at that. You took a deep breath hoping to
calm your nerves and ease your anxiety about first introductions while starting your first day.
"Nice to meet you, I'm (y/n) Miss Amelia's secretary. I do hope we get along in the future"
you replied politely.

Amelia beamed, god she could just eat you all up. She was so proud of you, thanks to your
help you'd been a great example to her and helped her enjoy her work more than before. "See,
ain't she just the cutest? but keep your hands to yourself" she warned. (Y/N) was hers and she
didn't like to share, knowing the likes of France would try to make a move on you. Having a
weakness for pretty girls. You blushed, sometimes Amelia could just be a little overprotective
of you. 

You sighed in relief, finally escaping the room to grab some headspace. The meeting was
finishing up and you had managed to take plenty of notes for Amelia to take care of back in
her hotel room. Meaning you would have less to complain about later, often getting the brunt
from her boss for Amelia's mishaps. Honestly, sometimes you felt more like her babysitter
than anything. You knew you would have a busy time working for her, but this was more than
you expected. Your stomach growled as you were reminded of how hungry you actually
were, working for Amelia often left you with an appetite. In all the rush you hadn't really had
time to get something decent to eat. 

You stretched your arms above your head, the pleasing sound of cracking limbs in your ears.
You were eager to get some food and have some time alone once returning Amelia to her
hotel room. You could get room service maybe or get something at the hotel bar. I mean you
may as well take advantage of some of the perks while you were able to, knowing you would
have to call her boss eventually.



"Yo, (Y/N)" a familiar voice replied hopefully. She was glad she caught you, Prussia and the
others were planning on going to a bar for drinks after the meeting. She had hoped you would
be able to come along, she wanted to show her gratitude for all you had done for her. Without
you she would be a total mess.

You turned to see Amelia approaching you anxiously. You mentally groaned, hoping you
would be able to get off and finally take advantage of your work day finally coming to an
end. But you forced a smile at her, hoping to hide your annoyance. "Miss Amelia, is there
something I can help you with? I was about to finish up for the day" you replied, stressing the
last part. Your duties were supposed to be over.

Amelia blushed, god she had been thinking about this the whole meeting. Truth be told ever
since you were chosen to be her assistant, she had been crushing so hard on you. You were
shy, soft spoken, sweet but so patient and hard working. You were so helpful to her and
unlike so many others, you didn't berate her or put her down. You genuinely encouraged her
and proved to be a big help. But whenever she looked into those eyes of hers. her heart
melted like warm butter in a hot pan. 

"I... um... it's late and um... I was... wondering... hoping... can I get you dinner?" she asked
bravely. God she must have been red as a tomato right now, why did she have to be so bloody
awkward when flirting with people? Despite how confident she was with other nations, she
was actually more awkward when it came to matters of love. 

You blinked, not having expected this from her at all. But like hell you were going to turn
down a free meal from your boss of all people. "Sure" you replied casually a relieved smile
on your face. Times like these, being reminded of how sweet your boss could actually be.

Amelia tried to hide the fact she was jumping up and down inside like a kid who just got a
candy bar. But she wanted to at least look cool in front of you, I mean she really liked you.
"Uh.. cool.... dinner it is then" she mumbled. Her gaze pinned to the floor, trying to hide the
fact that her face was getting redder by the second.  You smiled as you saw how embarrassed
she was, thinking to yourself how cute she looked. You then took her hand as you led her
away in search of dinner, not knowing how happy the gesture made her. 

 

 

 



Simple pleasures

Chapter Summary

Scotland can barely tolerate meetings while her social anxiety flares up, reader worrying
about her wellbeing. But things all work out in the end, allowing them to both relax after
a long day

Isla growled under her breath, her leg bouncing on her knee under the table impatiently. Her
green eyes glowing with silent rage and anxiety, her finger tapping on the table in a tapping
rhythm. She had always hated meetings, so many people, so much white noise blending
together in the background. But she pulled through every time as best she could, these things
were necessary functions after all. As much as she hated them they were a responsibility as a
nation. She had tried to think of her happy place, control her breathing and not get too
worked up as it would make her feel worse. It had seemingly worked for a while, but soon it
began to build and build. There was a lack of control in the meeting room, not even
Germany's usual leadership wasn't able to get them to behave. However, was still able to get
her work done without any trouble at all. She had always been a thorough person, but her
frustration at the lack of order in the room was becoming evident on her face. Despite being a
younger nation, she was indeed a capable one. 

America was once again running her mouth, goofing off and trying to boast about her ideas
being the best. But found herself butting heads with Russia who loved to tease her about her
opinions in hopes of getting a reaction. Even she could see that the Russian had a crush on
America and was using playground tactics to get her attention, which obviously worked
given how oblivious Amelia could be. There were times she wanted to end it and just rant at
them to go on a date or something already. It was clear they both had a lot of tension and
feelings for each other, so why keep playing this mind game much to the annoyance of her
and others?

France and England were having another argument, another petty squabble about who was
more mature or better looking. France belittling England about how childish and immature
she was, while England sulked and insulted France. They had been doing this ever since they
were kids, you'd think after several centuries they would have grown up and learned to move
on from this. But no, there was always something to argue about with these two.  One always
had to have the last word. Once again, a case of playground methods, mixed with a genuine
bond with one another. France loved to tease England, but if someone else was too hurtful or
bullied her, France would defend her instantly. If someone made France cry, England of
course would kick their arse. It was a relationship of "I can bully you, but nobody else can",
but endearing in it's own way.

She of course was tempted to say something, but she was trying not to have as many
outbursts in meetings. She was trying no to control her anger, be above it as one would say.



Not wanting to get involved with the petty arguments, pointless teasing and messing around.
However, it was hard to ignore when it felt like you were being swallowed up by everyone
else's energy with no way out. Her gaze shifting to the clock every now and again to see how
long she had before she could get out of here and breathe easier. She was done with tolerating
this much company and socializing, she was starting to feel like a dead battery, her energy
slowly draining. 

Ever since she was young, Isla had dealt with social anxiety, preferring her own company
above many others. She could deal with a couple of people at most, but large crowds and
meetings were her worst nightmare. But, you were a special case. She had a soft spot for you,
feeling comfortable in your presence. You were the quiet type, easy to relax around, a sweet
and understanding girl who never made her feel uncomfortable. You helped her home from
work after every meeting, took care of all her needs, even helping her come down from a
panic attack when it all became too much for her. Her headache worsening, everyone's
voicing all blending together in the background like white static on an old fashioned TV. She
wanted to light a smoke or grab a quick drink to distract herself, release some of the pressure
that was starting to weigh on her shoulders. 

You were someone whom she could feel relaxed around, like a breath of fresh air. Sometimes
you were so quiet that she forgot you were even in her company, which was sometimes a
relief. If she sensed she wanted to be alone, you didn't argue and left her to her own devices.
However, always reassured her you would be nearby if she needed anything at all. Sometimes
you would make her a drink or a quick bite if you felt she had been working too hard and
needed a breather. If she didn't seem in the mood for guests, you knew exactly how to word
something as to not worry the other party and make sure she would get back to them at a later
date. 

Meanwhile, (Y/N) peered out of the corner of her eye silently, trying to be as subtle as
possible. You could see how pale and anxious your boss looked, her finger tapping on the
table repetitively. You knew about her anxiety and panic attacks, but kept it under wraps to
respect her privacy as a professional. As her secretary it was your job to take care of her,
making sure she came to no harm and her job was made easier for her. The meeting was
nearly over so you could finish everything up from here. "Miss Blair, I have wrapped
everything up here. You may overlook the paperwork at home if you wish" you asked
patiently. The other nations were either talking amongst themselves and joking around, or
having immature arguments like France and England, or America winding everyone up
again. All of the crucial details of the meeting had been covered already. There was no need
for her to hang about unnecessarily if she was not feeling well, it would only make her
mental health worse. Self care was crucial at a time like this. 

You knew she wasn't much of a people person for many reasons, and you had always
respected that. Some people were just naturally introverted and she was one of them. You
would call her boss on the way home and let them know everything had gone smoothly. The
meeting would be over soon and leaving a little early today would be no issue at all. No point
in hanging around if it was simply a waste of time after all, nothing to be gained from it.
Truth be told, you were a little bored yourself and you could feel your eyes starting to droop
as you pretended to be paying attention to America's jokes or making sure England and
France didn't actually start a physical fight with one another. 



Isla peered at you through her fringe, her amberish eyes weary. You swore you could see dark
circles forming under her eyes from exhaustion and stress, which only made you worry
further. You were one of the few who could see through her walls and notice her moods and
real feelings, the only other person capable of reading her so well was England. Admittedly,
when she first met you, she saw you as a pain in the arse. But over time she warmed up to
you and gained her trust. You were a truly kind girl who became of great help to her. "Ay, A'd
best be awa" she agreed impatiently. She slowly got up from her chair and gathered her
things, wanting to be out of here as soon as possible.

She knew France would want to chat, as would a few other nations but she wanted to avoid
that. Though catching up was sometimes nice, she was in no mood for it today. It would only
drain her further and she wouldn't be able to keep up with the conversation. She was too
burnt out to be sociable today, however, she would indeed make some phone calls when she
got home. That much she would be able to manage at least. She just hoped most of them were
in an understanding mood about it, she had been yelled at before due to being antisocial on
account of her social anxiety causing some misunderstandings. 

You bowed and bid farewell to the other nations, taking a few contact details from some of
them, in case they would be needed for help in the future. It was your job to help maintain the
good relationships amongst the allied nations after all. You then headed out of the meeting
room together, back to Isla's home in her beloved homeland, no doubt it would be a long
journey for you both on the train. But at least it meant you could have a good nap on the way
back. This time the world meeting was held in England. 

As you walked down the halls, you smiled warmly at her. Able to visibly notice she seemed
less tense than she had been in the meeting, like a weight had been lifted from her shoulders.
Being out of that environment she was slowly starting to make some improvements in her
mood, able to breathe again. "I can get you some tea for the trip ma'am, maybe slip some
whiskey in to help you relax?" you offered. After today, she looked like she could use it. You
were both surprised and proud at the fact she hadn't yelled at anyone today for not taking
thing seriously or messing around like she usually would when she was feeling bad.
Sometimes her anxiety caused outbursts that built up over time. 

Isla groaned in relief under her breath, a look of silent delight on her face. Her eyes lighting
up as she mentally pictured it, you had no idea of how badly she needed that drink after the
mess of that meeting. You truly were a blessing at times like these "Lass, ye ken me tae well"
she muttered, but you were truly a godsend. Sometimes she wondered if it was fate, you of all
people being sent to her as a secretary, it was hard for her to picture anyone else taking her
place. 

You chuckled in amusement, wrapping yourself up in a warm coat. Despite the reputation she
had amongst nations for being antisocial, she wasn't the scary person most made her out to
be. Indeed, she had a short temper, honest to a fault, blunt with her opinion, but she wasn't a
bad person. She knew what she wanted, unafraid of telling people how she felt, which you
could appreciate. She didn't play mind games, she was open about her feelings and didn't
pretend to be someone she wasn't. You admired that, she never lied or pretended, she was
very much a take it or leave it person, accept me as I am or leave. 



Isla gazed at you as you followed beside her obediently, taking in your appearance. You
looked worried and tired, aware you had been running around on your feet all day during the
meeting. Making tea for her and other nations, taking notes to make sure nothing was left out.
You were a hard worker and despite the pressures you often faced, you never backed down
and made sure to get the job done. She slowly reached out a gloved hand to ruffle your hair
affectionately, reaching for a cigarette out of her coat pocket as she did so with her free hand.
Causing you to blush at the unexpected gesture, as well as the aforementioned personality
traits, Isla was also secretly protective (especially over you), gentle and incredibly wise. She
took good care of you, making sure no harm came to you and that your mental health was
balanced. 

She made sure no nations bullied you or acted like a creep and harassed you. She made sure
to keep you out of trouble and took breaks when necessary. Sometimes you worked so hard
she had to force you to take a break, sitting with you to make sure you ate and actually took
time off. But enjoying her company while on break made things more enjoyable, able to
spend time with her off work time. You could always come to your boss for advice when
needed and never had to worry about upsetting her, always making sure you were taken care
of and could trust her.  "Yer leukin awfy tired lassy" she replied in a worried tone, puffing out
a cloud of smoke from her lips. When was the last time you took a long break, had a day off
and did nothing. God knows you deserved some time off lately.

You blushed, averting your eye contact as to not make your embarrassment too obvious. You
could see the worry in her eyes, making you feel guilty and yet happy at the same time. "Y...
Yes, today was rather draining. I would be lying if a drink didn't sound good right about now"
you confessed. Somehow, sitting down at a bar for a quick round sounded amazing after such
a busy meeting. You just hoped no other nations tried to bug you into all going out as a
group, you didn't think either of you could handle that right now. 

Isla checked her watch curiously, it was currently afternoon and still pretty early. So by the
time you got back to Scotland it would be pretty late given the journey time on the train.
Given she lived in Edinburgh, there would be some other stops in between making it even
longer. "A'll buy ye a pint when we get back" she offered, the bars would all be packed by
that point but she knew a couple of quieter places to go. Besides, you looked like you needed
it as much as she did.

You looked at her with big eyes, filled with a wave of relief. Like a child who had just been
given a jar full of biscuits by their parents. The exhaustion on your face now becoming more
visible than before "I can't wait" you groaned. You hoped dinner would come along with it,
you were starving and train snacks weren't always very filling, you needed a decent meal.
You could feel your mouth watering at the mental thought. The sooner you got out of here,
the better. 

Isla laughed in amusement at your reaction, she once again ruffled your hair but flashed you a
fond smile. You really were so cute sometimes, probably the best secretary she had ever had.
Always able to cheer her up when she felt like utter crap. Which was more than she could
ever ask for.



I honestly think I love writing about Scotland more than other nations because it
reminds me of my mum and Scottish family. My paternal grandfather also used to make
whisky tea during his time in the war, so a little family heritage in this chapter :)



These feelings I've got

Chapter Summary

France adores smothering you in affection and showing how much she cares about you,
but reader worries that she could get them into trouble if she returns them

Chapter Notes

I know I haven't updated this in ages and I apologize, things have been a bit much over
here

Marie threw herself at you aggressively, wrapping her arms around your small frame, rubbing
her face against your cheek in utter delight. Being separated from you for so long felt like a
tragedy and to finally have you back by her side had never felt so good.  She hated her
attention being diverted from you for even a second, worrying about neglecting you and
making you feel lonely. She knew how hard you worked and how stressful that must be. But
she was so proud of the effort you put into your duties every single day, you were so
competent and hardworking, what would she do without you. She had been rather worried
when her boss gave her an assistant, concerned that she must have been messing up for her
boss to feel she needed help. However, upon realising you were there to make things easier
and relieve the strain, she felt comforted. Over time what had been awkward for her, became
something she came to enjoy and appreciate. Realising how dull and lonely her life had been
until you came into it. 

You were always prepared for the day ahead, bringing coffee and breakfast with you in case
you both needed it. Always taking care of everything and averting disasters that come what
may, and if that couldn't be avoided you knew how to patch things up. Competent and loyal,
you never gave up on her and when she felt too stressed you knew how to calm her and bring
her back down again. You were patient with her and didn't disregard her feelings. She was
always sure to send you presents on your birthday and when she felt you had to be rewarded
for a job well done. Though you were often flustered by her generous donations, she knew
that deep down you loved them. From the childlike delight in your eyes to how speechless
you were when she presented them to you. You were too easy to read and that made her
simply want to tease you all the more. Sometimes the other nations scolded her for being so
cruel and bullying you, which she was often annoyed by. She held you in the highest regard
and felt your work should be praised for how dedicated you were to making sure everything
was prepared and perfect. She never thought such an amazing assistant could ever exist,
believing this sort of person only existed in fairy tales. Scared you would be too serious and



bully her, or incompetent and simply boring, but she had been all too wrong in her
assumptions. You were perfect and she was grateful to her boss for choosing you of all
people to work by her side. 

Your cheeks darkened as she pressed herself against you, the softness of her skin and the
scent of her perfume lingering in your nose, all familiar feelings. Though you tried to push it
to the back of your mind as to not appear inappropriate at work. After working for the nation
of France for so long, you had become accustomed to her overly dramatic gestures of
affection. You could always sense when she was coming, her footsteps, the sound of her
breath, the tingling feeling in your senses when she was about to approach. Like your body
had developed an instinct for sensing when your boss was nearby, like a newfound
superpower or something. "Here we go again" you muttered to yourself.

"Bonjour (Y/N), you look lovely today" Marie replied flirtatiously, her violet eyes beaming
with adoration. She never wanted to let you go, if anything was to happen to you she would
be lost without you. She knew all the other nations now had assistants to help them with her
work, but none of them were nearly as cute as you. She wasn't naive to the stares she got or
how people's gazes fell upon you when you came into a room. But you belonged to her. She
enjoyed making people jealous with how lucky she was to have you, making sure that people
never dared to steal you from her arms. You felt the blush on your face profusely worsening,
aware you were probably making a scene right now. You were all too aware that your boss
was infamous for her status as the nation of love, spreading it and sharing it to her heart's
content, making sure everyone felt appreciated. However, she was openly bisexual and had a
weakness for pretty girls, you being under that category in her opinion. But by this time you
had adapted to how flirtatious she could be. You had no issue with your bosses interest in
romantic partners, glad she was so open with you on such a personal matter and you
supported her honesty. Aware of the harassment she was prone to receiving because of it.
How strong she was despite the comments and looks she got from other people at times. 

You would never understand the stigma she received for simply being herself, why people
looked down on her or harassed her for who she was. Yes she wasn't perfect in many ways
but all people were flawed, it was how they grew and changed.  It made you feel comforted
by the fact that she was supportive in her own way about your sexuality, despite your instant
denial of any form of crush you may have. You had been harbouring a crush on Marie for
what felt like an eternity, with her shiny violet blue eyes that shone like gems, her silky ash
blonde hair that tickled your cheek like silk, her waves always perfectly styled. Her perfect
curves that were only complimented by her immaculate suits. Her ample bosom, her creamy
long legs and her endless angelic expressions. She was the most perfect woman you had ever
allowed your gaze to fall upon. Going home and screaming into your pillow and crying about
how bad you had it for her, not sure how much more your poor heart could take. Wondering
if quitting was the most rational option, but aware of how cowardly that would
appear. However, it was stressful working for her and hard to take her supposed feelings of
love for you seriously. There were a lot of complications while harbouring a crush on Marie,
as she had a tendency to flirt with other nations whom she thought were also cute, at times
she had a tendency to be arrogant as well. Boasting about how perfect she was and how
despite their denial that many of the other nations had to be in love with someone like her, it
was impossible not to fall in love with her. Frustrating you that she was boasting about how



she could have anyone she wanted, making you feel like a sulky child that was no more than
a pet in her eyes, which only made you feel worse. 

But that didn't mean she wasn't without positive traits too. You were all too aware she was a
kind person deep down with a dark past that she tried to hide from you and others with all her
might. Though she had no issue with being childish, petty or showing her stubbornness in
front of others too. How sometimes her smiles were fake and not everyone noticed how
depressed or stressed she was. How resentful she was to other nations whom had used her or
broken her her heart in the past. But that did not always justify the cruel behaviour she
sometimes showed towards others, two wrongs didn't make a right after all. But despite
knowing all of this, you couldn't stop crushing on her, every time you were around her your
heart started hammering like a wild animal. Around you, she was gentle, supportive and
shared much of her wisdom as a nation. But not often did she show this side when she was
working. You were so confused, which one was her real personality and was she just playing
another mind game with you because it amused her? Were her supposed feelings for you even
real or was she just messing with you. That thought alone scared you, making you angry and
resentful that it was a possibility. You bit your lip, pushing your boss off of you awkwardly,
blushing shyly as you averted your gaze from her. God knows what kind of impression you
were giving other people "That's enough Miss Bonnefoy, you are at work. If you wish to
attend speed dating or go to a bar to seek companionship, please go after hours" you scolded
sharply. You refused to be part of her plans anymore, hopefully after this she would behave
more seriously and stop these antics when you were at work. 

England smirked from the background. watching you reject France had to be the highlight of
her day. She had to admire that strong will of yours, being able to resist France's charms. She
found herself often frustrated and hurt at how Marie threw herself around and used her silver
tongue on others.She had known France since they were children and she too had seduced
England with sweet words at times and then instead led to bullying her for any imperfection
she came across. She had no idea of what to believe anymore and it was very stressful.
Leading her to distancing herself from France completely in order to protect herself from
further heartache. 

Marie pouted impatiently, disappointed by your obstinate decision to keep her at arms length.
She had experienced many loves in her life, but she had never felt so strongly for someone in
a long time, serious about her pursuance of you. She hadn't been this deeply in love with
someone since Jeanne. She had fallen for you the minute you were introduced by her boss,
she had attempted to be charismatic but her feelings went completely over your head.
Oblivious to her attraction to you, nor her sincerity about her desire to date you. How over
time she just resorted to being honest about how she felt about you. "(Y/N), mon amour, my
affections are true, you are utter perfection. Je t'aime " she explained fondly.

You shifted nervously, you knew she was simply being honest, pouring her heart out to you.
This made you so happy to know she felt so passionately about you, but this relationship was
taboo. You knew all the risks this would lead to and how it would only end badly for you
both. You couldn't put yourself through that, no matter how you felt about Marie. You bit
your lip, fighting against your urge to throw yourself into her loving arms. Pushing herself
away from her, not wanting to cause any trouble for her "Desole" you mumbled
apologetically. You then walked out of the room, refusing to look back at her expected sad



expression, gripping your work satchel tightly for support.  A few other nations muttered
amongst themselves at France's public display of affection directed at you, nobody had ever
rejected France before now. She knew she had a reputation amongst them for her womanizing
nature. But she refused to give up on you. A couple of giggles erupted in the room as nations
began to whisper about the scene between the two of you. France bowed her head, gripping
her hands into fists. This didn't make any sense, why were you pushing her away? She
needed to understand what was making you act this way. 

You sat outside quietly, hugging yourself for comfort as the memory of France holding you
close to her, clutching your face in your hands as you tried to comfort yourself. She was so
cute and you could tell her affections were serious. Fresh tears spiking your eyes as you
fought through the conflicted storm of emotions that were whirling around inside of you,
wishing you understood what it all meant. You hadn't felt like this about anyone before, you
had never felt such strong emotions for anyone like this. Like your whole body was electric,
on edge constantly, worried you would mess up and do something stupid.  You felt so torn
between her positive and negative personality traits, but also her interactions with other
people with whom you were familiar. You just didn't want to be another face that made their
way into France's bed. "Baiser" you muttered under your breath.

You wanted something real, something sincere, to know you were precious to her. The only
woman she would ever care about, irreplaceable, that nobody else would take your place.
You wouldn't be able to take it if she ran after someone else once she had gotten her fill of
you and moved on. You would kick yourself for ages for giving into weakness and being so
foolish as to expect her love in return. You would not allow yourself to become a rom com
cliche and believe in the sugar coated happy ending so many people dreamed of but knew
they would never have. You then heard footsteps approaching, your heart spiking into a panic
all over again. Slowly raising your head to see France looking at you with a worried and guilt
stricken expression. You had never seen her look so weak before. 

She rose her voice to speak her mind before you could confront her on running after you, like
she could read your mind "(Y/N), I am aware I can be rather conceited and flamboyant. God
knows Angleterre is always ranting on about it" she replied awkwardly. England had always
been stubborn and distant, keeping herself at arms length out of fear of being hurt. Her lonely
childhood hadn't helped in that matter and was the reason England was so independent. She
was terrified of being abandoned all over again if she opened up to someone. 

Your expression softened, you could tell she was nervous about her confession this time.
Pouring her heart out to you in hopes that you would return her feelings. She was being
honest, real and open, no act, no putting on airs and trying to impress you. She knew you
hated the games and the mind tricks, aware that method wouldn't work on you. You couldn't
help but appreciate the effort she was putting in for you. "...But love is not something I take
lightly. You are an alluring and free spirited woman" she explained fondly. You were not
afraid to show your emotions, regardless of the effect it had on other people. But the
aftermath it had on other people was often strange. Stunned you had the balls to speak to her
that way, let alone call her out when she was being overwhelming or bossy. 



You felt the heat return to your cheeks, gripping your hands into balled fists as you restrained
your embarrassment. She deserved an explanation and god damn it you were going to give
her one. You took a deep breath, mustering your courage "I... I don't hate that you're attracted
to me, I... I just.....I need to know your serious about me" you mumbled shyly. You could lose
your job, what if her boss didn't approve. You would still be working for her even if you did
become involved. That would make things even more awkward. You didn't want to mess up
the security you had built for yourself on a carefree whim, you had worked hard for your
position and you wanted to prove your capability. Instead of doing something stupid and
losing all you had worked so hard to achieve because of a brief attraction. 

France watched you patiently, waiting for you to speak your mind. A tender smile slowly
forming across her lips, how adorable you were when you became embarrassed. She slowly
approached you, joining you on the bench. Reaching over to cup your cheeks in her hands,
stroking her thumb across your skin to comfort you. "Mon cher, I would never chase after
you so adamantly I  wasn't" she replied winking. She was not the kind of woman to so
recklessly follow love for no reason, to truly make her act like this you had to be a truly
special woman, and she was going to prove that to you. 

You smiled fondly in response, bravery beginning to swell inside your heart. Any fear or
anxiety fading away like smoke into the distance "Je t'aime Marie" you replied nervously.
After holding in your feelings for so long, you had finally been able to say the words. You
had no idea of where your relationship would lead after this, what troubles you would face
and what the other nations would think. But all you did know was that you were happy and
relieved. The girl you had been mooning over for ages was now within your grasp and it felt
like a dream. Before you could speak again, Marie pulled you into another surprise hug.
Pulling you close to her in case you attempted another escape, but this time you didn't
attempt to pull away from her affection. Tears welling up in the corner of her eyes. how cute
she looked right now. "Je t'aime Aussi" she sobbed.

"Oh mein gott, France actually got (Y/N)! She got the awesome girl!" Prussia boasted
happily, her voice still shaky with surprise. She knew her best friend had been crushing on
you for ages but never thought you would ever return her love. She couldn't wait to
congratulate you both. She had been tempted to sweep you off your feet if it got nowhere
with France, but now she didn't have to worry. You had finally lowered your guard and given
into your feelings, finally admitting you felt the same way. She never thought it would
happen.

America sat nearby, stuffing popcorn into her mouth as she watched the romantic display.
This felt like a scene out of a mushy rom com, she wasn't the biggest fan of them but she
appreciated them from time to time. She had to admit that the two of you did make an
adorable couple. "Took them long enough geez" she huffed, for a while she had been tempted
to intervene and act as a matchmaker just to get you together. Now she didn't have to bother
anymore. 

England huffed under her breath, folding her arms. She really didn't understand what it was
that made you like France so much, but she was not one to intervene with people's happiness.
If France made you happy she would support the relationship. But she would have to drag



these guys away to give you privacy before they were noticed. She knew all too well how
awkward you could be and didn't want to ruin the moment for you. 

Bonjour-Good morning

Mon amour-My love

Desole-Sorry

Baiser-Fuck

Mon cher-My dear

Je t'aime-I love you

Je t'aime aussi-I love you too

Oh mein gott-Oh my god

 



Coffee break

Chapter Summary

Reader gets Norway a cup of coffee after a stressful meeting

You opened the meeting room door quietly, holding a cardboard cup tray protectively in your
hand trying not to spill any hot coffee on yourself. It would hurt like hell and stain your
uniform. Having decided to get some for yourself and your boss to help her relax after a
meeting and enjoy her free time. You knew how stressful these meetings got and how many
arguments arose during them, honestly you tried to stay out of it unless you felt the need to
become involved. You were here to help, it was not part of your job to referee petty
arguments among nations. It was amazing how easily everyone could get riled up.

You were relieved that you worked under such an easy going and professional boss,
previously you had been afraid she would be too strict or bossy, but she was nothing like that
at all. Somehow though she was your boss, you looked after her more than she did you,
making you very protective of her even on professional levels. Though you denied any
personal feelings on the matter, other nations were convinced otherwise. After having worked
with Grete for as long as you had, you had learned a couple of personal matters about her that
she preferred to keep quiet. You had come to understand Grete suffered from social anxiety
and painfully shy around new people. Aware she wasn't close to many nations outside the
Nordics rarely speaking to them.

You understood how hard it was to communicate with others when you became stressed or
overthink too much making it hard for you to connect. Your brain becoming overwhelmed
and needing space to breathe before feeling comfortable speaking. Though the Nordics had
come to understand this and were used to it, people who were not so close to her still
misunderstood. Which was why you helped bridge the gap to better create allies. Helping her
get the words out of her mind that she often locked away inside of herself. She looked at
Denmark, whom was a childhood friend of hers as an older sister figure, rarely seen without
her as a companion. Admiring her confidence and pride compared to her quieter self. Having
a strong bond as they grew up together. As children, Denmark had spent much of her time
protecting and defending Norway because of her quiet nature. Even now if someone seemed
to be making fun of Grete or looked at her funny, Denmark would call them out on it. Though
Norway often became annoyed and explained she was being a pain, you knew deep down she
was happy Denmark was a loyal friend to her. 

But now she had you to look out for her when nobody else could, making sure you were
always able to do what you could. Due to working under her for so long, you had come good
at perceiving her body language and personality. Understanding her emotions and moods,
which allowed you to work more efficiently as a team. Sometimes America or North Italy
asked how you could work with someone so quiet or antisocial, while you just grinned and



explained that Grete was the sweetest boss you had ever worked under. Leaving them baffled
to how someone like Grete could be so nice. I mean, you had once thought like that but not
anymore. When you were both introduced for the first time, she stared at you for hours
making you uncomfortable and found it hard to understand just what in the hell she was even
thinking. Getting really nervous of just what she thought about you.

Due to her lack of communication, you believed she was always annoyed at you, that you
were doing something wrong or she hated you. Becoming upset that you were doing a bad
job or you needed to do better. It wasn't until you began to communicate in her language or
through gestures that you began to understand what she was really like. But now you had
come to accept that her socially awkward, quiet and yet a sweet person was just who she was.
Though she wasn't much of a conversationalist unless he had something to complain about.
But you did make some discussions together occasionally.

You gently placed her coffee cup in front of her with a warm smile "Today went well I think,
though Denmark was a bit rowdy again" you replied wearily. But the bond the Nordics had
was like a family, arguments and teasing were normal behaviour for them. But you were able
to get work done, you had collected plenty of useful details for paperwork that she could go
over later on. But she could take it easy for a while, you didn't want her to become
overwhelmed with too much responsibility.

Grete looked up at you quietly, her violet blue eyes void of emotion yet carried such intensity
within them. She wished you knew how grateful she was to have you around, how much
easier and less stressful you made her life. You could understand her, you tried to connect
with her, you didn't assume she was just mean and bitchy like everyone else. "Takk, you work
so hard and have to deal with all the crap the other nations cause on top of it" she replied
gratefully. She was aware she wasn't the easiest person to understand, often being
misunderstood as antisocial or cold natured. But she was relieved to have you around to
better communicate. She did enjoy England's company on account of them both being able to
see supernatural beings other nations couldn't. She could understand Belarus's personality
due to the similarity between the two of them. However, with other nations she wasn't so
lucky as to build friendships. 

You blushed, smiling shyly at her while sipping your own (tea/coffee). Because of her light
blonde hair flowing down her back, you had often compared Grete to that of an ethereal fairy
or angelic being. In truth, you had been harbouring a crush on her for ages, but you didn't
want to ruin your work relationship so you kept it a secret. "No problem, I like my work to be
kept interesting, otherwise I wouldn't be able to enjoy my job" you replied awkwardly. Upon
working under her, the connection as business partners had allowed you to better understand
Norwegian culture. Helping you better communicate and find common ground to bond over.

Grete smiled, gazing up at you fondly. She had never been good at expressing herself and
Denmark often spoke for her so people better understood. But she could act like herself
around you which she was grateful for.  You were such a warm and kind person, she had
never felt so content in her life. Finding herself drawn to your patience and optimism, having
developed a crush on you soon after you were employed as her assistant. She sipped her
coffee quietly, enjoying the bitter creamy taste and admiring your smile, saving the image in
her mind as a memory.



"Hellige lort! Grete is actually flirting with her! I never thought they would ever talk!"
Denmark gasped in amazement. She could sense the mutual attraction you two shared but
until now she never thought Norway would make a move. Begging to act as a wingwoman to
help you become a couple. She was even smiling! Something Nor rarely did, that was proof
enough that she needed to ask you out pronto!

"Sh' c'n g't a d't f'r h'rs'lf" Sweden sighed heavily, Denmark may have calmed down in recent
years but her interference was often annoying. You two were still finding your feet in terms
of love, you could work things out on your own terms. Though she did enjoy watching your
courtship unfold, she would not involve herself in your personal matters unless you asked her
for help.

"I'm so happy for them! They make such a cute couple" Finland sighed, she knew Nor and
Denmark had been friends since they were kids, but for Norway to find happiness on her own
independently made her so happy to see. She was making her own decision and taking the
first steps into her own life. 



Cutie pie

Chapter Summary

Prussia loves to tease you while at work, much to your dismay. Germany wonders when
her sister will have the guts to confess

(Y/N) sighed heavily, gripping your belongings close to your chest as another meeting came
to a relieving end. The world meetings had always been a frustrating time for you, so much to
do, running around blindly and trying to help out. You loved your job and felt a sense of pride
in what you did, knowing all of your hard work paid off and benefitted others in multiple
ways. The allies you were able to help strengthen and reach agreements that ended smoothly.
You knew meetings got complicated and tensions could be high, but doing what was best
wasn't easy. Sometimes these things could get ugly, especially when people had differences,
rivals and issues. But you did your best to avoid any arguments, fights and make sure your
job didn't become overly complicated. 

Prussia was known for being a handful and as her assistant you knew this personally, being
the representation of East Germany, she showed up for meetings, speaking loud and proud.
But she lacked the maturity of her younger sister in politics. Though she acted wild and
strong, she hid a book smart, hardworking and serious side that she feared would cause
people to treat her differently. You'd seen her sat at her desk for hours going over paperwork,
using tactics and methods that were never expected of her. Times that caused her younger
sister Monika to deeply admire her. You often brought her tea and snacks to help her through
to which she would beam at you brightly, flirt with you and call you pet names. Causing you
to wonder if you acted more as a distraction than being helpful. 

It was your job as her assistant to get her back to the hotel before you could finally unwind
for yourself, making sure you relayed information to her boss and discussed how the meeting
went. Making sure all loose ends were tied up to avoid any complications that may arise. Just
as you were preparing to leave, a pair of arms wrapped around your waist, a warm body
throwing themselves at you, catching you off guard. You jumped at the abrupt gesture, all of
your belongings clattering to the ground. You had always been a skittish person and people
jumping out at you or surprising had never helped matters. Catching you off guard and
leading to being embarrassed in public, only making you feel less professional. You didn't
understand why this had to happen to you, why couldn't she behave professionally in front of
others? 

"Easy to scare aren't jou honig?" Prussia teased, the look of surprise that formed on your face
that slowly formed into embarrassment was the cutest. Knowing she could bring this reaction
out of you filled her with so much pride. Her sweet, shy little assistant that worked so hard
and avoided her gaze. She loved how you worried about her, bringing her tea and snacks,
telling her to take breaks and look after herself. You were such a little softy and she loved



how caring you were. But you hid this from everyone out of fear of what everyone would
think. 

You blushed profusely, a pout forming on your lips, you hated that shit eating grin she always
wore knowing she had won. That her teasing would always get a reaction from you, Prussia
was forever teasing you and never made your job easy. You wondered if she hated you or was
just bored, she treated you well but she always loved to play games with you. Why couldn't
she act maturely like she did when she was at home? She never made any sense and it
confused you deeply. "Ehrlich Miss Bieldschmidt, this is important work" you muttered, you
had so many files to go over and send over to her boss to read, now you had to sort through
them. You would be up late tonight which would leave you grouchy. 

Prussia smirked, it seems she had made you mad and yet you looked cuter than ever. She
wondered why you could never smile around her or loosen up, you always behaved so shy
and reserved, avoiding her gaze and stumbling over your words. You took your job so
seriously, you needed to loosen up a bit, learn to have some fun once in a while. She would
love to take you for a drink sometime at a local bar after work, see what you looked like after
hours when you weren't stressing out. She then draped her arm over your shoulder, a playful
smile forming on her lips as she sensed you tense up "Are jou busy later Honig?" she teased. 

Your blush darkened and you bit your lip, admittedly, Maria was a pain in the ass but she was
a beautiful woman. Why did she have to be so annoyingly attractive atop of having a
frustrating personality? Leaving you confused and frustrated about if she was being serious
or just joking around to bait you. Silvery white platinum blonde hair that fell down to her
waist in waves making her look angelic. Stunning red eyes like jewels that followed you
around the room like a mystical being. And creamy soft skin that was like alabaster, pale and
soft to the touch, reminding you of snow. "I... I have work to do..." you lied, it wasn't
appropriate to get involved with you boss. No matter your crush on her, you knew it was a
line you couldn't cross no matter how strong the temptation. The repercussions of the actions
wouldn't be worth losing your job over. You would rather repress them and just forget about
your feelings. 

You then heard footsteps as Germany approached, wearing a frown on her face "große
Schwester, stop teasing (Y/N), she's only trying to do her job" she scolded firmly. She knew
her sister became bored and her newest hobby had become taunting you. She knew her sister
could be childish at times but this was going too far. She was making fun of you and making
you upset. She was denying you of finishing your work and finally having time to yourself.
You were supposed to be off the clock and she was making things more difficult than
necessary. She didn't want to argue with her sister but if she kept up this behaviour it would
certainly lead to it. 

Prussia pouted defiantly but released you from her grasp to which you relaxed and breathed a
sigh of relief. Collecting your paperwork hurriedly from the floor while you had the
opportunity to escape her grasp. Making sure to keep your distance in case she tried to grab
you all over again. "She should stop being so cute then" she argued sulkily, she couldn't help
but tease a pretty girl. She used the playground method when she liked someone, teasing you
until you realized her feelings. She tried endlessly to get your attention and yet you didn't
seem to pay attention to her no matter how much she tried. 



You bowed your head bashfully, still blushing like an idiot lost for words "I... I'll see you
back at the hotel Miss Bieldschmidt, I have to make a call" you lied. You would check up on
her and leave the paperwork when you were done. But you needed space to think this over
and reflect on why she persisted in teasing you. You hadn't been prepared for this when you
took up this job, possibly developing a crush on your boss and her liking you in return. You
then scurried off as fast as your legs would carry you, before you could make yourself look
even more foolish than before. 

Prussia watched you escape wearily, a disheartened expression on her face, you always tried
to run away from her whenever she tried to get close to you. She sensed you had feelings for
her but you kept a distance. She didn't understand why you acted this way, why you acted
like this. "So süß" she sighed dreamily, if only you would be honest about your feelings. But
it seemed she may have to take matters into her own hands to make you understand. 

Germany groaned, cupping her face to rub between her eyes in frustration, she was so tired of
watching you play this cat and mouse game. She knew (Y/N) had social anxiety but worked
hard at your job. You were always so polite when you visited and behaved professionally. But
her sister was always trying to rile her up and see if she could make you snap. It was
becoming tiring to deal with and didn't understand why her sister couldn't just be
honest. "Just be honest already and stop teasing her" she huffed, she was already painfully
aware of her sisters feelings for you. You would at least be able to keep her sister out of
trouble when she couldn't. 

 

 

 



Hands off

Chapter Summary

Prusisa and France tease Spain about her cute secretary, when both try and flirt with you,
Carmen scares them off

(Y/N) watched from a distance as you observed your boss Carmen Fernandez Carriedo
joking about with her old friends, Marie the nation of France and Maria, the nation of East
Germany, the trio had grown up together and known each other since they were
children. They had a tendency to tease one another whenever they found themselves in each
others company, it was habitual. When you formed such a strong bond with someone during
adolescence, such an emotional connection wasn't easy to break. They formed a place in your
heart which led to a long lasting friendship that transcended into adulthood on the rare
occasion. It warmed your heart to know she was so loved, that she had people who still
watched over her after all these centuries. Even if they had the oddest ways of showing their
platonic affection for their companion. Though she was stubborn about her feelings, it was
clear Lovina loved Spain as much as her friends, though she would deny that fact for eternity.
Carmen had raised the older Italian sibling as her ward from her childhood after her
grandmother Rome passed away. Though it took time to earn her love and trust, Lovina
became a loyal ally to Spain and came to look at her as a mother figure. She also came to
trust and care about you too, developing a sisterly relationship with you, despite Spain being
your boss. 

Though she was known for her oblivious and playful nature, with a tendency to enjoy regular
naps, often attempting to explain things to her or visit her home for work, only to find her
gardening or at the market because she completely forgot. Or finding her fast asleep having
an afternoon siesta because she was so exhausted, something you had become adapted to.
You just learned to work around it after a while. But she was also a kind, passionate and
talented woman whom you greatly admired. She always made sure you ate well, took naps
when necessary and never overworked yourself, she was a caring boss and you never had to
feel afraid to ask her anything. Which was a relief as you expected her to be a lot stricter than
she ended up being. You had paperwork you needed to proofread with her before you could
finish up for the day and head back to your flat and enjoy a glass of (red/white) wine, the
longer it took to complete, the longer your workday would be. 

France, Prussia and Spain peered over at you from their bench with fondness and admiration,
nearby going over your files and trying not to seem obvious at the nervous glances you kept
directing towards Spain. You were so cute, utterly adorable and devoted to your work, why
couldn't they have assistant as sweet as you? They could just eat you up, it wasn't fair. 



"Verdammt Carmen, your secretary is a hottie" Prussia teased in amusement, she knew she
was due an assistant herself so why couldn't she just swap with Spain? She didn't want a
stuck up bossy assistant, she'd rather just work alongside her sister Monika for that. Where
did she find a girl as cute as you, she was utterly in love. 

"Oui, her angelic face is so endearing" France agreed sighing dreamily, she could eat you up
right on the spot. How your pretty face flushed pink when you were embarrassed or
overwhelmed, how sweet your voice was. But when you smiled it was the most lovely thing
she had ever witnessed. She could watch you for hours without boredom. 

Carmen smiled fondly, though she had been hesitant when talking to her boss about an
assistant, she was very taken with you "(Y/N) is a hard worker and a good girl, don't tease her
so much" she hummed. You took your work very seriously and you were an easy going girl.
If complications arose you were able to meet the challenge and alternate weeks in order to
find a better time slot for the meetings or work. She knew from their tendencies for mischief,
Prussia and France would only try and pull you into their world of mischief. Pranking you to
no end for their own amusement, which she wouldn't allow. 

France and Prussia sighed in unison, this frustrated them to no end. Why did Carmen have to
be cursed with such obliviousness? She had a girl like you working by her side on a daily
basis, yet she wasn't attempting to court you in any way. Was she just naïve or an idiot? It
was clear you had a crush on her too, given how much you blushed around her, getting lost in
her green eyes. 

You approached shyly, feeling guilty for interrupting their fun but you had priorities that
needed taking care of, you were aware it was bothersome but you would both be in trouble if
it was neglected. You took a deep breath preparing yourself for Carmen to realize she utterly
forgot and made other plans with her friends. "M... Miss Carriedo, um....I have some things I
need you to look over" you babbled. The sooner you finished work, the sooner you could
remove them from the never-ending pile of work to be done, unloading you of potential
stress. 

France sighed, grabbing your hands tightly and gazing into your eyes fondly, she couldn't
take this anymore "Mon Dieu, how Carmen got a girl like you is beyond me. One must be a
fool to ignore such a beauty" she cooed. You were so concerned with being a problem to your
boss that you hesitated to come over. You cared so much about doing a good job and making
her proud, you deserved to be showered in endless praise. You blushed profusely, wondering
what on earth she was talking about. You'd heard from other nations that France was weird
but this took the cake. You'd heard somewhere that she and England were involved in a
romantic relationship, or friends with benefits you could never remember. But either way you
didn't think the Brit would appreciate France flirting with you. 

Prussia frowned, pushing her out of the way, why did she get to have all the fun? "Oi Marie,
stop hogging the babe" she snapped. Winking at you playfully making you swallow
nervously and step backwards, what on earth had you found yourself involved in? Maybe you
should have just headed back to the hotel. 

Spain frowned, noticing how flustered you were becoming, your eyes filling with anxiety.
She knew you dealt with it badly in social situations, they were only making matters worse



and making you increasingly uncomfortable. You didn't like them in your personal space and
you were getting really confused by their behaviour. She then stepped forward pushing
France and Prussia out of the way, placing an arm around your shoulder. She felt you relax
under her touch which brought her relief, glad you were comfortable around her "Stop
teasing (Y/N), she came to collect me" she replied. besides she had eyes on you first, she
loved how sweet and shy you were, but she knew exactly how to bring you out of your shell.
In time she would confess her feelings, but for now she would happily enjoy flirting with you
at the office. 

France and Prussia's expressions formed into sullen pouts of disappointments, she got to have
all the fun while they got left empty handed

"Stingy" France huffed

"Spoilsport" Prussia agreed

Carmen smiled at you fondly, you must have been hungry after such a long day and a good
meal made everything better "(Y/N) would you care to discuss the paperwork over dinner?"
she asked. She knew plenty of good Tapas bars she could take you too, unless you would
rather have dinner in the hotel room in which you would have an amazing view. It was what
made you most comfortable that she cared about. France and Prussia's expressions snapped
into shock, stunned at how casual she was, how come Spain never acted like this around you
usually? Was it for show or just how she acted when they weren't around? Had you actually
been dating this whole time without them realising? 

A look of shock appeared on your face, but soon formed into a sweet smile "Si" you agreed,
you had to admit you were hungry and you could use a drink right about now



naptime

Chapter Summary

Reader walks Greece back to her hotel after a long and tedious meeting

Chapter Notes

I never see enough Greece inserts in the fandom

You stood outside the world meeting room patiently, gripping your satchel in your hand and
staring at a nearby clock patiently, humming quietly to yourself. You'd wondered around
somewhat and gotten yourself some hydration and snacks through the day but you needed to
eat something. You had finally finished your work day and you wanted to enjoy yourself, it
was the only free time you got after all the stress you put up with under her boss. If you
messed up in any way it made both of you reflect badly. You had some suspicions as to why
she was taking so long but you didn't want to interrupt any important conversations she may
be having. You could merely hope that things were going smoothly and you didn't have to
intervene. You hoped that your boss hadn't fallen asleep again, you knew she had a habit of
having naps during meetings, or during her personal life rather frequently. Sometimes you
had dropped by her house about something work related and found her taking a nap
somewhere with her cats nearby. 

Though her fatigue was natural, despite the fact that other nations teased her for it . She was
known for being quiet, reserved and sleepy, but she was a kind and surprisingly intelligent
girl which not many people realised. She did a lot of physical and manual labour in her
personal life due to working on digging sites around her home. She often donated these
artifacts she found to museums in her nation so that they could be enjoyed by tourists. But
more so on the side she did a lot of farm work which led to her using a lot of energy and
needing to recover. She had a rather active personal life that many never even knew
about. Meetings only adding to that stress, leaving her exhausted, everything accumulated
and took a lot out of her, often needing to sleep to regain her energy. Though so far Japan was
the only friend she had that knew about this and respected her greatly for it. 

You were only glad she was able to get plenty of sleep to recover from this, your body
needed to recover from so much strenuous activities and sleep was the best way to do that.
Your body could rest and be prepared for another day of hard work. However, you had to
admit the temperature was very warm in her country, though you had adapted to the heat, it
could be a bit much sometimes. To deal with so much on a daily basis would make anyone
sleepy, but when you lived with it you supposed it didn't effect you as much. You would be



glad to cool off later, take a long shower and eat something before you went out and had
some fun. Once you had gotten back to your hotel room you planned to change and go enjoy
the beach for a while and destress. Maybe enjoy a cool swim and go exploring for a while
before heading back, you had plenty of time to kill. It would be very refreshing and a great
way to relax after piles of paperwork. 

The meeting doors eventually blessedly opened and Greece exited the meeting room, every
time you caught sight of her you felt your heart flutter. You knew her mother ancient Greece
had been a paramour of the Italy brothers great grandfather Rome. It wasn't hard to
understand why, she was indeed a beauty. Her long flowing brown hair tumbling down her
back in soft thick waves, her big green eyes that reminded you of sea glass, her lightly tanned
olive skin that reminded you of honey. You knew more than enough nations who had crushes
on her but never approached her out of shyness. She was wearing an ivory coloured tunic
style blouse, a blue pencil skirt which reached her knees with a matching suit jacket and
black heels, resembling her country's flag. She had since removed her jacket to hold over her
arm, her blouse in question having no sleeves. 

You smiled politely at her, a sense of relief washing over you, you could finally head back to
your hotel room and have some much needed time to yourself. "kaló apógevma, Miss
Galanos" you responded politely. 

Euphemia simply stared at you blankly in silence for a short period, had you been waiting for
her all this time despite the fact that you could have gone back to your hotel hours ago? She
knew you worked for her and had to help out, but there was no need to work overtime on her
account. You were so kind to her, she didn't know how she would cope alone. She loved your
warm smile, that despite how stressful your job could be you never stopped being friendly
towards her. You tolerated so much and sometimes she worried she was a useless boss. She
then slowly approached you, resting her head on your shoulder and sighing softly, instantly
feeling her stresses melting away like sand under the tide. She was so sleepy from the
meeting, it had been tediously boring, nations who droned on for hours or just started
arguments. All she had done was take notes while trying to occasionally get a word in. 

You blushed at the sudden gesture but smiled in amusement, at first this had surprised you
but now you were long since used to it, it was her way of communicating with you.
Sometimes she would use notepads or text when she was feeling overwhelmed. You knew
she was just tired "You can take a nap when you get home" you reassured her, you both
needed one by the looks of it. Euphemia perked up, slowly straightening and removing
herself from your shoulder, following you down the hall away from the meeting room. She
was more than eager to get out of this place and get some freedom, though she knew it was
her job, it didn't make meetings any less boring. But it meant she had you all to herself now,
you could finally talk outside of work. A light blush on her cheeks as she tried to walk closer
to you, for the longest time she had been harbouring a crush on you, though she had tried to
keep it a secret. 

You gazed at Euphemia bashfully from the corner of your eye, she was so pretty it hurt, her
innocence and quiet nature could be so adorable sometimes. You didn't know how you got so
lucky for her to be your boss, but you counted your blessings every day. Other nations often
asked you if working for for Greece was problematic, given she could be spacey and



quiet. But you enjoyed it, you'd learned to communicate and cohabitate in your own
way. Suddenly, both of your stomachs gurgled loudly, breaking the silent tension, taking you
both by surprise. 

Euphemia blushed, clutching her stomach and bowing her head in shame, wishing she could
be more mature and remember to eat during a meeting. The snacks and beverages during a
meeting weren't very filling at times, though nobody ever complained about the food she
prepared. You couldn't help but smile and giggle under your breath, it seemed her drowsiness
and lack of energy came from the fact she was hungry. "I guess we should get lunch huh?"
you suggested. You had both been working hard all day, you needed to eat something, food
always tasted better when you worked hard for it after all. 

Euphemia nodded in agreement, blushing slightly as she was embarrassed at her body's
reaction, wishing she could be more mature and remember to snack while she was taking
notes instead of being distracted. But then America never stopped eating during meetings and
often got the biggest helpings, which didn't help matters. But it had ended on a positive note
in the end, she couldn't help but notice this felt like a date. Spending time alone with you and
even getting dinner together. She followed you closely, gripping on your sleeve as she
followed you, leaning on you slightly, humming under her breath, acting as though she was a
housecat. 
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