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Reader Discretion Advised


This book is strictly for adults only—18+ or whatever the legal age for literary debauchery is where you live. Come prepared with an open mind, a healthy tolerance level, and a strong sense of humor.

Inside these pages you’ll find explicit sex, profanity that could blister paint, graphic violence, morally gray choices, shameless nudity, and whatever other deliciously messy ingredients the story demands. It’s dark when it wants to be, filthy when it feels right, and unapologetically adult from start to finish.
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Huge shadows swept across the curtain of water, dark and fast, blotting out the light for split seconds at a time. Then came the cry—piercing, alien, triumphant. Not the raptors’ guttural shrieks. This was higher, keener, more birdlike. The shadows passed again; even over the thunder of the spray Ben could hear the heavy, leathery flap of enormous wings.

The falls parted with a violent splash.

Holly burst through—eyes wide with abject terror, hair plastered to her face, neon-pink bikini askew. She skidded on the slick stone, arms windmilling, and crashed into the cave behind them. Ben’s brain logged it automatically: safest place for her, back to the wall, out of the line of fire. He didn’t bother turning. He lunged for his pistol, bringing it up—nine-millimetre, safety off, finger indexed along the frame.

Soph was flanking him in an instant—pistol raised, stance low and steady. Keira scrambled for her own gun, dropping to one knee beside him. The world outside was hidden behind that roaring white sheet, but the shadows kept sweeping past, wings blotting the light again and again.

Another caw—closer, angrier.

Then a long, wickedly curved beak pushed through the spray.

Ben’s finger tightened on the trigger, but he forced himself to wait. The beak was hard, bony, keratin—too much risk of bullets bouncing off, ricocheting around the cave. He tracked it instead as the creature’s head emerged slowly.

A pterosaur, maybe twelve feet in wingspan. Not a movie prop. Real. Breathing. Hungry. A steel shock collar gleamed around its long neck—identical to the raptors’. Red light blinked steadily.

“Why aren’t we shooting?” Soph hissed out of the side of her mouth.

Ben’s voice came out dry, calm. “Aim for the chest when it’s all the way through. Best chance of penetration. Lowest chance of the bullets bouncing off.”

Behind them Holly and Zoë whimpered—soft, terrified sounds swallowed by the roar.

“Don’t worry,” Ben said through clenched teeth. “It’s wearing a collar. If it gets too close—zap.”

He almost believed it.

The pterosaur moved with awkward, lurching steps on clawed feet, body sleek and leathery. At last it cleared the falls completely—wings spreading wide enough to touch both walls, beak gaping, eyes black and alien. It tilted its head, studying them like prey that had wandered into its nest.

Ben exhaled half a breath.

“Now.”

They opened fire together—three pistols barking in near-unison, shots cracking sharp and flat against the cave walls.

Ben put three rounds center-mass—tight grouping, sternum height. Soph’s shots landed a fraction lower, stitching across the ribs. Keira’s were higher—two to the throat just below the collar.

The pterosaur screeched—rage and agony twisting into one awful sound—and reared back. Wings beat once, twice—sending a gale of spray and wind through the cave. It staggered, blood sheeting dark down its chest, then lurched backward through the falls and vanished.

A male yell echoed from outside—Danny’s voice, raw with panic.

Ben was already moving—flanked by Soph and Keira—pistol up, stepping through the curtain into daylight.

He emerged just in time to see another pterosaur banking hard, climbing, claws clamped around Adam’s shoulders. Adam thrashed, screaming, legs kicking uselessly in the air. The creature’s wings beat once—powerful, deliberate—and it rose fast, gaining altitude up the waterfall’s face.

“Shit!” Ben snarled.

India was quivering behind a boulder, face white. Danny stood frozen, eyes wide, mouth open.

A third pterosaur wheeled overhead, shadow sweeping across them like an eclipse. Then it dove, talons extended—and snatched Zoë by the shoulders.

Zoë screamed—high, terrified—as the creature lifted her clear of the ground. Her legs kicked; her arms flailed. Ben and Soph opened fire together—pistols cracking, aiming for the pterosaur’s wing and flank.

One shot punched right through the leathery membrane; the creature shrieked, banked sharply, but kept climbing. Zoë’s screams grew fainter as it ascended the waterfall’s face, disappearing into the mist and green above.

Ben’s heart slammed against his ribs. The pistol felt suddenly useless in his hand.

Soph lowered hers slowly, breathing hard.

“They’re gone,” she said, voice flat.

Keira stared after them, knuckles white around her grip. Danny looked around wildly, like he expected another shadow to drop any second. India was still crying—quiet, hiccupping sobs.

The island kept taking.

And they were still standing in its open mouth.

Ben crouched near the base of the cliff, scanning the rocks. His shoulder throbbed with every heartbeat, but he ignored it. Soph was already moving—quick, purposeful—pushing aside wet ferns until her fingers closed around another stainless-steel case half-buried in moss and mud. She popped the latches.

Ropes—coiled, kernmantle, rated for climbing. Harness rigs in black nylon. Carabiner clips. Ascenders. No guns this time. Just vertical escape gear.

Soph was pulling on a harness before anyone else spoke. Keira darted forwards to help her with the fit; she tugged the chest strap tight, clipped a carabiner to the belay loop, tested the fit with a sharp yank.

Holly had finally emerged from the cave, face pale under streaks of dust and drying tears. “We can’t climb that,” she said, voice shaking so badly the words almost dissolved into the spray. “They can’t possibly expect us to climb that. We’ll fall to our deaths!”

Soph didn’t look up from buckling her leg loops. “Look. Ten feet up there.” She pointed with her chin. A piton—steel spike hammered deep into the basalt—jutted from the rock face. Another ten feet higher, a second one. Then another. A makeshift via ferrata snaking up the sheer wall beside the falls, disappearing into the mist where the cliff curved out of sight.

“They’re not expecting us to fall,” Soph said, voice steady. “They’re expecting us to climb.”

Holly shook her head, arms wrapped tight around herself. “I can’t. And neither can India. Look at her.”

India was slumped against a boulder twenty feet away, knees drawn up, breath coming in short, ragged bursts. Her eyes were glassy, unfocused. Hyperventilation had set in again—chest hitching, lips pale.

Ben exhaled once—slow, controlled. He looked at the cliff, at the girls, at Danny standing a little apart with his arms crossed like he was waiting for someone else to take charge.

“Fine,” Ben said. “You two stay down here. We’ll do the ascent.”

Keira touched his arm—light, brief. “One of us should stay with them. For protection. We can’t take all the guns up there.”

“I’ll stay,” Danny volunteered immediately. “If you give me a gun.”

Ben’s jaw clenched so hard his teeth clicked. He turned slowly, meeting Danny’s eyes.

“You’re climbing,” Ben said. Flat. Final. “Keira stays.”

Danny opened his mouth—then closed it. Something flickered across his face—anger, calculation, resignation. He looked away first.

Soph hissed under her breath as they reached the first piton. “Why the fuck are we dragging him along?”

Ben glanced down. Danny was already fumbling with the rope, distracted by a tricky handhold, cursing under his breath.

“Bait?” Ben suggested, voice low and wicked.

Soph snorted—sharp, surprised. “No, seriously.”

Ben clipped his carabiner to the first sling, tested the knot. “I don’t trust that kid as far as I can throw him. We let him out of our sight and we find he’s screwed us over somehow. At least this way we can watch him.”

Soph considered that for a second—then gave a single, reluctant nod. “I preferred the bait thing,” she grumbled, but she was already reaching for the next piton, pulling herself up with economical grace.

They climbed.

The rock was wet, slick with spray, but the pitons were solid and hammered deep. Ben led, testing each hold before committing his weight. Soph followed, moving lightly up the cliff with no apparent fear of heights. Danny brought up the rear, grunting and cursing every time his foot slipped.

Halfway up the wall the roar of the falls grew deafening. Water pounded inches from their faces, cold enough to steal breath. Ben’s shoulder screamed every time he pulled; he gritted his teeth and kept moving.

Soph stayed close—always within arm’s reach—her dark hair plastered to her scalp, eyes sharp and focused. She didn’t speak. Didn’t need to. They moved as one unit.

The pivots finally ended at a narrow ledge—barely wide enough for three people side by side. Ben pressed his back to the rock, chest heaving. Soph landed beside him, breathing hard but steady.

“Still think it’s all fake?” she asked quietly, voice almost lost in the thunder.

Ben looked down—at the tiny figures of Keira, Holly, and India far below, then up at the mist-shrouded rim still twenty feet above.

“I don’t know,” he said. “But we’re not dead yet.”

Soph’s lips curved—just a fraction. “High praise.”

Danny hauled himself onto the ledge a moment later, red-faced and panting. He looked at them—then away.

The ledge narrowed until it was barely wider than Ben’s shoulders, forcing them to sidestep along the rock face with backs pressed to wet stone and toes curled over the drop. Ahead, the cliff face folded inward, revealing a small, dark tunnel—natural-looking, jagged at the edges.

Ben didn’t buy it for a second. Nothing on this island happened by accident. Every piton, every handhold, every angry pterosaur had been placed or programmed by someone who wanted them exactly here, doing exactly this.

He glanced at Soph. She was breathing through her mouth, eyes narrowed against the spray, but when she met his look she gave a tiny shrug.

“Ladies first?” she asked, voice dry despite the water streaming down her face.

“In your dreams,” he muttered, and dropped to his hands and knees before she could argue.

The tunnel swallowed him immediately—black, tight, smelling of wet stone and something faintly metallic underneath. Even on all fours the ceiling pressed down on his shoulders; he had to lower himself almost flat, elbows scraping, knees grinding against uneven rock. Behind him Soph followed without complaint, her breathing steady in the dark. He couldn’t see Danny, but he could hear him, grunting every time his bulk caught on a protrusion.

The tunnel sloped downward, forcing them deeper into the cliff. No light except the faint glow that leaked from the entrance far behind. Ben’s world shrank to the feel of stone under his palms, the rasp of his own breath, the soft scrape of Soph’s knees a few feet back.

A distant cry echoed through the passage—thin, high, distorted by the rock. Not human. Not quite animal. The same piercing note they’d heard before the pterosaurs dove.

Ben gritted his teeth and kept crawling.

They must be close to the nest.

The tunnel widened slightly—just enough to let him rise to a low crouch—then opened abruptly into a shallow cavern. Dim red light filtered down from cracks high above, painting everything bloody. Stalactites dripped steadily into shallow pools. And there, in the center of the chamber, perched in a broad crater of guano-crusted rock: three pterosaur chicks.

They were ugly—wrinkled grey skin stretched over fragile bones, beaks already hooked and sharp, wings folded tight against bony frames. Each one was the size of a large dog, eyes huge and black, heads swivelling toward the intruders with eerie coordination. They opened their mouths in unison—silent at first—then let out a chorus of thin, demanding screeches.

Above them hung Zoë and Adam.

Both were suspended in a crude rope harness from the ceiling—arms bound behind their backs, legs dangling, vines stuffed in their mouths as a gag. Zoë’s eyes were wide, terrified, but alive. Adam dangled beside her—conscious, albeit barely. Both of them were filthy, bruised, but alive.

High above, on a wider perch, the two adults roosted. One—the one Ben had shot—lay slumped, wing torn and bloody, chest rising and falling in shallow breaths. The other stood guard, head cocked, beak gaping. Neither moved to attack. Yet.

The chicks screeched again—hungrier this time.

Ben’s pistol came up instinctively.

“Don’t,” Soph breathed beside him, hand on his wrist. “If we fuck with the nest, the adults attack. If we don’t, maybe they’ll leave us alone.”

Ben followed her gaze. The standing pterosaur tilted its head, studying them—not lunging, not even flapping. Just watching. The shock collar around its neck blinked red—steady, patient.

Danny edged forward, eyes on the adults. “If we just leave them—”

“Shut up,” Ben snapped, low and lethal.

The standing pterosaur let out a soft, keening cry. The chicks answered—plaintive, demanding.

Ben’s finger hovered over the trigger.

Soph’s hand tightened on his wrist.

“Wait,” she said again. “Look at the harnesses. They’re not tied to the rock. They’re tied to each other. If we cut one down, the other falls.”

Ben saw it then—the ropes linking Zoë and Adam’s bonds, running through a pulley high above. One wrong cut and they’d both plummet—straight into the nest below.

The chicks screeched louder.

The adult pterosaur spread its wings—slow, deliberate—and took a single step forward.

Ben’s mouth tasted like copper.

They weren’t just trapped.

They were being invited to play.

Ben stared at the two captives dangling above the nest—Zoë’s wide, terrified eyes locked on his, Adam’s face contorted in silent panic—and felt the refusal rise in his chest like bile.

“No,” he said, the word coming out harder than he meant, surprising even himself with the raw force behind it. “We’re not doing this shit. We figure out a way to save them both.”

Danny snorted from the shadows near the tunnel mouth, arms crossed, still breathing hard from the crawl. “My vote’s for Adam. He’s gonna be a hell of a lot more useful if we get out of this. Zoë’s sweet, but she’s dead weight. No offense.”

Ben and Soph ignored him.

“What’ve we got?” Ben asked her, low and urgent. “Two handguns and a climbing rope?”

Soph was already scanning the ledge around them. “Yeah, plus this thing.” She lifted a sharpened flint knife that had been left deliberately beside the rope.

“Crazy idea,” she said, meeting his eyes. “But it just might work.”

Ben waited.

“We’ve got these harnesses,” she continued. “If I can get down to them, I strap them in—one each. Run a new rope through that pulley ring up there—” she nodded toward the iron loop embedded high in the ceiling “—then you and Danny pull them up. I climb back out on the trap rope before we cut it.” She shrugged. “Just like going up and down a pole.”

Ben opened his mouth.

“Don’t bother arguing,” she cut in before he could start. “I’m smaller. Lighter. Can hang upside down by my knees. Your shoulder’s fucked. And before you say it—” she glanced at Danny, who was watching with open skepticism “—no, I’m not trusting him to climb down and do it right. He’d probably cut the wrong rope just to save his own ass.”

Danny snorted. “She’s gonna climb thirty feet up a wet wall and down the rope to them? With what, good intentions?”

“She’ll be wearing your harness,” Ben snapped.

Danny’s face darkened. “The hell she will. What if she falls? I need this thing to get back down.”

Ben’s hand twitched toward his pistol. The temptation to just shoot the smug bastard and be done with it was almost overwhelming. Soph’s fingers closed around his forearm—gentle but firm—grounding him.

“It’d be useless anyway,” she said calmly. “We can’t hook it on anything without climbing up there first. I’ll have to do it without ropes.”

Ben’s stomach twisted. “What if they attack?”

Soph took a deep breath, glancing at the adult pterosaurs—watching, waiting, collars blinking red. “Call me crazy, but I don’t think they will. Lucid want good television, right? This is great fucking television.”

Zoë sobbed something through her gag—muffled, desperate.

Ben looked at her—small, terrified, eyes pleading—and felt the last of his resistance crumble.

Against every instinct screaming at him to stop this, he nodded.

They moved fast.

Ben and Soph stripped off their harnesses. He clipped both to the climbing rope, knotted them securely, then looped the free end through Soph’s empty gun holster so she could carry them hands-free. She handed him her pistol—lightening her load by a few crucial ounces. Danny watched the whole thing with his mouth open, like he couldn’t believe they were actually doing something this stupid.

Soph didn’t wait any longer. She turned to the wall—wet, slick, almost vertical—and started climbing.

Ben’s heart hammered as he watched her go. She moved with deceptive ease—fingers finding tiny holds, toes gripping cracks, body pressed close to the stone for balance. Halfway up she slipped—foot scraping, a sharp gasp escaping her—and for one endless second Ben thought she was gone. She caught herself—fingers scrabbling, legs swinging—then found purchase again and kept going.

The adult pterosaurs watched beadily. The wounded one stayed slumped, breathing shallow. The healthy one took a single step forward—wings half-unfurling, beak gaping—then the collar sparked blue-white. It hissed, retreated, shaking its head in frustration.

Soph reached the iron ring—thirty feet up, fingers white-knuckled around cold metal. She slung the climbing rope over her shoulder, threaded it through the pulley with quick, practiced motions, then tossed the weighted end back toward the ledge.

Ben caught it, braced his feet, and prepared to pull.

Soph climbed down the original trap rope—thick, knotted, easier going—and reached Zoë first. The chicks below squealed and snapped, beaks clacking inches from the captives’ dangling feet, but their wings were still too small to get them in the air. Soph worked fast—snapping the first harness around Zoë’s torso, buckling it tight around her waist. Then across to Adam, repeating the process.

She shimmied back up the trap rope—thighs locked, arms shaking—and hung from the iron ring like a spider.

“Cut it!” she yelled down, voice carrying over the chicks’ cries.

Ben tossed the flint knife to Danny. “Saw through both ropes at once. On my mark.”

Danny caught it, hesitated half a second, then nodded.

Ben wrapped the climbing rope around his waist, braced his legs against the rocky lip. Danny mirrored him on the other side—grudging but strong.

“Now!”

Danny sawed—frantic, sparks flying from the flint on rope fibers. The trap ropes frayed, snapped.

Zoë and Adam dropped six inches—then jerked to a stop as the new harnesses caught. They dangled, swinging, alive.

Ben and Danny heaved—backbreaking pulls, boots scraping for purchase, rope burning palms. Inch by agonizing inch, the captives rose.

Soph clipped their harnesses directly to the ring as soon as they were high enough, then yanked the gags free. Zoë gasped, coughing. “Thank you—thank you—”

“Save it,” Soph said, already moving to Adam’s ropes. “Hey, Brady? You ready for me to zipline?”

Ben shook his head, smiling savagely despite the burn in his arms. “You’re enjoying this shit way too much,” he called back.

She laughed—bright, reckless—and hung from the ring by one arm, whipping her bikini bottoms off with the other. Still hooked around the ring by one elbow, she looped the sodden but stretchy fabric over the rope, wound it tight around her fists on either side, and jumped.

The rope shrieked as she came down fast—her body dipping low but never quite touching the nest below. Ben and Danny strained to keep tension so she wouldn’t dip too close to the nest. The chicks screeched below, snapping uselessly at empty air. Soph landed hard on the ledge, rolling once before popping up, bare-assed and triumphant.

Adam and Zoë’s descent was slower—clipped in tandem, harnesses sliding down the line with metallic rattles. They touched down shaky but whole. Zoë collapsed against Ben’s chest; he caught her easily, one arm around her waist. Adam staggered into Danny, who steadied him without a word.

Soph broke the silence first.

“If we don’t get bonus points for that,” she panted, “I’m fucking walking.”

As if on cue, a green flare burst outside the nest—bright, celebratory, arcing high before fading.

The adult pterosaurs squawked—confused, agitated—and waddled toward the light, collars blinking.

Ben pushed to his feet.

“That’s our cue,” he said, and led the way back through the tunnel.
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Holly sat on the smooth black boulder at the lake’s edge, knees drawn up to her chest, arms wrapped tightly around her shins. The waterfall still roared behind them—white noise that should have been soothing but instead felt like it was drowning out everything useful in her head. She kept her eyes on Keira, who was pacing the narrow strip of sand like a caged panther. Back and forth. Back and forth. Every few steps Keira stopped, head cocked, listening to the jungle beyond the mist. Her pistol stayed in her hand, barrel pointed at the ground but ready, finger indexed along the frame. Even from here Holly could see the tension in Keira’s shoulders, the way her athletic body stayed coiled, waiting for the next scream or shadow or snap of branches.

Holly wished she could be more help.

She wished she could stand up, take the gun from Keira’s hand, tell her to rest for five minutes while Holly kept watch. She wished she could say something clever or brave or at least useful. But she couldn’t.

She’d never even held a real gun before the three-day jungle boot camp Lucid had forced on them—three days of mosquito bites, bad food, and instructors who treated them like spoiled children who’d wandered onto the wrong film set. She’d learned how to tie one knot, how to recognise three edible plants (she’d already forgotten two of them), and how to look confident while pretending she wasn’t terrified. That was it.

Holly knew exactly how the others saw her. Ben had tried to hide the flicker of disappointment in his eyes when she told him what she did for a living—make-up tutorials, try-on hauls, upbeat positivity posts that now felt like postcards from a life that no longer existed. He’d nodded politely, said something encouraging, but the flicker had been there. Soph hadn’t even tried to hide her eye-roll. And now Keira—brave, capable Keira—was stuck babysitting two liabilities: Holly, who’d be more hindrance than help if the raptors came back, and India, who hadn’t spoken a coherent sentence since Adam was taken.

She looked down. Beside her, India crouched with her shoulders hunched, knees drawn tight to her chest. One strap of her gold bikini had slipped down her arm; she hadn’t bothered to fix it. Her honey-blonde hair hung in tangled strands across her face, and her breath came in short, uneven hitches.

Holly felt a fresh wave of pity sweep through her—sharp enough to hurt. It was obvious to anyone paying attention that India and Adam were together. The way he’d looked at her at the firepit, the way she’d leaned into him when she thought no one was watching. They’d kept it secret—probably hoping for some strategic advantage—but secrets didn’t matter now. Adam was gone. Snatched by pterosaurs. India was falling apart in slow motion.

She scooted closer along the rock—careful, quiet—and sat beside India. The heiress didn’t react at first. Just kept staring at the water, shoulders trembling.

“Hey,” Holly said softly. “It’s okay to be scared. I’m scared too.”

India’s eyes flicked toward her—red-rimmed, glassy—then away again.

Holly hesitated, then reached out and gently tugged the slipped strap back up onto India’s shoulder. The gold fabric was warm from the sun, still damp from the mist.

“He’s tough,” Holly said. “Adam. He’s going to be okay. They’ll get him back.”

India’s lower lip quivered. A tear slipped free, carving a clean line through the soot on her cheek.

“I should have told them,” she whispered. “About us. I thought… I thought keeping it secret would help us win. I thought it would be clever.”

Holly swallowed the lump in her throat. “You were trying to play the game. We all were.”

“I wasn’t playing,” India said, voice cracking. “I was just… scared. Of being the silly posh girl. Of you all thinking I was only here because of him. And now he’s—” Her breath hitched. “They took him. They just took him.”

Holly wrapped an arm around India’s shoulders—tentative at first, then firmer when India leaned into it. The heiress was shaking so hard Holly could feel it through both their bodies.

“They’re going to get him back,” Holly said, even though she had no idea how. “Ben and Soph—they’re not going to leave him. They’re not like that.”

India nodded jerkily, but the tears kept coming.

Holly held her tighter. She didn’t know what else to do. She wasn’t brave. She wasn’t strong. She wasn’t even particularly clever. She was just… here. And right now, holding India while she cried felt like the only useful thing she’d done since the helicopter dropped them on that beach.

Keira kept pacing—eyes on the jungle, pistol steady and unwavering.

Holly stood—legs shaky—and offered her hand. “Come on. Just walk with me. Along the shore. Ten steps. Then ten more. We don’t have to talk. Just move.”

India stared at the hand for a long moment. Then—slowly—she took it.

Holly helped her up. India wobbled, knees buckling once, but Holly kept her steady. They started walking—slow, careful—along the narrow strip of sand between water and jungle. India’s grip on her hand was tight enough to hurt, but Holly didn’t pull away.

As they moved, Holly scanned the cliff face—half out of nerves, half looking for anything useful. Her eyes caught on a small sandy outcrop jutting from the rock about fifteen feet up. Not a proper ledge, just a shallow shelf maybe three feet wide, sheltered by an overhang. The climb looked slippery—wet rock, moss—but manageable. There were clear handholds: cracks, small protrusions, a few stubborn roots. Just enough to scramble up if you weren’t too panicked to think.

Up there, they’d be a little safer from raptors. Not safe—nothing on this island was safe—but they’d have the higher ground, at least. Enough to see anything coming out of the treeline before it reached them. Could raptors climb? Holly didn’t know. She hoped not.

She guided India back toward Keira, who paused her pacing as they approached. Keira’s expression was guarded, but there was a flicker of something like surprise when she saw India upright.

Holly cleared her throat. “There’s… an outcrop up there.” She pointed. “Not high, but higher than here. We could see better. If—if anything comes.”

Keira followed her finger, eyes narrowing as she assessed the climb. A slow smile tugged at her mouth—not mocking, just… impressed.

“Good eyes, Holly,” she said quietly. “That’s smart.”

Holly flushed—surprised, pleased, embarrassed all at once. “I—I just thought…”

Keira nodded. “You thought right. Can India make it?”

Holly answered before India could speak. “She can. We’ll help her.”

India blinked—slow, dazed—but didn’t argue.

Keira glanced toward the jungle one last time—pistol still in hand—then jerked her head toward the cliff. “Let’s move. I’ll cover our backs.”

They made their way over—Keira walking backward half the time, eyes on the trees, pistol steady. Holly kept one arm around India’s waist; India leaned into her, steps hesitant but forward.

The cliff base loomed—wet, black, promising a short but sharp climb. Water trickled down in thin silver threads from the overhang above, making the stone gleam and slick, but the holds were deep enough that even wet fingers would be able to grip.

She turned India gently to face the climb. “You go first,” Holly said, voice soft but firm. “I’ll talk you through every step. I’ve got you.”

India’s eyes flicked upward—wide, glassy with panic—and her breathing hitched again, shallow and fast. “I can’t—”

“You can,” Holly interrupted, squeezing her hand. “Look at this hold here.” She guided India’s trembling fingers to a wide crack about knee-height. “Put your foot right there. Feel how solid it is? It’s not going anywhere. Now the next one—see that little shelf? Your left hand goes there.”

India obeyed—slowly, mechanically—her breathing growing harsher with every inch gained. Holly stayed close, one hand steady on India’s lower back, the other pointing out holds like a patient teacher.

“That’s it,” she murmured. “Right foot up now—there’s a good one. Feel the edge with your toes first. Good girl. Now reach—yes, that crack. Pull yourself up. I’ve got you if you slip.”

India’s breaths came in sharp little pants; sweat beaded on her forehead despite the cooling mist from the falls. But she kept moving—inch by terrified inch—Holly’s voice a steady lifeline threading through the fear.

“Almost there,” Holly coaxed when India’s arms started to shake. “Look—see that flat bit? Just get your knee up. Lean into the rock a little. Yes. Perfect.”

When India finally hauled herself over the lip of the outcrop, she collapsed onto the sandy patch with a small, broken sob. Holly climbed up after her—quick, sure-footed now that she’d seen the path—and knelt beside her, rubbing slow circles on India’s back.

“You did it,” she whispered. “You’re safe up here.”

Keira scrambled over the edge last—effortless, like the climb was nothing more than a warm-up—and gave Holly a long, appraising look.

“You’re good with her,” she said quietly, almost surprised.

Holly flushed—unexpected heat blooming in her chest. Pride, sharp and unfamiliar. “I just… talked to her. Didn’t think it would actually work.”

Keira’s mouth curved—not quite a smile, but close. “It worked.”

Up here the world felt smaller, safer. The outcrop was wide enough to sit comfortably, the overhang above shielding them from eyes below. The waterfall roared to their right, mist drifting up in cooling veils. The jungle spread out beneath them—dense, green, deceptively peaceful. They could see anything coming long before it reached the base of the cliff.

Keira found a patch of soft sand near the back wall, lowered herself cross-legged, pistol resting across her thighs. Her shoulders dropped a fraction; the constant tension in her spine eased just enough to notice.

Holly swallowed. Her mouth had gone dry.

Keira was stunning—there was no other word. Classic California beauty: sunkissed skin, toned arms and legs, blonde waves still damp from the spray. Even sitting still she looked like motion waiting to happen. Holly had always preferred girls—quietly, privately, behind the carefully curated straight-girl persona that paid her bills. And now, watching Keira’s easy strength, the way her fingers rested so naturally on the gun grip, Holly felt that old weakness bloom low in her belly.

Keira glanced over—caught her staring—and nudged her gently with an elbow.

“What you thinking about, gorgeous?” she asked, voice soft under the roar of the falls. “You looked really sad just then.”

Holly’s throat closed. For one mortifying second she thought she might cry—right here, in front of the most capable person she’d ever met. No one ever noticed the real girl underneath the mascara and the lip gloss. No one ever asked.

“Nothing,” she muttered, unconvincingly.

Keira gave her a look—gentle but unrelenting. “Don’t give me that shit. If you fall apart, I’ve got two sitting ducks to defend.”

Holly glanced guiltily toward India—curled on her side now, breathing steadier but still fragile. She hadn’t heard.

“I just…” Holly’s voice cracked. “I wish I was more like you. Or Ben. Or even Soph. Someone who knows what to do when things go wrong. I’m just… I make videos about eyeshadow palettes. I smile for likes. I don’t know how to shoot a gun. I don’t know how to climb. I don’t know how to be useful.”

Keira studied her for a long moment—expression unreadable—then reached out and tucked a damp strand of Holly’s hair behind her ear.

“You talked India up that cliff when she was half catatonic,” Keira said quietly. “You spotted this ledge when I didn’t. You’re keeping her calm right now so she doesn’t go into full panic and make us vulnerable. That’s all useful as shit, Holly.”

Holly blinked hard. “I don’t feel useful.”

“You are,” Keira said simply. “And if those raptors come back? You keep doing what you’re doing. Talk to India. Keep her breathing. Keep her moving. That’s your job. Let me worry about shooting things.”

Holly swallowed again—this time past a lump that felt suspiciously like gratitude.

Keira gave her a small, crooked smile. “Now breathe. We’ve got a long night ahead.”

Holly leaned back against the sandy outcrop, trying to focus on the treeline below—on watching for movement, on being useful—but her eyes kept sliding sideways.

Keira sat a few paces away, legs dangling casually over the side of the cliff. The black bikini bottoms rode low on her narrow hips, the thin straps cutting delicate lines across the smooth sweep of her pelvis. But it was Keira’s top half that kept stealing Holly’s breath.

Those breasts.

Fuller than Holly’s own, high and firm from years of stunt work, they rose and fell with Keira’s steady breathing. The thin black triangles of fabric were soaked through, clinging transparently to her skin so Holly could see the exact shape of her areolas—dark rose, slightly puffy from the cold mist—and the hard little peaks of her nipples pressing insistently against the wet material. Every time Keira shifted her weight or turned to scan another section of jungle, they moved—soft bounce, gentle sway, the faint jiggle of natural weight that made Holly’s mouth go dry.

She remembered the beach—god, was that only this morning?—when Ben, Soph and Keira had waded shamelessly into the surf before the chopper blades had even stopped spinning. Keira’s bikini top had been the first to come off, tossed carelessly onto the sand, and Holly had stared—stupidly, openly—like she’d never seen breasts before. She’d watched them bounce as Keira straddled Ben, watched them sway as Soph knelt beside them, watched them press against Soph’s smaller ones when the two women kissed over his body. Holly had felt heat pool low in her belly then, the same heat that was pooling now.

She liked Keira’s belly too—the flat, toned plane of it, the little dip of her navel that looked like it was made to be kissed, the faint definition of abs that flexed every time Keira took a breath or shifted her stance. She liked the way sweat and mist had made Keira’s skin gleam, the way the black bikini clung to her sweat-slick hips, outlining every curve, every dip, every place Holly wanted to put her mouth.

She liked a lot of things.

And she felt guilty for every single one of them.

Keira was up here protecting them—two scared girls who couldn’t shoot, couldn’t climb, couldn’t do anything useful—and Holly was sitting here fantasising about burying her face between those perfect breasts while Keira moaned and pulled her hair. It was selfish. It was stupid. It was—

Keira turned suddenly, catching Holly’s stare full in the face.

She didn’t smirk. Didn’t tease. Just smiled—slow, knowing, a little tired around the edges.

“If you want to fuck, princess,” she said quietly, “all you have to do is ask.”

Heat rushed up Holly’s neck and flooded her cheeks so fast she felt dizzy. She opened her mouth—closed it—opened it again. Nothing useful came out.

Keira stepped closer—close enough that Holly could smell the clean salt-sweat on her skin, the faint scent of whatever sunscreen she’d worn before the island stripped most of it away.

“It’s not actually a bad idea,” Keira continued, voice low, practical, almost gentle. “Stop us circling a drain inside our heads. Keep India from spiralling again. Beats sitting up here worrying about shit we can’t do anything about, anyway.”

Holly’s heart slammed against her ribs. She glanced sideways at India—curled on the sand a few feet away, knees to chest, finally sleeping. Then back to Keira.

Keira’s gaze hadn’t wavered. Patient. Inviting. Not pushing—just offering.

“I…” Holly’s voice cracked. She licked her lips. “I’ve never—I mean, with a girl. Not really. Not… properly.”

Keira’s smile softened. “That’s okay. We can go slow. Or fast. Whatever feels right.”

Holly’s thighs pressed together involuntarily. She could feel how wet she already was—had been since the moment Keira first climbed over the cliff edge earlier, muscles flexing, breasts swaying.

Keira reached out—slow, teasing—and brushed a damp curl off Holly’s forehead.

“You’ve been staring at my tits since the beach,” Keira said matter-of-factly. “Don’t think I didn’t notice. You like them?”

Holly nodded—jerky, mortified, but honest.

“They like being looked at,” Keira murmured. She took Holly’s hand—gentle but sure—and guided it to her left breast. The skin was hot, silky, the nipple already hard against Holly’s palm through the fabric. “Touch me. It’s okay.”

Holly’s fingers trembled as she cupped the weight—small, firm, perfect. Keira sighed softly, arching into the touch.

“See?” Keira whispered. “Nothing to be scared of.”

Holly’s other hand came up—hesitant, reverent—cupping the right breast. She brushed both thumbs over the nipples at once; Keira’s breath hitched, hips shifting forward.

“That’s good,” Keira breathed. “Just like that. You’ve got soft hands, princess. Feels nice.”

Holly’s face burned. She squeezed gently—testing—then harder when Keira moaned approval. The sound went straight between Holly’s legs.

Keira leaned in—slow enough to give Holly time to pull back—and kissed her.

It was soft at first—lips brushing, tasting salt and spray—then deeper. Keira’s tongue slid against hers—confident, coaxing—and Holly whimpered into her mouth, hands tightening on Keira’s breasts.

Keira broke the kiss just long enough to whisper against Holly’s lips. “You want to taste them?”

Holly nodded—helpless, desperate.

Keira untied her top with one hand, guided Holly’s head down with the other—gentle but firm. Holly’s mouth closed around one nipple—warm, hard, salty—and sucked. Keira moaned—low, approving—fingers threading through Holly’s hair.

“Yes—fuck—suck harder. Use your tongue. Like that. Good girl.”

Holly obeyed—swirling, flicking, drawing the nipple deeper—while her hands kneaded the soft flesh around it. Keira’s breathing grew ragged; her hips rocked forward in tiny, needy motions.

“Other one,” Keira breathed.

Holly switched—greedy now, less shy—sucking, licking, nipping lightly until Keira hissed in pleasure-pain.

“God, you’re a quick learner,” Keira murmured. “Bet you’d look so pretty with your mouth on my pussy.”

Holly moaned against her breast—loud enough that India stirred slightly, but didn’t wake.

Keira laughed softly. “Later,” she promised. “Right now I just want to feel you against me.”

She pulled Holly up—kissed her again—then guided her hands lower, pressing them between her own thighs.

“Touch me,” Keira whispered. “Feel how wet you made me.”

Holly’s fingers slid through slick folds—hot, swollen, dripping. Keira was soaked. Holly whimpered into her mouth.

“That’s it,” Keira breathed. “Right there—circle my clit—slow—yes—fuck—”

Holly rubbed—tentative at first, then bolder—watching Keira’s face the whole time. The stuntwoman’s head tipped back, throat working, lips parted on soft gasps.

“You’re so wet,” Holly whispered, awed.

“Because of you,” Keira answered. “Because you’re sweet and brave and you keep looking at me like I’m the hottest thing you’ve ever seen. Keep going—don’t stop—”

Holly didn’t stop.

She rubbed faster—tighter circles—until Keira’s hips jerked, thighs clamping around Holly’s hand, a low, broken moan spilling out as she came—hard, shuddering, soaking Holly’s fingers.

Keira kissed her again—slow, deep, grateful—then rested her forehead against Holly’s. “You’ve been staring at my tits for the last ten minutes,” she said, voice low, amused. “Fair’s fair. I want to see yours.”

Holly’s mouth went dry. “I—I wasn’t—”

“You were,” Keira cut in gently. “And it’s cute. But if we’re gonna do this, I want to strip you first. Slowly. Let me look.”

Holly blushed so fast she felt dizzy. She glanced sideways—India still curled on her side a few feet away, breathing slow and even in exhausted sleep. The waterfall’s roar would cover any sound they made. The drones… well. The drones were always watching. That was the point, wasn’t it?

Keira tilted her head. “You want this?”

Holly swallowed. Nodded—small, jerky.

“Then come here.”

Holly shuffled forward on her knees until she was kneeling between Keira’s spread thighs. Keira sat up straighter, reached out, and hooked two fingers under the thin cups of Holly’s neon-pink bikini top.

“Arms up,” Keira murmured.

Holly obeyed—shaking—lifting her arms like she was surrendering. Keira tugged; the top came away easily, cups sliding free to reveal Holly’s breasts—heavy, round, pale except for the faint pink flush creeping down her chest. They were bigger than she’d ever been comfortable with; online they got clicks, comments, tips, but in real life girls had always been mean. Called her top-heavy, cartoonish, said she looked like she’d bought them. Guys stared too long, talked to her cleavage instead of her face.

Keira looked at them like they were art.

“Jesus,” she breathed, stepping closer. “These are fucking gorgeous. I bet they bounce real nice when you ride someone.”

Holly’s face burned. No one had ever talked to her like this—never called her body pretty like they really meant it. Guys on dates had mumbled compliments; subscribers left thirsty comments under try-on videos. But this—Keira’s hands on her, Keira’s eyes drinking her in—was different. Personal. Real.

Keira’s thumbs kept circling—slow, deliberate. “You blush so easy. It’s adorable. Makes me want to see how red the rest of you gets.”

She slid her hands lower—fingers hooking into the waistband of Holly’s bikini bottoms. “Lift your hips, princess.”

Holly did—desperate, trembling—and Keira tugged the pink fabric down her thighs, peeling it away until Holly was bare. The bikini bottoms landed beside the top in a damp heap. Keira’s gaze dropped between Holly’s legs—smooth, symmetrical, already glistening.

“Fuck me,” Keira breathed, almost reverent. “Look at this pretty little pussy. So neat. So pink. Bare all over. You wax?”

Holly nodded—mortified, aroused, unable to speak.

Keira cupped her mound—palm warm, fingers curling gently to part the outer lips. “Smooth as silk. Perfectly symmetrical. Jesus, Holly. You’re wasting your time on eyeshadow tutorials. This belongs on the adult sites. People would lose their fucking minds over it.”

Holly’s thighs trembled. “I—I’ve thought about it,” she admitted, voice barely audible over the falls. “But it always felt… terrifying. Everyone staring. Judging. At least here, I figured… everyone’s naked. No one’s eyes would be glued to me the whole time.”

Keira tilted her head, lips curving in that innocent, knowing smile that always meant trouble. “Makes sense,” she said lightly. “Though I can’t help wondering if there was another reason you signed up for all this. Maybe you were secretly hoping some hot chick might drop to her knees and bury her face right… here.” She pressed the pad of her middle finger lightly against Holly’s clit—just enough to make her gasp.

Holly’s cheeks flamed hotter than ever. She nodded—small, guilty, honest.

Keira’s smile turned molten. “Lucky for you, I’m one of those hot chicks.”

She leaned in—slow—and kissed her.

Soft at first, lips brushing, almost teasing—then deeper. Her tongue slid against Holly’s—confident, coaxing—and Holly whimpered, hands coming up to clutch Keira’s shoulders. Keira’s breasts pressed against hers—warm, firm, nipples dragging across sensitive skin.

Keira broke the kiss, nipped Holly’s lower lip. “Lie back, princess. Let me taste you.”

Holly obeyed—laying back on the warm sand, legs parting on instinct. Keira settled between them—broad shoulders pushing Holly’s thighs wider—and lowered her head.

The first lick was slow—flat tongue dragging from entrance to clit. Holly’s back arched; a broken moan spilled out.

Keira hummed approval against her. “So sweet. So fucking wet already. You taste like you’ve been thinking about this for hours.”

“I—I have,” Holly gasped. “Since the beach. Watching you—watching you ride Ben—I couldn’t stop thinking about—”

Keira’s tongue circled her clit—slow, deliberate. “About what? About me sitting on your face? About me licking you until you scream?”

“Yes—fuck—yes—”

Keira sucked the swollen bud between her lips—gentle at first, then harder—while two fingers slid inside, curling upward to stroke that spot that made Holly’s hips buck.

“You’re so tight,” Keira murmured against her. “So fucking responsive. Bet you’d come so pretty if I kept going.”

Holly’s hands flew to Keira’s hair—tangling in blonde waves—pulling her closer. “Please—don’t stop—make me come—please—”

Keira didn’t stop.

She licked faster—firmer—fingers pumping steadily while her tongue lashed Holly’s clit in relentless circles. Holly’s thighs trembled—hips grinding against Keira’s mouth—breath coming in short, desperate pants.

“I’m—gonna—oh god—”

“Come for me,” Keira growled against her. “Come all over my tongue, princess. Show me how pretty you look when you fall apart. I want to see those big fucking tits bounce.”

Holly shattered—back bowing, cry echoing over the falls—pussy pulsing around Keira’s fingers as she came hard, release flooding Keira’s mouth. Keira drank her down—greedy, moaning—kept licking through the aftershocks until Holly was whimpering, oversensitive, tugging weakly at her hair.

Keira lifted her head—chin shining, lips swollen—and crawled up Holly’s body to kiss her—slow, deep, letting Holly taste herself.

“You’re fucking delicious,” Keira whispered against her mouth. “And you taste so sweet when you come. Like ripe summer fruit.”

Holly laughed—shaky, dazed—and pulled Keira down for another kiss.

India slept on.

And for the first time since the helicopter dropped them on that beach, Holly didn’t feel completely out of place.

She felt wanted.

Seen.

And that was enough… at least for now.

Holly drifted into a shallow, dreamless doze right there on the clifftop, the afterglow of her orgasm pulling her under like a gentle tide. The adrenaline crash hit her hard—nine hours of terror, running, climbing, and then Keira’s mouth between her thighs had finally tipped the scales. Her body simply shut down, eyelids too heavy to fight.

She stirred awake to the soft press of arms slipping around her from behind.

For a sleepy second she thought it was Keira shifting position, but Keira was still sitting upright at the cliff’s edge—back straight, pistol resting across her knees, eyes trained on the treeline. The arms holding Holly were smaller, more tentative. A warm cheek pressed between her shoulder blades. A shaky breath against her neck.

India.

“Thank you,” India whispered, voice raw from crying. “For… for earlier. For talking to me. For getting me up that cliff. I was—I was useless. I’m sorry.”

Holly turned in her arms—slow, careful—until they were facing each other on the sand. India’s face was blotchy, eyes puffy, but the glassy panic had dulled to something quieter, more human.

Holly leaned in and kissed her forehead—gentle, lingering. “You’ve had a rough day,” she murmured.

India let out a tearful giggle, the sound wobbly but real. “So have you!”

Holly smiled, thumb brushing a stray tear from India’s cheek. “Feeling better after some sleep?”

India nodded, snuggling closer—bare skin on bare skin, legs tangling. “A little. Looks like you two had fun,” she added quietly, awkwardly, eyes flicking down to where Holly’s pink bikini lay discarded in the sand.

Holly flushed, suddenly aware of her own nudity—legs still parted slightly, pussy still swollen and sensitive from Keira’s mouth. She started to reach for the bikini top, but India’s hand stopped her—soft fingers curling around her wrist.

“Don’t,” India whispered. She leaned in and kissed Holly’s neck—light, shy, lips warm and trembling. “I didn’t know you liked girls.”

Holly’s breath caught. “I… do. A lot. I just—never really said it out loud before.”

India’s lips curved against her skin. “Will you hold me?”

Holly didn’t hesitate. She pulled India closer—arms wrapping around her back, breasts pressing together, legs sliding between India’s until they were tangled completely. India’s breath hitched; her hand came up to cup Holly’s breast—tentative, exploratory—thumb brushing over the nipple in a slow circle.

Holly moaned softly and tilted India’s face up for a proper kiss. The gold bikini strap had fallen once more; this time India didn’t bother fixing it. Instead she reached behind her own back, unsnapped the clasp with a small, decisive click, and let her top fall away completely.

Holly’s breath caught.

India’s breasts were full and pale, nipples the colour of rose petals, already peaked from the cool mist and the heat of their shared skin. They brushed Holly’s as India leaned closer—soft, warm, impossibly silky—and then pressed deliberately together.

“Oh,” Holly whispered, half-laugh, half-moan.

India smiled—small, shy, but with a flicker of that aristocratic mischief she usually kept locked behind perfect diction.

“Feels nice, doesn’t it?” she murmured, rolling her shoulders so their nipples dragged across each other in slow, teasing circles. “I’ve always liked this part. The slide. The little shocks when they catch just right.”

“They’re so sensitive right now,” Holly murmured, voice trembling. “Yours too. I can feel how hard your nipples are.”

India laughed softly—breathless, a little embarrassed. “They always get like this when I’m turned on. The other girls used to say I had ‘enthusiastic nipples.’ Mortifying at the time, but…” She rolled her hips forward, dragging her breasts up and down Holly’s in a slow, deliberate sweep. “I rather like them now.”

Holly whimpered. The movement made their nipples catch again—hard peaks sliding past each other—and she felt her own pussy clench, slick and aching.

India leaned in until their foreheads touched. “I’ve thought about it, you know. Girls. On the hockey team, in the showers. More than I ever admitted.” She rolled her hips forward—slow, experimental—and their pussies brushed through the thin fabric still separating them. “I never did anything about it, though. Too afraid of what Mummy might say. Or Daddy. Or the papers.”

Holly’s thumbs circled India’s nipples—slow, reverent. “Fuck the papers,” she whispered. “You’re here now.”

India’s laugh was shaky, incredulous. “Yes. Here I am. Naked. On a rock. Rubbing my tits against an American influencer while a waterfall drowns out my moans.”

Holly grinned. “Sounds like a good day to me.”

India’s hands slid down Holly’s sides—fingers tracing ribs, waist, hips—then hooked into the waistband of Holly’s neon-pink bottoms.

“May I?” India asked, suddenly formal, almost shy.

Holly nodded—heart hammering. “Please.”

India tugged the bikini down slowly—inch by inch—until Holly’s pussy was bare to the warm night air. She was smooth except for a tiny, neat triangle of dark curls at the top; lips already swollen, glistening, clit peeking out like it was begging for attention.

India’s breath hitched. “God. Look at you.”

She pressed forward—bare pussy meeting bare pussy in a slow, deliberate slide. India was mostly shaved too—just a small, trimmed patch at the apex that scraped deliciously over Holly’s clit with every roll of her hips. Wet heat met wet heat; slick folds kissed, parted, slid together in a rhythm that made both of them gasp.

“Fuck,” Holly breathed. “You’re so wet.”

“So are you,” India whispered back, voice cracking with wonder. “I can feel you—sliding against me—your little clit bumping mine—oh—”

She rocked harder—deliberate, filthy—grinding their pussies together in long, slippery strokes. Holly’s hands found India’s ass—squeezing the firm cheeks, pulling her closer until there was no space left between them.

India’s laugh was shaky, filthy. “I’ve never—never done this with a girl before. Not properly. Just… thought about it. In the shower. In bed. Wondering what it would feel like to rub against someone else’s clit until we both—”

She broke off on a sharp gasp as Holly tilted her hips just right—their clits catching perfectly, dragging together in a slick, electric glide.

“Yes—right there—don’t stop—”

Holly didn’t stop. She rocked up to meet every downward grind, their pussies kissing wetly, clits sliding, sliding, sliding—building that perfect, aching pressure.

India’s hands roamed—cupping Holly’s breasts, pinching the nipples, then sliding down to grip her ass and pull her even tighter.

“I want to come on you,” India whispered, voice trembling. “Want to soak your pretty pussy with mine. Want you to feel me come all over your clit—”

Holly moaned—loud, helpless. “Do it. Come on me. Let me feel it.”

India’s rhythm faltered—hips stuttering—then snapped into a frantic grind. “Oh god—oh fuck—I’m—”

She came with a sharp, broken cry—pussy pulsing against Holly’s, release flooding hot and wet between them, coating both their thighs. The sensation tipped Holly over—her own orgasm crashing through her like a wave, clit throbbing against India’s as she shuddered and gasped and clung.

They stayed locked together—panting, trembling—foreheads pressed, breasts crushed, pussies still twitching in aftershocks.

India kissed Holly’s jaw—soft, grateful. “Thank you,” she whispered again.

Holly smiled—dazed, happy—and kissed her back.

“You’re welcome.”

Keira glanced over from her post—saw them tangled together, flushed and glowing—and gave a small, approving nod before turning back to the jungle.

Holly’s fingers traced idle circles on India’s bare back, following the elegant dip of her spine while the waterfall’s steady roar filled the quiet between them. India’s breathing had evened out, though every so often a small tremor ran through her—like aftershocks still working their way free.

Holly tilted her head, lips brushing India’s temple. “You mentioned hockey earlier,” she murmured. “Something about a team? When you were at uni?”

India stiffened for half a heartbeat, then let out a soft, embarrassed laugh that vibrated against Holly’s collarbone.

“Oh god. Did I say that out loud?” She buried her face in the crook of Holly’s neck for a second, cheeks burning. “Yes. I… joined the team. Second year. Thought it would help me make friends.”

Holly grinned, slow and teasing. She propped herself up on one elbow so she could look down at India’s flushed face. “Uh-huh. And it had nothing to do with a bunch of nineteen-year-olds in tiny pleated skirts running around getting all sweaty and flushed?”

India groaned—half mortified, half laughing. “Shut up.”

“No, no.” Holly shifted so she could see India’s face—pink, lovely, eyes darting anywhere but hers. “Keep going. What did you think about? When you were alone later. In your room. Hand between your legs.”

India swallowed hard. Her fingers flexed against Holly’s waist.

“I… pictured them all around me,” she whispered. “After a match. Lockers still slamming, steam from the showers, everyone a bit giddy from winning. They’d push me down onto one of the benches—gently, but firm. Skirts still on, just… lifted. Knickers pushed aside. One after another they’d straddle my face. Rub themselves on my mouth. My nose. My tongue. Telling me to lick harder, to make them come, to be a good girl and clean them up after.”

Her voice had dropped to the barest thread.

“Sometimes they’d hold my wrists,” she continued, almost inaudible. “Sometimes they’d sit on my chest so I could barely breathe. Sometimes they’d take turns coming on my face while the others watched and laughed and called me their pretty little team slut.”

Holly’s clit throbbed—hard, sudden, insistent. She pressed her thighs together, feeling the slick slide of her own arousal.

“That’s…” She had to clear her throat. “That’s really fucking hot, India.”

India laughed—shaky, disbelieving. “It’s depraved.”

“It’s honest.” Holly slid her hand down India’s stomach—slow, giving her time to pull away. India didn’t. Holly’s fingers dipped lower, brushing through the small, neat patch of curls at the top of India’s mound, then lower still until she found slick, swollen heat.

India gasped—soft, startled.

Holly circled her clit with the lightest touch. “You’re soaked again just talking about it.”

India’s hips rocked forward—helpless little jerks. “I—yes—God—”

“Tell me more,” Holly whispered, keeping the touch feather-light, teasing. “Tell me what they’d say. The girls on your team. While they rode your face.”

India’s breath hitched. “They’d—they’d call me a posh little fuckdoll. Tell me to stick my tongue out. Say I looked so pretty with their come all over my chin. That I was born to be under them. That I’d look better with their pussies on my mouth than I ever did in the dining hall.”

Holly slipped one finger inside—slow, easy—feeling India clench immediately.

“Keep going,” she breathed.

“They’d—they’d make me thank them,” India whimpered. “After each one came. ‘Thank you for letting me taste you. Thank you for coming on my face. Thank you for using me.’ And then the next one would sit down and start all over again.”

Holly added a second finger—curving them upward, stroking that spot that made India’s thighs shake.

“You’d love it,” Holly whispered. “Being their good girl. Their mascot. Their team toy. Coming just from the taste of them. From knowing you were exactly where you belonged.”

India’s hips bucked—hard—pussy fluttering around Holly’s fingers.

“Yes—God—yes—I’d come so hard—over and over—”

Holly pressed her thumb to India’s clit—firm circles now—and kissed her—deep, messy, swallowing the broken little cries as India came apart. Her orgasm was quiet but violent—whole body locking up, thighs clamping around Holly’s hand, release flooding hot and slick over her fingers and wrist. India sobbed into Holly’s mouth—grateful, overwhelmed, finally letting go.

When she finally stilled, Holly eased her fingers free—slow, gentle—and brought them to the other girl’s lips. India opened immediately—sucking them clean with soft, hungry licks, eyes locked on Holly’s the whole time.

“Thank you,” she whispered when Holly pulled free.

Holly kissed her forehead—soft, lingering. “Anytime, princess.”

India lifted her head from Holly’s shoulder, resting her chin on the crook of Holly’s collarbone so their eyes met. “Tell me one of yours now,” she whispered. “A fantasy. Something you’ve never told anyone. Fair’s fair.”

Holly’s heart gave a hard, embarrassed thump. She bit her lip, cheeks already heating again.

“You sure?” she asked softly. “Mine’s… kind of embarrassing.”

India’s smile was small, wicked, encouraging. “That’s why I want to hear it.”

Holly exhaled shakily. Closed her eyes for a second like she was gathering courage.

“Okay,” she murmured. “There’s this one I think about… a lot. At the mall. The big one near my apartment. On Saturdays, they have this shoe salesgirl—Diana. She’s… God, she’s cute. Tiny. Curvy in all the right places. Always in this tight little polo shirt. She has this smile—like she knows exactly what you’re thinking when she’s down there between your legs.”

India hummed—low, interested—her hand sliding down to rest possessively over Holly’s pussy, not moving, just cupping the warmth there.

“Keep going,” India breathed.

Holly swallowed. “I imagine going in on a slow afternoon. Asking to try on something ridiculous—six-inch heels, maybe. Diana kneels in front of me to help. She’s so close—her face right between my thighs while she slips the shoe on. I can smell her perfume. Vanilla and something darker. She looks up at me through her lashes and… she doesn’t stop at the ankle.”

India’s fingers flexed—just a tiny press against Holly’s clit. Holly’s hips twitched.

“She slides her hands up my calves,” Holly continued, voice dropping to a whisper. “Pushes my skirt higher. I’m not wearing knickers—because in the fantasy I’m brave like that. She spreads my thighs—slow, gentle—and leans in. Licks me. Right there in the middle of the shop. Tongue flat and hot and perfect. I’m trying to be quiet but I can’t—I moan. Loud. People look over. Girls in the next aisle, shopping for handbags. They see. They stare. Some of them slip their hands under their own skirts. Start touching themselves while they watch.”

India’s breath hitched. Her fingers started moving—slow, slick circles over Holly’s clit.

“Tell me what happens next,” India whispered.

Holly’s hips rolled up into the touch—helpless, needy.

“Diana doesn’t stop,” she gasped. “She eats me like she’s starving. Tongue inside me, then back to my clit—sucking, flicking, humming against me. I’m dripping down her chin. Soaking her stupid little polo shirt. The fabric clings to her tits—shows every curve, every hard nipple. I come—hard. Squirting all over her face, her uniform, the carpet. It’s messy. Loud. Everyone sees. The girls who were judging me before—they’re fingering themselves now. One of them comes with a choked little cry. Another one pumps her fingers in and out while she watches Diana lick me clean.”

India moaned—soft, wrecked—her fingers moving faster.

“And then?” she breathed.

“Diana stands up,” Holly whispered. “Her shirt’s ruined—transparent, clinging to her tits. She kisses me—deep, filthy—lets me taste myself on her tongue. Then she whispers, ‘Next time bring a friend.’ And walks away—still dripping with me—leaving me shaking on the bench with my legs spread and everyone staring.”

India’s fingers faltered—then pressed harder, rubbing tight, frantic circles.

“Fuck,” she gasped. “That’s so dirty. So fucking hot. You’d do it, wouldn’t you? Squirt all over her in public. Let her make you come on her face.”

Holly’s hips bucked—clit throbbing under India’s touch. “Yes—God—yes—I’d let her. I’d beg her.”

India kissed her—hard, messy—then pulled back just enough to whisper against Holly’s lips:

“Come for me, gorgeous. Come thinking about Diana’s tongue on your clit while the whole mall watches. Come like the filthy little exhibitionist you are.”

Holly shattered—back arching off the sand, cry muffled against India’s shoulder as she pulsed around nothing, release slicking her thighs and India’s hand. India kept rubbing—slow, gentle—drawing it out until Holly was whimpering, oversensitive, clinging.

Keira’s low chuckle drifted over from the cliff edge, where she’d clearly been listening the whole time.

“Diana’s probably watching us right now, isn’t she?” she called softly, voice teasing but warm. “I bet she’s got her hand down her panties already. Bet she’s thinking about dragging you into the stockroom next shift, bending you over a stack of shoeboxes and eating you out until you scream loud enough for the whole mall to hear.”

Holly’s face went tomato-red so fast she felt the heat radiate off her cheeks like a furnace. She buried her face against India’s shoulder, mortified, but the words sent a fresh gush of wetness between her thighs.

Keira sauntered back toward them, hips rolling with that effortless grace, and dropped down onto the sand beside Holly. She propped herself on one elbow, blue eyes sparkling.

“Don’t be embarrassed, gorgeous,” Keira murmured, reaching out to trace a gentle fingertip along Holly’s flushed cheek. “If Diana is watching—and let’s be honest, she probably is—she’s clearly a pervert who wants to see you naked and dripping. Which means you might actually get to live out that fantasy one day. Just imagine… you walk into the shop, she locks the door behind you, pushes you down onto the fitting-room bench and licks you until you squirt all over her uniform. Sounds like a happy ending to me.”

Holly let out a shaky laugh, half-hiding her face in India’s hair. “You’re evil.”

“I’m helpful,” Keira corrected, grinning. She shifted closer, breasts brushing Holly’s arm. “Since we’re sharing… I’ve got one too. You want to hear?”

India lifted her head, eyes bright with curiosity despite the exhaustion. “Yes. Please.”

Keira lay back on the sand, stretching her long body out, one hand trailing down her own stomach until her fingers rested lightly over her pussy.

“Last movie I doubled for,” she began, voice dropping to a husky murmur, “was some glossy action-romance thing. Lead actress was Dove Sullivan—you know her, right? Massive tits, tiny waist, that breathy little voice that makes grown men forget their own names. I helped her train for the fight scenes. Spent weeks rolling around on mats with her, feeling those curves pressed against me while we rehearsed. Every time she straddled me for a takedown, I could feel her nipples through her sports bra. Every time she pinned me, I wanted to flip her over and make her scream my name instead of the script.”

Keira’s fingers started moving—slow, deliberate circles over her clit, hips lifting slightly off the sand.

“My fantasy is simple,” she continued. “Dove’s still in her costume—tight little tank top stretched over those massive tits, leggings clinging to her ass. She teases me once too often, tells me to just fucking take what I want instead of drooling over her all day. So I do. I push her down onto the craft table—right in the middle of all the leftover sandwiches and water bottles. Rip her top open so those huge tits spill out. She’d love it—filthy little whore that she is—and I shove her thighs apart and fist her. Slow at first—four fingers, then my whole hand—watching her stretch around my knuckles while she arches and begs for more. ‘Please, Keira—deeper—fuck me with your fist—’”

Keira’s breathing grew ragged; her fingers moved faster, slick sounds filling the air.

“The crew’s outside,” she went on, voice husky. “They hear her moaning. One by one they sneak in—grips, gaffers, PAs, even the director. They watch me fist her, watch her tits bounce every time I thrust my hand deeper. Dove’s begging—’More—harder—make me come on your fist’—and they can’t take it anymore. They pull their cocks out and start jerking off, right there, surrounding the table. She looks up at them with those big doe eyes and says, ‘Come on me. All of you. Cover my tits.’”

Keira’s hips bucked—once, twice—her free hand pinching her own nipple hard.

“They do,” she gasped. “One after another they shoot all over those massive tits—thick ropes of cum splashing across her cleavage, dripping down her ribs, pooling in her navel. She’s covered—glistening, dripping—smiling like the perfect little slut she is. And when the last one finishes, I lean down and lick it all up. Every drop. Suck it off her nipples, lap it out of her cleavage, swallow it while she moans and begs me to fist her again.”

Holly’s fingers were moving between her own thighs now—quick, desperate circles—while India’s hand had slipped down to join her, rubbing slow and firm.

Keira’s voice cracked. “She comes again—squirting around my fist, soaking my arm, the table, the floor. And I keep licking—keep cleaning her tits—until she’s shaking and gasping and coming on my hand one more time.”

Keira’s hips jerked—hard—her fingers flying over her clit. She came with a low, broken moan—back arching, thighs trembling, release flooding over her hand and dripping onto the sand.

Holly couldn’t wait any longer.

She crawled forward on hands and knees through the warm sand, heart hammering so hard she could feel it in her throat. Keira watched her approach with heavy-lidded eyes, legs still spread wide, fingers glistening from her own release. The stuntwoman’s pussy was flushed dark pink, lips swollen and parted, inner folds shining with slick arousal that had trickled down toward her ass.

Holly’s mouth watered.

She settled between Keira’s thighs, hands sliding up the long, toned legs—feeling the faint tremor of aftershocks still running through them. Up close the scent hit her: clean sweat, salt from the falls, the rich, musky sweetness of feminine arousal. It was intoxicating.

She leaned in slowly, giving Keira time to stop her if she wanted.

Keira didn’t.

Instead she reached down, threaded fingers through Holly’s damp curls, and guided her gently but firmly forward.

“Taste me, princess,” Keira breathed. “Lick up every drop you made me spill.”

Holly’s tongue darted out—tentative at first—tracing the length of Keira’s slit from entrance to clit in one long, slow sweep. The taste exploded across her tongue: tangy-sweet, warm, unmistakably Keira. She moaned—low, helpless—into the soft flesh and licked again, firmer this time, parting the slick folds with the flat of her tongue.

Keira’s hips lifted off the sand. “Fuck—yes—just like that. Slow. Savour it. Taste how wet you got me.”

Holly obeyed—lapping in long, deliberate strokes, collecting every trace of Keira’s release. The texture was silky, slippery; the taste shifted subtly with every pass—sharper near the clit, richer on the inside. She pressed her tongue flat against Keira’s entrance, pushing inside as far as she could, feeling the walls flutter around the intrusion.

Keira’s fingers tightened in Holly’s hair. “Deeper—fuck—use that pretty mouth. Eat my cunt like you’ve been starving for it.”

Holly whimpered—nose buried in soft curls, tongue thrusting in slow, hungry strokes—while her hands slid up to grip Keira’s hips, holding her steady as the stuntwoman rocked against her face.

India watched from inches away—eyes dark, lips parted—then leaned in and kissed Holly’s shoulder, her cheek, the corner of her mouth where Keira’s slickness shone.

“You look so beautiful like this,” India whispered against Holly’s ear. “Face buried in her pussy. Covered in her. So fucking pretty.”

Holly moaned louder—vibrations rippling straight through Keira’s clit—and doubled her efforts. She sucked the swollen bud between her lips, rolling it gently with her tongue, then flicked fast—quick little lashes that made Keira’s thighs quake.

“Yes—fuck—suck my clit—make me come on your tongue—”

India’s hand slid down Holly’s back, over her ass, between her thighs. Her fingers found Holly’s dripping pussy—slid inside easily—two at first, then three—curling upward to stroke that spot while her thumb circled Holly’s clit in tight, relentless circles.

Holly cried out—muffled against Keira’s cunt—and bucked back onto India’s hand.

Keira looked down—saw India’s fingers disappearing into Holly—and grinned, savage and delighted.

“That’s it,” she panted. “Finger-fuck her while she eats me. Make her come all over your hand while she makes me come all over her face.”

India’s rhythm sped up—fingers pumping deep, thumb grinding hard—while her other hand reached around to pinch Holly’s nipple.

Holly shattered first—screaming into Keira’s pussy as her orgasm ripped through her, walls clamping down on India’s fingers, release flooding hot and wet over India’s hand and wrist. The vibrations of her cry pushed Keira over the edge—her thighs clamped around Holly’s head, hips bucking wildly as she came again—harder—squirting in sharp, hot bursts that Holly drank down greedily, tongue lapping every drop.

India followed seconds later—Keira’s tongue buried deep inside her, fingers still working Holly’s oversensitive pussy—back arching, cry echoing off the cave walls as she pulsed around Keira’s mouth.

They collapsed together—panting, trembling, tangled in a sweaty, sticky heap—bodies slick with release, hearts hammering in unison.

Keira lifted her head—chin shining—and kissed India deeply, letting her taste herself.

Then leaned over and kissed Holly—slow, filthy—sharing the mingled taste of all three of them.

“Fuck,” Keira breathed against Holly’s lips. “You taste like heaven.”

Holly laughed—shaky, overwhelmed, happy—and pulled them both closer.

The three of them lay tangled together on the warm sand shelf, bodies pressed close in a lazy, sweat-slick pile. Keira was in the middle—long legs stretched out, one arm curled around Holly’s waist, the other draped possessively over India’s hip. Holly nestled against Keira’s side, cheek pillowed on the stuntwoman’s shoulder, one small breast smushed softly against Keira’s fuller one. India curled into Keira from the other side, head tucked under the blonde’s chin, her own breasts flattened warmly against Keira’s ribs.

The sun had slid lower, turning the mist from the falls into a golden haze. Orange light painted their skin in slow, shifting strokes—highlighting the curve of a hip here, the dip of a collarbone there, the faint red marks where fingers had gripped hard and possessive earlier. The air smelled of salt, sex, and wet stone, undercut by the clean green scent drifting up from the jungle below.

Keira’s right hand drifted down India’s stomach—slow, unhurried—until her fingers settled over the heiress’s pussy. She didn’t push inside, didn’t try to build anything. Just rested her palm flat against the warm, swollen mound for a moment, letting India feel the steady heat of her hand. Then—gently, almost idly—she began to rub.

Slow circles. Lazy. The pad of her middle finger traced the outer lips first, then dipped just enough to glide along the slick inner folds without parting them. No pressure on the clit, no rhythm meant to chase release. Just soft, teasing friction—enough to make India’s breath hitch every few passes, but never enough to push her over.

India sighed—a long, shaky sound—and pressed her hips up into the touch. Keira smiled against her hair and kept the same gentle pace.

Holly watched—transfixed—her own hand resting on Keira’s thigh, thumb brushing the smooth skin there in absent little strokes. She could see everything: the way India’s pussy lips parted slightly under Keira’s circling finger, the faint sheen of fresh arousal that gathered and slid down toward the sand, the tiny quiver of India’s clit every time Keira’s fingertip grazed close without quite touching.

“You’re so soft down there,” Keira murmured into India’s hair, voice low and fond. “You like this, don’t you? Just being touched. Being held.”

India whimpered—soft, needy—and turned her face into Keira’s neck. “Feels… nice,” she managed. “Safe.”

Holly’s chest ached at the word. She pressed closer, breasts squishing warmly against Keira’s side, and kissed the curve of Keira’s shoulder.

The sun dipped lower. Shadows lengthened across the outcrop. The orange glow deepened to amber, then to a rich, molten copper that made their skin look gilded.

Holly sighed—content, reluctant. “Should we maybe… keep watch again?” she asked uncertainly, voice small.

Keira’s hand never stopped its slow circles on India’s pussy. She tilted her head to look at Holly—eyes soft, sleepy, affectionate.

“In a minute,” she murmured. “This was a really good idea, though. If we hadn’t started fucking up here, I bet we’d have seen those raptors again by now.”

Holly flushed—half embarrassed, half proud. “That’s not why I did it.”

Keira leaned over—careful not to disturb the slow rhythm of her fingers—and kissed the tip of Holly’s nose. Soft. Sweet.

“I know,” she said quietly. “But I’m still really glad you were here. While I was acting like I could take that whole pack on with one pistol and a prayer, you figured out the one way to keep Lucid off our backs for certain. The only thing they like better than life or death is a three-way orgasm.”

Holly’s cheeks burned hotter. The praise landed warm and solid in her chest—unexpected, genuine. She ducked her head, smiling shyly into Keira’s shoulder.

“Thanks,” she mumbled, happiness fizzing under her skin like champagne.

Keira kissed her forehead—lingering—then settled back, pulling both girls closer until they were one warm, tangled heap of limbs and soft curves.

The sun sank lower.

The jungle stayed quiet.

And for the first time since the helicopter dropped them into this nightmare, Holly let herself believe—just for a moment—that they might actually make it through the night.

Together.
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The frustrated cries of the pterosaur chicks faded as they inched through the passage, the sound growing thinner, more distant, until it was swallowed by the rock. Ben hoped—really hoped—that Lucid’s designers were giving them a break. A breather. A chance to regroup before the next scripted nightmare. He wasn’t counting on it, but the silence felt like mercy.

They emerged into daylight again, though not the blinding white of midday. The sun had dipped low behind the trees, turning the whole island into a furnace of orange-red glow. Long shadows stretched across the jungle floor; the air smelled of wet earth, green rot, and the faint stench of sulfur. Ben couldn’t decide if the light was beautiful or ominous. A distant screech—high, predatory—settled the question in his mind. Ominous.

The descent was easier than the climb. Gravity did most of the work, and the pitons were still solid. There weren’t enough harnesses for everyone, but Soph gave hers up without hesitation; she climbed onto Ben’s back like a baby ape, legs wrapping around his waist, arms hooked through the harness straps over his shoulders. Her bare breasts pressed warm against his back; her breath tickled his ear.

“Easy option for you,” Ben muttered, adjusting her weight. “You’re not the one doing the carrying.”

“Please,” Soph scoffed, tightening her grip. “I weigh like ninety pounds. I’m basically a big bag of pet food.”

“Pterodactyl food,” Ben corrected under his breath.

She laughed—soft, tired, the sound vibrating through his spine. “Yeah, whatever. Lucky for you I taste terrible.”

Ben smirked, though she couldn’t see it. “I happen to know that’s not true.”

Zoë scrambled into her new harness with a stammered thanks, but that still left them one short. She looked guiltily over at Adam, who shrugged. “I can do it without safety gear.” He met Ben’s eyes—direct, almost sheepish. “Still owe you all for the rescue. Least I can do is repay the favor.”

Ben blinked. He’d pigeonholed Adam as just another Danny clone the moment they’d met—same tan, same smirk, same willingness to run when things got hard. Now he wasn’t so sure. He made a mental note to revise that assessment later—if there was a later.

As they neared the bottom—where the waterfall hammered against black rocks in a constant white explosion—Soph swore viciously in Ben’s ear.

“Shit,” she breathed.

Ben dropped the last few feet, boots hitting wet stone. Soph slid off his back, landing light beside him.

The water was red.

Not the faint blush of sunset reflection. Real blood—dark swirls spreading outward from the base of the falls, thinning as the current dragged it away.

Ben scanned the beach—sand churned, ferns trampled, no sign of Keira, India, or Holly.

Then he saw it: a pile of spent cartridges glinting in the dying light, brass casings scattered like dropped coins. And leading away from them—a bloody trail. Drag marks. Deep furrows in the sand and mud, disappearing into the jungle.

Soph’s hand found his—tight, cold. “They’re gone,” she whispered.

Danny dropped down beside them, boots hitting the wet stone with a heavy slap. He looked around—saw the red water, the spent casings, the drag marks vanishing into the trees—and hissed with annoyance. “Motherfucker! I told you to give me that gun.” His lip twisted. “Knew that bitch wasn’t up to guard duty.”

Soph’s head snapped around so fast her wet hair whipped across her cheek. “Say that again,” she invited, voice low and dangerous, “and I’ll carve the word ‘bitch’ into your fucking forehead with my thumbnail.”

Danny raised both hands in mock surrender. “Just saying what everyone’s thinking. She had the gun. She had the high ground. And now she’s gone. Draw your own conclusions.”

Ben ignored the bait. He crouched beside the pile of casings, picked one up between thumb and forefinger. Still warm. Hot, even. Brass glinted in the dying orange light.

“This just happened,” he said. “If we move fast, we can still catch the trail.”

Danny snorted—sharp, dismissive. “Yeah, no. They’re out of the game, dickwad. And who put you in charge?”

Ben felt the moment he’d been waiting for finally arrive. The air between them thickened; every muscle in his back tightened like a drawn bowstring. He rose—slow, deliberate—until he loomed over Danny by a good four inches and thirty pounds of functional muscle.

Danny’s smirk flickered, but he didn’t back down. Not yet.

Things were about to get very nasty.

Then Adam shoved past them both, staggering toward the tree line.

“India!” he yelled, voice cracking on the name. “India!”

The raw panic in it stopped everyone cold.

Ben and Soph exchanged a glance—quick, loaded. Clearly something was going on between Adam and India. Something deeper than just a casual alliance.

Danny scoffed. “Save your breath, man. She’s long gone. Probably those raptors came back for seconds.”

Adam spun—face twisted with grief and fury. “She’s my fucking girlfriend, you asshole.”

Danny didn’t even blink. “That supposed to be a plot twist? You guys were obvious from the start. Secret couple my ass.” His lip curled. “Still, at least you let me fuck her before they dragged her off.”

The last thread of control in Adam’s skull snapped.

He charged—fist coming up in a wild, desperate swing.

Danny was faster. His elbow smashed square across Adam’s face with a savage crack. Adam dropped like a stone—stunned, blood streaming from his nose—splashing into the shallow water at the lake’s edge.

Zoë gasped and rushed forward, turning Adam’s face out of the water so he wouldn’t drown. His eyes fluttered; he coughed once, weakly.

The drones swooped closer—red lights blinking, lenses drinking in every second.

Danny shrugged at the nearest one, casual as if he’d just swatted a fly. “Self-defence. He swung first. I’m not breaking any rules here.”

He pivoted to Soph, smirk sliding back into place like it had never left.

“And speaking of the rules…” He let his gaze drag down her body—slow, deliberate. “Come on, stripper. It’s been hours since I fucked anyone and the sun’s going down. We could both do with the points. And the cameras are all here—it’s perfect.”

Soph’s lip twisted. “Yeah, you can suck a fuck, asshole.”

Danny’s smirk didn’t waver. “Shame.” He glanced at Zoë—still kneeling beside Adam, face flushed dark red with humiliation. “I’d do Zoë again but I already banked the points with her.” He looked back at Soph. “Keira’s gone and you’re no India, but I guess you’re kind of fuckable in the right light.”

“Shall I shoot him,” Soph asked Ben evenly, “or do you want to do it?”

Ben’s hand was already on his pistol—thumb flicking the safety off.

“Last warning,” he said quietly. “You bleached little shit. Easy enough to put one through your knee and leave you here for medivac.”

Danny cocked his head—seemingly unafraid. His arms hung loosely at his sides, relaxed.

“Try it,” he said.

Soph moved faster than Ben expected—drawing and squeezing the trigger in one fluid motion.

The pistol clicked. Jammed.

Again.

Danny sighed theatrically. “Yeah, we can’t shoot each other. Did you not watch season one?”

“It was worth a shot,” Soph snarled. “Thought maybe they’d make an exception for a solid gold shit like you.”

Danny rolled his eyes. “Well, if we’re not gonna fuck, this is a waste of my time.” He looked at Zoë—still kneeling, still flushed. “Come on, Zoë. Let’s go.”

Soph shook her head slowly. “You seriously think she’s going with you?”

Danny smirked. “Yeah, I do. We’ve got an alliance. First girl I fucked on the Island and all that. I think we could go all the way.” The words dripped with insincerity.

Zoë stood jerkily—avoiding everyone’s eyes. She took one step toward Danny.

Then stopped.

Thought better of it.

And walked back to Ben and Soph.

Soph squeezed her hand once—quick, reassuring. “Good choice, babe.”

Danny’s smirk finally cracked. “Fine,” he snarled. “Better off alone anyway. No more fucking rescue missions for dead weight.” He kicked Adam’s prone body—contemptuous, careless—then turned toward the jungle. “Don’t follow me.”

He vanished into the trees in seconds—swallowed by green shadow.

“Off you fuck, then,” Soph called after him, voice pitched high and sweet. “Hope the raptors finish the job!”

Above them, an orange flare burst—bright against the darkening sky. A small white parachute fluttered briefly across the sun, drifting down somewhere near the lake’s edge.

Zoë looked up, almost pathetically relieved. “They’ve sent us something! We’ve got sponsors!”

“It better be food,” Soph muttered. “I’m fucking starving.”
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A naughty nudist erotica series set in a clothing optional workplace


She was his best friend. His work wife. The one woman he could never have.

...Until the clothes came off.

In 2029, Matt and Alysha are co-leads on a groundbreaking new VR game that feels more real than reality itself. They finish each other’s code, steal each other’s coffee, and try to pretend the heat between them is strictly professional.

Then an eccentric Swedish billionaire acquires their studio and introduces an optional workplace nudity program.
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Then comes Charles Brandon, the handsome Duke of Norfolk—polite, powerful, and quietly obsessed with the vivacious creature her letters have painted in vivid, wicked color.

One tender kiss beneath lantern light. One reckless night in the duke’s vast bed. One shattering betrayal witnessed in the hayloft’s golden haze.

Now desire has teeth.

Charles believes he has claimed his future duchess.

James believes he has lost the only woman he ever loved.
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An irresistibly feel-good friends to lovers erotic romance


What happens when the one person who’s never looked at you twice… suddenly can’t look away?

Emma Grace has spent years perfecting the art of looking flawless.

Early alarms for the full contour routine. Push-up bras engineered by NASA. A wardrobe of dresses cut to promise cleavage that… technically doesn’t exist.

So when a top London modelling scout slips her a card (lingerie catalogues, big money, even bigger exposure), Emma’s stomach flips. The pay could change everything… but the idea of her uni mates passing around photos of her barely-there curves makes her want to die of shame.

Enter Callum: shaggy-haired, permanently sarcastic best friend and professional taker-of-the-piss.

He’s the only guy who treats Emma like an actual human instead of a china doll. He mocks her endless outfit changes, steals chips off her plate, and once told her she looked like a “posh vampire” when she overdid the winged eyeliner. In other words, he’s safe. Completely, gloriously platonic.

Until the afternoon Emma decides she needs an honest opinion.

Just one tiny, mortifying favour.

From the one boy she trusts never to fancy her.

What starts as a ridiculous, beer-fuelled dare in her bedroom turns into the most awkward, electric, heart-in-throat moment of both their lives. Because when Emma lifts her top and Callum finally—finally—sees her, something shifts. The teasing stops. The air thickens.

And two best friends who swore they were immune to each other discover that “just friends” has an expiry date.

Funny, tender, and deliciously slow-burn, Truth or Bare is a love letter to messy friendships, first times, and the terrifying joy of being wanted exactly as you are (insecurities and all).




Anne Boleyn: Naked Ambition!


A PENNY DREADFULS Book


Anne Boleyn knows exactly what she wants…

…the crown, the king, and every last drop of pleasure Henry Tudor can wring from her willing body. When a feigned “affliction” grants her a secret audience in the king’s private chambers, Anne wastes no time.

Skirts fall. Breath catches. And the most powerful man in England discovers that the dark-haired French girl who haunts his dreams is even more intoxicating in the flesh.

But royal audiences are never private for long.

Sweet, wide-eyed Jane Seymour stumbles upon their tangled bodies—and instead of fleeing, finds herself drawn inexorably closer. Anne, ever the generous mistress, decides the shy beauty might prove useful… especially when pretty Isabelle, her loyal and innocent lady-in-waiting, is summoned to join the game.

Witness Anne’s raw, naked ambition—bare skin, bared souls, and the breathless morning she seizes a kingdom one shattering climax at a time.

Short, shameless, searingly hot. Standalone with a deeply satisfying finish. For mature readers who crave their history deliciously debauched.




Nell Gwyn: Bare on the Boards!


A PENNY DREADFULS Book


Pretty, witty Nell Gwyn has never kept her clothes on in her life when there is mischief to be made…

Now she stars in a twice-banned play that dares to dramatize the King's own infamous dalliances—playing the saucy mistress who conquers the monarch while the Queen is conveniently away.

But on premiere night, His Majesty Charles II slips into the theater in secret, his eyes fixed on the woman who has long held his heart (and warmed his bed). In the heated interval, he whispers a delicious command: perform the scandalous bedchamber scene completely nude, just as nature—and desire—intended.

Nell obeys, her flawless skin glowing under the lights as she seduces the King beneath silk drapes. The crowd roars in ecstatic shock, devoured by the sight... until the outraged lords threaten riot.

Short, scorching, shamelessly hot. No cliffhangers here (but oh, how you'll crave the next installment). For mature audiences who adore their history soaked in sin.




Stranded with a Movie Star!


A celebrity billionaire erotic romance


What happens when the world’s most unattainable leading man crash-lands in the middle of your worst holiday ever… and decides you’re the only thing he wants to take home?

Penny Hale is having the holiday from hell: grounded in a tiny Nebraska airport, phone dead, family drama waiting on the other end of a cancelled flight. So when a private jet skids in through the blizzard and out steps Chris Oakshaw (absurdly gorgeous, movie superhero, face on every billboard in America), the last thing Penny expects is for him to head straight for her little band of stranded misfits.

He’s funnier than his movies. Sweeter than he is on-screen. And when the airport shuts down for the night, he does the most ridiculous thing imaginable: he pays for Penny’s room at the only hotel with power left in town.

One problem: there’s only the honeymoon suite left.

One bed. One outdoor jacuzzi still bubbling in the snow. And two people who’ve spent years convincing themselves they hate the holidays… suddenly very grateful for a whiteout.

What starts as survival turns into the best worst idea either of them has ever had: truth or dare in a hot tub, secrets spilled between flurries, and a kiss that tastes like hot cocoa and bad decisions. Because Chris isn’t just looking for a holiday fling – he’s looking at Penny like she’s the first real thing he’s touched in years. And Penny? She writes about disastrous dates for a living, but nothing in her columns ever prepared her for the moment a superstar kissed her mid-sentence.

Funny, steamy, and heart-meltingly romantic, Stranded with a Movie Star! is a forced-proximity fever dream full of blistering banter, sizzling chemistry, and the reminder that sometimes the best gifts come wrapped in a six-foot-two movie star who blushes when you tease him.

Standalone. Scorching heat level. Swoony HEA guaranteed.

Download now and get stuck into the romance of the season.




Five Girls, One Scoundrel


A deliciously erotic sequel to Pride and Prejudice


A lesser man would have declared the thing impossible and contented himself with the considerable triumphs already won.

Wickham was not a lesser man.

Three years after the joyous double weddings of Jane and Elizabeth set the town talking for a twelvemonth, George Wickham has settled into a lasting—though scandalously unmarried—union with the spirited Lydia Bennet. But a chance encounter with the lively Kitty reignites his roguish ambitions. Why stop at one Bennet girl when he could claim them all?

From Lydia’s wild passions to Kitty’s innocent curiosity, Mary’s pious loneliness, Jane’s gentle allure, and even the unattainable Elizabeth Darcy herself—Wickham sets his sights on an outrageous seduction. But can even the most charming scoundrel in England truly bed all five beautiful Bennets—and emerge unscathed?

...featuring library encounters, delightful discipline, Regency-authentic teasing, deliciously improper use of a pianoforte, Lydia’s new bonnet, gradually escalating forfeits, some unexpectedly sweet and gentle deflowerings, duels, banter, and the fine eyes of literature’s most legendary heroine.

Strictly for mature readers! Intense, explicit love scenes and language from the very first instalment.




Get Your Hands Dirty


How to Write Romance that Hits Hard and Sells Big!


Tired of dry, academic writing guides that leave you more confused than inspired?

Ready to craft swoony, addictive romances that make readers stay up all night—and actually climb the bestseller charts?

Juliette Jaysen pulls back the curtain on the craft that’s made her readers fall hard. No fluff. No gatekeeping. Just battle-tested tools, real examples, and the kind of straight-talking advice that feels like a late-night chat with your sharpest writer friend.

Inside, you’ll discover:


	Why you already know more about story structure than you think (and how to harness it)

	A flexible beat sheet that keeps your romance breathing while giving it unbreakable bones

	How timeless classics like Pride & Prejudice and steamy modern hits follow the same hidden blueprint

	Tropes that never die—and how to twist them until they feel brand new

	Writing intimacy that sizzles with emotional truth (without veering into cringe)

	Titles, blurbs, and KDP secrets to get your book in front of eager readers fast



This isn’t about following rigid rules. It’s about arming yourself with techniques that work, then breaking them when your story demands it. Juliette shows you where the magic lives—and how to bottle it.

Whether you’re drafting your first kiss or your tenth launch, Get Your Hands Dirty will remind you why you fell in love with romance in the first place… and give you the confidence to make readers fall just as hard.

Grab your laptop and dive in. It’s time to get your hands dirty.



About the Author


Juliette Jaysen has been writing since she could reach the keyboard. Her first book was banged out on a translucent iMac perched on her dad’s desk (remember those?) She’s come a long way since then.

Born and raised in Oxford, England, she traded rainy cobblestones for California sunshine when she moved to Long Beach in her twenties. She still spells “realise” with an s and calls the hood of a car a bonnet—apologies in advance.

When she’s not shamelessly eavesdropping on strangers for dialogue inspiration, Juliette can be found chasing deadlines, caffeine and that fickle minx, inspiration. She writes wherever the muse takes her, usually somewhere with strong Wi-Fi and weak morals.

Follow her for sequels, new stories and more at amazon.com/author/juliettejaysen.
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