
        
            
                
            
        

    
The Nudist Island

Episode Four: Zoë

Juliette Jaysen


Copyright © 2026 Juliette Jaysen.

Formatted using Lacuna.

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

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

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

Fair use still applies for the usual criticism, review, and TikTok purposes. Quoting a paragraph or three to tell your friends “you won’t believe what she wrote on page 173” is fine. Quoting an entire chapter on your website is not fine; that’s just rude. Buy your friends their own copy like a civilized pervert.

Fanfiction is totally fine (and legal anyway according to the OTW); you don’t need to ask permission to play with my characters, I’m flattered! Just put them back on the shelf when you’re done.

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

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

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


Table of Contents


Reader Discretion Advised

Alex Reviews: The Nudist Island, Episode One

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Books in this Series

Books by this Author

About the Author


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.

If you’re easily offended, shocked by strong language, or prefer your entertainment sanitized and safe, this one’s not for you.

For everyone else—the curious, the shameless, the ones who like their fiction dark, dirty, and dangerously honest—welcome. Grab a drink, dim the lights, and dive in.

Enjoy.


Alex Reviews: The Nudist Island, Episode One
Welcome to the Meat Grinder


They call it The Nudist Island, which is already a lie so brazen it deserves its own postcode. It should be called Naked People Competing for Cash While Genetically Engineered Murder-Lizards Wait in the Bushes. But that’s less catchy, and Lucid have never let truth get in the way of a good strapline. So here we are: Season Three, Episode One, and the helicopter doors have barely slid open before we’re reminded that humanity’s capacity for self-debasement remains infinite, bottomless and yet also somehow still expanding.

The first episode opens with a helicopter shot that’s so sweeping and pornographically lush you half-expect a bloke to pop up and start whispering about the mating habits of genetically resurrected theropods. Instead we get Lucas Lane’s voiceover—that same oily, self-congratulatory purr he’s been using since the first season—telling us that this year is “bigger, bolder, and more unapologetically human.” Translation: more money shots, more broken bones, same set of thinly veiled excuses to look at pretty people’s hoo-has for an hour straight.

We fade up on what looks like a stock-photo beach: blinding white sand, water the colour of artificially sweetened mouthwash, palm trees arranged with implausible precision. Out tumble our inaugural crop of sun-kissed morons: Ben and Soph (the bouncer/stripper power couple who met in the biblical sense about seventy-two hours ago), Keira (a stuntwoman so leggy she could probably kick herself in the face), and Holly (an influencer whose entire personality appears to consist of being startled by her own reflection). They hit the sand, squint into the glare like newborn moles, and immediately commence the ancient ritual of sizing one another up as though they’re the final reduced-to-clear items in humanity’s meat aisle.

(Oh, and there’s also Gabrielle the actress and Park the singer, but they’ve evidently skipped the “shag on arrival” clause in the contract, so they can sod off to the background where they belong.)

Within ninety seconds Keira has judo-swept Ben into the surf and is riding him like he owes her rent. Soph, rather than throwing a tantrum, helps strip the blonde’s bikini off and then kneels beside them offering helpful commentary and occasional hair-holding services. It’s the most efficient threesome since the ménage à trois was invented in 1843 by a horny Frenchman. Holly stands there in her neon-pink two-piece looking like she’s just realised the orgy invite was real and not a prank from her group chat. The drones swoop in like horny midges. First-fuck bonus secured. Ratings spike. Somewhere in a Lucid server farm a cryptocurrency wallet gets a little fatter.

Cut to Gabrielle and Park, who have apparently taken the scenic route through an Aztec-themed death trap slash escape room. Gabrielle gets her leg almost crushed between a millstone and a wall; Park tries to hold several tons of granite back with his bare hands like he’s auditioning for a Hercules reboot directed by a sadist. Ben’s group arrives just in time to pull her free. It’s the first moment the show accidentally stumbles into something resembling decency. Ben doesn’t hesitate. Soph doesn’t try to talk him out of it. They just act. For about thirty seconds you almost forget you’re watching a programme whose central premise is “let’s see how many attractive people we can convince to fuck for views while dodging mechanical death.”

Then they reach the cum-pressure-plate chamber.

I’m not making this up. A literal sunken dais surrounded by thrones, walls carved with ancient porn, and a rule that says the door only opens if everyone nuts on the volunteer in the middle. Gabrielle—sweet, soft-spoken Gabrielle, who up until this point has mostly looked like she’s about to apologise to the furniture—volunteers. She says she’s happy to do it. She says she thinks they’re all hot. She kneels without further ado and starts worshipping five assorted cocks and vaginas with the earnest enthusiasm of someone who’s just discovered her true calling in life is cunnilingus, or possibly blowjobs.

The dirty talk she offers while coated in progressively thicker layers of jizz is so disarmingly sweet it almost hurts. “I want every boy who ever jerked off to my rom-com scenes to see what I really look like when I’m happy.” Christ. She’s not performing; she’s confessing. And the camera lingers—lovingly, obscenely—on every rope, every drip, every slow sink of the pressure plate as the tally rises. When Soph finally squirts across her face after treating the other ladies to some very hands-on tuition, the door grinds open. Gabrielle is glazed like a particularly enthusiastic donut. She smiles through the mess and says “thank you” like she’s just been gifted a free soda at the mall instead of several pints of female ejaculate.

It’s the most heartbreakingly human thing yet in a show that has spent twenty minutes trying to convince us humans are basically horny meat puppets. But Lucid can’t let it stay wholesome for longer than a second—moments later, we get the revelation that one of them has to stay behind to keep the door open.

Gabrielle volunteers, possibly in the hopes of a nice hot shower, but then Park steps up too. Park. The brooding singer who up until this point has contributed roughly the emotional depth of a damp towel.

My respect for the man shot from subterranean to merely underground. Which, let’s be honest, isn’t saying much when your starting point is somewhere near the Earth’s molten nickel core. But still. He didn’t have to do it. He could have let Gabrielle—cum-dripping, red-haired, inexplicably optimistic Gabrielle—sit there alone in the pitch black, slowly coming to terms with the fact that her big romantic island adventure ends with her becoming a permanent resident of a fake Aztec temple.

Instead he stays. Because the idea of her being alone in the dark is apparently worse than the idea of both of them going out together. If this tiny flicker of actual decency ends up being the reason these two get exiled from the show, I will be quite annoyed.

Anyway, the rest of our motley crew push on, and that’s when we meet the other group.

They’ve been waiting—lounging around the firepit like they own the place—because apparently the final chamber requires a full complement of naked idiots to function. The apparent ringleader rises first: bleach-blond surfer-bro with abs you could grate cheese on and a smirk that suggests he’s spent his entire life being told he’s God’s gift to whatever poor mirror has to look at him every morning. He opens his mouth and out comes a nasal drawl so smug it could curdle coconut water.

“Took you assholes long enough.”

His name is Danny. Of course it is. Behind him lurks Adam—another gym-sculpted clone who was probably 3D-printed in the same batch—plus India (posh British totty, gold bikini, daddy’s credit card still smoking from funding this little jaunt) and Zoë (shy Canadian barista who looks like she’s wandered into the wrong reality show and is still politely waiting for someone to tell her it’s all a prank).

Soph immediately christens Danny “dickwad,” which is both accurate and generous. India announces she’s here to “shock the society pages,” which translates to “I’m rebelling against boarding school by getting railed on international television.” Zoë admits she just pours coffee for a living, and Soph—in a rare flash of actual warmth—tells her there’s nothing wrong with that, because she’s a stripper and her boyfriend breaks people for money. It’s at moments like these I find myself dangerously close to liking her.

Then they reach the final chamber.

Red light. Steam. Sulfur that presumably smells like the devil’s armpit. A winch over a bottomless pit, and a platform rising with Gabrielle and Park bound to it like budget human sacrifices. Our expanded crew of eight hauls like crazy—sweat flying, muscles popping, Ben grunting like he’s constipated rather than heroic. The door opens inch by agonising inch. Daylight beckons.

And Danny legs it.

Drops his spoke, uses the platform as a springboard, and vanishes into the jungle, India hot on his heels. Adam follows. Keira hesitates—looks at Ben with a decent attempt at genuine regret—then jumps too. The winch spins free. Axes snap. Platform drops. Screams echo. Silence.

God knows what happened to Gabrielle and Park. Lucid’s saying nothing, but in my head they’re both lounging on some undisclosed beach right now, watching the slow-motion replay of their near-demise and cackling at the looks on our faces. (That might even be true. Don’t tell me it isn’t.)

Then the ceiling starts falling in earnest.

Stalactites crash. Masonry rains. Ben shoulder-charges the cracking door and they burst out just as the temple implodes behind them. They collapse in the clearing, covered in dust, shaking. The music soars like it’s the end of the episode.

But not quite.

Outside, the ones who legged it to save themselves are cornered by—and I can’t believe I’m about to type this—

Fucking velociraptors. Actual goddamn dinosaurs with razor teeth and sickle claws. Wearing shock collars that zap them every time they get too close to the surviving players.

That’s right. Season Three of The Nudist Island comes with its own complement of snarling, snapping murder-turkeys who should have stayed extinct, and it’s at this point we all realise that ‘mad genius’ is too gentle a term for Lucas Lane. Try ‘mad fucking bastard’. Or maybe just ‘mad’.

Lucid won’t confirm whether they’re genetically engineered garden lizards scaled up to nightmare proportions or actual DNA-spliced recreations smuggled out of some black-site lab in South America. It barely matters. What matters is that they’re there. On the island. Stalking real people in real time on a livestream watched by one in five American households.

I’m definitely going to hell.

But I’ve already queued up episode two.

Because fucking dinosaurs? Are they kidding?

We’re all doomed. Pass the popcorn.
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Ben stared down at the gorge, frozen.

Three velociraptors—sleek, feathered killing machines with horribly curved claws—circled Danny, India, Adam and Keira like wolves around a wounded animal. The shock collars around the raptors’ necks sparked blue every time one lunged too close, forcing them back with enraged shrieks and thrashing rolls across the dirt. Keira stood between the two men, makeshift spear raised, her legs braced, face pale but set. Danny was shouting something high and panicked while Adam jabbed uselessly with a broken branch. They were cornered, backs to a sheer rock face, no way out.

Keira’s head snapped up. Her eyes found Ben’s across the distance—wide, anguished, pleading. She knew. He knew. He was too far. Even if he sprinted down the cliff path, even if he had a weapon, even if he reached them in time—what the hell was he supposed to do? Jump down and wrestle dinosaurs with his bare hands?

Then Soph’s hand clamped around his forearm.

“Over here,” she hissed, tugging hard.

Ben tore his gaze away. Zoë and Holly were already crouched in the brush a few paces back, staring at something metallic half-buried under vines. Soph dropped down beside them, ripping away leaves with quick, frantic pulls.

A stainless-steel case—Lucid’s logo stamped discreetly on the lid—gleamed in the dappled sunlight. Soph yanked the last vines away and flipped the latches. Inside, nestled in foam: two compact handguns and one long, wicked-looking sniper rifle. The rifle’s barrel was matte black, suppressor already fitted, scope zeroed. Tranquilliser darts—three of them—lay in a neat row beside the magazines.

Ben recognised the model immediately. Heavy, accurate, built for one-shot drops on large game. He lifted it, checked the bolt, felt the familiar weight settle against his shoulder like an old friend.

“Only three darts,” he said, voice low.

Soph handed him the first one without hesitation. Her hands weren’t shaking at all. “Make them count.”

Ben ran back to the cliff ridge, dropped prone, elbows braced on the rock. The scope came up smooth. He exhaled half a breath, steadied.

The closest raptor—the biggest, clearly the pack leader—was stalking forward again, sickle claw tapping the ground like a metronome. Ben lined the crosshairs on the thick muscle at the base of its neck.

Squeeze.

The rifle bucked softly—suppressed crack muffled by the jungle noise. The dart slammed home. For one horrible second nothing happened. The raptor froze, head cocked, yellow eye swivelling toward the cliff. Then its legs buckled. It staggered sideways, weaving like a drunk, and collapsed in a feathered heap inches from Keira’s feet.

The other two shrieked—pure fury, high and alien. They backed up a step, confused, heads whipping between their fallen leader and the humans. The pack cohesion shattered.

Soph pressed the second dart into Ben’s palm. “Next.”

He slotted it calmly, methodically. The rifle came back up. The second raptor—the one closest to Danny—was already turning, nostrils flaring, sniffing the air for the source of the threat. Ben centred the crosshairs on its neck.

Squeeze.

The dart struck clean. This raptor reared up, screeching, claws slashing at the collar like it could tear the pain out. It staggered, legs folding, and dropped hard, rolling once before going still.

The last raptor locked eyes with Ben across the gorge.

Yellow. Reptilian. Burning with something that wasn’t fear—pure, ancient hatred. It knew exactly where the threat had come from. It shrieked again—long, triumphant, terrifying—and reared up in defiance.

Ben felt the shiver roll down his spine—primal, instinctive. He’d faced men with rifles in the dark without flinching. But this thing wanted to eat him. Wanted to tear him apart and swallow the pieces.

Soph’s hand brushed his shoulder—steady, warm. She pressed the final dart into his palm.

He loaded it. Exhaled. Squeezed.

The dart hit the base of the raptor’s throat as it screamed. The sound cut off mid-note. The creature took two staggering steps forward—eyes still locked on Ben—then its legs gave out. It collapsed slowly, reluctantly, furious yellow gaze never leaving his until its eyelids finally drooped shut.

Below, Danny sank to his knees in the brush, glassy-eyed, chest heaving. Adam stood frozen, branch still raised; India was behind him, sobbing into her hands. Keira was already climbing the rock face—quick, sure-footed—heading back up to their level.

Ben lowered the rifle slowly. His shoulder throbbed. His hands were steady.

He looked at Soph.

She met his gaze—dark eyes wide, lips parted, no smirk, no quip.

For once she had no words.

Ben watched Keira haul herself over the cliff edge with a grunt, dirt-streaked and breathing hard, blonde hair plastered to her neck. She rolled onto her back for a second, chest heaving, then pushed up onto her elbows.

Soph was already crouched back over the weapons cache. She checked the magazine on one of the compact handguns—nine-millimetre, polymer frame, suppressor-ready—then slapped the slide forward with a satisfying metallic clack. Safety on, she verified, then did the same with the second pistol before pressing it into Ben’s palm.

The grip felt cool and familiar against his skin. He hadn’t expected her to handle it like she’d done it a thousand times before. Questions crowded his tongue—when the hell did you learn to shoot?—but the words died unspoken. Wrong time. Wrong place. Right now he was just grateful she knew what she was doing.

The case had come with leg holsters—simple black nylon rigs, adjustable straps. Soph was already strapping one to her thigh, the dark material stark against the smooth tan of her leg, the pistol nestling snug against the outside of her hip. The bikini bottoms rode low enough that the holster sat just below the tie-string, practical and somehow obscene at the same time.

“Tool up,” she said, holding the last handgun out towards Keira without looking at her. “Unless either of you two has ever shot before?”

Holly shook her head fast—eyes wide, neon-pink bikini streaked with mud and sweat. “No. Never.”

Zoë swallowed, looking faintly ill. “Only once. At a range. With my ex. I was… bad at it.”

Soph’s mouth twitched—just a flicker of frustration—before she handed the second pistol to Keira without comment.

Keira busied herself strapping the holster to her thigh—quick, efficient movements that didn’t quite hide the tremor in her hands. She still hadn’t looked any of them in the eye.

Soph caught Ben’s gaze over the top of Keira’s bowed head. Her expression was dry as desert sand.

“You’re welcome, by the way,” she said.

Keira winced. The strap snapped into place with a soft click. She finally lifted her head, met Ben’s eyes directly—blue meeting brown, raw and unguarded.

“Thank you,” she said. “I’d be dead if you hadn’t—” She swallowed. “Obviously. I owe you one. And I’m sorry. Really sorry I ran.”

Ben held her gaze for a long beat. The words weren’t enough to erase the memory of her leaping across the abyss, but they weren’t nothing either.

Soph sighed—long, grudging. “You probably wouldn’t be dead,” she admitted reluctantly. “Those collars were keeping them at bay. Just about. Maybe they explode or something if the raptors get too close. I think the whole thing was designed to scare you shitless, not actually kill you.”

Privately Ben wasn’t so sure. He wouldn’t trust anyone else’s finger on the button—not with animals that moved like lightning and had claws twice the length of his thumb.

“Mission fucking accomplished,” Keira muttered, holstering the pistol with a final snap of Velcro.

The brush parted behind them with a sharp rustle.

Danny stumbled out first—face ashen beneath the golden tan, eyes glassy and unfocused. Adam followed, supporting India; she had one arm slung over his shoulders, the other wrapped around her ribs like she was holding herself together. Sweat poured down her face; one gold strap had slipped off her shoulder. She looked like she’d run a marathon and lost.

Danny stopped short when he saw them—saw the rifle in Ben’s hands, the pistols on Soph and Keira’s thighs. His mouth opened, closed, opened again.

Ben met his gaze without expression.

Danny swallowed once, hard. “You shot them.”

“Yeah,” Ben said evenly. “We did.”

India let out a shaky laugh that sounded more like a sob. “I thought we were dead. I really thought—”

Soph stepped forward, pistol still holstered but hand resting on the grip. “You ran,” she said quietly. “Left us holding the winch. Left Gabrielle and Park to drop.”

Danny’s jaw worked. “I—look, it was instinct. Survival. You’d have done the same.”

“No,” Ben said. “We wouldn’t.”

The word landed flat and final.

Danny looked away first.

Adam shifted uncomfortably under India’s weight. “We’re all still breathing,” he muttered. “That’s what matters.”

Soph snorted. “Yeah. Thanks to us.”

No one argued.

Ben slung the rifle across his back, barrel pointed down, safety on. He looked at Soph—her face still pale but steady—then at the group who’d run.

He didn’t say anything else.

He just started walking—toward the sound of the waterfall, toward whatever came next.

The others followed.

Soph fell into step beside him as they pushed deeper into the jungle, close enough that her bare shoulder brushed his arm with every stride. “Should we shoot them in the head from here?” she muttered, glancing down toward the gorge where the three raptors still lay sprawled in feathered heaps. “Make sure they can’t follow us?”

Ben followed her gaze. The creatures looked almost peaceful now—limbs slack, chests rising and falling in slow, drugged rhythm. He nodded once. “Good idea. But I’ve got a hunch we won’t be able to.”

Soph quirked her head, curious, but didn’t argue. She dropped to one knee in the undergrowth, drew the pistol from her thigh holster with smooth familiarity, and lined up the sights on the nearest raptor’s skull—then squeezed the trigger.

The slide didn’t cycle.

“Son of a bitch,” Soph muttered. She racked it manually, ejected the round, checked the chamber, then tried again.

Another dry click. Jammed.

The others had stopped walking. Danny’s eyes flicked with undisguised hunger to the gun in Soph’s hands. Keira simply watched, expression unreadable.

Ben exhaled through his nose. “Yeah. That’s what I figured.”

Soph cleared the jam with quick, irritated flicks. She looked up at him, jaw tight.

“There had to be a reason they only gave us tranqs for the rifle,” Ben said quietly. “Those animals are probably worth tens of millions each. Lucid aren’t taking any risks with their new toys.”

“Fuck,” Soph said shortly, holstering the gun again. She stood, brushing dirt from her knees. “So they might wake up any moment and come after us?”

Ben shrugged, trying to sound more certain than he felt. “Those darts were pretty heavy-duty. I can’t see them waking up for another few hours at least. And even if they do…” He glanced toward the collapsed temple, then back at the gorge. “Lucid probably want something different for episode two. We’ll be seeing those toothy assholes again, just… not for a little while.”

His calm seemed to settle the others. Holly let out a shaky breath. Zoë nodded slowly, like she was trying to convince herself. Keira gave a single, grim nod and resumed walking.

The jungle thinned without warning.

One moment they were pushing through dense green—vines catching at their ankles, leaves slapping bare shoulders—and the next the ground simply dropped away. They stood at the edge of a sheer cliff, the roar of water suddenly loud enough to drown thought.

Below them stretched a crystal-clear lake the colour of liquid turquoise, so vivid it looked almost unreal. A waterfall plunged from the far rim—hundreds of feet of white water thundering down black volcanic rock in a single, roaring curtain. Mist rose from the impact zone in thick, glittering clouds, catching the late-afternoon sun and splitting it into a dozen faint rainbows that arched across the gorge.

Ferns and orchids clung to the wet cliffs in impossible greens; vines draped like curtains from overhangs; and birds—bright, impossible colours—darted through the spray, their calls sharp and joyous against the constant thunder.

The lake itself was enormous—almost a mile across—ringed by white sand beaches that looked powdered, untouched. Schools of fish flashed silver beneath the surface, visible even from this height. Steam drifted lazily from hidden hot springs along the far shore, curling into the blue sky like smoke from distant fires. The whole scene was so perfectly, impossibly beautiful it felt like a slap—nature showing off, reminding them how small and breakable they were.

Ben felt the breath leave his lungs in a slow, involuntary rush.

Keira let out a soft, stunned laugh behind him. “Okay,” she murmured. “That’s… obscene.”

Zoë hugged her own arms, staring. “I didn’t think places like this were real.”

Ben glanced at Soph. Her face was lit by the rainbows, dark hair whipping in the mist-laden wind off the falls. For a moment the tension in her shoulders eased—just a fraction—and she looked almost peaceful.

Then she caught his eye and smirked—small, wicked, familiar.

“Water looks warm,” she said. “And there’s probably a cave behind the falls. Classic setup. Private. Wet. Loud enough to drown out anything we do.”

Ben let out a rough laugh, half-exasperated, half-already half-hard at the picture she was painting. “You’re unbelievable. We just outran death twice in twenty-four hours and you’re already figuring out how to get more fuck points?”

Soph tilted her head, innocent as sin. “Adrenaline’s a hell of a drug, soldier. Why waste it on scenery when we could be celebrating the old-fashioned way?”

Ben huffed a laugh despite himself. “Seriously, you’re insane.”

“You love it.”

He did.

They stood there a moment longer—four of them on the edge of paradise, still streaked with dust and sweat and fear, weapons strapped to bare thighs, the roar of the falls drowning out everything else.

Then Ben turned away from the view.

“Down we go,” he said.

They reached the lake’s edge without another ambush, the jungle finally spitting them out onto a narrow strip of white sand fringed by ferns and smooth black boulders. The waterfall thundered down in a solid white sheet, mist rising in cool clouds that kissed their skin and tasted faintly of clean stone. Even at this distance, the spray reached far enough to soak their faces; rainbows shimmered in the air like permanent decorations.

The girls didn’t hesitate. Soph kicked off her sandals first, then peeled the bikini top over her head and tossed it onto a rock. Her bottoms followed a second later. She waded straight into the shallows until the water hit her waist, then ducked under the heaviest part of the falling mist.

Holly and Zoë followed more shyly—Holly stepping underneath the water but not stripping, Zoë taking up a spot next to her. They stood under the spray together, heads tipped back, letting the water sluice away the temple’s grime: ash, dust and dried cum still flaking off in pale streaks, sweat turning to mud on their thighs. Soph laughed once—short, surprised—as the pressure pounded her shoulders clean. Holly scrubbed at her arms with both hands like she could wash off the memory of the collapsing temple. Zoë just closed her eyes and breathed.

Ben watched them for a moment, then turned away. Adam and India had drifted to the water’s edge a little further down, talking low, heads close. India’s gold bikini top was still crooked; Adam’s hand rested on her lower back in a way that looked more possessive than comforting. Ben didn’t care enough to wonder what their deal was. His brain had already tagged them both untrustworthy the second they’d bolted from the winch. Running when people were counting on you wasn’t a one-time mistake; it was a character reference.

He knelt at a natural basin carved into the rock by centuries of overflow, letting the cool water rush over his arm. The shoulder still throbbed—deep bruise, maybe even a hairline crack—but nothing broken. He scrubbed at the dried blood and dust with rough fingers, watching pink swirls disappear into the clear pool.

Footsteps crunched behind him.

Danny stopped a careful three paces away, hands spread in exaggerated conciliation, palms out like he was approaching a wild animal.

“Hey, man,” he started, voice pitched low and reasonable. “You think I could get one of those guns? I’ve got a hundred hours on the range. Certified. I can help.”

Ben laughed—short, humourless. He didn’t turn around. “So you can shoot me as soon as my back’s turned? Yeah, sure.”

Danny’s face flushed under the tan. “It’s a fucking game, man. Sorry I’m playing to win.”

Ben finally straightened, water dripping from his elbow, and turned slowly. He rose to his full height—six-two, broad-shouldered, still streaked with dirt but steady. Danny had to tilt his chin up a fraction to meet his eyes. The difference wasn’t huge, but it was enough.

Ben pretended to consider it. Tipped his head. Scratched his jaw with a wet thumb.

“Fair enough,” he said eventually. “Go ask Soph for her gun. I’m sure she’ll give it to you.”

Danny’s jaw clenched so hard the muscle jumped under his skin. “Your stripper girl?” The words came out sharper than he probably meant. “I guarantee you, man, I’m a better shot than she is.”

Ben stepped forward—one slow, deliberate pace. Close enough that Danny had to resist the urge to back up.

“She’s not my stripper girl,” Ben said quietly. “She’s my girlfriend. And she’s carrying because she knows how to use it. You ran when we needed you. You don’t get to ask for weapons after that.”

Danny’s eyes flicked toward the lake—toward Soph, who was laughing at something Keira had said, water streaming down her bare back and ass in silver rivulets. Then back to Ben. His mouth opened, closed.

Ben leaned in just enough to make the next words private.

“Touch her gun without asking,” he said, voice calm and level, “and I’ll break every finger on the hand you use to reach for it. Slowly. While the cameras watch. I’ll probably win points for the drama.”

Danny swallowed once. Hard.

Ben stepped back, turned away, and went back to washing his arm like the conversation was over.

For one more moment, Danny stood there—face red, fists clenched—then walked stiffly toward the water’s edge, shoulders hunched. He didn’t approach Soph.

The dronecams circled them like patient sharks—sleek black orbs, almost silent except for the faint hum that blended with the waterfall’s roar. Ben studied them, but couldn’t work out how they were moving; some kind of electromagnetic propulsion, maybe. Lenses glinted in the mist, catching every droplet that slid down their skin, every slow breath, every movement. They hovered just close enough to feel ever-present, far enough to pretend they were discreet.

Soph was still the only one who’d stripped completely. The white bikini lay discarded on a flat rock, forgotten. She stood under the heaviest part of the spray, head tipped back, dark pixie cut glittering in the sun. Water streamed over her small, high breasts, beading on tight nipples before running in rivulets down her flat stomach and between her thighs. She arched her back deliberately—spine curving, hips tilting forward—and let one hand slide down her body. Fingers parted slick folds, middle finger circling her clit once, slow and shameless, while she stared straight at the nearest drone.

The camera dipped lower, lens whirring softly in approval.

Zoë’s eyes widened. She stood frozen in knee-deep water, arms crossed over her chest like she could hide the teal bikini she still wore. Her cheeks flushed darker than the mist could explain. “She’s…” Zoë started, then trailed off, clearly torn between shock and unwilling fascination.

Keira stepped up beside Ben, water dripping from her lashes, blonde hair darkened to honey by the spray. She smiled—rueful, a little sheepish. “She’s one of a kind, your girl,” she said quietly, voice pitched just for him. “Whose idea was it to come on the show?”

Ben huffed a laugh, low and rough. “You even have to ask?”

Keira’s gaze flicked down to the front of his board shorts, then back up. She stepped closer—close enough that her wet breast brushed his arm. Her hand drifted over the damp fabric, fingertips tracing the outline of him through cotton with delicate, deliberate pressure.

“You know,” she breathed against his ear, warm despite the cool mist, “when I said I owe you one, I fucking meant it.”

Soph caught sight of them from under the falls. She laughed—bright, delighted—and splashed toward them through the shallows, water parting around her thighs.

“Hands off, slut,” she called cheerfully, voice carrying over the roar. “We already got the first-time fuck points. Diminishing returns after that.”

Keira pouted—full lower lip pushed out, eyes big and playful. She raised her voice just enough to make sure the drones caught every word. “You mean I don’t get to suck this gorgeous cock?”

Soph shrugged one shoulder, droplets flying from the motion. “I didn’t say never. Just wait your turn.” She stepped right up to Ben, water streaming down her body in silver tracks, nipples tight from the cold. “We’ve got a waterfall and a suspicious break in the island trying to kill us. They obviously want us to fuck…” She trailed a fingertip down the center of his chest, stopping just above the waistband of his shorts. “And I’m thinking Ben here’s earned his goddamn reward.”

Her eyes flicked sideways toward the other girls. “So who’s your favorite, babe? Apart from me, obviously.”

Ben’s gaze drifted along with hers—guilty, automatic—and landed on Zoë. The barista stood with her toes curling in the wet sand, lower lip caught between her teeth, cheeks flushed from more than the mist. She looked small and out of place and impossibly soft in the middle of all this engineered chaos.

Soph snorted—playful, affectionate. “Yeah, that figures.” She leaned in, lips brushing his ear. “You’ve got a type, Brady. The cute ones who look like they shouldn’t be here. It’s adorable, really.”

She turned, cupped her hands around her mouth, and yelled over the spray. “Hey, Zoë!”

Zoë startled, arms tightening around herself. “Me?”

Soph crooked two fingers. “Come here, sweetheart. Let’s see if there’s a conveniently hidden cave behind this waterfall.”

Without waiting for an answer, she turned and walked straight through the curtain of falling water—hips swaying, bare ass gleaming in the mist—disappearing into the shimmering white wall like she owned the place.

Ben watched her go, a slow smile tugging at his mouth.

Keira laughed under her breath. “Bossy little thing.”

Zoë hesitated—eyes flicking between the waterfall, Ben, and the drones still circling overhead—then took one tentative step forward. Then another.

Ben held out a hand.

She took it.

Together they followed Soph through the falls—cold water crashing over their heads, soaking them clean in one shocking rush—and into the hidden space beyond.
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The cave behind the waterfall was a shallow scoop of black volcanic rock, walls slick and glistening like wet obsidian, lit only by the diffused blue-white glow that filtered through the roaring curtain of water. The thunder of the falls became a constant, intimate roar—loud enough to swallow every moan, every gasp, every filthy word they might speak. Private. Safe. Dangerous in the best way.

Soph stood in the center, water streaming off her in silver sheets, grinning like she’d just won the lottery.

“See?” she said, spreading her arms. “Told you.”

Ben stepped closer, water dripping from his hair, shorts clinging to his thighs. Zoë stayed just behind him, hand still in his, breathing fast.

Soph’s eyes flicked between them—dark, hungry, warm.

“Now,” she said softly, “let’s see how much trouble we can get into before the next thing tries to kill us.”

She crossed the space between them in three slow steps, water pooling at her feet. Then, tossing Ben a wink, she reached out, cupped Zoë’s face with both hands—gentle, thumbs brushing wet cheeks—and leaned in.

The first kiss was soft. Just lips brushing lips. A question more than a demand. Zoë made a tiny, breathless sound—half gasp, half sigh—and her hands came up instinctively to rest on Soph’s bare waist. Soph smiled against her mouth, kissed her again—still soft, still careful—then deepened it. Tongue sliding slow along the seam of Zoë’s lips until they parted. Zoë whimpered into the kiss, fingers tightening on Soph’s hips.

Soph pulled back just enough to murmur against her mouth. “You’re shaking, sweetheart.”

Zoë laughed—shaky, breathless. “I’ve… never kissed a girl before. It’s nice, though.”

Soph’s eyes sparkled. “First time for everything.” She kissed her again—harder this time, tongue sweeping in, claiming. Zoë melted into it, hands sliding up Soph’s back, fingers digging into wet skin.

Soph’s hands moved—deft, sure—fingers finding the tie at Zoë’s neck. One tug and the teal top loosened. Another tug at the back and it fell away completely. Zoë’s breasts spilled free—soft, full, nipples already tight from the cool air and the kiss. Soph broke the kiss long enough to look down, humming approval low in her throat.

“God, look at these,” she breathed, cupping them gently, thumbs brushing over the peaks. “So pretty. So sensitive.” She pinched lightly; Zoë gasped, arching into the touch. “You like that, don’t you? Sexy little barista.”

Zoë nodded—quick, eager—cheeks flaming. “Y-yes.”

Soph kissed her again—deeper, hungrier—while her fingers worked the ties at Zoë’s hips. The bikini bottoms slid down wet thighs and puddled at her feet. Zoë stepped out of them without breaking the kiss, naked now, soft and trembling under Soph’s hands.

Ben had already kicked off his board shorts. He stood a few paces away—cock hard and heavy in his fist—stroking himself slow and deliberate while he watched. The sight of Soph’s smaller, athletic body pressed against Zoë’s softer curves—dark landing strip mingling with light brown curls, pale skin against tan—was almost too much. He squeezed the base of his shaft, breathing through his nose, letting the pleasure build without rushing.

Soph straddled Zoë’s thigh—then slid forward until their pussies met, slick and hot. Zoë gasped at the first contact—soft, swollen lips sliding against soft, swollen lips. Soph rolled her hips once—slow, deliberate—grinding their clits together.

“Feel that?” Soph whispered, voice husky. “Just like that, baby. Rub with me.”

Zoë whimpered, hips jerking instinctively. “It feels—so good. I didn’t know—”

“Shh,” Soph soothed, kissing her quiet. “Just move with me. Let me show you how girls do it.”

Ben groaned low in his throat, fist moving faster on his cock as he watched them grind—Soph’s confident rolls, Zoë’s shy little thrusts growing bolder with every slick slide. Water dripped from the ceiling in steady plinks, running down their bodies in warm rivulets that made every movement shine.

“You two are fucking gorgeous,” he rasped.

Soph glanced over her shoulder at him, eyes dark with lust. “Enjoying the show, soldier?”

“More than you know.”

Zoë peeked past Soph’s shoulder, cheeks blazing. “I can’t stop looking at you either,” she confessed breathlessly. “Since the firepit. You’re… so big. Everywhere.”

Soph laughed—delighted, wicked—and ground harder against Zoë, making the barista cry out softly. “Careful what you wish for, cutie. He’s all mine, but I do share nicely.”

Zoë rocked forward then—clumsy, eager—matching Soph’s rhythm. Their clits kissed with every roll, wet sounds mingling with the falls’ roar.

Soph leaned in, lips brushing Zoë’s ear. “You’re so wet already. Been thinking about this, haven’t you?”

Zoë nodded—quick, shy. “I… I’ve only ever had one boyfriend,” she admitted, voice small but steady. “We broke up six months ago. He said I was… boring in bed. That’s part of why I applied. I wanted to prove something to myself. I never thought they’d pick me.”

Soph hummed—approving, warm. “Oh, sweetheart. We can definitely help with that.” She rolled her hips harder, grinding their pussies together in a slow, filthy circle. “You’re not boring. You’re fucking delicious. Look how wet you’re making me.”

Zoë whimpered—hips bucking forward instinctively. “It feels… so good. You’re so soft down there.”

Soph kissed her again—deep, filthy—then pulled back just enough to whisper against her lips. “Tell me what you want, pretty girl. Want me to rub this sweet little clit until you come all over me? Want me to finger you while Ben watches and strokes that gorgeous cock?”

Zoë’s breath hitched. “All of it,” she whispered. “Please.”

Soph laughed—low, delighted—and slid two fingers down between them, parting Zoë’s folds, circling her entrance. “Good girl.”

She pushed in slow—two fingers curling deep—while her thumb found Zoë’s clit and rubbed tight, relentless circles. Zoë’s head fell back, mouth open in a silent moan. Soph kissed her throat—soft, open-mouthed—then sucked lightly at the pulse point.

Ben’s hand sped up on his cock—slow strokes turning firmer, thumb swiping over the head every time he bottomed out. The sight of Soph’s fingers disappearing into Zoë’s pussy—wet, glistening, obscene—was almost too much. Zoë’s hips rocked desperately, chasing the pressure, chasing Soph’s mouth.

“That’s it,” Soph murmured against her neck. “Ride my fingers, baby. Come for me. Let Ben see how pretty you look when you fall apart.”

Zoë’s breath came in short, sharp gasps. “Soph—oh God—I’m—”

“Come,” Soph ordered—soft but firm. “Come all over my hand while Ben watches.”

Zoë shattered—back arching, thighs trembling, a broken cry tearing from her throat as her pussy clenched hard around Soph’s fingers. Wetness flooded Soph’s hand, dripping down her wrist. Soph worked her through it—slow, gentle strokes—until Zoë collapsed forward, forehead resting against Soph’s shoulder, trembling with the aftershocks.

Soph kissed her temple—soft, affectionate—then looked up at Ben over Zoë’s bowed head.

“Your turn, soldier,” she said, voice husky. “She’s ready for you. Aren’t you, babe?”

Zoë nodded, still shaking.

Ben stepped forward—cock throbbing, slick with pre-cum. He knelt behind them both, pressing himself against the underside of their joined pussies—thick shaft sliding along Soph’s clit and Zoë’s soaked entrance in one long, slow glide.

Soph gasped—sharp, delighted—hips rocking back instinctively. “Fuck—yes—just like that.”

She reached down between them—slim fingers wrapping around Ben’s cock—and guided him carefully. Not into her.

Into Zoë.

The head nudged Zoë’s entrance—hot, slick, fluttering. Zoë whimpered—half nerves, half need. Soph kissed her softly, soothing.

“Relax, sweetheart,” she murmured. “Let him in. He’s going to feel so good.”

Ben pushed forward—slow, careful—inch by thick inch. Zoë’s pussy opened around him—tight, wet, perfect. She moaned into Soph’s mouth, fingers digging into Soph’s shoulders.

Ben bottomed out with a low groan—buried deep, hips flush against Zoë’s ass. Soph’s clit rubbed against the underside of his shaft with every tiny movement.

“Fuck,” Soph breathed, rocking forward so their clits kissed again around Ben’s cock. “Look at her taking you. Such a good girl. Such a dirty little barista. Fucking my boyfriend on live TV.”

Zoë’s head fell back against Ben’s shoulder—eyes glassy, lips parted. “So full,” she whispered. “So… so good.”

Ben kissed her neck—soft, open-mouthed—then started to move.

Slow at first—long, deep strokes that dragged along every sensitive inch inside her while Soph ground against them both. Then faster—harder—hips snapping forward, balls slapping wetly against Zoë’s clit.

Soph matched him—rubbing herself frantically against the underside of his shaft, fingers finding Zoë’s clit and circling fast.

“Come again,” Soph whispered against Zoë’s ear. “Come on his cock while I rub your pretty little clit. Let us feel it.”

Zoë shattered a second time—pussy clenching hard around Ben, wetness flooding them both. She cried out—high, broken—body shaking between them.

Ben groaned—low, feral—and thrust once, twice more—deep—before pulling out. Soph’s hand replaced his immediately—stroking him fast, slick with Zoë’s release.

“Come for us,” she whispered. “Paint her pretty tits. Mark her.”

Ben came with a rough shout—thick ropes splashing across Zoë’s breasts, dripping down her stomach, pooling in her navel. Zoë moaned softly at the heat of it, fingers trailing through the mess, smearing it across her skin like lotion.

Soph kissed her again—slow, deep—then pulled back just enough to murmur against her lips.

“Welcome to the island, sweetheart.”

Zoë laughed—shaky, dazed, happy.

Ben wrapped his arms around both of them—Soph in front, Zoë between—and held them close while the waterfall roared on.

Soph kept Zoë pinned between them, rocking her hips in slow, filthy circles to push their clits together in slick, slippery friction. Zoë’s thighs trembled violently; her fingers dug into Soph’s shoulders like she was holding on for dear life.

“I’m just—just a barista,” Zoë gasped, voice cracking on every other word as Ben lined his cock up to push inside her again. “Back home they’re all gonna see this—everyone who comes in for their flat white, the guy who always asks for extra cinnamon, my manager Jenny who thinks I’m ‘so sweet’—they’re all gonna watch me get fucked like this—”

Soph laughed low and delighted against Zoë’s throat, nipping the skin lightly. “Oh honey, that’s the best part. All your regulars—every name you scribble on a cup in Sharpie at six a.m.—they’re gonna see your freshly-fucked pussy stretched wide and dripping. They’ll know exactly what you look like when you come on a big Marine cock. Bet half of them jerk off to the replay tomorrow morning while their coffee cools.”

Zoë shuddered so hard Ben felt it ripple all the way down his shaft. “Oh god—that’s so embarrassing—it’s turning me on so much—I love it—I shouldn’t but I love it—”

“Course you do,” Soph purred, reaching down to spread Zoë’s folds wider with two fingers so Ben could see every glistening inch of where he disappeared inside her. “Sweet little Zoë, always so polite, always smiling while you steam milk, and now you’re getting railed in a cave behind a waterfall while all your friends watch your cunt get split open. All the boys who’ve ever fancied you—they get to see exactly how pink your pussy is on the inside. Look how wet that makes you. Look how greedy you are for him.”

Ben groaned, hips snapping harder. The chip had him feeling inexhaustible—balls heavy again already, pressure building like he hadn’t come in days. Zoë was impossibly tight, walls fluttering and gripping every time he bottomed out, slick heat sucking him deeper like she was trying to keep him there forever.

“Fuck, Zoë,” he rasped, voice rough. “You’re squeezing me so good—gonna fill you up till you’re leaking for hours.”

Soph pressed her palms over Ben’s hands, guiding them to Zoë’s breasts. “Squeeze her,” she ordered softly. “Make her feel it. She wants to be marked.”

Ben obeyed—cupping the soft, perfect handfuls, thumbs rolling over stiff nipples, squeezing in time with his thrusts. Zoë keened, back arching, pushing her tits harder into his grip.

“More—please—harder—”

Soph hummed approvingly, rocking faster against Zoë’s clit. “You hear that, soldier? Our sweet barista wants it rough. Give it to her. Fill her up so full she can’t walk straight tomorrow. I want to see how much this implant really lets you pump into her.”

Ben’s control frayed. He thrust deeper, harder—long, punishing strokes that made Zoë sob with pleasure. Soph’s fingers dipped lower, rubbing tight circles around Zoë’s clit while Ben fucked her senseless.

“I can feel him—oh god he’s so deep—so warm—I’m so full already—”

“Come again,” Soph whispered, voice dripping honey and filth. “Come on his cock while he floods you. Let everyone watching see what a perfect little slut you are under that apron.”

Zoë shattered—body locking up, walls clamping down so tight Ben had to grit his teeth to keep moving. She cried out—high, broken, shameless—as her release pulsed around him, soaking his balls, dripping down her thighs.

Ben couldn’t hold back anymore.

He buried himself to the hilt and came—thick, heavy spurts that seemed endless. The chip had him pumping rope after rope deep inside her, filling her until Zoë whimpered at the pressure. When he finally pulled out—slow, reluctant—cum immediately welled up and spilled out of her swollen pussy, splattering onto the cave floor in thick white streaks.

Soph dropped to her knees before the first drop hit stone.

She buried her face between Zoë’s trembling thighs, tongue lapping greedily at the creamy mess leaking out. Zoë squeaked—half shock, half overwhelmed pleasure—legs shaking so badly Ben had to catch her around the waist. She weighed almost nothing; he lifted her easily, supporting her from behind so Soph could drink her fill.

Soph’s tongue worked in slow, thorough strokes—cleaning every trace from Zoë’s folds, dipping inside to chase what Ben had left behind. She moaned against Zoë’s pussy like it was the sweetest thing she’d ever tasted.

Zoë shuddered, head falling back against Ben’s shoulder. “Oh my god—you feel so fucking good down there—”

“That’s the deal,” Soph whispered, eyes lifting to lock on Ben’s over Zoë’s quivering body. Cum glistened on her lips and chin. “You can come in other girls all you want, soldier… but I get to drink it all down afterward.”

Ben’s cock—still half-hard, still slick—gave an interested twitch against Zoë’s ass.

Zoë whimpered again, thighs shaking. Soph gave one last slow lick, then rose, kissing Zoë deeply so the barista could taste herself—and Ben—on her tongue.

A slow clap echoed from the waterfall’s entrance.

They turned.

Keira sat perched on a low rock just inside the curtain of water—completely naked, legs spread, fingers working lazy circles over her clit. Her eyes were dark, pupils blown, cheeks flushed. She looked like she’d been watching for a while.

“Jesus,” she breathed, voice thick. “You three are gonna kill me before the island does.”

Soph grinned—slow, wicked, cum still shining on her lips.

“Jealous, stunt girl?”

Keira’s fingers sped up. “Getting there.”

Ben felt Zoë shiver in his arms—half embarrassment, half renewed arousal.

The drones—silent, relentless—kept circling.

Keira looked utterly unashamed—blonde hair dark and slicked back, breasts rising and falling with each careful breath, eyes locked on Zoë like she was the only thing worth watching in the world. The mist from the falls clung to her skin in fine droplets, making her glow in the diffused light.

Zoë was still trembling in Ben’s arms, legs weak, pussy still leaking slow, thick trails of his cum down her inner thighs. Soph had done her best to lick her clean, but the evidence kept leaking out, glistening in the low cave light.

Keira tilted her head, a slow, wicked smile curling her lips.

“You know what’s really hot about this, Zoë?” she said, voice low and warm, almost conspiratorial. “Every single person who’s ever looked at you behind that counter and thought ‘god, I wish I could see what’s under that apron’—they’re all gonna get their wish. Right now. On camera.”

Zoë’s breath hitched. She pressed her thighs together instinctively, but that only squeezed more of Ben’s cum out; it dripped audibly onto the stone floor. Her cheeks flamed scarlet.

“I—I know,” she whispered, voice cracking with embarrassment and something darker, hungrier. “There’s this guy, Mike—he comes in every Tuesday for a flat white, always asks for extra foam, always smiles like he’s shy but his eyes drop to my chest every single time I lean over to hand him the cup. He’s gonna see this. He’s gonna see me bent over getting fucked and coming so hard I can’t even talk.”

Keira’s fingers dipped lower, sliding through her own slickness with a soft, wet sound. “Mmm. And what about the quiet ones? You got any of those?”

Zoë’s hips rocked forward involuntarily. “Ethan,” she breathed. “He’s… he’s sweet. Always says ‘thank you, Zoë’ like he thinks my name is pretty. He blushes when I smile at him. I—I used to wonder what he’d do if he ever saw me naked. Now he’s gonna watch me get filled up and—and licked clean by another girl while a Marine holds me open for the cameras.”

Keira let out a soft, appreciative moan. “God, you’re filthy when you’re filled up, aren’t you? Look at you—still dripping his cum and getting wetter just thinking about Ethan stroking himself to this later. Bet he’ll come so hard he’ll have to clean his keyboard after.”

Zoë whimpered, thighs trembling. “I shouldn’t like it this much. It’s so—so wrong. But I do. I want them to see. I want them to know I’m not just the nice girl who makes their coffee. I want them to know I can take a thick cock and beg for more and—and come so hard I cry.”

Keira’s fingers sped up, breath hitching. “That’s my girl. Tell me about the one who makes you the most nervous. The one you secretly hope is watching right now.”

Zoë’s voice dropped to a guilty whisper. “Mr. Callahan. He’s… older, but really handsome. Comes in every morning at seven-thirty sharp. Black coffee, no sugar. Always in a suit. I—I used to get wet just from him looking at me while I bent down to get a fresh cup. Now he’s gonna see me actually bent over, actually getting railed, actually coming while another woman licks the cum out of me.”

Keira’s head tipped back on a low moan. “Fuck, Zoë. You’re gonna make me come just listening to you. Keep going. Tell me how wet it makes you knowing he’s probably hard right now, hand down his trousers, watching his favorite barista get used like a perfect slut.”

Zoë’s hips jerked forward. “So wet,” she confessed, voice shaking. “I’m dripping again just thinking about it. I want him to see. I want all of them to see. I want them to know I’m not just the girl who smiles and says ‘have a nice day.’ I’m the girl who can take two people at once and beg for it on camera.”

Ben groaned softly behind her, hips rocking lazily into Soph’s loose fist. Soph’s other hand circled her own clit in slow, deliberate strokes, matching the rhythm she kept on him.

Keira watched them, fingers slowing but not stopping. “You two are gonna ruin her for normal life,” she said, half-laughing, half-breathless. “She’ll go back to steaming milk and every time a customer says ‘extra hot’ she’s gonna clench thinking about how full Ben made her.”

Zoë laughed weakly, still trembling in Ben’s arms. “I—I already am. Ruined, I mean.”

Soph pulled back from the kiss, licked her lips, and looked up at Keira with pure mischief.

“See?” she murmured. “We’re doing her a favour. Giving her something to think about while she pours lattes back home.”

Keira’s fingers were moving faster now, slick sounds echoing off the cave walls. “Come here, Zoë,” she breathed. “Come sit on my lap and talk to me while I come watching you.”

Zoë hesitated—only for a second—then stepped forward on shaky legs. Keira opened her arms; Zoë settled sideways across her thighs, back to Keira’s chest, legs spread so the camera could see everything. Keira’s hand slid immediately between Zoë’s thighs, fingers dipping into the mess Ben had left behind.

“Tell me about the girls who come in,” Keira whispered, circling Zoë’s clit with slick fingertips. “You got any pretty regulars, sweetheart?”

Zoë’s head fell back against Keira’s shoulder. “There’s this one—Angelina, she—she flirts. Calls me ‘gorgeous.’ I always blush and laugh it off. But I—I think about her sometimes. When I’m alone. Wondering what she’d do if she saw me like this.”

Keira’s other hand cupped one of Zoë’s breasts, rolling the nipple between thumb and finger. “She’s watching now, babe. She’s seeing exactly what you look like when you’re dripping and desperate. Bet she’s touching herself too. Bet she’s imagining licking you clean right after.”

Zoë’s hips bucked. “Fuck—yes—please—”

Ben watched them, cock throbbing in Soph’s slow fist. Soph pressed a kiss to his jaw.

“She’s so sweet when she’s filthy,” Soph whispered. “Look at her—coming undone just from being seen.”

Keira’s fingers sped up inside Zoë. “Come for us, Zoë. Come thinking about every single person who’s ever smiled at you over a coffee cup watching you fall apart. Show them what a perfect little slut you really are.”

Zoë shattered again—back arching, cry echoing off the cave walls, pussy pulsing around Keira’s fingers in rhythmic waves. Keira didn’t stop—kept rubbing, kept whispering, drew it out until Zoë was limp and gasping, tears of overwhelmed pleasure streaking her cheeks.

Only then did Keira lift her fingers—glistening—and lick them clean with slow, deliberate swipes of her tongue.

Ben’s hips jerked in Soph’s hand.

Soph laughed softly against his ear.

“See?” she murmured. “Told you this was a good idea. Nothing’s coming for us in here.”

Ben was about to warn her not to tempt fate when a shout cut through the roar of the falls.
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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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