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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.

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 Three
Swim For Your Sins


Just when you think you’ve got a handle on The Nudist Island—that you’ve mapped its precise coordinates on the spectrum between sexploitation and gleeful carnage—it finds a way to surprise you. Episode Three opens with our remaining trio—Ben, Soph, and Zoë—rowing out in a garish yellow dinghy, blown up overnight by whichever hapless intern drew the short straw over at Lucid. They hit the rapids almost immediately—white water roaring, rocks flashing past at lightning speed—and survive through what can only be described as sheer dumb luck. The boat spins, flips, nearly pitches them all into the drink, but they somehow emerge soaked, gasping, and still alive. The drones capture every terrified squeal and accidental tit-bounce with pornographic precision. It’s the closest thing this show has to slapstick, and I hated how much I laughed.

Then the real surprise: plesiosaurs. Actual, smiling, shockingly gentle sea monsters that tow our heroes through an underwater cave system lit by bioluminescent algae. The sequence is haunting and beautiful: slow-motion shots of the group gliding through glowing tunnels, laughing breathlessly in air pockets, the creatures carrying them deeper into the island’s secret veins. For ten glorious minutes, the show forgets it’s supposed to be trash. The drones follow like patient ghosts, capturing every bubble, every gasp, every shared glance of wonder. You almost forget you’re watching people who were fucking in a surf break two episodes ago. You almost believe in something like grace again.

Then they break the surface in a sunlit lagoon, and three topless lingerie models appear on the rocks, glued into silicon tails, and it all snaps back into place with the subtlety of a brick through a conservatory window.

I’m ashamed to admit I recognised all three instantly, even if Ben didn’t; a testament to my misspent years with certain, ahem, magazines. Lorelei (redhead, supermodel cheekbones, the kind of body that makes you question physics), Aurélie (dark-haired, French, arrogant but gorgeous), and Marina (platinum blonde, voice of a minor royal, small but perfect tits she immediately jokes are only worth a million each). The fact that Lucid convinced these stinkingly rich women to fuck—and not just fuck, but get pornographically railed—on camera is a minor miracle in itself. That said, Marina is clearly a professional exhibitionist, Aurélie treats it all with the sort of detached French amusement that makes you wonder if you’re the one being a prude, and Lorelei reveals a hitherto undreamt-of kinky side; so maybe it wasn’t such a tall order to persuade them after all.

The sex that follows is predictably stunning and shot with the kind of lascivious attention usually reserved for high-end car commercials. Ben unleashes a torrent of spunk so thick and continuous it’s a wonder Lorelei isn’t still coughing it up at this very moment. (Sales of Lucid’s discreet testicular enhancement have apparently skyrocketed since broadcast.) Soph joins in delightedly, Zoë manages to lick her first girl out, and the whole thing is a masterclass in filthy choreography. It’s the kind of scene you watch with one hand over your eyes and the other… well, you know.

And then Lorelei drops the gut-punch.

One of our merry band is a Selfish.

The episode ends on that cliffhanger—Ben, Soph, and Zoë staring at each other like they’ve just been told one of them has six months to live. The camera lingers on their faces: Ben’s grim certainty, Soph’s guarded flicker, Zoë’s wide-eyed panic. One of them has been playing the long game. One of them planned to ride the others to the finish line and take the twenty million alone.

And here’s the thing that makes this moment genuinely upsetting: I don’t want it to be any of them.

Ben is the closest thing this show has to a moral compass—quiet, stubborn, willing to bleed for strangers. Soph is a survivor who weaponised her own sexuality but somehow keeps finding excuses to protect the people around her. Zoë is… Zoë. Small, sweet, out of her depth, still trying to be brave. These three have carried the season on their backs through every trap, every betrayal, every moment of engineered cruelty. They’ve earned our sympathy not because they’re perfect, but because they’re trying—really trying—to be better than the game wants them to be.

And now one of them is supposed to be a traitor.

I don’t want to watch them tear each other apart for cash.

But I will.

Because that’s the trap Lucid has built. They’ve given us characters worth rooting for, then forced us to watch them destroy each other. It’s cruel. It’s brilliant. It’s the most watchable thing on television right now, and I hate myself for saying it.

Pretty sure Satan’s saving me a seat downstairs, but I’ve already queued up the next episode.

Because if one of them really is Selfish… I need to know who.

And whether the other two will ever forgive them.

Or themselves for not seeing it.
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The jungle thickened as the three of them pushed deeper, air turning heavy and wet, every breath like inhaling steam from a kettle. Leaves overhead dripped constantly—fat, warm drops that landed on their bare shoulders and slid down their skin in slow, tickling trails. The heat pressed in, sooty and slick, until sweat poured freely, stinging Ben’s eyes, pooling in his collarbone, dripping from his chin.

Then the trees fell away.

They stepped out onto cracked black rock, the ground itself radiating warmth like a skillet left too long on the stove. Fifty feet ahead, the earth split open in an enormous, jagged, glowing mouth—an active lava vent, wide and bubbling, orange-red light pulsing from deep within. Heat rolled off it in visible waves, warping the air, making the distant trees shimmer like mirages. A single rusted chain stretched taut across the chasm—old, pitted, already steaming where the metal kissed the superheated air.

Ben stopped short. Soph beside him. Zoë a step behind, arms wrapped tight around herself.

No words for a long moment. Just the low, angry bubble of molten rock and the hiss of steam.

Ben looked at Soph. She looked back. No smirk this time. Just grim understanding.

“This one’s designed to hurt,” he said quietly.

Soph nodded once. “Yeah.”

They stripped without ceremony—grateful for the nudity in this furnace air. Ben tore what remained of his board shorts into long, ragged strips; the fabric was filthy, sweat-soaked, already fraying at the seams. Soph helped—fingers quick and sure—ripping her black bikini top in half so each cup became a crude palm pad. Zoë’s teal top followed, then the girls’ bottoms, sliced in two with a sharp rock until they had enough scraps to wind around hands and feet.

They worked in silence, methodical. Soph wrapped Ben’s palms first—thick layers of spandex, secured with knotted strips of his shorts—then his knees and elbows, binding the makeshift pads tight so they wouldn’t slip. She did the same for herself, then for Zoë, who trembled the whole time but didn’t complain.

When they finished, they looked ridiculous: naked except for mismatched fabric mitts and pads, bodies already gleaming with fresh sweat. But the protection was real enough. Burns would still happen—that much was inevitable—but hopefully not crippling ones.

Ben stepped to the chain first. It was hot before he even touched it. The links were thick, rusted iron, each one big enough to grip with both hands.

He glanced back once—Soph’s eyes steady, Zoë’s wide and frightened but determined.

“Slow,” he said. “One link at a time. Don’t rush. Don’t look down.”

Soph nodded. “We’ve got you.”

Ben gripped the first link—heat biting through the fabric instantly, sharp and angry. He hissed but held on, swung his legs up, hooked his ankles over the chain, and began the horizontal monkey-climb.

The chain swayed under his weight—creaking, groaning—each movement sending fresh waves of heat rolling up his arms. The metal was scorching; even through the pads he could feel it trying to cook his palms. Sweat poured into his eyes, stinging; he blinked it away, focused on the next link, then the next.

Halfway across, the vent’s glow painted his body in hellish orange. Below, the lava bubbled and spat—close enough now that he could feel the radiant burn on his bare stomach, his thighs, his cock dangling heavy and vulnerable between his legs. The chain dipped slightly with his weight, forcing him to grip harder; the makeshift pads were already charring at the edges, thin wisps of smoke curling up.

He paused—breathing hard—muscles locked, arms quivering.

Halfway.

Soph was close behind—her breathing ragged but steady, small breasts heaving as she pulled herself along link by link. Zoë trailed her—smaller, lighter, but struggling; her arms shook violently, teal bikini scraps wrapped around her palms already singeing at the edges.

Then a shout from the far side—triumphant, vicious.

Danny.

He stood on the opposite lip, flushed and grinning savagely, sweat gleaming on his torso. In his hands: a fist-sized rock.

He swung it down against the chain’s securing point—once, twice—metal ringing like a struck bell.

Soph’s head snapped up.

“Danny, you fucking idiot!” she yelled, voice cracking over the hiss of lava. “You’re going to kill us!”

Danny laughed—wild, unhinged—swinging again. “You won’t die if you fall, sweetheart. You’ll just fail the challenge. The lava’s not real—it’s special effects. Lucid’s not gonna barbecue their golden geese.”

Ben felt the words land like ice in his gut.

Danny believed it.

Really believed it.

This bleach-blond jackass had convinced himself it was all just a game—points, cameras, a paycheck. Not real heat. Not real death. Just production values.

But the lava below was hissing, roiling, spitting sparks that stung Ben’s bare legs. The air itself burned his lungs. The chain was scalding through what remained of his pads. This wasn’t some reality show bullshit. This was real.

Danny struck one final time—full force, rock cracking against rusted anchor.

The chain snapped.

It whipped back like a released spring—violent, sudden—slamming Ben, Soph, and Zoë into the cliff face. Ben’s grip tore free; Soph’s arms locked around his leg in desperation, her weight yanking him down. Zoë screamed—high, terrified—as she lost hold completely.

They fell.

Not far—but hard. They hit a narrow shelf of black sand perilously close to the lava’s edge. Ben landed on his back, air punched out of him; Soph crashed across his chest, knocking what little breath he had left straight out again. Zoë tumbled beside them—curling up instinctively, knees to her chest.

The lava hissed—angry, hungry—mere feet away. Heat rolled over them in waves; the sand was already scorching their skin. Tiny sparks popped and spat, landing on bare thighs, bare arms, sizzling against sweat.

Above, on the far lip of the chasm, Danny stood silhouetted against the dying sun—arms spread wide, chest puffed, voice carrying down the chasm.

“I’m about to win this fucking game!” he crowed, laughing that nasal, triumphant laugh. “You losers can roast down there for all I—”

The raptors moved without sound.

Three shadows—sleek, feathered, sickle claws clicking softly on stone—lunging towards him. Danny’s victory shout turned into a high, shocked scream as the leader slammed into his back, knocking him into the dirt. Claws raked down his shoulders; teeth snapped shut on his trapezius. The other two hit from the sides—pack precision—dragging him backward into the brush. His legs kicked once, twice—then vanished into green shadow, screams fading fast.

Silence returned. Just the low bubble of lava and the hiss of steam.

Soph exhaled slowly. “Yeah, well, karma’s a bitch.”

Zoë made a small, choked sound—somewhere between relief and horror—but said nothing.

Ben didn’t answer. He was already scanning the sheer walls around them—black rock, slick with heat, no handholds, no mercy.

Soph tried anyway.

She braced her feet, reached high, fingers scrabbling for a crack. The stone burned—immediate, vicious. She hissed and dropped back down, palms red and blistered.

“Fuck,” she muttered, shaking her hands. “Impossible.”

Zoë sank to her knees in the hot sand, tears cutting clean tracks through the soot on her cheeks. “We’re going to die here.”

Ben looked at the lava—now lapping at the edge of their small patch of sand, hissing as it consumed it inch by inch. He looked at Soph—face flushed, eyes fierce even now. Then at Zoë—small, shaking, but still here.

He made the only decision left.

“Soph,” he said quietly. “Climb on my back. It’ll buy you a few extra seconds when the lava reaches us.”

Soph’s head snapped toward him. For once the smirk was gone—replaced by something raw and aching.

She stepped close, cupped his face with blistered hands, and kissed him—hard, fierce, not sexual but desperate. A kiss that tasted of salt and smoke and goodbye.

“I’m sorry,” she whispered against his lips. “I really shouldn’t have brought you here.”

Ben kissed her back—brief, bruising—then pulled away.

“Not your fault,” he said roughly. “I’m the one who was dumb enough to say yes.”

Zoë sobbed quietly behind them.

Then—a soft pop high above.

They looked up.

A white parachute burst open against the red sky, drifting down with a small crate dangling beneath it. It landed with a thud in the shrinking patch of black sand—close enough to reach, far enough from the lava to still be cool.

Soph laughed—shaky, disbelieving—as she scrambled to open the supply crate.

Inside there was one thing only. A harpoon gun—compact, matte black, nestled in foam. Three bolts clipped to the stock.

“Feels like cheating,” Soph panted, but her grin was savage as she handed it to Ben.

He loaded it without a word—bolt clicking home with a satisfying snick.

“After the shit Danny just pulled,” he said, raising the gun to his shoulder, “this is the least they can do.”

He aimed high—across the chasm, toward a solid outcrop near the lip.

Fired.

The harpoon shot across with a sharp hiss, trailing thick, tacky rope. It thunked deep into rock—tri-pronged hooks splaying wide, biting hard.

Ben tied the end off around a jagged pinnacle with soot-blackened fingers—knots tight, tested with his full weight.

The rope held—blessedly cool against his burned palms, strong enough for all three of them.

They climbed.

Ben first—pulling hand over hand, boots braced against the wall. Soph next—light, quick, thighs clamped around the rope for extra grip. Zoë last—smaller, shaking, but determined. Ben reached down and hauled her the final feet when her arms gave out.

The lava overtook the black sand beach far below them just as Zoë’s feet cleared the lip—hissing, hungry, claiming the last of it with a satisfied sigh. The three of them collapsed on solid ground—gasping, burned, but alive.

High above, the sun dipped lower—red bleeding into purple—and the island stretched ahead, still dark and endless.

Ben looked at Soph—blistered hands, soot-streaked face, eyes still burning. She looked back, and then smiled—small, tired, real.

“Still with me?” she asked.

Ben nodded.

“Always.”

They stood.

And kept walking.

One final push brought them staggering out of the jungle’s green chokehold and into a volcanic arena that looked like the surface of a dying planet.

The ground was cracked black earth, steaming in places where sulfur vents hissed yellow fumes into the air. Bubbles of molten rock popped lazily in shallow pools scattered across the expanse, each one glowing angry orange beneath a thin crust. The whole space was pentagon-shaped, ringed by a towering electric fence—thick steel cords topped with coiled razor wire, humming with a low, ominous buzz that set Ben’s teeth on edge.

In the exact center sat a battered metal helipad—scratched, scorched, its faded H still visible under layers of ash and bird shit. And curled protectively around the helipad’s base, right where the steel met volcanic rock, was a nest of enormous leathery eggs.

Guarding that nest was a full-grown Tyrannosaurus rex.

It stalked the arena in slow, deliberate circles—ten tons of muscle, fury, and jaws. Every step sent tremors through the ground, trees shaking overhead. A thick steel shock collar encircled its muscular neck—the same design as before, blinking red steadily. Every few steps the tyrannosaur paused, lifted its head, and sniffed the air, nostrils flaring wider than a man’s fist.

Ben’s attention locked on the nest. Nestled among the eggs—half-buried in volcanic ash and broken shell fragments—was the unmistakable sight of a flare gun. Bright orange plastic stock, impossible to miss. The one thing they needed to signal the escape chopper.

Soph saw it too. Her breath hissed out between her teeth.

Zoë just stared at the tyrannosaur—frozen, mouth slightly open, like her brain was refusing to process this.

Ben spoke first, voice low and calm despite the thunder in his chest.

“We’re not supposed to beat it,” he said. “Just dodge it. Get to the nest. Grab the flare gun. Signal the chopper. Game over. Maybe—” he glanced at the collar “—Lucid zaps it unconscious once the signal goes up. Maybe.”

Zoë’s voice was small. “Maybe?”

Soph cut in before Ben could answer. “Ben’s probably right. It’s either that or we wait here for the raptors to come back. And I’d rather take my chances with one giant lizard than a pack of little ones.”

Ben exhaled through his nose—slow, controlled.

He looked at the tyrannosaur again. It lifted its massive head, nostrils flaring, testing the wind. One reptilian eye rolled toward them—distant, but aware.

No more time to debate.

“We see this through,” he said quietly. “To the finish. Whatever it takes.”

Soph nodded once—sharp, certain. “Whatever it takes.” Her jaw was set, eyes burning with that reckless fire he’d fallen for the night they’d first tangled in her apartment.

Zoë swallowed hard, then straightened her spine as much as five feet of terrified barista could. “Whatever it takes,” she echoed.

They looked at each other—one last shared breath—then turned toward the fence.

“Let’s go win this fucker,” Soph muttered.

The tyrannosaur’s roar shook the cracked black earth beneath their feet, a sound so deep it vibrated in Ben’s ribcage like a bass drum struck with a sledgehammer. Its massive head swung low, tail lashing in wide, whipping arcs that cracked the air and sent volcanic ash swirling. The shock collar around its neck blinked red—steady, patient, a small forlorn hope that the maniacs in charge wouldn’t let the star of the show actually kill the contestants.

Not until they’d entered the arena, anyway.

“We split up,” Ben said, voice low and steady despite the adrenaline hammering through him. “Draw it away from the nest. You two bait it toward the fence—flank it from different directions. Keep moving, don’t let it corner you. I’ll get the flare.”

Soph’s eyes met his—dark, fierce, terrified but unflinching. She nodded once.

“Move fast,” she said. “And don’t die.”

They moved.

Soph and Zoë broke first—darting left and right in short, frantic bursts, shouting, waving arms, anything to pull the rex’s attention. The tyrannnosaur swung its massive head toward them instantly—eyes narrowing, jaws parting in a hiss that smelled of sulfur and rotting meat. It took one thunderous step forward, then another, tail sweeping low and smashing a boulder to rubble.

Ben sprinted.

The ground trembled with every step the rex took; he felt it through his bare soles like distant artillery. He kept low, weaving between steaming vents and jagged outcrops, heart slamming against his ribs. The nest loomed ahead—eggs packed in a shallow crater of ash and broken shell.

He reached it in seconds—slid to his knees in the hot ash, hand closing around the flare gun’s grip.

Something moved.

A baby tyrannosaur—half the size of a man, all teeth and fury—erupted from the nest and locked its jaws around Ben’s forearm.

The pain was blinding—white-hot, electric, tearing through muscle and tendon like wet paper. Ben roared—instinct, not fear—and tried to shake it loose. The juvenile hung on, shaking its head like a pit bull, small claws scything through the air. Blood welled instantly—hot, slick—running down his arm in thick streams.

He fought the black spots crowding his vision, fought the shock trying to drag him under. His free hand fumbled for the pistol—jammed it against the juvenile’s skull—but before he could pull the trigger—

Soph screamed.

He looked up.

She was running full-tilt toward him, pursued by the tyrannosaur—hair streaming, legs pumping—when her foot hit loose scree. She slipped, went down hard, skidding across ash and rock. The rex thundered after her—jaws gaping, roar shaking the arena—closing the distance in three heart-stopping strides.

Time slowed.

Ben saw the jaws descending—teeth like serrated knives—saw Soph scrambling backward, eyes wide with the certainty of death.

Purest, oldest instinct took over.

He hurled himself forward—ignoring the juvenile still locked on his arm, ignoring the blood pouring down his side—and tackled Soph out of the way. They rolled across the ash—her body small and light beneath him—as the rex’s jaws snapped shut inches from her legs with a crack like a gunshot.

The parent lurched toward them—roaring in protective fury—and its massive tail whipped around in a blind, sweeping arc.

The tail caught Ben square in the ribs.

The blow was like being hit by a truck. Air exploded from his lungs; ribs cracked with wet snaps; he flew sideways, crashing into rock hard enough to see stars. The juvenile rex lost its hold in the impact—tumbling free with a high, furious squeal.

Pain detonated through his chest—white-hot, blinding—but he kept his death grip on the flare gun. The full-grown tyrannosaur turned back toward them—eyes locked on the two humans sprawled in the ash—jaws wide, roar deafening.

Ben fought the darkness clawing at the edges of his vision. His arm was mangled—blood pooling beneath him—but his fingers still worked. He twisted the flare gun—hand shaking—aimed it at the sky.

And squeezed.

A red flare streaked upward—bright, searing—arcing high over the arena in a perfect parabola.

Lightning sparked as the tyrannosaur’s shock collar erupted—blue-white arcs snapping across its throat. The beast convulsed—muscles locking, legs buckling—then crashed to the ground with a colossal smash that shook the arena like an earthquake.

Dust billowed upward.

The rex lay still—chest heaving, eyes glazed.

Floodlights slammed on around the helipad—harsh white beams cutting through the volcanic gloom like knives.

Soph’s hands were shaking as they clamped over the ragged wound on his forearm. Blood welled between her fingers instantly—hot, thick, painting her palms scarlet. She pressed harder, sobbing openly now, the sound raw and ugly and nothing like the confident, filthy-mouthed woman who’d dragged him into this nightmare.

“You win,” she choked out, voice cracking on every syllable. “Ben, you won. You did it. You fucking did it.”

Her shoulders heaved; tears cut clean tracks through the soot and sweat on her face. She couldn’t stop apologising—words tumbling over each other in broken waves.

“I’m sorry. I’m so fucking sorry. I shouldn’t have brought you here. I never should have—I never should have dragged you into this.”

Ben stared up at her through the haze of pain and shock. The tyrannosaur lay felled a dozen yards away, chest rising and falling in shallow, shocked breaths, shock collar still sparking faintly. Somewhere in the background Zoë’s voice rose in sharp, desperate shouts—baiting the juvenile away from them, keeping it distracted with rocks and screams. They’d won. Against every impossible odd, they’d won.

But Soph was breaking apart in front of him.

He’d never seen her like this—stripped bare, panicked, the mask of wicked confidence shattered into pieces. Her hands trembled so badly he could feel the vibration through the wound; blood kept seeping past her grip, pooling in the ash beneath his elbow.

Ben forced his good hand up, clumsy fingers finding her jaw, tilting her face so he could see her. Her eyes were red-rimmed, pupils blown wide with guilt and grief and something deeper, rawer.

“Soph—”

She shook her head violently, tears splashing onto his chest.

“I’m the Selfish,” she said, the confession ripping out of her like it physically hurt. “I’ve always been the Selfish. Right from the start. I planned it all. Stack the numbers, stay with you, let you trust me, let you love me—then take the whole pot for myself. That was the play. That was always the play.”

She squeezed his arm harder; fresh blood welled up between her fingers, running down her wrists in dark rivers.

“But I can’t,” she choked. “I can’t do it. Not anymore. Not after this.”

The drones circled closer—black, silent, lenses glinting in the floodlights. Soph’s head snapped up toward them; her face twisted with sudden fury.

“I’m done!” she screamed at the sky, at the cameras, at the invisible audience watching fifty million screens. “I’m finished! I’m out! I broke the rules—I told him! So now he gets it! He gets the money! Split it with Zoë, be safe, be happy—just—take it!”

Her voice cracked on the last word. She dropped her forehead to Ben’s chest, shoulders shaking with sobs that wracked her whole body.

Ben felt the betrayal slice through him—cold, clean, surgical. It wasn’t rage—not yet. Just a deep, hollow shock that left him numb.

All of it?

The first night at the club—her on the pole, eyes finding his in the crowd, that slow, filthy smile that said she remembered every late-night study session where they’d almost crossed the line.

Waking up in her bed to the smell of bacon, sunlight on clean sheets, her eyes bright and dancing.

The whole insane plan—walking naked onto the beach together, promising to win as a couple, fucking their way to twenty million while the island tried to kill them.

Every kiss. Every whispered promise in the dark. Every time she’d looked at him like he was the only real thing in this nightmare.

All of it a long con?

Right up until now.

Ben spat blood onto the ash. His good hand came up—slow, shaking—and closed around her wrist.

He pulled her down.

She resisted for half a second—guilt, shame—then collapsed against him.

He kissed her.

Not gentle. Not sweet. Just fierce—mouth crashing into hers, tasting salt and smoke and her. One hand tangled in her hair, the other still useless at his side, but he kissed her like he could pour everything he felt into it—betrayal, love, rage, forgiveness, all at once.

The roar of rotor blades swelled overhead—chopper lights stabbing down through the haze, turning the arena into stark white day.

Soph kissed him back—desperate, sobbing into his mouth—until the world started to gray at the edges.

He didn’t even remember blacking out.


Alex Reviews: The Nudist Island, Season Finale
And the Winner Is… Probably Still Alive, We Think


Well, here we are. The final episode of Season Three, and I’m not sure whether to applaud or call the cops. Probably both. Let’s get the obvious out of the way: if you thought the show couldn’t get more insane after a pterodactyl snatching people like takeaway chicken and supermodels glued into silicon mermaid tails, you were wrong. Oh, so very wrong.

Let’s rewind the tape.

We begin with our battered little band—Ben, Soph and Zoë—hanging from a red-hot chain over a bubbling lake of what we’re told is “special-effects lava” but which looks suspiciously like actual molten rock to anyone who’s ever seen a geology documentary. They’re monkey-climbing across this death trapeze in makeshift oven mitts made from shredded board shorts and bikini cups, because apparently the budget for safety gear ran out after the pterodactyls. Danny, of course, is already on the other side because the devil takes excellent care of his own.

And then Danny does what Danny does best: he proves he’s a cunt.

He starts hammering at the chain’s anchor point with a rock. Not because he’s evil (though he is). Because he’s convinced the lava is “special effects.” Heat lamps, smoke machines, the usual Hollywood bullshit. He genuinely believes if they fall, they’ll just land in a foam pit and lose a few points. So he bangs away like a toddler with a hammer, screaming that he’s about to win the game.

Ben, Soph, and Zoë share a single, silent look: Do not warn this prick about the raptors creeping up behind him.

The raptors pounce. Danny is dragged off wailing like a man who just realised his life insurance policy doesn’t cover “mauled by resurrected dinosaur on reality TV.” The chain snaps, whips back, and slams our heroes into the cliff. They drop onto a shrinking patch of black sand as the lava creeps closer, hissing and spitting like it’s personally offended by them.

Then—miracle of miracles—a white parachute pops open overhead. Inside this conveniently-timed relief package: one harpoon gun. Ben fires it across the chasm; the bolt thunks home. They rig a rope and claw their way out as the lava eats their last foothold.

I caved again. Contributed to the relief fund. I’m not sorry. Without that harpoon gun, Ben, Soph, and Zoë would be barbecue right about now, and we’d be watching credits roll over their sizzling remains. So yes, I helped buy the get-out-of-hell-free card. Sue me.

Cut to the volcanic arena. The tyrannosaur is pacing, shock collar blinking, nest full of eggs right under the helipad. The flare gun is in there, taunting them. Ben’s plan is simple: distract the rex, grab the flare, call the chopper, go home rich. The distraction part goes about as well as you’d expect when the distraction is two naked women yelling at a forty-foot murder-lizard.

But he makes it to the nest. Then a baby rex bites Ben’s arm. Then the parent charges Soph. Then Ben throws himself in front of her like a human shield, takes a tail-swipe that cracks half his ribs, and somehow—somehow—still manages to squeeze the trigger on the flare gun.

Red streak across the sky. Floodlights slam on. The rex’s collar erupts in blue lightning. The beast drops like a felled oak. Earthquake-level crash. Silence.

They’ve won. Against every law of probability, decency, and basic survival, they’ve won.

And that’s when Soph confesses.

She’s the Selfish.

Always was.

Planned to sell Ben out, take the twenty million, and leave him with nothing but memories and a broken heart. The reveal lands like a brick through a windshield. You can see it hit Ben—his face goes blank, then crumples, then hardens into something cold and distant. Every kiss, every fuck, every whispered promise in the dark: all part of the lie.

And yet—she can’t do it.

She breaks. Sobbing, bleeding, she yells at the drones that she’s done, she’s out, she broke the rules by telling him, so he gets the money now. She doesn’t deserve him.

It’s fiendishly watchable and utterly heartbreaking, and just serves to confirm what I’ve been screaming since the start: these two people do not belong on this show.

Ben is an ex-Marine who still believes in no-man-left-behind, even when the man is a walking protein bar who left him for dead five minutes earlier. Soph is a stripper who lied her way into twenty million dollars and then threw it away because she couldn’t bear to watch the only decent man on the island die thinking she loved him less than a paycheck.

They’re both idiots. Beautiful, broken, stupidly noble idiots.

The camera catches their final kiss—desperate, bloody, real—as the chopper lights flood the arena. Ben blacks out. Fade to black.

And somewhere, Lucas Lane is probably rubbing his hands together, counting the streaming numbers, oblivious to the fact that he just accidentally made something resembling art.

Did the others survive? Lucid says yes—even Danny, presumably with fewer limbs and a new phobia of feathers. But Lucid also grew a fully functioning T-rex in a lab, so cloning a few influencers to avoid an international incident seems well within their wheelhouse. The losers vanished after being evicted; Lucid claims they’re in five-star luxury until the media frenzy dies down. We have only Lucas Lane’s word for that, and Lucas Lane once convinced the world that a cum-pressure-plate was a real thing.

Information on exactly what happened to Ben and Soph after the credits rolled is similarly scarce. What we do know is that Zoë took her half of the twenty million and retired at nineteen to a penthouse in Toronto. Gorgeous, sweet, and now filthy rich? Last I heard she’s beating the boys off with a stick. Good for her.

As usual, the empty threats from various US senators and European parliaments have resulted in exactly zero serious attempts to retake the island and more publicity for Lucid. Rumors swirl that Lucas and his cabal of fiendish game designers are already plotting Season Four.

As for me? I’ll be here, bud screwed in, watching along with the rest of you. I’m not proud of it. I’m actively ashamed of it. But hey—at least the decent ones scraped a win this time. Small mercies in a world that’s basically one long blooper reel.

I’m reserving my own velvet-rope section in hell after this, naturally. Front-row seat, complimentary brimstone and Wi-Fi. Still, I’ve already got the reunion special cued up for six weeks from now, popcorn salted with self-loathing. And let’s not kid ourselves: so have you.
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Ben woke to sunlight pouring through open windows like warm honey, spilling across white sheets and bare skin. The house was quiet except for the soft lap of waves against the shore outside and the distant cry of gulls. No alarms. No drones. No death traps waiting around the next corner. Just sunlight, salt air, and the slow rise and fall of his own breathing.

For a long moment he didn’t move. Just lay there among the pillows—too many pillows, soft and ridiculous, the kind of excess he still wasn’t used to—and let the quiet settle into his bones. His left arm twinged when he shifted; he looked down at the long raised scar running from elbow to wrist. Pink and slightly puckered now, but still angry-looking in certain lights. Nothing like nearly bleeding out on an island full of monsters to reignite your passion for the small things.

Like the smell of bacon drifting from the kitchen.

Ben grinned against the pillow, already half-hard just from the scent. He rolled out of bed—naked, sun-warmed, still carrying the faint tan lines of a life lived mostly without clothes—and padded barefoot across cool tile toward the kitchen.

Soph stood at the stove, wearing nothing but bikini bottoms and a white apron tied loosely around her waist. The strings hung down her bare back in a lazy bow; the apron’s front panel barely covered her breasts, the thin cotton clinging slightly where sweat and steam had dampened it. Her dark hair—long now she’d grown it out again—was piled in a messy knot, a few strands escaping to curl against her neck. She hummed something low and musical as she flipped the bacon, hips swaying to the song.

Ben didn’t speak. He just crossed the room in three strides, wrapped both arms around her from behind, and kissed the side of her neck—slow, open-mouthed, tasting salt and coconut and her.

Soph laughed softly against his lips, the sound vibrating through her back into his chest.

“Morning, babe,” she murmured. “Breakfast is gonna burn if you keep that up.”

He didn’t care. His hands slid under the apron, cupping her bare breasts—warm, soft, nipples already tightening against his palms. He rolled them gently between thumb and finger, felt her arch back into him with a small, pleased sound.

“Ben—”

He nipped the slope of her shoulder, teeth grazing lightly. “Let it burn.”

Soph pulled back just enough to breathe, that familiar smile on her lips. “Eat first,” she said, voice husky. “Or you’ll run out of stamina halfway.”

Ben kissed her dark nipple through the thin apron—sucking the fabric until it clung wetly to her skin—then looked up at her with a slow, wicked smile.

“One,” he said, voice rough, “that has literally never happened with us. And two…” He rocked his hips forward so she could feel exactly how hard he still was. “I think it’s physically impossible for me to run out of stamina with this implant.”

Soph laughed—bright, delighted—and pushed him gently until his back hit the kitchen counter. “Eat it, or I’m failing in my duties as a wife.”

Ben’s eyes darted to the ring on her finger, with its bright white diamond catching the morning light. His grin softened into something warmer, quieter. He let her turn back to the stove, watched the elegant line of her spine, the curve of her ass in the black bikini bottoms, the way the apron strings swayed against her bare back.

She tipped the bacon onto a plate—thick-cut, perfectly juicy—and slid it across the counter toward him. He picked up a strip, bit into it—hot, greasy, obscenely delicious—and groaned low in his throat.

“Goddamn,” he said around the mouthful. “I think I came just from that.”

Soph leaned her hip against the counter beside him, arms crossed under her breasts so the apron rode up just enough to show the undersides. “Eat the rest and maybe I’ll let you return the favor.”

Ben swallowed, set the half-eaten strip down, and reached for her waist. He pulled her between his spread thighs, hands sliding up under the apron to cup her breasts fully—thumbs circling her nipples until she hissed softly.

“Or,” he murmured against her throat, “I could just eat you instead.”

Soph’s laugh was breathy, needy. “You’re impossible.”

“You love it.”

He kissed her again—deeper this time—tasting bacon and coffee and her. His hands roamed: one sliding down to cup her ass through the bikini bottoms, squeezing hard enough to make her gasp; the other slipping between her thighs, finding the fabric already soaked through.

She rocked against his fingers—a small, helpless sound escaping into his mouth—then pulled back just enough to breathe.

“Bedroom,” she whispered. “Now.”

Ben lifted her easily—legs wrapping around his waist, arms around his neck—and carried her back through the open-plan space, past the rumpled bed they’d barely slept in, to the wide glass doors that opened onto the private deck overlooking the sea.

He set her down on the edge of the outdoor swing—white cushions already warm from the sun—and dropped to his knees between her spread thighs.

Soph leaned back on her elbows, watching him with dark, hungry eyes.

“Finish your meal,” she said softly.

Ben grinned—slow, feral—and hooked his fingers in the sides of her bikini bottoms. He tugged them down her legs, tossing them aside, then spread her thighs wide with both hands.

She was already glistening—pink and swollen, clit peeking out from its hood, begging for his mouth.

Soph propped herself on her elbows, one eyebrow arched in that familiar mix of challenge and invitation. “You’re staring like you’ve never seen a pussy before, husband.”

Ben grinned up at her, hands sliding up the insides of her thighs, thumbs brushing the crease where leg met hip. “I’ve seen plenty. None of them belong to my wife.” He leaned in, breath ghosting over her slick folds. “None of them get this wet just from me looking.”

She laughed—low, breathy, the sound vibrating straight to his cock. “Careful. You keep calling me wife and I might start expecting missionary with the lights off.”

He dragged his tongue flat along her slit—once, slow, deliberate—tasting salt and heat and the sharp edge of her arousal. Soph’s hips rolled up to chase his mouth; he pulled back just enough to make her whine.

“Missionary?” he murmured against her inner thigh, teeth grazing the soft skin. “Nah. I’m thinking more along the lines of bending my wife over every flat surface in this house until we get noise complaints from the next island. Or maybe tying her to the headboard so she can’t touch herself while I edge her for hours. You know—married people shit.”

Soph’s laugh turned into a moan when he finally sealed his lips around her clit and sucked—gentle at first, then harder, tongue flicking in quick, relentless circles. Her fingers dove into his hair, tugging just shy of painful.

“Fuck—Ben—your mouth—god, you’re too good at this—”

He hummed approval against her, the vibration making her thighs tremble. Two fingers slid inside her—easy, slick, curling upward to stroke that spot that always made her sob his name. He pumped them slow and deep while his tongue never left her clit, alternating between broad licks and sharp little flicks that had her hips bucking.

She was riding his face now—shameless, greedy—grinding down so his nose bumped her clit on every roll. “You love this, don’t you?” she gasped. “Your perfect little wife spread out on the porch like a buffet. Anyone sailing by could see me coming on your tongue.”

Ben pulled back just long enough to speak—lips shiny, voice wrecked. “Let them watch. Let the whole fucking ocean know my wife’s a screamer.”

Soph’s eyes flashed—dark, delighted. “Wife still sounds so… domestic. I liked being your favorite stripper better. The one who made you hard just by walking onstage. The one you couldn’t stop staring at even when you were supposed to be working.”

He curled his fingers harder inside her, thumb taking over on her clit so he could look up and meet her gaze. “How about stripper wife?” he rasped. “My gorgeous, filthy stripper wife. Still owns every stage she steps on. Still makes me lose my mind. But now she comes home to me every night, spreads her legs on our porch swing, and lets me eat her until she can’t remember her own name.”

Soph’s breath caught. Her eyes lit up—bright, wicked, utterly alive. “Perfect,” she breathed. “Fuck, that’s perfect.”

She yanked him up by the hair—kissed him hard, tasting herself on his tongue—and shoved him onto his back on the cushions. The swing rocked under their weight as she straddled him, hands braced on his chest, nails digging in.

“My turn to dance for my husband,” she murmured, voice thick with heat. She reached between them, wrapped her fingers around his cock—thick, throbbing, already leaking—and lined him up. “Hold still. Let your stripper wife take what she wants.”

She sank down in one slow, torturous glide—inch by inch—until he was buried to the hilt. They both groaned—long, relieved, obscene.

Soph braced her hands on his pecs and started to move. Not gentle. Not sweet. She rolled her hips in deep, filthy circles—grinding her clit against his pelvis on every downstroke—then lifted almost all the way off before slamming back down, taking him hard and fast.

“Fuck—yes—your cock feels so good inside me,” she gasped, head tipping back, breasts bouncing under the apron. “So thick—so deep—stretching me like you own me—”

Ben gripped her ass—hard enough to leave marks—helping her ride, thrusting up to meet her on every descent. “I do own you,” he growled. “Ring on your finger. My cum in your cunt. My name on your tongue when you come. Say it.”

“I’m yours,” she moaned, nails raking down his chest. “Your stripper wife—your dirty little secret—your filthy fucking slut—god, Ben, fuck me harder—”

He flipped them in one smooth motion—pinned her beneath him, legs hooked over his shoulders—and drove into her with punishing strokes. The swing creaked in protest; the ocean swallowed her cries.

“Again,” he rasped against her throat. “Come again for your husband. Soak my cock like the greedy little stripper you are.”

Soph’s back bowed—thighs shaking—walls fluttering around him as the orgasm ripped through her. She sobbed his name, nails digging into his shoulders, pussy clenching so tight he could barely move.

He didn’t stop—kept pounding through it—drawing it out until she was whimpering, oversensitive, begging.

“Too much—fuck—too good—Ben—please—”

He pulled out—flipped her onto her knees—spread her wide—and slid back inside from behind, one hand fisting her hair, the other reaching around to rub merciless circles over her swollen clit.

“Come one more time,” he ordered. “Show your husband how depraved his wife really is.”

Soph pushed back onto him—ass bouncing, moans raw and broken. “Yes—yes—fuck your dirty little stripper—fill me—breed me—make me drip with you all day—”

Ben thrust deep—once, twice—then buried himself and came—hot, thick pulses flooding her, spilling out around his cock as she clenched around him in another shattering release.

They collapsed together—sweaty, trembling, tangled—his chest to her back, her fingers laced with his over her racing heart.

After long minutes, Soph turned her head, kissed the inside of his wrist—soft, reverent—then smiled up at him, lazy and utterly sated.

“Stripper wife,” she murmured, tasting the words. “I do like the sound of that.”

Ben pressed a kiss to her shoulder, voice rough and warm. “Good. Because I’m never letting you forget it.”

The swing swayed gently beneath them.

The sun climbed higher.

And out on the water, the world kept turning—quiet, endless, theirs.

Soph sauntered out onto the sun-drenched porch like she owned the ocean itself, arms loose at her sides, doing absolutely nothing to hide the sway of her bare breasts or the glisten already slicking her inner thighs. The turquoise water sparkled behind her, endless and perfect, but Ben only had eyes for the way she rolled her hips to some silent beat, dark hair whipping as she spun once, slow and filthy.

“Free show, husband,” she purred teasingly. “Just for you. No cover charge, no time limit, no rules.”

Ben’s cock already was thick and heavy again in his fist. He gave himself one lazy stroke, eyes locked on her. “Go on then, stripper wife. Dance for me. Rub that pretty cunt on something hard and pretend the whole world’s watching.”

Soph backed up until her spine met the smooth, sun-warmed wooden pole that held up the porch roof. She hooked one leg around it, calf flexing, then rolled her hips in a slow, deliberate circle so the pole nestled right against her pussy. A soft, appreciative moan slipped out the moment the smooth wood kissed her clit.

“God, I love this,” she breathed, starting to grind—slow drags at first, then tighter circles that left a clear, shining streak of wetness along the pole. “Always did. The second that music hit and all those eyes locked on me… fuck. Nothing like it.”

Ben’s hand moved faster. “You like rubbing your wet little cunt on a pole while the boys watch, don’t you?”

Soph’s laugh was filthy and delighted. She arched her back, breasts lifting, nipples tight from the sea breeze and her own arousal. “Always did. Still do. Look at me—your perfect stripper wife humping a porch post like it’s the center stage at the Velvet. All those hungry stares used to make me so fucking wet I could feel it dripping down my thighs before I even took my bra off.”

She slid higher up the pole, thighs parting wider, letting the wood press flush against her swollen folds. Her hips rolled in slow, obscene figure-eights—slick sounds audible even over the distant crash of waves.

“Tell me about the first time,” Ben said, voice rough. “The night you climbed onstage and showed them everything.”

Soph’s eyes fluttered half-closed, but the wicked smile never left her lips. She kept grinding—lazy, luxurious—while she talked.

“Amateur night at the Roxy. Twenty-two, broke, terrified, but so fucking turned on I could barely think straight. I kept checking my pussy in that little hand mirror—lifting one leg on the bench, spreading myself, inspecting every inch like I was going on a job interview. Made sure the lips were smooth, clit peeking out just right. Had this tiny panic attack imagining a scrap of toilet paper stuck to my cunt onstage. Would’ve been a hell of a debut.”

Ben laughed, low and dark, hand twisting at the head of his cock. “And then?”

“Then the music hit.” Soph spun around the pole—back to him now—ass arched, cheeks spreading as she bent forward and rubbed herself against the wood from behind. Her pussy lips kissed the pole again; she moaned louder, hips snapping in short, greedy thrusts. “The lights came up, the bass dropped into my bones, and the second I stepped out… fuck. It was like a drug. Better than any hit I’d ever had. I was supposed to go topless only—keep the thong on, play coy. But the second I felt all those eyes on me—hungry, desperate—I knew I wasn’t stopping.”

She slid her cunt further up the pole, lips slowly parting around it. “I peeled the thong down my ass, let it drop, spread my legs wide on that stage and let every drunk, horny bastard in the room stare straight at my bare cunt. Freshly shaved, glistening under the lights. I even reached down and spread myself for them—two fingers parting my lips so they could see how wet I was. The roar they made… Jesus. I came right there on stage, grinding against the pole, just from the attention. Walked off dripping down my thighs with three hundred in tips stuffed in my garter.”

She turned to face him again—back arched, one leg hooked high around the pole so her pussy pressed flush against it. She rode it openly now—slow drags, then quick little grinds—leaving slick, shining trails that dripped down the wood.

Ben’s breathing was ragged. “That why you wanted this place so bad? Needed a pole on the porch for old times’ sake?”

Soph laughed—bright, filthy—hips never stopping. “Not the only reason.” Her eyes danced, wicked and warm. “But it didn’t hurt. Imagine waking up every morning knowing I can step outside, wrap my cunt around this smooth wood, and make my husband watch while the whole ocean pretends not to notice.”

She released the pole—sauntered over to him—dropped gracefully between his spread thighs. Both hands wrapped around his cock—one at the base, one higher—stroking in perfect tandem, her signature move: slow twist on the upstroke, thumb swiping over the head, then tight glide back down.

Ben groaned—head falling back against the chair. “Fuck—Soph—”

“Shh,” she whispered, leaning in to lick a slow stripe up the underside of his shaft. “Let your dirty little stripper wife finish her show.”

She pumped him faster—hands slick with pre-cum—breasts brushing his thighs, nipples grazing his skin. She looked up at him through her lashes, lips parted, tongue flicking out to taste the bead at his tip.

“Come for me,” she murmured. “Come all over your wife’s hands while she tells you how much she loves being watched. How much she loves rubbing her wet pussy on anything hard and smooth while you jerk off to it. How she’s going to do it again tomorrow with the curtains open and the neighbors’ boat drifting by. Let them see what a greedy, shameless little slut your wife really is.”

Ben’s hips jerked—breath sawing in and out. “Fuck—Soph—gonna—”

She squeezed tighter—stroked faster—leaned down and took just the head into her mouth, tongue swirling, while her hands kept pumping the shaft.

He came hard—thick ropes spilling over her fingers, dripping down her wrists, painting her breasts where they pressed against his thighs. Soph moaned around him—swallowing what landed in her mouth, milking him through every pulse until he was shaking, spent, gasping.

She lifted her head—lips shiny, eyes bright—and licked her fingers clean one by one, slow and deliberate.

“Best free show you ever got?” she asked, voice husky and smug.

Ben reached down, cupped her jaw, thumb brushing her swollen lower lip.

“Best one I’ll ever get,” he rasped. “My perfect, filthy stripper wife.”

Soph grinned—radiant, unrepentant—and climbed into his lap, straddling him, pussy still slick and hot against his softening cock.

“Round two?” she murmured against his mouth. “I’ve got plenty more stories. And this pole’s not going anywhere.”

Ben’s hands tightened on her hips. “Always. Tell me the filthiest one you’ve got.”

Soph laughed—soft, throaty—and shifted so her slick pussy brushed the head of his softening cock, just enough to make him hiss.

“Alright. Second night I ever danced. Still green, still riding that high from amateur night, but cocky now. I’d already figured out the game: the more shameless you are, the more they pay. So I’m in the dressing room at the Roxy, touching up my lipstick, when this little tornado bursts in—eighteen, fresh as hell, still in her cheer uniform. Pom-poms peeking out of a sports bag slung over her shoulder, skirt so short it barely covered her ass, ponytail swinging like she’d just finished practice. Name was Deanna.”

Ben’s brows lifted. “Cheerleader stripper?”

“Cheerleader stripper-in-training,” Soph corrected, grinning. “She was even more brazen than I was—all her friends knew where she was, but she didn’t give a fuck. Said it paid for her car. Then she told me her boyfriend might swing by after his shift to watch her first set, and she wanted to be ‘extra ready’ when she hit the stage. Translation: she wanted her cooch glistening under the lights. Looked me dead in the eye and asked if I’d help her out. No shame. Just pure, bright-eyed horniness.”

Soph’s fingers drifted lower, idly stroking Ben’s cock back to half-mast while she talked.

“I told her I don’t eat pussy for free. She laughed, said fine—mutual. So I grabbed her wrist, tugged her into the back showers. Managers almost never checked in there unless someone was drowning. Door didn’t even lock properly, but the steam and the noise covered most sins.”

She paused, eyes going distant, remembering.

“Deanna dropped her bag, peeled off those tiny cheer shorts and hopped up on the tiled bench. Legs spread wide, uniform top still on, skirt bunched around her waist like a belt. Pink little pussy already puffy and wet, clit peeking out like it was begging. I dropped to my knees on the wet tile, hooked her thighs over my shoulders, and buried my face in her.”

Ben groaned low in his throat. His cock thickened fully in her hand.

“She tasted like salt and strawberries—fresh, sweet, so fucking eager. I licked her slow at first, flat tongue dragging from hole to clit, then flicked the tip fast until she was whimpering and grinding against my mouth. She kept babbling—‘Oh god, Soph, your tongue feels so good, my boyfriend’s gonna love how slick I am for him’—like she was doing him a favor by getting eaten out by another girl. I sucked her clit hard, slid two fingers inside, curled them just right. She came fast—shaking, thighs clamping my head, squirting a little surprise gush all over my chin. I drank it down like it was champagne.”

Soph rocked her hips, sliding her wet folds along Ben’s length without taking him inside—just teasing.

“Then it was my turn. I stood up, stripped off what little I was wearing, and pushed her back against the wall under the shower spray. She didn’t hesitate—dropped to her knees like she’d been waiting for permission her whole life. I braced one foot on the bench, spread myself with two fingers, and lowered right onto her pretty face.”

She closed her eyes for a second, savoring the memory.

“God, she could eat pussy. Swore up and down she was straight—for boys only—but the way she moaned into me? Like she’d been starving for the taste. I rubbed myself all over her—slow drags at first, clit bumping her nose, then faster, grinding hard. Soaked her. Thought I’d fuck up her mascara, but that waterproof shit held up like armor. Impressive, honestly. I came hard—hips jerking, thighs shaking—drenching her face, her ponytail, the front of her stupid cheer top. She just kept licking, swallowing, humming like it was the best thing she’d ever tasted.”

Soph leaned in, lips brushing Ben’s ear.

“She loved being watched, too. Exhibitionist to her core. A few weeks in she started doing private dances in her cheer skirt, pom-poms and all. Customers ate it up. Literally, sometimes.”

Ben’s breathing was rough now, cock throbbing against her slick heat.

Soph smiled—slow, filthy—and wrapped both hands around him again, stroking in that perfect double-fist rhythm.

“Jealous?” she teased. “Your wife used to let cheerleaders tongue-fuck her in club showers. Still think you’re the only one who gets to make me scream?”

Ben gripped her ass hard. “I’m the only one who gets to keep you screaming. Every night. In our house. On our porch. With my ring on your finger and my cum dripping down your thighs.”

Soph’s eyes sparkled. “Good answer, husband.”

She pumped him faster—twisting at the head, slick sounds filling the warm air—then leaned down and took him deep into her mouth, tongue swirling, cheeks hollowing.

Ben groaned—head falling back—hips lifting to meet her rhythm.

“Third story,” she murmured, voice husky from earlier exertion and the salt in the air. “This one’s my favorite to tell you. Mostly because it ended with me getting paid twice for the same dance.”

Ben’s hands slid up her ribs, cupping her breasts from behind, thumbs brushing lazy circles over her nipples until they peaked again. “Keep going. I’m listening.”

She laughed—low, wicked—and rocked her ass against his cock, feeling it stir back to life beneath her.

“So now I’m six months into dancing full-time. I’d already graduated from the Roxy’s amateur nights to headliner slots at a bigger club downtown. Neon everywhere, mirrors on every wall, the kind of place where they play good shit for you to dance to, not just the latest R&B crap. I’d built a little reputation by then. Guys started requesting me by name. Made the tips obscene.”

She paused, letting her head fall back against his shoulder so she could watch his face while she talked.

“One Thursday night—slow crowd, mostly suits blowing off steam after closing deals—I get pulled for a VIP booth. Private room, blackout curtains, leather sectional that probably cost more than my rent. The client’s this quiet, intense guy in his thirties. Expensive watch, expensive cologne, expensive everything. Calls himself Marcus. Says he’s celebrating a promotion. Wants a full hour. No touching, nothing over the line, but he’s happy to tip extra for ‘creativity.’”

Ben’s fingers tightened on her breasts. “You love creative.”

“Love it,” she confirmed, grinding down slow and deliberate. “So I start the usual—slow tease, bra off, grinding on his lap until he’s rock-hard under his slacks. He’s polite. Doesn’t grope. Just watches. Intense. Hungry. Then halfway through he leans in and whispers, ‘I’ve got a friend outside. She’s shy. Never been to a club like this. I want her to watch you dance. Just watch. No touching her either. Can you make her come without laying a finger on her?’”

Soph’s voice dropped lower, conspiratorial.

“I look over his shoulder. There’s this gorgeous woman standing just inside the curtain—tall, blonde, nervous smile, wearing a little black dress that hugs every curve like it was painted on. Early twenties. Eyes wide, cheeks already pink. Marcus says her name is Emily. Says she’s curious. Says she’s never seen another woman strip before, let alone get off from it.”

Ben groaned softly. His cock was fully hard again, trapped between her ass cheeks.

“I tell him double the rate. He doesn’t blink—just slides another stack of bills across the table. I motion Emily inside. She perches on the edge of the sectional like she might bolt any second. I dim the lights a fraction, crank the music, and start again. This time it’s for her.”

Soph turned slightly in Ben’s lap so she could straddle him properly, pussy sliding wet along his length without taking him in. She braced her hands on his shoulders and kept talking, slow rolls of her hips matching the rhythm of her words.

“I danced like I was fucking the air between us. Slow hip circles, back arched, tits bouncing just enough to make her bite her lip. I dropped to my knees in front of her—close enough she could feel the heat coming off me—then crawled forward until my breasts brushed her knees. She gasped. Didn’t move. I stood again, turned, bent over so my ass was inches from her face, spread my cheeks with both hands so she could see how wet I was. Then I backed up—slow—until my pussy was almost touching her thigh. I didn’t make contact. Just hovered. Let her feel the warmth. Let her smell me.”

Ben’s breathing was rough. “She come?”

“Not yet,” Soph whispered. “I wasn’t done. I climbed onto the sectional, straddled the armrest right in front of her—facing her—and started grinding my clit against the leather. Slow drags at first, then faster. Wet streaks shining on the black. I locked eyes with her the whole time. Told her—quiet, just for her—‘Watch how wet your friend’s money gets me. Watch how much I love being stared at. You’re doing this to me, Emily. Just by looking.’”

She rocked harder against Ben now—slick sounds filling the warm dusk air.

“Her thighs clenched. Her breath hitched. I could see her nipples hard through that thin dress. I sped up—grinding shameless, moaning her name like it was a prayer. ‘Emily—look at my cunt dripping for you. Look how swollen my clit is. You did this. You made me this wet just by sitting there.’ She started trembling. Tiny little whimpers. Then—fuck—she came. Hands gripping the leather, back arching, eyes squeezed shut, a soft broken cry slipping out while her hips jerked against nothing. No one touched her. Not me. Not Marcus. Just my naked body and her own filthy imagination.”

Soph leaned in, lips brushing Ben’s ear.

“Marcus tipped triple after that. Emily left the booth flushed and shaky, wouldn’t meet my eyes—but she slipped me her number on a cocktail napkin before she went. Never called. Didn’t need to. I’d already given her the best orgasm of her life without laying a finger on her.”

She wrapped both hands around Ben’s cock again—slow, firm strokes—thumbs swirling over the head.

“Your turn to come for me,” she murmured. “Come thinking about your wife making a stranger cream her panties just by grinding on a couch arm and whispering dirty nothings. Come knowing I’ve been turning people inside out with nothing but my body since before you put that ring on my finger.”

Ben’s hips bucked—breath sawing. “Fuck—Soph—”

She pumped faster—tight, twisting—leaned down and dragged her tongue flat along the underside while her hands kept working.

“Come on, husband,” she coaxed. “Paint your stripper wife’s tits again. Mark what belongs to you while I tell you I’d do it all over again tomorrow if you asked. But only if you asked.”

He came hard—thick, hot ropes splashing across her breasts, dripping down her stomach, marking her skin while she milked him through every shuddering pulse.

Soph lifted her head, licked a stray drop from her lower lip, and smiled—slow, radiant, utterly satisfied.

“Still my best audience,” she whispered, kissing him deep and filthy—sharing the taste of him.

Soph nestled deeper into Ben’s lap, the wicker swing creaking under their combined weight as the sun rose even higher. The ocean had gone quiet, just a soft, rhythmic hush now, like it was listening. She tilted her head back against his shoulder, dark hair tickling his chest, and let out a contented little sigh that vibrated straight through him.

Ben’s arms tightened around her waist. His voice came out low, rough around the edges. “You remember being fucked in your wedding dress?”

Soph’s eyes went dark and warm at once—pupils blowing wide, a slow, private smile curling her lips. She turned in his lap until she could straddle him properly, thighs bracketing his hips, nipples brushing his chest teasingly. She cupped his face in both hands, thumbs tracing the stubble along his jaw.

“Of course I remember,” she whispered. “Every filthy second.”

He’d helped her pick it out—three weeks before the ceremony, standing in a hushed boutique while she tried on dresses she’d never thought she’d wear. Strapless, fitted through the bodice, flowing skirt that skimmed her thighs when she moved. Demure by her standards—white silk, no plunging neckline, no slits to her hip—but sexy in a way that made Ben’s jaw tighten every time she stepped out of the changing room. She’d caught him adjusting himself in the mirror reflection and laughed, delighted.

“You like me even in white,” she’d teased.

“I like you in everything,” he’d answered. “Especially when you’re mine.”

Soph stroked his cheek tenderly with her thumb; he could see the same memory reflected in her eyes. Then she leaned in and kissed him—long and soft, lips parting slow, tongue sliding against his. When she pulled back, her forehead rested against his.

“I like how you didn’t waste time after the ceremony,” she murmured. “The second we got back, you bent me over the edge of the bed, hiked up my skirt, shoved my thong aside, and fucked me like you’d been starving for it.”

Ben groaned low in his throat, cock already thickening again against her slick heat. “How did it feel?”

She shivered—full-body, visible—and pressed her lips to his ear. “Like no one else was ever going to get to touch me again. Like the whole world finally understood I belonged to you. White dress rucked up around my waist, veil still pinned in my hair, your ring heavy on my finger while you pounded into me so deep I could feel it in my throat. I loved it. Felt like I was yours then. Your wife. Your filthy, married slut.”

They stayed like that a long moment—breathing each other in—both of them getting off on the simple, possessive truth of it. Wife. Husband. No more almosts. No more pretending.

Ben’s voice dropped even lower. “I’d been saving up for days. Edging myself in the shower every morning, thinking about how I was going to fill my brand-new wife until she couldn’t walk straight.”

Soph giggled—bright, delighted—then rocked her hips so her wet folds slid along his length. “I remember. You were so full. Dangerous when you’re enhanced like that. You kept going for nearly ten minutes, growling in my ear about how you were going to breed your wife on her wedding night. By the end I was lying in a literal puddle of your cum. Ruined the mattress.” She smirked. “Didn’t you have to buy it from them?”

Ben nodded. “Yeah. Worth every penny.”

Soph’s eyelashes fluttered at the thought of it. “I was leaking you into my panties for days after,” she confessed.

He snorted, hands sliding down to grip her ass. “Like you ever wear panties.”

She flicked his chest playfully. “I do sometimes,” she said, utterly unconvincing. “For special occasions. Like when I want to feel you dripping out of me while I’m trying to act normal in public. Reminds me who owns this cunt.”

Ben’s grip tightened. “You’re soaked right now just talking about it.”

“Guilty.” Soph leaned in, kissed him slow and filthy—tongue teasing his—then whispered against his mouth, “Want to recreate it? No dress this time. Just your naked, married wife riding you until you flood me again. Until I’m dripping down your balls and we have to hose off the porch swing.”

Ben’s cock throbbed hard against her. He lifted her just enough to line himself up—thick head nudging her entrance—then pulled her down in one smooth, deep thrust.

Soph gasped—back arching—nails digging into his shoulders. “Yes—fuck—fill your wife again—”

He thrust up into her—hard, possessive—hands guiding her hips as she rode him in slow, greedy rolls.

“Mine,” he growled against her throat. “My wife. My perfect stripper. My everything.”

Soph moaned—loud, shameless—head tipping back toward the darkening sky. “Yours. Always. Now fuck me like it’s our wedding night all over again.”

She shifted in Ben’s lap until she was facing him fully, thighs spread wide over his hips, the porch swing swaying gently beneath them like it knew exactly what was coming. Then she leaned in close, lips brushing his ear, voice dropping to that low, filthy purr she saved for when she wanted to unravel him completely.

“You know what I keep thinking about, husband?” she whispered, rocking her slick pussy along the thick length of him—slow, teasing glides that coated him in her wetness without ever letting him sink inside. “How full it felt. I don’t think you realise what it’s like to be bred that hard. All that saved-up cum inside me while my dress was still bunched around my waist. By the time you finished I was so stuffed I could barely close my legs. Your seed just kept leaking out of me like I’d been knocked up for real.”

Ben’s hands clamped onto her ass—hard enough to leave a mark. His cock throbbed against her clit, leaking pre-cum in sticky beads that mixed with her own slick.

“Keep talking like that,” he growled, “and I’m going to fill you again. Right here. Right now.”

Soph’s laugh was wicked, breathy. She reached down between them, wrapped her fingers around his shaft, and stroked him slow—root to tip—smearing their combined wetness along every vein.

“Oh, I want you to,” she purred. “I want my husband to pin me down and fuck his cum right back into me. Make me take it all until there’s no room left inside my greedy little cunt for anything but you and your load. I want to feel so full it hurts, baby. I want to hear that wet pop when you finally pull out and watch it all spill from your wife’s well-fucked pussy like I’m overflowing just for you.”

Ben snapped.

He surged up, flipped her onto her back on the swing cushions in one fluid motion, and pinned her wrists above her head with one hand. The swing rocked wildly under the sudden force—chains rattling, wood creaking—as he shoved her thighs apart with his knees and lined himself up.

“Dirty fucking wife,” he rasped, voice wrecked. “Begging to be bred on our own porch like the shameless slut you are.”

Soph arched beneath him—breasts heaving, nipples tight and stiff. “Yes—please—fuck your wife stupid. Stuff me so full I can’t hold it all. Make me leak you for days again.”

He thrust in hard—deep—one brutal stroke that buried him to the hilt. Soph cried out—sharp, delighted—legs locking around his waist as the swing lurched beneath them. He didn’t give her time to adjust. He fucked her relentlessly—long, punishing strokes that slapped wetly against her skin, the swing rocking so violently the chains sang.

“Look at you,” he growled, free hand sliding between them to rub merciless circles over her swollen clit. “Taking every inch like you were made for it. My perfect, filthy wife—cunt gripping me so tight I can feel you trying to milk me dry already.”

Soph’s head fell back—dark hair spilling across the white cushions—moans turning raw and broken. “Harder—fuck—fill me—give your wife all that thick cum—breed me like it’s our honeymoon all over again—”

Ben’s rhythm faltered—hips snapping erratically—then he drove deep one last time and came with a guttural groan. Pulse after hot pulse flooded her—thick, endless—stretching her walls until she whimpered at the pressure. He kept grinding through it—shallow, possessive rolls—making sure every drop stayed buried as deep as possible.

When the last shudder left him he pulled out slow—deliberate.

The wet, obscene pop echoed between them as his cock slipped free. A thick gush of cum immediately welled up—white and glossy—spilling from her flushed, puffy entrance and dripping down her ass to soak the cushions beneath.

Ben watched—triumphant, chest heaving—cock still twitching against his thigh.

Soph’s eyes fluttered open. She smirked—slow, blissed-out—and trailed two fingers through the creamy mess leaking from her cunt. She scooped a generous amount, brought it to her lips, and sucked them clean with a shameless, happy hum.

“God, I love eating your cum fresh from my pussy,” she said, voice thick and dreamy. “Even more than tasting it straight from your cock. When you leave it inside me like this… it tastes like both of us. Salty, sweet, filthy. Like marriage in liquid form.”

She dipped her fingers again—deeper this time—pushing some back inside herself just to pull it out and lick it off her knuckles.

“You know I used to lie awake the week before the wedding,” she murmured, voice low and conspiratorial, like she was confessing something deliciously shameful. “Not nervous about the vows. Not about the beach or the rings or whether the tide would come in too fast. I was lying in that stupid hotel bed—alone, because you were being all traditional and refused to see me the night before—touching myself stupid thinking about what you were going to do to me once we were married.”

Ben’s hand settled on the curve of her hip, thumb stroking slow arcs over bare skin. “Tell me.”

Her lips curved—slow, wicked. “Every filthy detail?”

“Every one.”

Soph’s breath hitched when his fingers dipped lower, grazing the sensitive crease where thigh met ass. She shifted, opening her legs just enough to invite him closer.

“I’d picture you walking into the suite after the ceremony,” she said. “Seeing me lying on the bed in the dress you helped me choose—veil still pinned, train fanned out like I was some virgin sacrifice. But under the skirt? No panties. Just bare, already wet, clit throbbing because I’d spent the whole reception clenching my thighs together every time you looked at me like you wanted to drag me down in the dunes and fuck me in front of all our friends.”

She reached down, wrapped her hand loosely around his cock—already thickening again—and gave one slow, teasing stroke.

“I imagined you kicking the door shut, locking it, then just standing there for a long second—watching me. Not touching yet. Letting the anticipation build until I was squirming, begging with my eyes. Then you’d walk over, push my veil back, kiss me so hard my lipstick smeared across your mouth. Your hands would slide up under the silk, bunching it at my waist, fingers finding me soaked. You’d growl something like ‘My dirty little wife is dripping.’ And I’d moan—loud, shameless—because hearing you call me your wife while your fingers were inside me was going to be the hottest thing I’d ever felt.”

Ben’s breathing had gone rough. He slid two fingers between her folds—slow, deliberate—curling them just enough to make her gasp.

“Keep going,” he rasped.

Soph rocked against his hand—lazy, greedy circles—while her own kept stroking him in the same unhurried rhythm.

“I fantasised about you flipping me onto my stomach,” she continued, voice thickening. “Face down in the pillows, ass up, dress still on but rucked high enough that the white silk framed my cheeks like a dirty halo. You’d spread me wide—thumbs pulling my lips apart so you could see how swollen and pink I was—and then you’d just stare. Let me feel the cool air on my wet cunt while you told me how pretty I looked like this: married, claimed, ready to be ruined. I’d push back—desperate—whining for you to fuck me, and you’d make me wait. Just the head of your cock nudging my entrance, teasing, until I was babbling about how much I needed my husband to fill me, breed me, mark me so deep no one else would ever feel right again.”

She squeezed him harder—thumb swiping over the slick head—then leaned in to nip his earlobe.

“The best part? I kept imagining the moment you finally thrust in—hard, deep, no mercy—and I’d come almost instantly. Just from the stretch, from the weight of your ring on my finger, from knowing this was forever now. No more almosts. No more ‘what if.’ Just you owning every inch of me while I screamed your name into the pillow and soaked the front of my wedding dress with how much I wanted it.”

Ben groaned—low, wrecked—and pushed a third finger inside her, stretching her slow and steady.

“You came thinking about that?” he asked, voice gravel-rough.

“Multiple times,” she admitted, shameless. “Every night that week. I’d lie there with my legs spread, fingers circling my clit, picturing your cock pumping me full until cum was leaking down my thighs and staining the white silk. By the actual wedding morning I was so worked up I could barely sit still during the hair and makeup. My thighs were slick under the dress before we even said ‘I do.’”

She lifted her head, kissed him—slow, filthy, tongue sliding against his—then pulled back just enough to meet his eyes.

“So when you finally got me alone that night?” she whispered. “When you bent me over and fucked me until the mattress was ruined? It wasn’t just good. It was every fantasy I’d edged myself stupid to finally coming true. My husband claiming his wife. Filling her so full she’d leak him for days. Making her feel owned in the best, dirtiest way.”

Ben’s fingers curled harder inside her—thumb pressing relentless circles over her clit.

“You’re soaked again,” he murmured against her mouth.

Soph moaned—soft, needy—hips rocking into his hand.

“Because I’m still thinking about it,” she breathed. “Still thinking about how much I love being your wife. How much I love knowing you can fuck me like this whenever you want. No more waiting. No more fantasies. Just us—married, filthy, forever.”

She tightened her grip on his cock—stroking faster now—then guided him to her entrance.

“Fuck your wife again,” she whispered. “Right here on the swing. Make tonight feel like our wedding night all over. Fill me until I’m dripping you again. Let me taste us mixed together when I scoop it out after.”

Ben didn’t need more invitation.

He thrust up into her—deep, claiming—swing rocking hard beneath them as he pinned her close and fucked her slow and possessive, every stroke a reminder.

Mine.

Wife.

Forever.

His hands slid up to her breasts—cupping them firmly, thumbs brushing the dark, sensitive peaks. He squeezed—hard enough to make her gasp—then rolled her nipples between his fingers, tugging just to the edge of pain. Soph’s head fell back, throat arching as she started to ride him—slow rolls at first, then deeper, harder, chasing that perfect angle.

He watched her—mesmerized—then lifted one hand to her mouth.

“Open,” he said, voice rough.

Soph’s lips parted instantly—eyes half-lidded, dark and trusting. He pushed two fingers past her lips, pressing them deep until they hit the back of her tongue. She gagged softly—happy, eager—eyes watering as she sucked around them, tongue swirling, cheeks hollowing. The sight of her—his wife—gagging happily on his fingers while her cunt clenched around his cock sent a fresh surge of heat through him.

“Fuck—look at you,” he rasped. “My perfect, filthy wife. Taking everything I give you. Gagging so prettily while your pussy squeezes me like a vice.”

Soph moaned around his fingers—vibrations humming straight down his arm—and rocked her hips faster, grinding her clit against his pelvis on every downstroke. Her walls fluttered around him—tight, wet, greedy—milking him with every thrust.

Ben fucked up into her—hard, possessive—while his other hand kept kneading her breast, pinching and rolling the nipple until she whimpered around his fingers. The swing rocked wildly beneath them again—chains singing—wood creaking—but neither cared. The world had narrowed to this: her slick heat, her muffled moans, the wet sounds of their bodies meeting.

“Gonna fill you again,” he growled. “Gonna pump my wife so full you’ll feel me for days. You want that? Want your husband to breed you right here on our porch?”

She nodded frantically—eyes glassy, tears clinging to her lashes—sucking harder on his fingers like she was trying to pull him deeper. Her cunt clamped down—rhythmic, desperate—pulling him toward the edge.

Ben thrust deep—once, twice—then buried himself to the hilt and came with a low, broken groan. Hot, thick pulses flooded her—spilling deep, stretching her walls until she sobbed around his fingers. She came with him—hard, shuddering—walls fluttering and squeezing, milking every last drop as her own release soaked them both.

He kept his fingers in her mouth through it—letting her gag and drool around them—until the last tremor left her limp and trembling in his arms.

Slowly—gently—he pulled his fingers free. A thin string of saliva connected them to her swollen lips for a heartbeat before it snapped. Soph panted against his chest, cheeks flushed, eyes dazed and blissed-out.

Ben eased her down onto the cushions—still inside her—letting the swing rock gently to a standstill. He stayed buried deep, softening slowly, feeling the warm, wet mess of their combined release start to leak around him. Soph’s legs stayed loosely wrapped around his waist, her arms draped over his shoulders, face tucked into the crook of his neck.

They stayed like that a long time—bodies tangled, swing rocking gently to a standstill beneath them. Soph curled into him, warm and leaking, thighs slick with their combined mess. Ben’s hand drifted up and down her bare back—slow, soothing strokes—tracing the elegant line of her spine like he was memorizing it all over again.

The afterglow wrapped around them like a blanket—soft, safe, complete. Two bodies pressed so close it was hard to tell where one ended and the other began. Her heartbeat thumped steadily against his chest; his breath stirred the damp strands at her temple.

Ben stared up at the stars for a long moment, something huge and quiet blooming behind his ribs.

“I’ve never loved anybody this much,” he said, voice rough and honest. “Never trusted anyone this much either. I can be anyone with you—say anything, do anything—and I know you’ll still look at me the same way. Like I’m still worth keeping.”

Soph lifted her head just enough to rest her chin on his chest. A small, sleepy laugh escaped her.

“You’re wrong, you know,” she murmured.

His hand stilled on her back. “No?”

She snuggled deeper into him, lips brushing his skin as she spoke. “I won’t love you just the same.”

A beat of silence—his heart thudding hard against her cheek.

“I’ll love you more,” she whispered, content and certain, like it was the simplest truth in the world.

The words landed soft and bright inside him, then burst outward—warm, fierce, like a phoenix unfurling wings made of fire. Love—raw, consuming, endless—flowered through every vein, every nerve, lighting them anew. It stole his breath. It filled every hollow place he’d carried for years.

He tightened his arms around her—crushing her close—burying his face in her hair and breathing her in: salt, sex, coconut, home.

Soph sighed—happy, sated—and pressed one more kiss to his throat.

The swing rocked once more—gentle, final—then came to rest.

The ocean whispered on below.

And in the quiet morning light of their porch, two bodies stayed tangled together—warm, safe, whole—while the sun, the sky and the surf watched over them like old friends.
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Complete Season Boxset


Enjoying this series? Buy the next episode for $2.99, or grab the complete season bundle—which contains all seven episodes—for $9.99, and save over 50%!

Episode One: Soph


Soph and Ben ignite old sparks after she strips onstage for him—then take things even further that night at her apartment…

Episode Two: Keira


Confident stuntgirl Keira stakes her claim on the beach with a sun-soaked threesome that sets the scoreboard ablaze…

Episode Three: Gabrielle


Sweet-natured actress Gabrielle volunteers for a filthy ritual deep in an Aztec temple—but will her shameless, sweat-drenched surrender be enough?

Episode Four: Zoë


Shy barista Zoë finds her courage behind a waterfall, skin slick with mist and heat—but something ancient and terrifying is circling in the skies…

Episode Five: Holly & India


Wide-eyed influencer Holly and posh British heiress India find comfort in each other’s bodies, with some help from sexy stuntgirl Keira—while the others stage a perilous rescue…

Episode Six: Mermaid Lagoon


Sirens Lorelei, Aurélie, and Marina host a lagoon challenge where Ben services all three—slow, deliberate, filthy—while the cameras drink it in…

Episode Seven: Endgame


One final betrayal looms as Soph and Ben enter the endgame—leading to the most vulnerable, heart-pounding surrender of all…
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The Nudist Office: Season One


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.

For Matt, the policy is pure torment. Watching the brilliant, beautiful women he works alongside—women he’s respected, teased, and secretly desired—choose how much skin to show turns everyday coding sessions into electric battles of restraint.

Especially when Alysha, his brilliant, blonde, fiercely competitive best friend, turns it into a dare: “If I strip, you strip.”

Funny, filthy, and achingly tender, The Nudist Office is a scorching slow-burn exploration of friendship on fire, where going bare means finally facing what—and who—you’ve always wanted.

Season One delivers five interconnected, pulse-racing episodes, each spotlighting one woman’s journey into vulnerability and desire.

Step into a studio where nothing is off-limits… and everything is on display.




A Lady’s Ruin


A scorching and scandalous Regency historical erotic romance


She was never meant to want two men.

They were never meant to share her ruin.

Lady Georgiana—bold, beautiful, and deliciously ruined by pleasure—has spent the summer tangled in the arms of James, the brooding stablehand whose rough hands know every secret inch of her. Their nights are wildfire: raw, breathless, and gloriously improper.

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.

And Georgiana? Georgiana stands at the center of the storm, pulse racing, realizing she may have ruined them all… or finally found the two men capable of ruining her in return.

This is no polite courtship. This is ownership. This is surrender. This is the moment a lady discovers ruin tastes sweeter than virtue ever did.

Open at your own risk. A Lady's Ruin will wreck you in the most delicious way.




Truth or Bare


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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