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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 Two
Pterodactyls, Pterodactyls, Pterodactyls


Right. Deep breath. I’ve just watched Episode Two of The Nudist Island Season Three, and I’m not entirely sure whether to applaud, scream, or simply set fire to my television and walk into the sea. Possibly all three at once.

We open with Ben Brady—our reluctant Marine hero who really should have stayed home and kept bouncing drunks instead of bouncing blondes on international television—lying prone on a cliff edge, sniper rifle steady, calmly putting tranquilliser darts into the necks of three velociraptors like he’s popping champagne corks at a Christmas party. It’s the single most competent thing anyone has done on this show since it began, and for thirty glorious seconds it’s enough to make you forget you’re watching a programme whose moral compass is currently pointing straight at “fuck it, let’s see what happens.”

The raptors drop like sacks of angry laundry. The camera lingers on the tranquilised bodies twitching in the dirt while the soundtrack swells with that faux-epic orchestral nonsense. Ben lowers the rifle, looks at Soph, and the pair of them share one of those wordless, married-couple glances that says: Well, that happened.

I’ll be honest: this is the moment I decided I like them. Not in a “they’re good television” way—though they obviously are—but in the way you like the only two sober people left at a wedding when everyone else is doing shots off the best man’s stomach. Ben and Soph are clearly, heartbreakingly decent. They keep trying to save people. They keep refusing to abandon anyone. They keep acting like ethics are still an option on a show whose entire business model is “what if we gave attractive people ten million dollars to humiliate themselves while dodging prehistoric predators?” They really, really shouldn’t be here.

We get a brief respite in the form of a waterfall fuckathon that I confess I zoned out during. Soph is hot, yes. Zoë is gorgeous, yes. The whole thing is shot in sumptuous, immersive retinal definition—every droplet of water, every bead of sweat, every quiver of flesh rendered in pornographic clarity. But it’s genuinely difficult to maintain an erection when thirty minutes earlier you watched someone get dropped into a volcanic abyss and you’re still not convinced they’re coming back in one piece. The libido is a fragile thing. It does not thrive on existential dread.

Then the pterosaurs arrive.

Three actual fucking pterosaurs. Long beaks, leathery wings, shock collars because apparently Lucid’s legal department insisted on some kind of utterly laughable concession to health-and-safety at the last second. The episode cuts from Soph gyrating on her boyfriend to Adam and Zoë being snatched mid-scream by these flying nightmares. Zoë twists and struggles to no avail, while Adam just looks baffled, as though he’s still processing that his gym regimen didn’t prepare him for aerial abduction by flying lizards.

Then—because this is The Nudist Island, not a coherent narrative—we cut straight to the pair of them trussed up like medieval sacrifices in what is clearly a man-made trap inside a conveniently lit cavern. Ropes. Pulleys. A rusty iron ring in the ceiling. Did the pterosaurs tie those knots themselves with their little claws? Did they go on a team-building retreat to learn basic shibari? Or did some underpaid Lucid intern spend three days rigging this while muttering “this is my life now”? The show doesn’t explain. It just expects us to nod sagely and accept that pterosaurs occasionally dabble in rope bondage when they’re not busy kidnapping people.

Ben, Soph and the remaining stragglers find another cache because the episode would grind to a halt otherwise. Ropes, harnesses, the works. We follow them up, up, up the waterfall face till they finally arrive at the nest like the world’s most under-equipped SWAT team. Danny—our resident human skidmark—suggests they just save Adam because he’s “more useful.” Ben and Soph ignore him like he’s background radiation. It’s beautiful.

Then the rescue sequence.

I don’t know whether to call it heroic or deranged. Soph—tiny, fierce, gloriously naked Soph—free-climbs thirty feet of wet basalt to thread a rope through a pulley ring thirty feet above a nest of screeching pterosaur chicks. She does this with no harness, no belay, no net, just pure adrenaline and what I can only describe as “fuck-you” energy. Apparently she’s no stranger to the greasy pole. Ben braces the rope with his fucked shoulder and Danny—reluctantly, sulkily—helps pull. They haul Zoë and Adam up inch by screaming inch while the chicks snap at their dangling feet and someone in the control room at Lucid keeps the adults at bay with a few well-timed shocks.

It works. They get them down. Zoë and Adam are alive, battered and bruised but mostly undamaged. The chicks are still screeching. The adults are still collared. A green flare pops—bonus points awarded—and the pterosaurs waddle off toward it like trained circus animals.

I have never felt more conflicted in my life. On one hand: well done, you absolute lunatics. On the other: you absolute lunatics. You just climbed a wet cliff with no safety gear to save two people who were literally hanging like bait above a nest of baby murder-dinosaurs. You’re either the best people on television or the stupidest. Possibly both.

Then we get the fallout at the bottom of the falls.

Blood in the water. Drag marks leading into the jungle. Keira, India, and Holly—gone. Taken. Or dead. Or worse.

Danny, of course, takes this opportunity to be the worst possible human being.

He mocks the missing girls. Calls Keira a bitch who couldn’t handle guard duty. Mocks Adam for caring about his girlfriend. Brags about fucking India before she was taken. When Adam finally snaps and swings, Danny ducks and drops him like a sucker into the water. Then he turns to Soph and—I swear to God—propositions her for points, grinning like a circus clown.

Soph’s response is to aim her pistol at his knee and pull the trigger. It jams. Again. Danny smirks and explains that contestants can’t shoot each other. “Did you not watch season one?”

It’s at this point I realise Danny isn’t just unlikable. He’s the perfect villain for this show. Smug, selfish, cowardly when it matters, opportunistic when it doesn’t. He’s the living embodiment of everything The Nudist Island wants to reward. And he knows it.

He tries to take Zoë with him, claiming an alliance that’s clearly going to last about as long as his shitty spray tan, but Zoë, shaking, humiliated, chooses Ben and Soph instead. Danny kicks Adam one last time, and stalks off into the jungle alone.

Soph watches him go and offers up a heartfelt prayer that the raptors finish the job. I’d like to take this opportunity to noisily and enthusiastically echo that sentiment.

A flare pops—orange this time. A supply crate drifts down on a tiny parachute. Zoë’s face lights up like a child on Christmas morning. “We’ve got sponsors!” (Yes, you do. Full disclosure: maybe I caved and donated something to the pot. I know that makes me complicit, but also—these lunatics just climbed up a waterfall for our entertainment. They deserve a decent dinner.)

And that’s where the episode ends: four shell-shocked survivors standing in bloody water, three more abducted, one sociopath loose in the jungle, and a crate of unknown supplies drifting toward them under a blood-orange sky.

I’ve said before and I’ll say it again: Ben and Soph remain the quiet centre of this swirling shitshow. They’re the only ones who consistently try to do the right thing—even when the right thing is stupid, dangerous, and almost certainly going to get them killed. The producers clearly adore them too; the cameras barely cut away from this little band of reluctantly moral survivors. Every time someone else bolts or betrays or bleeds out, the lens swings back to Ben’s grim determination or Soph’s sharp, filthy mouth.

It’s almost sweet.

It’s also tragic.

Because these two—decent, stubborn, half in love and half in shock—are on the wrong fucking show. They should be at home arguing over whose turn it is to unload the dishwasher, not dodging prehistoric murder-lizards and trying to keep a rotating cast of naked influencers from becoming pterodactyl snacks.

They’re too good for this.

And the producers know it.

That’s why they’re keeping them alive. For now.
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Ben stirred slowly, the cave’s cool stone pressing against his back, the distant thunder of the falls a constant lullaby that had only half-worked. Sleep had come in fits—shallow, restless, his body coiled for the next threat even as exhaustion dragged him under. He’d half-expected claws or teeth to burst through the water curtain at any moment, but nothing had. Soph had curled against his side most of the night, her head on his chest, one leg thrown over his thigh possessively.

A gentle shake at his shoulder pulled him the rest of the way awake. Zoë knelt beside him, hazel eyes wide and worried in the dim light filtering through the falls. Her teal bikini was damp from the spray, clinging to her small, soft curves; stray curls stuck to her cheeks. She looked wretched—lips pressed tight, hands twisting in her lap.

“Ben,” she whispered miserably. “Adam’s gone. I’m so sorry—I don’t know how I fell asleep...”

He sat up fast, the cave spinning for a second before settling. Soph stirred beside him, mumbling something incoherent, but didn’t wake fully. The supply crate’s feast—protein bars, dried fruit, electrolyte packets, even a couple of chocolate bars that had tasted like heaven—lay scattered around them in empty wrappers. They’d devoured it all last night, too hungry to care about rationing.

Ben rubbed a hand over his face. He knew exactly how Zoë had fallen asleep. Nine hours on their feet yesterday—temple traps, collapsing stone, pterodactyls snatching people out of the sky. For a five-foot barista who’d probably never come closer to life-or-death than rush hour at the coffee shop, the adrenaline crash would have hit like a truck. He blamed himself for not taking the last watch.

“Not your fault,” he said roughly, already pushing to his feet. “Did he take one of the guns?”

Zoë nodded miserably. “I woke up and it was just… gone. And so was he.”

Ben swore inwardly. Half their serious muscle and one of their remaining pistols—both gone. It was a body blow to their chances. But the anger he expected didn’t come. If it had been Soph dragged off into the dark, he’d have done exactly the same thing; grabbed a weapon and charged after her without a second thought. He couldn’t fault Adam for it.

“Time we got moving anyway,” he said instead. “Sun’s up.”

The light coming through the falls had shifted—the bright glow of sunrise, painting the cave walls in fire. Soph stirred beside him, blinking awake. She took one look at Zoë’s face, then at Ben’s, and pushed herself up without a word. She knew.

“Adam?” she asked quietly.

“Gone,” Ben confirmed. “Took a gun. Went after India.”

Soph exhaled through her nose. “Of course he did.” She rubbed her eyes, then looked at Zoë. “You okay?”

Zoë shook her head—small, miserable. “I should have stayed awake.”

“Yeah,” Soph said, not unkindly. “You should have. But this was Adam’s call, not yours. And I doubt we could have stopped him either way.”

Zoë swallowed hard, eyes shining again. “I just… I keep thinking about her. India. She was so scared yesterday. And now…”

Soph sighed. She stood, naked and unselfconscious, and padded over to Zoë; pulled her into a quick, fierce hug. “You’ve had a long fucking weekend, babe. We all have. Don’t beat yourself up about this.”

Zoë clung for a second, then straightened, wiping her eyes. “Thanks.”

Ben gathered their meager gear. The crate hadn’t contained much; just the food and a printed card listing eliminations. Park, Gabrielle, Keira, Holly, and India were all marked OUT in stark black type. Soph had been the only one visibly relieved, arguing that every losing player from the last two seasons had been quietly extracted, patched up, and parked in front of monitors at base camp to watch their highlight reel. Ben had let her talk him into believing it—mostly because the alternative was unbearable and because hunting raptors in the pitch dark was insanity anyway. They’d collapsed here together, exhausted, filthy, alive.

Now, in daylight, the doubt crept back, but there was no time to dwell.

They stepped through the falls together—cold shock of water, then warm sun on the other side.

And stopped.

Bobbing gently in the shallows, tethered to a boulder by a bright orange line, was an inflatable rubber dinghy—garish yellow with red oars, big enough for four, Lucid logo stenciled on the side.

Ben and Soph exchanged glances.

“Guess we’re getting wet today,” she said lightly.

Zoë managed a shaky laugh. “At least it’s not pterodactyls this time.”

The current caught them like a hand and yanked.

With a lurch, the inflatable dinghy sped forward, nose dipping as the lake funneled into a narrowing gorge. Behind them the waterfall shrank to a white roar, then vanished around the bend of the cliff. Ben tensed, knees braced against the inflatable floor, one hand gripping a strap loop so hard his knuckles bleached. The climb to the pterosaur nest had given them a hawk’s-eye view of the lake—wide, deceptively calm—but from down here it felt like a different world.

The walls closed in; black volcanic rock rising sheer on both sides, dripping with ferns and moss, channeling the water into a fast, hungry sluice. They were in uncharted water now—dark green, foaming in patches, small waves slapping the rubber sides with increasing impatience.

A roar built ahead—not the steady thunder of the falls, but something angrier, faster, broken into jagged bursts.

“Rapids,” Soph said tightly, knuckles white on her paddle. “Lucid love their white-water shit.”

The sleek black dronecams kept pace effortlessly—three of them now, humming low over the water, lenses glinting as they darted between angles. Unaffected by the spray, unbothered by the current. Always watching.

Ben scanned the dinghy. The usual handholds dotted the sides—bright orange nylon, stitched into the rubber. He was one-eighty pounds of Marine muscle and scar tissue; he’d hang on till the bitter end if it came to it. But Zoë sat in the bow—small, still shaken, teal bikini clinging wetly to her curves—grasping her oar like it might protect her. Soph was at the back of the boat, paddle in hand, legs braced but eyes flicking nervously toward the approaching white water.

Ben reached forward, squeezed Zoë’s shoulder once—firm, grounding.

“Hold tight,” he said. “If we flip, kick away from the boat. Don’t get trapped under it.”

Zoë nodded jerkily, swallowing hard.

The roar grew teeth. Ahead, the lake boiled into white chaos—rocks jutting like broken teeth, water folding over itself in standing waves, spray exploding upward in plumes. The current accelerated; the dinghy surfed forward on its own momentum, nose lifting, then slamming down hard enough to spray them all.

“Paddle!” Soph barked. “Keep us straight!”

Ben dug his own paddle in—deep, hard strokes on the left to correct their drift. The boat bucked, spun half-sideways; he corrected again, muscles burning. Zoë yelped as a wave slapped over the bow, soaking her to the chest. She clung to the sides, eyes huge.

“Eyes forward!” Ben called. “Pick a line—between the big rock and the wall!”

Soph leaned hard on her paddle, steering them toward the narrow gap. The dinghy shot through—rubber sides scraping stone with a high, angry squeal—then dropped into the next pool with a splash that drenched them to the skin.

They weren’t through the rapids yet.

More rocks loomed—jagged, black, forcing the water into a narrowing funnel. The boat hit a standing wave bow-first; the nose dove, stern lifted. For one sick second Ben thought they’d pitch-pole—flip end-over-end—but Soph threw her weight back, Ben leaned too, and the dinghy leveled with a violent slap.

Zoë screamed—short, sharp—as cold water surged over her lap.

“Hold on!” Ben roared.

They shot through the gap—water deafening, spray blinding, rocks flashing past inches away. The boat spun once—full three-sixty—then caught another current and straightened.

Then—suddenly—calm.

The rapids spat them out into a wide, slow pool. The roar receded behind them like a door slamming shut. The dinghy drifted, turning lazily in the eddy.

Ben exhaled—long, shaky—paddle still gripped white-knuckled.

Zoë let go of the strap and collapsed forward, forehead to rubber, breathing in gasps.

Soph dropped her paddle across her lap, wiped water from her eyes, and laughed—shaky, exhilarated.

“Fuck me,” she said. “That was fun.”

Ben looked at her—hair plastered to her skull, bikini top askew, nipples hard against wet fabric—and felt something in his chest loosen.

“Yeah,” he said. “Fun.”

Zoë lifted her head, cheeks flushed, eyes bright despite the terror.

“I thought we were dead,” she whispered.

Soph reached forward, squeezed her knee. “Not today, babe.”

The drones hovered closer—lenses glinting, capturing every drop, every heaving breath.

Ben scanned the far shore—green, quiet, deceptively peaceful.

The island wasn’t done with them yet.

After the rapids, the pool was an oasis—crystal green, still as glass, reflecting the orange-yellow sky and the black cliffs that walled them in on every side. But the calm was deceptive. Ben could feel the pull beneath the surface: a slow, insistent current dragging toward the center, where the water darkened to ink and dropped away like a throat.

The rocks rose sheer all around—no handholds, no ledges, just polished volcanic basalt slick with spray and algae. Climbing out wasn’t an option. Soph crouched at the dinghy’s edge, peering down, one hand trailing in the water.

“Down it is,” she said, voice low but certain. “We’re going to have to swim our way out.”

Ben nodded once. He took three deep breaths without exhaling, filling his lungs to capacity till the sensation almost made him light-headed; then he dove.

The cold hit like a slap, then settled into something crisp and familiar. Water closed over his head, muffling the world to a green hush broken only by the soft thump of his own heartbeat. He kicked down, arms cutting smooth strokes, the way he’d done a thousand times in training—combat drills, night swims off Coronado, holding his breath until his lungs screamed.

It was immediately clear this was the path Lucid wanted them on.

White-painted tyre markers—the same crude streaks they’d followed through the jungle—were bolted into the rock face at regular intervals, glowing faintly under the surface like runway lights. The pool shelved away steeply, then plunged vertical. Fish darted past in silver flashes—startled by the intruder—scales catching stray shafts of sunlight that pierced the depths.

Ben felt the old comfort settle in his bones. Water was his element. Always had been. Even now, with all his senses on red alert, his body remembered how to move here—efficient, quiet, weightless.

He angled downward, following the markers until the light faded to twilight blue. A dark cave mouth yawned ahead—wide, jagged, swallowing light.

Ben paused—hovering—half-expecting something to lunge. Nothing did.

He kicked forward, gliding under the overhang.

Inside, the water warmed slightly. And glowed.

Bioluminescent algae clung to the ceiling and walls in soft sheets of turquoise and violet, painting the cave in shifting, underwater aurora. The glow was faint but steady—enough to see shapes, shadows, the long curve of the tunnel stretching ahead into an underwater labyrinth.

Ben’s lungs were starting to burn, but he was tempted. He had maybe thirty seconds of oxygen left. Enough to see how far it went.

Then something nudged his side—firm, warm, alive.

He spun, pistol already half-drawn from the holster strapped to his thigh.

An ichthyosaur.

Long snout, rounded dolphin-like head, eyes huge and dark and—impossibly—kind. It regarded him with calm curiosity, small teeth visible in a half-smile that wasn’t threatening. No claws raking, no jaws snapping. Just… waiting.

Ben’s finger eased off the trigger.

The creature tilted its head, then turned in a slow, graceful arc and swam upward—toward the surface—pausing once to look back, expectant.

Ben stared.

Fourth or fifth craziest thing he’d done on this island. Why not.

He reached out, wrapped his hand around the dorsal fin—smooth, warm, leathery—and let the ichthyosaur tow him up with long, powerful strokes.

They broke the surface together.

The girls shrieked—high, startled—Soph’s pistol already swinging up.

“Wait!” Ben barked, raising his free hand. Water streamed off his face. “It’s here to help us. I think.”

As if on cue, two more heads broke the surface—sleek, curious, same gentle half-smiles. They circled the dinghy slowly, necks arching, eyes bright with something almost playful.

Soph lowered her gun. Slowly. “You’re shitting me.”

Zoë just stared, hands pressed to her cheeks.

Ben hauled himself onto the dinghy’s edge, water sluicing off him in sheets. The ichthyosaur that had carried him nudged his leg—gentle, warm—then swam back a little, waiting.

He looked at the others—Soph’s stunned expression, Zoë’s wide-eyed wonder, Holly’s frozen disbelief.

“Bad news,” he said, voice rough from the cold. “We’re going through an underwater maze.”

He nodded toward the dark cave mouth below.

“Good news?” He met Soph’s eyes. “We won’t be doing it alone.”

Soph stared at him for a long beat.

Then she laughed—short, incredulous, delighted.

“Of course we’re riding fucking prehistoric dolphins through a death trap,” she said. “Why wouldn’t we be?”

She slid gracefully into the water. One of the ichthyosaurs immediately swam to her, offering its dorsal fin like an old friend.

Zoë hesitated. The third creature glided up, patient, waiting for her to grab hold. “I—I can’t swim that well,” she muttered.

Ben reached up, offered his hand. “You won’t have to. Hold on to her fin. She’ll do the work.”

She swallowed—then nodded. Took his hand. Slipped into the water.

Ben climbed onto the back of his ichthyosaur—strong, steady beneath him—and looked at the others.

Soph was already grinning, straddling her mount like it was a horse, one hand gripping the dorsal fin.

“Ready when you are, Marine.”

Ben nodded once.

The ichthyosaurs turned in unison—sleek, purposeful—and dove.

The water closed over them in a cool, green rush, the world above shrinking to a shimmering silver ceiling. Ben clung to the ichthyosaur’s dorsal fin—leathery, warm, surprisingly solid under his palms—as the creature surged forward with powerful, undulating strokes. The labyrinth swallowed them immediately: twisting tunnels of black volcanic rock, walls smooth and close, lit only by the faint, shifting glow of the algae clinging to every surface.

The ichthyosaur moved like it knew the way by heart—swift, sure, flippers cutting through the water with barely a ripple. Ben pressed his face close to its body to reduce drag, lungs already starting to burn after the first long tunnel. The creature seemed to sense it; it angled upward toward a small air pocket trapped against the ceiling—a mirror-smooth bubble glowing faintly from the algae around its edges.

Ben broke surface first—gasping, sucking air in greedy pulls. The pocket was barely big enough for his head and shoulders; he tilted back, filling his lungs while the ichthyosaur floated patiently beneath him, snout raised so that its own nostrils cleared the water. Soph surfaced a second later on her mount—hair slicked back, grinning wildly—then Zoë, coughing and spluttering, eyes huge with adrenaline and shock.

“Fuck yes,” Soph gasped, wiping water from her face. “This is insane.”

Ben couldn’t help it—he whooped, low and short, the sound bouncing off the rock before he clamped his mouth shut to avoid wasting the air in the pocket. The rush hit him hard: cold water, glowing walls, the living engine of muscle and grace beneath him carrying him through an underwater labyrinth like it was a casual swim. For the first time since the beach, he almost felt… exhilarated.

The ichthyosaurs didn’t wait long. As soon as their riders grasped their fins, they dove again—smooth, coordinated, necks arching as they plunged deeper into the maze.

The tunnels twisted like intestines—sharp bends, sudden drops, narrow squeezes where Ben had to flatten himself against the creature’s back to avoid scraping rock. One passage narrowed so much the ichthyosaur folded its flippers tight and shot through like a torpedo; Ben felt the pressure change, ears popping, vision tunneling as the glow dimmed then flared bright again on the other side.

Another air pocket—smaller, barely enough for all three heads. They broke surface together this time, gasping, laughing, cursing in the same breath.

“Left or right?” Soph panted, nodding toward the fork ahead—two dark mouths, identical.

Ben pointed left on instinct. “Left. Feels… less wrong.”

Soph snorted. “Marine intuition. I’ll take it.”

Zoë clung to her mount’s neck, breathing hard. “This is—this is the craziest thing I’ve ever done.”

“And you thought waterfall sex was wild,” Soph called back, already ducking under as her ichthyosaur dove.

The next stretch was brutal—long, no pockets, walls pressing in until Ben’s shoulders scraped stone on both sides. His lungs screamed; black spots danced at the edges of his vision, and he pressed his face to the creature’s body, willing it to hurry. The ichthyosaur responded—speeding up, flippers driving them forward in powerful surges.

Then—light.

Not algae this time. Real light. Sunlight.

They shot upward—fast, almost vertical—breaking surface in a sheltered lagoon ringed by black cliffs and overhanging jungle. The ichthyosaurs slowed, gliding in gentle circles as Ben, Soph, and Zoë gasped in air and clung to their mounts like shipwreck survivors who’d just been handed a miracle.

The water was warm here—almost bath-like—shallows stretching to a white-sand beach dotted with driftwood and strange, luminous shells. Above, the sky burned yellow with the midday sun.

Ben slid off his ichthyosaur’s back, feet finding sand. The creature nudged him once—gentle, almost affectionate—then turned and swam back toward the underwater entrance, the other two following in perfect formation.

They disappeared beneath the surface without a ripple.

Ben stood there—dripping, incredulous, chest still heaving—watching the water settle.

Soph splashed up beside him, laughing breathlessly. “Did we seriously just get a ride from Nessie’s little cousins?”

Zoë waded in after, hugging herself, eyes shining. “They saved us.”

Ben looked at the lagoon—the beach—the cliffs—and felt the knot in his gut loosen just a fraction.

“Yeah,” he said quietly. “They did.”

The drones hovered overhead—silent witnesses.

The island had given them a gift.

Or led them into a trap.

Either way—they were still breathing.
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Ben turned at the glint of sunlight on wet scales—or what looked like scales—and squinted against the low orange glare. There, on the rocks furthest from the shore, three long, fishy tails curled lazily in the shallows. Iridescent greens and blues flashed every time they shifted, catching the dying light like oil on water.

Mermaids.

Topless, of course. Sitting proud on the black volcanic boulders, backs arched, breasts bare and glistening with spray. The one in the middle—a jaw-dropping redhead with skin like fresh cream and pert, high tits that defied gravity—tilted her head and smiled. Slow. Knowing. The other two flanked her: one dark-haired with olive skin and full, heavy breasts, the other platinum-blonde with smaller, perfectly round ones that bounced slightly when she laughed.

Soph snorted with amusement. “Shit, why not. If they can have dinosaurs, why not mermaids?”

Ben kept staring. “Actresses, you think? Are those fake tails?”

Soph shielded her eyes, studying them critically. “Probably. I think I recognise the redhead from a perfume ad. Either that or they grew her in a Lucid bio-lab next to a T-rex.”

Zoë shuddered, hugging herself tighter. “Don’t even joke about that.”

Ben and Soph exchanged glances. Privately he thought they’d be very lucky if raptors, pterodactyls, and unexpectedly friendly ichthyosaurs were all they had to deal with.

Soph stripped off her bikini top in one fluid motion and tossed it onto the sand. It landed with a wet slap. She caught Ben’s look and raised an eyebrow playfully.

“What? The dress code is clearly topless.” She turned to Zoë, voice softening. “Come on, babe. Join the party. You’ll feel better without wet fabric sticking to you.”

Zoë hesitated briefly, then reached behind her back to untie her top. Ben shrugged, pushed his board shorts down his thighs, and stepped out of them, leaving the sodden fabric on a rock to dry.

The mermaids giggled—bright, musical—and splashed teasingly at them as they waded closer. The redhead in the center reached out a slender hand, fingers trailing through the water toward Ben.

“We’ve been waiting for you,” she called, voice carrying over the low roar of the falls. “Come and play—we’re so bored of playing with ourselves.”

She tossed wet auburn hair over one shoulder, breasts lifting proudly. “I’m Lorelei. This is Aurélie—” she gestured to the dark-haired beauty on her left “—and Marina.” The platinum-blonde waved, tail flicking up a glittering spray.

Soph snorted. “Subtle.”

Lorelei’s smile widened—sharp, playful. “We have a game. One of us will speak a truth or a lie. You have to decide which is which. If you get it right…” She leaned forward, breasts swaying. “Well, let’s just say we’ll reward you.”

She spread her arms. “Win two out of three rounds, and we grant you safe passage deeper into the island. Lose…” Her tail flicked lazily. “You take your chances with what’s ahead.”

Ben felt Soph’s hand find his under the water—fingers lacing tight.

Lorelei’s eyes slid to him again. “So. Who speaks for your group?”

Ben exhaled slowly. “I’ll do it.”

Lorelei’s smile turned predatory. “Perfect. My first statement: I am a real mermaid.”

She leaned back on her hands, breasts lifting, nipples tight in the cooling air.

Ben studied her—really studied her. The tail looked seamless, scales catching light like real keratin. The way she moved—fluid, almost too perfect. But the eyes… something about the eyes felt rehearsed.

“Lie,” he said.

Lorelei threw her head back and laughed—rich, delighted, the sound bouncing off the cliffs.

“Correct, darling. I’m not a mermaid.” She ran both hands down her sides, thumbs hooking under the edge of the tail. “Though I am a supermodel. And I’m honestly not sure I’ll forgive you for not recognising me.”

With a practiced twist she peeled the tail away—silicone parting from skin with a soft, wet sound. Aurélie and Marina followed suit, tails sliding free in unison, revealing smooth, shaved pussies and long, coltish legs that shimmered with water droplets. They kicked the discarded prosthetics aside; the tails floated for a moment like exotic sea creatures before sinking slowly out of sight.

Marina stretched—arms overhead, back arching so her small, high breasts lifted proudly. “They’re a little small for proper titfucking, I know,” she said in crisp, upper-class tones, catching Ben’s gaze with a wicked smile. “But they’re still worth over a million dollars each, so do be gentle with the merchandise.”

Lorelei gestured lazily. “Your reward, soldier. Marina’s waiting.”

Ben stepped forward into the shallows. Marina met him halfway—water lapping at her thighs, hips swaying with deliberate invitation. She was tall, leggy without the tail, skin pale and flawless. Her platinum hair hung in smooth waves down her back; her blue eyes sparkled with mischief and challenge.

She reached him first—slender fingers trailing down his chest, nails grazing his nipples before wrapping around his cock. “God, you’re thick,” she purred, stroking him slowly from root to tip. “I can already feel how you’re going to stretch me. But first…”

She sank gracefully to her knees in the shallows, water swirling around her hips. Her small breasts pressed together as she leaned forward, guiding his cock between them. The fit was snug—her tits weren’t large enough to envelop him completely, but the slick slide of skin on skin was obscene anyway.

“See?” she teased, looking up at him through wet lashes. “Not quite enough to fuck properly, are they? Poor little million-dollar tits. You’ll have to make do.”

Ben growled low in his throat, hands coming up to cup her breasts—thumbs brushing over hard nipples—squeezing them tighter around his shaft as he rocked forward. Marina moaned—soft, theatrical, playing to the cameras and to him.

“That’s it, darling. Use them. Fuck my pretty little tits even if they’re not big enough for you. I love how greedy you look—how much you want to ruin me.”

Behind him Soph and Zoë watched—Soph’s hand already between her own thighs, Zoë’s eyes wide and dark, cheeks flushed scarlet. Neither spoke. They didn’t have to. The way Zoë’s breath hitched every time Ben thrust forward said everything.

Marina kept up a filthy stream of encouragement. “Look at you—so big, so hard. Bet Soph’s cunt feels divine wrapped around this, doesn’t it? Bet Zoë’s never had anything half this thick. Poor sweet thing—probably still sore from you stretching her earlier. But don’t worry, I’ll take good care of it now.”

She tilted her head back, mouth open, tongue flicking out to catch the head of his cock on every upstroke. Ben groaned—hips snapping harder—fucking the tight channel between her breasts with increasing force.

“Harder,” Marina gasped. “Make them bounce. Make me feel how much you want to come all over me. I want to be dripping with you—want every photographer who’s ever shot me to know I let a Navy boy cover my tits like a cheap whore.”

Ben’s control frayed. He pulled out—cock slick and throbbing—and wrapped one hand in her long, glossy platinum hair. The strands were wet, silky; he twisted them around his fist, then around his shaft, using her hair like a makeshift sleeve.

Marina’s eyes flared with delight. “Yes—fuck—use my hair, darling. Ruin it. Make me filthy.”

He stroked himself fast—hair wrapped tight—tip brushing her open mouth. She moaned—eager, shameless—tongue flicking out to taste him every time he thrust forward.

Soph’s voice came from behind—husky, approving. “Look at her, Zoë. Look how much she loves being used. That’s what you look like when you’re on your knees.”

Zoë whimpered—hand slipping between her own thighs, fingers circling her clit in frantic little strokes.

Ben felt the pressure crest—balls tightening, cock pulsing. He buried himself one last time in the soft embrace of Marina’s hair and came—thick, heavy ropes erupting in endless pulses. Cum splattered across her platinum waves—white streaks matting the glossy strands, dripping down her neck, her shoulders, pooling between her breasts. He kept stroking through it—milking every drop—until her hair was a ruined, sticky mess, strands glued together in clumps.

When he finally released her, she stayed on her knees—head bowed, breathing hard—fingers sliding through the sticky mess, playing with it, spreading it further.

Lorelei watched from her rock, one eyebrow arched, voice dry as desert sand.

“Nothing’s changed since I met you in Paris, darling. You’re still a filthy little slut.”

Marina lifted her head—cum dripping from her chin—and smiled, slow and satisfied. “Some things never go out of fashion. Anyway, it’s my turn.”

She lounged back on her rock, one leg dangling in the water, the other bent so her knee pointed skyward. Her platinum hair fanned out behind her like wet silk, breasts small but perfectly shaped, nipples still flushed from the earlier attention.

“True or false?” she said, voice crisp and lilting. “Aurélie has never come from sex with another woman.”

She delivered it like she was reading the weather forecast—detached, amused, giving nothing away.

Ben studied Aurélie. The dark-haired beauty had slid half into the shallows, tail discarded, legs parted just enough to show the smooth, bare lips of her pussy already glistening. Her expression was haughty—chin lifted, one perfectly arched brow raised—as though she expected the world to disappoint her at any moment.

“False,” Ben said.

Marina’s smile turned wicked. “Wrong, darling.”

Aurélie laughed—low, throaty, French accent curling around every syllable. “I have fucked many girls. Many. But none of them have ever made me come in return.” She spread her thighs wider, fingers trailing lazily along her inner lips. “They try. They fail. I remain… unimpressed.”

Lorelei clapped her hands once—soft, delighted. “Penalty time. You watch, soldier boy. The girls can fuck Aurélie instead.”

Soph was already moving—water streaming off her naked body, small breasts bouncing as she waded forward. “Come here, princess,” she said lightly. “Let’s see how easy you really are.”

Aurélie tilted her chin higher, haughty even as she slid fully into the shallows. “You think you can do better than the others? Many have tried.”

Soph dropped to her knees in front of her, hands sliding up Aurélie’s thighs—fingers digging into soft flesh, spreading her wider. “Oh, I know I can. Look at you—shaved armpits and everything. Very nice. The only French stripper at my club refuses to shave hers.”

Aurélie’s laugh was sharp. “Not all French girls are alike, chérie.”

“So I see,” Soph said, leaning in until her breath ghosted over Aurélie’s clit. “But if you’re anything like Eleanor, you’ll come like a fire hose on my face.”

She didn’t wait for a reply. She buried her mouth between Aurélie’s thighs—tongue flat and broad at first, lapping slow from entrance to clit, then flicking quick and precise over the swollen bud. Aurélie’s back arched—haughty composure cracking—hands flying to Soph’s hair.

“Putain—yes—there—”

Soph hummed against her—vibrations rippling straight through Aurélie’s core—then sucked the clit between her lips, rolling it gently with her tongue while two fingers slid inside, curling upward in a slow, searching hook.

Aurélie’s thighs trembled. “You think—you think you can make me—ah!—come so easily?”

Soph pulled back just long enough to speak—lips shiny, chin dripping. “I don’t think. I know. You’re already dripping down my wrist, angel. That tight little French cunt is begging for it.”

She dove back in—faster now—fingers pumping steadily while her tongue lashed Aurélie’s clit in relentless circles. Aurélie’s hips bucked—once, twice—then locked up. Her head fell back, mouth open in a silent scream as the orgasm hit.

And then she squirted.

Hard.

Clear fluid gushed against Soph’s mouth—hot, forceful, soaking her face and chest in pulsing waves. Soph didn’t pull away. She drank it down—greedy, laughing into Aurélie’s pussy as she kept licking, kept fingering, drawing out every shudder, every spray. Aurélie’s cries turned raw, broken—French curses tumbling out between gasps.

“Putain—merde—oui—oui—!”

When it finally ebbed—Aurélie shaking, thighs quivering, pussy still twitching—Soph lifted her head. Her face was drenched—hair dripping, chin shining, lips swollen. She crawled up Aurélie’s body, kissed her deeply—letting the Frenchwoman taste herself—then turned proudly.

Zoë was frozen—eyes wide, cheeks scarlet, fingers still buried between her own thighs.

Soph crawled to her—slow, predatory—cupped her face with wet hands, and kissed her. Slow. Deep. Letting Zoë taste Aurélie’s release on her tongue.

Zoë moaned into the kiss—hips jerking—then broke away just long enough to gasp, “I—I want to try that. On her. Please.”

Soph grinned—feral, proud. “Go on then, pretty girl. Show her what Canada can do.”

Zoë moved—tentative at first—then bolder. She knelt between Aurélie’s spread thighs, hands shaking as she parted them wider. Aurélie watched—still panting, still flushed—then reached down and guided Zoë’s mouth to her clit.

Zoë licked again—tentative at first, the flat of her tongue dragging slow and uncertain along Aurélie’s slick folds, tasting salt and heat and something sweeter underneath. Then courage crept in. She circled the swollen clit with deliberate care, then flicked the tip quick and light, testing. Aurélie’s hips lifted off the rock in answer, a soft, throaty moan spilling out.

“Oui, petite… just like that,” Aurélie breathed, fingers threading gently into Zoë’s hair—not pulling, just guiding. “Slower now—savour it.”

Soph slid in behind Zoë on her knees, chest pressing warm to Zoë’s back. Her hands glided up Zoë’s ribs to cup those small, firm breasts, thumbs brushing over already-tight nipples before rolling them in slow, firm pinches. She kissed the nape of Zoë’s neck—open-mouthed, teeth grazing just enough to sting sweetly.

“Look at you,” Soph murmured against her skin, voice low and filthy-warm. “On your knees making a fucking supermodel drip down your chin. Face buried in perfect French pussy, tongue working like you were made for this.”

Zoë moaned into Aurélie—long, muffled, the sound vibrating straight through the other woman’s clit. Aurélie bucked hard, thighs trembling, a fresh rush of wetness coating Zoë’s lips and dripping onto her tongue. Zoë chased it instinctively, lapping deeper, sucking the clit between her lips with sudden, greedy confidence.

“Fuck—yes—suck it, chérie,” Aurélie gasped, back arching, one hand braced behind her on the slab while the other tightened in Zoë’s hair. “You’re so good at this—so eager. Keep going—don’t stop—make me come again all over that pretty mouth.”

Soph’s fingers kept teasing Zoë’s nipples—pinching, tugging, twisting—while her other hand slid down Zoë’s stomach, dipping between her thighs to find her already soaked. Two fingers slipped inside with no resistance, curling in the same rhythm Zoë was using on Aurélie.

“Feel that?” Soph whispered hot against Zoë’s ear. “You’re dripping just from eating her out. Such a needy little slut for it. Bet you’re clenching around my fingers thinking about how many times you could make her squirt if we gave you all night.”

Zoë whimpered—high and desperate—hips rocking back onto Soph’s hand even as her tongue never left Aurélie. The supermodel’s moans turned sharp, broken; her thighs clamped tight around Zoë’s ears as the second orgasm hit—smaller than the first but fiercer, a quick, shuddering wave that flooded Zoë’s mouth with fresh heat. Aurélie rode it out with slow, grinding rolls, smearing herself across Zoë’s chin and cheeks until the aftershocks left her trembling and spent.

When Aurélie finally loosened her grip and let her legs fall open again, Zoë lifted her head—face gleaming, lips puffy and dark with use, eyes wide and glassy with something close to wonder. A thin string of wetness still connected her lower lip to Aurélie’s clit for one obscene second before it snapped.

“I did it,” Zoë whispered, voice cracked and reverent. “I actually made her come. With my mouth.”

Soph laughed—soft, affectionate, a little wicked—and reached out to cup Zoë’s slick cheek, thumb brushing away a stray droplet. “Yeah, you did, sweetheart. Even if I did get her nice and wet for you first.” She leaned in, kissed Zoë slow and deep—tasting Aurélie on her tongue, humming approval into her mouth. “But don’t get cocky. Next time I’m teaching you how to make her squirt.”

Aurélie propped herself up on her elbows, breasts still heaving. She smiled—lazy, satisfied—and crooked a finger at Zoë.

“Come here, petite,” she purred. “Let me taste myself on you. Then maybe I’ll return the favour—show you how a French girl really eats pussy.”

Zoë crawled forward on shaky knees, already blushing again but grinning like she’d just won something priceless. Soph watched them with hooded eyes, fingers still slick from Zoë’s cunt, and licked them clean with deliberate slowness.

She cast a challenging glance at Lorelei. “One more question, right? If you think you can handle us.”

Lorelei’s smirk never wavered. “Oh, I can handle you, sweetie. Aurélie? Give our guests their final guess.”

Aurélie collected herself slowly, withdrawing from Zoë’s kiss with obvious reluctance. Cum glistened on her inner thighs and lower belly; her dark hair clung to her sweat-slick shoulders in damp spirals. She pushed it back with one languid hand, chin lifting in a decent approximation of her previous haughtiness.

“My pleasure,” she said, voice still husky. She looked straight at Ben—eyes glittering with dark amusement—then let her gaze drift to Soph and Zoë in turn. “There is a Selfish player amongst you. True or false?”

The words landed like a stone in still water.

Ben’s heart sank—cold, heavy, immediate. He felt the shift in the air: Soph tensing beside him, Zoë’s breath catching in a tiny, panicked hitch.

He looked at them—really looked.

Soph met his eyes first: alert, wary, pupils sharp. No guilt there. Just the same fierce, protective calculation he’d seen a hundred times since the beach. She’d die before betraying him. He knew that in his bones.

Then Zoë.

Sweet Zoë—small, flushed, still trembling from what she’d done, arms wrapped around herself like she could hide from the accusation. Her hazel eyes were wide, uncertain, flicking between Ben and Soph with something that looked heartbreakingly like fear. No cunning. No mask. Just a barista who’d stumbled into this by accident and was still trying to be brave.

No. No way.

He’d know. He’d fucking know.

“False,” Ben said. The word came out fast, certain, surprising even himself with how quickly it left his mouth. “Too easy.”

Soph exhaled—short, relieved—and nodded. “False.”

Zoë swallowed hard, voice barely above a whisper. “False.”

Lorelei’s mouth curved into a slow, predatory smile. She leaned forward, breasts swaying, nipples brushing the tops of her thighs.

“Not quite,” she purred. “You lose, I’m afraid, darlings.”

Ben’s stomach twisted. Soph’s hand found his—tight, grounding—but her eyes stayed locked on Lorelei, calculating.

“Oh, don’t look like that,” Lorelei continued, voice dripping mock sympathy. “We’re all still naked and watching you ravage my friends has got me wetter than anything. I’ll still let you fuck me as a consolation prize.”

Ben couldn’t think about fucking the supermodel right now. (Not a problem he’d ever expected to have.) His eyes locked with Soph’s across the shallow water.

She looked alert, wary—same as him. Her gaze flicked to Zoë—quick, searching—then back to his.

Lorelei clicked her tongue, impatient. “Last call, lovebirds. Whether you’re Selfish or not, you still need my points. I’m the bonus round. Fuck now, argue later?”

Ben growled low in his throat. She had a point; they needed every edge they could scrape together. And fucking an irresistibly gorgeous supermodel was—objectively—one way to delay the inevitable.

He climbed onto Lorelei’s rock.

She smiled wide at the sight of his cock—hard, thick, jutting toward her glossy lips like it had a mind of its own. She licked them slowly, tongue tracing the full lower curve.

“Come here, soldier,” she purred. “Let me taste what all the fuss is about.”

Ben stepped closer—water swirling around his calves—and she reached for him. Slender fingers wrapped around his shaft, stroking once, twice, thumb circling the head where he was already leaking.

“Magnificent,” she breathed, voice reverent. “So thick. So heavy. Lucky girls, keeping this all to themselves.”

She leaned forward—breasts brushing his thighs—and took him into her mouth.

Hot. Wet. Perfect.

Her tongue swirled around the head, then flattened along the underside as she sank deeper—inch by inch—until her lips met her fingers at the base. She moaned around him—vibrations rippling straight through his balls—and hollowed her cheeks, sucking slow and deep.

Ben groaned—head falling back—hands coming up to fist in her red hair. Not pulling. Just holding. Feeling the silk of it slide through his fingers as she bobbed.

Behind him Soph and Zoë watched—Soph’s hand straying back between her own thighs again, Zoë’s eyes wide and dark, cheeks flushed scarlet.

Lorelei pulled off with a wet pop—strings of saliva connecting her lips to his cock—then looked up at him with those wicked green eyes.

“Fuck my mouth,” she ordered. “Use it like you own it.”

Ben didn’t need telling twice.

He fisted her wet auburn hair—thick, silken strands still dripping from the lagoon—and shoved his cock past her glossy lips in one hard thrust. Lorelei’s throat opened for him instantly, no gag, no hesitation; she took him deep, nose brushing his pubic bone, eyes watering but never breaking contact. Her tongue flattened along the underside, swirling in wicked little patterns even as he held himself buried to the hilt.

He felt her swallow—deliberate, rhythmic—muscles rippling around his length like she was trying to milk him dry without moving. Her small, high breasts rose and fell rapidly, nipples flushed dark rose against pale skin, stomach flat and taut, hips narrow enough that he could almost span them with both hands. A supermodel’s body: engineered for cameras, not mercy.

Ben pulled back just enough to let her breathe—then slammed in again, setting a brutal rhythm. Lorelei moaned around him—vibrating straight through his balls—then pulled off with a wet gasp, strings of saliva connecting her swollen lips to his glistening cock.

“How much is this pussy worth?” Ben growled, yanking her head back so she had to look up at him. “Tell me. Give me the retail price while I fuck it raw.”

Lorelei laughed—breathless, delighted, utterly filthy. “Oh darling, this cunt?” She reached down, spread herself wide with two fingers so he could see how wet and pink she was, clit swollen and begging. “Last valuation put the whole package at eighteen million. But my tight little hole?” She clenched visibly, a slow ripple that made her entrance flutter. “At least four. And that’s before you wreck it.”

Ben shoved her back against the warm, smooth rock—legs splaying wide—and drove into her in one punishing thrust. Lorelei arched—a sharp cry tearing from her throat—then fucked him back just as hard, hips snapping up to meet every slam, nails raking down his back.

“Harder,” she hissed. “Fuck me like I’m your cheap whore, not your million-dollar fantasy. Break me. Make me scream for the cameras.”

Ben hooked her knees over his elbows, folding her in half—legs pushed back until her ankles framed her face. He pounded down into her, cock pistoning in and out of that perfect, gripping heat, balls slapping wetly against her ass. Lorelei’s smirk turned savage; she grabbed her own ankles and yanked them wider, splitting herself open obscenely.

“I’m a fucking runway model,” she snarled, voice fracturing on every thrust. “You think I can’t do the splits? Pound me deeper—make this expensive cunt gape when you pull out!”

Ben felt her walls flutter—clenching hard—then clamp down like a vise as she came. Her back bowed off the rock; a high, keening wail ripped out of her as she squirted around his cock—hot, clear fluid spraying across his stomach, his thighs, the stone beneath them. She kept coming—shuddering, gasping—fingers flying down to rub her clit in furious circles while he fucked her through it.

“Yes—fuck—stretch me—ruin me—drown me in your spunk—”

Ben pulled out—cock slick and shining—and slapped the swollen head against her flushed cheeks—once, twice—then aimed higher. He came like a broken dam: thick, endless ropes erupting across her face in heavy pulses. The first stripe painted her closed eyelids, gluing them shut; the second lashed across her open mouth and tongue; the third and fourth drenched her cheeks and forehead, dripping in slow, sticky trails down her throat and between her breasts. More followed—coating her nose, her chin, matting her auburn waves—until her face was a ruined masterpiece, cum running in rivulets, pooling in the hollow of her collarbone.

Lorelei shuddered through her own climax—fingers rammed deep inside herself, thumb working her clit with noisy, desperate strokes—gasping, breathless, utterly owned for the first time in her life.

When the last pulse finally ebbed, she lay there—legs still splayed, chest heaving—fingers sliding through the mess on her face, playing with it, spreading it wider across her cheekbones like obscene warpaint.

Marina watched from her own rock—fingers still buried deep inside herself, thumb circling her clit in lazy, satisfied strokes. She lifted her glistening fingers, licked them clean with deliberate slowness, and gave Lorelei a slow, mocking clap.

“And to think, darling,” she drawled in that crisp, posh accent, “you dared to call me a filthy little slut. Fifty million viewers just saw your cervix wink hello.”

Lorelei peeled one cum-glued eyelid open just enough to squint at her friend. Her grin was wide, dazed, utterly cum-drunk—lips swollen, mascara running in black rivers down her cheeks.

She laughed—hoarse, wrecked, triumphant—and the sound made fresh ropes slide from her chin onto her tits.

“Worth it,” she slurred, voice thick and dreamy. “Every fucking drop.”

Marina’s smile sharpened. She leaned forward, breasts swaying, and tilted her head like she was appraising fine art.

“Worth it?” she echoed, mock-sweet. “Oh, sweetheart. The whole world just watched you get folded like a lawn chair and fucked until you squirted. Do you really think you’re stealing another lingerie job from me after that? Or are you planning to pivot straight to those… speciality shoots?”

Lorelei’s laugh dissolved into a breathless giggle. She dragged two fingers through the mess on her cheek, scooped up a thick glob, and sucked them clean with obscene slowness—eyes locked on Marina the whole time.

“Let them watch,” she rasped. “Let every designer who ever dressed me see what I look like when I’m owned. I’ll wear their fucking cum instead of their clothes from now on.”

Marina’s fingers sped up again—quick, wet circles—her own breath hitching as she stared at the ruin of her friend.

“You’re hopeless,” she murmured, voice fond. “A hopeless, gorgeous little fuckdoll, you know that?”

Lorelei’s grin widened—cum dripping from her chin like obscene jewelry.

“And I still get paid more than you, bitch.”

The mermaids stayed on their rocks as Ben, Soph, and Zoë waded back to shore—Lorelei still lounging with cum drying in sticky patterns across her face and chest, Aurélie and Marina flanking her like indolent queens. None of them spoke, but simply watched—smiling, silent, satisfied—as the three survivors reached the sand and began gathering their scattered clothes.

Ben shook out his board shorts, water sluicing off in sheets, and tugged them on. Soph stepped into her black bikini bottoms and tied the strings with quick, practiced knots. Zoë fumbled with her teal top, fingers trembling slightly as she fastened the clasp behind her neck; the fabric clung to her skin, nipples still peaked from the cold and the lingering aftershocks of everything that had just happened.

When they turned back toward the rocks, the mermaids were gone.

No splash. No ripple. No final taunt drifting across the water. Just empty stone and the gentle lap of waves against the boulders. Ben scanned the cliff face—looking for a hidden door, a seam in the rock, anything—but found nothing. Maybe an underwater passage. Maybe they simply vanished because the script said so. The island had a way of making the impossible feel routine.

The weight of Lorelei’s final revelation settled over them like damp fog—thick, inescapable, pressing on every breath.

Soph broke the silence first, tone carefully neutral as she squeezed the last of the water from her hair.

“So,” she said, “I’m not a Selfish.”

Zoë shook her head—fast, almost too fast, curls bouncing against her flushed cheeks.

“I’m not either!”

Ben exhaled heavily through his nose, staring at the empty rocks where Lorelei had smiled and lied and come apart under him.

“Well,” he said, voice low and rough, “I know I’m not. Which means one of us is lying.”

The words hung there—flat, ugly, undeniable.

Zoë’s eyes went wide; she took a small step back, arms wrapping around herself like she could physically shield herself from the accusation. “Ben, I—I swear. I wouldn’t. I couldn’t. I’m not—”

Soph watched her for a long moment—dark eyes unreadable—then looked at Ben. The corner of her mouth twitched, not quite a smile.

“She’s convincing,” Soph said softly. “Almost too convincing.”

Zoë’s breath hitched. “Please. You have to believe me. I—I came here to prove something to myself, not to—to win by screwing everyone over. I’m not like that.”

Ben rubbed a hand over his face, water still dripping from his hair. He wanted to believe her. Every instinct screamed that she was exactly what she seemed: soft, sweet, out of her depth, terrified but trying. Yet the doubt was there now—small, sharp, lodged like a splinter under the skin.

“Maybe she’s the one who was lying!” Zoë gestured at the rock where Lorelei had been, voice high and panicked. “Maybe this is just another one of their games. I don’t believe either of you are Selfish. And I’m not, I swear to God!”

Soph stepped closer to Zoë—gentle, but deliberate—and cupped her cheek with one wet hand.

“Hey,” she said quietly. “Look at me.”

Zoë did—eyes shining, lower lip trembling.

“If you’re lying,” Soph continued, thumb brushing a tear from Zoë’s cheek, “I’ll find out. And when I do, I’ll make sure you regret it in ways that’ll make this island look like a fucking spa day.”

Zoë swallowed hard. “I’m not lying.”

Soph studied her another second—then leaned in and kissed her forehead, soft and lingering.

“Okay,” she said. “Then we keep going. Together.”

Ben nodded once—slow, heavy.

“Together.”
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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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