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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.
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The temple swallowed their footsteps, throwing the noise back distorted and huge. Another screech—closer—then a wet splash and Gabrielle’s voice, high and panicked: “Park! Park, it’s stuck—help me—”

They burst into a side chamber lit by flickering torches set in iron sconces. Real flame, real heat. The room was circular, domed ceiling lost in shadow, floor dominated by a massive stone wheel—like an ancient millstone—set into a circular track. The wheel was turning slowly, inexorably, driven by some hidden mechanism beneath the floor.

Gabrielle was pinned.

Her left leg had slipped as the wheel ground past; the stone had caught her calf and was dragging her slowly, relentlessly, toward the gap where the wheel met the wall. Another few inches and the pressure would break her ankle. She was on her stomach, fingers scrabbling for purchase, bikini bottoms riding low on her hips, breasts flattened against the floor as she tried to push back.

Park was braced against the wheel itself—feet planted, shoulders straining, trying to slow its rotation. Veins stood out on his forearms; his teeth were bared in a silent snarl. The screech came every time the wheel advanced and Park tried to force it back—metal gears beneath the floor protesting the resistance.

“Fuck,” Ben breathed.

Soph’s eyes went wide. “That thing’s not stopping.”

Keira was already scanning the room—torchlight, shadows, the wheel’s carved reliefs of serpents devouring their own tails. “There’s gotta be a release. A counterweight, a lever—”

Gabrielle screamed as the wheel lurched forward another inch. Tears streaked her face.

“Help—please—”

Ben moved without thinking. He dropped to a crouch at the edge of the wheel, planted both hands against the stone floor for leverage, and slammed his boots against the wheel’s surface beside Park.

“On three,” he grunted. “Push hard. All or nothing.”

Park met his eyes—dark, fierce—and nodded once.

“One… two… three—”

They shoved.

Muscles burned. Veins popped. The wheel groaned, resisted, then—miraculously—halted with a grinding shriek that set teeth on edge. For one breathless second it held.

Soph and Keira darted in opposite directions, searching the walls. Soph’s fingers found it first—a carved serpent head protruding from the stone, mouth open like it was hissing. She grabbed the lower jaw and yanked.

A heavy clunk from beneath the floor.

The wheel shuddered—then began rolling backward, slowly at first, then faster. Park and Ben stumbled as the pressure released. Gabrielle scrambled free, collapsing onto the ledge with a sob, leg already swelling but unbroken.

The wheel spun harmlessly now, reversing direction, gears whining as whatever counterweight Soph had triggered did its work.

Silence fell—broken only by Gabrielle’s ragged breathing and the drip of water.

Park straightened slowly, rolling his shoulders, sweat-slick chest heaving. He looked at Ben—long, assessing—then dipped his chin in a short, respectful nod.

Gabrielle crawled toward them on hands and knees, tears cutting tracks through the dust on her cheeks. “Thank you—oh my God, thank you—”

Soph crouched beside her, brushing hair from her face. “Easy, red. You’re okay. Breathe.”

Keira leaned against the wall, arms folded under her breasts, watching the wheel spin itself out. “Lucid really went all-in on the life-or-death shit, huh?”

Ben exhaled hard, wiping sweat from his brow. “They wanted drama. They got it.”

Gabrielle looked up at him—eyes red-rimmed, lips trembling—and for a second it looked like she might throw her arms around him in gratitude. Soph caught the shift and stepped smoothly between them, hand resting possessively on Ben’s abs.

“Save it for later, sweetheart,” Soph said, voice honeyed but firm. “Right now we’ve got a challenge to finish.”

Park finally spoke—voice low, accented, calm. “We move together now. Safer.”

Ben met his gaze again. Something passed between them—mutual recognition. Two men who’d just held back a stone wheel with nothing but muscle and stubbornness.

“Yeah,” Ben said. “Together.”

The wheel slowed to a stop behind them with a final, exhausted groan.

Ahead, a new archway had opened in the far wall—torchlight spilling out like an invitation.

Soph slipped her fingers between Ben’s, squeezing once.

“Ready for your next near-death experience, soldier?”

Ben’s grin was slow, dangerous.

“Born ready.”

The torchlit archway opened into a circular chamber that felt less like a trap and more like a temple to something older and hungrier than survival. Flames danced in iron sconces carved to look like gaping serpent mouths, throwing long shadows across walls covered in explicit reliefs: nubile women on their knees, mouths stretched wide around godlike cocks, eyes upturned in worshipful ecstasy while divine figures towered above them, hands tangled in hair or cupping chins with possessive tenderness. The carvings were so detailed the stone almost seemed to breathe—nipples pebbled, throats working, every bead of spit and vein rendered with obscene care.

In the center of the room sank a shallow circular depression just wide enough for one person to kneel comfortably, its edges worn smooth as though generations of knees had already found their place there. Five raised slabs ringed it like thrones—each one slightly higher, each one carved with the same serpentine motif curling around the edges.

Soph stepped forward first, bare feet silent on cool stone. She crouched beside the sunken slab, ran her fingers along the edge, then pressed her palm flat to the center.

A soft click echoed from somewhere beneath the stone. The far wall—opposite the entrance—grated open a few inches, revealing a sliver of torchlight and another corridor beyond.

She looked up at the others, eyes bright. “Yeah, I thought as much. Look at the carvings. That door’s not going to open until everyone comes on the girl in the middle.”

Gabrielle spoke before anyone else could.

“I’ll do it.”

The words dropped into the chamber like coins into still water.

Five heads turned. Gabrielle stood a little straighter, chin lifted, though her hands twisted together in front of her emerald bikini bottoms. The swelling on her calf was already darkening, but she wasn’t limping anymore. She met their stares one by one—Park last, longest.

“My ankle’s still sore,” she said quietly. “I’d slow you down anyway. But more than that… you pulled me out of that wheel. All of you. I owe you one, and even if I didn’t… you’re all gorgeous. I’d like to.”

Her gaze flickered shyly to Park, then to Ben—quick, almost guilty—before dropping to the floor.

Soph rolled her eyes so hard her whole head tilted. “We’re still competing, princess. What if I want the points for making five people come on my face? I’ve got a very talented mouth and two perfectly good hands.”

Keira tilted her head, studying one particular relief. “Wouldn’t speak too soon if I were you. Look at this.” The engraving showed a woman on her knees reaching desperately toward figures fleeing through an open doorway, their hands outstretched but already too far to touch. “If it’s a pressure plate… maybe whoever kneels has to stay there. Meaning whoever’s in the middle gets left here when the rest of us go through.”

Ben met Soph’s gaze. She exhaled through her nose. “I retract my previous objection.”

Gabrielle’s face flickered—uncertainty, then resolve. She squared her shoulders. “I still want to do it. And there has to be another way through, right? There’s always another door, another path.”

Park spoke quietly, voice low and steady. “There may not be another way, Gabrielle.”

She shrugged, the motion small and almost elegant despite the tremor in her hands. “Then it was nice meeting you all. Besides…” A wry little smile touched her lips. “Being the first one eliminated comes with its own kind of infamy. My agent’s gonna have a field day. And honestly? I’ve already shown enough skin today to book the next five years of low-budget horror. Might as well go out memorable.”

No one laughed, but the tension in the room eased a fraction.

Soph studied her for a long moment, then nodded once. “Okay. Your call, red.”

Gabrielle walked to the sunken slab with careful steps—ankle still swollen, but head high. She sank to her knees on the black stone, settling into the shallow depression until her thighs rested flush against the edges. The moment her weight fully settled, another soft click sounded. The seam in the far wall widened another inch—torchlight spilling brighter, promising escape.

She looked up at them—green eyes shining, lips parted. “Whenever you’re ready. Can I have the boys first?”

Park moved first. He stepped forward, board shorts already tented, and stopped in front of her. Gabrielle reached up with surprising tenderness, fingers curling around the waistband, tugging the fabric down until his cock sprang free—long, thick, already leaking at the tip. She wrapped both hands around him, stroking once, slow and reverent, before leaning in to take him into her mouth.

Soph nudged Ben quietly, voice pitched for his ears alone. “Were they already a thing when we got here?”

Ben watched the way Gabrielle’s eyes fluttered closed, the soft, worshipful way she worked her tongue along the underside of Park’s shaft. “Not sure. But navigating a deadly Aztec death trap can bond people pretty quickly.”

Keira snorted, low and amused. “Understatement.”

Up ahead, Gabrielle kissed the tip of Park’s cock sweetly. “Okay,” she said softly, voice trembling just a little with excitement. “I want this to be good for all of you. I really do.”

She drew back just enough to let him see her fully, then reached behind her neck and tugged the knot of her bikini top loose. The thin strings fell away; the scraps of fabric slid down to pool at her waist, baring the full, soft swell of her breasts to the warm air. Gabrielle cupped them in both hands, lifting and pressing them together until deep cleavage formed—nipples already tight and dark against her skin, begging for attention.

She looked up at him through her lashes, that same open, grateful smile playing on her lips.

“You’re so beautiful in person,” she murmured to him. “All that quiet strength. I used to watch your videos late at night and wonder what it would feel like if you looked at me the way you look at your guitar. Now you get to look at me while you come all over my face. I hope it feels as good for you as it does for me.”

Park exhaled sharply through his nose. His hips rocked forward once—small, involuntary—and Gabrielle smiled like she’d won something precious. She leaned in and took just the head between her lips, tongue swirling slow circles while her hands pumped the shaft in perfect rhythm.

Soph moved behind her, gathering Gabrielle’s hair in both hands and holding it back in a loose ponytail so it wouldn’t stick to the mess that was coming. She bent and pressed a soft kiss to Gabrielle’s cheek.

“That’s it, sweetheart,” Soph whispered against her skin. “Show them how much you love being their pretty little cum-catcher. You’re doing so good already.”

Gabrielle hummed around Park’s cock in answer—happy, eager—and the vibration made him groan low in his throat. It didn’t take long. A minute, maybe two. His thighs tensed; his breath hitched. Gabrielle pulled off just in time, mouth open, tongue flat, eyes locked on his as the first thick rope splashed across her cheek and the bridge of her nose. The second hit her lips and chin. She moaned softly, lashes fluttering, letting it drip.

The stone beneath her sank—barely a quarter-inch—but it sank.

Ben stepped up next. Gabrielle turned to him without hesitation, hands already reaching. “Your turn, soldier,” she said sweetly. “I’ve been thinking about this cock since the beach. So thick. So perfect. I want to feel it pulse all over me. I want every boy who ever jerked off to my rom-com scenes to see what I really look like when I’m happy.”

She took him in both hands—stroking, twisting, thumb rubbing the sensitive underside—while she looked up at him with those big, earnest eyes. “Come for me, Ben. Please. Cover me. Make me messy. I want to wear you.”

Soph leaned down again, kissing Gabrielle’s temple. “Hear that? She’s begging so nicely. Give our sweet girl what she wants.”

Ben lasted longer than Park, but Gabrielle was relentless: slow pumps, soft licks along the shaft, whispered praise that made his balls tighten. When he finally came it was with a low growl—four heavy pulses that painted her forehead, her closed eyelids, the elegant line of her cheekbone. Cum dripped from her lashes like obscene mascara. The slab sank another inch—torchlight spilling brighter into the corridor beyond—but not enough.

Holly stared, cheeks flaming. “It’s not… it’s not just the boys. Look—five thrones. All five of us need to… you know. On her.”

Soph’s lips curled into a slow, wicked grin. “No problem. I can squirt. Always could when I’m worked up enough.”

Holly blushed darker but lifted her chin. “I—I can too. If I try hard.”

Keira shifted—suddenly uncertain. “I… I’ve never been able to. I come just fine—but I don’t… I don’t squirt.”

Soph’s grin widened. “No problem,” she repeated, softer this time. “We’ll teach you.”

She moved behind Keira, hands gentle on her hips. “Sit on her face again. Let Gabrielle get you nice and worked up. Ben—” she crooked a finger “—come kiss her. She’s been eyeing you since the beach. Give her something to focus on.”

Keira caught his eye a little shyly before straddling Gabrielle again. The actress moaned happily beneath her, tongue already seeking. Ben stepped close, cupped Keira’s jaw, and kissed her—slow at first, then deeper, tongue sliding against hers in lazy, filthy strokes. Keira whimpered into his mouth, hips rocking down harder against Gabrielle’s eager licks.

Soph knelt beside them, one hand sliding between Keira’s thighs to join Gabrielle’s tongue—fingers curling inside against that spongy spot, thumb circling Keira’s clit in tight, relentless circles.

“Relax into it,” Soph murmured against Keira’s ear. “Feel how full you are. How wet. Let it build. Don’t fight it—just push when it feels like you’re going to burst.”

Keira’s breathing turned ragged. Her thighs shook. Ben deepened the kiss, swallowing her moans, one hand sliding down to cup her breast and thumb her nipple. Gabrielle’s tongue never stopped—long, flat strokes followed by quick flicks against the clit.

“There,” Soph whispered. “Right there. Push, baby. Let it go.”

Keira broke the kiss with a sharp gasp—head falling back, eyes wide. Her whole body tensed. Then—suddenly—she cried out, hips jerking hard against Gabrielle’s face. A clear gush of liquid sprayed across Gabrielle’s chin and throat, then another, then a third—hot, wet, soaking the kneeling actress and dripping down onto the black stone.

The slab dropped another full inch.

Keira collapsed forward—shaking, laughing weakly—into Ben’s arms. He held her steady while she caught her breath, forehead pressed to his shoulder.

Gabrielle sat up slowly, face and chest glistening, eyes glassy with satisfaction. She licked her lips once, twice, then smiled—sweet, dazed, triumphant.

“Thank you,” she whispered to Keira. “That was… beautiful. I’m glad I got to be your first.”

Keira managed a dazed smile. “You’re welcome, sweetie.”

Ben’s gaze had already drifted to Holly. She stood a little apart from the others, arms crossed tight over her breasts like she could hide the flush that had crept from her throat all the way to her ears. The influencer who could smile bright and confident for a million followers looked suddenly small—human, uncertain, caught between wanting and shame. Her eyes kept flicking to Gabrielle’s soaked face, then away again, like she was afraid of being caught staring.

Soph noticed too. She wiped a stray droplet from her own chin with the back of her hand and tilted her head toward Holly. “Your turn, sweetheart. Throne’s waiting.”

Holly swallowed hard. “God, I want to, I’ve just… never done it like that. Not with a girl. Not in front of people.” Her voice carried naked longing, shot through with insecurity. “Is it really okay if I squirt on you?”

Gabrielle pushed herself up onto her elbows, still glistening, still smiling that soft, filthy smile. “More than. And you don’t have to perform,” she said gently. “Just come here. Sit. Let me taste you. If you want me to.”

Holly hesitated another heartbeat, then stepped forward shyly. She straddled Gabrielle’s face with careful, shaky movements, lowering herself until the actress’s warm mouth met her already slick folds. The first touch drew a soft, surprised whimper from Holly’s throat.

Gabrielle moaned in answer—low, appreciative—and wrapped both hands around Holly’s hips, pulling her down firmer. Her tongue flattened against Holly’s clit in one long, slow drag, then curled, teasing the hood before dipping lower to lap at her entrance. Holly’s hands flew to Gabrielle’s hair, fingers tangling, not quite sure whether to pull her closer or push her away.

“Oh… God,” Holly breathed. “Your tongue feels… so warm. So soft. I—I can feel every flick right against my clit.”

Ben stayed close, one arm still steady around Keira, but his cock was already thickening again at the sight: Holly’s thighs quivering, her spine curving as she started to rock—tentative at first, then bolder. Gabrielle hummed encouragement against her, the vibration making Holly gasp and grind down harder.

“I’ve never…” Holly whispered, eyes squeezed shut. “Never rubbed myself on a girl’s face like this. Not really. I—I thought about it. Late at night, scrolling through comments, pretending the praise was coming from someone pretty like you instead of just thirsty guys. But this… fuck, this is so much better.”

Her hips rolled in slow, needy circles now, smearing her wetness across Gabrielle’s chin, her cheeks, the bridge of her nose. Gabrielle drank it greedily—tongue swirling, lips sucking lightly at the swollen clit, then plunging inside to fuck her with wet, deliberate strokes.

Holly’s voice cracked open. “It feels so dirty. So fucking good. I’m humping your pretty face like some desperate slut and you’re just… letting me. Licking me like I taste sweet. God, Gabrielle, your mouth is so hot. I can feel your tongue curling right against that spot—right there—fuck, don’t stop.”

Gabrielle’s answering moan was desperate. She sucked Holly’s clit between her lips, tongue fluttering fast and light, then plunged two fingers deep into Holly’s dripping cunt—curling them hard while her thumb pressed firm circles over the clit she’d just been devouring.

Holly cried out—sharp, broken. Her thighs clamped around Gabrielle’s head. “Yes—fuck, right there. Finger me deeper. Stretch me open while I ride your pretty face. I can feel it building already… that pressure, like I’m going to burst. Oh God, Gabby, you’re gonna make me squirt all over you. I’m gonna soak your face, your tits, everything. I’m such a nasty little whore for this—coming like a fountain on another girl’s tongue—”

Her words dissolved into a long, broken cry. Hips snapped forward once, twice—then she shattered. A hot, clear jet sprayed across Gabrielle’s mouth and chin, soaking her throat, dripping in thick rivulets down her chest. Another pulse followed, then another—Holly’s thighs shaking violently, fingers yanking Gabrielle’s hair as she ground through the spasms, milking every last drop from her own body.

“Yes—yes—fuck, it feels so good to come like this,” Holly sobbed, voice wrecked and reverent. “I’m making such a mess—look at me, I’m drenching you, I’m such a dirty slut and I love it—god, I love it so much—”

She kept rocking through the aftershocks, slower now, smearing the slick mess across Gabrielle’s lips and cheeks like she was marking territory. Gabrielle drank it all—tongue lapping gently, soothing, until Holly finally slumped forward with a shaky exhale.

Gabrielle kissed the inside of one trembling thigh, then the other—soft, worshipful—before murmuring against her skin, “You’re beautiful when you let go. So beautiful.”

Holly laughed weakly, still flushed and trembling. “I… I didn’t know I could talk like that. Out loud.”

Ben caught her eye over Gabrielle’s head. He gave her a small, crooked smile—no judgment, just warmth. “You can talk however you want here, Hol. It’s just us.”

Soph snorted under her breath. “Yeah, just us and fifty million viewers.”

Holly’s blush deepened, but she didn’t look away this time. She reached out, brushed a damp strand of hair from Gabrielle’s forehead with surprising tenderness.

The slab groaned again—another inch lower. Four down. One to go.

Soph caught Keira’s dazed grin and Holly’s lingering flush, then arched one dark brow. “You two think that was impressive? Watch this.”

She took up position in front of Gabrielle, who was still kneeling, chest heaving, lips and chin already glossy from Keira and Holly’s releases. Gabrielle’s red hair hung in damp, dark strands around her face, her eyes glassy, hungry, waiting.

Soph spread her thighs wide, knees planted firm, ass lifted just enough to give everyone a clear view. She looked over her shoulder at Keira and Holly. “Pay attention, girls. This isn’t some gentle little trickle. When I do it right, I fucking flood.”

Holly bit her lip, scooting closer on her knees. Keira leaned in too, still catching her breath, eyes wide with something between awe and envy.

Soph dipped two fingers into her own mouth—slow, deliberate—then slid them down between her legs. She parted her slick folds with her free hand, exposing the swollen pink clit and the glistening entrance beneath. No teasing buildup; she went straight for it.

“First,” she said, voice low and instructional, “you don’t rub the clit like you’re trying to polish it. You stroke it—firm, fast, side to side, right over the hood. Builds the pressure quick.” Her middle and ring fingers pressed down on her clit and started a relentless side-to-side flick—sharp, precise, almost punishing. Her hips rocked forward into her own hand, small, hungry jerks.

“Second,” she continued, breath already hitching, “you curl two fingers inside—hook them hard against that front wall, right here—” She demonstrated, plunging deep, knuckles disappearing as she curled upward in a come-hither motion that made her thighs tremble. “You don’t stroke in and out. You press. You grind. You bully that spot until it feels like you’re going to explode. That’s the signal. Don’t stop.”

Gabrielle edged closer on her knees, mouth open, tongue already extended like an offering. Soph glanced down at her, smirked. “Open wider, pretty girl. You’re about to get a drink.”

Holly let out a soft, involuntary whimper. Keira’s hand drifted between her own thighs again, unable to help herself.

Soph’s rhythm turned frantic—fingers slamming in and out, palm grinding against her clit, hips bucking hard against Gabrielle’s eager mouth. “Fuck—here it comes—watch me, girls—watch me fucking hose her down—”

She bore down with a sharp, filthy cry. Her whole body locked, then released in one explosive rush. A thick, clear jet shot from her pussy—strong as a fire hose—splashing straight across Gabrielle’s face, soaking that pretty red hair in seconds. Another pulse followed, hotter, longer, drenching Gabrielle’s open mouth, her cheeks, her throat. Gabrielle swallowed greedily, throat working, tongue chasing every drop that sprayed across her lips.

“Yes—fuck yes—take it all, you gorgeous little slut,” Soph gasped, still pushing, still squirting in rhythmic bursts that left Gabrielle’s face shining. “Drink my cum—swallow every drop I give you. God, you look so pretty soaked in me.”

Gabrielle moaned like she was in heaven, hands pulling Soph down harder, mouth sealed over her pulsing entrance to catch the last surges straight from the source. She gulped again, again, cheeks hollowing as she sucked and licked, face utterly drenched—red hair plastered dark and dripping, rivulets running down her neck in fat, obscene streams.

Soph’s voice cracked on a laugh that turned into a moan. “See that, girls? That’s how you fucking squirt. No half-measures. You commit. You push. You soak the bitch who’s begging for it.”

She gave one final, shuddering grind—fingers buried to the knuckles, clit mashed flat—and another long, powerful gush poured out, flooding Gabrielle’s mouth until it overflowed, spilling from the corners of her lips in messy streams. Gabrielle coughed once, laughed through it, then licked her lips clean and looked up at Soph with pure, dazed adoration.

Soph finally eased her fingers free—glistening, dripping—and brought them to Gabrielle’s mouth. The actress sucked them clean without hesitation, eyes fluttering shut in bliss.

Keira exhaled shakily. “Holy shit.”

Holly’s voice was small, reverent. “I want… I want to learn how to do it like that.”

Soph grinned, still panting, and reached out to stroke Gabrielle’s wet cheek with the back of her knuckles. “Good. Because next time, you’re both going to try. And Gabrielle here—” she tugged a lock of the actress’s soaked red hair “—is going to be our very eager practice dummy.”

Gabrielle shivered, licked another stray drop from her chin, and whispered, “I can’t wait.”

Behind her, the far door rumbled the rest of the way open.

Park’s voice cut through the heavy air, low and steady. “Door’s open. Now we test it.”

Gabrielle blinked up at him, lashes clumped with drying cum and squirt. She hesitated only a second before lifting one knee off the slab—just enough to shift her weight.

The far door scraped downward with a grinding protest, stone on stone, closing the gap by half in less than two heartbeats.

Gabrielle dropped back into full kneel instantly, palms slapping the stone for balance. The door shuddered, reversed direction, and rumbled open again.

She exhaled a shaky laugh. “Yeah. Theory confirmed. I stay put or we all stay put.”

Soph was already halfway to the door, bare feet silent on the cool floor, but Park’s hand shot out—not to stop her, just to signal. He looked down at Gabrielle, something raw flickering behind his dark eyes.

“I’ll stay with her,” he said. No hesitation. No grand speech. Just fact.

Ben met his gaze across the chamber. For the first time since the beach, something like real respect passed between them.

Holly bit her lip hard enough to leave a white crescent. Her eyes were shiny; she looked like she might cry. Instead she darted forward on impulse, dropped to her knees in front of Gabrielle, and pressed a quick, soft kiss to the actress’s swollen lips—more comfort than heat, but lingering just long enough to taste salt and sweetness.

Gabrielle smiled against her mouth, small and grateful. “Go,” she whispered. “I’ll be fine.”

Soph and Ben exchanged a glance—loaded, wordless. Soph gave the tiniest nod: we move. Ben returned it.

Keira stepped forward last. She crouched beside Gabrielle, wrapped one arm around the kneeling woman’s bare shoulders, and squeezed—firm, brief, sisterly. “You’re tougher than you look, red. Don’t forget it.”

Gabrielle leaned into the touch for a heartbeat. “Thanks. For saving me, and for… everything.”

Keira stood, turned, and followed the others.

They filed through the half-open door—Soph first, then Ben, Keira, Holly bringing up the rear with one last backward glance. The corridor beyond was pitch black after the torchlight; the sudden absence of warmth made their skin prickle.

Behind them, Gabrielle rose slowly to her feet.

The door rumbled shut—slow at first, then faster—stone grinding on stone until the last sliver of flickering orange vanished. Darkness swallowed the chamber completely.

The four of them stood in absolute black.

For a long second no one spoke. Only breathing—quick, shallow—and the faint drip of water somewhere far off.

Holly’s voice came small in the dark. “They’re… really staying behind?”

Soph reached back, found Ben’s hand, laced their fingers together. “Yeah. They are.”

Ben squeezed once—hard, grounding. “Park made his choice. Gabrielle made hers. We respect it by moving forward.”

Keira’s voice floated from somewhere to his left. “Still sucks.”

“It does,” Soph agreed softly. Then, lighter: “But we’ve got a prize pot to chase and a jungle full of horny idiots to out-fuck. Let’s not waste their sacrifice standing around feeling sorry for ourselves.”

A beat of silence.

Then Holly let out a watery laugh. “You really are kind of terrifying, you know that?”

Soph’s grin was audible even in the dark. “Sweetheart, you have no idea.”

Ben felt along the wall until his fingers found rough stone, then a slight downward slope. “This way. Stay close. Hands on shoulders if you have to.”

They moved forward—chain of touch, Soph’s hand in Ben’s, Keira’s on Soph’s waist, Holly clinging to Keira’s elbow—like a single creature navigating the black.

Somewhere behind the sealed door, two people waited in torchlight.

Ahead, whatever came next waited in darkness.

They kept walking.
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The corridor stretched longer than it had any right to—stone walls pressing in, the faint drip of condensation the only sound besides their breathing and the soft slap of bare feet on damp floor. Ben kept point, one hand trailing the wall for balance, Soph’s fingers still laced through his, Keira and Holly close enough behind that he could feel their warmth in the chill.

Then the passage kinked sharply right—almost a ninety-degree turn—and spat them out without warning into sudden space and light.

Ben blinked hard against it. A central firepit roared in the middle of a wide circular chamber, flames licking up from a ring of blackened stones, throwing orange and gold across every surface. The heat hit like a slap after the cold dark; sweat prickled instantly on his bare chest. Around the fire huddled another small knot of contestants—four of them—already settled like they owned the place.

The one who looked like he’d appointed himself king rose first. Bleach-blond hair swept back in that deliberate messy way, carved abs gleaming with a sheen that said he spent more time in a gym than actual sunlight, board shorts slung low enough to show the V of his hips. He smirked—arrogant, lazy—and opened his mouth.

“Took you assholes long enough.”

Ben felt the old boot-camp recognition snap into place like a magazine locking home. He’d known a dozen guys exactly like this back in basic: all flash, all pump, zero grit. The kind who talked big until the third day without sleep or calories, then quit when they couldn’t handle a week without protein shakes. Size never meant spine. He’d shared foxholes with skinny kids barely clearing five-foot-four who’d crawl through hell without complaining. This guy? Ben disliked him before the first word finished leaving his mouth.

Soph stepped forward before Ben could open his. She planted her feet, hands on hips, white bikini still clinging damply to her curves, dark hair wild from the temple run.

“What’s your name, dickwad?” she asked lightly, voice sweet enough to rot teeth.

The blond blinked—genuinely thrown for half a second—then recovered with a slow, shit-eating grin.

“Danny,” he drawled, nasal and coastal. “This is my crew.”

He gestured lazily behind him.

Adam—another gym-rat clone, darker hair, slightly shorter but just as cut—grunted his name with a chin lift that was probably supposed to look cool. A girl who introduced herself as India lounged beside him on a flat stone: British, accent crisp as new money, bikini a delicate gold that screamed private yacht. She looked them over with the careless appraisal of someone used to being the most expensive thing in any room.

“This is all a bit outrageous, isn’t it?” she said airily, twirling a lock of honey-blonde hair. “Shagging for money and all that. I’m just here for the fun, really. And to give the boys back home a heart attack.”

Then there was Zoë.

She sat a little apart from the others—knees drawn up, arms wrapped around them, looking small in the firelight despite being objectively gorgeous: soft brown curls, big hazel eyes, a simple teal bikini that looked like it came from a department store instead of a designer rack. She kept glancing around the chamber like she still couldn’t believe she’d been dropped naked into international waters with a cast of celebrities and a ten-million-dollar prize.

When eyes turned her way she flushed, ducked her head, then forced herself to speak.

“I’m Zoë,” she said quietly. “I’m… a barista. Back home. This is—” She gestured vaguely at the temple, the fire, all of them. “A lot.”

Soph’s expression softened instantly—the same genuine warmth she’d shown Holly earlier, the kind she usually saved for people who didn’t treat the world like it owed them something.

“Nothing wrong with that,” Soph said cheerfully, stepping closer so the firelight caught the glitter of drying sweat on her collarbones. “I’m a stripper. He’s—” she jerked a thumb at Ben “—a bouncer, and my boyfriend. Breaks people in half if they look at me the wrong way.”

Zoë laughed—shocked, startled, but real. The sound bounced off the stone walls and seemed to surprise her as much as anyone.

Danny snorted. “Cute. You all done with the therapy circle? We’ve been here twenty minutes figuring out the next move. Next part needs more bodies, so I guess they want us to team up. Or fuck first. Whatever gets the ratings.” He looked Soph up and down with insulting appraisal.

Ben clenched his jaw. In your dreams, asshole.

“How many you got?” he said instead.

Danny spread his arms. “Four. You?”

“Four,” Ben said evenly.

Danny’s smirk widened. “Perfect. Merge crews, double our chances. Unless you’re scared of a little friendly competition.”

Soph laughed—low, dangerous. “Sweetheart, we just crawled through swinging axes and a literal cum-pressure-plate puzzle. I think we can handle you and your squad.”

Danny smirked, eyes dropping to her tits again. “Yeah? Prove it.”

Ben felt the old tension coil in his shoulders—the one that used to precede a bar fight or a dawn patrol gone sideways. He stepped forward half a pace, putting himself just slightly between Soph and Danny.

“That’s my girl you’re talking to,” he said quietly.

Danny raised both hands, mock surrender, but the smirk never left his face. “Easy, big guy. Just saying. We’re all here to play dirty. Might as well play together.”

India yawned theatrically. “God, boys. Save the dick-measuring for the next challenge. I’m bored.”

Zoë looked between them all—wide-eyed, uncertain—but when her gaze landed on Soph again, she offered a tiny, hopeful smile. Soph returned it—warm, easy—then glanced at Ben. “Your call, Brady.”

Ben studied the fire. The flames. The shadows. The way Danny’s crew sat like they already owned the room.

He exhaled once—slow, controlled.

“Fine,” he said. “We merge. For now.”

Danny’s grin turned triumphant. “Smart choice.”

He turned, planting both hands against a slab of stone that looked no different from the others, and heaved—muscles flexing, veins standing out like cords. The slab groaned, resisted, then slid sideways with a deep rumble that vibrated through the floor and up their spines.

Hot, sulfurous air rolled out to meet them like breath from a sleeping dragon.

The chamber beyond was enormous, bathed in deep crimson light that seemed to bleed from fissures in the walls and ceiling. Thick coils of steam rose from a jagged abyss that split the floor in two, black and bottomless, its edges crusted with yellow mineral deposits. The smell hit hard: rotten eggs, wet stone, faint copper. Somewhere far below, water hissed and bubbled like a cauldron left untended.

Around the pit loomed titanic carvings—stone deities thirty feet high, mouths gaping in eternal hunger, tongues carved so realistically they seemed to flicker in the red glow. One had eyes of polished obsidian that caught the firelight and threw it back like twin coals; another clutched a severed stone head by the hair, the expression on the carved face frozen in mid-scream. Shadows crawled across their features, making the mouths look like they were slowly opening wider.

Ben let out a low whistle.

“Gotta give Lucid props,” he muttered. “They didn’t cheap out on this one.”

Soph pressed against his side, bare arm brushing his, eyes wide but glittering with that familiar mix of fear and thrill. “Feels like we just walked into the devil’s living room.”

Danny smirked over his shoulder. “Wait till you see the furniture.”

In the center of the chamber—straddling the abyss on thick stone pilings—stood a massive winch mechanism: a horizontal wheel the size of a small car, iron spokes radiating from a central hub, chains thick as a man’s wrist disappearing into the black below. Rusted but functional, it looked like something dragged up from a shipwreck and repurposed for nightmare theater.

Zoë pointed at it, voice small but steady. “That’s the way out. We turn it, something rises from the pit. A platform, maybe. But the four of us—” she nodded at Danny’s crew “—couldn’t budge it. Not even close.”

Danny’s smirk faltered for half a second. Ben caught the flicker of annoyance across his face—pure, petty resentment at needing help—and allowed himself a small, private smile.

“Guess you shouldn’t have skipped leg day so often,” Soph said sweetly.

Danny shot her a look that could’ve curdled milk, but he didn’t argue. “Fine. Everyone grab a spoke. Let’s see if eight bodies are enough.”

They fanned out around the wheel—Ben took the twelve o’clock position, Soph beside him on his right, Keira on his left, Holly next to her. Danny claimed the opposite side, Adam and India flanking him, Zoë slipping in beside them with an apologetic glance at the others.

“On three,” Ben said. “Push down, not pull. Use your legs.”

They gripped the iron spokes—rough, warm from the abyssal heat—and waited.

“One… two… three—”

Eight bodies leaned in.

The wheel resisted like it had been poured in place. Ben felt the strain ripple down his spine, felt Soph’s smaller frame trembling beside him as she threw every ounce of her weight into it. For five long seconds nothing happened.

Then—grating, protesting—the hub turned an inch.

Another inch.

The chains rattled. Something far below groaned in answer.

High on the far side of the abyss, a massive stone door began to rise—slow, painfully slow, daylight spilling through the widening gap in thin white blades. Real sunlight. Real sky.

They kept pushing.

Sweat poured. Breath came in sharp grunts. Danny’s smug drawl had dissolved into raw effort; his face was red, veins bulging at his temples. India cursed under her breath in a crisp stream of profanity. Zoë whimpered but didn’t stop.

Another foot. Two.

Then—a cry from below.

Thin, desperate, echoing up from the black.

“Help—!”

Soph was moving before anyone else. She released her spoke—Ben caught the sudden slack and braced harder to compensate—and darted to the edge of the pit.

She leaned out as far as she dared, peering into the steam.

“It’s them,” she called back, voice tight with relief and something sharper. “Gabrielle and Park. Strapped to the platform. When it reaches the top, we can cross.”

Ben’s arms burned but he didn’t slow. “Can we get them out?”

Soph squinted through the rising vapor. “Those bonds look pretty thick. There are axes on the side here, big ones—we could cut them free, but it’ll take time.”

Danny snorted—half laugh, half wheeze—as he threw his weight into another turn. “Leave the fuckers. They’ll only slow us down.”

Keira growled low in her throat. “You’re a real prince, Danny.”

Danny flashed teeth. “Survival, sweetheart. Not here to make friends.”

The platform rose another foot—visible now through the steam: a wide stone disc carved with writhing serpents, Gabrielle and Park bound back-to-back at its center. Gabrielle’s head lolled; Park’s was up, scanning the edges, calculating.

Holly’s voice cracked. “We can’t just—”

“We won’t,” Ben said quietly.

Soph flashed Ben an irritated glance as she rejoined them at the winch, but the heat in her eyes wasn’t all anger. “They made their choice, Ben,” she muttered, planting her palms on a spoke and leaning in beside him. Her voice was low enough that only he could hear it over the groan of iron and chain. “We don’t owe them our ticket out.”

“You really want to leave them down there?” Ben countered, shoulders bunching as he threw more weight into the turn.

Soph growled—short, frustrated, almost animal. “It’s not real lava, it can’t be. Smoke machines, red LED strips, some heat lamps cranked to eleven. Worst case they get a broken bone or two from the fall. And Gabrielle’s ankle is already fucked. They will slow us down.”

Ben’s jaw flexed. He knew she was right. Knew it in the cold, tactical part of his brain: they were in competition. Every second spent hauling two extra bodies was a second someone else could be racking up points, claiming alliances, disappearing into the jungle with a head start.

And yet.

Something inside him bent under the pressure but refused—point-blank refused—to break on this one. No man left behind wasn’t just a slogan; it was bone-deep. He’d carried wounded squadmates under fire, been carried himself in return. He couldn’t see himself sprinting for daylight while two people waited below, bound and counting on the strangers above them to be better than that.

Soph read it on his face without him saying a word. Her expression flickered—irritation, frustration, then something softer, almost proud.

“Maybe I shouldn’t have brought you here,” she said, almost to herself, voice quiet under the creak of the winch. “You really are one of the good guys.”

The platform finally cleared the lip of the abyss with a shuddering groan—stone disc grinding against stone pilings, chains rattling like bones. Sunlight poured through the fully open door on the far side, blinding white after the red gloom, promising open air and jungle and freedom.

Danny didn’t hesitate.

He abandoned his spoke mid-turn—simply let go—and sprinted for the disc. His weight hit it like a hammer; the sudden pressure rocked everyone still holding on backward a step. Ben snarled, boots skidding on stone as he fought to keep his grip. Danny used the disc as a stepping stone—long legs launching him across the abyss in a single, showy bound—and vanished through the doorway into green daylight.

India was right behind him, gold bikini flashing as she leaped after, ponytail whipping.

The disc lurched dangerously. Without Danny and India’s strength, it felt twice as heavy—chains creaking, gears protesting. Ben planted his feet wider, biceps burning, veins popping along his forearms as he heaved just to keep it level. Adam grunted beside him, face red, holding on out of sheer reflex.

“Don’t you fucking dare,” Ben snarled at Adam when he saw the other man’s eyes flick toward the door. “I can’t hold this thing alone.”

Adam’s jaw worked, but he stayed—begrudgingly—muscles trembling under the strain.

Soph darted to the edge again, leaning out over the drop. Steam curled around her like a lover’s fingers.

“Holly—help me!” she snapped. “Find something to jam it!”

It made brutal sense. The only way any of them were getting out was if they could lock the disc in place—stop it plummeting back into the earth the second they let go. If it fell, the door would close, the winch would reset, and they’d all be trapped on this side of the abyss with no way across.

Holly scrambled after Soph, eyes wide but focused. They grabbed the ceremonial axes mounted on iron stands at the pit’s edge—wicked, curved blades of blackened bronze, more prop than weapon but heavy enough to do damage. Together they wrestled two of them free—grunting, cursing—and dragged them back to the winch.

Soph jammed the first axe into the stone gears beneath the hub, blade biting deep with a metallic screech. Holly hammered the second one in beside it—smaller thrusts, frantic, but effective. The mechanism locked with a final, protesting groan. The disc held—barely—teetering on the lip, chains taut.

Adam didn’t wait for permission. The second the gears seized he released his spoke, spun, and sprinted for the door. One leap—then gone, swallowed by jungle light.

Keira ran to the edge—then stopped. She glanced between the suspended disc, the open doorway, and Ben—eyes conflicted, lips parted.

Ben met her gaze across the straining winch.

“Sorry,” she whispered—barely audible over the hiss of steam. “Danny’s right. We didn’t come here to make friends.”

Then she leaped—long legs carrying her across the gap in a perfect arc—and disappeared through the door after the others.

The gut-punch of betrayal hit hard—sharp, immediate—but Ben’s brain locked it down instantly. Shelved. Marked for later. Right now the only thing that mattered was keeping eight hundred pounds of stone from plummeting twenty feet with Gabrielle and Park still attached.

Ben snarled through clenched teeth, shoulders screaming, boots braced so hard the soles squeaked on stone.

“Hold,” he grated. “Just—hold.”

Soph darted back to him, adding what little leverage she could. Holly and Zoë did the same on the opposite side—both of them streaked with sweat and dust, arms shaking but refusing to let go.

The gears groaned like a dying animal; wood and stone chips sprayed from the points where the ceremonial blades bit deepest. One axe handle splintered with a sharp crack—then the blade itself snapped clean in two. A heartbeat later the second followed, shearing apart with a metallic scream that rang in their ears.

The winch lurched.

Ben’s boots skidded; the sudden release of tension yanked him forward, off his feet. He hit the stone hard on his knees, palms slapping down to catch himself, but the wheel spun backward in a violent blur—chains rattling, platform dropping.

Gabrielle’s scream rose first—high, terrified—then Park’s deeper shout joined it as the sacrificial disc plummeted into the black. The sound echoed up the shaft, long and hollow, stretching until it snapped off into dead silence.

Ben stared at the empty winch, chest heaving, sweat stinging his eyes.

He’d failed.

He’d dropped them.

And now they were trapped.

Then the temple answered.

A deeper rumble rolled up from somewhere far below—gut-shaking, tectonic. Dust sifted from the ceiling in fine veils at first, then in thicker curtains. A fist-sized chunk of masonry dropped, shattering against the floor near Ben’s boot. He jerked sideways; stone splinters stung his bare calf.

Another block fell—bigger—crashing into the carved serpent deity nearest him. The statue’s head cracked off at the neck and toppled, rolling toward the abyss with a grinding thud.

Soph’s hand grabbed his wrist, nails digging in. “Come on!” she yelled straight into his ear, voice cutting through the roar.

Holly and Zoë were already scrambling toward the overhang of a massive monkey statue carved into the far wall—arms upraised, fanged mouth open in a silent snarl. The girls ducked beneath the sheltering stone just as another stalactite tore free from the roof—twenty feet of dripping limestone twisting end-over-end before slamming into the abyss with a boom that shook the floor. It lodged diagonally, one jagged end embedded in the opposite wall, the other resting on the lip near them—a treacherous, makeshift bridge.

“Move!” Ben roared.

He grabbed Soph’s wrist, hauled her out from under the overhang, and shoved her toward the stalactite. Holly went next—wide-eyed, gasping—then Zoë, who slipped once on loose gravel but caught herself on Ben’s forearm.

They ran.

The bridge was slick with condensation, uneven, sharp. Ben went first—boots scraping for purchase—then turned and reached back for Soph. She leaped; he caught her waist, swung her across the gap, set her down hard on the far side. Holly followed—a smaller jump, a terrified squeak—but she made it. Zoë hesitated a heartbeat too long; the stalactite shifted under their combined weight, twisting with an ominous crack.

Ben lunged—arm snaking around Zoë’s middle—and yanked her forward just as the stone gave way behind them. It plummeted into the black with a thunderous crash, taking half the lip of the abyss with it.

Dust choked the air—thick, choking, tasting of old stone and sulfur. Falling masonry rained around them; one block clipped Ben’s elbow, sending pain spiking down his arm. He ignored it. Kept moving.

The doorway ahead had fractured—cracks spiderwebbing across the slab, daylight stabbing through in bright, painful needles. Ben didn’t slow. He lowered his shoulder and charged.

Impact exploded through bone and muscle—pain white-hot down his right side—but the stone gave. The door buckled outward in a shower of dust and fragments.

Fresh air hit them like a slap—jungle heat, green smell, real light.

Ben stumbled through, dragging Soph with him. Holly and Zoë piled out behind, coughing, gasping, half-blind from dust.

Behind them the temple gave a final, shuddering roar—ceiling collapsing inward, walls folding like wet paper. Stone screamed against stone; the floor bucked once, hard, then settled into silence broken only by distant settling rubble.

They dropped to their hands and knees in the small clearing just outside the collapsed temple mouth, lungs burning, limbs shaking like they’d run a marathon through hell. Dust still clung to their skin in grey streaks, mixing with sweat until it looked like war paint. Even Soph looked pale beneath the dirt, eyes wide and glassy, mouth set in a thin line that wasn’t quite steady.

Holly broke the silence first, voice small and cracked. “Those rocks could’ve killed us.”

Ben looked at Soph. The doubt was naked on her face for one unguarded second—pupils blown, lips parted—before she forced it down. She took a deep breath, squared her shoulders, and when she spoke the confidence was almost convincing.

“It’s all a fucking stage show, Holly,” she said, pushing the words out with deliberate lightness. Only Ben could hear the faint tremor underneath. “They’re triggering those things to fall where we’re not. Park and Gabrielle are fine. Evicted, yeah, but waiting for the chopper with a cold drink and an action replay. They’re probably watching us right now. Say hi!”

She lifted one hand and waved at the nearest drone—small, black, hovering just above the treeline like a curious insect. The gesture was forced, theatrical, but it worked. Holly followed her gaze, blinking hard, then managed a weak little wave of her own.

Zoë watched them both—dark eyes sharp, intelligent—then slipped an arm around Holly’s shoulders and pulled her close. “It’s supposed to feel real, babe,” she murmured, voice soft but steady. “That’s what makes it the number one show everywhere. But they don’t actually kill people. That’d be insane.”

Holly leaned into the embrace slowly, letting out a long, shaky breath. “Yeah,” she whispered eventually. “Okay. You’re right. Sorry… just freaking out.”

Soph pushed herself to her feet first, brushing dust off her thighs with brisk, almost angry movements. She offered Ben a hand up; he took it, letting her pull him to standing even though his shoulder still throbbed like a fresh bruise. They fell into step together as he led the way deeper into the jungle, following the distant roar of a waterfall that cut through the green like a promise.

Once Holly and Zoë had drifted a few paces behind—talking quietly, heads close—Soph leaned in, voice pitched for his ears alone.

“You reckon that was all planned?” she asked out of the side of her mouth.

Ben glanced back—making sure the others were out of range—then answered low. “I don’t know. Probably.” He paused, jaw working. “My gut says the danger was real, though. Didn’t feel fake.”

Soph opened her mouth to reply—and froze.

A shriek tore through the trees ahead—high, triumphant, utterly alien. Not human. Not animal. Something older, hungrier.

They crept forward together, shoulders brushing, until the ground dropped away into a steep cliff. Below them stretched a narrow gorge—lush ferns and vines clinging to the walls, sunlight slanting through the canopy in golden shafts.

And in the center of it all: chaos.

Danny, India, Adam, and Keira were backed against a sheer rock face, weapons raised—improvised branches, not even close to threatening. Circling them in a loose, predatory ring were three velociraptors.

Ben’s mind blanked for one stunned second—goddamn fucking velociraptors—before snapping back into focus. The raptors were smaller than the movies, maybe five feet at the shoulder, but fast, lean, feathered in dappled grey and russet that blended perfectly with the jungle shadows. Their sickle claws clicked against stone with every step; their heads cocked bird-like, intelligent eyes tracking every twitch of their prey.

Steel shock collars gleamed around each long neck—industrial, ugly, blinking with tiny red lights. Every time one of the raptors lunged too close, the collar flared blue-white; sizzling arcs of electricity snapped across the creature’s throat. The raptor would shriek—rage and pain twisting into one awful sound—then roll on the ground, claws scrabbling uselessly at the metal band before scrambling back to its feet, angrier than before.

Danny was shouting something—voice cracking on the edges—while Adam jabbed with his branch like it might actually deter the pack. India was slumped against the cliff, chest heaving. Keira stood in front of her, stance wide, branch held tight across her body, face pale and slack.

Soph stared down at the scene, mouth open, no words coming out.

Ben felt the same stunned disbelief crash through him. He felt something cold settle in his gut.

Whatever Lucid had planned next, it wasn’t a game anymore.

It was a hunt.
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A naughty nudist erotica series set in a clothing optional workplace


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

...Until the clothes came off.

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

Then an eccentric Swedish billionaire acquires their studio and introduces an optional workplace nudity program.
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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.
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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).
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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.
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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.


cover.jpeg
|
THE

NUDIST
ISLAND

oA N\ :j J ;
x EPISODE THREE: GABRIELLE h

7 <
45

. -
=

~~ " JULIETTE JAYSEN

Ai









