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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 Previews: The Cast of Season Three!
Meet the first batch of washed-up wonders


Listen, darlings, I tried to quit this show cold turkey. I really did. After Season Two, I swore I was done—no more subscription, no more hate-watching, no more gleeful bitchery. I was going to be a grown-up, maybe finally get dental insurance, pretend I’m the kind of person who reads books with actual pages.

But then Lucid drops the first three contestants for Season Three like a thong in a champagne room, and here I am, refresh-refresh-refreshing the page like a rat slapping the pleasure bar. Because of course I subscribed. Of course.

First up: the Influencer. There’s always an influencer. This time her name is Holly Sinclair, 2.8 million followers, known for those “day in the life” vlogs where she cries in a private jet about how hard it is to be hot. Specialty: bikini hauls, lip-sync thirst traps, and sponsored collagen that apparently makes your labia glow. She once went viral for twerking on a yacht while getting chased by the US coastguard, then crowdfunding her contempt of court charge. Girl is already 90% naked on the daily, so stripping down on the island will be less “vulnerable” and more “Tuesday.”

Next: the C-List Actress. You remember her, don’t you? She was in that one hit rom-com where she played the sassy best friend, then spent the next five years telling interviewers she’s “very selective” about roles while the streaming wars tanked her career. Her name’s Gabrielle Graves, and her credits are basically a cry for help: three episodes of a superhero show, one straight-to-streaming horror movie where she played “Hot Girl who Dies First” and a guest spot on a reality dating show where she got dumped in week two. Poor Gabrielle. She’ll spend the first episode doing that breathy “I’ve never been naked in front of strangers before” monologue while conveniently forgetting the sex tape she sold online last year. Watch her form a “genuine connection” with whoever has the most followers.

And finally, the One-Hit Wonder: Park Hyung, the Korean singer who dropped “Neon Thot” last year and promptly vanished into the void like a fart in a hurricane. That song was everywhere for like six weeks—every club, every bar, every grocery store playlist—then poof. Gone. The follow-up album tanked so hard it’s basically a cautionary tale taught in music-business classes. He tried the redemption arc: acoustic versions on YouTube, “raw and real” interviews about growing up poor in Seoul, a brief pivot to crypto endorsements. Nothing stuck. So now he’s here, naked on international waters, hoping that playing hide-the-salami with influencers will reboot his career. Park says he’s “here to reconnect with my body and my truth.” I say he’s here to remind the world he exists before he’s forced to DJ bar mitzvahs in the Valley for the rest of his life.

These three are perfect. Holly will document every humiliating moment for content. Gabrielle will treat the whole thing like an extended audition tape. Park will sing off-key sea shanties while getting railed against a palm tree. And we’ll all watch because deep down, we’re just as horny and desperate as they are.

Sign me up—to watch, obviously. Not to participate. I have standards. They’re low, but they exist.
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The helicopter banked hard over the island, rotors thundering like artillery fire, whipping the warm air into a frenzy. Below them, the place unfolded like a fever dream: jagged mountains cloaked in emerald jungle, waterfalls spilling silver threads into hidden lagoons, rivers glinting like molten glass under the relentless sun. Steam rose in lazy curls from volcanic fields far off—sulfur-yellow scars on the green, reminding Ben that even the beauty here came with teeth.

Too loud for real conversation. Ben leaned back against the bulkhead, arms folded, and studied the competition instead.

Holly Sinclair—two-point-something million followers—sat opposite him in a neon-pink bikini that looked painted on. Golden skin, long wavy hair the color of expensive champagne, lips perpetually pouting for the cameras. Gabrielle Graves, the actress, sat beside her—sleek red hair in a high ponytail, green bikini showcasing the kind of surgically perfect curves that screamed money and maintenance. She kept glancing at him, lashes fluttering like she was practicing for her close-up.

Park Hyung, the Korean singer, stared out the window—quiet, intense, dark eyes unreadable behind sunglasses. Lean, tattooed, board shorts riding low on sharp hipbones. He hadn’t said more than five words since pickup. Ben figured he was either meditating or calculating how many times he’d have to fuck someone on camera to resurrect his career.

Then there was Keira Hall. Hollywood stuntgirl. Blonde, leggy, sun-kissed skin stretched over muscle that spoke of actual work instead of gym selfies. Her bikini was practical—black, sporty, durable—but it still showed off the long, toned lines of her body. She caught Ben staring and lifted one brow, unashamed. He looked away first.

At least they’d been allowed decent jungle boots. Thick soles, ankle support. Small mercies.

The chopper banked hard, descended, and touched down on a crescent of blinding white sand. The doors slid open. Hot, wet air rushed in—salt, vegetation, distant sulfur. They jumped out one by one, boots sinking into warm powder.

Holly stretched like a cat, arching her back so her breasts strained the neon fabric. Gabrielle adjusted her ponytail, looking around for the cameras. Park landed lightly, expression still unreadable. Keira hopped down last, landing in a crouch that flexed every muscle in her long legs.

The girls were already eyeing Ben like he was the last steak at a vegan barbecue.

“Two guys, four girls?” Soph muttered under her breath as she landed beside him, sand spraying around her bare calves. “Yeah, that seems fair.”

Keira stretched beside them, arms overhead, back arching so her bikini top rode up just enough to flash underboob. “Producers know their audience,” she said cheerfully. “I’d rather watch titties bounce than junk flop around any day.”

Soph grinned, instant approval. “I like you already.”

Ben scanned the empty beach, the tree line, the distant peaks. “This everyone?”

Keira shook her head, wiping sand from her palms. “Nah. We’re just one drop. They scatter us around the island—different beaches, different starting points. Won’t know the real headcount till the end. Keeps the paranoia fresh.”

She turned to Soph, curious. “So what’s your deal? How long have you two been a couple?”

Soph and Ben exchanged a glance. “About seventy-two hours,” she said, smirking. “Plus three years of almost-fucking in college before he shipped out. I’m a stripper. He’s my bouncer. Ex-Marine.”

Keira’s brows shot up, genuinely impressed. She gave Ben a slow, appreciative once-over. “Well, shit. Thank you for your service.” A smirk tugged her lips. “I’ve had a bit of weapons training myself. Stunt work. You know—fake guns, real falls, the occasional live-fire exercise.”

Ben felt the corner of his mouth twitch in surprise; Keira caught his expression and smirked. “I know, I know. Don’t look like an action girl, do I? All legs and tits. Maybe I’ll surprise you.”

Soph stepped closer to Ben, possessive hand sliding around his waist, fingers tucking just under the waistband of his shorts. “You trying to seduce my man already?”

Keira shrugged, utterly unrepentant, grin widening. “We’re all here to fuck, right? That’s how you win this thing. Bonus points for threesomes. I’m just being efficient.”

Ben looked at Soph—uncertain, heat already coiling low in his gut. The island air felt thicker suddenly, electric.

Soph’s eyes glittered with wicked delight. She pressed tighter against his side, breasts soft against his ribs, voice dropping to that husky, teasing purr he already knew too well.

“I told you, Brady,” she murmured, loud enough for Keira to hear. “I don’t mind watching you rail other girls. You want to teach this cocky little blonde bitch a lesson—bend her over right here in the sand and make her beg while I finger her clit—go right ahead.”

Keira’s laugh was low, delighted. Holly and Gabrielle had drifted closer, listening now, eyes bright with interest. Even Park glanced over, one brow raised.

Ben felt his pulse kick hard. The beach stretched empty around them—white sand, turquoise water, jungle breathing hot and green at their backs. Cameras whirred softly in the trees.

Soph leaned up, lips brushing his ear. “Clock’s ticking, soldier. Twenty million dollars. And I’m already wet thinking about watching you wreck her while she realizes she bit off way more Marine than she can handle.”

Keira tilted her head, challenge gleaming. “Your girl’s got a mouth on her. Hope you fuck as good as she talks.”

Ben’s hand tightened on Soph’s hip—possessive, promising. The island had barely begun, and already the game felt very, very real.

He smiled—slow, dangerous.

“Let’s find out.”

He’d barely finished his sentence when Keira moved—quick, fluid, a blur of blonde hair and tanned muscle.

Her leg swept low and fast, hooking behind his knee with perfect timing. Ben’s balance vanished; he toppled backward into the warm shallows with a splash that sprayed salt across his chest. Keira pounced before he hit the sand fully, straddling his hips in one triumphant leap, knees pinning his thighs, hands planting on his shoulders.

“Gotcha, Marine,” she crowed, grin wide and wicked, blue eyes sparkling down at him. Water dripped from her hair onto his skin, cool against the heat. “All that big bad training, and a little ankle sweep drops you like a sack of bricks.”

Ben laughed—deep, surprised, the sound rumbling up from his chest as he tested her hold. She twisted her calves around his in some clever lock that turned his attempt to buck her off into useless leverage. He could feel the strength in her legs—toned, flexible, earned from years of training.

“Cocky,” he muttered, hands coming up to grip her hips through the thin black fabric of her bikini bottoms. “You’re strong. I’ll give you that.”

“Damn right.” She rocked forward, breasts swaying under the triangles of her top, close enough that he could see the faint outline of hard nipples pressing against the wet cloth. “And now you’re mine. Gonna ride you right here in the surf while your girlfriend watches and learns how it’s done.”

Around them, the air hummed—literally. Drone cams descended from the palms further down the beach like a swarm of smooth black insects, red lights blinking as they circled tighter, lenses whirring to focus. One zipped away toward the others, capturing Holly’s pout—arms crossed under her neon-pink top, lips twisted in envy—and Gabrielle’s identical scowl. Park just watched, arms folded, expression unreadable but eyes sharp.

Soph stood a few feet away, ankle-deep in the water, hands on her hips and a wicked smile curving her lips. “First to fuck gets the bonus points,” she called out, loud enough for the drones to catch. “And look at that—blondie beat you to the punch, girls. Tough break.”

Keira glanced over her shoulder, triumphant—long enough for Soph to strike. Quick as a pickpocket, Soph darted in and tugged the bow at the other girl’s back. The black top loosened instantly, fabric peeling away as she yanked it free and tossed it into the shallows, where it floated like a surrender flag.

Keira’s breasts spilled out—slightly fuller than Soph’s, though still petite and perfectly proportioned to her athletic frame, high and firm with pale tan lines framing rosy nipples already tight from the breeze and adrenaline. They bounced once with the motion, water beading on the soft curves, glistening in the sun like they’d been oiled for the cameras.

Ben’s mouth went dry. He wanted them—wanted to surge up and suck one deep, bite just hard enough to make her gasp, feel the weight of them against his tongue. But Keira’s lock held firm, her thighs flexing to keep him pinned.

“Like the view, big guy?” Keira teased, arching her back deliberately so her tits swayed inches from his face. “Too bad you can’t reach. Gonna have to beg if you want a taste.”

“Keep dreaming,” Ben growled, but his hands slid higher on her hips, thumbs brushing the undersides of those perfect breasts, tracing the soft, wet skin.

Soph laughed, wading closer. “Aw, look at her. All proud and topless, thinking she’s won already. Cute tits, though—perky little handfuls. Bet they bounce real pretty when you get fucked.”

Keira shot her a glare, but the flush creeping down her chest betrayed her. “Jealous, stripper girl? Maybe if you’re nice, I’ll let you hold them while he rails me.”

Ben decided he’d had enough.

He moved fast—brute strength over technique. One hand clamped around Keira’s ankle, yanking hard to break the lock while his hips surged up. She gasped, balance crumbling, and he twisted—rolling them in the shallow water until she landed on her back beneath him with a splash. Sand scraped softly under her shoulders; water lapped at her sides.

A small wave chose that exact moment to roll in, crashing over them in a cool rush that soaked Keira head to toe. She came up sputtering, laughing, blonde hair plastered to her face and neck, breasts heaving with each breath.

“Fuck—that’s cold!” she yelped, but her legs were already wrapping around his waist, pulling him closer.

Ben grinned down at her, water dripping from his hair onto her chest. “Payback’s a bitch.”

Soph knelt beside them in the shallows, hands quick and helpful. She tugged Keira’s bikini bottoms down tanned thighs, peeling them off with a wet slide and tossing them aside. Then her fingers hooked Ben’s board shorts, yanking them low enough to free his cock—thick, hard, curving up against his stomach.

“Teamwork,” Soph murmured, eyes gleaming as she guided him forward.

Keira was soaked in every way—sea water streaming down her body, but between her legs she was slick and ready, lips swollen and glistening. Ben pushed in with one smooth thrust, groaning at the tight, wet heat that welcomed him. She arched beneath him, nails digging into his shoulders, a sharp moan escaping her lips as he filled her completely.

“God—yes,” Keira gasped, legs locking tighter around his hips. “Fuck, you’re thick. Knew you would be.”

Ben pulled back slow, then drove in deeper, setting a rhythm that matched the lazy roll of the waves. “Thought you had me pinned, huh? Little stunt-girl cocky enough to think she could keep a Marine down.”

She laughed breathlessly, breasts bouncing with each thrust, nipples hard and begging. “Worth it—just to feel you lose control and take me like this.”

Soph knelt beside them in the shallows, one hand trailing lazy circles over Keira’s breast, pinching the nipple until Keira whimpered. “Told you not to fuck with my boyfriend,” Soph murmured, voice deceptively sweet. “First-fuck bonus in the bag.”

A flare suddenly shot up from the tree line—bright green, arcing high over the jungle before bursting into a shower of sparks. The drones went wild, zooming in tight on Ben’s cock sliding in and out of Keira’s stretched cunt, on the way her tits bounced with every thrust, on Soph’s wicked smile as she leaned down to lick a slow stripe across one wet nipple.

Keira laughed—breathless, filthy—legs wrapping around Ben’s waist to pull him deeper. “Subtle,” she gasped. “Real fucking subtle.”

Soph giggled against Keira’s breast, then looked up at Ben with pure, molten pride. “Told you we’d own this island.”

Keira moaned, hips rising to meet Ben’s, water splashing around them with every drive. “Fine—you win this round. But don’t stop, Marine. Make me come while your girl watches and gloats.”

Ben obliged—pace turning relentless, one hand bracing in the sand beside her head, the other sliding between them to circle her clit. The shallow waves kept rolling in, small but insistent, drenching Keira’s hair, plastering blonde strands across her flushed cheeks and shoulders. Each crash made her gasp, made her pussy clench harder around him, but he didn’t speed up. Didn’t chase his own finish. Just watched her face twist with pleasure and growing frustration.

Keira’s first orgasm hit fast—her thighs locked tight around his waist, back arching off the wet sand as she cried out, sharp and surprised. Her walls fluttered wildly around his cock, milking him in rhythmic pulses, but Ben stayed buried deep and still, letting her ride it out while the drones hummed overhead like patient vultures.

She blinked up at him, pupils blown, lips parted. “Fuck… that was quick.”

“Sensitive little thing,” Soph murmured, kneeling beside them again. She leaned down and kissed Keira—slow, open-mouthed, tongue sliding in like she was claiming territory. Keira moaned into it, hands coming up to tangle in Soph’s dark hair, pulling her closer while Ben resumed his lazy thrusts.

Soph broke the kiss just long enough to whisper against Keira’s swollen lips. “God, look at you. All flushed and pretty, tits bouncing every time he fills you up. Such a perfect little stunt-girl slut, taking him so deep.” She trailed a fingertip down Keira’s sternum, circling one rosy nipple until it puckered tighter. “Shame it’s not enough to make him come, though. He’s still rock-hard, just… enjoying the ride.”

Keira’s laugh was half-moan, half-growl. “You’re evil.”

“Guilty,” Soph said cheerfully, then kissed her again—deeper this time, swallowing the next broken sound Keira made as another wave crashed over her hips and Ben drove in particularly hard.

The second orgasm built slower. Keira’s hips started chasing his, trying to force the pace, but Ben braced one hand beside her head and kept the same maddening tempo—deep, controlled, letting her feel every ridge, every vein, every slow withdrawal that left her empty and aching before he sank back in. Her breath came in short, frustrated pants between Soph’s kisses.

“Come on,” Keira whined against Soph’s mouth. “Fuck—harder. Faster. Something.”

Ben smiled down at her—slow, mean. “Thought you were gonna ride me into the ground, stunt-girl. What happened to all that confidence?”

Another wave rolled in, colder this time, soaking her completely and making her shiver. Her pussy clenched so hard around him he had to grit his teeth to keep control.

“Fuck you,” she gasped, but her legs tightened anyway, heels digging into his ass like she was afraid he’d pull out. “If I was on top, I’d have made you come by now.”

Soph laughed softly, fingers pinching Keira’s nipple just hard enough to make her arch. “Bullshit. He’s wrecking you and you love it. Look how wet you are—dripping down his balls every time he bottoms out. Such a greedy little whore.”

Ben felt Keira’s walls flutter around him—another orgasm building fast. He kept the pace maddeningly even, grinding deep on every downstroke so the head of his cock dragged over that sensitive spot inside her. She came again with a sharp cry, thighs locking tight, pussy pulsing in rhythmic waves that tried to milk him dry. He didn’t let her have it. Just rode her through it, slow and relentless, until she collapsed back into the sand with a wrecked whimper.

“Jesus—fuck—” Keira panted, chest heaving. “What does it take to make you fucking cum?”

Ben leaned down, lips brushing her ear. “More than that, sweetheart. You’ve got another one in you. Let’s see if you can handle number four before I decide you’ve earned it.”

Soph laughed softly, sliding behind Keira so the blonde’s head rested against her thigh. She reached down and spread Keira’s folds wider with two fingers, exposing the slick, swollen clit to the warm air and the circling drones. “Look at this pretty pussy taking him so well. All stretched and dripping. Bet the viewers are losing their minds.”

Further down the beach, Holly had commandeered a drone, talking animatedly into the lens—gesturing dramatically, clearly trying to claw back some screen time. Gabrielle kept glancing over her shoulder, envy written plain across her perfect features, while Park had drifted toward the treeline with her, one hand on the small of her back.

Ben finally lifted his head, voice rough. “Soph—where do you want me to come?”

Soph pulled back from Keira’s mouth, eyes soft for a heartbeat—touched that he’d asked. Then the mischief returned, bright and impish.

“On her face,” she said sweetly. “Might as well get the full cumshot bonus. Let the drones catch every drop.”

The nearest camera whirred closer, hovering just above the waterline, kicking up tiny ripples as it adjusted for the perfect angle.

Keira’s breath hitched. “Literally everyone I know is watching this,” she gasped, voice cracking as Ben slid out of her with a wet sound that made her whimper at the emptiness. “You’re gonna fucking ruin my reputation.”

Soph laughed—warm, affectionate, filthy. “Babe, you’re on a show where you win points by sucking dick. That ship has sailed.”

Keira exhaled a shaky laugh. “Point.”

She tipped her head back against the sand, blonde hair fanning out in wet ropes, eyes glassy and hungry. “Do it, then. Paint me. Make it messy.”

Soph’s hand wrapped around Ben’s cock—still slick with Keira’s arousal, thick and throbbing—and stroked him in firm, twisting pulls. She knew exactly how he liked it: tight grip on the shaft, thumb circling the head on every upstroke, nails grazing just enough to make his hips jerk.

Ben groaned low in his throat, hips rocking into her fist. Keira watched, lips parted, tongue flicking out to wet them like she was already tasting him.

“Come on, Marine,” Keira whispered, voice wrecked. “Cover me. Mark me up. Let them all see what you do to a girl when you finally let go.”

The words tipped him.

He came hard—first thick rope landing across Keira’s cheek, hot and white, streaking toward her temple. Soph angled him higher; the second pulse hit her open mouth, coating her tongue before dripping down her chin. The third splashed over her nose and forehead, clinging to her lashes. More followed—rope after heavy rope painting her flushed face, dripping into her hair, pooling in the hollow of her throat, sliding down the curves of her breasts in slow, obscene trails. Her skin glistened with it, white against tan, catching the sunlight like liquid pearl.

Keira laughed through it—breathless, delighted, cum-drunk—eyes squeezed shut as the last pulses landed on her lips and tongue. She licked them clean without hesitation, humming like she’d been given something delicious.

Ben shuddered through the aftershocks, Soph milking every drop with slow, gentle strokes until he was spent and twitching in her hand.

When it was over, Keira opened her eyes—glassy, triumphant—and splashed water from the shallows onto her face, laughing as it washed some of the mess away in milky rivulets.

“At least I can rinse off here,” she said, voice hoarse. “So much for my make-up.”

Soph leaned down, kissed Ben slow and sweet—tasting Keira on his lips, tasting himself on hers. “Proud of yourself?” she murmured teasingly.

Ben exhaled, glancing down at his cock—still half-hard, flushed dark, a pleasant warmth spreading through his balls like he could go again in minutes. “Yeah. You really cool with this?”

Soph nodded, bumping noses with him softly. “More than. Watching you pin her down, make her come while she begged? Fucking hot. Do it again soon.”

She gave his cock a quick, affectionate squeeze—gentle, teasing. “How’s he feeling?”

Ben glanced down. Still half-hard, flushed and sensitive, a pleasant warmth spreading through his groin like he could go again in minutes. The minor cybernetic enhancement he’d been gifted during island prep—a tiny chip that tripled semen production and nuked the refractory period—was doing its job beautifully.

“Good,” he said, voice rough with lingering pleasure. “Really fucking good.”

Soph’s eyes sparkled. She helped Keira to her feet, steadying her as the blonde wobbled for a second on rubbery legs.

“Come on,” Soph said, nodding toward the treeline where the first challenge markers glowed faintly in the undergrowth. “We’ve got a jungle to conquer. And I want to see what else this island has in store for us.”

Keira adjusted her stance, still dripping, still flushed, but grinning like she’d won something anyway.

“Lead the way,” she said. “But next time? I’m on top.”

Ben chuckled, low and warm, slinging an arm around Soph’s waist as they started toward the trees.

“Promises, promises.”

The drones followed—silent, relentless—already hungry for the next scene.

The jungle swallowed them the moment they stepped past the treeline—thick, humid air pressing in like a second skin, leaves brushing their bare shoulders, vines snaking across the narrow path like tripwires. The challenge markers were crude but unmistakable: rough arrows hacked into tree trunks with what looked like machete swings, broken branches bent into pointing arrows on the forest floor, the occasional old tyre half-buried in the undergrowth with a splash of dirty white paint across it.

Ben led the way, boots sinking into soft earth, every sense tuned to the green hell around them. Soph walked close behind, one hand occasionally brushing his lower back—possessive, reassuring. Keira brought up the rear, moving with an easy, balanced stride. The drones followed at a discreet distance, red lights winking through the canopy like fireflies.

Occasionally a distant yelp or high-pitched squeal drifted through the trees—sharp, startled, then fading into laughter or cursing. Soph snorted, swatting a low-hanging leaf out of her face.

“Influencers,” she muttered. “Probably just discovered their own reflection in a puddle.”

Ben didn’t reply, just kept scanning ahead. The air smelled of wet earth, rotting leaves, and something faintly sulfurous that reminded him of the volcanic fields they’d flown over. His muscles were still loose from the beach, cock half-hard in his shorts from the memory of Keira’s face glazed white and Soph’s wicked grin.

Another shriek cut through the trees—closer this time. They pushed through a curtain of vines and emerged into an unexpected clearing.

Holly Sinclair was waist-deep in what looked like ordinary mud—except the mud was sucking her down with slow, deliberate hunger. She squealed again, arms windmilling, neon-pink bikini top askew, golden hair plastered to her sweating face.

“Help! Oh my God, help! This is not cute! This is not content!”

On the far side of the pit, Gabrielle Graves stood frozen on solid ground, emerald bikini gleaming with sweat, hands pressed to her mouth in theatrical horror. Park Hyung crouched nearby, extending a long branch toward Holly like he was fishing for a very expensive kitten. The branch wasn’t quite long enough; every time Holly lunged for it, the quicksand pulled her another inch deeper.

Ben’s head snapped toward Soph.

“Easy, soldier,” she murmured, voice low enough that only he and Keira could hear. “This is the Island. None of these challenges are lethal. Worst case, she touches bottom with her head still above water and gets to be our first eviction. Lucid aren’t gonna let any of us drown on day one.”

Ben stared at the pit—dark, viscous, bubbling faintly at the edges. Holly’s struggles were slowing; panic giving way to exhausted whimpers. “Looks pretty real to me.”

Keira shifted beside them, brows furrowed. “Do we even know this is one of their traps? What if it’s just… real quicksand? This is an actual island. Shit happens.”

Soph groaned, loud and theatrical, throwing her head back. “You guys are killing me. You know she’s our competition, right? Let her sink a little. Builds character.”

Holly spotted them then. Her eyes widened—hope flaring through the mascara-streaked panic.

“Help! Please! I’ll—I’ll do anything! Team-up, alliance, whatever you want!”

Gabrielle finally found her voice, high and trembling. “She’s sinking faster! Do something!”

Park glanced over his shoulder at Ben’s group, a faint plea in the set of his shoulders.

Ben exhaled through his nose, arms crossed. The quicksand had Holly up to her armpits now, the surface rippling every time she thrashed. He could see Soph’s point—leave her here, press the advantage, strike out ahead. But he also saw the way Holly’s lower lip trembled, the way her hands clawed uselessly at thin air.

“Fuck,” he muttered.

Soph sighed, already resigned. “Of course you’re gonna play the hero. Fine. But if she tries to steal you away after this, I get first dibs on slapping her.”

Keira snorted. “I’ll hold her down for you.”

Ben stepped forward, testing the edge of the pit with one boot. Solid for a foot or two, then soft. He scanned the clearing—vines hanging thick from the trees overhead, a fallen log half-submerged on the far side.

“Park,” he called, voice calm and carrying. “Toss me that branch.”

Park lobbed it without hesitation. Ben caught it one-handed, then turned to Soph and Keira.

“You two—grab those vines. We’re making a human chain. Soph, you’re anchor. Keira, middle. I’ll go in.”

Soph rolled her eyes but moved immediately, wrapping both hands around a thick, sturdy vine and bracing her feet. Keira took position in front, gripping Soph’s waist with one arm while reaching the other toward Ben.

Ben waded in carefully—ankles, calves, knees. The quicksand closed around him like cold molasses, sucking at his boots. He extended the branch toward Holly.

“Grab it. Slow. No thrashing.”

Holly lunged—too fast. The branch slipped from her fingers. She sank another inch with a panicked sob.

“Easy,” Ben said again, firmer. “Look at me. Breathe. Reach.”

This time she listened. Her manicured nails closed around the branch. Ben pulled—steady, controlled—while Soph and Keira leaned back, vines creaking under the strain.

They both came free inch by inch, mud sucking greedily at Holly’s legs until—finally—she stumbled onto solid ground, collapsing in a heap of pink bikini and smeared makeup.

Gabrielle rushed over, fussing immediately. Park simply nodded once at Ben, then turned back toward the markers leading deeper into the jungle.

Holly looked up at Ben through tear-clumped lashes. “Thank you. I—I owe you. Big time.”

Soph stepped forward, wiping mud from her hands onto her thighs with exaggerated distaste.

“Yeah, yeah. Save the big eyes and the blowjob for later. We’ve got a challenge to reach before it gets dark.”

Holly blinked, then laughed—shaky, relieved. “You’re kind of a bitch.”

Soph grinned. “And you’re kind of welcome. Come on, let’s move.”
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The temple loomed out of the green like something that had been waiting centuries to be found again. Even knowing it was Lucid’s handiwork—sculpted in a warehouse somewhere, then airdropped in—Ben still felt the hairs lift on the back of his neck. The façade was massive: stepped pyramids rising in tiers, carved serpents and jaguars snarling from every corner, vines already crawling over the edges like the jungle was trying to reclaim it. Every block of stone looked ancient—pitted, moss-stained, flecked with lichen. Impressive didn’t cover it. It felt real enough to make his pulse quicken.

The markers stopped right at the open maw of an entrance—dark, rectangular, exhaling cool air that smelled faintly of wet stone and old dust. Ben stepped inside; when nothing swung down to poleaxe him, the others followed.

After the jungle’s suffocating heat, the sudden drop in temperature was almost shocking. Soph shivered once, arms crossing under her breasts, then gave Ben a quick, wicked grin.

“Creepy as fuck,” she murmured. “I love it.”

Keira flexed her shoulders, rolling her neck like she was warming up for a stunt. “Let’s see how many ways they’ve rigged this thing to make us scream for the cameras.”

The corridor swallowed sound almost immediately. Footsteps echoed back at them—soft, hollow, like the temple was breathing. Carved reliefs lined the walls: feathered serpents with open jaws, skeletal death gods clutching severed heads, jaguars mid-leap. The eyes had been picked out with some kind of reflective pigment; they glinted like they were watching. Ben chose his steps carefully, eyes flicking between the floor and the walls, half-expecting darts or swinging blades.

Nothing yet. Just the slow drip of water somewhere deep inside and the faint metallic scent of machinery beneath the stone.

They reached the first fork—two identical archways, no markings, no helpful arrows. Park paused only a second before veering left without a word. Gabrielle glanced back once, eyes wide, but Park tugged her wrist and they disappeared into shadow.

Ben stopped. Something itched at the base of his skull—old instinct, the same one that had kept him alive when a quiet trail suddenly felt wrong. He couldn’t have explained it. Just knew.

“Right,” he said.

Soph didn’t question. She stepped up beside him, fingers brushing his arm. “Right it is.”

Keira gave the left path one last look, then shrugged. “Your call, big guy.”

Holly hesitated at the split, shifting from foot to foot, neon-pink bikini streaked with drying mud. Gabrielle’s voice echoed faintly from the other corridor—“Holly, come on!”—but Holly bit her lip, glanced at Ben’s broad back, then scurried after them like a nervous puppy.

Their chosen path narrowed almost immediately. The ceiling dropped low enough that Ben had to duck his head. Walls closed in until his shoulders brushed the stone on both sides. The air grew cooler still, damp. Somewhere ahead, a low mechanical hum started—barely audible, but enough to set his teeth on edge.

Then the floor shifted.

A soft click under Ben’s boot. He froze.

Nothing happened for a heartbeat—then the wall to their left grated open, stone sliding on hidden tracks with a sound like distant thunder. A rush of stale air poured out, carrying the faint metallic tang of oil.

Inside the new passage was a narrow stone bridge, maybe ten feet long, suspended over a black pit. No bottom visible. Along the bridge’s edges ran two parallel grooves—shallow channels, already trickling with water that dripped from hidden ceiling slits.

Soph peered over the edge. “That quicksand pit was just a warm-up. This time they want us to fall.”

Keira crouched, studying the grooves. “Pressure plates, probably. Step wrong and the bridge tilts. Or drops. Or both.”

Ben tested the first stone with his weight. Solid. Second stone—same. Third—

A low groan. The bridge canted sharply to the left, maybe five degrees. Water in the grooves sloshed across the stone, making it even more slippery and treacherous.

Holly squeaked.

“Steady,” Ben said. “Single file. Hands on the walls if you can reach. Slow steps. Feel for the balance.”

He went first—slow, deliberate, arms out for balance. The bridge swayed with every shift of weight, tilting a little more each time someone moved. Water flowed faster now, cold and slick over his boots.

Soph followed, light on her feet, muttering under her breath. “If I fall in there and drown, I’m haunting every single one of these producers. Naked and furious.”

Keira moved like she was walking a high wire—confident, knees soft, eyes locked on Ben’s back. Holly brought up the rear, whimpering every time the stone shifted.

Halfway across, the bridge lurched harder—fifteen degrees now. Water poured over the edges in thin sheets. Ben felt the whole thing groan under the strain.

“Faster,” he said. “Don’t stop.”

Soph slipped—boot sliding on wet stone—but caught herself with a hand on the wall. “Fuck—she’s a little bitch.”

Keira laughed—breathless, exhilarated. “Come on, gorgeous. You’ve balanced on slippier cocks than this.”

Soph shot her a look over her shoulder. “Keep talking, stunt girl. I’ll make you lick the mud off my boots later.”

They reached the far side one by one—Ben first, turning to haul Soph across the last step as the bridge tilted to nearly thirty degrees. Keira leaped the final gap like it was nothing, landing in a crouch. Holly practically dove after her, scrambling on her hands and knees.

The moment Holly’s weight left the bridge, it snapped back level with a metallic clang. Then—silence.

They stood in a small antechamber. Three more archways branched ahead, each identical. No markers this time. Just darkness and the distant drip-drip-drip of water.

Ben wiped sweat from his brow. “Anyone got a feeling?”

Soph leaned against the wall, catching her breath, small breasts rising and falling under the white bikini top. “I feel like we just survived the warm-up.”

Keira grinned, adrenaline still bright in her eyes. “Then let’s see what the main event looks like.”

Holly, still shaking, managed a weak laugh. “You people are insane.”

Soph reached over and squeezed her shoulder—almost gentle. “Welcome to the Island, pinkie. Stick with us and maybe you’ll survive long enough to post about it.”

Ben studied the three archways again. Left felt… off. Middle too obvious. Right—

“Right again,” he said.

Soph pushed off the wall, falling into step beside him. “You sure?”

“No,” he admitted. “But I’ve been wrong before and still walked out alive.”

Keira laughed again. “That’s the spirit.”

They moved on—deeper, darker, the temple closing around them like a fist.

Somewhere behind, in the direction Park and Gabrielle had gone, a distant metallic screech echoed.

None of them looked back.

The corridor narrowed again, forcing them single file—Ben first, Soph close behind, Keira third, Holly bringing up the rear like she still wasn’t sure she belonged with this pack. The air grew colder, damper, carrying the low rumble of moving water somewhere far below. Flickering torches along the walls cast long, sickly shadows that made every carved jaguar look ready to leap.

Ben’s boot hit the first carved slab before he saw it.

A heavy metallic clunk echoed from above. Then another. Then a rhythmic whoosh—whoosh—whoosh that grew louder with every heartbeat.

He looked up.

Pendulums.

Massive stone axes—each blade easily four feet across—hung from thick chains anchored in the vaulted ceiling. They swung in staggered arcs across the corridor, edges catching the faint light and flashing dull silver. Not razor-sharp; the blades looked blunted, more battering ram than guillotine, but at the speed they moved, blunt was plenty to crack ribs or knock someone senseless. Twenty feet below the narrow walkway ran a channel of black water—fast-moving, deep enough to swallow anyone who fell.

“Shit,” Keira breathed, peering past Ben’s shoulder. “That’s a long drop.”

Soph pressed closer to Ben’s back, small breasts brushing his spine through her bikini top. “They’re timed. Look—every third swing overlaps. There’s a pattern.”

Ben watched for ten seconds. Left axe, right axe, center axe—then a half-second gap when all three were at the outer edges of their arcs. Tight. Brutal. But there was a window.

“Single file,” he said. “Same order. When I say go, run fast. Don’t stop. Don’t look down.”

Holly whimpered. “I—I can’t. They’re moving too fast. And what if—”

“Then stay here,” Soph cut in, voice sweet but edged. “Let the cameras watch you forfeit while we rack up points. Your call, pinkie.”

Holly swallowed hard, then nodded. “I’m coming.”

Ben timed the next cycle. “Go.”

He darted forward—three long strides, ducking under the final axe as it whistled past his head close enough to stir his hair. The wind of it slapped his bare shoulders. He landed on the next safe stone, pivoted, reached back.

Soph was already moving—light, quick, hips swaying like she was strutting on a stage instead of dodging death. She slid under the last axe on her knees, popped up grinning, and slapped Ben’s outstretched hand.

Keira followed—fluid, almost playful. She timed her leap so the third axe passed inches above her ass as she cleared the gap. “Fuck yes. Felt that breeze right on my cheeks,” she called back.

Holly hesitated too long. The axes swung back. At the last second, she bolted anyway—wild-eyed, arms pumping—and the final axe clipped her across the shoulder blades, not the blade edge, but the flat.

The impact sounded like a meaty slap. She yelped, stumbled, arms windmilling.

Ben lunged—arm snaking out, fingers closing around her wrist. He yanked hard, hauling her forward as the axe swung back through the space she’d just vacated.

“Got you,” he muttered, steadying her with both hands on her waist. “Breathe.”

She looked up at him—mascara running, lips trembling—but there was something new in her eyes. Gratitude. Heat. The kind of look that promised trouble later.

Soph snorted, reaching past Ben to tug Holly’s top back into place with exaggerated care. “Careful, princess. Less flashing, more timing.”

Keira clapped Holly on the back. “Not bad for a first-timer. You took that hit like a champ.”

The axes kept swinging behind them—relentless, hypnotic. Ahead, the corridor opened into a wider chamber. Stone steps led down to another narrow bridge—this one over the same black water, but shorter. No pendulums here. Instead, the walls were studded with small holes—perfectly round, perfectly regular.

Soph tilted her head. “Darts?”

“Probably,” Ben said. “Or gas. Or water jets. Or all three.”

Keira crouched, studying the nearest hole. “Yep. Step wrong and we get a face full of whatever Lucid cooked up.”

Ben glanced back at Holly—still trembling, but standing straighter now. Then at Soph—eyes bright, lips curved in that wicked little smile. He stepped forward again.

“Same rules,” he said. “Slow. Careful. And if anything shoots out, hit the deck.”

Soph slipped her hand into his back pocket—fingers curling possessively against his ass through the board shorts.

“Lead on, Marine,” she murmured. “I like watching you take point. Makes me want to reward you when we get through.”

Keira laughed low. “Save some of that reward for the rest of us. I’m feeling generous after that axe nearly kissed my ass.”

Holly managed a shaky smile. “I—I’ll just try not to die.”

Ben squeezed Soph’s hand once—quick, warm—then started down the steps.

The holes in the walls stared back at them like blank eyes.

Waiting.

The first dart hissed out when he was five steps in—blunt rubber tip whistling past his ear close enough to ruffle his hair. He didn’t flinch. Just kept moving—steady, controlled strides.

Keira went next.

She made it eight steps before the wall to her right erupted. A high-pressure water jet slammed into her ribs like a fist—cold, hard, knocking the air out of her in a sharp grunt. She staggered sideways, one foot slipping off the edge of the bridge. For one sick second her arms windmilled, body tipping toward the black drop.

Ben spun—too far to reach her.

Soph lunged forward instead—small, fierce, fingers clamping around Keira’s wrist and yanking hard. Keira’s momentum reversed; she stumbled back onto the bridge, gasping, one hand pressed to her side where a red welt was already blooming across her ribs.

“Fuck,” Keira wheezed, laughing through the pain. “That one stung.”

Soph kept hold of her wrist a second longer than necessary, thumb brushing the underside in a quick, almost tender stroke. “Stay with us, stunt girl. I’m not done watching you get wrecked yet.”

Keira flashed a pained grin. “Noted.”

Ben had already dropped to his knees—ducking a second water jet that blasted over his head, misting his shoulders. Another dart pinged off the stone inches from his boot. He called back without looking.

“Stay low. Crawl if you have to. The jets are all chest-high, even if the darts are random.”

Soph crouched down immediately, moving forward in quick, crab-like steps. She glanced back at Holly—who was still frozen at the entrance, eyes huge, neon-pink bikini streaked with drying mud and fresh sweat.

“Come on, pinkie,” Soph called, voice surprisingly gentle. “You’ve got the best view from back there. See which slabs are safe and follow our path. We’ll wait.”

Holly swallowed, nodded jerkily, and started forward—low, hesitant, eyes darting from hole to hole.

Ben reached the halfway mark. A triple burst erupted from the left wall—two darts and a water jet in quick succession. He flattened himself to the stone bridge, cheek pressed to cold rock, the jet roaring over his head while the darts clattered harmlessly behind him.

Soph was right behind—scooting forward on hands and knees now, small breasts swaying under her bikini top with every movement. A dart hissed past her ear; she didn’t even blink.

“Almost there,” she panted. “Keep moving, Brady.”

Keira crawled after her, determination locked in her jaw. Another water jet caught her square in the side this time—she grunted in pain, fingers scrabbling for purchase, but kept crawling, inch by inch.

Holly was still halfway back, moving faster now that she’d seen the pattern. She ducked a jet, dodged under a dart, popped up again—eyes wide but focused.

Ben reached the far side first, then Soph—scrambling up beside him, breathing hard, dark hair sticking to her flushed cheeks. Keira was seconds behind them.

“Come on, Holly,” she called. “You’re doing it.”

Holly made the final dash on her hands and knees—low, frantic—dodging one last dart that bounced off the stone behind her heel. She threw herself across the gap; Ben caught her under the arms, pulling her to safety.

For a long second they all just sat there—panting, dripping, bruised—staring back at the bridge as the jets and darts faded back into silence.

Keira rubbed her ribs, wincing. “I’m gonna feel that tomorrow.”

Soph leaned over and pressed a quick, filthy kiss to the welt—lips soft against the angry red mark. “I’ll kiss it better later. Promise.”

Holly laughed—shaky, disbelieving. “You people are crazy, you know that?”

Ben stood, offering hands to pull the others up.

“Crazy and still breathing,” he said. “Let’s keep it that way.”

Another faint metallic screech sounded from somewhere deeper in the temple. Then it sounded again—longer this time, metal grinding on stone, followed by a sharp, feminine scream that echoed down the corridor like a gunshot.

Ben’s head snapped toward the sound. Left path. The one Park and Gabrielle had taken.

Soph’s hand tightened on his arm. “That didn’t sound like bonus points.”

Keira was already moving, bare feet silent on the cold floor. “Come on.”

They ran.
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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.

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.”
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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.
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An irresistibly feel-good friends to lovers erotic romance


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

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

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

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

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

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

Until the afternoon Emma decides she needs an honest opinion.

Just one tiny, mortifying favour.

From the one boy she trusts never to fancy her.

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

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

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








