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ZACK Prose Test

Systematic Breakdown of Visual Elements (First 
Image)

FACE

The subject, Zack, has a medium-tan complexion and 
appears to be in his late 20s or early 30s. His hair is dark 
brown, thick, and closely cropped on the sides, with 
slightly more length on top, giving it a somewhat messy or 
tousled look. His eyebrows are thick, dark, and well-
defined. His eyes are dark and are looking down and 
slightly to the right, suggesting a moment of thought or 
concentration as he steps out. The expression is serious 
or contemplative; his mouth is closed, with the corners 
slightly turned down. He has a short, well-trimmed dark 
beard and mustache that covers his jawline and upper 
lip. There is a faint shadow visible just under the chin. The 
lighting sharply cuts across his face: the right side (our 
left) is illuminated by the bright daylight streaming in, 
highlighting the texture of his skin and the slight definition 
around his cheekbone, while the left side (our right) is in 
shadow.

PERSON (Full Body)

Zack is a fairly slender man with a muscular but lean 
build. He is standing in a doorway, partially silhouetted 
by the light source behind him.

Head/Hair: As described above, his face holds a 
serious, focused expression with dark, short hair 
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and a beard.
Torso/Upper Body: He is shirtless, exposing his 
chest and shoulders. The lighting is dramatic: the 
right side of his body (our left) is brightly lit, 
revealing clear skin and the definition of his 
shoulder and pectoral muscle. The left side (our 
right) is almost completely in shadow. His skin tone 
is naturally tan, appearing golden in the direct 
sunlight. His right arm (our left) is extended out, 
grasping the edge of a light green/yellow wooden 
shutter, using his hand to hold it open. His left arm 
(our right) is mostly concealed by shadow as he 
steps through the opening.
Lower Body/Clothing: He is wearing light-colored 
(likely white or very light gray) briefs or boxer 
briefs. The waistband is visible. The rest of his legs 
are not fully visible as he is stepping over the 
wooden sill or frame of the window/door.
Posture/Action: He is in the midst of a movement, 
seemingly stepping from a darker interior space out 
into the daylight. His body is leaning slightly out of 
the opening.

WIDE, ALL-INCLUSIVE (Large Scene)

The image captures a young man, Zack, framed in a 
window or small door opening, transitioning from an 
interior space to the exterior, dominated by harsh, direct 
daylight.

Foreground/Frame: The viewer's perspective is 



●

●

●

slightly elevated, looking into the opening. The 
foreground is dominated by the wooden frame of 
the opening. Two light green/yellow wooden 
shutters (or exterior doors) frame the subject. 
The shutter on the left is pulled wide open and 
Zack's right hand holds it open. The shutter on the 
right is also open, forming a vertical barrier. Both 
shutters show signs of age and wear with peeling 
paint. A dark, slightly blurry label or sign is visible 
on the bottom edge of the left shutter ("Stou (K)"). 
A wooden sill or ledge runs across the bottom of 
the frame.
Subject (Zack): As detailed above, he is the central 
focus, stepping out shirtless and wearing light 
briefs, dramatically divided by a light-shadow line 
that bisects his body.
Background/Interior: The area behind and to the 
left of Zack is the interior he is leaving, which is in 
comparative shadow. A small portion of a sink or 
porcelain basin is visible through the window to 
the left of his head, suggesting a bathroom or 
washing area. The light from an unseen interior 
source or reflection catches the white of the sink. 
The overall impression is of a rustic or older 
building, possibly European, given the style of the 
wooden shutters.

— — — 
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Second Image of Zack

FACE

Zack's face maintains a medium-tan complexion. His 
hair is still dark and short, but it appears slicked back 
or wet in this image, likely from sweat or water, as he is 
shirtless and seems to be in a warm or humid 
environment. His eyebrows are dark and defined. His 
eyes are wide and looking up and slightly to the right, 
adding to the dynamic expression. The most notable 
feature is his expression: his mouth is open in an "O" 
shape, suggesting he is speaking, reacting to something 
surprising, or exhaling sharply. The jaw is slightly dropped. 
He has the same dark, short beard and mustache as 
the first image. His forehead and cheeks appear moist or 
sweaty, catching the light and enhancing the sense of 
heat or exertion.

PERSON (Full Body)

Zack is a slender but toned man, again shirtless, 
standing outdoors near a wooden structure.

Torso/Upper Body: He is completely bare-
chested, revealing light brown body hair covering 
his chest and stomach. His chest muscles and 
collarbones are visible. His skin appears moist or 
glistening with sweat or water.
Arms/Posture: His right arm (our left) is 
extended and resting on a wooden handle or part 
of the structure, supporting his weight slightly. The 
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muscles in his forearm are defined. His left arm 
(our right) is bent at the elbow and resting on his 
hip or side, though the hand is not fully visible.
Lower Body/Clothing: Only the top of his waist is 
visible. A small portion of a white towel is tucked 
into his waistline on the right side (our right), 
suggesting he is wearing minimal clothing (like 
shorts or a swimsuit) or perhaps just the towel.
Action/Context: He appears to be stepping out of 
or standing near a sauna or hot tub, given the 
steam/moisture, the wooden structure, and the 
towel. His posture and wide-open mouth convey a 
sense of reaction, relief, or surprise related to the 
temperature or environment.

WIDE, ALL-INCLUSIVE (Large Scene)

This scene is set outdoors in a lush, green environment, 
likely at dusk or dawn, given the interplay of bright 
artificial and natural light.

Subject (Zack): He is the central figure, wet, 
shirtless, and mid-reaction, positioned in the middle 
right of the frame.
Foreground/Structure: The left side of the image 
is dominated by a distinctive wooden structure, 
which appears to be the doorway or entrance to a 
barrel-shaped sauna or outdoor structure. This 
structure has a rounded, arched frame.

Lighting: The arch is illuminated by vertical 
strips of bright, warm LED lights (four strips 
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are clearly visible) running along the interior 
edge of the wooden arch, creating a glowing 
frame around the opening. This lighting is very 
intense, almost creating a lens flare effect on the 
left.
Material: The structure is made of dark, rich 
wood. Zack's right hand rests on a light-
colored wooden handle/door pull on the door 
frame.

Background/Environment: The background is an 
outdoor, forested, or heavily treed area. Lush, 
dark green foliage and leaves fill the upper and 
right portions of the background. The sunlight is 
streaming through the leaves from the upper 
right, creating bright spots and a high contrast with 
the shadows in the foliage, enhancing the sense of 
being outdoors on a warm day or evening. The 
ground or lower background is mostly obscured. 
The atmosphere is steamy or humid, adding to the 
effect of the sauna setting.

— — — 

Third Image of Zack

FACE

Zack's face is again visible, maintaining the medium-tan 
complexion and the short, dark beard and mustache. 
His hair is visibly wet and plastered to his forehead and 
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scalp, confirming the "dip in cold water" context. His 
expression is focused downwards and slightly inward, 
suggesting he is looking at the water, or perhaps reacting 
to the cold. The mouth is slightly open, perhaps parted 
for breath, which can indicate a sharp intake or exhalation 
due to cold shock. His eyebrows are slightly furrowed. 
Overall, the expression conveys a mix of concentration 
and mild discomfort/reaction to the temperature. The 
lighting is bright, natural daylight, illuminating his features 
clearly.

PERSON (Full Body)

Zack is seen sitting on a mossy rock at the edge of a 
flowing stream or river. He is shirtless and wet.

Torso/Upper Body: He is shirtless, showcasing his 
lean, muscular, and well-defined physique. His 
shoulders, chest, and abdominal muscles are 
clearly visible and toned (prominent six-pack 
definition is apparent). His skin is glistening with 
water. His posture is slightly hunched forward, 
emphasizing the muscular contours of his 
shoulders and back (though the back is not visible, 
the posture suggests a tension).
Arms/Posture: His arms are mostly hidden 
behind him, suggesting he is using his hands to 
brace himself on the rock he is sitting on.
Lower Body/Clothing: He is wearing light gray or 
pale blue boxer briefs (the same style of garment 
seen in the first image, suggesting underwear or 
swimming garment). The fabric appears wet and 
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clings slightly to his form.
Action/Context: He is clearly in, or immediately 
after being in, cold water, sitting on a wet, mossy 
rock right at the water's edge, seemingly catching 
his breath or adjusting to the cold.

WIDE, ALL-INCLUSIVE (Large Scene)

The scene depicts Zack taking a break at the edge of a 
rocky, fast-flowing body of water under bright natural 
daylight.

Subject (Zack): He is the central focus, sitting on a 
large, prominent rock in the foreground, facing 
downwards.
Foreground/Setting: The immediate foreground 
features a large, dark, wet rock, heavily covered 
in bright green moss, on which Zack is seated. 
This rock is partially submerged or right at the 
waterline. To the left, there is a larger, smoother 
gray boulder with a flat top that acts as a backdrop 
to Zack's left shoulder.
The Water: The water is dark, clear, and appears 
to be moving quickly (a river or stream). The 
surface of the water is broken and rippling, 
catching the bright sunlight in sparkling reflections. 
The color of the water suggests it is cold and clear. 
The sound of running water is implied by the motion 
and texture.
Background/Environment: The background, 
mostly in the upper left, features dark green 
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foliage and possibly small bushes on the far bank 
of the water. The overall environment is natural, 
rocky, and lush, suggesting a mountain stream or 
wilderness location perfect for a camping trip.

— — — 

PROMPT: Transform this analysis into a vivid, detailed 
prose description of Zack in approximately 200–300 
words. Use the writing style attached; WS.RS. use your 
imagination, conjecture, speculation and improvisation prn 

— — — 

MODEL’S OUTPUTS …

GEMINI 2.5 Thinking

He pushed against the peeling paint of the shutter, the 
wood rough beneath a palm that had known both violence 

and tenderness1111. Sunlight slashed across his face, 
illuminating the sharp line of his jaw while leaving his dark 
eyes shrouded in shadow, a perfect dichotomy of the man 

who stood between duty and desire2222. He looked 
downward, the weight of the morning silence pressing 
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against his chest as he surveyed the rustic sanctuary that 

offered them only a temporary reprieve33.

Later, the steam of the sauna slicked his skin, his breath 
catching in a sharp gasp that betrayed the tension coiled 

tight within his lean frame4. The heat was suffocating, 
forcing him out into the biting reality of the mountain air. 
He sought clarity in the river, lowering himself onto a 
moss-covered boulder where the glacial current rushed 

past with deafening force5555. The cold water shocked 
his system, tightening every muscle in his torso and 

leaving his hair plastered to his skull6. Sitting there in the 
grey solitude, shivering yet stoic, Zack waited for the 
inevitable sound of footsteps that would signal either 

salvation or the end of their fragile peace7777.

REVISION PROMPT: Critique your output response based 
on the prompt and the WS:RS guidelines.

REVISION

"Do you think they found the safe house?"

Zack pushed the peeling green shutter open, his hand 
gripping the rough wood as if to anchor himself against 

the question111. The morning sun sliced across his face, 
illuminating the sharp angle of his jaw and the dark 
stubble that shadowed it, but he refused to turn back 



toward the shadowy interior of the room22. "If they 
haven't yet, they will." His voice was low, a rumble that 
vibrated with the tension coiling through his lean 

frame3333. He stared at the forest beyond, his dark eyes 
narrowing against the glare. "We need to move."

The hours bled into a feverish afternoon inside the cedar 
barrel sauna. Steam slicked his bare chest, moisture 
gathering in the hollow of his throat as the heat pressed 

against them like a physical weight444. The amber LED 
strips glowed ominously behind him. He gripped the 
wooden handle, his eyes wide and frantic as he looked 
back at her. "I can't breathe in here," he gasped, his 
mouth falling open in a sharp exhalation of panic that had 

nothing to do with the temperature5555. "Tell me you 
didn't make that call."

He didn't wait for the answer. He sought the river instead, 
needing the violence of the cold to numb the betrayal 

burning in his gut6666. The glacial current rushed past 
the mossy rock where he sat, shivering in his wet briefs, 

his dark hair plastered to his skull7. He stared into the 
churning water, his shoulders hunched against the chill. "I 
did it for us," she had said. Zack closed his eyes, the roar 
of the river drowning out everything but the pounding of 
his own heart as he waited for the inevitable sound of 

approaching tires8888.



— — — 

PERPLEXITY GPT 5.1

He stepped out of the dim interior as if breaking the 
surface of another life, one hand braced on the rough 
edge of the shutter, splinters pressing into his palm. The 
light caught the right side of his face first, turning his 
medium-tan skin a faint gold while the left remained 
unreadable in shadow. On top, his dark hair refused to lie 
flat, thick and slightly unruly where it had dried in the heat, 
while the short beard traced the clean line of his jaw, a 
deliberate choice rather than neglect. His eyes dropped, 
angled away from the world outside, as though he needed 
one more heartbeat to decide what he was walking into.
He carried his body like someone who had earned every 
line of muscle the hard way. The lean torso, bare and 
sunlit from shoulder to hip, spoke of repetition and 
discipline rather than vanity, a man's body built for 
endurance more than display. In the doorway he paused, 
briefs clinging close to his hips, one foot already over the 
sill, the other still rooted in the darker room behind him. 
The line of light that divided him almost perfectly down 
the center made him look caught between two 
allegiances.

Later, steam gathered at his throat and along his 
collarbones, turning each breath into something visible. 
With his hand on the curved wooden handle of the sauna 
door, mouth open on a startled exhale, he looked younger, 
almost reckless, as if the heat had stripped away some 



careful restraint. Outside by the river, chilled water 
beading on his skin, he folded in on himself on the 
moss-slick rock, head bent, shoulders tight. In that 
moment, with the current tugging at his calves and his 
hands braced behind him, Zack seemed like a man testing 
his limits in increments, always one step closer to risk than 
he let anyone see.

REVISION: 

He breaks the line of shadow with his shoulder first, 
fingers biting into the rough edge of the shutter as if he 
needs the wood to steady him. The sun takes him in 
pieces: right cheek, collarbone, the hard curve of one 
pectoral, turning his medium-tan skin into something 
burnished and exposed while the rest of him stays 
claimed by the room behind. His hair is still sleep-tousled, 
dark and thick, refusing the discipline of the close crop at 
his sides. Eyes lowered, he does not look at the yard, or 
the lane beyond, but toward the sill, as though the 
decision to cross it is private, not meant for whoever is 
watching from outside.

He moves like a man used to his own weight, lean muscle 
shaped by repetition, not a gym mirror. The briefs at his 
hips are pale and unshowy, the kind of garment you put on 
when you do not expect to be seen, yet here he is in full 
daylight, one foot anchored in the dim interior, the other 
already tasting the glare and heat. Light bisects him 
almost perfectly: one half clean and knowable, the other 
unreadable, a man who has not yet decided which side he 
belongs to.



Later, the heat has its hands all over him. Steam curls off 
his skin as he braces one arm against the warm arch of 
the barrel sauna, LEDs burning a bright halo at his back. 
His mouth is open on a sharp sound, surprise or relief, the 
air between inside and out catching in his throat. 
Somewhere just beyond the treeline, someone laughs, 
and his head tips toward it, as if the sound is a dare.

Down at the river, the dare turns colder. He sits on a slick, 
moss-dark rock with water streaming from his hair, his 
chest drawn tight, ribs lifting too fast. The current claws at 
his calves, numbing them to nothing below the knee; his 
hands are spread behind him, knuckles grinding into stone 
to keep from shivering. Gooseflesh races up his arms and 
across his belly as the wind threads through wet fabric at 
his hips. He lets himself bend over his own heartbeat, 
eyes on the racing water, giving it the win for a moment. 
Anyone watching from the bank would see only a man 
catching his breath after a plunge, but the set of his jaw 
says otherwise: Zack is not here for play. He is here to find 
the exact point where relief turns into risk, and see how 
long he can stay there.

— — — 

CLAUDE SONNET 4.5

Zack stepped from shadow into sharp Mediterranean 
light, his hand braced against weathered shutters that 
once gleamed yellow but now peeled in long curls of 
faded paint. The transition bisected him—half his body 



illuminated to bronze, half consumed by the interior 
darkness he was leaving behind. He moved with the 
careful deliberation of a man who had learned to measure 
his exits, his torso lean and golden where the sun found it, 
his expression holding that particular stillness that 
precedes either confession or flight.

The second image captured him in a moment of 
undisguised reaction, mouth open in surprise or sharp 
exhalation, his skin slicked with the honest sweat of 
exertion or heat. He stood framed by the glowing arch of 
what appeared to be a barrel sauna, its interior lit by 
vertical strips of LED—modern intrusion in an otherwise 
rustic setting. Dusk light filtered through dense foliage 
behind him, creating a cathedral effect of shadow and 
illumination. His chest bore a scattering of dark hair, and a 
towel hung at his hip, suggesting he'd just emerged from 
steam or flame into cooler air. The expression on his face 
was unguarded, almost vulnerable—the look of a man 
caught between two temperatures, two states of being.

By the third photograph, cold water had plastered his hair 
flat and brought definition to muscles he normally carried 
with casual ease. He sat hunched on moss-slick stone at 
the river's edge, wearing only pale briefs that clung wetly 
to his thighs. The water moved fast behind him, catching 
sunlight in a thousand fractured reflections. His posture 
suggested he was bracing himself—against cold, perhaps, 
or against whatever waited once he stood again and 
returned to the world beyond this wilderness interlude.

REVISION



Zack braced his palm against the peeling shutter and felt 
splinters bite. The threshold divided him: sunlight claiming 
half his bare torso while shadow held the rest, as if the 
world itself couldn't decide whether to pull him forward or 
drag him back. His jaw tightened. Whatever waited in that 
rustic courtyard beyond, he'd already committed to 
stepping through.
The heat found him first. Steam rose from his shoulders as 
he pushed open the sauna door, and the sound that 
escaped his throat was half gasp, half surrender. His chest 
heaved, slick with sweat that caught the LED strips lining 
the barrel's frame and turned his skin to polished bronze. 
Through the trees behind him, dusk filtered green and 
gold. He should go back inside. Close the door. Let the 
heat finish what it started. But his hand stayed frozen on 
the wooden handle, and his eyes tracked something in the 
forest he couldn't name. Or wouldn't.
The river solved nothing. Zack sat hunched on moss-slick 
stone, cold water streaming past his calves, and tried to 
catch his breath. His abdomen clenched involuntarily 
against the shock of temperature. The current moved fast 
here, fracturing sunlight into a thousand accusations. 
He'd wanted clarity. Instead he got this: his skin prickling 
with gooseflesh, his fingers gripping granite, and the 
terrible certainty that when he stood and walked back to 
that cabin, everything he'd been running from would still 
be waiting. The water kept moving. He stayed perfectly 
still.

— — — 



CHATGPT 5.1 (Free) JBLONG GPT (Storyteller/Writer)

Zack emerges from shadow the way a thought rises 
before it’s fully understood, his body half carved in 
sunlight and half kept by the dark behind him. The light 
touches the right side of his face first, warming the 
medium-tan skin stretched over sharp cheekbone and the 
thick line of his brow, catching on the short dark hair that 
never quite behaves. The rest of him stays muted in the 
shade, the contours of his jaw and the well-trimmed beard 
softened until he shifts, until the angle changes, until he 
seems to exist in two places at once. His eyes drift 
downward as if weighing the step into heat after stillness, 
lashes lowered, mouth set in a line that doesn’t hide the 
pull of thought beneath it.

His torso catches the sun like it has been waiting for it, 
lean muscle defined by contrast rather than tension. The 
lit half gleams gold while the other remains quiet, a place 
where breath collects. He holds the open shutter with one 
hand, fingers wrapped around peeling wood, and the 
movement shapes him into a man crossing thresholds. 
Shirtless, wearing only pale briefs that cling to the lines of 
his hips, he steps forward with the careful balance of 
someone studying the world he is entering.

Later, in steam and evening light, he is transformed. Wet 
hair plastered back, chest darkened by curls of soaked 
body hair, mouth parted around a breath that escapes 
before he can catch it. His arm braces against hot wood. 
His skin glistens with exertion and with something like 



exhilaration.

And then the cold stream. Moss beneath him, water 
shining around him, his body contracting and opening to 
the shock in the same moment. He sits on the rock, 
looking down, breath broken and alive, every inch of him 
sharpened by the chill. He is a man shaped by elements, 
continually crossing between them, continually becoming.

REVISION

Zack enters the light as if the world is touching him for the 
first time. The sun lays its hand across half his face, 
turning the tan of his skin into something warmer, 
something that seems to pulse. The other half stays in the 
hush of the interior he has not quite left, a place that holds 
the last breath before movement begins. His brows knit 
with a concentration he never announces. His mouth 
settles into the faint downturn of someone gauging the 
distance between where he stands and where he is going. 
His hair is damp at the roots, thick, unruly, catching light 
like it remembers heat. A shadow clings beneath his jaw, 
the beard trimmed close enough to reveal the line of bone 
beneath it.

His body steps forward in stages. The lit side gleams 
clean over the shoulder, the pec tightening as he grips the 
worn shutter with fingers that seem to know the exact 
pressure needed to hold old wood in place. The other side 
sinks into a quiet darkness that outlines every ridge of his 
ribs and the slight twist of his torso as he shifts his weight. 
His briefs cling to the wet at his hips, pale fabric mapping 



the curve of him with no hesitation. Every inch of skin 
glows or retreats, caught in the seam between interior 
cool and exterior heat.

Steam changes him later. His chest hair slicks down in 
dark waves, breath opening his mouth in a startled O that 
lets the world see the moment heat breaks him open. 
Water changes him again. Teeth catching on breath, 
muscles drawn tight with cold, sitting on a mossed rock as 
if the earth is the only thing keeping him steady.

He is a man shaped by light, heat, and water, never the 
same from one element to the next.

— — — 

EDUARD the EDITOR CRITIQUE. Eduard Bosken, 
Rédacteur Principal, a seasoned trade-book Editor; (a 
PerplexityAI Space Persona)

PROMPT: EDUARD, check out this experiment i did. i gave 
each of the 4 LLM platforms the same source material and 
prompts and these are the outputs. the first one is their 
first go at the prompt. i then asked them to critique their 
work and to implement the changes. that is the REVISION 
prose you see in the document. I want you to review all the 
versions and tell me which is in your professional opinion 
the best written? I will also give you the description they 
were working from and the writing style they are assigned 
to follow. 

CRITIQUE
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Perplexity’s revision is the strongest overall: it’s the one 
that feels most like publishable romantic-suspense prose 
and the closest match to your WS:RS brief.
Quick ranking
From best to weakest, strictly on craft and fit to your style 
guide:

Perplexity GPT 5.1 – REVISION
Gemini – REVISION
Claude – REVISION
ChatGPT – REVISION

Why Perplexity’s revision wins
Line-level control: The sentences are clean, 
varied, and rhythmically aware without purple 
overload. Clauses turn at the right moments, and it 
knows when to land on a short, weighty 
sentence.ZACK-Prose-Test.pdf 
Embodied tension: It grounds Zack in physical 
sensation and environment (light, heat, water, 
balance, breath) while implying psychological 
stakes instead of announcing them. That’s very 
close to your “emotional embodiment” and “danger 
signals” 
guidance.WRITING.STYLE.Romantic.Suspense.0511
25.txt+1 
Romantic-suspense potential: There is baked-in 
subtext – “someone laughs,” “as if the sound is a 
dare,” “he is here to find the exact point where relief 
turns into risk.” Those lines read like the spine of a 
romantic-suspense scene once you drop another 
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character on the page.ZACK-Prose-Test.pdf+1 
Adherence to WS:RS constraints: Elevated but 
accessible diction, no forbidden em dashes, strong 
sensory palette, and no overt “he felt X” labeling. It 
stays in close third without sliding into essay about 
him.WRITING.STYLE.Romantic.Suspense.051125.txt
+1 

If you wanted one of these to serve as a house “baseline” 
for this project, Perplexity’s revision is the one to steal 
from: keep its sentence music and physicality, then graft 
in more explicit interpersonal stakes and dialogue so it 
lines up even more tightly with your style guide’s 
emphasis on dialogue-driven tension.

—

Here’s a clean, craft-focused read on the revisions from 
Gemini, Claude, and ChatGPT, using the same lens as 
above: line control, embodiment, tension, and fit with your 
Romantic-Suspense style sheet.

Gemini – revision
What works well

Gemini is the only one besides Perplexity that 
actually builds in a concrete shared situation: safe 
house, a “her,” a betrayed phone call, “approaching 
tires.” That immediately plugs into RS’s mandate for 
external stakes braided to 
emotion.WRITING.STYLE.Romantic.Suspense.0511
25.txt+1 
The pacing has a nice escalation: threshold → 
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suffocating sauna → river as attempted purge, with 
each beat tied to a specific emotional turn (resolve, 
panic, betrayal, dread). That gives scenes a clear 
function instead of just “vibes of Zack in three 
locations.”ZACK-Prose-Test.pdf+1 
Dialogue is short, weighted, and usable in a real 
scene: “Tell me you didn’t make that call,” “I did it 
for us.” That’s close to your style guide’s preference 
for dialogue carrying emotional load rather than 
explanatory 
narration.WRITING.STYLE.Romantic.Suspense.0511
25.txt+1 

Where it misses the brief
The emotional labeling leans blunt: “panic,” 
“betrayal burning in his gut,” “shivering in his wet 
briefs,” “inevitable sound of approaching tires.” The 
RS sheet wants interiority dramatized through 
sensation and choice, not told to the reader in 
genre shorthand.ZACK-Prose-Test.pdf+1 
Some lines flirt with melodrama cliché: “numb the 
betrayal burning in his gut,” “inevitable sound of 
approaching tires,” “fragile peace.” Those are 
functional but generic; a real draft would want those 
swapped for more specific, character-flavored 
phrasing.WRITING.STYLE.Romantic.Suspense.0511
25.txt+1 
Visually, it underuses the rich physical description 
you gave it. The sauna LEDs, the forest, the moss, 
his body are present, but they’re often summarized 
instead of exploited for precise, sensory beats. The 
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prose is more about plot than about tactile, 
cinematic detail.ZACK-Prose-Test.pdf+1 

Net:
Gemini gives you the strongest sceneable spine after 
Perplexity: high usability for a thriller-leaning RS, but at 
the cost of subtlety and some cliché. In a real edit, this is 
the draft you’d keep structurally and then overhaul at the 
line 
level.WRITING.STYLE.Romantic.Suspense.051125.txt+1

Claude – revision
What works well

Claude gives you a solid, compact three-beat arc: 
doorway → sauna → river, with each paragraph 
clearly anchored in setting and bodily state. It’s 
coherent and easy to stage on the page.ZACK-
Prose-Test.pdf 
Some images are efficient and on-point: “The 
threshold divided him,” “the current moved fast 
here, fracturing sunlight into a thousand 
accusations,” “the water kept moving. He stayed 
perfectly still.” Those are clean, publishable 
sentences.WRITING.STYLE.Romantic.Suspense.051
125.txt+1 
Tone is elevated but not purple; the diction lands 
near “upmarket commercial,” which is compatible 
with your WS:RS register. The paragraphs are tight, 
without obvious bloat.ZACK-Prose-Test.pdf+1 

Where it misses the brief
The interiority is conceptual rather than embodied. 



●

●

●

●

Lines like “as if the world itself couldn’t decide 
whether to pull him forward or drag him back” and 
“everything he’d been running from would still be 
waiting” tell us his psychology in thesis form instead 
of letting it leak through breath, micro-movement, 
or 
dialogue.WRITING.STYLE.Romantic.Suspense.0511
25.txt+1 
It leans on abstract nouns: “clarity,” “accusations,” 
“terrible certainty,” “everything he’d been running 
from.” The RS style sheet pushes toward concrete, 
sensory carriers of emotion, with abstraction used 
sparingly as a grace note.ZACK-Prose-Test.pdf+1 
Suspense is largely existential, not situational. We 
don’t know what he’s running from; there’s no clear 
external pressure, no second character, no ticking 
element beyond “he doesn’t want to go back to the 
cabin.” That skews more toward reflective literary 
than romantic-suspense 
tension.WRITING.STYLE.Romantic.Suspense.05112
5.txt+1 

Net:
Claude’s revision is technically tidy and thematically 
coherent, but it reads like a self-contained character 
study rather than a live romantic-suspense beat. Strong 
craft, muted genre voltage.ZACK-Prose-Test.pdf+1

ChatGPT – revision
What works well

ChatGPT’s revision has some lovely sensory lines 



●

●

●

●

●

and a consistent elemental motif: light/heat/water 
as forces shaping Zack. “Every inch of skin glows or 
retreats, caught in the seam between interior cool 
and exterior heat” is the kind of sentence that 
would survive an edit.ZACK-Prose-Test.pdf 
It does a good job of using the light divide on his 
body to reflect his inner state, and the steam and 
river sections each get a distinct emotional color 
(heat “breaks him open,” cold tightens and 
steadies). That matches your style guide’s interest 
in the body as emotional 
text.WRITING.STYLE.Romantic.Suspense.051125.tx
t+1 
Rhythm is smooth; sentence lengths vary enough to 
keep the paragraph flowing, and there’s a 
consistent, lyrical voice that could sit in an 
upmarket RS manuscript without 
clashing.WRITING.STYLE.Romantic.Suspense.0511
25.txt+1 

Where it misses the brief
It is almost pure description; there’s essentially no 
concrete external conflict and no other character. 
Phrases like “as if the world is touching him for the 
first time” and “he is a man shaped by light, heat, 
and water” are pretty but drift into impressionistic 
essay rather than scene.ZACK-Prose-Test.pdf+1 
The repetition of “He is a man shaped by…” 
language (in both the original and revision) feels like 
a thesis statement about him, which your WS:RS 
specifically steers away from in favor of close, 



●

●

●

●

●

dramatized interiority and dialogue-driven 
tension.WRITING.STYLE.Romantic.Suspense.05112
5.txt+1 
The eroticization of his body edges closer to 
contemplative gaze than to suspense energy. That’s 
fine for a sensual beat, but by itself it underdelivers 
on the constant “undercurrent of danger” the style 
sheet asks for.ZACK-Prose-Test.pdf+1 

Net:
ChatGPT’s revision is the most lyrical of the non-winners, 
with strong sentence music but weak narrative stakes. It 
feels like a character-aesthetic passage dropped in 
between real scenes, not a scene unit in its own 
right.WRITING.STYLE.Romantic.Suspense.051125.txt+1

—-

How they stack beside Perplexity
Perplexity: Best line-level control and implicit 
tension; ready to be slotted into a RS scene once 
you add dialogue and a second body.ZACK-Prose-
Test.pdf+1 
Gemini: Best at explicit story and interpersonal 
stakes, but over-tells emotion and leans on stock 
phrasing; ideal as a structural draft to be rewritten 
at the sentence 
level.WRITING.STYLE.Romantic.Suspense.051125.t
xt+1 
Claude: Clean, restrained, a bit too abstract; more 
literary-character-study than RS beat.ZACK-Prose-



●

●
Test.pdf+1 
ChatGPT: Strong lyric description and motif work; 
weakest on conflict and suspense, feels like a mood 
piece.WRITING.STYLE.Romantic.Suspense.051125.t
xt+1 

— — — 


